I cannot in all honesty, say that pressure is altogether bad. In most cases though, it sours life in general. It always seems to affect me in a subconscious way, altering my mood or sending you into a rage liked a caged animal. When sitting at home on my porch, sipping on a cool glass of lemonade, I felt so at ease. The light banter of birdsong, the smell of pollen and flowers, soft pastel and the inky tar of the drive, shattered with the dark shadow of the towering maple in our yard. The azure sky was cloudless and passive. Then, the thought of my impending project struck me like a blow, and the world grays, a bitter taste forming in my mouth. No, no. My shoulders sag as if under a great burden. My eyes hurt in imagined squinting, focusing on what was ahead of me. Of course, this is not the only way that pressure can ruin you. I just wonder why it is so awful. This is what I will be trying to convey throughout my paper. Mainly I think that this kind of pressure is like a dull throbbing at the base of the skull, alleviated by the completion of a project. This reminds me of a quaint little joke.
 “ Why did the Polish man hit himself over the head with a hammer?” 

“I don’t know. Why?”



“Because it feels so good when he stops!!”

However relevant that is, is for you to judge. It is always easier to bear the burden of pressure when it is not yours. Pretend as if you care when someone else has not started on a project due tomorrow.  Pressure just doesn’t jump from one person to the other, it stays with the person who manifested it. On the whole, academic pressure is good, with some bad side effects on certain people, like new prescription drugs. My basic reason for including this was that it happens to me a lot.

