Day 1

Write one line. Delete.  Write another.  Back space into nothingness. Glance up at the sudden noise of a lawn mover (Really?  A lawn mower?!).  Squint at the blank screen and suddenly my right contact pops out.  I ignore it and frantically jam a first line onto the empty space.  Tempted to delete but prod on.  Through my mushy vision, I continue onto another line.  Then nothing.  I spy the contact hiding behind my water bottle.  Pour water on contact, slip it back on, clearing up my world but not my thoughts.  
I lean back onto the couch, and the dog yelps. 
“Bella, why the hell are you sitting behind me?” I ask idiotically while she looks at me questioningly.  Yea, like she is really going to answer..  I stare at the blinking icon. It seems to be taunting me. (“You wanted to be a writer.  What a joke! Can’t write a sentence and the fool wants to be published”) 

Pause. Watch the time change on the cable box from 1:23 to: 1:24 to: 1:25 until it finally smacks me with 1:42.   Time’s up.  
Day 2

I start typing:  Ok, more like copying and pasting.  I had watched Finding Forester (for the 100th time) and Sean Connery’s advice to “Jamal Wilkins” seemed to make sense: “Just start writing, and the words will follow. [Hands him an old article of his].” 
I raced towards my blog and blindly highlighted my first post. Suddenly, I had a paragraph and 99 words! Pause.  Reread.  Delete a line.  Down to 78 words.  Damn.  I hear the dog panting in the background (is she thirsty?  When was the last time I gave her food?).  Shake head.  Focus.  Write three words. (“I hate writing.”) Pause.  Read.  Grimace.  Delete.  
Then delete some more.  I erase as fast I can convince my fingers to move.  
Do word count.  Shit.  Only 30 words.  Fingers paused over the keyboard ready to spit out brilliance, but eyes inadvertently look over to the timer.  Fuck.  24 minutes and I have only managed 2 lines.  Time’s up.

Day 3

I am prepared.   Did some reading, looked at some old photos for ideas, and bought several writing books from Amazon.  I am ready! I click on the timer, and the Rocky soundtrack turns on in my head.  Nothing.  Quiet. Dog panting in the background.   I reread the 30 words, and I have a vision of crumpling up my laptop, throwing it in the trash, and withdrawing from the course.  The timer looks at me 28 minutes later.  Nothing. The blank page got lucky because I had nothing to shit on it. 

Time is up.  Silence.
