Hey there, me again. 

I couldn’t resist, I just had to go on to reviewing the second part of this story right away. Anyway, again, don’t be disheartened by the comments, they’re only there for guidance and not to make you feel bad about your writing. I must add, as well, that I am highly impressed with your writing style, especially since you’re only 13. Well done, Sarah, its another amazing piece of writing.
I - Tealeaves 

They swirl in clear brown liquid. Green-feathered ballerinas waltzing around a ballroom of white china. As the water disappears, they plummet. Forgotten. 

She puts a thin finger into the cup and twirls it amongst the withered corpses. Angry voices echo around her in the hollow darkness. She draws her bare legs up, folding them like paper beneath her on the mahogany chair. Sticks, that woman with the crisp uniform had said, inspecting her in the blank white 
room. Your legs are like sticks. 

She winces at the memory
, beginning to shake uncontrollably. She claps her hands over her throbbing ears, red from the slap. She tries to forget. The shouting behind her continues, louder and louder every second, shooting through the air like arrows. 

“I can’t deal with this, Sarah!” 

She had almost forgotten it. Her name. Snapped out like a curse. 

She hugs her quaking
 legs against her tiny chest. She can feel her heartbeat, jerky, fast, without a rhythm
. 

“Do you hear me, Sarah? I can’t fucking deal with this!” 

It's her mother. 

She closes her eyes, squeezing them tight until crimson dots appear before her. Still gripping her calves against her, she rocks. Backwards, forwards. Backwards, forwards. 

Strong, harsh hands grip her protruding shoulders. Shaking her like a rattle – an empty rattle. 

Her lips quiver, but she will not cry. She - will - not - cry
. 

“Do you do this at school, Sarah? Do you? Do the kids make fun of you? They do, don’t they? They’d have to!” 

She keeps her eyes shut. Her pale lips attempt to move and she tries to control the panic surging up inside of her, a frantic tornado. Ready to blow her world away. 

She can't. She can't keep it in. 

She opens her mouth and screamed
. A scream that wracks her frame and every bone inside her body. 

She almost collapses on the floor but is pinned against the wall instead. Forced to listen. Her thumping heart leaps up in her chest, startled. She can feel its beat residing as it flops down gasping like a dying fish
. 

“Can you see what your shit is doing to us? To you, to me, to Esther?" 

She runs to her room. She stares into the long glass mirror, her eyes weaving around the shattered edges. 

What is real? 

She claws at the surface, wanting to discover what is beyond it. She sees nothing but a pale lie of a girl, putting on a facade each day, hiding behind a tarry smokescreen. 

She rushes towards the bed, lying on pale rose sheets. The coolness feels good in contrast to the heat leaking out of her pores. She curls up into the foetal position. She rocks herself like a sad baby in a cold white crib. 

Just when she thought she had normality wrapped round her fingers like a twisted ribbon. 

Footsteps approach her. A gentle, plump hand touches her juddering shoulder. Sweet words are whispered into her ear. 

It's Esther. Her little sister. 

She lets Esther hold her, comfort her. Though she flinches with the humiliation of it. Her life is upside-down, warped, contorted. She is on the wrong side of the looking glass. 

“Shhh. Sarah...it’s okay. It’s going to be alright,” her sister says
, smoothing her rumpled dress and drying her tears. 

“It’s not. It’s not. It’s not. She hates me. Everyone hates me.” 

“She doesn’t hate you, Sarah. She loves you. I
 love you.” 

If Sarah’s eyes had not been swollen shut, she still would not have been able to look her in the face. 

The only thing she can do is wail. Breathless, heartbroken, frightened sobs.

Wow. Another strong piece.

I’m impressed, I really am.

And don’t forget: PM me for anything at all.

XxxDo
�„The blank white room“ seems like a bit of a double description. Blank and white seem to be the same thing in this context, so maybe change one of the words to suit more accurately the meaning you had in mind.


�


Explain to us why this memory affects her so, add more context to it.


�


Again, i’m not so fond of the word „quaking“. It sounds kind of … cheap? I don’t know, but I reckon you could change that word.


�Just a suggestion, but how about „arrhythmic“ ?. 


�This is good, but I think „Backwards… forwards… backwards… forwards…” would be better. With dots inbetween the words.





�Good!


�„s“. Don’t change tenses midway through a sentence.


�This is nice imagery, but makes little sense. Sorry.


�„Just when she thought she had normality wrapped round her fingers like a twisted ribbon“ what? What happened then? 


�A-ma-zing!!


�


How old ist his little sister? You might want to make that information known.


�


Consider this in italics.





