Internal Monologue Practice

“Last Night, This Morning”

After prying myself out of bed, I looked instinctively to my alarm clock. 


“Are you up yet?” my brother demanded as he peeked into my bedroom. A toothbrush dangled out of his mouth and toothpaste foam covered the lower half of his face.



“Yes, I’m up, I’m up,” I grumbled. Pulling on my pants, I shooed away the fraternal annoyance that is my brother. 

I knew the bus would arrive in a matter of minutes. Scrambling, I tried to gather all of my homework, which was strewn about my room as if it were confetti at a parade to celebrate my inhuman ability to be completely and utterly disorganized. As I picked up sheet after sheet, I thought,





Then, in the midst of my ponderings on the inelegance of schoolwork, I was stopped in my tracks. Underneath the algebra homework sat an unfolded note. 

A vague memory of last night swept over me, triggered by the purple pen and the swooping handwriting. I had found it at the bottom of my bag, slipped in without my knowing it. Then I had read it and paced my room for most of the night. As the bus pulled up outside, thoughts rushed through my mind. I knew what to do: 


































