Chapter One

“Daniel, wake up! Spring break is over, time to go back to school.”

This was the voice I heard as I lurched out of bed. I glanced at the clock on my nightstand. It read 6:45. Just a few days before, I had lurched out of that same bed, looked at that same clock, and it had read 4:30. Well, that second time, the PM light was on. This morning, however, was not the case. A week and a half of no school was over. Two more months, and then it would be summer. I fantasized about this as I stood in the shower like a zombie. Well, not so much a zombie, but more like a turkey in the sense that I was staring at the nozzle, mouth agape, streams of water hitting the inside of my mouth and bouncing out. This would be a rough morning.

When I finally stumbled out of the shower, dried my hair, brushed my teeth, and put on my clothes, I was roughly one third awake. I trudged downstairs to my usual morning post at the computer. I sat and stared at the screen for a bit, talking to some of my “internet acquaintances,” per se. These were people I had never met personally, but I had known them for at least a year or so through the powers of the Internet.

When 8:00 finally rolled around, I put on my jacket and bookbag and walked to the bus stop. After standing in the freezing cold for a few minutes, the bus finally came and I rode it to Southwest High School. We arrived, and I got off and walked in.
I made sure to make as dramatic an entrance as possible, because I loved to see my friends laugh. My dramatic entrance failed a bit in the fact that my feet are big and people usually set their stuff down in the morning. Pain ensued. I recovered, though, and I embraced my girlfriend, Rose. We had been going out for over two months and I could not have been happier with her.

I also made sure to greet my other good friends. Richard, my best friend, who was one of my few rivals in smarts, greeted me with a sarcastic “I love you,” before cracking up and giving me a high five. Shannin, who was leaning on the wall next to Richard, waved enthusiastically, causing one of her earphones to pop out. Shannin was one of the few girls I knew who was taller than I was. This is a feat mainly because I am pretty tall for my age. Gwen also had earphones in her ear and greeted me with a spaced-out wave. She always seemed to be in her own little world. I didn’t really care, since I seemed to be there with her.
Zack was also there, talking to what seemed to be no one about the sporting event last night that did not go in his favor. Richard seemed to be listening, smiling and nodding at every other one of his statements.

My morning with my friends was relatively short-lived, as I had arrived a tad late, and the bell rung shortly after I arrived. I accompanied Rose halfway to first period, because we shared the same route until we had to split up. I hugged her before I parted ways with her. I walked outside into the trailer where my first period, Writing I, was.

This class is one of those classes you can sleep through and still make As. Well, at least, that’s what I was able to do, and Gwen hated me for it. The teacher, Mr. Tillman, always seemed to go on long rants about totally unimportant (and sometimes inappropriate) things at a whim. However, I was awake when I needed to be, and I aced all my tests, including the midterm which I scored higher than Gwen on. She didn’t take too kindly to it.
After enduring Gwen’s wrath, I walked to second period, which was Honors Algebra II. Richard sat behind me in this class, and Mrs. Hall was our teacher. I don’t believe anyone in the class liked her. I slept through this class sometimes, too, and I also made As in this class. People hated me for this as well. I couldn’t help it that I was smart, though.

Lunch followed. Rose and Gwen were both in my lunch, and a few other friends of mine shared it with me. Joey, my friend since third grade, seemed a bit out of place, but I didn’t mind. We usually laughed until we cried. Elizabeth was also here, but we all called her Lizzie. Joey was not there that day, which really didn’t surprise me. He wasn’t really a “star student,” so to speak.
Lunch was one of my favorite times of the day. Half an hour with some of my best friends and some of the worst food in the world. Ah, yes, I’ll never forget those days. It never seemed to last long enough, though. Before I knew it, it was time for third period.

I didn’t know why I took Art I. I hated to draw, because I just didn’t have the patience. At least I had it with Gwen though, which made it a bit easier. We drew babies that day. Mine looked horribly deformed, but I love my baby no matter what he looks like.
Next period, and last period, was Drama I. This was one of my more favorite classes, because it allowed me to be myself. I was extravagant and I soaked in all the attention I got. I could have been called a teacher’s pet, but I didn’t really mind. Joey’s sister was in this class with me, as was one of my friends, John, and one of my closer friends, Rebecah. We were currently focusing on Shakespeare. I never knew how perverted that man was.

When the final bell rang and everyone rushed outside, I immediately met up with Rose, who was with her “bus buddy,” Jack. We waved bye to Shannin, Richard, and Zack, and walked to the buses. When Rose and Jack reached their bus, I gave Rose a hug and a quick peck on the cheek and jogged off to my own bus.

The bus ride was uneventful, like just about every other day. When I got home, I walked my dog, Molly, and sat at my computer for about an hour until my dad got home. We ate out, and when we returned, I once more sat at my computer, talked to people, and when my dad finally ordered me to go upstairs and go to bed at around 11, I turned off the computer and turned out all the lights and walked up the stairs. I stood at the sink and listlessly brushed my teeth. 

I walked out of the bathroom, said, “Night, dad,” and walked to my bed. I crawled in, turned out my light, and tossed and turned for a while before finally falling asleep.

*
*
*
*
*

Some of you may be wondering why I told you about that day. Some of you may also be wondering why I’m breaking the fourth wall, but that’s not important. That day seemed normal, and that is exactly what it was: normal. That’s what’s important about it, though.

It was the last normal day of my life.
