The Boy in the Church
The boy sat on the pew, head tilted slightly forward. It was hot outside, he had been walking a long time, and he needed shelter. To the left and right of him, light pierced the stained glass windows. The sun was on the boy’s face, red and yellow and green. While sitting there he had come to a decision. He couldn’t continue doing what he was doing. His anger had passed now, but what was he going to do when it came back?	Comment by Admin: Good opening
He rested his head on his hands and looked at the floor. Cold stone lay beneath his feet.  People rested there, old bones, young bones; wealthy people. His mother had said they were just stones with names on – but he didn’t believe that. In any case he didn’t want to be one of them. He knew that now was the time to stop. But the addiction gripped him, and even now he drank to calm himself. 	Comment by Admin: If she is dead 
He took out another joint and lit it, inhaling the intoxicating smoke in the hope it would dull his pain. Strangely, he didn’t know how to roll his own joint. He always watched his friend do it for him; watched him mix the weed with the tobacco, trusting him to get it right. 	Comment by Admin: Bit obvious
The pew ends, intricately engraved with saints’ heads, glared at him. Guilt was never far from him in this church. He had once taken his girlfriend into the crypt and attempted to have sex with her there; she had wanted it; she had asked for it; but she changed her mind.  She told his father who beat him up.	Comment by Admin: ditto
Shortly after that his father received his diagnosis. He declined over six months, and his mother had to look after him. And then he died from a brain tumour. Matthew was closer to his mother than his father, even though she stuck to him like glue. Then, after his father went, she was unable to cope. She went missing, and then they found her hanging from a tree. That was when his brother took care of him legally. The boy was glad – after all, he would do anything for his brother.	Comment by Admin: to matthew? Not clear	Comment by Admin: feels a bit muddled
A soft rustle of fabric disturbed his thoughts. Quickly he extinguished his joint, crushed it beneath his feet, and buried his head deep into his hands. Someone was walking down the aisle, their footsteps echoing on the cobbled flooring. The boy listened intently. Finally a shadow passed over him and the rustling stopped. There was a brief pause. 
“You should not be smoking that here,” a deep, but compassionate voice, whispered in his ear. The boy turned to face a tall, sallow looking man, with horn-rimmed glasses.	Comment by Admin: I like this a lot well paced and developed 
“You should not be smoking it anywhere.” 
The vicar stooped down, picked up the discarded joint, and held it between his finger and thumb. 
“It won’t do you any good,” he said, holding out an open hand to the boy, “I should know, I’ve tried it.”
The boy didn’t move, neither did his face betray surprise at the unsolicited confession. The vicar proffered his hand again and raised his eyebrows.
“It really won’t do you any good.”
The boy understood the gesture, reached into his pocket, and handed over the remaining joints. He got up to leave, but the vicar placed a firm hand on his shoulder, compelling him to sit down again. The sun had now passed behind clouds, and the coloured light from the windows faded. A soft breeze had followed the vicar into the church through the open door, and as he spoke it ruffled his hair.
“Do you want to tell me what troubles you?”
“Nothing troubles me. I came in because it was hot. I’ve been walking a long time, that’s all.”
The vicar sat down in the pew in front of the boy, holding him in his gaze all the time.	Comment by Admin: Something about him? Looking forward - his age compared to his father? 
“Where have you walked from?”
The boy remained silent, his eyes focused on the stone floor.
“Have you come far?” 
The boy nodded.
“I think I’ve seen you before,” the vicar took off his glasses, sucked on the end of one of the arms, and thought.
“Yes, now I remember. I took your father’s funeral.”
The boy flinched slightly, and the vicar tried to ease his discomfort.
“How have you been since then?  It must have been such a shock to all of you.”
“He beat me up,” the boy said, raising his head, his eyes sad and desperate. “He always used to beat me up.” 
“That might have been because of his illness,” the vicar touched the boy’s forearm. “I don’t think he could control what he was doing. In the end he probably wasn’t the same father you loved.”
The boy remembered the day of the funeral; how often his mother had wished for that day, and how she sobbed when it came. He remembered his brother swaying in a drunken stupor. That was his way of coping, smoking weed was Matthew’s.
The vicar sensed there was something else troubling the boy; something deeper, more profound and recent.
“I can help you. Whatever has happened, I can help you.”
The boy said nothing. But the vicar was patient and persistent.
“My name’s Gareth, what’s yours?”
The boy replied in a gentle voice.
“Well, do please tell me what has happened to you Matthew?”	Comment by Admin: The question is too direct  and makes the ending  feel flat. Perhaps he could reassert his ability to help leaving the next section more open


NOTE
[bookmark: _GoBack]This is a solid piece but doesn’t feel as complete as the previous one. I love the half-hidden elements, the sense of confusion and the memories of guilt -  echoes of his father? If he gets angry like that does he fear to become his father? Could you work moreof his father into the exchange (maybe a comparison with the vicar?)
Good opening – closing is too straightforward
