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December 

Taking a Standardized Test

I quickly braced myself for what would undoubtedly be indescribable pain.  I watched as the lead stick lowered down to rest next to me.  The lead stick wagged back and forth like a metronome, teasing me into madness.  Every tendon tightened as it came nearer and nearer.  The first contact is always the worst.  Ouch, OUCH!  That hurts!  Please make it stop!  I gasped for breath between scratches but the reprieve wasn’t long enough.  Ahhh, here it comes again! Nooooooo!  After 40 minutes of agony, it finally came to an end.  I heard a beeping sound and the lead stick was placed beside me.  It smirked with the knowledge of causing me such great pain.  
It’s “A”-day, a chance-to-make-your-day day, a show-me-what-you-know day!  I’m so excited!  This morning kids were rushing to the grinder to make my brothers and sisters and me sharp as can be.  One might think that’s painful for us, but, no pain, no gain.  We’ll go to extremes on these special days.  As I waited for the start, I moved back and forth like a flag, waving at my siblings.  They all were waving back at me.  The enthusiasm in the room gave me shivers.  With a short beep from the front of the room, we all got to work taking care to fill in the bubbles completely with no stray marks.  Woo hoo!  Look at me go!  I was breathlessly cruising down that parchment, careless of what harm or good I was creating.  I heard some complaints from the parchment but paid no heed.  Another short beep from the front of the room must have been a signal to set me down.  I tried to catch my breath as I glanced around the room.  I smiled with pride at another successful “A” day.

One week a year.  That’s all I get.  The other 51 weeks a year I’m shoved in a dark cramped space that kind of smells like burned popcorn and old coffee.  Then one Monday morning, my week of shining glory begins, and I’m pulled out of my  
