A Typical Day of My Life

  

 Most people’s nightmares never come true. Mine do, every school morning. I see teachers that aren’t there to teach, but to terrorise. On one side of their desk, I see a volcano of homework and on the other I see a mountain of detention slips, which they use to punish the young innocent victims.
Just as the school day in my nightmares is about to end, there’s a magnificent burst of light. It’s like I’m being rewarded in surviving for my long and tiring day at school. However, to my utter disappointment my mum rushes in and swings open my window curtains and shouts, “You’ll be late, it’s already 6 o’ clock!” This is when the real test begins. No matter when I sleep at night, I can never get up before 6 o’clock in the morning. I’ve got two brothers who go to school and I’m always the last one to get up and manage to get ready.

I usually end up doing everything in a hurry. I run down the squeaky stairs, have a wash, grab an Oreo before I finish off the homework that I started the night before and have to hand in this morning.

By now it’ll probably be about 6.40. I’ll open the door, step out and just as I’m about to close it, my mum yells out, “Don’t slam the door!” I run down the driveway and wait for my school bus to come. Every day I usually see my neighbour’s Lamborghini Spider shining in his garage, which makes me start dreaming about the day when I’ll own one of those. My ambition is to have seven luxurious cars, one for each day of the week.

After half an hour I finally reach school. At the front gates is normally a group of teachers looking for their next victim. They’re rubbing their hands together looking forward to the day ahead with an enormous grin on their evil faces.

Then suddenly I get the vibes that they’re staring at me. I quickly put my brain into gear and start to think what I’ve done so I could make an original excuse. Now I’m about ten steps away from them and I still haven’t thought of what I’ve supposed to have done wrong. Now I’m about two baby steps away and suddenly I notice that there aren’t any other pupils around. I’m late!! I rapidly start to think of an excuse, but too late!!
I put my hands over my ears just as the teacher thunderously bellows out, “You’re late!!!!” I start saying the first things that come into my sleepy head and it’s usually something like this, ‘Sorry, our bus had an accident” or “I woke up late” or may be, “I’ve been chased by a dog”. Eventually I just give up and surrender and put my hand out for the detention slip.

Of course, not all teachers are born to be evil. There are teachers who are really nice, teachers who all the students look up to.  I’ve always wanted to know where teachers have come from. Are they humans? If they are humans why would they want to become teachers? My life-long challenge is to answer all these questions and many more. 

I can’t really say much about school apart from it’s so boring and I can remember hardly anything that happens all day and five days a week. The only times that I have a bit of fun is at break and lunch times, when we’ll play a game of football or cricket.   

At the end of the long day, my brand new pen has run out because of all the work that we have to do.

On the way back, I walk lazily towards my bus. It takes about forty minutes to go home. When I eventually do get back home, I can’t be bothered slamming the door, so I leave it wide open.

I can’t be troubled to change my clothes and just sit there playing on my PlayStation 3 trying to complete the game I started six months ago. 

In the evening, I surf the Internet, e-mail a few friends, play some games and research some boring homework, or maybe I’ll just carry on with the games.
I go to bed at about 11pm, but can never get to sleep until really late. Then I wake up and my nightmare starts all over again! 

