SHORT STORY SUBMISSION: Broken Rules by Lynn Leonard
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o V2 Qmust be Monday. Herg'comes Carl with his light blue shirt and his dark blue tie with
the gold stripe?karl could hear them novﬂHe had a rule not to let(thig get under his skin. It
was one of the few times that they actually bothered to noticed him. He knotted and unknotted

h ,
his Monday tie five times. The day would go well. Wasn't it guaranteed? All the proprieties
had been observed. Carl liked order. Carl liked consistency. Carl liked his rules.
ot oul)

He pulled into company parking. Doreen's Kia was now squatting two rows from the
main TechnoTool entrance. '"'She's here for less than six weekf//y:l already she's parking like a
supervisor. That has to be breaking a company rule or two," Carl noted. "Yep, she's got it going
on with the Boss, for sure,B'.he—mmm@elightful Doreen is out of my reach." Carl had
thought he felt thegﬁelat between them. Doreen was always "busy" whenever he worked up the
nerve to ask her to lunch or to ge-tq the movies. ﬁs he trudged from his sev@eéld Corolla

to the distant entrance, Carl repeated his mantra in time with his strides, "I can't let this bother

me. I can't let this bother me. I can't let this bother me."

5 e In his cubicle, Carl found a Post-It on his computer screen summoning him to Boss
- -7
; .
J’ e Lumberg's office. "What now,7" he fussed, but he let it go. Carl had a rule not to borrow trouble.

"Sit, Carl, sit, s@a broadly beaming Lumberg greeted him cordially. The Boss was one
/
of those people who smile with both rows of teeth. "I have a favor to ask you."
(
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"All those big white teeth," Carl mused as his mind dived into a vision of a huge,
smooth, sinuous shark shaking a naked Doreen in l"lit’powerful jaws. Her red hair undulated in
the clear, green sea water like a beautiful blood stain.

"Carl, Carl, are you with me here?" Lumberg's voice was sharp with impatience.

Carl sur/f!aced from his mari\l;e reverie. "A fav@ Abw he's friendly. Could this day be
getting worse?" 1Alou@}aul resfp:ndéd, "Sure, Mr. Lumberg, what do you need?"

"You know the new girl, Doreen? She seems to .be having a little trouble keeping up with

G ~edont”
her paper work. Carl, I wonder if you would be the goo that we all know you are and
help her out, you know, take up some of her slack?" the Boss cajoled, his shark grin widening,
his shark teeth glinting. "I would consider it a personal favor, Carl.”

"Sure, Mr. Lumberg, sure, glad to help out. When would you like Doreen and me to get
together about this?" Carl askzﬁ/))aybe too quickly, maybe too eagerly. Maybe, Carl hoped, all |
was not lost, after all.

"No need for that, Carl. I have all of her paper work right here. You can just take it right
out to your desk and work on it after you get your own work done. I consider this a personal
favor, I really do, Darryl, I mean Carl."

"I just bet you do, you son of a bitch.,, Maybe she could get her work done if she didn't
spend so much time in your office doing Gogd only knows what. All that must be breaking rules!
She is so pretty and so out of reach except for\Jerks like Lumberg who make the big bucks. This
day did get much worse. %Carl /}o hlmselE\ "What can Carl do? It is Carl's rule to be a

good employee. It is Carl's rule to do what he is told. It's been like this from the time Carl was a

little boy. It's Carl's rule not to let things like this bother him. Carl will just have to do it."
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Carl forced a thin smile onto his reddening face and replied, "Sure, Mr. Lumberg, just
hand over those papers and I'll get right on it this afternoon." He spun to go while he could still
hold that smile frozen on his lips. From the time he was a littleﬁoy, it was Carl's most
important rule to not let anyone else see exactly how Carl felt. He had learned not to bother.
After all, who really cared?

"Carl, would you ask Doreen to step in here, please? I have a few things I need to discuss
with her."

Doreen was waiting just outside the door as Carl left. She swept by him on a cloud of
jasmine and roses. A bump of her buttocks shut the door firmly behind her. There was sile@
then Carl could hear them laughing as he slunk away.

Late that afternoon, Carl hissed under his breath, "I can't let this bother me. I can't let this
bother me. I can't let this bother me," as he finished his own work and began to tackle the pile of
Doreen's undone assignments. He was still buried at five o'clock when Lumberg and Doreen
left. Carl watched out of the office window as Lumberg shoveled Doreen into his BMer Boxster
and put the top down. He felt physical pain when he saw her slim, pale fingers entangled in the
tight gray-brown curls at the back of

sled

"Why so late?" both Phil and Gary inquired on their separate ways out past his desk piled
with paperwork. Only Gary took the time to stop and commiserate.

"That looks like newbie work to me, Carl. What's up?" Gary asked with sympathy.
"You're kidding me! Doreen's work% What a nerve, he gets all the fun and you do all the work. 1
don't believe he's screwing you like this. For that matter, I don't believe he's doing the same

thing to the Delicious Doreen, either. What a waste! It's amazing how much handsomer and

/’l/\,g ¥ charming a big wallet makes a man, eh
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Carl wouldremember that Gary took the time to sympathize. He made it a rple to

remember people who were nice to him. There was nothing nice tipremembeﬁ‘?r” Doreen and
the rest in the ofﬁ@ﬂuding Phil Aﬁd especially, Mr. Lumberg. As he inputted Doreen's work,
Carl became angrier and more resentful in an overwhelming and global way. All the years of
feeling ignored, of never getting what he wanted or what he thought he deserved, of his feeling
put upon, of his not letting things bother him, of his swallowing the sharp metal shards of hurt
and anger, of, most importantly, never allowing himself to show how he really felt----all these
swelled up into a hot, red, acid ball of molten misery in his stomach.q{(;arl had to vomit it out.
ﬁ\ Carl knew what Carl had to d(ﬂie had to show them how he really felt.
sk ok ok o ok ok ok ok ok ok ok ok ok

"We're speaking with Gary Spivak, one of the few survivors of the office shooting
rampage at TechnoTool Industries here in Suburban Industrial Park outside of Dayton, Ohio.
What can you tell us about Carl Bellman, the alleged shooter who ended the slaughter by taking
his own life?" The reporter had ignored Gary's state of emotional shock. He ha
Gary from paraemedical pc—:Lr\;(sgnel. Now he jabbed his microphone close to Gary's ashy, blo@
spattered face and hoped the man would speak loudly enough for him to get a killer sound bite
that the }%{twork in New York would pick up.

"Carl was always such a quiet ‘2;:{ He kept to himself. I never saw him get angry at
anything or anybody. I don't understand why he did this. I don't understand any of it. Why am I
still alive? He just walked right by me, gave me the sweetest smile. Then he went into Mr.
Lumberg's office and shot him and Doreen. Then he came out onto the floor and killed Phil and

SO mabthers. Dead. Dead. I don't understand. What kind of rules does a man like that live

by?2%
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"It must be Monday. Here comes Carl with his light blue shirt and his dark blue tie with
it 2 1
the gold stripes!" Carl could hear them now. He had a rule not to let{this)get under his skin. It Z)
was one of the few times that they actually bothered to noticed him. He knotted and unknotted
his Monday tie five times. The day would go well. Wasn't it guaranteed? All the proprieties P
. ral s

had been observed. Carl liked order. Carl liked consistency. Carl liked his rules. Lé) - F‘

He pulled into company parking. Doreen's Kia was now squatting two rows from the lrrd;/{,{ .

E—————— ¢

main TechnoTool entrance. "She's here for less than six weeks and already she's parking like a

supervisor. That has to be breaking a company rule or two," Carl noted. "Yep, she's got it going

on with the Boss, for sure, " he mournedy"Delightful Doreen is out of my reach." Carl(hac

]

’ \(&\ 3 thought he felt the heat between them. Doreen was always "busy" whenever he worked up the
nerve to ask her to lunch or to go to the movies. As he trudged from his sev?rfy’;al;-\o Corolla
to the distant entrance, Carl repeated his mantra in time with his strides, "I can't l;t this bother
me. I can't let this bother me. I can't let this bother me."

In his cubicle, Carl fczund a Post-It on his computer screen summoning him to Boss
Lumberg's office. "What no(:De fussed, but he let it go. Carl had a rule not to borrow trouble.
"Sit, Carl, sit, siﬂ,_,a broadly beaming Lumberg greeted him cordially. The Boss was one

of those people who smile with both rows of teeth. "I have a favor to ask you."

b%&(‘\[@-& {(6"& \,.DL(" o 7{/ j'ﬂ?_— Lb (,\)M/_f(’*—’ O)VU( O\Da““’

Page 1 of 4



le)ué

SHORT STORY SUBMISSION: Broken Rules by Lynn Leonard

5 - "All those big white teeth," Carl mused as his mind dived into a vision of a huge,

Eaenl
@,( smooth, sinuous shark shaking a naked Doreen in his powerful jaws. Her red hair undulated in

———

the clear, green sea water like a beautiful blood stain.
"Carl, Carl, are you with me here?" Lumberg's voice was sharp with impatience.

D .ﬂ»‘j - Carl surfaced from his marine reverie. "A favor, now he's friendly. Could this day be

getting worse?" Aloud Carl responded, "Sure, Mr. Lumberg, what do you need?"
ot ,{‘fﬂ/" g "You know the new girl, Doreen? She seems to be having a little trouble keeping up with
s
\;v*’;: .« > her paper work. Carl, I wonder if you would be the good doobie that we all know you are and
¢

¢ tof
help her @u know, take up some of her slack?" the Boss cajoled, his shark grin widening, = (& RS

his shark teeth glinting. "I vyl corsidec t x personad favers Cartl =2

"Sure, Mr. Lumberg, sure, glad to help out. When would you like Doreen and me to get
together about this?" Carl asked mﬂe too quickly, mﬁy_lle too eagerly. Maybe, Carl hoped, all X3
was not lost, after all.

"No need for that, Carl. Ihave all of her paper work right here. You can just take it right
out to your desk and work on it after you get your own work done. I consider this a personal

) t«*g:, favor, I really do, Darryl, I mean Carl."

" just bet you do, you son of a bitch. Maybe she could get her work done if she didn't

/( *}/ v spend so much time in your office doing God only knows what. All that must be breaking rules!
She is so pretty and so out of reach except for jerks like Lumberg who make the big bucks. This
day did get much worse?/" seethed Carl to himself. "What can Carl do? It is Carl's rule to be a
good employee. Itis Carl's rule to do what he is told. It's been like this from the time Carl was a

little boy. It's Carl's rule not to let things like this bother him. Carl will just have to do it."
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Carl forced a thin smile onto his reddening face and replied, "Sure, Mr. Lumberg, just
hand over those papers and I'll get right on it this afternoon." He spun to go while he could still
hold that smile frozen on his lips. From the time he was a little boy, it was Carl's most
important rule to not let anyone else see exactly how Carl felt. He had learned not to bother.
After all, who really cared?

"Carl, would you ask Doreen to step in here, please? [ have a few things I need to discuss
with her." So . he Jedet nexd 4.

Doreen was waiting just outside the door as Carl left. She swept by him on a cloud of
jasmine and roses. A bump of her buttocks shut the door firmly behind her. There was silence ),
then Carl could hear them laughing as he slunk away.

Late that afternoon, Carl hissed under his breath, "I can't let this bother me. I can't let this

bother me. I can't let this bother me," as he finished his own work and began to tackle the pile of

Z oD
Doreen's undone assignments. He was still buried at @when Lumberg and Doreen
left. Carl watched out of the office window as Lumberg shoveled Doreen into his BMer Boxster | “”(‘B -
e

and put the top down. He felt physical pain when he saw her slim, pale fingers entangled in the

- 7
tight gray-brown curls at the back of fhe Boss!s neck. Whera 28oe 7 (Jhane 2los | The
Ko Z,L:l’ -{—o({"u ced Il
"Why so late?" both Phil and Gary inquired on their separate ways out past his desk piled

with P apaciro~de OVJzZ &ur\z frol Ho fira fo Shp 2nd Cormizecate.
"That looks like newbie work to me, Carl. What's up?" Gary asked with sympathy.
"You're kidding me! Doreen's work! What a nerve, he gets all the fun and you do all the work. I
don't believe he's screwing you like this. For that matter, I don't believe he's doing the same
thing to the Delicious Doreen, either. What a waste! It's amazing how much handsomer and

charming a big wallet makes a man, eh?
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SHORT STORY SUBMISSION: Broken Rules by Lynn Leonard

Carl would remember that Gary took the time to sympathize. He made it a rule to
remember people who were nice to him. There was nothing nice to remember for Doreen and

the rest in the office including Phil and especially, Mr. Lumberg. As he inputted Doreen's work,

‘bc "
7 A

Carl became angrier and more resentful in an overwhelming and global way. All the years of
N AL —— -

feeling ignored, of never getting what he wanted or what he thought he deserved, of his feeling
put upon, of his not letting things bother him, of his swallowing the sharp metal shards of hurt

and anger, of, most importantly, never allowing himself to show how he really felt----all these

swelled up into a hot, red, acid ball of molten misery in his stomach. Carl had to vomit it out. 7’by

Carl knew what Carl had to do. He had to show them how he really felt.

b 1 Flere be ppuw Aj“kﬂ? Oc doer ﬁ%@s,
AN aA-»y, 7

"We're speaking with Gary Spivak, one of the few survivors of the office shooting

,'\ F\’q it WTQ_‘

ook sk ok ok ok ok o sk e okok ok ok

rampage at TechnoTool Industries here in Suburban Industrial Park outside of Dayton, Ohio.

What can you tell us about Carl Bellman, the alleged shooter who ended the slaughter by taking

his own life?" The reporter had ignored Gary's state of emotional shock. He had sequestered

Gary from para-medical personnel. Now he jabbed his microphone close to Gary's ashy, blood

spattered face and hoped the man would speak loudly enough for him to get a killir sound bite 2t ere A m

that the Network in New York would pick up. Ao L
"Carl was always such a quiet man. He kept to himself. I never saw him get angry at

anything or anybody. I don't understand why he did this. I don't understand any of it. Why am I

still alive? He just walked right by me, gave me the sweetest smile. Then he went into Mr.

Lumberg's office and shot him and Doreen. Then he came out onto the floor and killed Phil and

so many others. Dead. Dead. I don't understand. What kind of rules does a man like that live

by?22?
Te THAT 7 7
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This is a revenge story meant to highlight a person who holds in too much rage. I guess
we 've seen this before on the news or the newspaper-with similar resulls.

I wonder if this plot line is a bit too direct to be a completed story. In writing, there needs
fo be a sense of tension. Up until the shooting on the final page, we 're involved with Carl and his
emotional insecurities at work. We're given some reasons to believe he's angry with no way to
vent it. We'd have to suspect that he was going to blow at some point in the story. You 've cut
your story short. There might be some kind of frustration outside work, or the lack of a special-
other in his life.

1 feel the story has lots of potential, but it needs other details that would give us a sense
of psychological tension.

Good luck with this story.

Dave

Mst be Monday. Here comes Carl with his light blue shirt gnd h&\f\;a;é:llue tie with
e O

—_—
the gold stripes!" (Who is speaking?) (New paragraph) Carl could Rear e had a rule

not to let this get under his skin. It was one of the few times that they actually bothered to
noticed him. He knotted and unknotted his Monday tie five times. The day would go well.
Wasn't it guaranteed? All the proprieties had been observed. Carl liked order. Carl liked
consistency. Carl liked his rules. (Sounds autistic. If not, filter in some moderation in his
quirkeyness.)

He pulled into company parking.(After reading the first para, I thought he was in the
office and not driving.) Doreen's Kia was now squatting two rows from the main TechnoTool
entrance. (New paragraph.)"She's here for less than six weeks and already she's parking like a

supervisor. That has to be breaking a company rule or two," Carl noted. "Yep, she's got it going

on with the Boss, for sure, " he mourned, (.)"Delightful Doreen is out of my reach." Gartiat

nerve to ask her to-luneh-erto go to the mowvies. As he trudged from his seven year old Corolla
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to the distant entrance, Carl repeated his mantra in time with his strides, "I can't let this bother
me. I can't let this bother me. I can't let this bother me."

In his cubicle, Carl found a Post-It on his computer screen summoning him to Boss
Lumberg's office. "What now," he fussed, but he let it go. Carl had a rule not to borrow trouble.

(Need a transition from the sticky-note to the boss's office.)"Sit, Carl, sit, sit", a broadly
beaming Lumberg greeted him cordially. The Boss was one of those people who smile(d) with
both rows of teeth. "I have a favor to ask you."

"All those big white teeth,” Carl mused as his mind dived dove into a vision of a huge,
sthooth, sinuous shark shaking a naked Doreen in his powerful jaws. Her red hair undulated in
the clear, green sea water like a beautiful blood stain.

"Carl, Carl, are you with me here?" Lumberg's voice was sharp with impatience.

Carl surfaced from his marine reverie. "4 favor, now he's friendly. Could this day be
getting worse?"(If this isn’t a quote, don't use quotation marks.) Aloud Carl responded, "Sure,
Mr. Lumberg, what do you need?"

"You know the new girl, Doreen? She seems to be having a little trouble keeping up with
her paper work. Carl, I wonder if you would be the good doobie that we all know you are and
help her out, you know, take up some of her slack?" the Boss eajoled said, his shark gru‘l
widening, his shark teeth glinting. "1 MW vl?

"Sure, Mr. Lumberg, sure, glad to help out. When would you like Doreen and me to get
together about this?" Carl asked maybe too quickly, maybe too eagerly. Maybe, Carl hoped, all

was not lost, after all.
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"No need for that, Carl. I have all of her paper work right here. You can just take it right
out to your desk and work on it after you get your own work done. I consider this a personal

"I just bet you do, you son of a bitch. Maybe she could get her work done if she didn't
spend so much time in your office doing God only knows what. All that must be breaking rules!
She is so pretty and so out of reach except for jerks like Lumberg who make the big bucks. This
day did get much worse." (If this isn't a quotation, don’t use quotation marks.) seethed Carl to
himself. "What can Carl do? It is Carl’s rule to be a good employee. It is Carl's rule to do what
he is told. It's been like this from the time Carl was a little boy. It's Carl's rule not to let things
like this bother him. Carl will just have to do it."(Again, quotation marks.)

Carl forced a thin smile onto his reddening face and replied, "Sure, Mr. Lumberg, just

hand over those papers and I'll get right on it this afternoon." He spun to go(/cave?) while he

ould still hold that smile frozen on his lips. From the time he was a little boy, it was Carl's

ost important rule to not let anyone else see exactly how Casl /i felt. He had learned not to

bother. After all, who really cared?

"Carl, would you ask Doreen to step in here, please? I have a few things I need to discuss
with her."

Doreen was waiting just outside the door as Carl left. She swept by him on a cloud of
Jasmine and roses. A bump of her buttocks shut the door firmly behind her. There was silence
then Carl could hear them laughing as he slunk away.

Late(r) that afternoon, Carl hissed under his breath, "I can't let this bother me. I can't let
this bother me. I can't let this bother me," as he finished his own work and began to tackle the

pile of Doreen's undone assignments./’XIe was still buried at five o'clock when Lumberg and
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Doreen left. Carl watched eut-of /iom the office window as Lumberg shoveled Doreen into his
BMer Boxster(Boxter is a Porche.) and put the top down. He felt physical pain when he saw her
sli?(, ‘p:l\s fingers entangled in the tight gray-brown curls at the back of /er head?
/\{ &] "Why so late?" both Phil and Gary inquired on their separate ways out past his desk piled
with

"That looks like newbie work to me, Carl. What's up?" Gary asked with sympathy.

(You need a response from Carl.)

"You're kidding me! Doreen's work! What a nerve, he gets all the fun and you do all the

work. I don't believe he's screwing you like this. For that matter, I don't believe he's doing the

same thing to the Delicious Doreen, either. What a waste! It's Wﬂ
and charming a bi akes a-man, eh?

Carl would remember that Gary took the time to sympathize. He made it a rule to
remember people who were nice to him. There was nothing nice to remember for Doreen and
the rest in the office including Phil and especially, Mr. Lumberg. As he inputted Doreen's work,
Carl became angrier and more resentful in-an-everwhelming and-global- way. All the years of
feeling ignored, of never getting what-he-wanted-or what he thought he deserved, of his feeling
put upon, of his not letting things bother him, of his swallowing the sharp metal shards of hurt
and anger, of, most importantly, never allowing himself to show how he really felt----all these
swelled up into a hot, red, acid ball of molten misery in his stomach. -Casl-had-to-vemit-it-eut
Carbenew-what-Carl-had-te-do- (Over doing it. Just the last sentence is enough.)He had to show

them how he really felt.

e ke ok ok ok e 2k ok ofe ke ke ok e ke
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"We're speaking with Gary Spivak, one of the few survivors of the office shooting
rampage at TechnoTool Industries here in Suburban Industrial Park outside of Dayton, Ohio.
What can you tell us about Carl Bellman, the alleged shooter who ended the slaughter by taking
his own life?" The reporter had ignored Gary's state of emotional shock. He had sequestered
Gary from para-medical personnel. Now he jabbed his microphone close to Gary's ashy, blood
spattered face and hoped the man would speak loudly enough for him to get a killer sound bite
that the Network in New York would pick up.

"Carl was always such a quiet man. He kept to himself. I never saw him get angry at
anything or anybody. I don't understand why he did this. I don't understand any of it. Why am I
still alive? He just walked right by me, gave me the sweetest smile. Then he went into Mr.
Lumberg's office and shot him and Doreen. Then he came out onto the floor and killed Phil and
so many others. Dead. Dead. I don't understand. What kind of rules does a man like that live

by???? (Good last sentence.)
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"It must be Monday. Here comes Carl with his light blue shirt and his dark blue tie with

l the gold stripes!” ( Comment {s13: Good start

Carl could hear them now. He had a rule not to let this get under his skin. It was one of [ Comment [s2]: Oniy 1 space between sentences |

I the few times that they actually bothered to noticed him. He knotted and unknotted his Monday
tie five times. The day would go well. Wasn't it guaranteed? All the proprieties had been

observed. Carl liked order. Carl liked consistency. Carl liked his rules.

Qt\fm ed (wum
@lwt‘:)f ! [pgd

He pulled into company parking. Doreen's Kia was now squatting two rows from the

main TechnoTool entrance.
“She's here for less than six weeks and already she's parking like a supervisor. That has  Formatted: Font: Itaic

to be breaking a company rule or two," Carl noted. “Yep, she's got it going onwith the Boss, for [ Formatted: Font: Itatic

sure,~~he mourned, “Delightful Doreen is out of my reach." Carl had thought he felt the heat  Formatted: Font: Italic

between them. Doreen was always "busy” whenever he worked up the nerve to ask her to lunch { Comment [S3]: Unclear if “them" is Carl and
Doreen or the Boss and Doreen. Had to keep

or to go to the movies. As he trudged from his seven-seven-yearyear-old Corolla to the distant ety

entrance, Carl repeated his mantra in time with his strides, "I can't let this bother me. 1 can't let

this bother me. I can't let this bother me.” {M[sq':lieﬂﬁt&hqumbeﬂmel
could picture him saying this out loud.

In his cubicle, Carl found a Post-it on his computer screen summoning him to Boss

Lumberg’s office. “What now," he fussed, but he let it go. Cark had a rule not to borrow trouble. { Formatted: Font: Itafic

"Sit, Carl, sit, sit,"; a broadly beaming Lumberg greeted him-cordially. TheBess-was-one

of these-people-whe-smile-with-beth-rows-efteeth—"1 have a favor to ask you." Comment [s51: impfied by Carl's thought in the ]

next paragraph
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“All those big white teeth," Carl mused, as his mind dived into a vision of a -huge, [ Formatted: Font: Ntafic ]

smooth, sinuous shark shaking a naked Doreen in his powerful jaws. Her red hair undulated in

nall cr{’\\rC

the clear, green sea water like a [ iful blood stain. )((J} 3
ove 3
s M
"Carl, Carl, are you with me here?" Lumberg's voice was sharp wi — ‘0
Carl surfaced from his marine reverie. “A favor, now he's friendly. Could this day be  Formatted: Font: Itafic J

getting worse?" Aloud Carl responded, "Sure, Mr. Lumberg, what do you need?”

"You know the-that new girl, Doreen? She seems to be having a little trouble keeping up

with her paper work. Carl, I wonder if you would be the good doobie that we all know you are Sa A v Sa 'H]Qr O“O &er
and help her out - -you know, take up some of her slack?" the Bo@ his shark grin  Comment [s6}: m dash )

L o

widening, his shark teeth glinting. "I would consider it a personal favor, Carl.” AL ScosS
"Sure, Mr. Lumberg, sure, glad to help out. When would you like Doreen and me to get
l together about this?" Carl asked, maybe too quickly, maybe too eagerly. Maybe, Carl hoped, all
was not lost, after all.
‘ "No need for that, Carl. | have all of her paper-work right here. You can just take it right
out to your desk and work on it after you get your own work done. 1 consider this a personal

favor, I really do, Darryl, I mean Carl."

"] just bet you do, you son of a bitch_Carl thought Maybe she could get her wark done if | Formatbed: Font: Italic

she didn't spend so much time in your office, doing Ged-God-griy-only-jmows what. All that

must be breaking rules! She -is so pretty and so out of reach except for jerks like Lumberg who

make the big bucks. e

This day did get much worse." seethed Carl—to-himself. “What can Carl do? It is Carl's { Formatted: Font: Dalic ]

rule to be a good employee. It is Carl's rule to do what he is told. It's been like this from the
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time Carl was a little boy. It's Carl's rule not to let things like this bother him. Carl will just
have to do it.*

Carl forced a thin smile onto his reddening face and replied, "Sure, Mr. Lumberg, just
hand over those papers and I'll get right on it this afternoon.” He spun-to-geleft while he could

still hold that smile frozen on his lips. From the time he was a little -boy, it was Carl's most

important rule to not let anyone else see exactly how Carl felt. He had learned not to bother.
After all, who really cared?

"Carl,” Lumberg called after him,*“-would you ask Doreen to step in here, please? | have

a few things I need to discuss with her."

Doreen was already waiting just outside the door-as-CarlHeft. She swept by him on a
cloud of jasmine and roses. A bump of her buttocks shut the door firmly behind her. There was
silence, then Carl could hear them laughing as he slunk away.

Latey| that afternoon, Carl hissed under his breath, "I can't let this bother me. I can't let
this bother me. I can't let this bother me,” as he finished his own work and began to tackle the

pile of Doreen's undere-assignments. He was still buried at -five o'clock when Lumberg and

Dorecn left. Carl watched out of the office window as Lumberg shoveled Doreen into his BMer
Boxster and put the top down. He felt physical pain when he saw her slim, pale fingers
I entangled in the tight gray-brown curls at the back of the Boss's neck. Where else? Where else?
The thought tortured him.
"Why so late?” both Phil and Gary inquired on their separate ways out past his desk piled
I with paperwork. Only Gary took the time to stop and commiserate.
"That looks like newbie work to me, Carl. What's up?” Gary asked, with sympathy.

"You're kidding me! Doreen's work! What a nerve, he gets ail the fun and you do all the work. |
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Comment [37]: This is too much for Carl to be
thinking while Lumberg is sitting across from him. [
‘would either cut it down {by half} or place the
second part after he leaves the office. You'd then
have to rework Carl’s thinking a bit in the next
paragraph {“From the time..who really cared) if you
decide to do that so that it flows properly.

ﬁ:umnent[ﬂ]:utaiwlb%mdnseton ]

| Comment [s9]: Beamer? ]

{ Formatted: Not Highlight )

|Commult[slﬂ]:ﬂvuu¢hom.ywdon‘tneed
these descriptors. The reader can usually figure out
by the how Is being, whether it's
with sympathy or with anger, etc...use physical tags
and the narration to project, rather than just telling
| the reader.

Comment {s11]: Cad needs to respond before
Gary knows what Carf is doing.
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den'tcan’t believe he's screwing you like this. Ferthat-matter;--don'tbelieve—he's-doingthe
Which is exactly what he’s doingsame-thing to the Delicious Doreen, eitherbut not the same

kind, right?- What a waste! It's amazing how much handsomer and charming a big wallet makes
aman, eh?”

Carl would remember that Gary took the time to sympathize. He made it a rule to
remember people who were nice to him. There was nothing nice to remember for Doreen and
the rest in the office, includingPhil, and especially, Mr. Lumberg. As he inputtedfinished
Doreen's work, Carl became overwhelmed with anger and resentmentangrier-and-mereresentful

in-an-overwhelming-and-global-way. All the years of feeling ignored, of never getting what he
wanted or what he thought he deserved, of his feeling put upon, of his not letting things bother

him, of his -swallowing the sharp metal shards of hurt and anger, of, most importantly, never
altowing himself to show how he really felt—-all these swelled up into a hot, red, acid bali of
molten misery in his stomach. Carl had to vomit it out. Carl knew what Carl -had to do. He had
to show them how he really felt.
FEREEREEERRERE

"We're speaking with Gary Spivak, one of the few survivors of the office shooting
rampage at TechnoTool Industries here in Suburban Industrial Park outside of Dayton, Ohio.
What can you tell us about Carl Bellman, the alleged shooter who ended the slaughter -by taking
his own life?" The reporter had ignored Gary's state-of emotional shoek—He had-sequestered
Gary from para-medical personnel. Now he jabbed his microphone close to Gary's ashy, bleed
blood-spattered face and hoped the man would speak loudly enough for him to get a killer sound

bite that the Netwerk-network in New York would pick up.
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"Carl was always such a quiet man. He kept to himself. I never saw him get angry at
anything or anybody. I don't understand why he did this. 1 don't understand any of it. Why am I
still alive? He just walked right by me, gave me the sweetest smile. Then he went into Mr.
Lumberg's office and shot him and Doreen. Then he came out onto the floor and killed Phil and
so many others. Dead. Dead. I don't understand. What kind of rules does a man like that live

by?222

tooul 4 e &k Ugor> ™M abbuf (erl
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Jenn’s comments

"It must be Monday. Here comes Carl with his lighitie shirt and his darlblue tie
with the gold stripes!"

Carl could hear themew. He had a rule not to let this get under his skirwas one of
the few timeshatthey actually bothered testiced—himnoticed him

Carl liked order:_Carl liked consisteney. CakElil his rules.

He hadknotted and unknotted his Monday tie five timesie Bay would go well. Wasn't

it guaranteed? All the proprieties had been olnmé Zarh - ; } . _ - Comment [PHS IS1]: Why did he think the day
was guaranteed to be a good one? Was there a big
business deal happening? Or was it that Carl that

Carliked-his+rules. that if he stuck to his rules that the day was

guaranteed to be good?

He pulled into company parking. Doreen's Kia wa#/ squatting two rows from the
main TechnoTool entradce. "She's here for less shaweeks and already she's parking like a

supervisor. That has to be breaking a companyonieo," Carlsaidreted "Yep, she's got it

going on with thegboss, for sure; he saidmeurned Delightful Doreen is out of my reach.” - {Comment [PHS 1S2]: For dialogue, stick with

*********************** “said”

~

Carl had thought he felt the heat between thenre®owas always "busy" whenever he worked | Comment [PHS IS31: Consider making this

internal thought rather than him talking out load to
X . himself. If it's internal thought you don’t need
up the nerve to ask her to lunch or to go to theiem As he trudged from his sevgear-old quotes or the “he said” tags. Just put his thoughts in

italics.

Corolla to the distant entrance, Carl repeatedrtzistra in time with his strides, "l can't let this
bother me. | can't let this bother me. | can'thés bother me."

In his cubicle, Carl found a Post-It on his conguigcreen summoning him to Boss

Lumberg's office. itgow what? Carl had arule notto - { Formatted: Font: Italic ]

borrow trouble.
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"Sit, Carl, sSt.; s3t."; a-breadhr-beamingumbergbeamed as he greeted him-greeted

7777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777 Instead of telling the reader he is cordial. Show him
being cordial.

himcordially. The Boss was one of those people who smiieh both rows of teeth. "l have a 1 Comment [PHS IS4]: Use adverbs sparingly.

"All those big white teeth," Cad mind dove mused-as-his-mind-divanto a vision ofa - {Comment [PHS IS5]: No quotes. Italicize since }

77777777777777777777777777777777777777777 it’s internal thought.

huge, smooth, sinuous shark shaking a naked Damd@a powerful jaws. Her red hair
undulated in thelear,green sea water like a beautiful blood stain.
"Carl, Carl, are you with me here?" Lumberg's vai@s sharp with impatience.

Carl surfaced from his marine reverie. "A favasynhe's friendly. Could this day be

************************************************** it's internal thought.

getting Worse?'AleuanFIACespendedSure, Mr. Lumberg, what do you need?" |_- { Comment [PHS IS6]: No quotes. Italicize since }

"You know the new girl, Doreen? She seems to béga little trouble keeping up with

her paper work. Carl, | wonder if you would be good doobiethat we all know you arend

help her out yYou know, take up some of her slacmeLBeséﬁea}eléd,—his The Boskiark - {Comment [PHS IS7]: stick with “said” ]

from my original version so I'm just adding it back
in.

Comment [PHS IS8]: Sorry, this was missing

"Sure, Mr. Lumberg, sure, glad to help out. Wheuld you like Doreen and me to get
together about this?" Carl askedaybe-too-guicklymaybe too eagerly. Mayp€arl-hopedall
was not lost, after all.

"No need for that, Carl. | have all of her paperkwight here. You can just take it right

out to your desk and work on it after you get yown work done.[ | consider this a personal

777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777 above line was meant to be deleted.

favoi[, | really do, Darryl, | mearCarl." | _- {Comment [PHS IS9]: Repeat? Sorry, maybe

["I just bet you do, you son of a bitch. Maybe she coelchgr work done if she didn't
spend so much time in your office doing God onlgWa what. All that must be breaking rules!

She is so pretty and so out of reach except f&s jke Lumberg—wholLumberg whmake the

j - {Comment [PHS IS10]: No quotes, italicize ]
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PWhateancouIdCarl do? [t is Carl's rule to be a good employe€s it Carl's rule to

do what he is told ay—It's Carl's rulenot to let

__ — 7| Comment [PHS IS11]: If this is the narrator
7777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777777 then you don’t need this in quotes.

Carl forced a thin smile onto his reddening fasel+eplied,'Sure, Mr. Lumberg, just

hand over those papeend I'll get right on it this afternoon." He sptngo while he could still

hold that smile frozen on his lips. From the tingewas dittle—beylittle boy, it was Carl's most

had he learned this? This view into his past would
clarify his final actions.

important rule to not let anyone else see exaatly Barl felt.| He had learned not to bother. 1 Comment [PHS IS12]: Embellish on this? Why

After all, who really cared?

"Carl, would you ask Doreen to step in here, pleakbave a few things | need to discuss
with her."

Doreen was waitin@+st outside the door as Carl left. She swept by hina @loud of
jasmine and roses. A bump of her buttocks shutitioe firmly behind her. There was silence
then Carkeuld head them laughing as he slunk away.

Late that afternoon, Carl hissed under his bréhttan't let this bother me. | can't let this

777777777777777777777777777777777777777 saying this to himself? What led to this being one of
his more important rules?

bother me/ | can't let this bother me," as hesfiel his own work and began to tackle the pile ofw Comment [PHS IS13]: Why does he keep

Doreen's undone assignments. He was still batiegleat fiveo'clock when Lumberg and

Doreen left. Carl watched out of the office windas/Lumberg shoveled Doreen into his BMer

Boxster and put the top down. He felt physicahpahenhe-sawher slim, pale fingers

entangled in the tight gray-brown curlstiaé—backthe baddarf\ at the back of the Boss's neck. - { Comment [PHS IS14]: Sorry, more text }

77777777777777777777777 missing so just adding it back in

Where else? Where else? The thought tortured him.

"Why so late?" both Phil and Gary inquired on tregiparate ways out past his desk piled

Mith \ paperwork. Only Gary took the time to stop and commiserate. - { Comment [PHS IS15]: Sorry, more text missing]
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"That looks like newbie work to me, Carl. Whats?li Gary aske@vith-sympathy
"You're kidding me! Doreen's work! What a nerve,dets all the fun and you do all the work. |
don't believe he's screwing you like this. Fort thatter, | don'believe—he'sbelieve hedoing
the same thing to the Delicious Doreen, either.athwaste! It's amazing how much
handsomer and charming a big wallet makes a mé&h, eh

Carl would remember that Gary took the time to sgthjze. He made it a rule to
remember people who were nice to him. There wésmpnice to rememberboutferDoreen

and the rest in the officéncluding Phil and especially, Mr. Lumberg. Asihputted

7777777777777777 Show us he’s angry.

Dereen'sinputted Doreervgork, Carl became angrier and more resentful iovarwhelming - { Comment [PHS IS16]: Don't tell us he's angry.

and global way. All the years of feeling ignorefinever getting what he wanted or what he

theughthe deservedj, of his feeling put ubon, of his mtitrlg things bother him, of his | _- {Comment [PHS IS17]: Awkward wording ]

swallowing the sharp metal shards of hurt and grafemost importantly, never allowing
himself to show how he really felt—-all these swelled up into a hot, red, acid batholten

misery in his stomach. Carl had to vomit it o@ias-knew-what Car-had-to-dHe had to

show them how he really felt. __ -~ 1 Comment [PHS IS18]: Why does this Doreen
77777777777777777777777777777777777777777777 incident finally push him over the edge? They never
had a relationship. He had a crush on her and she
treated him poorly, but why would this lead Carl to
kill everyone?

kkkkkkkkkkkkkk

"We're speaking with Gary Spivak, one of the firvivors of the office shooting
rampage at TechnoTool Industries here in Subunhdnskrial Park outside of Dayton, Ohio.
What can you tell us about Carl Bellman, the aliegleooter who ended tiséaughter
byslaughter byaking his own life?" The reporter had ignoredy@astate of emotional shock.
He had sequestered Gary from para-medical persobisi-hHe jabbed his microphone close
to Gary's ashy, blood spattered face and hopechémewould speak loudly enough for him to

get a killer sound bite that the Network in New Keorould pick up.
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"Carl was always such a quiet man. He kept to &ifind never saw him get angry at
anything or anybody. | don't understand why hetlis. 1 don't understand any of it. Why am |
still alive? He just walked right by me, gave rhe sweetest smile. Then he went into Mr.
Lumberg's office and shot him and Doreen. Theoame out onto the floor and killed Phil and
so many others. Dead. Dead. | don't understéiviidat kind of rules does a man like that live
by??2??

| like the story in general. | did want to keepdieg to see what would finally happen. |

like how Carl's rules are threaded throughout tioeys But it's missing the mark a little. | think

if | knew what led Carl to have all of these rulesd if somehow what Doreen and the boss did

was related to that — sparked some memory. | camhect the dots from the rules, to not letting

things bother him, to the massacre.

Can you parallel an episode from his past thahidar to what happened with Doreen

and the Boss? Maybe he had a sister and the pal@atet$ on her and not Carl. Maybe they only

had enough to send one of them to college so thetytke sister, and Carl blames this for him

having a mediocre life, always being taken advamtEgand never getting the girl. This example

is weak but I'm just using it to illustrate my pbihat if you can tie his final actions to some

other event that explains why he was finally pustreet the edge, then the story ending

becomes much more powerful.

The writing is good. The pacing is good. | pointed a few technical things that are

easily fixed.

Also, consider having Carl not kill himself, andybha he says something to the police at

the end that will pack a powerful punch to youriaegdYou can still have the reporter interview

Gary and use the line about ‘who lives by thoseg?il
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