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		Description

based on a true story.
Scroll Pattern, a writer, brings his books to the golden oak library.
he really hopes that it would be a succes, but things doesn't turn out very wel.
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nx5GwULPU90
In the memory of RainbowDashrules95
This tale is based on a true story that happened here on FimFiction. So this should contains real comments from the site, real usernames and existing story titles. But I didn’t know or it’s legal or not, and I was to lame to look it up, so I changed the real names, so no one  could ever judge me for that. 
Safety first.
*****
“Finally, my first book is ready” Scroll Pattern held the thin book in his hoofs and gave it a small hug.
Filed with pride, and the book under his frontlegs, he stepped toward the Golden Oak Library so he could put his story among the other books.
“Twilight? Are you here?” Scroll Pattern asked when he entered the library.
“yeah, I’m here.” Twilight walked out the kitchen so she could see her guest. “why, hello Scroll. Glad to see you again.” Scroll was a pony who visited the library each two days. He was almost such an egghead as Twilight.
“yeah, It’s me…again” he smiled. He showed his paperwork to his friend. “guess what I did last week?”
Twilight took the book and read the title. “A New Leaf for Twinkle Tale” she looked up from the cover and looked Scroll straight in the eyes. “you wrote it?” she asked.
“yup, all by myself. It’s actually a rewritten end of an old Daring Do book, but I think it’s pretty good.” He surveyed Twilight to see what her first impression was while she read a few pages. He saw that she had mixed feelings about it. she smiled and than she looked confused. He couldn’t make up something from her body language.
Twilight closed the book and than looked back at Scroll Pattern. “well… I’m glad that you found a new hobby …” she started.
“yeah, I’m happy with that too. You know, I read so much books for about … two years or so, and now, I finally had the mood to write one by my own.” At that moment, he looked nonchalant around “so… now was my question… can I, I don’t know, put my work on one of your shelves? You know… so other ponies can read it too. See it as a try out” Than he looked from the corner of his eyes to Twilight.
Twilight was a bit stunned. She didn’t like the story so much, mostly because -if you look it stern- it’s a fanfiction. And that kind of stories are mostly hated. But she didn’t want two offend her friend by torn down his proposal. “euh… erw… sure… of course you can. And better, I’ll recommend you’re book to other ponies too …” she already had regrets of this, but it was difficult for her to say no now she’s a princess.”
“oh, thank you, thank you, thank you!” Scroll Pattern hopped around. “my first story! Coming soon, ponies will ask me to write a second story, and a third,… and then, after a few books, I’ll get as famous as A.K. Yearling”
“Don’t get overexcited Scroll.” Twilight said. “you know that it’s hard to get famous as a writer.”
“I know…” he stood still and looked to the ground. “but you can always dream about it.”
*****
It’s one week after Scroll Pattern put his book in the library. Scroll was trotting toward the library and in his saddlebag, he had a second story. Not a fanfic this time. He knocked on Twilight’s door, but he was to impatient to wait, so he immediately entered and yelled Twilight’s name.
“Hello Scroll, how are you doing?” She asked.
“it can’t be better. And look” he took his new book out of his saddlebag. “my second story. It’s called ‘The Rudiments Vs. Their Fiercest Enemies’”
‘the title is better this time’ Twilight thought to herself.
“but first, I’ve got a few questions. Did somepony read my book?” he stared at Twilight. 
She felt kind of awkward and was thinking about a way to say things as friendly as possible. “well, there were a few ponies who euh…tried to read your story…”
“how much?” his smile was bright  and hopeful.”
“well, hum…three.” She coughed.
“Scroll’s smile disappeared. “three. How well, one week is not very long though. But did they said something about it?”
Twilight began to scratch the back of her head. “hum well, to be honest, yes.”
“something good?”
“euh… well, one of them had no opinion, so that’s not good nor bad.”
“and the others? What did they said about it.” he started to lose hope.
“well, let’s say that they didn’t like it as much as you wanted to.”
Scroll looked disappointed to the ground. 
“Scroll, it’s not that bad. Maybe you should write something else but fanfictions.”
Scroll’s face cleared up. “you’re right Twilight. And that’s exactly what I did. Here” he gave his now work to Twilight. “can you do the same for this book one more time please?”
Twilight sighed. “of cours. But don’t be disappointed if it doesn’t give the expectance that you want.”
“Thanks Twilight. I’m realy happy that you want to do this. He turned around and left the library. He was still a bit down about the dislikes. ‘hopefully is this one better.’ He thought.
*****
“four ponies read it, four ponies did down it.” Twilight sighed. She put the newest book of Scroll back on a shelf. At that moment, an other pony entered the library. It was a nice looking stallion with a yellow fur and long brown manes and a screw driver as cutie mark. “good afternoon sir, how can I help you.” Twilight said and she trotted to the handsome pony.
“hello ma’am, I’m looking for new lecture to relax from my stressful life.”
Twilight cocked one eye. “okay sir …”
“please, call me Derec” he interrupted her.
“okay than… than you can call me Twilight”
The stallion nodded and smiled as a way to say hello.
“anyway, I’ve got a new book. The writer brought it yesterday, so it’s an unique piece.” She levitated the book from the shelf and gave it to Derec.
“the only specimen he? Well, it’s a bit short, but ill try it.”
“I have to say that the writer is a bit inexperienced” what twilight actually tried to say was that she recommend this book, only because she was asked to, and secondly she hoped that this would made his comments about this story a little bit nicer.
“that doesn’t mean that it’s bad. Or else you wouldn’t recommend this, right?” Derec asked.
“Twilight was stunned. She didn’t know what to say. “just… just read the story and tell me your opinion.”
“okay then.” Derec smiled and he left the library with the book in his saddlebag.
*****
“give me an other cider please.” Scroll slammed his jar on the cassock and laid his head down.
“why so depressed kid?” the barkeeper asked.
“nothing” he mumbled.
“you drank five ciders in less than one hour. You can’t say that everything is okay”  the barkeeper said while she brought him another glass.
“It’s just…everything is turned a bit …” Scroll sighed once. “let’s just say that I’ve got to find another dream.”
The barkeeper cocked her head “what do you mean kid?”
“well, I wanted to be a famous writer, but my first story is pulled down.” Earlier this day, he went to Twilight to ask what the real comments were for his first story. Twilight couldn’t do else than telling him the truth, and the harmful reactions depressed him even more than the fact that there are so less readers. That made it even worse.
“don’t let those comments pin you down kid.” the barkeeper said after she heard the harsh comments about his book. “it’s just your first book. And besides, the fact that it’s anonym, made your readers tell the brutal truth. And most things are probably exaggerated”
“I know…” Scroll took another sip of his glass. “I hope that my second story will do better.”
“of course it’ll do better.” The barkeeper took Scroll’s hoof. “just don’t let those dislikes rise to your head, okay?”
Scroll nodded. “maybe you’re right. Maybe I am overreacting.” He finished his drink. “Tomorrow, I’ll go to the library and I’ll ask Twilight how my book did it. and you’ll see, it’s at least ten times better than my first book.”
“That’s the spirit.”
Scroll wanted to leave the bar, but the barkeeper yelled him back.
“you forgot something kid!”
Scroll Pattern turned around and saw that she was waving with a small paper.
“your bill.”
*****
Derec sat in his couch reading the book. He just started forty-five minutes ago, but the he was already reading the last page.
“this is … bad and good at the same time.” He thought to his self. “there are jokes in it, the story line is good, but, he rushed over it, and there are a few face-slap moments in it, and not everything is very clear. He put down the book and took a piece of paper from his desk. “but I see potential in it.” he took a quill and started to write. “if you just rewrite this, and make it longer.” He rewrote the first chapter. He wrote two pages for the first half page of the original story. “just make it a bit longer.” He looked at the clock and saw how late it actually was. “dang it.” he cursed. “I have to be fast if I want to return this book before closing time.” He ran out and ran as fast as he could to the library. The moon wasn’t up yet, but Celestia was already lowering the sun.
Twilight closed the lowermost part of the door. Just as she wanted to close the uppermost part, she heard somepony yelling her name.
“Twilight! Wait!” a brown maned earth-pony ran toward the library.
“oh, hello Derec.” Twilight greated. “what’s wrong?”
“nothing” he gasped exhausted. “just …’gasp’ the book …” he gave the book to Twilight. “here”
Twilight smiled once. “silly. You didn’t had to run to return that. You could wait until tomorrow.”
“seriously? Dang it!” Derec cursed. “how well, doesn’t matter now. Anyway, now I’m here. Could you do me a little favour?”
Twilight smiled again. “what kind of favour?”
“how well, I was wondering… can you duplicate this book for me?” he asked.
“duplicate?” she didn’t heard that before. Although there were just seven ponies who read this, it was still strange that, after all those bad reactions, there is a pony who seems to be interested in the book. “of course. where is it for?” and she let Derec in.
“well, to be honest, I want to do something with this book.” He stepped inside. “But I can’t tell you much about it yet. But, can you give a private message to the writer?”
“of course I can.” Twilight said. She trotted to the her desk, took a quill and a paper and waved Derec closer. “you can write down your not and I’ll make sure that he’ll get it. I look in the mean time for a duplication spell.”
Derec took the quill and wrote down:
“dear Scroll Pattern.” He knew the name ‘cause it was written on the first pages.
“You probably don’t know me, so here is a small introduction first.
My name is Derec. I’m an amateur writer be myself, and I live at the edge of Ponyville. 
First of all, your story isn’t that good. But so are my stories too. And I think that we can help eachother. 
Secondly, don’t take this as an insult. I don’t want to offend you nor your story. The storyline is pretty good. It just needs a little help
If your interested, try to make contact with me. If your not interested, you can insult me.
Greetings
Derec”
He rolled up the scroll and bound a ed ribbon around it. like a sealing. “Twilight? I’m ready.”
“okay. I’m done too.” She gave the duplicated book to Derec. 
“thanks Twilight.” He took the book and after a small conversation and a few laughs, he went back to his house. After a few minutes of walking, he saw a drunken stallion, with a determined look on his face laying in the ditch. He heard the drunken pony mumbling some incomprehensible moans.
“…better than first … enemies … comment … buck you …” was all Derec understood. He ignored the drunkard and start to think about the first chapter that he wanted to rewrite.
“maybe something with a picnic.”
*****
Next morning, Scroll Pattern woke up with a terrible headache. “I’ll never drink again.” He know that he would break that promise soon or later he went to the bathroom and bruched his teeth. He watched his self in the mirror. “man, I look bad.” He said. “and where does this mud came from?” he washed the brown spots away and than went to the kitchen to get a breakfast.
He took a box with oats and some milk. He ate real slow. He know that he promised himself to go to Twilight to ask how his story was doing. But he didn’t want to. He was to afraid for the reactions. “maybe I should wait an other day before I go check it out.” He mumbled to himself. Than he nodded. “yeah. I’m go’na wait one more day. Maybe two.” He sighed and continued his meal.
After he cleaned up he heard a hard knock on the door. He opened it and saw Twilight was standing in front of him. “oh…hay Twilight…” he said shocked. “c…come in.”
“no thank you. I’ve got not that much time. Pinkie invited me and the others for dinner, and I have to help, so…”
“dinner?!” Scroll Pattern asked stunned. He turned around and saw that it was already four o’clock. “did I really slept that long?”
“anyway… I was here to bring you something…” she gave him bunch of papers.” everypony who read your story has also written a comment for you…only because I asked to.”
Scroll rolled with his eyes, sighed and than looked depressed at the ground. “thanks” he moaned. He stared at the paperwork that he didn’t even noticed that Twilight had left his house.
He counted the likes and dislikes. “two likes…twenty-eight dislikes.” He sighed.
He picked a few comment and read them. “worst story ever” he threw that paper away and took the next one. “this story gave me cancer!” next “you rushed over it which violated the characters.” Next, next, next…
“all negative!” he threw al the papers away. “that’s it. I’m done. I’m going to banish myself from my writing desk. No more story writing for me. Never.” Than, a rolled up scroll catches his eye. ‘private message’ was written on it. he removed the red ribbon and read it.
He sighed. “Derec, Derec, Derec.” He walked to his desk and took a paper:
“I’m all done with writing. I’ve already decided to banish myself from the library.”
“short, but it’ll do.” Scroll thought to himself. He rolled up the paper.
Later that evening he went to the post office to give the letter to Derpy Hooves. And for a few drinks. When he was thrown out the bar because it was closing time and he didn’t want to leave, ha staggered home and felt onto the couch. And groaned something to himself. 
‘goodbye library’
*****
next day, Twilight was in a busy discussion with Scroll. “why do you want to banish yourself from the library? You love reading and you like writing.”
“it’s none of your business. Just banish me!” Scroll said annoyed. 
“you know that there is no way back?”
“yes! That’s the meaning.”
Twilight sighed. She hated when she had to banish ponies from the library. Because she wants that the library is accessible for everyone. Even after a small misdeed in the library. But sometimes it was really necessary and she can’t do else than expel someone . And this was the first time somepony asked for his own banishment. 
“okay than… you win” Twilight sighed. 
“finally.” Scroll said.
*****
“mister Derec? Are you here?” a grey pegasus yelled in the letterbox. 
“Derpy? What are you doing here?” Derec came outside and walked to the yellow maned pony.
“I’ve got a letter for you” she said and she fell on her but. She put a hoof her post-bag, pulled a muffin out it and muffled it into her muzzle. “you want one two?”
“no thanks” Derec said and he looked a bit awkward to the pony with the crossed eyes. “so?” he started when the mail-mare swallowed the last piece of her muffin. “where is this letter?”
“right here!” she exclaimed and she gave the letter to Derec.
“thanks.” He opened the letter and read it.
“this is not good.” He said when he finished reading it. “I must stop him before it’s to late.”
*****
“and with those word, I’ll banish you from the Golden Oak Library. From now one, your not welcome anymore and you don’t have any access anymore to the books either. For ever!” Twilight said. And with those words, Scroll Pattern disappeared and appeared hundred meters outside the library 
“yes! I’m out! I’m officially bookworm of. No writing, no reading. Never. No more comments, no nothing.” He trotted away to his favourite bar to continue with the thing where he stopped with last night…drinking.
In the doorway, Twilight looked to the poor stallion who quit his hobby ‘cause of a few negative comments. “maybe I should write princess Celestia a letter about this.” she stared a bit longer at Scroll Pattern and just as we vanished from the sight, she saw a stallion running toward her tree-house.
“hello Derec…” Twilight said surprised.
“Twilight… gasp… can….don’t…” Derec stopped talking to recover his breath. “pff. My condition is not what it’s used to be.”
“what’s wrong?”
“oh…what ever you do, don’t banish Scroll Pattern.” He took a few papers out of his saddlebag. “tell him that I rewrote his first chapter. Tell him that I can help him, but don’t banish him.”
“I’m sorry Derec, but your just to late. He’s gone now.”
Derec sighed and looked a bit down. “why…”
*****
don’t let the negative comments takeover you. The only important thing is that you enjoin writing your story and the fact that there are people who can appreciate your work. 
Your own opinion is important.
*****
I wrote this story for rainbowdashrules95 because I know exactly where he’s (or she’s) been trough. It’s very frustrating when you wrote a story and than get ten times as much dislikes than likes, negative and insulting comments or off-putting reviews. But the thing is, don’t give up. That’s the most stupid thing you can do. Don’t give up because of a few negative comments.
*****
and as last extra thing. When you read about my OC, you probably sometimes think that I’m an egocentric jerk. But hay, That’s me.

			Author's Notes: 
this is just a s short story that I wrote, just after rainbowdashrules95 banished himself.
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