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Writers’ Block


Once again, I am sick with the worst possible illness ever. Most people are lucky just to have the perfect immune system to prevent this germ, but once they take on a profession such as mine, the body immediately is vulnerably to this. No, it isn’t contagious, but it doesn’t stay with you. This disease is known as “Writers’ block.”


What is this Writers’ Block you ask? Well, it’s a time when an author, or authoress as several amateur female writers call themselves, runs out of ideas and can’t think of the slightest idea for any story they wrote, and they can’t think of any idea for a new story. Even if they could, they wouldn’t be able to know how to word it.


Okay, I don’t really have Writers’ Block, but I don’t want to show people chapter 2 of If I could Find You without the Hell of an idea about what happened. I don’t want to act like the dub version of Magic Knights Rayearth and mention everything that happened. I also don’t want to show my Zoids and Yu-Gi-Oh fanfiction because they are more personal and no one knows whom my friend Kiki the Witch of the North is. Also, she’s in 90% of my crappy little ZSH universe that really shouldn’t exist because I got hasty and wanted her to put my OC’s, or original characters, and other people in because I was stumped on a story called Yami no Hikari, which is a total contradiction because it means Darkness of Light.


She’s also stumped and one or two more chapters left of her second rewrite of the story that made us friends, Zoids Senior High, not to mention an upcoming story of them in college. I am stuck with no place to go. After reading Reid’s short story on this same topic, my imaginary muse Kage is starting to bug me about a parody I need to write. Her twin Hikari, nickname Hika, is telling me that I should do something interesting instead of just ranting. Well Hika, let me tell you, THIS IS A STUPID CRAPPY ESSAY!


“But Repori,” she complains, using my secret name. “By mentioning me and my sister, you made it a story.”


“Shut up,” I mutter to the figment of my imagination that is quasi-famous in two sections of FanFiction.Net. “I gave you a boyfriend. I made it a love triangle. I gave you not one, not two, but three evil halves, first also being your twin, the second disappearing, and the third also after your boyfriend. WHAT ELSE DO YOU WANT?”


“Well, actually, your boyfriend wants to talk to you,” She tells me.


“Well, I bet Don, Jim, and the others already think I’m insane, now let my imaginary boyfriend, who is from a TV show made in 1993, talk to me. Leave me alone.”


She then left the front half of my mind I use for school. Now let me get back to this rant/essay.


Anyhow, normally, it lasts until people think you died or give you ideas, normally through people thinking you died. I have never had anyone ask if I died and went to writer’s heaven. Nor have I been asked if I was a professional writer. However, with a song I wrote, people have said that I should be a songwriter.


Speaking of songs, I have this sickness on a song as well, but it is a bit of a dumb song anyway.


“Repi,” The boy I fantasize as my boyfriend says to me. “Hika told me you’re going insane.”


“She’s lying.” I mutter to him. “Leave me alone for now.”


After some time of debating, he finally agreed to let me be and left. Once again, I shall return to this. Oh great, never mind what I just said. I just got sick with it on a stupid, crappy essay on it. I hate Writers’ block, and now I shall seep to the anger of having no ideas.

From the Other Side


Axela looked in the looking glass at the one she guarded, a girl named Alexa. Alexa was extremely pretty and pretty much adored by several boys, but she did not think so. The fact of the matter is, what she saw in the mirror was actually Axela looking and mocking her. Axela was not pretty, nor did she look like Alexa. This was extremely odd because normally, the guardian looked like the guarded. Most of the guardians were shocked to see that Axela was chubby, short, and covered in zits while Alexa was thin, tall, and gorgeous. They both had black hair and brown eyes, but that was where the similarities ended. She forced herself to create that look of disgust Alexa always had when she looked in the mirror. She brushed her hair, copying every movement properly. She did what the other did.


“Why did I have to have someone that was so different than me to be guarded?” she said to no one in particular. Axela knew her mother was coming due to the fact that Nina, her mother’s guarded was coming to Alexa.


“Don’t be so sad Axela,” Anin said to her. “Once in a blue moon, things like that happen.”


“Yes, I know,” Axela replied. “But when that happened, it was the opposite.”


“True, this is the first recorded time that something like this was a catastrophe,” Anin agreed. 
“Time for school dear.”


Axela left to go to school.

***


“I am so ugly,” Alexa complained, scrunching her face up at the image she saw. “Why do people think I am not?”


“Because you are not,” her mother, Nina, replied, hugging her daughter.


“You’re lying,” Alexa pouted. “Look at the mirror.” Nina looked at the mirror and then at her daughter.


“It is kind of broken,” Nina said thoughtfully. “See, where your image starts, mine is distorted.”


“Thanks for the support mother,” the girl said sarcastically before leaving for school. As she was walking, a boy named Marcus came up to her. He had blond hair and green eyes.


“Hey there Lexi,” he said to her, smiling. “I see you are as hot as ever.”


“Leave me alone,” Alexa told him. “Stop trying to make me feel better.”


“But it’s true,” Marcus protested, but that just earned him a smack in the face.


“If you lie to me one more time, Caesar,” She threatened. “I don’t know what I’d do, but I know one of us will be gone the next day.”


“Don’t commit suicide,” he replied. “There’s a shortage of perfect chests in this world. It would be a shame to damage yours.”


“Stop trying to win me over with quotes from your favorite books and movies,” Alexa said nonchalantly.


Marcus shrugged and didn’t talk to her, but he still walked with her.

***


“Having trouble with your guarded, Ela?” Sucram asked Axela.


“Shut up,” She told him.


“You don’t mean that,” Sucram said. “Because she’s hot and you are ugly.”


“Well I’m not jealous.”


“Are you her number one fan then?” He asked her rudely.


“I am not her number one fan,” Axela pouted. “I pity her for thinking she is something she is not.”


“You pity her for having a fat guardian?”


“Yes, maybe I do,” She replied. She turned her back and just ignored his constant chattering and teasing as she walked to school.

Never Give Up

I water the tree

From the star I planted

A long time ago

It has yet to emerge

And I should have given up

But I know that if I work hard

Water it and care for it

It will emerge from the soil

I may not ever see the day

But I know that if

I take care of it every day

People will look at it and say

“Lauri never gave up”
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