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A. Objective


I’m trying to stay awake in my Survey of Mathematics class.  I’ve been busted for sleeping in that class a lot, and I’m on pretty thin ice with the teacher.  Additionally, we’re reviewing for our next test, which I would do well to do well on.

B. Obstacles

The professor has just turned out the lights and is beginning to show a PowerPoint presentation.  He speaks with a very dry voice that carries a slight tenor that becomes quite soothing.  To top everything off, his PowerPoint is stuck with some crappy stock elevator music that is lulling me right down to the depth.
C. Scenario

1. Who am I?


I am a sophomore in college who made the mistake of registering late for classes.  This left me with a myriad of stupid crazy-early bullshit classes, and even if I manage to get to bed early, my idiot roommate and his idiot friends won’t grant me the dignity of going to bed early enough to get a good night’s sleep.  As a recently-converted health nut, I’ve cut back on my caffeine intake at the worst possible time.

2. What are the circumstances?

-What time is it?


8:00, my first class of the day.

-Where am I?


A large room with other students, all of them doing a much better job of staying awake and paying attention than I could ever hope to.  Behind me is my teacher, standing with his laptop, quietly playing his horribly soothing music as the projector displays his incredibly generic presentation.

-What are the immediate circumstances?


My roommate and his friends burst into the room last night as I was trying to sleep, and started blaring their God-awful thug music after I was just starting to sleep.  I’m still new to the school, and still carry  a fear of confrontation, so instead of doing absolutely anything about it, I laid in bed all night growing more bitter and tired by the second.  Far into the early morning, they all left, and then hours after that, my roommate went to bed and shut off his music.  After what seemed like less than a minute, my alarm went off and I murdered myself through my morning routine.

D. What are my relationships?

1. I only know the other students in the room from a handful of small-talk conversations, and find none of them particularly interesting.  The majority of them are pretty dedicated students, however, and won’t look kindly upon someone who just wants to catch some much-needed sleep and escape the class with his C intact.
2. The professor has not only caught me sleeping in his class before, but made his discovery quite public.  If I’m caught again, not only is it going to reflect on my grade, as the professor is one of the stricter teachers I’ve had, but it’s going to make me look like a jackass in front of the other students.

E. What do I do to get what I want?


Today I’m determined to get through class awake, not only because of my previous humiliations in the class, and not only because today is an important review I desperately need to absorb, but damn it, I’m in college now, and it’s high time I stopped sleeping through classes and set my goals to just getting by.  I’m going to get my shit together and focus this time and oh God damn it he just turned the lights off.  That’s okay though, I can get through this alright.  My eyes are a bit heavy but it’s nothing a bit of focus can’t even out.  Just keep your mind on taking notes.

Okay, this isn’t so bad.  I’m actually remembering most of this stuff.  Okay, this stuff I already know pretty well, probably don’t need to write it down.  I’ll just doodle a bit in my margins a bit.  Is that music playing?  Why is he playing music?  Good lord, this is terrible stuff.  Where do you even find music this bland?  I’m starting to get lost in my drawing, and I’m starting to daydream into it a bit.  


No!  No, I’m staying awake this time in class.  I’ll use my arm to hold my head up.   Keep taking notes.  Don’t even pay attention if it’s redundant or whatever, just keep taking notes.  Man, that music is all rhythmic.  It’s like metal played by a grandma.  Grandma metal.  

Okay, holding my head in my hand was a bad idea, because I just dropped it on the desk.  That woke me up a little bit, though.  Maybe I can use that, just don’t put my hand in my head again.  I mean my head in my hand.  Right?  Yeah, head in—Dammit, my head’s starting to sag again!  Okay, maybe if I can hold my eye open while I put my head in my hand it’ll keep me awake.  Okay, that works sort of.  Hell, someone just saw me.  I must look like an idiot.  Okay, just take notes.  Notes notes notes.  How much time is left in class anyway?  It’s only 8:30 by now?  Classes are two and a half hours, so class ends at (eight, nine, ten) ten thirty.  Then ten thirty minus eight thirty is two hours, so I’ve got two more hours of class.  Then maybe an hour before break—Wake up!

How do these people stay all serious and crap during these classes, they’re torture.  How do you stay awake in a dark room with soothing music while an old man gently talks about the history of Pythagoras and his lectures on the marble stairs of Greece as students gather around to learn about new techniques of math and try not to fall asleep while the lights are out and there’s music playing…


Zzz.

