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      This book is dedicated to kids like Paula, who lacked the self confidence and skills necessary to make friends with other kids when she began school. It took a while for her to understand that being a good friend to others would lead to lasting friendships.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      Here we are, only a few weeks in to fourth grade and Ms. Rudnick just ruined my life. I’d gotten used to the idea that I’m not going to be super popular. I’d even gotten used to some kids calling me chicken and other kids ignoring me. That’s when it happened. Ms. Rudnick called us all to come up to the carpet where she’d make a big announcement.

      I’ve been around long enough to know that when a teacher says they have a big announcement, what they really mean is that they have bad news. Usually my parents say that before announcing there’s going to be a new rule or some kind of chore chart. In other words, it’s never going to be something good. Well, this was like that. Ms. Rudnick began by saying how she has this great idea that she knows will be lots of fun. Yeah, right. Anyway, she starts talking about each of us writing our autobiography and how she’ll collect them all in the spring and give them to our fifth grade teachers for next year. She thought that would be a nice way to help our fifth grade teachers get to know us because kids switched classes for different subjects in fifth grade.

      Well, she hardly got the words out of her mouth when everybody starting talking at once. I looked over at Rory because I figured he’d be one of the kids complaining, but he just sat there whispering something to Henry, probably because he wasn’t paying attention and didn’t really listen to what Ms. Rudnick even said. It was hard to make out what the other kids were saying, mostly because I was trying to figure out what an autobiography even was, but then Ms. Rudnick got her teacher face on and we all just stopped making noise. I’d really like to know where teachers learn to make that face, the one where everyone knows they better stop whatever it is they’re doing.

      Anyway, Ms. Rudnick explained that an autobiography is when a person tells their own life story. Well, everyone started talking at once again, with some of the kids saying they didn’t like to write, other kids saying they didn’t have anything to write about, and a few others saying they thought it’d be fun. I didn’t say anything, but if I did, I wouldn’t be one of those kids who thought it’d be fun. Instead, I started thinking about things I could write about that happened to me when I was little. There was that time I wandered into the woods and got lost. There was the time I went with my Mom and Dad to Disney World. I also think my Mom said I fell out of a tree once.

      Then Ms. Rudnick’s teacher voice, which was even worse than her teacher face, made everybody look up and listen. What she said ruined my life. She told us that she didn’t want us to just write about stuff that had happened to us. Instead, she wanted us to write about how we became the way we are now, like our experiences with family, friends, and so on. I mean, it took me a long time to make any friends at all and now that I have some, I have to think back to when I didn’t have any and I have to write about it. Thanks a lot, Ms. Rudnick.
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      After Ms. Rudnick made her big announcement about the autobiographies, we each took home a letter to our parents explaining the assignment and asking parents to help us work on it throughout the school year on a “regular basis”. My parents read it aloud to me and, after they explained what a regular basis meant, I realized that what Ms. Rudnick really meant was that she wanted parents to stay on their kid’s back so they wouldn’t forget about it or ignore it on purpose. As if my parents would ever let me forget! One mistake she did make, although it didn’t really help me, was that she didn’t make parents sign anything to show that they saw the letter. I’m pretty sure some of the kids, especially Rory, didn’t show their parents. I bet that Rory’s letter never even made it home with him.

      Well, it really didn’t matter because my parents liked to say that they didn’t care what other kids did, it only mattered what I did. Usually they followed that up with something about jumping off a bridge if other kids did it, but after I said once that the other kids probably wouldn’t want me to join them anyway, they got mad. I learned just to say that, no, I wouldn’t. They didn’t mind that answer, so I guess it was the right one.

      So, working on my autobiography became my new weekend project. Ms. Rudnick didn’t always give homework on Fridays and even if she did, it wasn’t very much and I had the whole weekend to do it so my parents figured that this was the best time for me to work on it. Besides, and I know my Dad didn’t say this to be mean, but he also thought this would be a good time for me to work on it because I didn’t have anything else to do anyway. Thanks, Dad.

      There was only one thing I got my way on and that was privacy. I didn’t want my parents to see the progress I was making, mostly because I was writing about them sometimes, but also because I didn’t want them to know about some of the things I was saying about me. I didn’t think they’d understand, but I was pretty sure they’d want to talk about everything anyway.

      First, I thought about hiding the notebook I was using in my desk where my parents thought I did all of my schoolwork. The truth is, I only sat at the desk when my parents came in to see how my homework was going. Most of the time, I sat in this big, comfy beanbag chair we found at a garage sale. It was light blue, sort of like the color of the sky on a nice day, and had a small rip in it, but I loved just laying in it when I did homework or wanted to read one of my animal books. The problem was, I knew if my Mom found it in my desk, it’d be tough for her not to read what I had written.

      Then, I got a great idea and that was to get some kind of container that locked. Dad offered an old briefcase of his and Mom had a small suitcase that also had a lock, but I really wanted something that was new and that I could choose. We went shopping one day after dinner and found some diaries that had locks on them, but they looked too plain to me. I wanted something really special and since my Mom and Dad were pretty excited about this whole project, I knew they’d help me find the perfect solution.

      Well, we shopped online and found it! It was dark red and looked just like a big dictionary, but inside was a big hole where you could hide stuff like important papers, money, or expensive jewelry. Well, I didn’t have any of that, but I could put the small notebook I was writing in right in the space at the bottom. It came with two keys that I kept with me all the time and I kept it under my bed up in the hole in my boxspring where our cat, Snickers, likes to hide. Between having such a great hiding spot and it being locked up, I figured my writing would be private enough.
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      So, I guess I have to write about who I am now and how I got to be this way. Well, I suppose I can blame my parents for at least some of that. When I was little, I remember them trying to make sure that everything was easy for me. We’d go to a park or playground or to someone’s house where there were kids and they would always check on me to make sure I was ok. Maybe it was because I was their only kid. They’d cheer for me or compliment me even if what I did kind of stunk.

      One time, I remember being afraid to climb on these gigantic rocks in a park near our house. They were really more like boulders and just about as tall as mom and dad. Other kids were climbing on them and jumping down so I guess it wasn’t that big a deal, but I was just afraid. So, my parents, instead of telling me to try or giving me a boost to get started announced LOUDLY that I was too smart to do something so dangerous. Then, we went home. I think we even had ice cream while they told me another million times how I was too smart to do something as dumb and dangerous as the other kids.

      Another time, mom and dad and I were at a playground at the school where I’d be going for kindergarten after the summer
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