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The Nightmare of Writer’s Hell

(Ruminations by Reid M. Haynes)

Damn! Slumped in front of his computer, Reid Haynes thought to himself, I just can’t get this story to work. 

This was what it was like for Reid. He would boot up his laptop, load up his word processor, and proceed to draw either complete blanks for hours, obsess over minor plot points, or give up. For hours on end. 

He let out a tired sigh. Character portrayal was giving him a headache. They never seemed to do what he wanted them to do, and would pick long arguments with him everyday. Even here, portraying merely himself, he was getting pulled in two directions. 

Stop lying! His alternate persona was yelling. That’s not how you are! Why not talk about the real you? Can’t you do that? 
I’m trying, blast you! He shouted to himself, and tried to continue writing. Why was he doing this anyway? Was this little exercise supposed to restore confidence? Or maybe it was just to get away from story that was causing him nightmares and anxiety. 

He did have dreams, of course. Oh yes, Reid had dreams all right. Dreams of fame, respect, a million good reviews posted up on that page for all to see. Changing minds and setting straight the universe that dared to call itself “fanfiction.”  

But were these merely dreams? Intangible sprites to swelter into nothingness upon the heat of reality? Maybe it wasn’t worth that metaphor, maybe it was. Either way, it made no difference. He’d second guessed himself so many times it became difficult to recall his first guess and whether it was right or wrong. Of course, that was part of the problem. But what are you gonna do? 

Lazily, he swept his headphones over his ears and flicked on his CD player. It burst forth with the catchy beats of Dragon Ball Z, the very series he was attempting to write about. Only this series didn’t seem like it wanted to be written. No, it was perfectly content in giving him trouble. 

And Goku, that pretentious bastard. He was the most troublesome of all of them. He never seemed to respond to his environment, and he kept trying to dull the dialogue. No, Reid didn’t hate Goku; he actually thought it would be interesting to take a seldom written about character and take him in a new direction. But he knew that if he let Goku off his leash for one moment, he’d go back to fighting and being a one-dimensional character. 

It was all giving him a headache. He had gotten few reviews for his story so far, and of those not all of them were good. Sure, you had to take the bad with the good, at least that’s he tried to tell himself. Yet he wished to be appreciated. He needed to leave his mark on the fanfiction world.

Yes, Dragon Ball Z fandom definitely needed his presence. If he left it alone, those “writers” would continue to babble on about V/B this or T/P that, the fabled couples that he detested with all his soul. Or they’d write some mindless story about G/B or G/CC. Who the hell was Goten anyway? 

He smiled. Yes, this little “bitch-fest” was coming along better than he expected. Sure, he still had to deal with the nagging of his own doubt, but at least he had gotten something done. Yes, it was easier to write about yourself that it was to write about others. 

I should do this more often, he thought sarcastically. But still he had no new ideas about what to do. Still he drew a blank on what to do. 

“Tub, tub, tub,” said the irritating voices inside his head. “Tub, tub, tub.” No, wait. That’s Gburek and McCabe continuing with this “Flubbing the Tub” crap. Yes. Complain about your classmates. That’s fun. Okay, where to start? But they soon quieted down, and Reid was left with the sounds of Gohan’s babbling once more. 

No one’s gonna know who Gohan is. So why are you writing it? His consciousness prodded about this blatant flaw in plot.

Shut up! This is stream of consciousness, he told his inner demons. They went away temporarily to be replaced by new ones. It was stream of consciousness, right. Of course it was. 

Great, now I’m screwed up here too.
Say, as long as I’m writing about myself, why don’t I give myself the cool ninja sword too? Maybe a couple of Japanese attack phrases as well. Reid laughed at this bit of ridiculousness. It’s best not to always take yourself too seriously. This was another mantra that he failed at applying sometimes.

I’ve had enough of this.
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