Inserted words are in green


Comments are in purple

  Chapter One: In Search of An Identity

My eyes involuntarily fluttered open  as I woke to find myself resting on a soft (,unfamiliar?) bed, covered with a downy, blue [more descriptive color blue] blanket. The birds outside chirped rhythmically and the sunlight reflected from the window (burned or pained)  my eyes. The familiar signs told me it was morning I had awoken to. . 
I sat up, looked around to see the walls were a  (pale, bright, expressive, jarring?) pink and shelves and the desk stood against it on opposite walls. 8:04AM read  the digital alarm clock on top of the desk, blinking the time in neon green. The room was foreign to me. I wondered how I got here. I couldn’t recall anything that occurred before waking up; nothing at all. [Many beginning writers unconsciously reword things in a way that you wouldn’t normally use as well as throwing shortened words to the wind such as couldn’t and didn’t. This seems to be what you are doing. It is a common mistake and it isn’t always bad, but most of the time it makes the narrator sound like English is their second language]
I lifted off the covers cautiously and nimbly stepped out of the bed, one bare foot hitting the hard wood floor and then the other. My  second foot felt a sharp pain from somethinghard lying on the floor. I looked down,  noticing the culprit: an embellished silver, heart-shaped locket on a chain. I bent over and picked it up. The pendant was the size of my thumb, decorated with small, faceted  diamonds. I opened the locket and saw a photo of a young woman on the left, wearing a casual purple dress. Oposite  her in the right frame was a little girl, wearing a similar frock inpink. Both of them had long black hair and they seemed to be smiling across the locket at each other. I glanced at the little girl again, and I felt as if I’d seen her before. I turned the heavy, little locket over in my hands and stopped when I felt a ridge on the left side of the locket. Printed on the silver metalwere two letters L.R. engraved in ornate lettering. In the middle of the heart under the initials, was a small date, hardly large enough to read,  declaring the seemingly insignificant date December 20, 1995.
I wondered why the date was even engraved there. What happened on that day? Why was it so significant? Who does this locket belong to? There was a knock on the door, and I jumped, startled when  I hearing it. I watched the door, suspicious and alert, until finally, the door opened. A young yet matronly woman whose face I couldn’t place, slowly pushed the door wide until I could see she wore a dress of white eyelet. I also noticed a white apron she was wearing around her waist that seemed to blend in with her dress. Her rectangular glasses were crooked,  looking as if they were about to fall off her face. Her hair was a fiery scarlet thatlooked as if it hadn’t been brushed in weeks. Her dark green eyes camecontacted mine, and timidly, she stated quite obviously,“Oh, you’re awake.”

 

I continued to stare at her, sayingnothing.

“What’s your name?” asked the woman, smiling. “Mine is Solana Frost.”

Feeling oddly dumbstruck, I realized I didn’t have a response. I felt pretty stupid not knowing my own name, so I remained silent and continued to gaze at her.

“Well, you don’t talk much do you?” said Solana, still quiet but with a hint of amusement playing at the corners of her pale lips. “My daughter, Aiyana, found you in the forest out cold so she took you back to our home and found a suitable place you in her room. Um… Are you feeling okay? You must be terribly hungry!”

I nodded lightly, a bit overwhelmed, even by this soft-spoken woman.

“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. Oh! By the by, how old are you?”

“Twelve,” I guessed. The number was one I pulled off the top of my head, randomly chosen perhaps, but it seemed to fit.. 

“Oh what a lovely coincidence!” Said Solana, “Aiyana is just about your age. She’ll be turning twelve in a few days, so I’m sure you two would get along just fine. Now  come along downstairs for some breakfast. I didn’t expect you to be awake so soon. After breakfast we’ll call your parents, they must be worried sick about you!We’ll let them know that you’re safe.”
 [I can tell this will take a while to edit. Things aren’t well stated and a lot is quite redundant and, dare I say it, juvenilely put. The basis is alright but things like the dialogue need major work, for example, most women the age suitable to have children of twelve have a larger vocabulary than their kid daughters.] 
Solana turned around to leave, expecting me to follow.  I got up off the edge of the bed where I had perched when the knock came, left the room, following the kind woman down a flight of stairs  stairs. After I reached the first floor having lost sight of Solana halfway down, I heard two voices calling to me.

“We’re having pancakes, you must be starved!”
I turned to where the voices  came from, puzzled by what they announced was for breakfast. It was Solana and a younggirl with long, scarlet hair  like Solana’s in a kitchen. I walked inside the kitchen where the girl sat at a wooden, circular table nestled in a corner of the kitchen. The table had a large plate with layer upon layer (you could also say a stack) of pancakes on a plate, accompanied by a bottle of amber maple syrup. I gagged when the bitter the odor of burnt food reached my nostrils. The sink next to me was piled high with dirty dishes. There were shards of broken glass on the white tile floors I hadn’t noticed when I walked in.  I jumped Solana was in hysterics near an oven, yielding in her left hand a silver spatula like a sword high above her head and a wet dish rag in her rightshrieking and frantically beating  wicked, orange flames with the towel as more  bloomed from the stove, just as the first ones had justseconds before. Strangely sure that the stranger could handle the fierce battle across the kitchen, I pulled out a chair opposite the girl and sat at the table. 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, clearly not too worried that her mother might not be able to control the raging kitchen fire. 

“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 most watchful cook. She just has her moments sometimes. 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.”

Aiyana reached out her right hand towards me, obviously wanting something.

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

“What’s your name?” She asked giving up and pulling her hand back to her side.

My eyes were drawn from her hand to her face. It’s that question again. I was gnawing my bottom lip, trying hard to remember, but it was impossible. I gave Aiyana a light shrug and she frowned.

“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.”

Aiyana looked at her mother and nodded. She slid off her chair and left the kitchen. Now my attention was  drawn to Solana, who smiled encouragingly at me as  she placed some pancakes on a plate and slid them in front of me. 
“Please eat some pancakes, they’re really tasty and I promise they aren’t at all burnt,” she nodded, grinning as she glanced over at the stove decorated with blackened pancake and bits of the dish rag. “I don’t want you to go hungry. I’ll get you a fork and something to drink. Do you like orange juice, dear?”

Solana handed me a shinyfork then reached around the table andgrasped the bottle of maple syrup from beside Aiyana’s uneaten stack of pancakes and poured its sticky brown contents on my stack. I examine the fluffy round cakes with curiosity.

“Hmm,” said Solana, tapping her chin with one elegant finger. “Just try a bite, I promise you’ll love them.”
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 and grabbed the fork. She had been so kind to me, the least I could do was try her breakfast, at least to avoid offending her. I tore off a piece of the pancake with the fork much too large for my hand and placed it into my open mouth, noticing out of the corner of my eye Solina, leaning ever so slightly forward in anticipation of my reaction I chewed slowly.  The fluffy- what did she call it?- pancake was soft and sugary. While eating it, I had a pleasant feeling deep in my belly; I assumed that the pancakes would taste horrible, but it was just the opposite. I looked up at Solana again and smiled with satisfaction. Solana smiled back, clapping her hands proudly. 

“I’m glad you like it,” She said, “Would you like some orange juice? I’m sorry we only have orange juice with pulp but we ran out of pulp free and Aiyana hates this stuff if it has pulp so it never gets drunk.”
Solana went to the refrigerator at the other side of the kitchen. She opened the door on the right. She poured the thick, yellowish juice from the pitcher into a glass cup, and handed it to me. I grabbed it with both hands and peered over the rim. Looking into the cup of orange juice, I saw that it looked fuzzy., 
“Oh don’t worry about the stuff in there,” said Solana patiently. “That’s just the pulp, dear. That’s the part Aiyana doesn’t like but that’s just because she is stubborn, it doesn’t make it taste any different. 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 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 in helpless frustration. 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 your 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 kindheartedly. “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.”

Aiyana turned around and quickly left the kitchen. Then suddenly she stopped and turned to look at me.  

“Well?” she asked impatiently yet her voice was dripping with sympathy. “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, flooding the room with warm, yellow light. The office was messier than the kitchen, with books and folders lying open on the floor.  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. It was in a state of chaos, yet it had a cozy feel, like it was loved and lived in.
Aiyana led me by the hand into the office. She walked to the desk and pushed away some papers resting on it. Under the papers was a thin, rectangular box, with the  logo “In-Tech” printed in blocky silver letters in the center. She held something on the edge down with her thumb and lifted half of the box up, making me gasp. She also found some cords on the floor, and connected them to the machine.  Not knowing what to do, I pushed aside a filing box with my foot and sat on the office floor, crossing my legs and looking up at Aiyana. She turned to me and laughed.

“Don’t mind this room either,” she said. “My mom is a journalist. She is really important, too.. She’s a very messy person, as you can see. She’d clean the place up if she weren’t so busy with her deadlines, and her stories. She’d hire a maid to clean from time to time but she always forgets.” 

[I find it very endearing that you make your twelve year olds sound like adults and your adults sound like twelve year olds. I can empathize, my first novel was so jumbled- much more so than yours- that the first person that read it looked over the first page and handed it back to me laughing. Just remember who your characters are.]
It took several minutes to set up the machine. She placed the chair into its proper position. 
“Go on,” she said sweetly, turning to me once more and patted the seat of the wooden desk chair. “Sit down.” 

I pushed myselfoff the floor and sat on the edge of the large chair. The machine Aiyana was setting up was actually a laptop computer, she told me. We finally reached the website, childregistry.gov, she read out to me. The arrow on the screen moved around slowly until it stopped on a link that said “Missing children” in darker letters that the others on the page. 

[You have to remember, if she doesn’t know what pancakes are, you have to keep that ignorance throughout the narrative. She wouldn’t recognize a laptop or bold font or most likely be able to read it if she didn’t even know what pancakes were.]
“So,” said Aiyana nervously. “Do you know how to use a laptop? It’s simple.”

“Okay, it is sort of hard,” she added quickly, afraid she would upset me because I didn’t know anything about what she was doing. “You see how I moved the arrow around the screen?” 

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 can’t click every word on the page, only  ones that the arrow turns into a hand over. Understand?”

The page then completely changed into something different. This time there were pictures of children’s faces. Some of them smiling, some teary,  but most were empty,void of expression so much so that it hurt my heart to see the looks in their eyes. 

“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 8:27 [the time you had was just irrational, that much couldn’t have happened in five minutes] 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.

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

She hurried 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 noticed an interesting photo on the screen, but it wasn’t 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 interest me. I looked at her lip that appeared to be split in two and it was also covered in blood. 

“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, you know, just in case.  If you can’t remember your face, just look in this mirror. Well, I have to go get dressed. Good luck!”

I nodded once more. Aiyana turned around and left. Just out of curiousity [remember, she is a young girl], I looked into the mirror sitting on the desk, and saw a girl with a pale face and  a blank expression. She had long, glossy black hair, long enough for the ends to reach the shoulders.  I memorized the face in the mirror and continued my search. After fifteen minutes, I still couldn’t 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.

It’d 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  giving up on the search entirely.
