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Episode 35 — Literary Novel

Summary: Jason Montgomery has never been much for socializing, he's stuck mostly
to himself for most of his life. He didn't necessarily enjoy it, but he never could manage to get
out of that situation. Jason now finds himself depressed and anxious. After being told he
couldn't return to the school he's been in his whole life, Jason is forced into a whole new
environment, one le's even less comfortable in. The opportunity for a new beginning surges,
but Jason is unsure if he is able to take it or not. He reaches out to a select few he hopes he
can trust, but hope can be dangerous. He compares the emotions that keep him chained to
poisonous flowers blooming in his mind, fueled by loneliness, and he's afraid of what he
might do when those flowers bloom.

My heart is racing, my breathing is heavy, and my chest has tightened up. FHeeHike 1™

o - . L3
have o controt; panicsets i, amd Have mowhere-te-goL-have to-sit-stil. What'sseing-on you 'J‘}
. . . . . 4 D
m&ghl—ask?—Nomeﬁ I'm having an anxiety attack out of nowhere. +-ean't-really-explain-it”
=~
Sometimes when it happens I feel like I need to disappear for a while to just calm dowﬁ ﬁdt I
can't. | can close my eyes all I want, but I know that I'll open them and find myself still in the
same seat, in the same classroom. Even sadder, I find that no one around me has noticed. TFhenit”” A
v 6
feelslike-Hhave no-one like I'm alone” ¥
e ’}p-c':\ o
I hate feeling like I'm alone. i tp-H "________. The flower inside my l‘\-\"

mind blossoms in loneliness, and it brings sadness and disappointment. It drives me mad. I can't

escape'@ ]?Bis feeling. Still, I've learned to live with i@—ﬁw—m'ﬂﬁ(ﬁke a man living with a wild
: to live wi o

animal that could ravage him any second. My depression isn't the only animal I Mm,

¥

—
however. I live surrounded by %sw that just happen to look like peopl:{, ﬁypocntes \?{ e
and liars disguised as friends. TheyTe ot attike-that;-and-Haew-therc tras tobe-a-lot-mere-to_»~ & () D}I;-T

Page1of 5



W

B\)

Wy

Jubts

Episode 35 — Literary Novel #ﬁ v

mmhmmeummwmw this is what [ have.
m e FEROW-EH e pgae

Having anxiety attacks in the middle of class and no one noticing. X

T
My name is Jason Montgomery. I'm sixteen years old. I could have a whole lot of &€ S)

¢
[
}Cb ° backstory to give you, but I'll keep it simple. I never had friends at my old school. I had people I % r{

o

\i’;}f

v o \cf talked with, some on a daily basis, I had people I hung out with during lunch, but I never hada . -'e‘}'—)

g

smgl?
real ﬁiend_.';{t kind of aches to think about it, honestly. Still, I've just transferred schools

and I've already had\an anxiety attack, first period. Nice.

I dicm%to switch schoolglrd-idﬁ&mmy‘ {‘Wﬁ-ﬂd—hauﬂ.ﬁﬂ&mt@-jﬂﬂﬂﬂy"y

O/c{:y 1 @/dldn t have any friends, but at least people knew who | was. Nome-ef them-really- knew"

r5

me;but-atteast they had an image wherrthey hieard my-name. I-guess-l-always-wanted to have i

umr&ﬁicndsrl%mmntﬂmr&yﬂ‘ﬂéﬁﬂf] I could never get myself to reach out to

people. I just felt uncomfortable. So here I am.

RS
W spoke to me when [ first sat down. I didn't get her name. -l‘l}/
74 pale girl with dark hair! She asked me what my name was and welcomed me to the school.

She didn't drag on the conversation or expect me to say much and I was grateful for that. I was

fine until my ﬁr@}eriod teacher asked me to stand up and introduce myself. I did stand up, 0 AT
b

slightly trembling and dying inside. I said my name loud and clearly, but with a smalil crack in }

ice. 1 1 didn't screw it badly, but i head that 't how it went. See;” v
my voice. | guess I didn 1t up very badly, bu m\rwg at wasn't how 1t wen (i)

foolof myself: ;
srmpitsfﬂﬂnmﬁeadg As long as | know people are paying attention to me, I immediately

feel like I've made a giant fool of myself. *]fs—jusi—thﬂwaysws,ﬁf
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Episode 35 - Literary Novel

So here I'm sitting literally dying, with no one around me noticing. Not that they would
care, anyway. At most, they'd probably just think what the hell is wrong with him? and move on.
They wouldn't ask or worry. Or so [ thought. I was lost in my own cynical thoughts when I heard
a voice.

"Jason, are you a’%ﬁht?“ My English teacher, a young man in his mid-20s, asked. Only

leaits
now was everyone in the class ICM me.

I nodded, not daring to say a word.

Mr. Asher %ed at me for a moment before nodding and continuing with the class. I
was a bit amazed by the whole thing. | think that was the first time a teacher, or anyone really,
has asked me if [ was okay. I was oddly somewhat relieved someone had noticed and at least
cared enough to actually ask.

The rest of the class was a bit easier for me. After a few deep breaths, I managed to calm

Jo
myself down a bit. The pale girl tp«ﬁ had welcomed me, whose name I now know is _Ajlﬂ/f:}g sat

—

down and talked to me for a while after Mr. Asher was done with the class. The bell rang and cut -

A 2l "j
our conversation short.
—— "We don't have second period together, but I'll see you later, okay?" She said as she ﬁ' \
3
picked up her books and waved goodbye, walking away. 3o
. . \S‘J6 1
I stood up to pick up my things, but Mr. Asher called my name. WR

)r"
"Jason, I'd like to talk to you about somethin \?" H/;said. *Can you come here during

lunch? It's serious."
I got nervous, and I was wondering if it had anything to do with the fit I had in class.
"Yes, sir," I answered, nodding. I picked up my things and turned around.

As I started off, I heard Mr. Asher behind me, "Well, okay. Welcome to the school!”

Page 3 of §



»

duLie

Episode 35 — Literary Novel \,S\“

I forced my way down the haliway through the cro“:gs as I looked for classroom 17. ¢
5
Whemnally stumbled in, Iﬂmmshew{ beautlfu‘F with pale skin and blonde long hair in a

braid. She turned around and I saw her face, her delicate features, and her green eyes. I only !

stood there, completely captivated. She walked up to me and introduced herself. [—9"""‘ {V_pr’ :
i
—

"Hey, there," her soft voice echoed in my head, "You're Jason, right? Nice to meet you.
I'm Cynthia." As she spoke, I couldn't help but notice the smile etched on her face, the small
laugh she antly lets out when she talks. "Come on, sit next to me."

She led to me the seat right next to hers. ShemWI was a bit unsure

whether to sit up front again like last period, but that melted away the moment I looked behind R
bl 2l - 1 X
o

me and saw her eyes looking back at me. | immediately set my stuff down and sat dew‘ﬁw
— = gl

"Sorry, I just get really excited about new students, and you're cute," she laughed.

I let out a small laugh, "No worries.”

"So tell me. Which school did you transfer from?"

"The academy.” Ayre@demy, actually, but it's mostly called the academy around
here.

"Really? Wow. And why did you transfer here in the middle of October?"

I cleared my throat. I didn't want to talk a‘lggw t, but I knew that if she kept looking at
me like that, I would spill everything for the simple sake of keeping a éarsation with her. Just
then, however, the ;Zl(eometry teacher walked in, and I was relieved. Cynthia smiled and turned to
face the teacher as she set her things down at the desk.

Mhﬂ:))Mrs. Anderson, was an elderly woman with a really annoying squeaky
voice and sarcasm that tops mine, and that's saying something. She was unbearable and I hated
every moment that she was speaking, but it was ﬁne because [ was 31tt1ng next to Cynthia.

oA """?”/ a,q_J 7
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Sometimes in class, I would glance at her and she was looking at me too. Then she would offer 9"64-

me a bright smile as she got back to work. I knew right then that I was falling for this girl.

Ui/ 9(’( The bell rang and we had a 20 minute recess. | thought about going to see Mr. Asher -
¢ )('i"’%u"'/}s ‘ - J9y /i
X ;

C now, but I decided to wait until lunch like he'd told me. Instead, I followed Cynthia to the
o &
Fi‘t ? ¢ : @J (DU\),.. >
. cafeteria. The cafeteria was huge. They sold coffegfand it was actually good), sandwiches, {o”
\A¢
breakfast, lunch, even hot chocolate.
oy |
A . "Wow..." I said.
S, v
x Cynthia giggled. "Pretty nice, huh? Probably the best thing in this whole damn school."”
1 led myself to the long line of students, Cynthia following close behind slightly giggling
at my excitement. Waiting in line, we kept talking.
—
"So what's your last name?" $he askedme. L3 does s LAt
p— {r/.v'é T Mo il "‘{:'
"Montgomery. Yours?" [ 7
\jrféjj Smith," she smiled. " atalen NIET gv? v 3>-a,,)\-1"
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to himself for most of his life. He didn't necessarily enjoy it, but he never could manage to get
out of that situation. Jason now finds himself depressed and anxious. After being told he
couldn't return to the school he's been in his whole life, Jason is forced into a whole new
environment, one he's even less comfortable in. The opportunity for a new beginning surges,
but Jason is unsure if he is able to take it or not. He reaches out to a select few he hopes he
can trust, but hope can be dangerous. He compares the emotions that keep him chained to
poisonous flowers blooming in his mind, fueled by loneliness, and he's afraid of what he
might do when those flowers bloom.

Y ‘ Ao s a mlﬁ/fj,ff/
1) o e e inTTves fed £ s wel(=b e:5 (Dt Fas o pr4
- @C;Ajfj; fhi[!f/"g?"ﬂ’ :‘: him. :LnfLJ Ve bitivg e lote sy hidoe in oretoys At b 15

problm to ket

5 . Summary: Jason Montgomery has never been much for socializing, he's stuck mostly

P L -7 7
Fense

/Kf‘*?

why would
. . Fhay:
same seat, in the same classroom. Even sadder, I find that no one around me has noficed. Then it Z;_f f’:j ¢
on haf./‘: i
foe Thry Feel iy s?

My heart is racing, my breathing is heavy, and my chest has tightenedﬁup. I feel like I

have no control, panic sets in, and I have nowhere to go, I have to sit stillENhat's going on, yo

uv‘[l?!}?ﬂ

7 might ask? Nothing) I'm having an anxiety attack out of nowhere. I can't really explain it.
{e rw(:/

2 Sometimﬁvhen it happel?s"} feel like I need to disappear for a while to just calm down. But |
L 4

9 Ca cant. I can close my eyes all I want, but I know that I'll open them and find myself still in the

feels like I have no one, like I'm alone.

o1 #wz ‘
I ha%g like I'm alone. 1 don't like feeling like I'm alone. Thgﬁlfﬁr)inside my

. :
’L\\ ' mind blossoms in loneliness, and it bri ggsﬁgild disappointment{ It drives me mad. I can't

is feeling. Still, I've leamed to live witMa a man living with a wild

de- '/?awtk'fl,‘b

Vé/a "’5_5494-..?

animal that could ravage him any secoﬁ M@@n isn't the only animal 1 live with,
however. I live surrounded by animals. Animals that just happen to look like people. Hypocrites
\ and liars disguised as friends. They're not all like that, and I know there has to be a lot more to

them, but I can't have people like that beside me. I still haven't found a place for someone like

[5gdnr 3 cantbiar o A okt ﬁioa Vor p%mj b f[
— 50 -j/k,‘? CanoTw ﬂﬂs WA wiaTs0ewer o thanst his Gy-h:m ‘f,gml LJ:ZZ;QW%
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Episode 35 - Literary Novel

me. I keep looking, I know there has to be somewhere for me, but for now this is what I have.
Having anxiety attacks in the middle of class and no one noticing,.

My name is Jason Montgomery. I'm sixteen years old. | could have a whole lot of
backstory to give&ou but I'll keep it simple. I never had friends at my old school. I had people 1

talked with, some on a daily basis, 1 had people I hung out with during lunch, but I never had a

smgl€ Ao /
real friend] It kind of achegto think about it, honestly. Still, I've just transferred schools
and I've already had an anxiety attack, first period. Nice,

I didn't choose to switch schools, I didn't want to. I would have preferred to just stay
there. 1 didn't have any friends, but at least people knew who I was. None of them really knew

me, but at least they had an image when they heard my name. I guess I always wanted to have

; 'f mO‘TA"(I")
more friends. I was never content the way 1 was. But I could never get myself to reach out to N A"ky o 5
-
A
people. I just felt uncomfortable, So here I am. n( Aﬂ"‘g e

& mf Z borve by o s ::Lhwufra "
P hts po / There wazsw one pe;?;; that spoke to me when I first sat down. I didn't get her name @ t]/Lv/ ¢ L’“’j{’

She didn't drag on the conversation or expect me to say mu ;i d I was grateful for that. I was
fine until my ﬁr@iod teacher asked me to stand up and introduce myself. I did stand up,
slightly trembling and dying inside. I said my name loud and clearly, but with a small crack in
my voicg guess I didn't screw it up very badly, but in my head that wasn't how it went. See,
that's not how it ever goes in my head. In my head, I always screw everything up and make a
fool of myself. I can't stop myself from thinking like that, it just always happens. 1 screw up the

simplest things in my head. As long as | know people are paying attention to me, | immediately

feel like I've made a giant fool of myself. It's just how it always goes.
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So here I'm sitting literz&ﬂy dying, with no one around me noticing. Not that they would ??;::;f

care, anyway. At most, they'd probably just think what the hell is wrong with him? and move on. 637“'7?

They wouldn't ask or worry. Or so I thought. I was lost in my own cynical thoughts when I heard st

worldn Fa Teenagey Ve
a voice. Pk aflir s @ve LAer mtin
¢
"Jason, are you alright?" P/y English teacher, a young man in his mid-20s, asked. Only— 52, Ae .
threds {
nofv Was everyone in the class looking at me. dé fy /o
) ny sy h‘rwﬁ?

I nodded, not daring to say a word.
Mr. Asher looked at me for a moment before nodding and continuing with the class. I

was a bit amazed by the whole thing. I think that was the first time a teacher, or anyone really,

g uh
has asked me if | was okay. I was bddly somewhat relie@ someone had noticed and at least

om4
cared enough to/actually ask.

The rest of the class was a bit easier for me. After a few deep breaths, | managed to calm

(Fl— PW: Stnf/

i1. The pale girl that had welcomed me, whose name I now know is ﬁgli:ley, sat

myself down a

down and talked to me for a whilefafter Mr. Ashér was done with the cl%. The bell rang and cut
our conversation short.

"We don't have second period together, but 1'll see you later, ockay?" #he said as she
picked up her books and waved goodbye, walking away.

I stood up to pick up my things, but Mr. Asher called my name.

"Jason, I'd like to talk to you about somethin@" Il‘e said. "Can you come here during
lunch? It's serious." "

I got nervous, and 1 was wondering if @had anything to do with@e fit I had in class. I’WJ‘?

"Yes, sir," | answered, nodding. I picked up my things and tumed around,

As I started off, I heard Mr. Asher behind Well, okay. Welcome to the school!"
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I forced my way down the hallway through the crowds as I looked for classroom 17.
_ . L AN

Wherﬂnally stumbled in, I saw her. She was beautiful, with pale skin and blonde long hair in a
braid. She turned around and I saw her face, her delicate features, and her green eyes. I only
stood there, completely captivated. She walked up to me and introduced herself.

"Hey, there," her soft voice echoed in my head, "You're Jason, right? Nice to meet you. "04“-/, Ao

1 Le's veul /Z
I'm Cynthia." As she spoke, I couldn't help but notice the smile etched on her face, the small fos/ vy
Z 7 a

laugh she costantly%egou’; when she talks. "Come on, sit next to me." ;ym/j ]/7

She led to mei the seat right next to hers. She was sitting up front. I was a bit unsure
whether to sit up front again like last period, but that melted away the moment I looked behind
me and saw her eyes looking back at me. | immediately set my stuff down and sat down.

"Sorry, 1 just get really excited about new students, and you're cute," she laughed.

I let out a small lau@do worries."

"So tell me. Which school did you transfer from?"

"The)%*ademy." Ayres ficademy, actually, but it's mostly called the /ﬁademy around

here.
"Really? Wow. And why did you transfer here in the middle of October?"
I cleared my throat. I didn't want to talk about that, but 1 knew that if she kept looking at
me like that, I would spill everything for the simple sake of keeping ;a c?\versationn'\i/?;h her. Just
IM'L‘ . L

then, however, the Geomer;?r teacher walked in, and I was relieved. 'Cynthia smiled and turned to
b
face the teacher as @\;et her things down at the desk.
The teacher, Mrs. Anderson, was an elderly woman with a really annoying squeaky
hf,f-ﬂ"r

voice and sarcasm that;'l?ops mine, and that's saying something. She was unbearable and I hated

every moment that she was speaking, but it was fine because I was sitting next to Cynthia.
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;
}
me a bright smile as she got back to work. I knew right then that I was falling for this girl.

Sofnetimes in class, I would glance at hgrand she was looking at ﬁoo. Then she would offer

The bell rang and we had a 2@nute recess. I_ thought about going to see Mr. Asher
now, but I decided to wait until lunch like he'd told me. Instead, I followed Cynthia to the
cafeteria. The cafeteria was huge. They sold coffeeﬁand it was actually good), sandwiches,
breakfast, lunch, even hot chocolate.

"Wo I said.

Cynthig giggled. "Pretty nice, huh? Probably the best thing in this whole damn school.”

IEd mfyselilo the long line of students, Cynthia following close behiz:fjlightly giggling
at my excitement. Waiting in line, we kept talking.

"So what's your last name?" She asked me.

"Montgomery. Yours?"

"Smi@ éhe smiled.
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Jason and Cynthia

! have to make some assumptions. 1. This is the beginning of the story. 2. This was
Jason'’s first day of lus transfer from another school. None of this is stated but 1 have to go on
these assumptions.

This is a fairy common situation for a teenager in a new situation: Anxiety and lack of
self-assurance. The first two paragraphs describe his anxiety attack. | feel it's overdone and
could be inserted in a much reduce form later on. Start so the reader understands the where and
why of the story.

His teacher says to see him later, “It's serious.” If it is serious, a teacher would never
alarm a student. And, the teacher would take action immediately if it were serious. You may want
1o re-think this bit of drama.

Perfection doesn’t exist. The girl, Cynthia, seems too perfect. Plus, you might not want to
let Jason off the hook so soon into the story. Allow him to suffer for a while. Let the reader feel
his discomfort through actions, rather than have the author tell the reader how uncomfortable he
is. Let the reader experience his misery so when the misery is gone we, the reader, feels his
relief.

The story has potential. But, you must find something new to tell us. Ti hings here are
Jairly typical, both in other stories and in real life. Readers don’t read to read about real life
which is all around us, and is, frankly, rather dull. The reader wants to see something new and
unusual. Still, it's early in the story. Keep writing.

Good luck with this story.

Summary: Jason Montgomery has never been much for socializing, he's stuck mostly
to himself for most of his life. He didn't necessarily enjoy it, but he never could manage to get
out of that situation. Jason now finds himself depressed and anxious. After being told he
couldn't return to the school he's been in his whole life, Jason is forced into a whole new
environment, one he's even less comfortable in. The opportunity for a new beginning surges,
but Jason is unsure if he is able to take it or not. He reaches out to a select few he hopes he
can trust, but hope can be dangerous. He compares the emotions that keep him chained to
poisonous flowers blooming in his mind, fueled by loneliness, and he's afraid of what he
might do when those flowers bloom.

My heart is racing, my breathing is heavy, and my chest has tightened up. I feel like I
have no control, panic sets in, and I have nowhere to go, I have to sit still. What's going on, you
might ask? Nothing. I'm having an anxiety attack out of nowhere. I can't really explain it.
Sometimes when it happens I feel like I need to disappear for a while to just calm down. But I

can't. I can close my eyes all I want, but I know that I'll open them and find myself still in the
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same seat, in the same classroom. Even sadder, I find that no one around me has noticed. Then it
feels like I have no one, like I'm alone.

I hate feeling like I'm alone. I don't like feeling like I'm alone. The flower inside my
mind blossoms in loneliness, and it brings sadness and disappointment. It drives me mad. I can't
escape it. This feeling. Still, I've learned to live with it. I live with it like a man living with a wild
animal that could ravage him any second. My depression isn't the only animal I live with,
however. I live surrounded by animals. Animals that just happen to look like people. Hypocrites

- and liars disguised as friends. They're not all like that, and I know there has to be a lot more to
(\\L\K them, but I can't have people like that beside me. I still haven't found a place for someone like
me. I keep looking, I know there has to be somewhere for me, but for now this is what I have.
Having anxiety attacks in the middle of class and no one noticing.
Start here. The previous paragraphs are a lot of self-indulgent whining. You can easily fit
the symptoms in a sentence —

My name is Jason Montgomery.xxl"‘\rﬁ‘ij_xteen years old. I could have a whole lot of
backstory to give you, but I'll keep it simple. liéyer had friends at my old school. I had people I
talked with, some on a daily basis, I had people I hﬁng out with during lunch, but I never had a
single real friend. It kind of aches to think about it, hh\\'lestly. Still, I've just transferred schools
and I've already had an anxiety attack, first period. N-:ee-\, here

I didn't choose to switch schools, I didn't want to. I would have preferred to just stay
there. I didn't have any friends, but at least people knew who I was, None of them really knew
me, but at least they had an image when they heard my name. I guess I always wanted to have

more friends. I was never content the way I was. But I could never get myself to reach out to
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people. I just felt uncomfortable. So here I am. 77e point of isolution has been made several
times. Try to combine the previous sentences and tighten the narrative,
There was one person that w/io spoke to me when I first sat down. I didn't get her name.
Ft She was a pale girl with dark hair. She asked me what my name was and welcomed me to the
school. She didn't drag on the conversation or expect me to say much and I was grateful for that.
I'was fine until my first period teacher asked me to stand up and introduce myself. I did stand up,
slightly trembling and dying inside. I said my name loud and clearly, but with a small crack in
my voice. I guess I didn't screw it up very badly, but in my head that wasn't how it went. See,
\\ﬂgt’s not how it ever goes in my head. In my head, I always screw everything up and make a
“\] \‘;\Jool of myself. 1 can't stop myself from thinking like that, it just always happens. 1 screw up the
“\P simplest things in my head. As long as I know people are paying attention to me, I immediately
feel like I've made a giant fool of myself. It's just how it always goes.
So here I'm sitting --literally dying(,) -- with no one around me noticing, (You 've already

said this) Net-tha

ht- (Please stop

whining. Just tell the story. The entire story can't be that the kid is timid. What else is the
problem?) 1 was lost in my own cynical thoughts when I heard a voice.

"Jason, are you alright?" My English teacher, 2 young man in his mid-20s, asked. Only
now, was everyone in the class was looking at me.

I nodded, not daring to say a word.

Mr. Asher looked at me for a moment before nodding and continuing with the class. I

was a bit amazed by the whole thing. I think that was the first time a teacher, or anyone really,
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has /iud asked me if | was okay. | was, eddly—semewhat relieved someone had noticed and &t
least cared enough to actually ask.

The rest of the class was a bit easier for me. After a few deep breaths, I managed to calm
myself down a bit. The pale girl that had welcomed me, whose name I now know is Ashley, sat
down and talked to me for a while after Mr. Asher was done with the class. (7ollow with the
conversation) The bell rang and cut our conversation short. (Move this to the end of the
conversation or delete it. It’s probably unnecessary,)

"We don't have second period together, but I'll see you later, okay?" Ske ske said as she
picked up her books and waved goodbye, walking away.

I stood up to pick up my things, but Mr. Asher called my name.

"Jason, I'd like to talk to you about something(.) ,"-He he said. "Can you come here
during lunch? /t's serious. (I don't think a teacher would alarm a student prematurely.)”

I got nervous, and I was wondering if it had anything to do with the fit I had in class.

"Yes, sir," I answered, nodding. I picked up my things and turned around.

As I started off, | heard Mr. Asher behind me, "Well, okay. Welcome to the school!"
(Huh? | don't understand the comment.)

I forced my way down the hallway through the crowds as I looked for classroom 17,
When- / finally stumbled in, I saw her(1#/0? Another student? A teacher? Confusing). She was
beautiful, with pale skin and blonde long hair in a braid. She turned around and I saw her face,
her delicate features, and her green eyes. I only stood there, completely captivated. She walked

up to me and introduced herself,
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"Hey, there," her soft voice echoed in my head, "You're Jason, right? Nice to meet you.
I'm Cynthia." As she spoke, I couldn't help but notice the smile etched on her face, the small
laugh she co(n)stantly lets out when she talks. "Come on, sit next to me."

She led to me the seat right next to hers. She was sitting up front. I was a bit unsure
whether to sit up front again like last period, but that melted away the moment I looked behind
me and saw her eyes looking back at me. I immediately set my stuff down and sat down.

"Sorry, I just get really excited about new students, and you're cute," she laughed.

I let out a small laugh, "No worries."

"So tell me. Which school did you transfer from?"

"The academy." Ayres academy, actually, but it's mostly called the academy around
here.

"Really? Wow. And why did you transfer here in the middle of October?"

I cleared my throat. I didn't want to talk about that, but I knew that if she kept looking at
me like that, I would spill everything for the simple sake of keeping a co(n)versation with her.
Just then, however, the Geometry teacher walked in, and I was relieved. Cynthia smiled and
turned to face the teacher as she set her things down at the desk.

The teacher, Mrs. Anderson, was an elderly woman with a really annoying squeaky
voice and sarcasm that tops mine, and that's saying something. She was unbearable and I hated
every moment that she was speaking, but it was fine because I was sitting next to Cynthia.
Sometimes in class, I would glance at her and she was looking at me too. Then she would offer

me a bright smile as she got back to work. 1 knew right then that I was falling for this girl.
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The bell rang and we had a 20 minute recess. I thought about going to see Mr. Asher
now, but I decided to wait until lunch like he'd told me, Instead, I followed Cynthia to the
cafeteria. The cafeteria was huge. They sold coffee(and it was actually good), sandwiches,
breakfast, lunch, even hot chocolate.

"Wow..." I said.

Cynthia giggled. "Pretty nice, huh? Probably the best thing in this whole damn school.”

I led myself to the long line of students, Cynthia following close behind slightly giggling
at my excitement. Waiting in line, we kept talking.

"So what's your last name?" She asked me.

"Montgomery. Yours?"

"Smith," she smiled.
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Summary: Jason Montgomery has never been much for socializing, he's stuck mostly
to himself for most of his life. He didn't necessarily enjoy it, but he never could manage to get
out of that situation. Jason now finds himself depressed and anxious. After being told he
couldn't return to the school he's been in his whole life, Jason is forced into a whole new
enviromment, one he's even less comfortable in. The opportunity for a new beginning surges,
but Jason is unsure if he is able to take it or not. He reaches out to a select few he hopes he
can trust, but hope can be dangerous. He compares the emotions that keep him chained to
poisonous flowers blooming in his mind, fueled by loneliness, and he's afraid of what he
might do when those flowers bloom.
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My heart is racing, my breathing is heavy, and my chest kas tighten:ﬂq). Heettke |

. 4. NAve No &A ad
have no control, Bamc sets in, md—l—hm—e—mhcfe&ﬁgc % have to sit still. What's going on, you

— e osX ok oeace, .
might ask? Nething. I'm having an anxiety auacwﬁa&mwwmﬁ.

Sometimes when it happens I-feett#ke I need to disappear for a while to jggst calm down. But |

SNt - o 24
can't. | can close my eyes’&El-w&nt.hm-Llemdm-l-llH open then} #ad find myself still in the

same seat, in the same classroom. Evepsaddert-Hnd-that M) one around me has noticed. THesmit-
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feshssitite -have-no one, i In@lone

I hate feeling lifee=tim @ M&hﬁm@ The flower inside my
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animal that could ravage him any s;,cond. My depression isn't the only animal @Vith,

however. [{live/surrounded by ;n/imals. Animals that ji{4¢ happen to look like people. Hypocrites
i

and liars disguised as friends. :
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b-%\\c’ \L.B
see. | keep looking, | know there has to be somewhere for me, but for now this is M @{.Qd'
ool 5‘\\2‘3 qoxice ! \E

Having anxiety attacks in the middle of class and no one noticing. | D ¢ \ng. Jonea Ny S\\\
Q »
My name is Jason Montgomery. I'm sixteen years old. I could have a whole lot of
backstory to give you, but I'll keep it simple. I never had friends at my old school. I had people I

talked with, some on a daily basis, I had people I hung out with during lunch, but I never had a

srpie
dal friend. It kesslapf aches to think about it, honestly. Still, I've just transferred schools

and I've already had an anxiety attack, first period. Nice.

@didn't choose to switch schools{D:lidn't want to@vould have preferred to jgBt stay

Jarsy

there.@ldn’t have any friendscbut at leastpeople knew who I was. None of them restly-knew 9~ \{\.\e}l\-"g

o
me, b}it_at least they had an image when they heard my name "Fﬁﬁ{l}lways wanted tedmre Y

aS paeccomboricole peacnn
more friends@as never content the way | was. But 1 égi'.lldTIgzrgel—myﬁelita—meﬁut to 3

/50 WS 3y Ve suden Scnes 7
people. Nusel-uncomfortable. So here  am. L Anb who Coreed D™

’H&:rc-was@ne person.that-spoke to me when I first sat down. I didn't get her name. Hohe
was a pale girl with dark hair. She asked me what my name was and welcomed me to the school.
She didn't drag on the conversation or expect me to say much awd-1 was grateful for that. I was
fine until my first period teacher asked me to stand up and introduce myself. I did stand up,

shrprthy trembling and dying inside. | said my name loud and clearéf but with a small crack in

"--.._______4"
Wd.@ always screw everything up and make a

— / — —
ﬁ)l of myse I can't stop myself from thinking like tha}(if'_ ust always happens: I screw up the

@g\\\l simplest m @As long as I know people are paying attengion to me, I immediately

feel ll}t I've made a glﬁ]ﬂ-@ WSW rq)@'k“'\'lm
s S5 Redmida N Seoced

o up e ﬂb—k K Page 2 of §




NI
Episode 35 - Literary Novelb_Q oL 6@}3\1@% LJQ-!-CW
%-bweiumatlmg&dm-éﬁng, with no one around me noticing. Not that they would Wecb

WAed poUusical SqmpienS 1S Qs XSS X oo\l
e Sorpns LRI
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"Jason, are you alright?" My English teacher, a yesgsg man in his mid-26%s, asked. Gaty

They wouldn't ask or worry. Or so I thought. I was lost in my own cynical thoughts when [ heard
a voice. L\
6Fé\/}'l"fow was everyone in the clasgf;)oking at me.
I nodded, not daring to say a word.
Mr. Asher looked at me for a moment before nodding and continuing with the class. I
was MAli-amazed by the whole thing. hd:éﬁkﬂiﬂat was the first time a teacher, or anyone védllf;,
nas e

has asked me if | was okay. | was eddbysemewlrat relieved someone had noticed and at-hesist-

cared enough to actually ask.
The rest of the class was #/Hit casier &Me. After a few deep breaths, I managed to calm
uenwa >
myself down #\lsit. The pale girl that had welcomed me, whose name I%mmw-nAshley, sat

down and talked to me for a while after Mr. Asher was done with the class. The bell rang and cut

_ pREN Bitoto US Yoae ¢ oauers ahan
our conversation short. e R oy
ot
"We don't have second period together, but I'll see you later, okay?" She said as she

e an) Wwale
_picked up her books #k# waved goodbye, away.

I stood up tocpick up rriy mip_gg; but Mr. Asher called my name.
"Jason, I'd like to talk to yoﬁ‘gbout something;\" He said. "Can you come here during

U\SW\%

lunch? It's serious." ."‘ uﬂh\(\LQUQ
\WJondese ‘
I got nervous, and¥=was-wondering-i1it had anything to do with g'ne fit§ had in class.
"Yes, sir," | answered, nedéing. I.@Eked up my thlf:l;g} and turned around.

As I started off, I heard Mr. Asher behind me, "Well, okay. Welcome to the school!”
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When_lﬁnally stumbled in, I saw her. She was beautiful, with' pale skl and blonde long hair in a
braid. Shmnwdmd‘md'i'nMCG;—her delicate features, and Mreen eyes. | ghtpr
stood there, completely captivated. She walked up to me and introduced herself.

"Hey, there," her soft voice echoed in my head, "You're Jason, right? Nice to meet you.
I'm Cynthia." As she spoke, I couldn't help but notice the smile etched on her face, the small
laugh she costantly letq out when she talkﬁa"Come on, sit next to me."

She led tfn:%% the seat right next to hers gh&%g—-&p—fwﬁl. I was ﬁJ\tm unsure
whether to sit up front again like last period, but that melted away the moment 1 looked behind
me and saw her eyes looking back at me, | immediately set-my-stuff down-and sat down.

"Sorry, I just get really excited about new students, and you're cute," she laughed.

I let out a small laugh, "No worries.”

"So tell me. Which school did you transfer from?"

"The academy.*Ayres academy, actually, but it's mostly called the academy around
here™

"Really? Wow. And why did you transfer here in the middle of October?"

I cleared my throat. I didn't want to talk about that, but I knew that if she kept looking at
me like that, I would spill everything for the simple sake of keeping a coversation with her. Jast

Luda\ —~
o the Geometry (c_*.acher alked in, andLavas relieved: Cynthia smiled and turned to

face the@-_ﬁlﬁ

- N
The {E;cher Mrs. Anderson, was an elderly woman with a-seatty annoying squeaky

voice and sarcasm that tops mine, and that's saying something. She-wasunbearable-and | hated

/ N .\\BO. el
every moment that sheyz{akmg, but‘i“\" coxd do Qﬁ}f\\ e QAlEe \ e

Yo naven s Seon
o G Sarcacky, Page 4 ofS
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Semetimes-n class, [ would glance at he9and she was looking at me too. Then she would offer

me a bright smile as she got back to work. I knew right then that I was falling for this gl L 5’\

X
S L .
The bell rang and we had a 20 minute feeess. [ thought about going to see Mr. Asher
now, butildecided to wait until lunch like he'd told me. Instead, I followed Cynthia to the

cafeteria. The cafeteria was huge. They sold coffee(and it was actually good), sandwiches,

breakfast, lunch, even hot chocolate.

" " | sai L\JW') \5)\(\\5 QV«R’L\V\% Al \C‘luul% e -gcsb 5"
Wow..." | said. Wieh \s YW COMEATNNS W\ \Ne

Cynthia giggled. "Pretty nice, huh? Probably the best thing in this whole damn school.”

I led myself to the long line of students, Cynthia following close behind Mﬂy giggling

at my excitement. Waiting in line, we kept talking.
"So what's your last name?" She asked me.

IS
"Montgomery. Yours?" \i‘fi’sj_«

=
"Smith,” she LY,

Page 5 of §



NS Dusan

Episode 35 — Literary Novel — \l Dj\o)

Summary: Jason Montgomery has never been much for socializing-; he's stuck mostly
to himself for most of his life. He didn't necessarily enjoy it, but he never could manage to get
out of that situation. Jason now finds himself depressed and anxious. Afier being told he
couldn't return to the school he's been in his whole life, Jason is forced into a whole new
environment, one he's even less comfortable in. The opportunity for a new beginning surges,
but Jason is unsure if he is able to take it or not. He reaches out to a select few he hopes he
can trust, but hope can be dangerous. He compares the emotions that keep him chained to
poisonous flowers blooming in his mind, fueled by loneliness, and he's afraid of what he
might do when those flowers bloom.

My heart is racing, my breathing is heavy, and my chest has tightened up. 1 feel like 1
have no control, panic sets in, and 1 have nowhere to go.-_ [ have to sit still. What's going on, you
might ask? Nothing. I'm having an anxiety attack out of nowhere, I can't really explain it.
Sometimes when it happens, | feellike-l-nesdwant to disappear for a whiletejustealm-down,
Give myself a chance to calm down. But I can't, I can close my eyes all | want, but [ know that
I'll open them and find myself still in the same seat, in the same classroom. Even sadder, | find
that no one around me has noticed. Then it feels like [ have no one, like I'm alone.

+Hatefeehing e P aralenelor Hike feeling - fike Fm alone “He-flowertasidesy
mified-blossoms-n- loselinessaad o bripgs sadress and-disappointmentH-srivec e rmdt-eart
escape it This feehing. 56l 've learned-to-Hvewith-ii—Hbeeosith-i-Hesrmran- i with-a-wild
amimal that-coubd-ravage-im- e cecmd S Pdopressrer-op Hke-pabearimak- e with,
hawewer -live surrounded- by andaale—Seimalsthatdust-hepperto-boob- ke people. Hypoerites
aie-ligrs-dispiised-as el e retobatHH et erd-Fhacwe there-has Lo be a ot mwre o

them-but-eant-have people- ke that-beside-mestit-haven't-found-a-plece for-someonetike

Alabama

joxl Pr‘emisc

| Comment [51]: In this first paragraph, read It out
loud and try to feel the rhythm of the sentences,
The sentence structure should be vatied so that the
readef dosn't become distracted,

5wfq‘ihg 1 NAY SEq CLPS"’

pain, (‘quﬂ hea b-f’q'*
Nnmnj

fhou‘ﬁh-f'j

Comment [52]: Listen to these two sentences,
They have the same pattem, and they are saying the |
same thing. You really only need one piece of one nf |

those sentences to get your point across,

| Comment [83]; Also, *t have to sit still” seems to |
contradict the previous sentence. Do you want to st |
. sthl or do you want to jeave?

Comment [s4]: good

Comment [£5]: good

Comment [$6]: Agaln, these are almost exactly
the same sentences, A quick edit should take that
oL,

Comment, [$7]: What feeling?

Comment [$8]: The next few sentences pull me
out of the moment. | think you should focus on the
panic attackfeellng of being alone instead of
maoving into a third attack.

'jou are ‘H’l’ﬂo S 3ou}f I’W.d;h
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e bkeep lonking ko there hag 4 -besarmowipeptor st b Fortrora bbb
e Ao e i e e e e e s e T s

My pametdacon-Mentgomeny—m-stdeen-years-oldeould-have a-whele lot-of
bachstaneto-give pou-but-i-heep itsimple. | never bad friends-at-mve-old- seheal—-had-peaphed
tathed with, some o 4 daily basis, L-had-people hunp-nawdth-dudno lueel ot Loeves hada
single

real-friend t-kind of achestathink-about-it-honestly—Esill-I've just transferred schools Comment [59): Aight here, | want to know more
about what's happening during your panic attack.

. . ) There Is too much logical think ; bring on the
and I've already had an anxiety attack, first period. Nice. ph::nl andrl"‘mgussﬁlrﬁudlslol:"tedmtr:’oud;: :’hnat
accompany t, Then have the teacher Interrupt, and
then Insert this sentence.

Comment [510]: 1 don’t think you need anything
R n between the first nd here. This is a good
there. I didn't have any friends, but at least people knew who 1 was. None of them really knew Seniance gL

I didn't choose to switch schools—: I didn't want to. 1 would have preferred to just stay

. Comment [511]: Right now, you have a run-on
me, but at least they had an image when they heard my name. [ guess | always wanted to have sentence, Change the comina ta a semk-colon, and
oW you are separating two complete sentences
5 that are related, Make sure it's 3 conwplete sentence
more friends. 1 was never content the way | was. But | could never get myself to reach out to an either side of the semi-colon.

people. | just felt uncomfortable. So here | am. Comment [§12]: Save this for later
There was one person that spoke to me when I first sat down. | didn't get her name, It
was & pale girl with dark hair. She asked me what my name was and welcomed me to the school.

She didn't drag on the conversation or expect me to say much, and | was grateful for that. 1 was

fine until my first period teacher asked me to stand up and introduce myself. I did stand up, \ ‘o
slightly trembling and dying inside. 1 said my name loud and clearly, but with a small crack in Pl/\j \ ta L) ;—j 2 4 5
0
. R . — g e
my voice. [ guess | didn't screw it up very badly, but in my head that wasn't how it went. See, \"I J \ a

that's not how it ever goes in my head. In my head, 1 always screw everything up and make a
fool of myself. I can't stop myself from thinking like that, it just always happens. [ screw up the

simplest things in my head. As long as | know people are paying attention to me, ] immediately

= . A Comment [s13): Instead of summarizing, tum
feet like I've made a giant fool of myself. It's just how it always goes. this into a scene, with dialogue and detalis on how
you felt. | do ke the “see, that's not how It ever
goes in my head, etc”-maybe you can keep that and
Insert It at the end of the scene. |
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So here I'm sitting, literally dying, with no one around me noticing. Not that they would
care, anyway. At most, they'd probably just think what the hell is wrong with him? and move on.
They wouldn't ask or worry. Or so | thought. I was lost in my own cynical thoughts when | heard
a voice.

"Jason, are you alright?” My English teacher.-a »oung men-in his-mid-20s_asked, Only
now was everyone in the class looking at me.

1 nodded, not daring to say a word,

Mr. Asher looked at me for a moment before nodding and continuing with the class. 1
was a bit amazed by the whole thing. | think that was the first time a teacher, or anyone really,

has asked me if | was okay. Maybe it was because he was so close to my age; 1'd heard that this

was only his second vear teaching. | was oddly samewhatrelieved someone had noticed and at

least cared enough to actually ask.

{The rest of the class was a bit easier for me. After a few deep breaths, | manazed-to
eatracalmed myself down-a-bit, Hieparbeptsb - hadweeleomed-me—whose pame F now knaw is
Ashley, sat down and talked to me for a while after Mr. Asher was done with the class. The bell
rang and cut our conversation short.

"We don't have second period together, but I'll see you later, okay?" She-she said as she
picked up her books and waved goodbye, swalkingaway,

I stood up te-and was about to pick up my things, but Mr. Asher called my name.

"Jason, ¥d-like-to-talk-te-vou-about something " Hesaid—Canwould you please eome

here-duringJunchstop by my classroom during lunch? #s5erieus!'d like to catch up with you for

a few minutes."
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Comment [s14]: A teenager wouldn't think of
his teacher as a “young man®.

Comment [s15]: Okay. What you need before
this paragraph is a scene. Stant with the girl
introducing hersef, maybe, and a couple of the
maln character’s thoughts, Then the panic attack
happens, and then the teacher asks how Jason [s
doing. We'll learn of Jason’s name through dialogus;

_Erample :

| you don’t need to tell us, Remember that the panic

attack s an event. Don't Interrupt it with musings,
too much back story, and lucid thoughts. A panic
attack means panic, not thinking logically.

| Comment [$16]: H you do what | mention

above, we'|l already know by this point that her
name is Ashley. |

| Comment [517): Doesn't the dlass end when the |

bell rings? Usually there Isn’t much time to talk in

| the classroom before the bell rings,

Comment [s18]: If she’s waving goodbye, | can

| picture her walking away, so you don’t need to tef{

us.

Comment .[5-19]: Was anyone. ehsa In the |
classroom at this poim? In any casa, the teacher

| would keep It light, See my changes. i
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I got nervous, and | was wondering if it had anything to do with the fitepisode [ had in
class.

"Yes, sir," | answered, nodding. | picked up my things and tumed around.

As | started off, Hheard-Mr. Asher bekind-mesaid, "Well, okay. Welcome to the school!”

I forced my way down the hallway through the crowds as | looked for classroom 17.
When i | finally stumbled in, I saw her. She was beautiful, with pale skin and blonde long hair in
a braid. She turned around and I saw her face, her delicate features, and her green eyes, 1 aaly
stood there, completely captivated. She walked up to me and introduced herself.

"Hey, there," her soft voice echoed in my head, "You're Jason, right? Nice to meet you,
I'm Cynthia." As she spoke, I couldn't help but notice the smile etched on her face, the small
laugh she corstantly lets out when she talks. "Come on, sit next to me.”

Ehe ded 10-me the seat Fghd pest 1o hers. Bhe was siting-up-front.-As she Jed the way to

the front of the room, | was-a-bitunsure-whetherto-sit-up-frontwasn’t sure that | wanted to sit
that close to the teacher apain (telf us why}-againlike-last-peried, but that-melted-awayl had to be
near hertlasiepasd4rak o Lol Hisdh e oedmmme bespees b bo boebab e, b istrod it beaet

dumped mynsy stuff dewn-on the desk and sat down. She did the same. I could smell her

perfume/soap/'shampoo.

"Sorry, 1 just get really excited about new students, and you're cute,”." shke-Cynihia
laughed.

1 let out a smal] laugh;-. "No worries.”

"So tell me. Which school did you transfer from?"

"The academyAcademy.” Ayres scademy Academy, actually, but it's mostly called the

aeadessy-Academy around here.

Page 4 of 6

Comment [5207: ¥ she tumed, you wouldn't yet
know you were beautiful,

Comment [£217: This is a livthe confusing to me-
you're switching between when you first meet her
and looking back. Let us meet her with you,

Comment [522]: Why?

Gt.m'l-ment [573]:. Bring us into the moment by

. using all of the senses.

Comment [$24]): Sounds like everyone knaws
about this schook-capitalize It
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"Really? Wow. And-wihyWhy did you transfer here in the middle of October?"

I cleared my throat. ] didn't want to talk about that, but | knew that if she kept looking at
me-tike-that, werldl’d spill everything for the simple sake of keeping a conversation going with
her. Just then, heweverthough, the Geometry teacher walked in.-. and I was relieved. Cynthia
smiled and turned to face the teacher as she set her things down at the desk.

The teacher, Mrs. Anderson, was an elderly woman with a really annoying squeaky
voice and sarcasm that tops mine, and that's saying something. She was unbearable and 1 hated
every moment that she was speaking, but it was fine because | was sitting next-tenear Cynthia.
Sometimes in class, [ would glance at her and she was looking at me t00. Then she would offer

me a bright smile as she got back to work. | knew right then that | was falling for this girl,

The bell rang. W-and-we-had a 20 minute recess. I thought about seingte-seastopping by
Mr. Asher’s-new, but | decided to wait until lunch like he'd told me. instead, [ followed Cynthia
to the cafeteria. The-cafeterialt was huge. They sold coffee (an<-it was actually good),
sandwiches, breakfast, lunch, even hot chocolate.

"Wow..." | said.

Cynthia giggled. "Pretty nice, huh? Probably the best thing in this whole damn school "

Hed-myselfta-theWe headed for the long line of students, Cynthia follewineclase
behind-slightb-giggling at my excitement.-‘Waitine intae we keptiatidng

"Montgomery. Yours?"

"Smith,” she smiled.
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| showing us, not telling us.

Comment [s25]: what's H.ne expression on her

| face when she leams this?
| Comment [$26]: How about, why did you

transfer here at all? (sounds like the Academy lsn'ta |
place where people would want to jeave}

Cc.lmmel'lt [527]: Totally relieved? aemuse rm
guessing she's not, since he can’t keep talking to

| het.
| Comment [828]: She wasn't sitting already like

he was?

Comment [529]: Have the teacher say
something out loud, and then have him pravide
commentary on her voice and on what she says.
Then we'll knaw she's sarcastic becausa you're

Comment [530]: Awkwar if she's sitting behind
him, Have them sit next to each other.

Comment [531]: Tell us this after you start
drinking it
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1 like the premise of this story, and I’'m drawn in right awav by the panic attack. [ think

you need to_go step-by-step, scene-by-scene. Take out the backstory-al least most of it-bring us

into the panic attack, and then have us meet these people with vou in scenes. I'd be interested

reading a re-write.
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