
A Day at School 

By Kambrie B. 

 

“Clump, clump, clump, clump,” my feet went as I trudged down 
the stairs.  It was Monday morning, and you know what that 
means…school. 

In the morning, my mom is usually downstairs cooking breakfast, 
but when I glanced over at her, she was talking on the phone to 
her boss about work.  I know not to interrupt my mom when she 
is on the phone, so I had to cook breakfast myself that morning. 

As I was finishing my last bite of toast, my mom yelled, “Reece, 
we are running late for school, and you haven’t had breakfast 
yet.”  Little did she know, I had already finished breakfast. 

I ran back upstairs to quickly pick out my clothes when I 
discovered my dog’s food and water all over my new carpet.  I 
knew my mom wanted me to hurry, but my mom taught me to 
always do the right thing.  That meant I had to go back 
downstairs and get some towels and tell my mom what had 
happened. 

When I finished cleaning up my dog’s mess, I still had to select 
clothes for my day at school. 

After I got dressed, I went to the bathroom so I could do my hair 
and brush my teeth.  I finished in the bathroom, and as quick as I 
could, I grabbed my backpack and dove downstairs to tell my 
mom that it is almost 7:50 and that school starts at 8:00.  I also 
wanted to remind her we live about twenty minutes away from 
the school. 

When I got to school, it was about 8:15 because it takes about 
five minutes to get through traffic, drop me off, and walk down 
the hall to get to my class. 

I walked in my classroom, and all the kids were buzzing like 
little bees trying to get to the right flower.  I didn’t know why 
they were so rambunctious, so I asked my friend why they were 



running around in the classroom.  She said, “Don’t you 
remember, Reece, our big science project is due today.”  Once 
she said that, all these thoughts started racing through my 
head and I started retracing my steps.  Soon I realized that I had 
left my science project at my house because we were rushing so 
much to get out the door on time. 

I didn’t know what to do so I asked my teacher if I could go down 
the hall to talk to my science teacher about my project.  When I 
asked her, she said, “Yes you may,” so I went. 

As I walked down the hall, I noticed that the other kids’ 
projects were already hung up on the bulletin boards in the 
hallway.  To see that, it made me even more furious that I 
already was.  The more I looked at it, the more I was filled with 
fury.  When I turned bright red like a red tomato, I ripped down 
the projects with total force,   and as they were falling, I 
heard a recallable noise on the opposite side of the hallway… 

I didn’t know if it was a student, a teacher, or a principal.  I 
turned around and with fear, I saw it was…the principal! 

She  came and grabbed me by the arm and I knew right then that I 
was in big trouble. 

She took me to her office and told me to sit down in one of the 
chairs.  “Why would you rip students’ hard worked on projects 
off the wall, Reece?”  I’m sorry, but I just got really mad and--,” 
she interrupted me.  “What happened!?, she asked.  “I left my own 
science project at my house because my mom and I were rushing 
to try to get out the door on time.  To see that other people 
brought their project in on time, it made me mad because I 
forgot to bring mine in also I couldn’t control my madness 
anymore, so then I just ripped them down and then I heard you 
coming.”  “Ok , thank you for telling me.  I will let you off the 
hook this time since you are always a good student, but you do 
have to go back and pick up all those projects that are on the 
floor.”  Thank you, Mrs. Wethersbee.” 

I walked out of her office, down the hall and back into my 
homeroom class, and, of course, when I walked in, all the other 



kids started to ask what happened and how did it go, so I 
answered them. 
As the hours went by, I went to my other classes and like in a 
minute it was about time to leave.  I grabbed my backpack off the 
hook, told my teacher goodbye, and walked out the doors of the 
school.  When my mom picked me up from after-school care, we 
went straight to our house and when we got there, I told my 
mom what had happened today at school. 

When I finished telling my mom, she said, “WHAT A DAY AT 
SCHOOL!” 

	


