Luke P. 3

Procrastination: A Problem that Must be Dealt With (Eventually)

I’ve always known that someday I have to deal with it, but, counterproductive as it may be, I keep pushing that day back. My parents told me that it is my only real weakness, and honestly I have to agree with them. I’m talking, of course, about procrastinating. My mentality has been, “Why do today what you can put off until tomorrow?” and while I live almost religiously by this principle, I know that it’s a bad mind set.


Evidence of my procrastination can be found everywhere. It’s a habit that I am known for in my house; whether it be chores, homework, waking up, or even coming downstairs to eat dinner, I always put things off as long as possible. Here’s how a type day goes: my alarm goes off at 6:15, yet I find myself just getting out of bed at 6:30 at the earliest. After that comes school, where I find myself procrastinating by means of bathroom breaks during English class, doodling in history, and even dozing off in physics. Then comes soccer, or as I like to think of it: the one part of the day where I actually don’t procrastinate. So, after working hard for a few hours at practice, I go home and the procrastination starts right back up. Instead of starting on my homework, I go into the family room and watch TV (usually Sportscenter). Then comes dinner. After five summons from my parents I finally cave in and go down, not because I am giving in but because at this point I have become pretty hungry. After that, I go straight to my computer and spend the next few hours on Facebook or clicking on random videos on YouTube. At some point I acknowledge that I have homework to do, but instead of starting it then I think if I have any early commons the next day before my classes. If I do, then I put off the homework until then. Looking back, it’s amazing that I’ve been able to keep a solid GPA with my horrible work ethic. 


I’m not really sure what the cause of this problem is. My laziness certainly does not come from my parents or my brother. They are all workaholics. Perhaps I follow in the footsteps of my dog, who sleeps twenty hours a day, only waking to eat and go outside. If I had to take a real stab at the cause of this it would be a combination of two things. One would be the work ethic of my brother. Could my terrible time management be a desperate attempt by me to differentiate myself from my brother, who would stay up often until the early morning studying? Maybe I am subconsciously trying to teach my parents a lesson that I’m not my brother and they shouldn’t expect the same things from me. I can achieve good grades too, and I don’t need to stay up until the early morning to do it. The other cause would be must more logical though, and that is that I am a teenager. I don’t want to do homework—it’s not normal for a teenager to be a diligent worker. We want what we want, and we want it when we want it. I think any other teenager would be able to testify that time management isn’t out strength too. 

Even if I am subconsciously trying to show my parents that I’m not the same hard worker as my brother, it doesn’t really affect them. Sure they would like to see me get straight A’s like my brother and are disappointed when I slip up and get lousy grades, but ultimately, I’m hurting myself. I know that deep down I have a lot of potential, and that I did work harder I could achieve more. However, with this knowledge in mind, I still can’t bring myself to adopt a better work ethic. I know that someday it is going to come back to bite me in the butt, and that day is coming soon. Once I’m in college I will need to change my time management. If I don’t then I could be jeopardizing my entire future, and it would be completely my own fault. I am already feeling the consequences. Even though I may not always show it, I do care about grades. Not doing homework leads to Fs in the gradebooks, which lowers my grade, which in turn makes me upset with myself. My GPA would be even better if I could just do those little assignments that I blow off sometimes, and all of that comes back to my problem with procrastinating. 


It is up to me to change my work ethic, but I have no idea how I am going to do this. When I tell myself I am going to change, something in the back of my head says, “YEA! But, it’s start that tomorrow instead,” so nothing ever gets done. I have contemplated a few possible solutions, but I still haven’t brought myself to follow through on any of them. I could tell my parents to hide the TV remotes, and I could give them my phone until all my homework is done. Or, I could go even further and have my parents check all of my homework every night to make sure I am doing all of it. Maybe I should just stay the way I am. No one is perfect, and I am able to get pretty good grades even with my procrastinating. But I know deep down that’s not a good solution, so I am left with a few options on how to change my ways. Whichever way I decide to take the problem, I know that it will have to be done quickly, or else it will be too late. In the real world, all it takes is one little slip up and I could be fired from a job, or flunk out of a college class, or all kinds of other situations. So I guess it’s time to deal with this problem, no not tomorrow, right now. 
