Monday, April 20 

Dear Mr. Funk,

The worst thing that could possibly have happened just happened.  It is ten o’clock on Monday night.  The paper is due tomorrow.  I had finally decided to write my paper.  It was going really well.  I had a page already complete.  Then the awful words filled the screen.  “This program has completed an illegal operation.”  That’s right.  I never saved.  I lost everything.  It is as if the computer reached out and cut away a piece of my heart.  As I write this, the computer is laughing, laughing hysterically at me.  Me, who had the audacity to believe I could actually write a paper the night before it was due.  Me, who just spent forty-five minutes typing out sentence after agonizing sentence.  Me, the idiot who forgot to save.

This is a travesty.  All hope is lost.  My paper will never be completed.  I can’t write after the experience I just went through.  This whole paper has been a humungous flop.  I’m tired.  I’m hungry.  Moreover, I have no subject.  This paper is going to suck.  What a complete waste of my time.  If only this damn computer had gone ape-sh** on me.  Well this computer is in for a surprise.  I’m going to save right now.  Then it can perform all the illegal operations it wants.

I was going to write a paper on my dog, Rusty.  You know him.   I wrote my last paper about him.  He’s a great dog, and I know many interesting and humorous stories about him.  The problem is I don’t really feel like writing another Rusty paper.  It is just not in me.  I know you wouldn’t mind another Rusty story.  I admit, the story of Rusty running through the electric fence is amusing, but I don’t feel like writing about it.  I could write about how he plays with tennis balls, how he catches birds, how he steals human food, how he does so many things.  But I’m not going to.  

Paul gave me my second idea for a paper.  Paul is a nice guy.  He has some OK ideas.  He’s writing about partying in Germany.  He thinks I should write about building a fire.  Building a fire is fun.  It takes time, patience, and a little skill.  It could make wonderful reading material for many a pyromaniac, but I don’t feel like writing about fire either.  Fire burns, smoke billows, and the chedderwursts cook.  But you’d get bored out of your mind trying to read the thing.  Heck, I’d probably fall asleep trying to write it.  I’m simply not in the mood for writing long, descriptive passages about a burning marshmallow on a stick.

You might be wondering if I “saved” again.  I did.  I just didn’t want the computer to know, so I didn’t say anything.  Anyway, about this paper I’m supposed to be writing.  I don’t think I’m going to get it done.  I’m still not sure what my subject is.  When you assigned the paper on Wednesday, I thought, “No problem.  I have plenty of time.” After all, the paper wasn’t due until Tuesday, right?

Life can go bye quickly in two ways: one, if you having a good time, or two, if you have a deadline to meet.  Well, it was a little of both for me.  Thursday I spent a grand total of ten minutes in class.  It was the day I went on that Mexican trip to UW-Oshkosh, remember?  Of course, I didn’t even think about starting to think about my paper on Thursday night.  I mean, what’s the point.  I planned to write the paper Sunday anyway.  I had all of class on Friday to think of a subject.  After all, the paper wasn’t due until Tuesday, right?


Friday I came to class with one prerogative: to think of a good subject.  That mission was lost quickly.  I spent the first thirty minutes of class slowly sipping my can of Diet Rite Lemonade and staring intermittently at the wall, the clock, the window, and, of course, the girls.  While enjoyable, it could be considered an unproductive use of my time.  I agree.  It was a serious miss-use of my time.  Unfortunately, I proceeded to even lower depths of productivity after lunch.  I walked around the room.  I stared at people.  Occasionally I would steal something from someone’s desk and redeposit it in the far corner of the room.  My favorite thing to do, I recall, was to carry around my tennis crank and make inappropriate advances toward several girls in the room.  This proved mildly entertaining, and I continued it for the duration of the class period.  As the bell rang, I thought, “I better think of a subject sometime today.”  But I never did.  After all, the paper wasn’t due until Tuesday, right?


I was not going to work on my paper Saturday.  I don’t do homework on Saturdays.  The only hope my paper had of getting done was Sunday.  I arrived home from a wild weekend in Green Bay around one in the afternoon.  I made myself lunch, and sat down to watch a little basketball.  I figured I would do physics and calculus during the game and write the paper afterward.  But I never made it to the calculus, let alone the paper.  I slept through most of the basketball games.  I think I might have got up once in a span of six hours (I had to urinate).  I munched on some saltines and headed for bed.  It was eight o’clock.  Around nine I managed to get up and do my physics.  Calculus didn’t really need to be done until Thursday, but you have to keep up with homework in physics.  I felt bad about not starting my paper on Sunday.  Nevertheless, I still had another day.  After all, the paper wasn’t due until Tuesday, right?


I didn’t do anything in class today either.  I really wanted to.  I knew the paper was due the next day.  I knew I had to at least make an outline.  The problem was, I still hadn’t picked a subject for my paper.  That can make an outline hard to write.  Today’s class ended up being remarkably similar to Friday’s class, a testament to my total disregard for “work time.”  After all, the paper wasn’t due until Tuesday, right?


I guess this all leads to where I am right now.  As I sit here, blinking my eyes to the tick of a distant clock, I realize how much of a procrastinator I really am.  I embrace this quality.  Really, I rather enjoy it.  No more than two hours ago, I was talking to a fellow student.  I won’t name names, but this student is one of the most diligent workers I have ever met.  When I told her I had yet to start my paper, that I, in fact, did not even know what to write about, she was stunned.  I, on the other hand, was perfectly calm.  This is not the first time, nor the last time, I have encountered such a situation.  It is simply about knowing your limits.  How much time can I afford to waste?  When is it time to turn off the television, go home from your friends house, and get down to business?  For me, it is ten o’clock on Monday night.  After all, the paper wasn’t due until Tuesday, right?  That’s still two hours away.  Check that, one hour away.  

Sincerely,

Matthew D. Beltz

