Quick
------------a TP article by i.THyra

“I...I just cannot write...not now...” said I to Myself.
“A challenge this time, eh? A 365-word short story...” said Myself.
“I use to have trouble controlling length,” said I, deflating into my chair.
“And now you cannot even begin,” Myself finished the sentence for me. “It’s still longer than your school essay requirements, though.”
“You speak as if those were actually things I wished to write. T’s been long since we reached the consensus that those essays are just shit.”
“Yet you mange to overdo them and turn in a four hundred words when asked for only two hundred,” Myself said. He took a bite of an apple.
“Where did you get that apple?” I snapped. “You cannot simply grab an apple out of thin air. My writing must be consistently logical.”
“Not when I’m around,” Myself said. He took another bite of the apple, the crunch annoying me even more. “‘An apple for walking and a pipe for sitting.’, but I shall tweak that a little. An apple for sitting and nothing for walking, lest we choke.” He shook his apple wielding-hand at me as if the small round fruit was a pointing stick.
“You realize you can actually write whatever you want, right? Have your Maths teacher jump over Mars, or name your main character Max Venturi Swooshsiky. No one’s gonna care.”
“But...”
“But what? You keep writing sci-fi and everything has to logical. Even if you don’t write sci-fi, you literally cut off good story opportunities because they ‘won’t happen like that’. You can’t just deny everything that comes to mind!” Bits of apple flesh flew out from his mouth.
“FINE. I’ll write something, just not now. I want to finish what I started.”
“Well do it then. Get the prompt done and go back to work.” Myself chucked the apple at me, which I disintegrated with a snap of my finger.
“You can’t even snap in real life,” Myself said.
“Doesn’t matter,” I spat the words at him. “I can here.”
“Getting the hang of it already huh?” Myself laughed. He stopped the words “Doesn’t matter,” in its flight and shoved them into a rubbish bin. “Now go get it done.”   
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