 
Dream Girl	Comment by Hummingbird: I wasn’t sure what a critique entailed exactly- i.e. whether I should be writing a paragraph or just adding comments.  I opted for writing comments throughout and putting this extra comment in.
  Overall, I think you have an interesting story idea.  I’d work on fleshing the characters out more, keeping them consistent and allowing the reader to meet them rather than telling us.  For instance, Molly’s sarcastic voice really comes out during the palm reader section and I loved that. 
  
  I do think it starts a bit slow.  I wonder if having them start in the car on the way to the palm reader would help dive more quickly in the story.  Molly is sitting their amongst the giggly girls, dreading the strip club and they all pile out in front of a palm readers.  Unless the Pooh Weeble is important to the whole story… 
I really did find the idea intriguing and can’t wait to read what comes next!





Chapter 1

the revelation


I was running late on the day everything changed.  
FADE IN:	Comment by Hummingbird: So is this a screenplay?  I found this confusing and a bit off putting- rather than drawing me in, it created a distance.

INT. LOCAL BAR – NIGHT

Hip, local scene. A twenty-something crowd mingles. Four YOUNG WOMEN stand among bar tables. Among them is ERIN, a bride-to-be. A fifth woman weaves her way through the crowd to join them.

	ERIN	Comment by Hummingbird: Since Erin is so happy-go-lucky, would she care if Molly were that late?
	You’re late.

		MOLLY	Comment by Hummingbird: Does Molly feel bad about being late?  Or does she think that work excuses everything- this could reveal something about her character.
	I got caught up at work.

Erin sips her drink and pouts. Molly pulls a small gift-wrapped package from her purse and presents it to Erin who smiles and squeals. She opens the package excitedly. The other women gather around.

		VICTORIA
	Aw! It’s a… it looks like a…

Victoria squints at the object.

		VICTORIA (con’t.)
	Wait, what is it?

		ERIN
		(in awe)
	A Winnie the Pooh weeble wobble.

FADE OUT.	Comment by Hummingbird: Again, why have this as a scene?  

		


I watched my sister, and she held the plastic toy as if it were the crown jewels. A warmth spread through me, and for a second I felt as though we were kids again, playing together happily until one of us wanted what the other one had and a fight broke out, often with the toy in question meeting a tragic demise in the process. Such was the fate of my sister’s webble wobble. She had been obsessed with the toys between the ages of four and six, and throughout the course of those three years, she had acquired quite a collection. Though Winner the Pooh wasn’t her favorite, it was the only one that had been broken, rendering her collection incomplete ever since.	Comment by Hummingbird: I think the idea of having a Winne the Pooh weeble wobble as a present is cute and a good way to characterize Erin.  However, I’d suggest either having her explain to her other friends that are there or  if it’s more than just a characterization and really important to the story, show who broke it and how in more of a flashback.

“Where did you get it?” she gasped.

“You’d be surprised what you can find on ebay.” 

 “Molly,” my sister smiled, “I can’t believe you remembered.” She hugged me so hard I thought I might break. 

“It’s not like you let me forget.” 

I was four years old when my little sister, Erin, was born; we were nothing alike from the start. Where I was introverted and serious she was extroverted and bubbly. I was determined and driven where she was spontaneous and charming. I was voted Most Likely to Succeed; she was voted Most Liked.	Comment by Hummingbird: I don’t think you need to over explain this way.  Details like that come through in how characters interact with each other.  Like Erin being excited about a Winnie the Pooh Weeble and Molly having worked late.

Suffice it to say, my sister was used to getting her way.	Comment by Hummingbird: When was she trying to get her way?  

“C’mon girls,” a blonde bridesmaid instructed, “we can’t be late.”

“Late for what?” I asked, as everyone began to gulp their drinks and pull on their coats.

“Victoria planned a surprise!” my sister smile-squealed.

“I hope you’re ready for some excitement!” Victoria said, winking dramatically. 

Victoria always spoke in exclamation points.	Comment by Hummingbird: I like this.  It’s not showing but it’s short and to the point.  

I hadn’t expected my sister’s friends to take us to a strip club. In fact, I had advised against it, but my sister insisted I leave the planning of the bachelorette party to Victoria, her best friend from college. “You did the bridal shower, Molly, and it was gorgeous. Victoria’s more of a bachelorette party kind of gal.” 	Comment by Hummingbird: Wanted?

“I could be a bachelorette party kind of girl,” I countered, to which my sister just raised an eyebrow.	Comment by Hummingbird: So this is interesting… does she want to be that kind of girl?  Or does she look down on that kind of girl?

She’s right; I’m so not a bachelorette party kind of girl.

As we piled into Victoria’s gargantuan SUV, I gave myself an internal pep talk:

· Try not to gasp too much	Comment by Hummingbird: I like the list but maybe be more specific.  Rather than something stupid, say make sure Erin doesn’t stuff too many bills down the mans pants.  Make sure I don’t faint etc
· Pretend to check messages on my phone if I need to avert my eyes
· Make sure Erin doesn’t do anything stupid
· Make sure I don’t do anything stupid

Still, I wasn’t prepared when we piled out of the car.

“Color me surprised.” I said as we stood in front of a brick house with a pink neon sign that read, “Pooja’s Palm Reading.”

Victoria linked one arm through mine and the other arm through Erin’s. “Pooja’s the best, the absolute best! She predicted my aunt’s divorce!”

“Impressive credentials.” 

“C’mon, Mol. It’ll be fun.” Erin beamed at me, and I couldn’t refuse. As much as I want to resent my sister sometimes, she makes it impossible.

Walking through the front door was like stepping back in time a few decades. The décor was decidedly Indian, but the color scheme was straight out of the 1970s. Ornate pillows in avocado green silk with mustard yellow sequins sat atop a window bench upholstered in a brown floral print. 	Comment by Hummingbird: I like these details..  I’d like to see more of the room. What color are the walls?  The floor, what’s the lighting?

Where there once was a door, a cluster of beaded curtains now hung (!) presumably to separate the entrance from the holy of holies. A podium stood in the corner onto which a hostess leaned. 	Comment by Hummingbird: Wasn’t clear what you meant.  Did the door disappear or open?  Or do you mean, in the doorway or the door frame?


“Hi,” Victoria said. “We have a reservation with Pooja.”

“Of course,” the hostess nodded. “Please come this way,” she said as she parted the beads to let us pass into the inner sanctum.

“I fully expect to see Greg Brady sitting in there wearing his Johnny Bravo outfit.” I whispered to Erin.

Greg Brady was a no-show. All that was inside was a round table with six chairs. The five of us sat down, not exactly sure what to do. “Pooja will be right with you,” the hostess informed us. “You may wash your hands if you’d like.” She motioned to a sink on one wall. Then she returned to her podium, beaded curtains tinkling in her wake.

My sister was the first to head for the sink, and one by one, we each washed our hands in preparation for our palm reading.

When Pooja finally arrivedm she was nothing like what I’d imagined.	Comment by Hummingbird: Tell us what she was imagining Pooja would like and then show us what she looked like


With a perfectly coifed chignon and a gorgeous mini-dress with knee-high boots, she looked like she’d just stepped off a runway. I don’t know why I expected her to be a middle-aged woman, but I did. (Stereotype?) Instead, she looked like she should be on our side of the table – a girl in her mid-twenties on a night out with her girlfriends.

“Namaste,” Pooja said as she pressed her hands together and gently tipped her head.

“Namaste,” Victoria returned the gesture.

“Is she a yogi or a palm reader?” I whispered to Erin, who refused to look at me.

“Who would like to go first?” Pooja asked. I’ll give her credit, she had an amazingly calm demeanor. It was like all the electrons in the room took a vacation when Pooja arrived. 	Comment by Hummingbird: Unsure what that means

“Erin will!” Victoria volunteered. “She’s the woman of the hour!” Victoria’s sharp enthusiasm clashed with the gentle aura Pooja had radiated. My sister smiled at Pooja and offered her hand. Pooja held it delicately and gazed at her palm.	Comment by Hummingbird: Maybe build up the calm and quiet then have Victoria break in clapping her hands and shouting or squealing rather than volunteering.  

“This is your heart line, this is your head line, your fate line, and your life line.” Pooja traced each line on my sister’s hand as she described them.

“Your heart line speaks to your emotional stability and your romantic pursuits.” Pooja examined Erin’s heart line. “You seem to be an incredibly confident person, and lucky in love,” she said. Safely benign statements. “Currently, you’re on your second great love, but there will be another.” 	Comment by Hummingbird: How can someone be lucky in love but have three failed relationships?  This would be fine if we’re supposed to think that Pooja is just making things up but I think the scene is more powerful if Molly is doubting everything but the reader sees that the palm reader is spot on.


Now she was predicting my sister’s divorce before she even tied the knot. Nice.

“The head line represents your intellect and communication style,” Pooja informed us. “Your head line suggests you have a great sense of adventure. You have an enthusiasm for life that others find contagious.” True, and true.

Pooja adjusted Erin’s hand slightly. “Now, your fate line indicates the degree to which your life is subject to circumstances beyond your control.” As she examined Erin’s fate line, she began nodding her head, as if she were having a mental conversation with it. “Your fate line tells me you don’t fear fate; you welcome it.” Again with the vague platitudes. 	Comment by Hummingbird: Funny!  I can totally picture this.

“Now,” Pooja leaned in as she spoke, “Your life line reflects things like your health, vitality, life changes… even cataclysmic events.” Pooja looked up from my sister’s palm to make eye contact. A subtly dramatic way to hit home her ominous description, I thought.	Comment by Hummingbird: You’ve been showing us Molly’s thoughts throughout without putting I thought.  It’s jarring when you do.

Pooja smiled as she looked at Erin’s life line. This where she was going to drop the bomb, I thought. Say something really out there only to vaguely connect it to the present and make believers out of us all.

“Your line signifies strength and energy. You will have a long life.” Victoria nudged my sister’s arm and grinned manically at her. If Pooja was smart, she’d hire Victoria to do her marketing.

“And it seems you’ve been hospitalized as a child,” Pooja declared. 

“You should’ve stopped while you were ahead,” my sister said playfully. “I never get sick.”

“What about the time you had your appendix out?” I reminded her. “She was in first grade, and an ambulance had to come to school to take her to the hospital,” I told Pooja.

“What are you talking about?” my sister said. “I didn’t have my appendix out.”	Comment by Hummingbird: So am I supposed to wonder if Molly is remembering a different life?  Because the palm reader is supposed to be accurate and she just told Erin that she had been hospitalized- so if the palm reader is a quack than why should I believe her about Molly?

“Yes, you did.” 

“That must’ve been your other sister,” Erin joked.

“It was impressive, actually. She wasn’t afraid of having surgery, but you were terrified when they said the surgery would leave a scar.” My sister’s mouth gaped open in shock. “Remember the night after your surgery?” I recounted the memory. “I sang you to sleep.”

I couldn’t read Erin’s face, but it wasn’t a pleasant expression. Before she could say anything, Pooja interjected.

“Whose next, ladies?

Victoria went next (of course), then the other two girls – my sister’s college friends. Finally, it was my turn. I was still stinging from Erin’s dismissal one of my favorite childhood memories. I knew my sister was concerned with her looks, but I didn’t think she was vain enough to deny having a scar.

“Give her your hand, Molly.” Victoria instructed. So, I did. 

Pooja took my hand in hers and began tracing the lines. “This is your heart line, your head line, your fate line, and your life line.” Pooja’s soothing voice dulled my embarrassment.

“Your heart line is broken, which indicates you’ve been through some emotionally difficult life events,” Pooja offered. “Your head line tells me you’re straightforward. You tend to be very logical.” That was true, and the only reason it was impressive is because she probably picked that up by the interaction with my sister. Pooja was a quick study.

“Your fate line is very deep,” Pooja emphasized “very.” 

“What does that mean?” Victoria asked. 

“It means her life is almost entirely controlled by fate.” Pooja answered, and I Erin and I couldn’t help but laugh out loud. My life could be described as many things – planned, controlled, earned – yes. Fated? No. 

“Now for your life line,” Pooja moved in to get a closer look at my hand. She stared at it intently. Then she pulled my hand closer to her face and looked again. She got up and turned on an additional light, then sat back down to continue gawking at my palm. 	Comment by Hummingbird: Where’s the light?  I like how you are building the suspense.  Try stretching it out more even.

This was getting ridiculous. Victoria, of course, was on the edge of her seat.

“What is it, Pooja?” she asked.

“I’m not sure,” was all Pooja offered. She dropped my hand and stood up. “Just a moment, please.” Then she walked out of the room. 

“That was weird,” Victoria whispered.	Comment by Hummingbird: I like how the belever whispers and Molly basically yells to show she’s not fooled.  But is she at all creeped out even a little?  Is she still holding out her hand or has she pulled it back in?  Is Victoria whispering and hunched over?  Is she smiling or frowning?  What’s Erin doing?  I would think Molly would be paying more attention to her than Victoria.

“I’m sure she’s just trying to build our anticipation as part of her act,” I said, probably too loudly.

“It’s not an act!” Victoria was offended.

“Oh, come on Victoria,” I offered, “Even you should have a hard time believing in this stuff.”

“Just because you don’t believe doesn’t mean it isn’t true.” She retorted.

Pooja came back through the door with an older woman in tow (her mother?). Pooja took my hand, and guided it towards the other woman. They began whispering to each other in Hindi, all the while their faces were just inches from my palm. At one point, the older woman took a small magnifying glass from her pocket, and through it they continued their examination.	Comment by Hummingbird: Are they both looking through a tiny glass at the same time?


“Is something wrong?” Erin asked. I was glad someone broke the rising tension, and I was pleased to note my sister seemed to be annoyed like I was.

Pooja looked at the older woman who nodded back at Pooja.

“It’s your life line,” Pooja began, “It splits.” She pointed to my palm as she spoke. “One, two, three, four, and the fifth one is here.”

“So, I should start rethinking my views on reincarnation, I take it.” 

Pooja smiled slightly, then shook her head. “Not reincarnation. Your life line encompasses only your current lifespan,” Pooja explained.

“Then what does a split life line mean?” Victoria questioned.

Pooja shifted in her seat. “It seems to signify simultaneous lives.”

“Whoa.” 

Victoria’s mind was blown, apparently.

I leaned in to Erin and said, “You only thought I worked in HR. I’m really a tattooed biker chick in my other life.”

My sister smirked. The older woman next to Pooja frowned and began speaking to me. 
In Hindi. I have no idea what she was saying, but she was very adamant about it.

Pooja calmed the woman, then turned to me. “Look, I know this sounds…”

“Crazy,” I offered.

“Well, yes.” Pooja smiled, “and I know very few people really believe in palm reading. I’m not ignorant – I know what people think when they come in here, but this is something I’ve never seen before.”

“Then how do you even know what it means?” I couldn’t help myself from asking.

“I’ve studied it. A lot of what we do is for entertainment, but it’s based on a very real, biological foundation.” She took my hand again. “The different parts of our body communicate with each other. Much like reflexology where a section of your hand or foot is connected to a specific organ or muscle group, the lines in our palms are etched based on our personalities and experiences. The roots of palm reading have a very real foundation in science.”

“Let me get this straight,” I said. “Based on my life line, you think I’m living two different lives?”

Pooja shook her head and pointed to my hand. “Not two,” she said. “One, two, three, four, five. Simultaneously.”

“Yet unconsciously, I guess, because I have no recollection of any other life, let alone four other lives.”	Comment by Hummingbird: I’d like more explanation.  Alternate realities?  Parrelel universes?  I would think Erin would be curious or at least Victoria and ask more.  Maybe Erin is jealous of the attention Molly is getting?  Or didn’t like being told she would be divorced?

“It’s not surprising,” Pooja said. “You need a catalyst for your consciousness to be awakened to your other lives.” 

“Okay, well that’s fine. I’m happy to remain in just this life. I’ll just skip the catalyst, thanks. I’m sure it’s an extra charge anyway.” I said as I stood up and began buttoning my coat. Erin’s college friends stood up, too.

“No, you don’t understand,” Pooja said. “A catalyst could be anything – an event, a person – just something that awakens your consciousness and empowers you to experience the other lives.”

By this time, all the girls were up and grabbing their purses, ready to move on to the next stop in the bachelorette party tour. Pooja kept talking, but I couldn’t hear her over the whispers of the other girls, the opening of the door, and the Hostess insisting we take business cards to pass out.	Comment by Hummingbird: Why do we never hear from the other women?  Do they just not talk?  If they aren’t important, why are they there?


“Okay, well thanks!” Victoria said as well piled out of the room and into the night, beads tinkling.
