NOVELLA: THE EIGHT AMULETS BY GIRISH RAMACHANDRAN
SUBMISSION FROM WASHINGTON STATE
SUSAN ZALL CRITIQUE

The blood red sky was an unmistakable sign. The Rain of Fire was on its way; the
inevitable would happen. There was no escaping this. I jogged towards the Source, the direction
opposite to that of which people were running to, screaming their lungs bfﬂ‘

So, was that brave of me? Yeah, probably. Stupid? Definitely. Was it necessary, though?
Duh. Why else would I run to an area that would incinerate me to smithereens in a matter of

seconds? (And yeah, | had equipment to protect myself but still) I sighed loudly, halting and

catching my breath for a second. I was totally exhausted saving people’s butts. I was one of }the‘ o

only people in my village who could survive trying to find a Source; that was probably why I

properties of Water AND a sword), around half of my size, which was sheathed in my belt and
an Elemental Staff (A staff which could use spells of all Eight Elements if the magician was
capable of doing so), which was around my height. So yeah, I was extremely exhausted. And I
still had a lot more area to cover. Plus, I had to do it fast.

I glanced at the sky. Yup, it was getting redder and redder. Droplets of fire (don’t ask)
were starting to fall on the ground. Even this description might seem scary to you, but wait till
the Rain intensifies. You’ll see the real power of the Elements.
the townsfolk to get back to their magically protected homes (which I very much envied). He

noticed me looking at him; he smiled encouragingly and went back to helping people. Thanks,
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bro. That was very helpful! Ugh. I would’ve preferred doing Caspian’s job and him doing mine.
Oh, and about my brother- He was pretty tall for his age, fourteen. I think he stood around six
feet, his posture always relaxed and his eyes blue, calm and friendly (trust me, he’s not like how
he looks). He had a handsome regal face, a pale complexion and a short temper. Still, don’t judge
a book by its cover.

I was nearing the Source, but I was still gasping for breath. I was so darn tired. Plus, I
was wearing magical robes which would help enhance my magic, and they were probably the
most uncomfortable clothes in the world. The Rain of Fire made the already hot summer even
more hot. Well, I hope you got my point. I was sweating as if [ was under a bucket of water that
was constantly following me wherever I went, and lava was being mixed with it. Ugh,
uncomfortable, I know. I was there.

Anyway, getting back to the story. Obviously, I kept walking. But I was getting the

goosebumps — I had no idea what was out there; it could range from a forty--foot tat-fire-

breathing dragon to a &ma%becklacetlgyigagigg mid-air. But, how much ever fear I had, the - W Commented [SD6]: Often this adjective (small) isn’t
needed

vision of my parents, my village, and my friends was hardwired into my brain, keeping me
going. If I gave up now, there would be nobody to stop the Source from wreaking havoc on my
village. The town would be burnt to ashes—N, with not a single survivor.

The effects of the Rain were upon the area now; trees burnt, puddles of lava. The Rain

turned nature completely{- even the most beautiful sceneries would become ashes in a matter of - {Commented [SD7]: Use em dash

seconds. Magic might sound great and all, and sure, yes, it helps humans a lot. But I was

beginning to realize, as most good magicians would, that Magic had more negative effects than

Magic was being used for killing others, mostly, and to destroy places, conquer kingdoms- all
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bad stuff. But Magic was also used by good people. People who wanted to protect the innocent,
kill the bad guys, blah blah. Yes. I was one of them. But, as everyone knows... where there’s
good, there’s bad.

I cracked my knuckles and stretched (hey, it’s a habit). The Rain was getting heavier; |
knew this only after a few drops of fire fell on my hair and burnt it painfully. Damn... I was
almost bald. And I did NOT look good without hair. In that wrathful moment, I felt like
eliminating every single person in the universe. NOBODY touched my hair... not even my
brother. Not even my mother, actually. My rage was unparalleled. Giving me a haircut without
Source into a million tiny pieces.

Since I didn’t want my entire body to get incinerated, I put up a Water Barrier (sounds
lame, I know, but if you see it, it’ll be epic) to protect myself. Yeah, a Water Barrier, a level
three advanced spell. The fire couldn’t touch me now. Even though the Rain kept intensifying,
my Water Barrier could protect me.

It was evident now that the Source was near; it wasn’t possible that the Rain could be so
strong when far away from the Source. I braced myself for the worst, took out my staff out with
my left hand and unsheathed my sword with the right. Yeah, now I looked awesome.

There was a kind of vibration and humming (Magic does that, for some reason. Maybe it
likes singing?) around in the air, which again told me I was close. And I think it was right in
front of me, except, for one annoying, horrible, fact. A hill was blocking my path. I stomped my

foot on the ground with all the force I could afford. The ground cracked, and I gritted my teeth,

cursing. I... had to climb... a hill. And climbing large hills is the worst part of my job.
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After reaching the top (which took a LOT of effort and pain), what I saw was definitely
not what I was expecting. And yes, my expectations were pretty innumerable. And this wasn’t
even in the list of innumerable expectations.

> [t was a man with a purple robe covered with the country flag’s symbol. He was
holding a large staff which was glowing dark red, as it channeled the power of The Rain. It
almost seemed like he himself was The Source. Was he that powerful? Thunder boomed
overhead, even though the Rain was supposed to be of Fire.

I could sense the power radiating from the guy so far away, too. All of a sudden, the man
roared with laughter.

“Is this what my country has been reduced to?” he asked, laughing. “Sending small

He turned towards me, and took off his hood. His hair was grey- He was old, and he
seemed pretty weak; he was only standing as he had the support of his staff. Even from a
distance, I could observe his features- he was pretty tall, too, and his hands had only three fingers
each. His eyes were the most disturbing though... they seemed almost multicolored... In fact, it
was more than just two or three colors. I counted them carefully- I could be mistaken. Just a
small difference could tell me a lot. But no. He had eight colors in his eyes.

Coincidence? I think not.

The man laughed again. “Boy, you had better get out of here before something bad might

happen to you...” (deleted remainder since it repeated beginning of story).

You have an interesting premise and there’s definitely imminent danger here. I think,

though, that the threat is severely tempered by the humor in the story. The humor is good, but I
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think it would work better if you toned it down a bit. Have longer stretches of action (step-by-

step) dispersed with humor here and there. I think that would be more effective.

Good luck!
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The blood red sky was an unmistzkable sign. The Rain of Fire was on its way and there

WAS NO E5Cape.: is: I sprintediessed
towards the Source.: Evervone else ran in the opposite direction screaming their lungs out. the

So, was that brave of me? Yeah, probably. Stupid? Definitely. Was it necessary, though?

=S =l =

Duh. Why else would I run to an area that would incinerate me to smithereens in a matter of
seconds? (And yeah, 1 had equipment o protect myself =<but still.) 1 sighed loudi, halting and
catching my breath for a second. [ was totally exhausted from:saving peOp}e’s-buttsl. I was one of
the only people in my village who could survive trying to find a Source; that was probably why I
was madel to do this. That aside, I was carrying a large Water Sword (a sword that had the
properties of \\{/;ter AND a sword), around half of my bize, which was sheathed in my belt Iand
an Elemental Staff (A staff which could use spells of all Eight Elements if the inagician-was
capable of doing 505), which was around my height. So yeah, I was extremeb-exhausted. And I
still had a lot mors area to cover, fast, Plus- L hadte-de-itfasy

>l elanced-atthe-sladtYaup—it The sky was getting redder and redder. Droplets of fire
{don’t ask) were starting to fall on the ground. lEven;this ‘description might seem scary:to )‘fgu,--_but
wait till the Rain .intensiﬁes._-;Y_ﬁ_E;ll_s'ee ithe real power of the Elements. |

=1 looked back, o where my brother was calmly pacifying the elders and chiidrcnl;

helping the townsfolk to get back to their magically protected homes (which I very much
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envied). He noticed me looking at him; he smiled encouragingly and went back to helping
people. Thanks, bro. That was very helpfui! Ugh. I would’ve preferred doing Caspian’s job and
him doing mine. |0h, and about my brother-He was pretty tall for his age; fourteen:1 think he
stood around six feet, his posture always relaxed and his eyes blue, calm-and friendly {trust me,
he’s not like how he Jooks). He had a handsome regal face, a pale complexion and -a:short
temper, Still, [don’t judge a book by jts cover,

= was nearing the Source, but I was stili gasping for breath. [ was so darn tired. Plus, T
was wearing magical robes which would help enhance my magic, and they were probably the

most uncomfortable clothes in the world. The Rain of Fire made the atready hot-summer hotter.

even-mare-hot-Well, T hope yougot my point. I was sweating as if' I was under:a bucket of water
that was constantly following me }«vkeﬁeveﬂ—weﬁ#,__a_nd:_laya_was_'pqigg mixed withit. Ugh,
uncomfortable, T know. I-was there. |

>Anyway, getling back to the story. Obviously, I kept fvalking| But I was getting the

goosebumps — I had no idea what was out there; it could range from a festfeesiatiforty-foot-tall

fire-breathing dragon to a small neckiace levitating mid-air. But, however much exes fear I had,
the vision of my parents, my village. and my friends was hardwired into my brain, keeping me
going. If { gave up now, there would be nobody to stop the Source from wreaking havoc on my
village. The town would be burnt to ashes. Not a single survivor.

=The effects of the Rain were upon the area now; trees burnt, puddles of lave, The Rain
tumed nature completelyt even the most beautiful sceneries would become ashes in a matter of
seconds. Magic might sound great and all, and sure, yes, it helps humans a lot. But 1 was
beginning to realize, as most good magicians would, that Magic had more negative effects than

geod positive ones. Corruption, greed, thirst for blood and power- they all ised rose along with
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Magic. Magic was being used for killing others, mostly, and to destroy places, conquer \Q\.‘:”o Ne%e
kingdoms- all bad stuff. But Magic was also used by good people. People who wanted to protect <™

the innocent, kill the bad guys, blah blah. Yes. I was one of them. But, as everyone knows. ..

where there’s good, there’s bad.

= cracked my knuckles and stretched, [hHey; it's _a-habit._)_:-TThe Rain was getting ECommehtéd'[RJLm]:._l T e e T ]

heavier. - Hnevw-this-enby-aftera A few drops of fire fell on my hair and bumnt it painfully.
Damn... I was almost bald. And I did NOT look good without hair. In that wrathfill moment, I
felt like eliminating every single person in the universe. NOBODY touched my hair... not even
my brother. Not even my mother, actually. My rage was unparalleled. Giving me a haircut
without my permission... was absolutely unforgivable. I was ready to go blast the guy who made

this Source into a million tiny pieces.

=Since I didn’t want my entire body to get incinerated, I put up a[Water Barrier [(sounds Commented [RILISI: Describe whitt ook lke. I tan 1

-urnbrella? A-Bubble? 50 Sl [

lame, I know, but if you ever see it it’s #-be epid) to protect myself. Yeah, a Water Barrier, a | commented [RJLZO} But |t’g ep.c Unless you wantto-
— o

address the reader dlrectly

level three advanced spell. The fire couldn’t touch me now, Even though the Rain kept
intensifying, my Water Barrier ewould protect me.

=-ft was evident now that the Source was near; jt wasn’t possible that the Rain could be

so strong when far away from the Sourcd. [ braced myself for the worst, took out my staff out Commented IRIL21}: Be dearer here. “The Rainwas: ...
| stronger claser to the’ Source

with my left hand and unsheathed my sword with the right. ¥eak—aew [ looked awesome.
=There was a kind of vibration and humming {(Magic does that, for some reason. Maybe

it likes singing?) around in the air, which again told me I was close. And I thinkthought it was

right in front of me, except, for one annoying, horrible, fact. A hill was blocking my path. I

stomped my foot on the ground with ali the force I could afford. The ground cracked, and I
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gritted my teeth, cursing. 1... had to climb... a hill. |[And climbing large hills is the-worst part.of
my job. |

= After reaching the top (which took a LOT of effort and pain), what 1 saw was definitely
not what I was expecting. And yes, my expectations were pretty innumerable. And this wasn’t
even in the list of innumerable expectations.

=Tt was a man wearingwith a purple robe covered with the country flag’s symbol. He
was hoiding a large staff which was glowing dark red, as it channeled the power of The Rain. It
almost seemed like he himself was The Source. Was he that powerful? Thunder boomed
overhead, even though the Rain was supposed to be of Fire.

=I could sense the power radiating from the guy so far away, too. All of 2 sudden, the
man roared with laughter.

=-*Is this what my country has been reduced to?” he asked, laughing. “Sending small
children to do their work, when they should be protecting the children?”

=He turned towards me, and took off his hood. His hair was grey.- He was old, and he

seemed pretty weak; he was only standing becauseas he had the support of his staff, Even from a

distance I could observe his features- he was pretiy tall, tee: and his hands had only three fingers
each. His eyes were the most disturbing though;— they seemed almost multicolored— In fact, it
was more than just two or three colors. I counted them carefully- [ could be mistaken. Justa
small difference could tell me a lot. But no. |I-_Ie had_eight__co]ors.in-.his-cyei.

P{Coincidence?_l jthmk not.

=The man laughed again. “DSoyL you had better get out of here before something bad

smaight happen‘;to YOU "

Page 4 of 5

[L.Commented;[RJLZ_Z]: Why? oo

He'saw she'was'a ehild.

'{Commented [RIL23]: Wasn't he already iooklng at her" :

Commented: [RJL24] She can see that from the top of
the hill? 12

[Commented [R.ILZS] What's the toincidence?

2
)

Commented [RIL26]: Sorry, lthuught itwas glrl up untll
nnwldnntknowwhy I i

____]




NOVELLA: THE EXGHT AMULETS BY GIRISH RAMACHANDRAN

I really like how vou start with an action scene. The whole village is at risk and the main
—

character has the heavy burden of saving evervone. 1t's a compelling start. [ also like the masical

elements. The main character’s voice is distingt which is hard to do. He's funny and likable.
B ———" P A ———

Kinda reminds mw of Percy Jackson. You do need to tighten up the wordine. the wav the main
“-—-—-__________'__

character interrupts himself makes it unclear what is happening sometimes. 1 had to read some

paragraphs a few times. and vou don’t want vour reader to have 10 stop because something is

unclear. it pulls them out of the storv. Also you do have some description here that can be moved

10 later in the story such as the description of the brother. You want action scenes to be fast

paced and not bogged down with too much description.
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Z

The blo@ sky was an unmistakable sign. The Rain of Fire was on its way; the
L pflﬁn {' A aff ﬂé
Lo W!N}M“L inevitable would happen. There was no escaping this. I jogged towards the Source tlg ection

e vt o’
‘”"L ﬁiﬁyﬂ Y opposite-tothat of whieh people were running Ieg'screammg their lungs off. !
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i So, was that brave of me‘?@pmbably Stupid? Definitely. Was it necessary, though?
ﬁu h.)Why else would I run to an area that wouil?i incinerate me@fﬁi}uhereen 'in a matter of
K\éeconds‘? @I had equipment to protect myself,But still)'I sighed loudly, haltmcrta;%

catching my breath for a second. 1 was totally exhauste%vm g peopléfs butts. T was one of the
only people in my village who could survive trying to find a Source; that was probably why [

foreedi—y
, was made to do this. w I was carrying a large Water Sword fa—swnrd-‘rha"b%m the

properties of Water WWe which was sheathed in my belt and=—

4 {c
Elemental Staf%@ﬁ.smff which could use spells of all Eight Elements if the magician was
/

capable of doing sof,meh“was—&fequ_my_hmb}{c @ extremely exhausted. And I

L
stﬂl had a lot more aréﬁg 1o cover. Plus, I had to do it fast. 7

Talsoke
A

s

were starting to fall on the ground/ Even this description m1 ht seem scary to you, but

the Rain intensifies. You’ll see the real power of the Element x/—/‘&___“ Zjé’

di,pcl/\/? "’. 04’ 'y ;E c
—"\> I looked back, to where my %vl%\ﬁ{er was calmly pacifying the elders and children; //€9{

e

J,J([;" j helpmc the townsfolk to get back to their magically protected home} &hwh I very much
wv>

o't envied). He noticed me looking at him; he smiled encouragingly and went back to helping
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G

people. Thanks, bro. That was very helpful! would’ve preferred doing Caspian’s job and

him doing mine. Oh, and about my brotherfﬁ was pretty tall for }ﬁs.agd\fourteen. I think he

stood around six feet, his posture always relaxed and his eyes blue, ca 1, d friendly (trust me,
he’s not like how he looks). He had a handsome regal face, a pale complexio@d a short
temper. Still, don’t judge a book by its cover. ? Y4 S b borore =

S was nearing the Source, but I was still gasping for breath. I was so dam tiréd. Plus, I

it
was wearing magical rob /%ich would help enhance my magic, ard they were probably the

most uncomfortable clothes in the world. The Rain of Fire made the already hot summer even
s —
more hot. i) I hope@ot my point. I was sweating as if I was under a bucket of water that

was constantly following me wherever I went, and lava was being mixed with it

uncomfortable, I know. I was there. SAﬂ bk p{m W ”
v >
nyway, getting back to the story. Obviously, I kept walking. But I was getting the

goosebumps;-f | had no idea what was out the@could range from a fo@({@l fire-

-ﬂ?
breathing dragon to a small necklace levitating mid-air. But, how much ever fear I had, the

oid Mﬁhig)

vision of my parents, my Villagﬁ}nd my friends was hardwired into my brain, keeping me going.

‘f If T gave up now, there would be nobody to stop the Source from wreaking havoc on my village.
e v Mo are pndd sunncive

—_ The town would be burnt to ashes. Not a single survivor.
Dlagyine™) Fac Fle

. The effects of the Rain were upon the area nows trees burnt, puddles of Java. The Rain
Elrned nature complet@f.even the most beautiful sceneries would become ashes in a matter of
seconds. Magic might sound great and all, and sure, yes, it helps humans a lot. But I was

(@{MW

beginning to realize, as most good magicians would, that Magic had more negative effects than
yo st
good ones. Corruption, greed, thirst for blood and power4 they all rised along with Magic. Magic

was being used for killing others, mostly, and to destroy places, conquer kingdoms< all bad stuff.
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4{But Magic was also used by good pegple. People who wanted to protect the innocent, kill the bad

guys/biah blah/ Yes. I was one of thém. But, as everyone knows. .. where there’s good, there’s

bad.

-

e :
L | cracked my knuckles and stretche@lteyfﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁm The Rain was getting heavier; I

knew this only aftera few drops of fire fell on my hair and burnt it painfully. Damn. .. I was
almost bald. And I did NOT look good without hair. In that wrathful moment, I felt like G /’ ii }}//(
eliminating every single person in the universe. NOBODY touched my hair... not even my ‘h[

brother. Not even my mother, actually. My rage was unparalleled. Giving me a haircut without f% y

my permission... was absolutely unforgivable. I was ready to go blast the guy who made this

Source into a million tiny pieces.
/6 Since I didn’t want my entire body to get incinerated, I put up a Water Barrier fgunds

lame, 1 know, but if you see it, it’ll be epig to protect mysﬁ.t Water Barrier, aé_yel
Qhree advanced spell. The fire couldn’t touch me now. Even though the;ian/l{ kept intensifying,

my Water Barner could protect me.

—’E/—"I—/ CGM 0’{’176‘

t was evident now that the Source was near; it wasn’t possible that the Rain could be

f/ln-m?l*
so strong when far away from the Source. | braced myself for the worst, took out Ty $Faff eut—

vl -
with my left hand and unsheathed myh‘s{?vord with the right. @now I looked awesome.
&121010 does that, for some reason. Maybe

4T msh %
it likes singing? Eround in the ai nch;&haoaln told me I was close. And I think it was right in

.\)Qz There was a kind of v1brat1on and hummin

front of me, except, for one annoying, horrible, fa@. hill was blocking my path. I stomped my
foot on the ground with all the force I could afford. The ground cracked, and I gritted my teeth,
>

cursing. I... had to climb... a hill. And climbing large hills is the worst part of my job.

WL»\[ 'S This 50 bad?
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& s s

__=-After reaching the top {which took a LOT of effort and paﬂ, what 1 saw was definitely

not what I was expecting. And yes, my expectations were pretty And this wasn’t
even in the list o € expectations.
—kltwaé—%(han with a purple robe éovered with the country flag’s symbol {‘fu € was
\ﬂb

holding a large staff wh1ch was glowing dark redktas it channeled the power of /f‘ he Rain’ It
almost seemed like he himself was The Source. Was he that powerful? Thunder boomed
overhead, even though the Rain was supposed to be of Fire.

/&'S"I could sense the power radiating from the guy so far away, too. All of a sudden, the
man roared with laughter.

~A “Is this what my country has been reduced to?” he asked, laughing. “Sending small

children to do th(é[‘r work, when ttZ‘y should be protecting the children?”

A He turned towards me, and took off his hood. His hair was g }‘{e was old, and he

coth 5/ /

seemed pretty weak; he was only standing a\the had the support of his staff. Even from a
distancey could observe his featurest he was pretty tall, m{ and his hands had only three fingers
each. Eeyes were the most disturbing/thoug@. . Eey seemed almost multicolored,) . In fact, it

was more than just two or three colors I counted them carefullys I could be mistaken,@ a

small difference could tell me a Iot But no. He had eight colors in his eyes.

b .
h-i’ Zwm‘vbg‘, ﬁy{fi%’%"?} Aih\-ﬁ-s éoy{,ﬁ“"f{} th)goﬂgsy‘,

/ o

—¢ The man laughed again. “Boy, you had better get out of here befoge something bad

A Coincidence? 1 thmkvz

might happen to you.,&”@ bloo@d sky was an unmistakable sign. The Rain of Fire was on

its way; the inevitable would happen. There was no escaping this. 1 jogged towards the Source,

the direction opposite to that of which people were running to, screaming their lungs off.
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\ > So, was that brave of me? Yeah, probably. Stupid? Definitely. Was it necessary.
though? Duh. Why else would I run to an area that would incinerate me to smithereens in a
matter of seconds? (And yeah, I had equipment to protect myself but still) I sighed loudly,
halting and catching my breath for a second. I was totally exhausted saving people’s butts. I was
one of the only people in my village who could survive trying to find a Source; that was probably
why [ was made to do this. That aside, I was carrying a large Water Sword (a sword that had the

! properties of Water AND a sword), around half of my size, which was sheathed in my belt and

an Elemental Staff (A staff which could use spells of all Eight Elements if the magician was

capable of doing so), which was around my height. So yeah, I was extremely exhausted. And I

still had a lot more area to cover. Plus, [ had to do it fast.

—
barjinnivs 29"
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-
h /j’ The blood red sky was an unmistakable sign. The Rain of Fire was on its way; the
O inevitable would happen. Ws I jogged toward; the Source, the iiéuec‘uon 0
opposite to that b_f)whlch people were running t? screaming their lungs off. %:w;* e o LV; gﬂh
So, was that brave of me? Yeah, pr;zﬂﬁi Stupid? Definitely. Was it necessary, though?
Duh. Why else would I run to an area that would incinerate me to smithereens in a matter of . /Jzé_: ;«/
seconds? (And yeah, I had equipment to protect myself but still) I sighed loudly, halting and 7?:, :} E
catching my breath for a second. I was totally exhausted saving people’s butts. I was one of the Q/,\~ ¥ )
1 . only people in my village who could survive trying to find a Source; that was probably why T |
\;\N%\ was made to do this. That aside, I was carrying a large Water Sword (a sword that had the
properties of Water AND a sword), around half of my size, which was sheathed in my belt and
an Elemental Staff (A staff which could use spells of all Eight Elements if the magician was
s capable of doing so), which was around my height. So yeah, I was extremely exhausted. And I d
g 5 still had a lot more area to cover. Plus, [ had to do it fast... & 4“*’ Bt {\Wyo“‘/?
’ > I glanced at the sky. Yup, it was getting redder and redder Droplets of fire (don’t ;sk)
s I AV F Y a7
- j/ were starting to fall on the ground. Even_tm&deserrptronmghtseem"scary-toyeﬁ bt wait.tﬂ:l’
'\S \ . b;‘ J the Rain intensifies. @see the real power of the Elements. . 4 J}ﬁ? f
AN < >
;}’i g > I looked back, to where my brother was calmly pacifying the elders and children; 2 (S} » r_i/; /f"
helping the townsfolk to get back to their magically protected homes (which I very much 3 ( v ff@%& ’
7 envied). He noticed me looking at him; he smiled encouragingly and went back to helping A

Juoid
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people. Thanks, bro. That was very helpful! Ugh. I would’ve preferred doing Caspian’s job and v
him doing mine. Oh, and about my brother- He was pretty tall for his age, fourteen. I think he
stood around six feet, his posture always relaxed and his eyes blue, calm and friendly (trust me,
‘. MLHKLM)_MS). He had a handsome regal face, a pale complexion and a short .
9 fﬁu - ,.r[// 5.
S e temper. Still, don’t judge a book by its cover. WD Yy

&N - 2

> ] was nearing the Source, but I was still gasping for breath. I was so dam tired. Plus, I J

5l

’;/;\ % ",/\.u s .
f U hd

-~

was wearing magical robes which would help enhance my magic, and they were probably the
A
LA Lo

most ugcomfoﬂ:able clothes in the world. The Rain of Fire made the already hot summer even ,(:’ ca

1 Ay ’

<7 moze-hot: Well, I hope you got my point. I was sweating as if I was under a bucket of water that Ao

was constantly following me wherever I went, and lava was being mixed with it. Ugh, ;
o
uncomfortable, I know. [ was there.

> Anyway, getting back to the story. Obviously, I kept walking. But I was getting the

goosebumps — ] had no idea what was out there; it could range frorq a forty foot tall fire-

~F
PGS LQE_J/ . tf ~
breathing dragon to a small necklace levitating mid-air. But,fhow much %fe&r I had, the =
ﬁr’-“m '\‘

vision of my parents, my village and my friends was hardwired into my brain, keeping me going. - Y

Il -~ A ]

A Foog
If I gave up now, there would be nobody to stop the Source from wreaking havoc on my village. }/7”,\ /;j;;?;

Y g

ok =3
The town would be burnt'to ashes. Not a single survivor.

> The effects of the Rain were upon the area now; trees burnt, puddles of lava. The Rain

turned nature completel;;; even the most beautiful sceneries would become ashes in a matter of

seconds. Magiam@h;mn&gpeammwﬂmmg was

¥
beginning to realizeiras—mest—geed—magicimas-m&ldjthat Magic had more negative effects than
good ones. Corruption, greed, thirst for blood and power- they all rised along with Magic. Magic

((;’ was being used for killing others, mostly, and to destroy places, conquer kingdoms- all bad stuff.
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But Magic was also used by good people. People who wanted to protect the innocent, kill the bad

-
guys, blah blak. Yes. I was one of them. But, as everyone knows... where there’s good, there’s 7

7
bad. o ?ﬁbfrb N
\:JP\_;&”

> I cracked my knuckles and stretched (hey, it’s a habit). The Rain was getting heavier; I
knew this only after a few drops of fire fell on my hair and burgt’vlit painfully. Damn... [ was
almost bald. And I did NOT look good without hair. In that wrathful moment, I felt like
eliminating every single person in the universe. NOBODY touched my hair... not even my y

brother. Not even my mother, actually. My rage was unparalleled. Giving me a haircut without

my permission... was absolutely unforgivable. I was ready to go blast, the guy who made this

— NS
- 12 - - - . )] P
Source{into a million tiny pieces ps Gy z v

N T e -

> Since I didn’t want my entire body to get incinerated, I put up a Water Barrier (sound§”

—larre oW, but it you see 1,ﬁ?ﬁﬁe’§i\cﬂo protect myself. Yeah-a Water Barrier, a level”
ﬁiree-a&v*aﬂeed—sPeH{/(Ihe fire couldn’t touch me now. Even though the Rain kept intensifying,

my Water Barrier could protect me. -

o
> It was evident now that the Source was neaéWa{{fhe Rain coﬁlii—bi/e
so strong when-far-away-from-the-Source)I braced myself for the worst, took out my staff out
with my left hand and unsheathed my sword with the right. Yeah-now-Hooked-awesoms,
> There was a kind of vibration and humming @«iagic_dges‘that;'for’some—neasen:-kfiﬂfev
itfﬁces—shtgh&g?—)%round in the air, which again told me I was close. And I think it was right in

front of me, except, for one annoying, horrible, fact. A hill was blocking my path. I stomped my

Y mu\g’%
N E/;iiy foot on the ground with all the force I could aﬁeﬂf The ground cracked, and I gritted my teeth, -
“ cursing. I... had to climb... a hill. And climbing large hills is the worst part of my job. o }/0} Z
7 g O
; '\';/'?\ e / ' v
4\w ,_3 i} 1‘5—, ?7
I
Rl
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> Afteffi reaching the top (which took a LOT of effort-

- . : - N - NS 4 7 -‘ [ W;Q_, hS
even in the list-of innumerable-expectations—" ST
&

> It was a man with a purple robe covered with the country flag’s symbol. He was

holding a large staff which was glowing dark red, as it channeled the power of The Rain. It
almost seemed like he himself was The Source. Was he that powerful? Thunder boomed

overhead, even though the Rain was supposed to be of Fire.

> I could sense the power radiating from the guy so far away, too. All of a sudden, the

man roared with laughter.

> “Is this what my country has been reduced to?” he asked, laughing. “Sending small

children to do their work, when they should be protecting the children?”

-

x/
C_-:‘-'\ > He turned towards me, and took off his hood. His hair was grey- He was old, and he
\ kY
}}" . f_f”' sei:/med pretty weak; he was only standing as he had the support of his staff. Even from a
o -‘L)'H:F/ (o
‘\%g? \:{‘fjj}"‘“ﬁ distance I could observe his features- he was pretty tall, too, and his hands had only three fingers
’ _\:‘- i
/ o each. His eyes were the most disturbing though... they seemed almost multicolored. .. In fact, it
i
E\(“ was more than just two or three colors. I counted them carefully- I could be mistaken. Just a )
2 i I
small difference could tell me a lot. But no. He had eight colors in his eyes.
-
AV >&W
v \,,:!"‘N ' '
> The man Iaughed}.gain. “Boy, you had better get out of here before something bad
a N . ) ) _
\)d}ef glgiﬁ/ happenﬁto you...”{The blood red sky was an unmistakable sign. The Rain of Fire was on

}f/) 1ts way; the inevitable would happen. There was no escaping this. I jogged towards the Source,
4

the direction opposite to that of which people were running to, screaming their hungs off.
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> So, was that brave of me? Yeah, probably. Stupid? Definitely. Was it necessary,
though? Duh. Why else would I run to an area that would incinerate me to smithereens in a
matter of seconds? (And yeah, I had equipment to protect myself but still) I sighed loudly,
halting and catching my breath for a second. I was totally exhausted saving people’s butts. I was
one of the only people in my village who could survive trying to find a Source; that was prob_ably
why I was made to do this. That aside, I was carrying a large Water Sword (a sword that had the
properties of Water AND a sword), around half of my size, which was sheathed in my belt and
an Elemental Staff (A staff which could use spells of all Eight Elements if the magician was
capable of doing so), which was around my height. So yeah, I was extremely exhausted. And I

still had a lot more area to cover. Plus, I had to do it fast. e
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NOVELLA: THE EIGHT AMULETS BY GIRISH RAMACHANDRAN

CONNIE MAYO CRITIQUE

“= =~ 7| Formatted: No Spacing, Indent: First line: 0", Line
spacing: single

The blood red sky was an unmistakable sign. The Rain of Fire was on its way; the

inevitable would happen. There was no escaping this. I jogged towards the Source, the direction

opposite to that of which people were running to,

screaming their lungs Ofﬂ‘L 77777777777777 - TCommented [CM1]: Not really a phrase — screaming their
heads off?

|

So, was that brave of me?-Yeah, probably. Stupid? Definitely. Was it necessary, though?

Duh. Why else would I run to an area that would incinerate me te-smithereens-in a matter of

seconds? (And yeahyes, | had equipment to protect myself but still.) I [sighed loudlyL haltingand - TCommented [CM2]: Seems weird to be sighing while
jogging

catching my breath for a second. I was totally exhausted saving people’s butts. I was one of the

only people in my village who could survive trying to find a ‘Sourcel; ‘that was probably why I - | Commented [CM3]: This is the second mention of the
Source — Id like to know a little about what this is at this
point.

VT { Commented [CM4]: Made as in forced or made as in
N

properties-of Water AND-a swerd), around half of my size, which was sheathed in my beltand . Lereated?

h N { Commented [CM5]:

much so | would leave this to the reader’s imagination —
same with the Elemental Staff explanation)

an Elemental Staft —— i biehcondde e ol ol by Dlponp s Db st o w Commented [CM6]: This doesn't really tell me anything

eapable-ef-doingse-which was around my height. So yeah, [ was extremely-exhausted. And [

|
|

still had a lot more area to cover. Plus, I had to do it fast.
> [ glanced at the sky. Yup, it was getting redder and redder. Droplets of fire {den’task)
were starting to fall on the ground. Even-this-deseriptionThat might seem scary-te-yew, but wait

tilwhen the Rain intensifies, it will get worse.-YeuH-see-the-real power-of-the Elements.
> 1 looked back, to where my brother Caspian was calmly paeifyring-trying to pacify the

elders and children;- and helping the townsfolk to get back to their magically protected homes

(which I very much envied). He noticed me looking at him; he smiled encouragingly and went

back to helping people. Thanks, bro. Fhat-was-very-helpfull Hgh-I would’ve preferred doing
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CONNIE MAYO CRITIQUE

friendly-(trust-mehe’s-notlike-how-helooks). He had a handsome regal face, a pale complexion

and a short temper. Still, don’t judge a book by its COVG¢

> [ was nearing the Source, but I was still gasping for breath. I was so darn tired. Plus, I

was wearing magical robes which would help enhance my magic, and they were probably the

uncomfortable, I know. I was there.

> Anyway, getting back to the story.-Obvieusly, I kept walking. But I was getting the
goosebumps — I had no idea what was out there; it could range from a forty--foot tall fire-
breathing dragon to a small necklace levitating mid-air. But;hew-mueh-everfear had regardless
of my fear, the vision of my parents, my village and my friends swas-hardwired-into-my-brain;
keeping-kept me going. If I gave up now, there would be nobody to stop the Source from
wreaking havoc on my village. The town would be burnedt to ashes. Not a single survivor.

> The effects of the Rain were upon the area now; trees burnedt, puddles of lava. The
Rain tarned-changed nature completely - even the most beautiful seereries-scenes would become
ashes in a matter of seconds. Magic might sound great and all, and sure, yes, it helps humans a
lot. But I was beginning to realize, as most good magicians would, that Magic had more negative
effects than geed-positive ones. Corruption, greed, thirst for blood and power - they all sised-rose
along with Magic. Magic was being used for killing others, mostly, and to destroy places,

conquer kingdoms - all bad stuff. But Magic was also used by good people. People who wanted

Page 2 of §

g - {Commented [CM7]: This is too abrupt and too direct.
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_ - | Commented [CM8]: This would be a good time to
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to protect the innocent, kill the bad guys, blah blah. Yes. I was one of them. But, as everyone

knows... }Where there’s good, there’s badl. 777777777777777777777777777777777777 _ -~ — 7| Commented [CM12]: is this implying that the narrator is
both good and bad?
-~ "| Commented [CM13]: This seems very casual given what
is happening
knew this only after a few drops of fire fell on my hair and burnedt it fpainfullyL Damn.. L\Iﬁqusﬁ - { Commented [CM14]: Hair can't feel pain }
almost baldl. ‘And I did NOT look good without hair. In that wrathful moment, I feltlike _ - | Commented [CM15]: It seems like if the fire had burned
off most of his hair, he would have noticed by now
eliminating every single person in the universe. NOBODY touched my hair... not evenmy - { Commented [CM16]: ? it’s not every person’s fault... }

brother. Not even my mother, actually. My-rage-was-unparalleled-Giving me a haircut without
my permission... was absolutely unforgivable. [ was ready to go blast the guy who made this
Source into a million tiny pieces.

> Since I didn’t want my entire body to get incinerated, I put up a Water Barrier (sounds

lame, I know, but ifyeu-see-it—it-H-beit’s epic) to protect myself—Yeaha-Water Barrier, a level

three advanced spell. \The fire couldn’t touch me noM, 'Even though the Rain kept intensifying, - ”{Commented [CM17]: Why didn’t he do this before his
hair burned off?

my Water Barrier could protect me.
> [t was evident now that the Source was near; it wasn’t possible that the Rain could be

so strong when far away from the Source. I braced myself for the worst, took out my staff out

with my left hand and unsheathed my ‘sword @Vith the right. Yeah, now I looked awesome. - {Commented [CM18]: Is this the Water Sword? ]

it likes singing?) around in the air, }which again told me I was closeL And L\ghinj(ﬁg was rightin - | Commented [CM19]: If the magic makes the sound, how
S does that indicate that he is close to the source?
front of me, except, for one annoying, horrible, fact. A hill was blocking my path. I stomped my Commented [CM20]: Present tense — should be past
tense to match everything else

foot on the ground with all the force I could afford. The ground cracked, and I gritted my teeth,

j - {Commented [CM21]: Is this literally his job? }
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> After reaching the top (which took a LOT of effort and pain), what I saw was definitely

holding a large staff which was glowing dark red, as it channeled the power of The Rain. It
almost seemed like he himself was The Source. Was he that powerful? Thunder boomed
overhead, even though the Rain was supposed to be of Fire.

> [ could sense the power radiating from the guy so far away, too. All of a sudden, the
man roared with laughter.

> “Is this what my country has been reduced to?” he asked, laughing. “Sending small
children to do their work, when they should be protecting the children?”

> He turned towards me, and took off his hood. His hair was grey- He was old, and he
seemed pretty weak; he was only standing as he had the support of his staff. Even from a
distance I could observe his features- he was pretty tall, too, and his hands had only three fingers
each. His eyes were the most disturbing though... they seemed almost multicolored... In fact, it

was more than just two or three colors. I counted them carefully- I could be mistaken. Hust a

> The man laughed again. “Boy, you had better get out of here before something bad
might-happens to you...” TThe blood red sky was an unmistakable sign. The Rain of Fire was on
its way; the inevitable would happen. There was no escaping this. I jogged towards the Source,

the direction opposite to that of which people were running to, screaming their lungs off.
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to what?

. - - TCommented [CM24]: Difference? Different as compared

Commented [CM25]: It seems unlikely he could see this
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> So, was that brave of me? Yeah, probably. Stupid? Definitely. Was it necessary,
though? Duh. Why else would I run to an area that would incinerate me to smithereens in a
matter of seconds? (And yeah, I had equipment to protect myself but still) I sighed loudly,
halting and catching my breath for a second. I was totally exhausted saving people’s butts. I was
one of the only people in my village who could survive trying to find a Source; that was probably
why I was made to do this. That aside, I was carrying a large Water Sword (a sword that had the
properties of Water AND a sword), around half of my size, which was sheathed in my belt and
an Elemental Staff (A staff which could use spells of all Eight Elements if the magician was

capable of doing so), which was around my height. So yeah, I was extremely exhausted. And I

still had a lot more area to cover. Plus, I had to do it fast.\ 77777777777777777777777777 _ - | Commented [CM27]: This is from the beginning of the
piece. | assume this was not intentional.
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