
J. Morris

T h e  a l a r m  c l o c k  
rings at 7:00 a.m. I test 
its warranty by slap
ping the snooze bar 
into oblivion, and fi
nally decide to drag 
myself out of bed. Roll
ing out of bed, 1 begin 
to  t h i n k  a b o u t  t h e  
jo b s ,  fa vo rs , a s s ig n 
m e n t s ,  a n d  o t h e r  
things that I must do 
during the day. I con
s i d e r  t y i n g  s t r i n g s  
around my fingers to 
remind me of all the 
things I need to do. 
But then again, I do 
only have ten fingers.

I can barely keep my 
eyes open during a lec
ture on World War II. 
Then I make another 
mental note to pick up 
posterboard for an En
glish project, due to
morrow. After all of the 
s t r e s s  t h a t  1 f a c e  
t h r o u g h o u t  the day,  
there are sports prac
t i c e s ,  fol  l o w e d  b y  
drama club rehearsal, 
and then, to top it all 
off, homework! Then 

it's off to bed, 
where I set that 
s a m e  a l a r m  
clock to go off 
t h e  f o l l o w i n g  
morning.

These chores 
a r e  f a c e d  b y  
high school stu
dents every day. 
P e o p l e  c o m 
m o n l y  r ef er  to 
this as academ
ics.
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