
Hello, now I bet you have realized that I have already posted on your thread well… I was reading your story after school and I ended up deleting your thing after I was done so I lost all the information so hopefully this will help now that I am doing it again :D

All I did was made comments because I don’t have time for anything else. Sorry!
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Half Dead & Half Alive

“So you say this whole little story of yours begins on your first day of school, right?”


“Yeah.”


“Alright, but please make it as quick as possible and leave out anything I don’t need to know.”


“I am not making any promises.  I’m going to tell it as I remember it.”


“Alright son, give it a go already.”

This isn’t your normal story of a teenager.  
This isn’t about me trying to find love or romance.  This isn’t about me trying to make a difference in this world.  This isn’t about me trying to find true happiness.  This is about me trying to survive with the cards life gave me.  This is about me having to do what I had to do to live.  The world is a dark and gloomy place filled with awful and hidden twist.  In a little over a month, my life went from normal to rare.  You won’t notice it at first, but what you will read will seem normal for awhile, but it isn’t.  
What happens to a small percent of the population happened to me.  And no, it isn’t anything farfetched or unreal.  The world is already odd enough so there is no need to make up stuff.  No, this is real.  This is my story.

5:00 A.M. to 5:01 A.M.  I laid in my bed and watched myself try to stand up.  Frustrated that the obnoxious alarm is awake as well.  Sad that I have to go through another day.  Disappointed that must uncover myself and leave what is comfortable.  Time goes by very slow, yet I love to watch it disappear.  Hitting snooze is always an available option, but how much time is there really to kill?  Out of nowhere and without even realizing it, I got up.  


To be honest, I can never truly tell whether I am more dead or more alive during those first two or three seconds after getting out of bed.  I always immediately walk straight to the bathroom and get into the shower with no cognitive process.   A walking zombie with no brain in a way.  Every morning.  Every morning is the same.  Every morning is the textbook definition of routine.  Sickening.  I can’t stand routine.  I can’t stand the mornings.  Coincidence?  Probably not, but I am not really sure.  Nor does it matter.  All I know is that I hate the morning time with a passion.  



May 28th, 2008.  This early morning was no different than any other.  I walked directly to the bathroom at 5:01 A.M.  I turned the shower dial to its hottest point, and I took a solid step back and waited for a minute.  I then turned the shower dial to about the middle, and I got into the shower, but not yet getting into the line of fire of the water.  After waiting another solid ten seconds or so, I inched my way to the middle of the shower…perfect temperature.


Showers are a place of relaxation for me personally.  I do not know what it is about them, but something is special about a shower that makes it like no other place in the world.  It may be the fact that you are cleansing yourself.  Not just in the way of removing dirt from your skin, but a “cleansing your soul” kind of way.  Taking a shower is just the perfect way to start a day, as when you get out of the shower, you are as you were the day you were born, a blank slate.  No matter what happened the day before, or the year before, each and every time you get out of the shower, you can start fresh.  All of your sins are forgiven, and you don’t have to worry about the past.  Showers are God’s way of letting you know that you don’t need to go to church to be forgiven, and showers are just life’s way of saying it is a brand new day.


Like I was saying, May 28th was a normal morning in every way.  After showering, I dried off, and put on a pair of boxers and some jeans.  I wasn’t in the freshest of moods so a plain white t-shirt would work for me.  I went over to the window, and peeked through the blinds.  It was dark outside for the time of day, and it sure as hell wasn’t pretty.  Rain was coming down hard and the wind was blowing cold air.  It looked like complete chaos outside.  Bright green leaves were spread out across the landscape.  Branches were broken and trees were on the ground.  


  It didn’t bother me one bit though.  There were two reasons why.  One, as I was looking out the window, it hit me; May 28th was the last day of high school for me.  Nothing could ruin the excitement that flowed through my body at the moment.  Also, storms never bother me, period.  I actually find them relaxing to be quite frank.  


I threw on a charcoal colored jacket with a white hoody underneath it.  I wrapped a red American Apparel scarf around my neck, and went down the stairs and into the kitchen.   Toast or cereal?  Both require about an equal amount of time and effort, so that didn’t factor into the decision making.  There are two things that cannot be trusted in the kitchen.   A toaster is most certainly one of them.  No matter how experienced somebody is with a toaster, it doesn’t matter.  The time it takes to cook toast is inconsistent and is never the same, absolutely ridiculous.  So toast is definitely risky.  However, the other thing that cannot be trusted in the kitchen is milk.  The expiration date on a gallon of milk is as honest as a magic 8 Ball.  Sure, people smell milk to see if it spoiled or not.  But let me to you a little secret I have.  Milk always smells like crap.


Then I realized that I was running a bit late since I had taken five minutes to decide what the better breakfast option was.  The reality of the moment was that I was not going to be eating anything at all.  The time was 6:52 A.M., and I always leave at 6:51 A.M.  I hurried out to my car, but I didn’t have the keys.  I hurried back inside, and went on a frantic search for them.  I swear to God that my keys were not inside my house that morning.  On May 28th, I rode the bus for the first time in years.  


The school bus…Where does one start when describing the good old yellow school bus.  Like a shower, there is something about a school bus that cannot really be explained.  The only difference is that the shower is special in a positive way, and the school bus is different in a negative way.  I’m not fully sure why, but if you ride the bus, there is something “weak” about the whole situation.  If you think about it, a school bus is simply free transportation to your school location.  So it is beyond me why riding the school bus makes you look like a dork.  There is no reason for that conclusion.  But that is the conclusion of riding a school bus none the less.


And there I was that morning, a seventeen year old senior on his last day of school, riding the school bus.  I do not fully remember that ride to school for some reason.  I suppose it is because nothing happened, I tend to zone out on buses, thinking about nonsense that is irrelevant to my life.  Time goes by fast when you’re not in your right state of mind.  


My school bus arrived at my high school at 7:15 A.M.  It is funny to think that two hours and fifteen minutes had passed since my alarm went off.  Well, that is not funny in the least bit.  The funny part is that the time between 5:00 A.M. and 5:01 A.M. seemed longer than the other two hours and fourteen minutes altogether.  


At 7:15 A.M. 
hundreds of kids got off of their school buses and walked to the doors to enter their school.  At that moment, I took a like at those kids and realized they are no different than a herd or flock of animals mindlessly going to where they are told.  It is sad to see our youth so mindless looking, but it is no concern of mine as the future is always distant.  I am different than them all; I will not conform robotically as they all do.  I will make something of myself and see what the world has to offer me.  I know deep down that I am a very special person.  But I truthfully do not want to go into a rant about that at this moment.  Not now.
�This is NOT a good way to start. I mean, don’t tell us this upfront. Obviously this isn’t a normal teenagers life because who would write about a normal teenagers life?? Try to think of a better way to grab your reader rather than this.


�Why tell us this? It makes it sound like your story is going to start out boring. Just nix all this and start out fresh. 


�Why any of this? How did it contribute to any part of your story? Did your reader need to know this to continue reading? Ask yourself these questions when you write because to me, it was all pointless information. 


�What’s the point of this shower thing? I don’t’ think you need this at all. It’s kind of weird…


�THIS IS WHAT YOU NEED! Description. USE IT!


�Why do you keep doing this? Unless these are like diary entrees, cut these out. Not needed. 





