
“Timing is Everything”

One more day. One more day of agony until my package arrives. I 

have already been waiting four days for my package to arrive. No one 

knows what my package is, not even my parents.  I have all but one day 

left until my package arrives.  I cannot wait for my package to arrive. I 

finally got enough money to pay for it and now that I've ordered it, I 

cannot wait for it arrive. When I woke up for school this morning, I was in 

such a rush to get ready for school, that I completely forgot about my 

package. It wasn't until I saw a package on my way to lunch that I was 

reminded that I had a package of my own arriving today. When I got into 

my 3rd hour, I was so focused on the idea of my package arriving today that 

I didn't hear the teacher calling my name:

 “ Brenna......Brenna....BRENNA!!” yelled Mrs. Richardson.

“ Oh uh yes, Mrs. Richardson?,” I Replied.

“ I asked you if you did the homework you missed for last week?” She 

replied.

“ Oh no I didn't. I have been really distracted lately,” I replied.

“Brenna, that's the third time you haven't done your missing work 

and this trimester just started,” She responded.

“ I know, but like I said, I have just been really distracted lately,” I 



said.

“Well that is no excuse for not doing your assignments, Brenna,” She 

snapped back at me.

“Can I just turn in the assignments on Monday?” I asked.

“I will accept the assignments but you only get half credit for them,” 

Mrs. Richardson replied.

“ I suppose that's fair,” I said.

Mrs. Richardson then returned to her lecture on the effects of alcohol 

on brain functionality. I tuned her out and returned my focus to counting 

the seconds until the end of the hour. Before I knew it, the hour was up. I 

trudged on to my next hour, Physics. I was not looking forward to sitting 

through that class today. I had completely forgot to study for my test today 

and I didn't know how to do any of the problems. I hadn't been paying 

attention in that class for the past week.  I hadn't been taking notes all 

week. Everyday I had just been counting the seconds until the day ended, 

tapping my pencil to the rhythm of the clock ticking. After what seemed 

like and eternity, the bell finally rang.

As soon as I sat down in my 5th hour, I began tapping my pencil on 

my desk with the passing of each second and before I knew it, the bell was 

ringing. I rushed out of the classroom and was almost all the way to the 

bus when I remembered that I needed to get something signed for the trip 



my English class was taking. I turned around and rushed back to my locker 

and grabbed it. By the time I got back outside, the buses were pulling 

away. “Now how will I get my package in time?!” I thought to myself. I 

began running home, which was 2 miles away, I ran for about a mile and I 

couldn't run anymore. I walked as fast as I could on the second mile home. 

When I finally reached my driveway, I could see the package on my 

doorstep and I ran up to the porch picked up my package and carried it 

inside. As soon as I walked inside, I saw my parents coming up the 

driveway and I rushed into my room to hide my package until I could open 

it in private.


