Jonathan Brenner
Hour 3

Make-Up Paper


The story of the late assignment is a long one, filled with excitement and adventure. I was walking to school; I was in a good mood considering I had finished the homework that I had had in English class. However, I still had the inescapable feeling that I was being followed. I had had the feeling for some time now and it was beginning to bother me. With every glance over my shoulder I became even more frustrated and worried. Luckily the thought of finishing homework and making my English teacher happy kept me from going insane.


First hour was unbearable; the thought of having to wait two more hours to get my beautiful work to my wonderful teacher was more than I could stand. In hopes of forgetting about the two hour wait I decided to ask the teacher if I could get a drink. While in the hall I began to feel the same feeling I had had on the way to school. I could have sworn I heard footsteps behind me but I was sure I was the only person in the hall.

After getting my drink, walking in fear back to class, and getting back to work I began calm down and the hour went by much faster than I had expected. However, even though I was glad the hour went by fast, I remembered that feeling I kept having. Sure enough the feeling returned as I sped through the halls to get to my next class.


All through my second hour I tried to forget that terrible feeling I was having. I kept trying to cheer myself up with the thought of the happiness my completed homework would bring to the teacher. Sadly this wasn’t enough to completely ignore that annoyingly persistent feeling in the back of my mind. However the thought of finally getting to third hour gave me the courage to leave class for the six minutes of fear and anxiety.


I had gotten so far and could see the door to the classroom, and I was sure I was going to make it and finally thrill my teacher with my homework. But then it happened; I finally saw what and been causing that feeling I had been having. There in front of me stood a green monkey! I had read about them in history books and instantly remembered why they were a feared creature; they fed on homework! I knew I had to act fast of my homework would never make it to my teacher, so I ran in the other direction in hopes of going a different path to my classroom, but once I rounded the corner, there it stood, mocking me with its skills in agility and speed. By the time I realized what had happened my homework was in the hands of that hairy creature. Luckily I was able to grab its leg as it tried to teleport back to its homeland. The only problem with me grabbing it was that I too was teleported to the creature’s homeland. It was a place horror, so much hair, so much color, and so much odor; I knew I wouldn’t last long if I stayed here.

I lunged forward to grab my precious homework and got a hold of it. However, the creature still had a hold of it. And the inevitable happened; it ripped. At the sight of my destroyed work and the thought of my teacher not getting to experience the amazing experience that was my homework fill me with rage and a new side of me was shown. I tackled the hairy beast and stole back the other half of my homework and jumped down the hole which lead back to earth. I was back in school, but not back in front of my class, I was back at the school entrance. Waiting for me was a mass of multicolored monkeys, varying in color and stench. I later found out this was the original monkey’s family. But I was determined and this ocean of fur was not going to stop me. I pushed and shoved holding my homework tight. A trip which usually would take three minutes took what seemed like an eternity now. But after five minutes in the monkey’s world and 20 minutes in the halls, I began to see through the fog of dandruff, my English class. But in the time it took me to see the door to my class the dandruff fog had gotten so bad that I could no longer tell if I was going it the right direction. I searched long and hard for the door with no avail. My hope was all but gone and discouragement made my footsteps heavy.


After almost 30 minutes of searching, I finally found the door again. I could see my teacher and I was finally relieved as I entered the classroom, for I knew that the monkey’s where claustrophobic and would never enter the classroom. But just as I stepped foot into the class the bell rang for the end of third hour. I was too late, I had missed all of third hour and now my homework was late. Sadness filled me as I thought of all the great feelings my teacher was now missing out on because my homework was no longer perfect, torn and late, it was not worth anything anymore.

It was the ironic end to a stressful morning. I had fought multicolored monkeys from another world, overcome sorrow and no hope, and gotten a failing grade on my homework. The homework in which I held so dear, now a torn failure. I then finished the school day and walked home, now regretting wishing that that feeling was gone. Maybe next time I will try harder to get my homework in on time.
