
Topic A


Time, I don’t have enough of it. It’s ‘Senior Year’ and it’s passing by so fast, I don’t even know where the time has gone. My friends are getting accepted to colleges, making preparations that exceed my own, when my only preparation includes finding the time to fill out a college application. I’m surprised that I’ve even been able to write this essay, time is so demanding

I don’t think I’ve had a moments rest since the beginning of this school year. At six o’clock in the morning my alarm goes off and bleary-eyed, I stumble into the shower, where I allow myself to be enveloped by a warm and gentle steam that, in its hopeful effect to arouse my senses and enliven me for the day, only makes me more tired. Faltering between sleep and consciousness, I emerge from the shower and prepare my things for school.


 If it’s a good day, I can enjoy a short but leisurely breakfast before I head out the door for school, but if I have a meeting for one of my clubs, I am forced to immediately jet out the door and blaze to school, where I’m lucky if I’ve even made it to the meeting on time. The school day that ensues is regular in course, and when I say regular I mean, it’s a little tough. Tackling two AP classes, two college courses, an honors course, and newspaper class, by three o’clock, I’m ready to slink into bed, to rest my body and mind for but a moment, but my day isn’t over yet, no, not quite. Newspaper is possibly the most demanding course that I’m taking and it requires a lot of work to be completed out of school. I’ve been in newspaper since sophomore year, but this final year involves a lot of dedication due to my responsibilities, but I digress.

If it’s a good day, I can hang out with my friends after school, maybe for twenty minutes before I make my way home to squeeze in some school work before I turn in early; sleep is precious, but the odds of that are slim, very. I begrudgingly trod to the school parking lot where I plop into the driver’s seat and head home where I have a good fifteen minutes to relax from the day, and mentally prepare myself for what is ahead. Afterwards it’s off to work, McDonalds, a grueling place, where I force myself to wear a clumsy façade. I walk into the store with a smile on my face, but after my day I’d rather just sleep. But unfortunately I have a good seven hours to spend here, seven hours that I could be doing something else, school work perhaps? No, school work will come later; right now I just have to make a little money. 


Why? Well, I have a car bill, and I won’t go into detail of all of the expenses that a car entails, I’m sure that whoever reads this will know. Most of the kids my age, I hear them say things like: “Did you see what was on TV last night?” or “Ooooh, have you seen that new music video?” I can only reply with the truth: “I don’t watch TV, I haven’t the time.” Maybe if I cut back a little I could have time. Quit piano lessons maybe, that would free up a lot of my time, and would definitely give me a little more spending money each month, it’s expensive. But I find solace in the piano; it’s a haven from insanity, and I believe that learning something like this strengthens me as a person; this is something that I strive to accomplish. 


People often ask me why I work so much, and it’s almost as if they were blind. Some of my fellow students and I are less than a year away from being on our own, away from the bastion that is our home, and a lot of us haven’t even realized what this means yet. Finding the means to support ourselves will not be an option, and the harsh truth is: mom and dad will not be here to guide us forever. This is where I have a slight advantage. Already I’m bearing a responsibility that I will carry with me for the rest of my life. I’ve been working at McDonalds for almost a year now, and everyday it gets a little easier, less stressful. Life is a little cheerier because for the first time in eleven months, I just got my first raise, and if I wanted to pursue it, I could become a manager, which, by the way, requires a certain level of maturity, especially at my age, and that is something that I have not been able to see until recently. The few kids my age that do have jobs probably don’t take it seriously, and I’ll admit, I didn’t either until lately. Now, for some reason, I look at my job as a challenge each day and it’s simple to overcome it. Sure, so far it is my first and only job, but the learning experience is invaluable and it’s not something that can be attained anywhere else but out there, in the field, I just have to search for it.


During the week, clock out time is around midnight. I make it home around 12:30, where I change out of my uniform, throw it into the wash, hydrate myself and quickly but accurately finish up any school work that I hadn’t completed at school. So I’d say about one in the morning I’ve hit the sack and am fast asleep, ready to wake up in a rough five hours to repeat the process.


Holding down a steady job and putting in as many hours as I do a week, as well as going to school and doing well at it, is just a test run for me, to prepare me for what I know is in store. I’m still alive, even though sometimes it’s a fight to stay awake, I am handling, and I can handle whatever life throws my way.

