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Prologue

Two Years Before

His dad never congratulated him after he won the four hundred meter race at the state track meet. As he crossed the finish line he smiled with pride more elation, and a better description of it would be fitting. and then looked towards the stands to find his dad. He only saw many people in matching blue shirts, like his, jumping up and down excitedly. They were screaming his name. Other teams were scowling. Shane’s track team was the best, they knew that and now the other teams did too. "Shane," he heard his dad call. 


Shane turned around slowly as people slapped him on the back and said things like, "Good job," and, "Holy shit, you're, like, the fastest seventh grader ever!" 


He smiled slightly at the praise and stared at his dad. The expression on his dad's face was filled with worry as he gestured for Shane to approach him. 


Shane grabbed the water bottle someone was handing him and walked slowly to where his dad was standing by the fence. "We have to go," his father told him slowly.  Too simple. If I’d won a race and saw my dad looking like that my mind would be racing through possibilities.

"Why?" Shane asked, out of breath.


"Just get your stuff; I'll explain in the car." he said and walked towards the waiting van. Shane retreated towards the bleachers. 


Shane heard a message over the loudspeaker, "Shane Mitchell has just set the state record for the four hundred meter run." His team erupted and Shane smiled to himself.  I didn’t think middle schools had state tournaments… a little internet research proved me wrong.

"That was so freaking amazing," his best friend Nathan gasped. "You were like...I don't even know a good enough word, but you were fast!"


Shane nodded, barely paying attention as Nathan went through a play by play of the whole race. Shane slipped on his sweat pants and sweatshirt before continuing down the bleachers quickly. “Bye!” he called back to Nathan. 

"Shane, wait!" the track coach called. 


"My dad said I have to go," Shane mumbled. He didn't want to leave; he enjoyed this attention too much. 


"Oh, well, don't you want to wait for the awards ceremony?" she asked. "It should be really exciting, considering you are the fastest four hundred meter runner in the state. Middle school division," she smiled widely.  Pretty awkward sentence, would someone really say that out loud?

"Um, I think it's important," Shane sighed. He looked towards his van and saw his dad waiting impatiently, running his fingers through his brown, tousled hair. Shane bit his lip. "Sorry, I have to go." 


Without even waiting for her reply, he ran down the bleachers. 


The air was chilly, and he wiped his running nose on the cuff of his sleeve. He opened the car door and sat down next to his dad. The car was perfectly clean; that was how his mom liked it. "What's going on?" he asked when his dad started pulling out of the parking lot. 


"Your mom has taken a turn for the worse," he replied. Shane felt a knot form in his stomach. His mom had breast cancer and had been in the hospital for a few days. He heard a sniffle from the back seat and turned around to face his little sister. 


Her bright blue eyes were filled with tears, and her blonde hair was pulled into two messy pigtails. He smiled at her slightly and turned to face forward. "So, we're going to the hospital?" he asked and brushed his sweaty, sandy brown, bangs away from his eyes. 


"Yes," his dad replied sadly and swerved through the traffic. Shane stared out the window at the passing trees. His mom had called to wish him luck before the meet; he couldn't wait to tell her he had won. She would be so happy. 


He tried not to be nervous about his mother's sickness. Life was too short to worry about everything. “Where’s Jesse?” Shane questioned his older brother’s location. 

“Working,” his dad replied. 


The hospital was not busy, but it still scared him to death. Sick people scared him; a lot of things scared him. Things like: the dark, his Uncle Mike, heights, spiders, dead people, scary movies, and drunk people. Yuck. Lists have their place, but listing fears leads too much like a facebook profile.

"You two wait here. Shane, watch your sister," he pointed to the waiting area. Shane grabbed Bobbie Jo, his sister's, hand and led her to one of the teal couches. The atmosphere was tense; you could tell the few people sitting in the waiting room were very anxious and wanted to find out what was wrong with them, or someone they knew. To him, there was something about hospitals that was uncomfortable and quiet. He picked up an outdated magazine and flipped through it, trying to ignore the annoying antiseptic smell. 


Bobbie Jo stared at the clock with tears in her eyes. "Shane?" she asked suddenly. He put down the magazine and looked at her intently. "Is mom going to die?" 


Shane drew in a deep breath, thinking of the best way to explain to her what cancer was and what it could do to people. Her eyes looked worried, and the last thing he wanted to do was upset her. "I couldn't tell you that," he sighed. 


She turned back to the clock. He wanted to find something to busy her.  Just something to take her mind off things. He stood up and walked over to a basket that contained books and magazines. There was a picture book sitting on top. He grabbed it and handed it to her. 


"Read this," he instructed. "It will take your mind off things." They sat for awhile and she flipped through the pages of the book. Shane forgot about the magazine. People looked at them, most likely wondering why two kids under the age of thirteen were sitting alone in a hospital waiting room. They were probably wondering if one of them was sick. If they thought that, then they were probably thinking something like, Poor kid. But, here he was, in his old track pants and dirty Nike sneakers. Bobbie Jo was in her Winnie the Pooh pajamas, from being home sick that day. 


Shane was starting to get impatient and squirmed in the seat. Suddenly, his dad emerged from a room down the hall. Shane swallowed hard when he noticed the tears in his father's eyes. Shane knew what was coming, and he definitely wasn't ready. 


Bobbie Jo looked up at her father as he approached them. His voice broke as he spoke, "Your mom is dead." He said it bluntly, and that surprised Shane. He thought maybe he could explain it more, for Bobbie Jo's sake. 


Shane felt like the world crashed and burned around him. His mom had always been there, for everything. When his father couldn't make it to school plays or sports games, she was always there, even if she didn't understand the concept of the game at all. 


However, Shane knew his dad cared about him. At least he was still there. But, fathers are different then mothers. Fathers aren't always as nurturing and caring. Shane's mother was always like that. She never let Shane down, or fell flat of his expectations. Now, who was going to be there when he really just needed a mother? 


Bobbie Jo burst into tears but Shane just stared at his dad. He stood up slowly and walked down the hallway. His dad watched him go, probably questioning why Shane didn't cry like Bobbie Jo did. 

Shane stood by the elevators and waited for one to open. A woman carrying a child smiled at him as she walked out of the elevator. Shane simply glared as he walked in to replace her. 


He pressed random buttons, not caring which floor he went to. As the doors slid closed, he walked over to the wall and clenched his fist. He hit the wall, hard, and ignored the pain shooting through his hand. Shane spread open his palm and let it sit on the cold, metal wall. He slid down the wall and leaned his head against it. He wasn't going to cry; that was what they wanted. He refused to feel grief, because he didn't want to believe she was gone. She couldn't be gone. People probably expected him to breakdown and cry until he couldn't anymore. That wasn't going to happen; he had to tell himself that. 
Pretty powerful stuff. The ‘hit something over and over again’ scene is clichéd, but is so because its true so I guess its forgivable.

The doors opened and a girl walked in, she too, looked upset. She looked at him and sat down. She smiled at him weakly and brushed her red hair out of her hazel eyes. He returned her grin. "You have really cool eyes," she said suddenly. The girl pulled the hood of her black sweatshirt over her head and pulled an IPod out of her pocket; she started to ignore him.


"Thanks," he mumbled. He had one bright blue eye and one dark green eye. He hated it, but, for some reason, everyone else loved it.
I’m very wary of ‘two different colored eyes’. It always seems like a cheap way to make a character unique. The condition is absurdly rare in humans (I’ve met one person with it in 19 years) so it kind of makes me scoff.

The door opened and she walked out. Shane thought about how random her comment was. The meeting seemed so sudden, so random, but yet, so planned. Maybe, someday, this meeting would mean something to him. 


He didn't cry at his mom's funeral, or at her burial. Not once had he shed a tear about his mom's death. Of course, he cried about other things. Like his dad's slow change from "father of the year," to "world’s worst father." 


After the day Shane's mom died, his dad was never around. When his dad was around, he ignored Shane and Bobbie Jo. He became more and more distant until he was only home on the weekends. 


Shane acted like a parent to his sister when his dad went on those "business trips." There was plenty to cry about, but his mother dying one of those things. Life since that day had only gone downhill. 

That’s an awfully quick transfer for such important events.I understand that tragedies do bad things to certain people but you can’t just turn his dad into a monster in three paragraphs, it’s too sudden and skips a ton of character development.


Chapter 1
Two years later
“Sorrow drips into your heart through a pinhole. Just like a faucet that leaks and there is comfort in the sound.”

-“Marching Bands of Manhattan” Death Cab For Cutie
Shane stared blankly at the Algebra book open on his lap. He didn't understand this; he didn't care enough to try. 


It was nearly the end of the school year, and he knew he would have to go to summer school. He always failed the first half of the year, before track season. That was the only thing he cared about anymore. Besides his sister. He knew if he really tried he would understand the equations on the page. He just didn't care enough to try.

He sighed; why he was doing this was beyond him. Bobbie Jo, his sister, was long asleep and hopefully she wouldn't wake up to one of those night terrors that seemed to repeat themselves each night. As he looked down at the equation on the book, the numbers blurred. He gave up and closed it. 


Life was hard these days, even though he could get out of basically anything if he really wanted to, since his dad was always out of town doing God knows what. 


There was something wrong with Shane; he wasn't that oblivious. The way he cried constantly about nothing or the way he only ate once a day, to say the least. He usually felt like nothing good would ever happen again, and that he was worthless. 


Supposedly, his dad wasn't going to be back until tomorrow morning after Shane and Bobbie Jo were at school, but the time always varied. Shane remembered the last time his dad went away, before his mom died. 


At that time his dad actually went on business trips, all around the world. Every time he went he'd bring home some kind of alcohol he knew Shane's mom wouldn't drink. Why he did this was the question. "I'm home," Shane's dad called one day when he arrived back from Mexico. Shane was already sitting in the living room. He smiled at his dad and his dad grinned back. 


"I got you something, bud," his dad said and sat down next to Shane on the couch. Shane smiled with anticipation as his dad dug through his suitcase. He pulled out a box and handed it to Shane. 


Inside was a bracelet that was braided with colorful string. To most people, this wouldn't seem like much. But, Shane loved it. 


Shane's eyes widened in awe. "Could you please tie it on for me," Shane pleaded and held his arm out to his dad. His dad tied the bracelet on, and Shane looked at it admiringly. "Thanks," he whispered and hugged his dad tightly. 


A door down the hallway opened, and Shane's mother emerged. She was already diagnosed with breast cancer at that time. She looked pale and sick but still beautiful. Her bright blue eyes shined as she noticed her husband sitting on the couch. 


"David!" she cried, he stood up.  She walked over to him and they hugged.  


"I got you something, too." He smirked and grabbed a bottle from his suitcase. 


She sighed heavily, "You know I don't drink that stuff." She laughed and grabbed the bottle from his hands. 


"It's quality Tequila," his dad told her. "It's the expensive stuff." She looked at the bottle and read the label over. 


"I'll keep it handy," she said, but Shane's dad knew she was lying. He grabbed the bottle from her and set it on the counter. 


"Well, I guess it will just sit in this house forever," he sighed and smiled at Shane. 


"Sure it will," Shane muttered bitterly. He stood up and walked into the dark kitchen. The only light bouncing off the beige walls was the coming from above the stainless steel stove. Shane opened one of the white cupboards that contained the alcohol. Sure, he had considered taking it and drinking away his problems many times. But, he never did. It was a stupid idea. He closed the cabinet.

He was beginning to feel really tired. He had to get a good night sleep, for the track meet the next day. He still had the record for the four hundred meter run--although he never beat his own time. His eyelids were starting to feel heavy, and he stood up. Stumbling slightly, he made his way to his bedroom. 

Shane collapsed onto the blue blankets that lay crumbled into a ball on his bed. The blue walls looked almost black as he crawled to the edge of the bed and turned off the lamp. 

***

Track always got him going. While running, he felt like maybe he was good at something. He stepped onto the bus, and the smell of exhaust was closed off as the doors shut behind him. Nathan, his best friend, waved him over and Shane plopped into the seat beside him. 


Nathan brushed his blonde hair out of his blue eyes. "You think you're going to win this year?" he asked. 


"I don't know," Shane replied, not wanting to appear overconfident. The truth was, he didn't even know if he could race. His head was pounding and his stomach was queasy. There wasn't much reason for this sickness; maybe he was just nervous. 


"You have to win!" Nathan said, it was close to a yell. But, he dropped the subject quickly, Shane didn't know why though. But, he was glad he did. "Hopefully Jason shows up for my relay. He had a doctor's appointment after school. His mom's supposed to drop him off at the meet afterward." 


Nathan ran the 1600 meter relay. He was quite good at it--although Shane didn't like to admit that. Not because he disliked Nathan winning. Because, he could get jealous easily. "Yeah, hopefully," Shane replied wearily and leaned back into the seat. 


"You okay?" Nathan asked. "You look sick or something." 


"No, I'm fine," Shane reassured him. A girl in front of them turned around. It was Gianna; she had a huge crush on Shane. She blushed, and giggled slightly when Shane looked into her brown eyes. 


"I think you're going to win, Shane," she said with a large smile. 


"Thanks," Shane muttered as Gianna tried to look cute by flipping her dark hair out of her face. Nathan whipped his phone out of his pocket. Realizing she wasn't getting the attention she much desired, Gianna turned to face the front of the bus, clearly annoyed considering the heavy sigh that escaped her lips. 



"You’d better not be lying," Nathan continued. "If you, like, throw up on the track then everybody will think you're a freak," he laughed at the last part. 


"Why is it such a big deal if I win or not?" Shane questioned. 


Nathan looked at him wide-eyed. "You have to win, because you always win. You can't just let somebody steal all your glory. That record you set is almost impossible to beat, unless you're some Olympian." Shane knew Nathan was exaggerating. 


The bus started moving, and Shane stared out the window. Nathan jabbed him in the stomach. "Dude, you're putting a total downer on this trip. You're depressing me." 


"Sorry," Shane mumbled. "I'm just nervous." 


"You're never nervous," Nathan said. "We've been best friends since we were five. Just tell me what's bothering you." 


"Nothing is bothering me. Okay?" Shane snapped. He looked down at the faint, purple, marks on his arms.  


Nathan frowned, clearly offended. "Okay, sorry," he muttered and started talking to someone across the isle from him. 


The rest of the ride dragged on. Everyone was yelling, which only intensified Shane's already terrible headache. When they arrived, most of the teams were already there. 


Shane got out of his seat quickly and everyone filed out of the bus. Nathan caught up with Shane. "Hey, is your dad coming?" 


"No," Shane said through his teeth. His dad didn't care enough to come to his track meets. He hadn't been to one since Shane's mom died. 


"Oh, well, my mom can take you home," Nathan offered. 


Shane nodded. "Thanks." 


Nathan shrugged his shoulders. People stared at Shane as he walked in. Some people thought he was some sort of god for his talent, while others just hated him. Being hated wasn't something that bothered Shane anymore. 


He and Nathan quickly did a warm up jog around the black track. 


They sat in their section of the metal bleachers. There were a few events before Shane's, so he had time to relax and see if he could shake his headache. "You doing okay Mitchell?" he heard a husky voice ask. Shane's head had been pressed against his knees. He looked up groggily to see Calvin Reynolds staring back at him. Calvin was too confident, and, at every meet seemed to think he could beat Shane. Deep down, Shane thought Calvin knew he couldn't win.


"Yeah," Shane hissed. 


Calvin was much taller then Shane. Calvin ruffled Shane's hair. "Cheer up, buttercup. Today's the day you finally lose your title." 


Shane rolled his eyes and looked away. Calvin snickered and walked off. Shane barely paid attention as other events started and finished. Occasionally he'd smile and high-five someone who may have done a good job. Other then that, he was completely spaced out. 


"Shane! Why aren't you going out there?" Nathan questioned. 


Shane looked up at him, puzzled. "Second call for the boy's four hundred meter run," the announcer said. Shane heard people wishing him good luck but ignored them. 


"Oh," Shane said and stood up. He slowly walked down the bleachers as other teams watched, gazing at him with confidence he'd win. 


Calvin fell into step with him. "Can't you just leave me alone?" Shane groaned. 


Calvin laughed and jogged down the bleachers. Calvin's dark, spiked up hair barely moved in the wind. 


The wind ruffled Shane's hair as the referee explained the rules he had already heard many times before. "Alright," the referee finished. "I'll tell you where to start." There were six runners.


He listed off names and numbers. "Lane four, Shane," the referee smiled knowingly at Shane as he stepped up to the blue triangle, labeling where to start. It seemed like everyone thought he would win but himself. 


The referee finished naming the lanes and everybody got into their starting positions. Calvin, who was in lane six, looked back and glared at Shane. 


You have to win this. It's all you have left, Shane thought to himself. 


He heard the crowd cheering wildly. "Ready," the referee started. "Set," The pistol sounded and Shane rocketed out of the starting gate. Quickly, he passed the person in lane five and ran alongside Calvin.


"You can't win this, Shane," Calvin said out of breath. "This is my time," they were practically sprinting, but Calvin still managed to speak. 


"Too bad," Shane muttered and picked up his pace, passing Calvin. He heard people screaming his name. The track passed quickly beneath his feet, he felt himself slowing down but he persisted. His heart pounded in his ears. The day was hot and he felt himself sweating but he wasn't going to slow down anymore. Shane passed people doing long jump and high jump. The girls from his team cheered him on.  He passed the finish line and the crowd erupted. His coach ran up and high-fived him. 


"Once again," she smiled. "A brilliant race." 


Shane returned her smile and placed his hands on his hips. He felt worse then ever but it was worth it when the announcer spoke. "Shane Mitchell has beaten his own record by two seconds."


He walked off the track and up the bleachers. Nathan ran up to him. "Amazing," he sighed. "Listen, Jason isn't coming so I was wondering if you could fill in for him." 



Shane didn't know how to answer this. His stomach felt like it would erupt any second and he wasn't sure if he could run anymore. Nathan's face was pleading. He always watched Shane win. Why couldn't Shane help him shine just once? "Sure," Shane squeaked. Shane tried to comprehend why he would be so sick all of a sudden. 


Nathan smiled. "You're the best. And really good job out there." He walked off to tell the rest of his relay team. 


"Raine, you have to go, soon,” someone near Shane said in a high-pitched, squeaky voice. 


"I know," the person Shane assumed was Raine replied. 


"You have to do well. This is your last year with this team. You know you can beat the girls record. Maybe you can even beat that kid that wins every year. For the guys," the first girl encouraged. 


"Probably not, he's really good. Who is that kid anyway?" Raine asked. 


"Shane Mitchell, he's right there," Shane felt his face flush as they went silent. Slowly he turned his head in their direction. 


One of the girls had brown hair and brown eyes. One looked familiar. She twirled her red hair, with blonde highlights, between her fingers and smirked. Her eyes were a shining hazel. He knew her from somewhere; he just couldn't put his finger on where. Suddenly he remembered the day his mom died, and the elevator. He knew she remembered him; she probably wouldn't have if it weren't for his stupid eyes. 


 Raine glanced at Shane one more time and walked off towards the track. "Good job, Shane," the other girl said pleasantly and blushed. 


He nodded and walked over to his team. They all high-fived him and he sat down next to Nathan. "They think that Raine girl will beat your record," he whispered. 


Shane nodded. "Let's watch," Nathan suggested. 


Shane stood up but as he did, he felt like he would throw up. He sat back down. Nathan grabbed his arm, "Come on!" 


Nathan dragged him towards the fence. Shane leaned against it heavily to support himself. Raine was in lane four, like Shane was. Slowly, Raine pulled her hair into a messy ponytail and assumed her starting position. 


Shane felt dizzy and really wanted to sit down but kept watching. He saw the referee lift up his arm and suddenly, he heard the pistol sound and Raine flew past the person in the fifth lane. He could tell she wanted to win, she wanted to beat him. 


If she lost, he would be ruining her day. It was his record, she wanted to break it, and it would be his fault if she didn't do it. At least, that's what he thought, he was always thinking about things that made him feel worse about himself. The person in the sixth lane put up a hard fight. They kept passing each other. Raine slowed down until the end, then, she sped up and flew past the person in the sixth lane and crossed the finish line. She smiled and then walked off the track confidently. 


"Raine Clark has beaten the girls’ record. She was two seconds away from beating the boy’s record," the announcer called. 


Nathan high-fived him. "Still number one," he said with a smile. Shane nodded weakly and stumbled backwards. He sat on a bench and took a few deep breaths. 


"You don't look so good," Nathan said. "Maybe you should get something to drink." He reached inside his pocket and grabbed a five dollar bill. He handed it to Shane. 


"Thanks," Shane said in a barely audible whisper. He pushed himself off the bench and walked towards the concession stand. Raine was being congratulated by a few of her friends. Part of Shane wished she would've beaten his record. Somebody else could've had the glory besides him. But, the other half of him had to have the praise. 

The line for concessions was long and for most of the wait he was struggling to stay standing.  He stepped up to the counter and ordered water. He took a large drink and noticed Raine looking at him. He thought he saw her smile, but he was probably wrong. 


Shane walked back towards his other team members and sat down. "Our relay is soon," Nathan informed him. "Are you sure you're up to it?" 


"Yeah," Shane answered. 


"Okay," Nathan said. 


Shane waited impatiently for the other events; he just wanted to go home and sleep. "First call for the boys 1600 meter relay," the announcer called. 


Nathan and Shane stood up and started walking towards the track. They met up with the other two relay members, Ricky and Mike. 


"So what order are we going in?" Ricky asked and brushed his light brown hair out of his eyes. 


"I say the fastest runners go first and last so... I think Nathan should go first, and Shane should go last," Mike suggested. 


Ricky nodded in agreement and so did Nathan. "Then I guess Ricky can go second, and I'll go third," Mike continued. 


"Is that okay with you, Shane?" Ricky asked. 


Shane nodded, "It's your guys’ team. I'm just the replacement." 


They nodded and stepped forward as the referee explained the rules. Mike and Shane stepped off the track. "People are probably so pissed you're running with us." Mike laughed. 


"Yeah," Shane managed to say. He was afraid if he opened his mouth he'd puke. 


Nathan stepped into the second lane. He smiled at Shane and Mike and they returned it with thumbs up. Nathan clutched the blue baton in his hand as the pistol sounded. 


He took off running, pretty fast. He passed everyone into first, with a generally strong lead. Ricky stood at the triangle with his hand outstretched behind him. "Run," Nathan said, out of breath. Ricky jogged slowly and Nathan smacked the stick into his hand. Ricky picked up his pace. 


Nathan walked over to Shane. "Good job," Shane told him with a smile. Nathan nodded and put his hands on his hips. 


Ricky kept the lead, making an even bigger gap between him and the other runners. Like before; he handed it to Mike. 


Shane was beginning to feel nervous. He didn't want to let his friends down, but, he didn't feel well at all. 


The referee slid him into the first lane. Shane held his hand out behind him and closed his eyes. He opened them when he heard Mike's faint voice. "Run." Shane felt the baton in his hand and started running. He wasn't nearly as fast as he was in the regular four hundred meter run. He wanted to stop and run back the other way but kept going. Suddenly, he had to stop. His running slowed down and he stood there. He looked at Nathan who was staring at him, puzzled. He heard the other runners coming and about three passed him. 


"What are you doing?" he heard someone yell.


Come on Shane, you're letting people down. You always let people down, Shane thought.  He couldn't let anybody else down. He started sprinting and passed two people. Finishing the race in second place. He handed Nathan the baton and sprinted towards the bathroom. 


It was dirty and smelled terrible. He went into one of the stalls and closed the door. As he dropped to his knees he heaved into the toilet bowl. 


As he finished he heard the door open. "Shane?" Nathan's faint voice called. Shane didn't want him here. He wanted to be alone; he didn't want people pestering him asking questions like, "Are you sick?" or "Maybe we should leave and your dad can take care of you." His dad wasn't going to care, he pretty much taught Shane that you had to take care of yourself and nobody is going to help you in the "real world." 


Shane flushed the toilet and walked out of the stall. "You didn't have to run if you didn't feel good," Nathan informed him. 


"I'm not sick," Shane replied. He was feeling much better now and his headache was starting to go away. 


"You just threw up, you have to be sick," Nathan retorted. 


"Nate, honestly, I'm not sick," Shane snapped. The only reason he was sick was because he rarely ate, and he was always nervous about his dad. At least, that’s what he believed. 

Nathan put his hands up in defense, "Okay." Nathan started towards the bleachers.  


Shane swallowed, he wanted to leave. But, who was going to take him? 


He felt a tap on his shoulder and turned around to see Ricky. 


"Its okay we only got second. You did fine, I'm sure you stopped for a good reason." Ricky was the kind of person who was nice because he wanted to be. He made sure nobody ever felt down about themselves. 

"Thanks," Shane replied quickly and tried to avoid eye contact. Ricky nodded and walked off. 


Reluctantly, Shane pulled his cell phone out of his pocket.


He dialed his dad's cell phone and waited for an answer. "Hello?" his dad answered in a raspy voice. 


Shane bit his lip and questioned if he should just hang up and forget about it. "Dad?" he asked. 


Realizing it was Shane, his dad's voice became harsher. "What?" he snapped. 


Shane shook his head, "Just, never mind," he said. 


"No, what is it?" his dad asked tiredly. 


"Um, I need a ride home," Shane told him and waited anxiously for a reply. 


"From where?" his dad asked in the same, "I don't want to talk to you," tone. 


"Track meet," Shane replied. 


"I don't have time," his dad said and hung up. Shane looked at the screen and sighed. 


His dad was like this most of the time, he never had time for anything. Shane turned around and was face to face with Nathan. "Who were you talking to?" Nathan asked even though Shane was pretty sure he knew. 


"My dad," Shane sighed. 


Nathan nodded. "You've been acting weird lately. I was just wondering if something was bothering you." 


"You really want to know?" Shane asked, fully aware of what he was getting into. 



Slowly, Nathan nodded. 


Shane felt tears come into his eyes again. "I can't," his voice broke. "You'll only ask questions."


Nathan looked at him. "I won't if you don't want me to." 


Shane shook his head, "It's not even a big deal." 


"Then why are you making it seem like such a big deal?" Nathan asked. 


"Because, to most people it probably would be a big deal," Shane answered and sat down on the pavement. Having your dad verbally abuse you on a regular basis would be a big deal to most people.


Nathan looked down at him sadly. "If you don't want to tell me, you don't have to." 


"I probably should," Shane knew he needed some sort of help but he wasn't sure if Nathan could help. They were only fourteen, Nathan wasn't a therapist. 


Nathan sighed, "You're confusing me now. First, you're telling me you can't tell me and shouldn't. Now you're telling me you should tell me."


 Shane looked up at him sadly, "I'm so confused."


Nathan held out his hand, "Let's just go," he said. "We can forget about it and just chill."


Shane smiled weakly and grabbed Nathan's hand. He followed Nathan as they walked towards Nathan's mom. 


As they approached her, she smiled, revealing her white teeth. "Hey, guys," she said happily. She looked just like Nathan, with her shoulder length, blonde hair and blue eyes. 


"We're going to leave now," Nathan informed her. 


She nodded, without asking any questions. Shane ran up the bleachers to grab his bag. He grabbed it and started walking down the bleachers. As he did, he saw Raine staring at him. She glanced away when their eyes met. There was something about her, he just didn't know what. 


Shane ran and caught up with Nathan and his mom. They got into the van. It was messy, considering Nathan had two little sisters and an older brother. 


"Did you have fun?" Nathan's mom asked and looked into the rearview mirror. 


"Yeah," Shane and Nathan said in unison. She smiled and started driving. Shane stared out the window. He hoped his dad wasn't home. Shane hated Franklin, Wisconsin. It was terribly boring. 

All too soon, they pulled into his driveway. He looked up at his white, old fashioned, house. His mom had worked for years to make the landscape the way she wanted it and his dad wanted to keep it that way. There were potted, colorful plants by the door. Some in ground plants lined the walkway. 


Shane thanked Nathan's mom and got out of the car. He walked slowly up to the door and watched as the van pulled out of the driveway. 


He noticed his dad's car and took a deep breath. As he stepped inside he was consumed by silence. It was weird, because usually the TV was going and his dad would be lecturing Bobbie Jo about something stupid. However, everything was in perfect order. The red pillows on the tan, leather couch were propped up nicely and the TV was off. There weren't magazines strewn across the coffee table. There weren't old, dirty, glasses sitting on the end tables, something Shane had grown accustomed to. 


He set his bag down and was about to go to his room to ponder this, but heard giggling coming from the kitchen. Giggling was not something he heard in his house often, actually, he never heard giggling at his house. 


He wandered into the kitchen where his dad was leaning against the counter. Next to him, was a woman with platinum blonde hair and a glass of wine in her thin hand. Shane's dad leaned into her ear and whispered something, she giggled and her deep, brown eyes lit up. She looked over at Shane, who soon realized he was glaring. 


He softened his face as the woman whispered something into his dad's ear. Shane's dad looked at him. Shane expected him to say something like, "Get the hell out of here, nobody wants to see your face," but his dad's eyes was kind. "Shane, this is Maria, my friend." 


Shane rolled his eyes, he wasn't completely oblivious, he knew "Maria," was his girlfriend. This angered him, it was cliché, but, nobody could replace his mom. Not even some platinum blonde that was probably only ten years older then himself. 


"Hi," Shane said, he wasn't one to judge people he just met. He tried not to.

"Hello, it's great to meet you; your dad has told me so much about you." Maria informed him sweetly. 


Shane's dad smiled. Part of Shane wanted to ask her if his dad told him how stupid, and worthless he was. But, he held back his anger. "Oh," he replied and opened the refrigerator. He was going to milk this whole kindness thing. Shane wanted to make his dad mad and see if he would break his act. 


He poured himself some red punch as his dad asked him, "How was the track meet?" he plastered a fake smile on his face. 


"Oh, it was fine," Shane said with fake sweetness. He looked around for something to make his dad mad; he saw glasses sitting on a towel near the sink drying. Shane smiled to himself and walked over towards the sink. 


"Did you win?" His dad persisted with the questions; Shane was smart enough to know his dad didn't really care. 


"Yeah," Shane replied. 


"Good job," Maria said. "Congratulations." 


"Thanks," Shane said and bit his lip. He had to do it, he grabbed the towel and pulled it causing the glasses to fall onto the ground and break. He pretended to try and save some and while he was at it, dropped his glass of juice. 


"Oops," he said innocently and smiled weakly. He noticed his dad's face turn red and harsh. If he really liked Maria, he wouldn't lash out at Shane. 


Maria stepped away from the glass and looked up at Shane's dad. "Sorry," Shane said and walked out of the room. When Maria left, he was in trouble. For now, he could do whatever he wanted. 


"Shane?" he heard Bobbie Jo call. 


She ran out of her room in her plaid shorts and white tank top. She brushed her blonde hair out of her eyes. "What was that?" 


"Oh, I dropped something," he replied easily. 


"Didn't you get in trouble?" Bobbie Jo questioned. 


"Nope," Shane replied and continued to his bedroom. He could sense Bobbie Jo questioning him and wondering how in the world he didn't get in trouble. 


Shane pulled up the shades on his windows letting in the light and it bounced off the light blue walls. The bed was messy and all the blankets were bunched into a ball. The room was cluttered, with magazines and clothes strewn across the floor. 


He sat on the bed and decided to do his homework; he had nothing better to do. Before he started, he locked his door. For when Maria left. 


He did his homework and lay on the bed. Maria had left but he heard nothing. He was starting to get suspicious when he heard talking. He stood up and leaned his ear against the door. 


"Find some way to get him out of his room," Shane heard his dad say harshly to Bobbie Jo. 


"I don't now how,” Bobbie Jo whimpered. 


He heard a cry of pain and Shane's heart ached. He was causing his sister pain. 


"Find a way," his dad yelled. 


Shane fumbled with the lock on his door nervously. He peered into the living room and closed his eyes. His dad had been holding Bobbie Jo's shoulders tightly and she looked scared as he yelled in her face. 


"Stop," Shane said with his eyes still closed. 


His dad glared at him put held onto Bobbie Jo. Shane approached him slowly and grabbed Bobbie Jo's waist, pulling her away from his dad. 


"Go to your room, BJ," Shane whispered. 


"But, Shane," she pleaded. 


"Just do it," he demanded. 


Tears filled her blue eyes and she ran into her bedroom. Shane turned around to face his dad who grabbed his wrists tightly. 


Shane swallowed hard. "Why would you embarrass me like that, Shane?" his dad demanded. 


"I didn't mean to," Shane struggled to wriggle free from his dad's tight grasp. He knew his wrists would be bruised by tomorrow. 


His dad gritted his teeth. "Well, you did. Were you going to clean it up or not? I'm guessing you weren't going to. Are you going to apologize?" 


"No. You were faking. You hate me, so don't even pretend you don't!" He wasn't going to lie and apologize; he had done that too many times before. 


One minute he was staring into his dad's angry eyes and the next he was pushed up against the wall. "You're right," his dad said while holding Shane's arms tightly against the wall. "I don't like you, and I was faking." 


Shane felt tears well up in his eyes, partly from the pain and partly from the fact his dad admitted how much he hated him. 


"Come here," his dad said and grabbed Shane's arm, dragging him into the kitchen. "Stand here and don't move," his dad pointed towards the refrigerator. Shane stood and watched while his dad grabbed the broom from the corner and seeped the glass that still sat on the floor. He spread it on the floor in a small area. 

His dad smiled harshly and grabbed Shane's arm. He led Shane to the pile of glass. "Kneel down," he coaxed. 


"What?" Shane gasped and looked down at the shards of glass. 


His dad pushed him to the ground and Shane bit his lip in pain as pieces of glass dug into his hands. His dad opened the fridge and grabbed a can of beer. He pulled up a chair from the kitchen table and watched as Shane kneeled in the glass. 


"Don't embarrass me. I liked her Shane; I don't want her to think I have some stupid klutz as a son. This line is laughable in the middle of an intense scene, that’s no good I know you did it on purpose!"


 Shane felt hot tears stream down his cheeks and the glass pierced his knees.  He knew he would have scars from this. 



"What? Are you crying now?" His dad asked in a fake, girly voice. "Suck it up, be a man." 


"I hate you," Shane spat. "I wish you would die." 


His dad's eyes hardened and he took a sip of the beer. "I don't care what you think, you can't do anything." 


"Yeah, I can," Shane replied. 


"You're not going to. Face it, Shane, you're not that brave," his dad said with a laugh. "You think if you just hope, things will get better. But, that's not how life works, so get over it."


Shane knew he was right, so he changed the subject. "How long do I have to sit like this?"


"Until I get bored," his dad chuckled. 


Shane looked down at his hands which were now bleeding. "Put your hands down," his dad demanded. 


Shane did as he was told; he didn't want to get in anymore trouble. His dad could be mean, and brutal. But, it was mostly verbal abuse. This was slightly out of character. 


After about an hour Shane's dad got up and grabbed Shane's arm, pulling him off the ground. As his knees straightened, pain shot through them. 


"Go to your room now, I hope you've learned your lesson," Shane could smell the alcohol on his dad's breath. He glared up at his dad who returned it with a simple smirk. 


Shane walked angrily to his bedroom, ignoring the pain in his hands and knees. 
Pretty intense sequence. If you allow me to get medical for a moment, the hands contain two major arteries that would be likely to sever if jabbed into pieces of broken glass. Even with a fairly shallow cut the blood loss in a half an hour is going to make you extremely dizzy, if not knocked out.

"Shane?" Bobbie Jo called, right before Shane entered his bedroom. 


He turned around. "What?"


Her eyes looked sad from the intensity of his voice. "I was just wondering if I could stay with you, in your room." 


He nodded and opened his door. He closed it and she hovered near it as he sat down on his bed. Shane licked his finger and tried to rub the blood off his knees. 


Bobbie Jo looked at him questioningly. "What happened?" 


Shane looked up at her. He didn't want to scare her; he didn't want her to know how evil his dad could really be. She probably already knows, if he’s as bad as he’s said to be But, what else was he going to tell her?


"Nothing," he said in a barely audible whisper. 


She looked down at his knees nervously. "Shane, what did he do to you?  And don't lie, because I know that you want to." 


"Just, don't ask," Shane replied and continued rubbing blood off his knees. "I don't want to talk about it."


Bobbie Jo nodded and sat beside him on the bed. She leaned her head on his shoulder in an attempt to comfort him. 


"You have to be careful, BJ, you can't do stupid things when you think you can get away with it. Because you never get away with it," Shane's voice broke.


He grabbed his pillow of the bed and threw it violently against the wall. "Why didn't you just stay in your room? You didn't have to come out," Bobbie Jo questioned. 


"I didn't want him to hurt you BJ, not because of some spur of the moment thing I did."


Bobbie Jo didn't say anything. She left the room and came back with gauze in her hands. She sat down next to Shane. She grabbed his hand and with a washcloth, washed to blood off. She then proceeded to wrap his hands in gauze. She did the same with his knees. 


Bobbie Jo played with the bracelet on her wrist as she lay on Shane's bed. "I know I'm only eleven and you probably think I'm too stupid to understand but, I know he did that to you," she said suddenly. 


Shane looked at her and shook his head, "I don't think you're stupid. I just don't want to scare you." 


Bobbie Jo sighed. "Why would he do that to you? You guys were always so close. I don't understand." 


"Me neither," Shane admitted. He looked over at his clock, it was nine. "Maybe you should try to go to sleep." 


Bobbie Jo shook her head, "I don't want to go out there alone."


Shane wasn't sure what would happen if he left his room, but he was willing to take the chance. Shane grabbed Bobbie Jo's hand and led her out the door. He heard the TV going and tried to be quiet. Bobbie Jo's room was a pale pink, with yellow accents. She had posters hanging of various teen stars, the ones you saw on Disney Channel. 


Shane sat at her neatly organized desk while she climbed into bed. Shane looked down at the frayed bracelet on his wrist. He had kept it, even after everything that happened. It reminded him of how things used to be. In some ways, it was a sign of hope. 


He scowled at the faded colors and grabbed scissors off of the desk. With one snip the bracelet fluttered to the floor. There was no hope anymore, he had to realize that. 


Shane quietly said goodnight to Bobbie Jo and retreated out the door. Shane heard his phone ringing and dug through his track bag until he found it. "Hello?" he whispered. 


"Why are you whispering?" Nathan asked him. 


"Oh, no reason," Shane continued to whisper anyways. "My sister is sleeping on the couch and I'm next to her," he lied. 


"Oh," Nathan said. "So, do you want to come to my house? Nobody is here. My grandpa is sick and everyone went to comfort my grandma at her house. I didn't want to go." 


Shane knew the cost for sneaking out, but really didn't want to stay at his house. "Sure," he replied. Nathan lived right down the block, so it would be a quick walk. 


"Okay," Nathan replied. "I'll see you soon then." He hung up and Shane heard the faint sound of the dial tone. 
Really? The same night that all that happened he’s sneaking out? It seems like the fear of a repeat experience would cow him.

He grabbed a duffel bag from his closet and packed some stuff. He opened his door and tiptoed into the living room. His dad looked like he was sleeping so Shane snuck out the door. The air was chillier then it had been earlier that day. He started walking down the sidewalk. 


Nathan's house was nice, it was tan colored with a picket fence. Shane approached the door and rang the bell. 


Nathan was answered it and smiled. "Hi," he said. 


"Hey," Shane said and glanced down the street warily. Nathan opened the door wider and warmth surrounded Shane's body. 


"What happened?" Nathan asked. 


"Huh?" Shane questioned. 


"Your hands, and your knees," Nathan informed him glancing wearily at the gauze. 


Shane looked down, "Oh, I fell," he replied easily. 


Nathan nodded; he could be quite oblivious at times. 


Nathan's house was cozy and inviting. It wasn't one of those houses where you walk in and everything was in perfect order. The blue light of the TV bounced off the sage green walls and Nathan walked over and sat on the beige, suede couch. 


Shane sat down next to him and stared at the picture on the TV. "Shane?" Nathan snapped him back into reality.


"What?" Shane asked.


"I asked you like five times how you fell but you weren't listening," Nathan said with a heavy sigh. 


"Oh, I was walking outside and I fell, I scraped my knees and hands," Shane lied. He hated lying; it just made him feel weaker. 


"Oh, okay," Nathan murmured. "Hey, Shane?" 


"Yeah," Shane asked. Nathan's face looked concerned and Shane could only guess what he would ask. 


"Are you ever going to tell me what you were talking about at the track meet? That thing you didn't want to tell me?" He asked timidly. Shane looked over at the white curtains that hung from the window, trying to avoid eye contact with Nathan.


"If you really want me too," he stated. 


"It might sound stupid, but I've been thinking about it ever since the meet. I want to know, but only if you want to tell me. I don't want you to feel like you absolutely have to tell me," Nathan informed Shane. 


Shane nodded, "To be honest, I don't want to tell anybody," Shane whispered. 


Nathan looked at him, square in the eyes. "Okay."


Shane looked down at his lap nervously. This was something he always wanted to do, just come out and tell someone about the problems he had. But, he couldn't find the strength inside of him to tell. 


Nathan nodded and looked towards the TV. Shane knew he was upset, the way his face fell and the shininess in his eyes disappeared. 


Shane's stomach twisted and formed knots. He looked up at Nathan, "Um... Has your dad ever been really mean to you?” Shane asked. 


"Well, he's yelled at me before, if that's what you mean. I mean, he's never like hit me or anything-" Nathan stopped abruptly. "Wait? Does your dad hit you?" 


Shane looked up at him; he swallowed a lump that formed in his throat. His dad had never actually hit him before. "No..." Shane drew out the word.  


Nathan frowned, "Are you lying?"

It’s about time someone calls him out on this.

Shane wanted to just nod and tell him how his dad made him feel bad everyday, and how he pushed him around. But instead, he just shook his head. 



Nathan's face fell. "Oh."


Shane crossed his arms over his chest and focused his gaze on Nathan's family portrait. They all looked so happy, why couldn't his family be that happy? All of them had big smiles on their faces; smiles weren't common in his house. He was startled by his ring tone. He reached into his pocket and answered the phone. "Hello?"


"Shane?" Bobbie Jo whimpered. "Where are you?" 


"I'm at Nate's house, why?" Shane questioned her. 


He heard her sniffle in the background. "Dad wants you. He woke me up asking where you were but I didn't know. You have to come back now, Shane." 


Shane bit his lip, "What happens if I don't?"


Bobbie Jo sighed and replied in a crackly voice, "Bad things," she said and hung up. 


Shane exhaled shakily, "I have to go, sorry." 


Shane stood up and so did Nathan. Shane looked up at Nathan, since Nathan was at least three inches taller then himself, about five feet seven inches.


"Why?" he asked. 


"I just do... family things," Shane grabbed his bag off the ground and started towards the door. He looked back at Nathan who had a confused look on his face. 


Shane sighed and opened the door. The darkness consumed him as he walked to his house. His dad would be beyond mad; chances were it'd be worse then before. 


He opened the door to his house and held his breath when he saw his dad sitting on the couch, staring at him angrily. Shane dropped his bag and looked at his dad. He swallowed hard and stepped back into the corner, even though that probably wasn't the best idea.


His dad stood up and Shane wanted to sit down and bury his head in his lap, but he remained standing. As his dad came closer Shane felt helpless, Bobbie Jo couldn't do anything, he couldn't do anything, and he would just have to face it, head on. 


Shane's dad grabbed Shane's wrist and pulled him into the middle of the room. His dad was hardly a father. 


"How dare you sneak out on me. Didn't you realize how much trouble you were in already? Now, you go and disobey me again! You're hopeless, good for nothing!" his dad bellowed. 


Shane felt salty, hot, tears flow down his pale cheeks. "Stop yelling at me!" 


Suddenly, his dad smacked him across the face. This was a stretch; his dad would grab him, and occasionally push him around. He had never hit him though. Shane pressed his palm to his cheek and tried to pull away from his dad but failed. He’s said to have bruises all over his arms in an earlier scene but we’re supposed to believe his dad has never hit him?

"No," his dad hissed. "I won't stop yelling at you until you listen to me. First, you go and embarrass me, now you run away! I told you to go in your room and stay there. You should really learn to follow the rules, or you'll never make it in this world."


Shane was barely listening, "Let me go," he pleaded. His face was stinging and he wanted to ice it. 


"No," his dad said and tightened his grip. Sobs escaped Shane's lips. 


"Please, let me go," Shane's voice broke. 


"Why should I?" his dad asked bitterly. 


"Because," Shane hesitated. "You're hurting me."


A strange laugh escaped his dad's lips. "You think I care if I'm hurting you. I don't give a shit how you feel." 


"Please," Shane whispered, it was his last attempt. His dad glared and pushed Shane backwards, he flopped onto the couch. Shane looked up at his dad fearfully and rubbed his cheek. 


His dad bent down eye level with Shane. Shane looked at him sadly. "Better not upset me again Shane," he spat and walked away. 


Shane lay on the couch and sobbed. The moment his dad hit him kept replaying in his mind. He was supposed to be the average kid who ran track and hung out with his friends in his free time. Instead, he was the depressed kid whose mom died and whose dad just hit him across the face. That definitely wasn't who he wanted to be. 


He stood up and walked, zombie like, to the bathroom. He turned on the shower and didn't even bother getting undressed. Shane walked into the shower letting the icy cold water run over his skin, chilling him. Tears flowed down his cheeks but they weren't identifiable because of the water. His T-shirt and shorts were soaked but he didn't care. He was calming himself. 


Shane turned the water off and sat down in the tub. He leaned against the white wall and watched droplets of water slide down the wall in front of him. His soaking clothes clung to his body and chilled him to the bone, he ignored it. Water from his wet hair streamed down his cheeks, mixing with his tears. 


He should've known better, he shouldn't have gone to Nathan's house. I should just die, he thought. His eyes widened, had he just thought about that? Death scared him, why would he want to die? 


He got out of the tub quickly and looked into the mirror, there was a red spot on his cheek but other then that, he looked like he always did that. Why did the spot have to stand out so much? Why did he have to be so ghostly pale?


He heard a knock on the door and it opened. "Shane?" Bobbie Jo gasped. "What are you doing? What happened to your cheek?"


Yes, she was only eleven but, her maturity level always seemed to surprise him. Shane started to feel dizzy. He was trembling terribly from having turned the water all the way cold. He heard Bobbie Jo call his name but then, everything went black. 

Chapter 2 
“I wish we could open our eyes to see in all directions at the same time. Oh, what a beautiful view, if you were never aware of what was around you.”

-“Marching Bands of Manhattan” Death Cab For Cutie


Shane woke up with a pounding headache and a fuzzy memory. He wasn't quite sure how he got into his bedroom and why his clothes were soaking wet. It took him a minute to actually remember what happened. 


Confused, he looked around his room. He stood up and walked over to his old, wooden dresser. Shane changed out of his damp clothes and into a pair of sweat pants and a t-shirt.  


He lifted his hand and pressed it to his forehead. He looked towards his door which was open; he wandered out of it and into the kitchen. 


Shane glanced at the digital clock on the stove. It was three in the morning. He took a deep breath and opened the medicine cabinet. The green bottle was sitting in front, containing aspirin. Shane grabbed two of the white tablets and filled a glass with water. 


He sat on the counter and swallowed the pills and proceeded to drink the water. Suddenly he heard a scream coming from his sister's bedroom. She was having a night terror and normally he would be the one to calm her down but Shane wanted to see if his dad could handle it. 


His sister continued to scream and whimper. Shane heard his dad's door opened and waited five minutes but Bobbie Jo didn't stop. Shane sighed and walked towards his sister's room. 


"Wake up," his dad was telling Bobbie Jo. 


Shane had read about night terrors. She wasn't going to wake up. "She's not going to wake up," Shane whispered. His dad turned to him.


"Do something then," his dad said. 


Shane took a deep breath, "I'm not her dad, you are. I don't want to do anything." 


His dad glared. "You know how to calm her down. Why wouldn't you want to help her? She's your sister."


"You're her dad," Shane persisted. "She's not going to wake up; she's not going to remember any of this. I shouldn’t even call you dad. From now on, in my mind you’re David.”

"Whatever. You're going to do what I tell you because not only am I her dad; I'm your dad," David sneered. 


"Hardly," Shane muttered under his breath. "Why should I help you?"


"Like I said, I'm your dad," David said and shrugged his shoulders. 


Shane felt courage build up inside him. "You're hardly my dad.”  Shane held out his bruised arms. “Look what you did to me!”
This whole sequence is pretty awful to be honest.

David frowned and stomped out of the room. Shane watched him slam his door closed. Bobbie Jo screamed again and Shane walked over to her. He sat down next to her on the bed and rubbed her back as tears streamed down her cheeks. She stopped screaming and fell back onto her pillow. Almost instantly, she was out cold again.


Shane stood up and walked to his bedroom. He lay down on his bed, and stared up at the ceiling. Slowly, he drifted off to sleep. 


When Shane woke up it was unusually bright. Normally, he woke up early. He stared at his clock, it was noon. 


He stood up and looked out his window; it was raining. But, it was still sunny. He already knew his plans for the day, him and Nathan always hung out on Saturdays. 


Shane trudged out of his bedroom and saw Bobbie Jo sitting on the couch. She smiled at him, "Do you want breakfast, Shane?" 


Shane shook his head. Bobbie Jo frowned, "Come on, you never eat anything." 


"I'm not hungry," Shane told her.


Bobbie Jo shrugged her shoulders, "Ok, whatever."


Shane opened the coat closet and grabbed his old, navy blue sweatshirt. 


"Where are you going?" Bobbie Jo asked. 


"Running," Shane replied.


"It's pouring rain!" Bobbie Jo exclaimed. "And it's pretty cold."


"I don't care," Shane whispered. He opened the door and cold air bit against his cheeks. He walked down the porch steps and the rain started to soak him. 


He started jogging slowly and listened to the rain fall onto the ground. Every so often, he would step into a puddle causing water to seep through his shoes. 


Once he came to the woods he stopped running and stared up at the large oak and pine trees. He went in the woods a lot, just to think. He walked down the path and into the woods. Dried leaves crunched under his feet as he walked further. 


He was soaking wet, head to toe. He saw someone, leaning against a tree. Her hair was soaked and her mascara was running down her cheeks. She had a package of Oreos in front of her, Shane questioned this. Wouldn't they all get wet? She turned to face him, it was Raine. 


"What are you doing?" Shane asked. 


She scowled, "What are you doing?" she pointed her finger at him. Her fingernails were painted black. 


He swallowed, "I asked you first." 


"I don't play that game," Raine replied bitterly. She licked some cream off one of the Oreos. Why was she here? Shane didn't even know she lived around there. 


 "I was going for a walk," Shane sighed. She was beginning to get on his nerves. 


"In the rain?" She questioned. 


"Way to be hypocritical," Shane retorted. "You're the one eating Oreos in the rain."


She scoffed. "Whatever." 


Shane walked over to her and sat down. She looked at him quizzically. "I remember you," she said. "You're the kid from the elevator. With the cool eyes." 


Shane nodded. The rain continued to drip off his hair and onto his face. "What happened to your cheek?" Raine asked. 


"Is it that noticeable?" Shane questioned. 


"Yeah," Raine replied. "What happened?"


"Nothing," Shane whispered just loud enough to be heard over the rain. He looked down at the ground.


"Oh," Raine said. She didn't ask questions; Shane liked that. She looked up and a smile spread across her lips. "Race me," she said.


"What?" Shane asked questioningly. 


"I want to beat you. Race me," she pleaded.


Shane shook his head, "I don't really want to race," he said. 


She pulled on his arm. She had a strong personality, she definitely wasn't shy. "Please. Please race me!"


Shane stood up, "Fine." They walked out of the woods and stood by the side of the road. 


"See that tree over there?" Raine pointed to a large oak tree, towering over the rest of the trees. It was about a quarter of a mile away. "We'll race to there."


Shane nodded. "Ready?" Raine asked. Shane nodded again. "Go!" They took off running. They splashed into puddles and mud splattered on their pants. They ran alongside each other. Raine smiled brightly as her wet hair flew into her face. Surprisingly, they reached the tree at the same time. 


Raine started laughing, "I guess we're even." She smiled and walked into the middle of the road. She sat down.


"You're crazy," Shane laughed. 


"What's life if you don't do stupid stuff sometimes?" She laid back and her hair went into a puddle.


"You're going to get hit by a car or something," Shane retorted.


She didn't reply. "Come here," she said. 


Shane walked over to her timidly and sat down. She started laughing, "What are you? Afraid?"


"No," Shane insisted. "I'm just not in the mood to get hit by a car." Raine giggled.


"We aren't going to get hit by a car, this isn't a busy street." She insisted. Shane looked down at her wrist, it had many bracelets. Some she probably made out of string and others she must have bought. On her other wrist, was a bracelet with brown beads and a peace sign charm. She stared up at the sky. Rain poured onto her face and surely got into her eyes, but she didn't seem to care. Her eyes were wide open. 


"So, Shane Mitchell, what's your story?" Raine asked. 


"My story?" 


"Yeah," Raine said. 


"I don't have a story," Shane grumbled. 

"Okay," Raine sighed. "Well, why don't you tell me why you were at the hospital that day?' 


Shane looked up at the sky. He rarely talked about this. "Um, my mom died that day." 


Raine's smile faded, "Oh, I'm sorry. I shouldn't have brought it up."


"No. Its fine, and I probably should talk about it more," Shane muttered. 


Raine sat up, "Why were you at the hospital that day?" Shane asked. 


"My grandma was sick," Raine answered easily. 


Shane nodded; he felt his cell phone buzzing in his pocket. He saw Nathan's name flashing across the screen. He looked at Raine. She nodded, letting him know she didn't consider it rude if he answered. 


"Hello?" Shane asked into the phone. 


"Hey," Nathan said perkily. "Do you want to come over to my house?" 


"Um, sure, give me thirty minutes," Shane told him. 


"Okay," Nathan replied and hung up.


Shane looked at Raine who was staring at him intently. "Sorry, I have to go," he said slowly. 


"That's okay," Raine said and stood up. She hugged her black sweatshirt closer around her body. Though, it wasn't going to warm her. "Maybe I'll see you around?"


Shane nodded and watched as she walked away. She turned her head and smiled and ran through the rain. Shane smiled, she sure was something. He watched her old Converse splash into the puddles and soon she was out of site. 
The dialogue here seemed considerable less awkward then in some other parts, pretty good dynamic between these characters. I’ll get to this more at the end.

Shane turned around and started jogging to his house. He had to shower and change before he went to Nathan's. 


When he arrived at home, Bobbie Jo was still sitting on the couch, watching TV. "You're all wet," she said. 


"No," Shane said sarcastically and walked towards his bedroom. He grabbed a dry sweatshirt and shorts before wandering to the bathroom.


After he showered he looked in the mirror. The mark on his cheek was now more purple, and bruised. Nathan was probably already suspicious. Considering Shane asked him if his dad was mean to him. Nathan seemed suspicious after that. He changed into the dry clothes and walked out to the living room.


"Do you own make-up?" He asked Bobbie Jo. 


She frowned at him, "No, and why would you want make-up?"


"Why don't you have make-up? You're a girl!" he exclaimed. 


She laughed. "I'm only eleven. I have flawless skin," she smiled. "Why do you want make-up? You're a guy!"


"Just, never mind," he muttered and walked towards the door. 


"Okay," Bobbie Jo was cracking up. 


Shane started walking to Nathan's house. When he arrived he rang to doorbell and waited for Nathan to answer. 


"Hey," Nathan pulled to door open. "Just so you know, my parents dropped my sister off here. Apparently she was being annoying at my grandma's house. I'd watch it; she's recently developed an obsession with you." 


Shane laughed, "What do you mean?" 


"She asked me if you were coming over today. I told her you were, and she said she thought you were...super cute," Nathan laughed.


Shane laughed along with him. Nathan walked inside and Shane followed him. "So, what's new?" Nathan asked. 


They sat down on his couch. "Nothing," Shane replied. 

Nathan investigated Shane further, "Hey, what happened to your cheek? Why are you always getting hurt so much?"


Shane felt butterflies form in his stomach. Why did people always have to ask him so many questions? "Oh, my sister accidentally hit me. And, I guess I'm just a klutz," Shane whispered.


Nathan frowned, "You're lying."


"No, I'm not," Shane assured him. 


"I know you, Shane. You're lying. You're sister is probably the sweetest person ever; she wouldn't hit you. Plus, whenever you're hiding something you tend to whisper," Nathan said. 


Shane shook his, head, "I'm not lying," he whispered. He widened his eyes, Stop whispering, he thought to himself. "I mean, I'm not," he said in a stronger voice. 


Nathan shook his head. "I feel like I have this all figured out, but, I'm probably wrong."


Shane looked at him nervously, "What do you think?"


Nathan cleared his throat. "Well, yesterday, you asked me if my dad was mean to me. I guess that was my first hint. It's just the way you talk about your dad sometimes seems off."


"What do you mean?" Shane asked. 


"Whenever I ask you about him you just seem reluctant to say anything. Or when you answer it's always just a quick, hostile answer," Nathan said. 


"What's your point?" Shane asked. 


"Well, I guess," Nathan paused. "Does your dad, like, hit you?"



Shane looked over at the blank TV screen. "Sorry. I'm probably just assuming the worst," Nathan mumbled. 


"No," Shane said. "It's fine. No, he doesn't hit me."


Nathan nodded and grabbed the remote control. He turned on the TV. They watched it for awhile. Shane started feeling warm and rolled up his sleeves. "I know you're not that clumsy," Nathan said. 


Shane looked at him quizzically, "What?"


Nathan pointed at Shane's arms. Shane looked down at the bruises, and red imprints on his arms. "Oh, um-" he started.

“Just, save it Shane. I thought we were best friends. I’m really sick of your lying. You really need to stop covering things up. I don’t even believe you anymore, so stop trying so hard. Best friends are supposed to trust each other. I don’t even think you trust me!” his voice was harsh. 


Shane crossed his arms over his chest. Crimson anger blazed through his veins. He stood up abruptly and faced his friend. “You don’t even get it! Your family is perfect! They’re nice to you, and encourage you. They like you! Yes, Nathan, my dad hits me. But, you can’t honestly pretend you know how that feels! You don’t! You have two parents, two loving, nice parents. I have one who doesn’t give a shit what happens to me. You’re so, so lucky, and you don’t even realize it.” Shane stormed out Nathan’s door. 


Tears sliced down his cheeks and he sprinted to his house. His lungs burned and he could hear his heart beating in his ears. He’s a track athelete, emotional state or not, his lungs should feel fine. He flung open the door to his house and walked towards the fridge. 


He thought about all the times people upset him as he rummaged through cabinets. He thought of pain, suffering, and hopelessness. Shane grabbed the Brandy out of a cabinet and retreated to his bedroom, locking the door.  


It was not a large bottle, but it was enough to numb him. At least for awhile. He sat on the edge of his bed and took a sip. It wasn’t that bad. He actually sort of liked it. 


After he finished the bottle, he felt free. Like he was unstoppable and nothing could get to him. He laid back and curled into a ball. Then he heard the screaming and the feeling went away. “I-I, he’s… I don’t know!” Bobbie Jo screeched.


“He’s in trouble!” David yelled. 


Shane took a deep breath. What else was he in trouble for? He heard a cry of pain and his stomach clenched. He just couldn’t make himself get out of bed to help her. “Shane!” Bobbie Jo screamed. 


Shane crawled up the bed and under the covers. “That little shit isn’t going to help you!” David bellowed. 


Shane felt the tears, hot and salty, slide down his cheeks. “Shane always helps me!” she yelled. “He wouldn’t hurt me!”


Shane crawled further under the covers until there was no light and all he could smell was the alcohol on his breath. He started sobbing; the smell reminded him of his dad. He didn’t want to be like his dad. That’s not what he wanted at all. 


“Shane!” Bobbie Jo screamed again. Shane plugged his ears and listened to his sobbing, trying to drown out her cries. 


After awhile the screaming stopped and he heard the door slam closed. Then footsteps came towards his bedroom. “Shane! Shane! Shane!” Bobbie Jo screamed, banging on the door. “SHANE!” Her voice was breaking and Shane crawled out from under the covers and stumbled over to the door. He struggled with the lock and flung open the door. 

Bobbie Jo flung herself into Shane’s arms. “Shane—“she stopped abruptly. “You smell like…” her eyes widened. “Shane, please, don’t…don’t do this.”

Shane took a deep breath, planning to give an excuse, but couldn’t think of anything. “Sorry,” was all he said.

Tears filled her eyes and she hugged him again. “You said you wouldn’t let him hurt me. But, he did.”


Shane felt tears slide down on his own cheeks. “I’m sorry,” he whispered, but he was so sick of apologizing. 
Pretty grim stuff…

She squeezed him tighter. “You promised.”


Shane shook his head and let go of her. He grabbed her hand and led her to his bed. They sat down. “Have you ever not wanted to go to school?” he finally noticed his words were slurred. 


She nodded. “Sometimes, I don’t want to be abused,” Shane said. “I want to protect you, BJ. I really do. It’s just sometimes, I-I can’t do it. I’m tired and I just can’t do it anymore. It’s so hard for me to just sit there and take it. So, so hard. I’m worn down thin. I’m withering away.”

Bobbie Jo’s face fell. “I’m sorry. I’m being selfish. You’re there all the time. He yells and you and insults you every day and I’m acting like it’s no big deal. You shouldn’t have to explain why you didn’t come help me.” 


Shane looked down at her arms, red marks were forming. He grabbed her and pulled her into his lap. “It’s OK.”


“Does Dad really abuse us?” Bobbie Jo asked suddenly.


Shane nodded. 


“We should tell someone. People…they can help us,” Bobbie Jo said. “Grandma and Grandpa are coming tomorrow. We can tell them!”
This raises a plot inconsistency.

Shane shook his head back and forth furiously. “No! Nobody has to know about this. I’ve only told one person, and that was a mistake. Nobody else.”


“But… Grandma and Grandpa would do something,” Bobbie Jo whispered. 


“Do you honestly think that they would want to know that their only son is an abuser?” Shane questioned her, a stern look on his pale face. 


“Do you think they would want to know their only grandchildren are being abused?” she challenged. 


Then, Shane broke down. He was being abused, this was real. Tears fell down his cheeks like a waterfall. They wouldn’t stop and his nose was running. Bobbie Jo nuzzled closer to him. “How do you know they’re coming?” he asked between sobs. 

“Dad told me. Please, stop crying, Shane. It’s not right. I don’t like seeing you like this.”


“I promise, that if it happens again. I mean, like, really bad. I’ll tell someone,” Shane whispered. 


Bobbie Jo nodded. “You said you told someone before, who?”


“Nathan,” Shane said. “But, I didn’t mean to. It just came out.” He wiped away the remainder of his tears. 


“Do you think he’ll tell?”


Shane shook his head. “Let’s get you to bed, OK?” he quickly decided to change the subject.

“There is someone else we could tell,” Bobbie Jo said slowly, ignoring Shane’s previous statement. 


Shane’s eyes hardened. “You better n—“ 


She cut him off. “Jesse.”


“No!” Shane yelled. Suddenly everything came back, the anger, the heartache his older brother left him with. Jesse left, not telling anyone where he was going. He stayed for a year as David got worse and worse, then he left Shane and Bobbie Jo alone to fend for themselves. Shane resented him. “Don’t even talk about him.”


“You’ve erased him from your life, Shane. That’s not right. He’s your brother, mine too. We never talk about him.” Bobbie Jo said. 


“I don’t want to talk about him, BJ. He left us. Obviously he doesn’t want to help us, so I don’t even know why you would bring it up.”


“I-I miss him,” she replied. 

“Well, I don’t!” Shane yelled, probably a little louder then he should have. 


Tears welled up in her eyes. “Well fine then,” she snapped and stomped out of the room. “You’re probably too wasted to think straight anyways!”


“BJ!” he yelled. When she didn’t reply he flopped onto his bed. He pressed the heels of his hands to his forehead and took a deep breath. Maybe if Jesse had stayed, things would be different. Maybe Jesse could have stood up to David and would’ve protected Shane and Bobbie Jo. But, Shane would never know. Jesse was long gone, probably living some storybook life. He was probably at Harvard, or Princeton. Maybe Yale. Stupid sonuvabitch, Shane thought. 
Chapter 3
“I’m going to smile like nothing’s wrong, talk like everything’s perfect, act like it’s all a dream, and pretend it’s not hurting me.” 

-Unknown


Shane woke up with a terrible headache and he was sick to his stomach. He knew what this was, he wasn’t that stupid. It was a hangover. He groaned when he remembered his grandma was visiting. 

This meant that he would have to act normal, like he wasn’t hurting. His tears were starting to show and his smile was fading. He wasn’t sure how much longer he could pretend. 


He sat upright abruptly and sprinted to the bathroom. He slammed the door behind him and dropped to his knees, ignoring the pain that shot through them. He heaved into the toilet bowl. Shane flushed the toilet and wiped his mouth. He sprayed some air freshener and brushed his teeth repeatedly. 

Shane’s grandma, Beth, was a really nice person. Ever since her husband died, she’s made it her goal to make everyone happy and make sure everyone is okay and feeling alright. Shane loved her a lot but didn’t get to see her as much as he’d like. She lived pretty far away, near his aunt and uncle who helped Beth out a lot. Shane stared into the mirror and tried to make himself look somewhat decent. He knew Beth would arrive any moment, but he still looked like a wreck. He smoothed down his hair, but his eyes were still sort of red. He threw on jeans and a zip-up sweatshirt, with a white shirt under it. Shane took a deep breath and pulled down the sleeves of his sweatshirt, covering the red marks. 


Pretending everything was normal killed him inside. He hated lying, especially to his grandma, someone he cared about so much. There was a knock on his door and he leaned over to open it. When he saw his dad, he sighed. “I know. I’m supposed pretend everything is normal.”

David nodded. “Good.” He simply walked out of the room and closed the door. Shane sat down on his bed and awaited his grandma’s arrival. The area on his cheek was still a little red, he wondered if she’d notice. The doorbell rang and Shane stood up. 


He opened his door and slowly made his way down the hallway. Along the way, he ran into Bobbie Jo, she just glared at him, obviously still mad. The brightness of the living area intensified his headache, but he smiled when he saw his grandma. 


“Shane,” she said enthusiastically. “How are you doing?” she hugged him and he breathed in her musky perfume. 


“Fine,” Shane said and let go of her. 

“Good, good.” Beth smiled widely. “Jojo, look how big you’re getting.” She held out her arms and Bobbie Jo hugged her tightly. 


“Hi, Grandma,” she said. 


Shane glanced at David, who was smiling and watching this fake embrace unfold. Shane rolled his eyes. “So, I’m making pasta,” David said nonchalantly.


“Sounds good to me,” Beth replied in a raspy voice.


At about five, David had dinner ready. Everyone sat around the table. Shane wasn’t that hungry, he still had a headache and threw up at least three times before the meal. He stared down at his plate and tried to block out the conversation going on around him. “Shane, eat,” David said. 


Shane continued to stare down at the plate and he shook his head slowly back and forth. “Shane,” David said his name a little louder. Shane closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He pressed his hand to his forehead. It was warm. 


“Sha—“ 


Shane cut David off. “Will you be quiet, please? I have a headache,” he said it calmly. “Please.”


David sighed. “You just had to say something.” Shane was beginning to think he had the flu or something, considering at the track meet he got sick, as well. He hadn’t been feeling great since that day. But, it could just be the hangover.

“Shane, you aren’t look too good, sweetie.” Beth said. “Maybe you should take your temperature. David you have a thermometer, right?”


David looked up and Shane, he raised an eyebrow and his eyes were annoyed. “Yeah.” He stood up and walked over to one of the cabinets. David handed the thermometer to Beth, who handed it to Shane. 

He stuck it under his tongue and waited. It beeped and he stared down at the numbers. “103.1,” he said. 


“Oh, hon. You need to lie down,” Beth said. She walked over and pressed her wrinkly hand to Shane’s forehead. “You’re burning up.”


Shane stood up shakily and walked towards his bedroom. 

General comments: I gotta be frank, this isn’t really my favorite genre to read persay. I felt pretty uncomfortable in some of the scenes (which is the point, I’m supposed to feel that way, but still…) But I enjoyed this, it was a pretty interesting character study of a messed up relationship.
Fatherly Advice: I’m of the opinion that an absolutely crucial part to making this story click is a fantastic protagonist. I was a little underwhelmed by ‘David’. I think he manages one thing very well, cruelty. I don’t believe this is enough.
I think a great example of this type of character done right is in Pat Conroy’s “The Great Santini”. I’d recommend you read it, but for the purposes of this review the gist of it is, that the father character is a cruel, cruel, man. But that isn’t all he is, he’s been shaped by his experience in the military, he shows love to his wife, but can’t handle losing or being shown a lack of respect and is extremely gruff to his high school basketball playing son.

There’s a particularily fantastic scene where a pickup one-on-one basketball game becomes this intense life or death struggle between father and son. The game grinds on and as the son starts winning, his dad starts talking smack, demeaning him, cheating, and getting madder and madder. When his kid beats him for the first time he flips out and starts beating on him demanding a rematch.

It’s really an outstanding bit of character development. The reason I mention it is that I find any sort of scene for the father in this story to be nonexistent. He doesn’t turn into this heartless man, he just is. It’s lazy and the character leans one dimensional (sometimes laughably so). I think this man needs to be more than a monster, monsters are scary, but not very interesting.

He needs to be human. An alcoholic, an abuser, a horrible person, but still human. The “façade” scenes (with the ‘ladyfriend’, with their grandparents) weren’t up to snuff in my opinion.
Add the remainder: I think Shane is a pretty well developed character, I can see the multitudes swirling underneath him, he has depth. I found the scene with Shane drinking the alcohol to be very impressive and nerve racking and his track background adds an extra bit of oomph.
 I think Bobbi Jo (a good counterpart to her impulsive brother), Raine (The Oreo bit was great), and Nathan (His suspicion and fights with Shane are just what I’d suspect out of a best friend) come close to the level you achieve with Shane, but I’m not sure the rest of the cast gets there. I think a lot of them feel pretty flat, you should strive harder for even your one shot characters to be memorable. Examples would include Calvin, Shane’s coach, kids on the bus, grandparents etc.

Memorable physical descriptions, quirks, verbal tics are all good. Otherwise the characters are just there as kinda filler.

Style-letto knife: I’ve a couple qualms with your writing style. I think in general your writing is quite strong, but there are places where it weakens. One thing to watch out for would be redundancies. I used the strikethrough tool where I thought this was egregious. They’re suggestions of course, but I found you had a habit of using 10 words where five would do.
The second thing is the believability of some lines of dialogue you use. I think a good gut check for this is to read the spoken dialogue aloud to yourself. If it sounds awkward (too lengthy, overly mature word choice, redundancy) then axe it. Certain situations I was like, “Really?” and kinda rolled my eyes. It happens to all of us, and for the record I thought Raine and Shane (by the way Raine and Shane? I don’t know how I feel about names that rhyme and are so generally similar to eachother. But a name is a name.) had your most successful scene in this regard in the them in the rain (or should that be Raine?). 
Third would be humor. I know this piece is dark in nature and shouldn’t be a stand up routine, but as is, it’s fairly soul crushing. Small but effective dosages of humor here and there can help vary the mood and take some of the edge off every once in a while for the reader.
A-track-tion: I thought the scenes at the track meets were some of your strongest writing descriptively. You did a really good job of putting us into this high class sprinter’s  mindset.

I’m sure track, like every sport, has its own subculture. Try to explore this side of it more as you write about it. What are the unique things track and field kids do that the normal populous doesn’t?

As such a great middle school sprinter how much attention is Shane getting from high school coaches?

Socially unacceptable: Child abuse used to be very much an invisible crime in the US. It was very don’t ask don’t tell. To my knowledge this has changed significantly. So, my question is, how come no one calls Shane out on the bruises? He has to change for track, gym, and I doubt he wears sweatshirts all the time.

Why haven’t teachers, his coach, consolers, friends (Nathan excepted), social workers, physchiatrists etc. noticed, probed, talked, and helped either of these kids? Why haven’t they contacted a social worker, abuse hotline? Schools are trained to notice these sorts of signs, and hold days where kids are educated about these things and told what to do. They won’t buy feeble excuses like ‘I fell down.’ Or ‘my sister hit me.’ Child abuse is taken very seriously nowadays.

I think this is a fairly serious plot hole that needs to be addressed. I don’t think their dad threatening them to act normal is enough, as it doesn’t seem Shane really cares about his dad’s threats. Just a question that continually ran through my head.
To conclude, I think this is a very ambitious subject and not one I have read about a lot in fiction. I think it’s fantastic that you love your characters so much and have such a passion for this. I’m impressed with your skill, the brutality of the abuse scenes was pretty chilling, and several of your characters evolved quite well over the course of even just the 27 or so pages. Good work.
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