MORNING HAS BROKEN MY SLUMBER…THAT’S GOOD, RIGHT?
By Catherine Zezima Watson

“gong…gong…gong…GONG!  GONG!”  
“What the?”  I bolted upright in bed, unaware of where I was or what was happening.  Then, in the pitch-blackness, it dawned on me as I plopped back down on the pillow.   

 “Arrgh!”  I said to myself.  “Morning already?  I just shut my eyes!”   I thought angrily about the death of my idyllic slumber, as my hand slammed the top of this sinister alarm clock that so rudely interrupted my REM sleep.  The details of my dream were scattering away in record speed, even though it seemed I had just put my head down on the pillow two minutes ago.  Could eight hours have really passed since then?
“Poopyhead!” I whisper-shouted, not wanting to wake my husband, yet miserable that I would now have to leave the warm cocoon of my Sheraton Deluxe ultra-fluffy mattress and face the cold, hardwood floor.  Thankfully, my body was not yet willing listen to me – my arms refused to sweep the down comforter aside and let the cold air envelop me.  My feet would not swing over the side of the bed to begin the shuffling journey to the bathroom.  My mind ached for more time in the “stress-free environment” of my subconscious and was slow to remove the cobwebs from the brain.
Slowly the spiders departed, however.  After an indeterminate amount of time, my mind was willing and able to take the lead.  It spoke to me:  “Why are you so miserable, Cathy?  Just to see the dawn of another day?  Isn’t that a good thing?  Okay, granted, you weren’t quite ready to greet this new day, but at least you get to have one.  Now, you know what you have to do…”
And I knew my mind was right.  I knew that, by the time my sleep-encrusted eyelids were pried open as I stood in the shower, that by the time I put the Lever 2000 to my nose and inhaled deeply, just like they do in the commercials, I would begin to see things differently.  Instead of seeing my alarm clock as the enemy, I would thank it for waking me up to live another day.  Instead of shouting “Poopyhead!” like waking up was the worst thing in the world, I would be grateful for doing so and joyfully proclaim to the world: “I’M BAACKK!”  I guess it’s all in how you look at it.
My arms and feet agreed.  I swept the comforter to the side, swung my legs over the side of the bed, and began the shuffling journey to the bathroom…
