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Prose Sketch

by Leigh Anne Conlan

She stood on the stoop of her front door, waiting for her boyfriend to pick her up. It was a warm day in August, and one of the last days of summer vacation she’d get to enjoy before school started.  She wasn’t sure how to feel about that. She’d never really liked her school. She got average marks—sometimes she’d join the track team, but it was all kind of a blur to her. She sat down on the stairs and swung her crossed legs as she watched her sand colored flip-flops slide off her feet to the ground. She had just done her toenails a dark red last night. A robin was perched on the oak tree to the left of her and she listened as it sang for a moment, then took its leave. She felt a warm breeze against her arms as a wind blew at her purple tanktop. Her jean shorts were old, but worn-in just right so that they were her most comfortable. For now, she thought, she was content. The boards of the steps she was sitting on were old and she flinched as she scratched the back of her thigh on the wood. ‘No big deal,’ she thought. She watched her cat, Whiskers, run out of the nearby trees and jump onto her lap. She scratched its head and listened to him purr as he leapt off and pawed at the door. She stood up to let him inside while he mewed for admittance. She opened the blue front door to her house, and Whiskers rubbed against her leg as he walked inside. She sighed and sat back down again. Michael would be here soon, and they would go to the movies. Better have her fun now, school started in a week. Then she wouldn’t have time for boys or movies. Senior year is very important, after all.
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