  Chapter one: In search of Identity

Grey is the things that can be taken out

Red is the things I’ve changed, or highlighted that need changing if I have already explained why

Green is for explanations, or things to improve 

Blue is anything else

My eyes opened and I realized that I was resting on a soft bed, covered with a furry blue blanket. The Birds outside Outside birds chirped rhythmically and the sunlight reflected from the window was hurt my eyes. I could tell the time of day was morning. I sat up looked around to see the walls were painted pink and the drawers and the desk stood against it, standing opposite of each other. 8:04AM was read on the digital alarm clock standing on top of the desk. The room was unfamiliar to me. I wondered how I got here. I could not recall anything that occurred before this present point, nothing at all.

<<Description basics – make everything have a purpose. Instead of describing what’s in the room, try pointing out characteristics the main character would notice, maybe hints to whose room or where the room actually is>>

My barefoot bare foot stepped on something hard on the floor. I looked down and saw a silver heart shaped pendant I bent over and picked up the locket. (Try something along the lines of; ‘I bend down to pick up a silver, heart-shaped pendent/locket’). It was the size of my thumb, decorated with small tiny diamonds. I opened the locket and saw a photo of a young woman on the left who seemed to be wearing a casual purple dress. Next to her on the right was a little girl, who wore similar clothing except that she wore pink instead. Both of them had long black hair and they were smiling at each other. I glanced at the little girl again, and (I) (You already used ‘I glanced’ and as the person being referred to hasn’t changed, you don’t need to repeat the I) felt as if I’ve I had seen her before. On the left side of the locket I spotted something printed on the silver metal. On The the upper left corner were two letters engraved “L.R” printed on small letters and in the middle of the heart, there was date carved into the locket that said:

             20         

          December 

            1995

I wondered why the date was even printed there. What happened on that day? Why was it so significant? Who does this locket belong to? (These could be rephrased to make them thoughts, or taken out all together. The reader is probably already asking these questions. HINT: Never underestimate your reader.)  There was a knock on the door, and making me I jumped in surprise when I heard it. I watched the door and remained alert, until seconds later, (try exploring other ways to bring suspence) the door opened. The one who knocked on the door was a young woman whom I cannot recognize, wearing a white dress and I also noticed a white apron she was wearing that seemed to blend in. Her rectangular glasses were crooked, it looking as if they were about to fall off her face. Her scarlet hair looked (try not to repeat things) as if it were never had not brushed for weeks. Her dark green eyes came into contact with mine, she and said to me in a somewhat timid voice.

“Oh, you’re awake”

I continued to stare at her, and said saying nothing. (Maybe you could throw in a thought. Is it because the character is tired, confused, or simply not very talkative?)
“What’s your name?” said the woman, smiling, “My name is Solana Frost.” (That’s an unusual introduction, a great way to give her more personality)

I didn’t have an answer to that question. I felt pretty stupid not knowing my own name, so I remained silent and continued to gaze at her.

“Um, you don’t talk much do you?” said Solana, timidly. (Words like ‘um’ or ‘well’, are best only used if it’s a repeated (and annoying) personality trait, as they degrade the rest of the speech) “My daughter Aiyana found you in the forest out cold so we took you in our home and placed you in her room. Um….. Are you feeling okay?” (Maybe you could try describing her actions or expressions instead)
I nodded lightly.

“I’m glad to hear it!” said Solana, smiling brightly. “Come downstairs, I made some breakfast. When you’re finished eating we can call your parents. How old are you by the way?”

“Twelve,” I guessed. The number twelve was a random number. 

“Oh that’s great!” Said Solana, “Aiyana is just about your age - Well, perhaps. She’ll be turning twelve in a few days, so I’m sure you two would will (would is past tense, so unless the two will never actually meet, use ‘will’) get along just fine. Now please come downstairs for some breakfast. I didn’t expect you to be awake at this time. After breakfast we’ll call your parents, they must be worried sick about you. So we’ll just let them know that you’re okay” (This whole thing seems like it should be casual and chatty, but currently it sounds robotic, so it needs rejumbling a little.)

Solana turned around and left. Seconds later, I got up off the floor where I was sat, left the room and went down the stairs downstairs. After I reached On the first floor, I heard a voice calling to me.

“We saved you some breakfast, come here.”

I turned to where the voice was coming from. It was Solana and another girl who had long scarlet hair just like Solana’s in a kitchen. I walked inside the kitchen where the girl sat at a circular wooden table that was near a corner of the kitchen. The table had a large plate with a layer of pancakes on a plate and a bottle of maple syrup sitting there. I gagged at the odour of burnt food. The sink next to me was piled with dirty dishes. There were shards of broken glass on the white tile floors. I almost stepped on them, while I was still barefoot. Solana was near an oven holding a silver metal spatula, jumping and shrieking hysterically trying to put out the flames that bloomed from the stove just a second ago. I sat at the table where the girl sat. I gazed at her for a moment. Like Solana, she was wearing glasses and her face was covered in freckles. The girl looked back at me and grinned. 

(Again, look back at what I said about making everything have a purpose and rethink this description

Maybe you should try walking into a room with a notepad, and quickly jot down what catches your attention first, write the thoughts as they come. Do this a few times, then try with a scene you’re making up. Think about who your character is or how they’re feeling, and how this would influence what they notice. 

For example, an adult would notice instantly if they where in a child’s room. A character who is cold would probably notice a fireplace, then an open door or window) 

“Oh hello,” She said quickly, “Don’t mind my Mom, she’s very clumsy when it comes to housekeeping. As you can see, she’s not always the best cook. Although she’s very clumsy and careless, she has her moments. She’s only like this when she’s stressed out. It’s very typical for adults. Oh, I’m so sorry, I forgot to introduce myself. I’m Aiyana.” (Again this seems slightly robotic with the short sentences)
Aiyana reached out her right hand towards me.

I looked at her hand. I wondered wondering what she made that gesture for. I continued to stare at it.

“What’s your name?” She asked.

My eyes were drawn from her hand to her face. It’s that question again. (This short sentence works great in showing the character’s mood) I was gnawing my bottom lip, trying hard to remember, but it was impossible. I gave Aiyana a light shrug and she frowned.

(Is Aiyana still sticking her hand out?)

“I tried asking her the same thing,” said Solana finally finished extinguishing the flames on the stove, “But she wouldn’t tell me. She must be shy, let’s give her some time to relax a bit. Aiyana pumpkin, go to the living room and find the phone. I think it’s time we call her parents.” (Speech always starts with a capital letter, even if it’s in the middle of a sentence)
Aiyana looked at her mother and nodded. She got up before getting up off her chair and left the kitchen. Now my attention is was / was then drawn to Solana, who smiled at me, she placed some pancakes on the plate in front of me and said;
(When you’re writing a story, imagine you’re telling it from now, about the past. Use present tense for opinions and such which haven’t changed, or when referring to people who haven’t died or moved away. Use past tense for everything else. For example ‘Jack was an elephant’, implies past tense, meaning he no longer is. ‘Jack has rainbow-coloured hair’, implies that he still does)
“Please eat some pancakes, they’re really tasty, I don’t want you to go hungry.  I’ll give you a fork and a glass of orange juice.”

Solana handed me a silver metal fork. She also grasped the bottle of maple syrup and poured its sticky brown contents on the plate of pancakes. I looked down to examine them. (A thought such as what are these? Would work great here)
“Hmm,” said Solana. “It seems that you have never tasted pancakes before. Just cut a piece off and eat it.” 

I looked up at Solana once more, remembering what Aiyana told me earlier, that she wasn’t always the best cook. I assumed that these pancakes of hers would not taste very pleasant. I thought of Solana as a very kind person and the last thing I wanted to do was offend her. With my assumption set aside, I grabbed the fork. I cut off a piece of the pancake and placed it into my open mouth. I chewed slowly. (I think you can see the pattern there) The food was soft and tasted sugary. While eating it I had this pleasant feeling, I assumed that the pancakes would taste horrible, but it was the opposite. I looked up at Solana* again and smiled*. Solana* smiled* back at me. (This could be rephrased.)

“I’m glad you like it,” She said, “Would you like some orange juice? You’ll like this one, very natural.”

Solana went to the refrigerator at the other side of the kitchen. She* opened the door on the right. She* poured the orange juice from the pitcher into the glass cup, and handed it to me. I looked into the cup of orange juice and saw something lumpy, there seemed to be some foreign material (nice choice of words) inside. 

“Oh don’t worry about the stuff in there,” said Solana sweetly, “That’s just the pulp, dear. It’s natural orange juice. The pulp happens to be very healthy. Go on just drink it!”

I took a small sip of orange juice and it felt more pleasant than the pancakes. 

Aiyana has just arrived in the kitchen holding a white cordless phone and handed it to me. I looked down at the phone, and then looked up at Solana, who nodded. I looked down at the phone again and Confused, I pushed the green call button. There was a loud dial tone. I remained still trying to decide what button to press. Random thoughts swirled into my head. I shut off the phone and placed it on the table. Aiyana and Solana exchanged looks, and then looked at me again.

“Erm…” said Solana nervously, “You don’t know your parents’ phone number?”

I shook my head lightly. Solana frowned.

“Um… okay” she said, “What about parent last name?”

I shrugged. Solana sighed.

“Wow,” said Aiyana, quickly, “You must not remember anything at all. Mom, I think she has amnesia” 

I looked down at my feet and sighed. My entire face contracted and I clenched my fists firmly, taking three slow deep breaths. Solana kneeled down next to me. I looked at her, then she smiled sweetly.

“Oh, no worries,” She said kind-heartedly, “You will get you memories back soon. You can stay with us if you’d like. If it’s okay with Aiyana, you can sleep in her room. Aiyana, take this girl to the office upstairs. You are going to the missing child registry. You are not to go on any other site. We are doing this to pick up any information about her.?” (Should this be a full-stop, or if a question mark, why?) (The repetition here works well, seeing as it is a command)
Aiyana turned around and quickly left the kitchen. Then Suddenly she stopped and turned to look at me.  

“Well?” she said, “Are you coming?” 

I got up and followed Aiyana up the stairs and into a hallway. We stopped at the door next to Aiyana’s room. She opened the door and hit the switch to illuminate what appeared to be the room. the office, was messier than the kitchen, with books and folders lying open on the floor, and there were loose papers, most of them strewn in random directions. The desk was cluttered with papers and the chair had fallen over, with its back to the floor. A file cabinet in the back of the room sat on its side with its doors flung open. The fan on the ceiling was twirling at a rapid pace, slowed only by its violent rocking motion.
Aiyana was the first person to enter the office. She walked to the desk and pushed away some papers resting on it. Under the papers was a small black square, which had the logo “In-Tech” printed on it. She opened it. She also found some cords on the floor, and connected them to the machine. I walked into the office and sat on the floor. Aiyana looked at me and laughed.

“Don’t mind this room either,” she said, “My mom is a journalist. A much respected one I might add. She’s a very messy person, as you can see. She’d clean the place up if she weren’t too busy with her deadlines, and her stories. She’d hires a maid to clean from time to time.” 

It took several minutes to set up the machine. She placed the chair into its proper position. She turned it on the machine, and turned to me once more.

(Eek, repetition repetition repetition. I think you need to work on rearranging your sentences to avoid the constant Person -> Verb -> Noun structure)

“Go on” she said sweetly, “Sit down.”

(You’re about to start a ‘words to avoid’ list. Smiled and Sweetly are your first two)

I got up off the floor and sat on the chair. The machine Aiyana was setting up was actually a laptop computer. We finally reached the website, ‘childregistry.gov.’ The arrow on the screen moved around slowly until it stopped on a link that said “Missing children” that was written in bold letters. 

“So,” said Aiyana nervously. “Do you know how to use a laptop? It’s simple.”

“Okay, this is simple,” said Aiyana quickly “you see how I moved the arrow around the screen?” 

(Re-jig this lot, it looks like you’ve edited something and not rechecked the remaining text still works)

The arrow on the screen moved sideways. Then it went back to the words ‘Missing Children’. I looked back down onto the keys, and saw Aiyana’s fingers, that touched a black ball. 

“If you want to move the arrow, do this,” she continued, and then one of her fingers was rolling the little ball in circles. “Then if you want to go somewhere click- uh… I mean… take the arrow and do this” She pushed the second of the two buttons at the bottom of the ball.  “But you You can’t click on every word on the page, but you can only click on something if the arrow turns into a hand. Understand?”

The page then completely changed into something different. This time there were pictures of children’s faces. Some of them smiling, and the rest of them were showing an empty expression. 

“Okay, if you really don’t know your name,” Aiyana went on, “You see these pictures, here? If you can find a picture with your face on it, then you click on that picture so you can find more information on this person, even the name, age, where he or she is from, and how long ago the child is missing. I’d love to help you, but look at the time. I’m going to be late for school” 

She pointed to something on the bottom right corner of the screen. It said 8:09 A.M. I knew what to do, so I smiled at her. Aiyana seemed to understand that her assistance here was not needed so she turned around and left the office, then suddenly she came back. (Unless you distinctively want to make a point about how long something has taken, it’s best to leave specific times out. Page one opened at 8:04, and depending on the readers imagination, the amount of time up to this point might seem longer or shorter than five minutes. It’s also better to use words instead of numbers, but this is a matter of opinion, so don’t worry about that too much) 

“Wait,” she said, who seemed seeming to have just remembered something. “Wait here, I’ll be right back”

She walked off. Now my focus was now turned to the computer. I slid the arrows to a row of four pictures, all of them dark skinned. I Began to notice an interesting photo on the webpage, but it was not me at all. The second girl also had dark skin, she wasn’t smiling, but she appeared to have several scabs on her face, which was one of the features that interested me. I looked at her lip that appeared to be split in two and it was also covered in blood. (Problem: on a webpage of missing children, why would a picture like this be shown, and who would have actually photographed or given it? Maybe the main character would see the face, and have a flashback – this way you can keep the description)
“I told you I won’t be gone long” a voice called out of nowhere.

I turned to the entrance of the office and saw Aiyana there, holding two items. She entered the room and placed the items on the desk next to me.  One of them was the silver heart-shaped locket I had earlier, and admittedly I had forgotten all about it.  The second item was a magenta framed mirror. 

“I’m sure these will help you,” said Aiyana “This necklace, I found this. I think this is yours. The little girl in the picture does resemble you very well. I also brought this mirror, just in case if you can’t remember your face, you can always look in this mirror. Well, I have to go get dressed. Good luck!” (This is an interesting idea, and shows that Aiyana is starting to understand the main character well, nice technique)
I nodded once more. Aiyana turned around and left. Just for the hell of it (this doesn’t fit at all), I looked into the mirror sitting on the desk, and saw a girl with a pale face and was showing a blank expression. She had long, glossy black hair, long enough for the ends to reach the shoulders (is that long?).  I memorized the face in the mirror and continued my search. After fifteen minutes, I did not find anything. There were sixteen pages in all and I had already reached the sixth page. My fist clenched tightly. I closed my eyes and took a few deep breaths to remove the strain that’s been in my head since I started the search. Finally feeling at ease, I continued on. (I’m starting to notice some character habits)
It’s has been exactly forty-two minutes since the search began. My head collapsed on top of the keys. I was on the thirteenth page. I made a deep sigh, and I considered forfeiting the search entirely. 

“Any luck finding anything?” asked the unexpected voice coming from the entrance. 

I turned to the direction of the voice and lifted my head. There was Solana standing at the door, whose clothing looked professional. Her hair was pulled back into a bun and she was carrying a black leather suitcase. Her outfit looked surprisingly neater than the clothes she had on earlier this morning. 

“Did you find anything yet?” She asked.

“No.”

“Keep trying,” Said Solana, “I’m sure you’ll find something. Anyways, I’m going to drive Aiyana to school. Then I have to go to a business meeting at work. I’ll be back in about an hour. So if you’re hungry, help yourself to anything in the fridge. I’ll be back soon”

It’s been approximately sixteen minutes since Solana had left. I reached the final page of the registry and I have had not  found anything. I was finally able to conclude that I was not on the Missing child Registry.  I could have checked again*, but didn’t feel much like going on the computer again*. My eyes were getting heavy and I have had been yawning relentlessly for the past hour. Looking around for something to occupy myself became very difficult, if not impossible. I got up off my chair and paced around the room. That was until I noticed the file cabinet in a corner, leaning forward with all three drawers open. I hoisted the cabinet into its erect position. I and closed the top two drawers, so the filing cabinet won’t wouldn’t tip over again. I took a seat on the floor in front of the remaining open drawer and saw a pile of newspapers. What caught my interest right away was a yellow newspaper buried in the pile with the headlines “WANTED ALIVE” printed on the top of the page in large letterings. I grabbed the paper out of the drawer and examined it further. It smelled like coffee.  The newspaper was dry and some of the text was either worn out or was washed away by some kind of liquid substance. I also noticed the snapshot of a girl in the middle of the page. Half of her face was covered in coffee stains, making it difficult for me to see her in detail. But for some reason, I felt as if I’ve seen this girl before. A gut feeling inside of me is was telling me to take this paper and read it. I got to my feet, took the locket and the mirror and left the office. I went back into Aiyana’s room and rested on the bed. I examined the old newspaper once more, and realized that I had without doubt had seen this girl before, and I had a feeling where. (This should either be ‘I had, without doubt, seen this’, or ‘I had without a doubt seen this’) I took the locket, and opened it and to my surprise (if she already had a feeling, it wouldn’t be a surprise. Also, ‘to my surprise’, is a very cliché phrase which you should avoid using), the photo on the locket and the other on the newspaper were a perfect match. I placed the locket on the floor and started to read the front page. 

 Picture here



WANTED: ALIVE


Grendel Police are again searching for 7 year-old seven-year-old Lily Rosewood, who was last seen at the Caring Bears children's home. The girl, who went missing last week, was found in the home of escaped convict 31yr  old thirty-one-year-old Paul Keating on Tuesday. He was arrested on charges of kidnapping. He is also being investigated in connection with the recent massacre in the mall where 31 thirty-one people died and many more were injured.

(Big rule that a lot of writers forget - Audience comes before Context. A newspaper is aimed at people who want the news, plain, honest, short. Your story however is aimed at readers of fiction novels and stories, who probably won’t appreciate shortened words and phrases that real newspapers can get away with) 

Police arrested Keating at his home, where they found the child sleeping upstairs. Lily has since disappeared from the children's home. Anyone who has seen this child is asked to call their local police.

The bottom of the article seems to be torn off and I had just noticed the Letters L and R, which are the two same letters I saw carved on the locket earlier. The two letters had long spaces in between them, possibly because the coffee stain covered some of the text, making the ink spread and the paper difficult to read. A natural feeling inside of me is telling me to keep this paper and this must be an important clue to my past. I got to my feet and placed the newspaper on the bed. I grabbed my necklace and secured it around my neck. I departed the room and went back into the office to search for the missing piece of the paper. After a few minutes of searching nearly all over of the office, not a piece of old yellow newspaper was found. 

I went back into Aiyana’s room to lie down on the bed for a few minutes. Finding something to do was getting more difficult as time passes by. I looked up at the ceiling and heaved a sigh. I stretched my arms and they dropped down to the bed like heavy weights. I burrowed comfortably into the blanket and gave a loud yawn. My eyes were closing slowly* and heavily, so heavily that there was no point in resisting them. For a few seconds everything went black and I could hear myself breathing slowly* and peacefully.

 My surroundings have unexpectedly changed. I realized that I am no longer in the bedroom, but standing at an edge of the cliff. I was facing a crowd of trees and there was a young man standing in front of me. He gave me a scary angry look*, and walked* closer and closer. I could feel my heart thumping rapidly and violently (nice choice of words), and I could hear myself breathing heavily. The man was still walking* towards me, and the closer he went, the farther back I walked until I noticed* I was a few steps away from possibly falling off the cliff. I looked* back and saw a rushing stream down below. I faced forward and noticed that the man walking* toward me was no longer there. My heart began to pulsate even harder and faster. It felt as if my heart was struggling to get out of my chest. But then out of nowhere there was a soft chuckle. Slowly, I turned my head and to find out that the man was standing behind me. I tripped and fell into the grass in a desperate attempt to flee. I turned to look at the man once more. The man gave me a smile, but it was not a friendly one.

(Repetitions, repetitions, repetitions)

“You’re pathetic” he whispered in a nasty tone.

I got to my knees, and stood still, still looking* at him. 

“Who are you?” I asked, “what do you want?” 

The man walked closer and closer, I continued to watch him helplessly. (The idea of using the same word twice works well. The only problem is that repeating the same technique without purpose gets as obnoxious as repeating the word)
