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Satire
Sweet Swift Satire
	The best part of a noisy English class is when we have to write an essay during the class. There is something special about pulling a topic out of your ass without any prior thought. The teacher is so thoughtful to give us a whole thirty seconds to think one up—the idea can get stuck in there sometimes—before moving on to the next subject like a news station. Sometimes I worry that thirty seconds is too much time to think. In that time we might forget those in depth topics we thought up. Are we supposed to spend the whole thirty seconds thinking of a topic? How much more thought do we need in an essay? My topic is as deep as it gets. There are so many more things to focus on in the wonderfully annoying chatter in the class: the two talking about Jenifer’s birthday, the guys talking about what they did last weekend, oh and the teacher giving us another assignment. 
	What may be even better than having a whole half-of-a-minute to conjure up a topic is the reasonable 200 word requirement. Like the one that I just reached in that last sentence. Word restrictions are pretty great don’t you think. You don’t have to worry about how long your essay should be at all. You know that your idea needs to be long enough to fit but short enough to not go over the limit. Stretching your cleverly thought out thirty second idea to fit 200 words, or compressing your idea into 200 words is a clever form of art that we should all arduously enjoy. Sometimes the teacher even gives us a nice Christmas surprise: right when we think that the fun is over, and that we have cleverly created a 200 word essay in class, next time he tells us to extend it to 500 words! It’s like finding that piece of coal you really needed by the back of the tree after you thought you’ve opened all your presents already! Now it is time to stretch and stretch and stretch—oops it broke—until we fit into the new word limit. 
	The long thirty second time limit and the 500 word requirement are great, but what may be the best part of these in class essays is the arduous art being created by my handwriting. When you look at the essay overall and at all these incoherent scribbles, you can make out nice pictures from them! It is like staring at clouds and letting your imagination run free. There is also a sort of compelling and hooking mystery to the words and letters,” Is that a p or an f?”, “ is that word the or fish?” you may never know. Finally there is the satisfactory hand cramp; it is a reward for the mystery and art that I just created in 500 words with thirty seconds of thought. The agonizing pain is like a medal for your hard but fun work! Oh Santa, please give me a satire for Christmas.  
