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This isn't really the school I go to. My school back home is out for the summer and we came here to visit some relatives. Well, my cousin is this girl my age. Somebody thought it would be fun if I went to school here for a few days.

It wasn't my idea. At first I didn't mind because maybe I thought it would be like my school. It wasn't until this morning that I saw the trouble I was getting myself in for. My cousin's friends are the girls she knows and that puts me, a 6th-grade boy, in with all of them.

I don't like the way the boys in the class look at me. It makes me feel weird. I could explain it to them but I don't see how that changes anything. They would still see me as the boy who hangs out with the girls in this class. Because I do.

I don't want to but when I thought it would be easy for me to go up to those boys and start talking to them, I found out I was wrong. I can hardly even look at them because they are looking back and I don't mean friendly. They look at me like I don't belong here. The thing is, I feel like they are right. This whole thing makes me feel like I wanna go home.

This is the first day of this and we are past the lunch hour. I was hoping the boys would rescue me at lunch but I think all they did was talk about me to themselves and I've got no idea what they said. All I know is no one came up to me and said anything like hello.

I didn't do it either. I stood around where the girls were playing their stupid games. Some of them came up to me and said the things I wished the boys would have said. They said they were glad I was here and they hoped I would have a good time.

I knew the boys saw all that and it only added to how dumb I feel. I feel like everybody is looking at me and thinking things about me that I don't want to know.

All I'm doing now is waiting for 3 o'clock. I'm gonna have to do some explaining, or some lying, to get out of having to come back here tomorrow. So many people are involved, including my parents and my relatives and the school principal and the teacher. I can't just say that I don't like it, because they don't want to hear about that after they got it all set up. I don't want everybody mad at me.

I can tell them the truth, that I'm scared and I feel way out of place. That's another thing they don't want to hear, how I feel about something. They will tell me that I don't feel that way. I just need to get in there and make friends, that's all. It's as easy as pie.

I don't know how I got myself into this situation. What's more important is that I don't know how to get out. I don't think I can. If I got sick or something, maybe I could go to the school nurse. You know, back home that never happened to me once. I've heard of kids going there but I don't even know which room it was in.

The teacher is talking to the class right now and asking some questions. The kids, both boys and girls, seem to know the answers. I'm following along but I don't know any of the answers. Not only do I feel weird but I also feel stupid.

They are talking about the boll weevil. We have never once talked about the boll weevil in my school back home. In my head I am making fun of them because this is farm country and I'm from the city. They are talking about the boll weevil because it is probably eating up their crops, except I think it's supposed to be cotton. I'm just thinking, "Man, what a bunch of hicks."

I'm still scared of them. They've got one more reason to hate me, the fact I come from the city. I don't know if they know that or not. They've probably got several ways of finding out. One way is that I know nothing of the boll weevil and I'm pretty sure it shows on my face that I don't.

I don't think 3 o'clock is ever going to get here. My plan to tell the teacher I'm sick only sounds like something that won't work. The boys will see through it and chalk it up to one more thing that makes me strange to them. About all I can do is sit here and feel how much they dislike me.

I wish they would like me. It's just that I can't make them. The way I feel about them, well, I don't feel much of anything I can think of. I'm afraid of them, that's all. When I thought I could come in here and it would be like it is back home where I've gone to school since kindergarten, boy, I had no idea how wrong I got it.

I can't even move in my chair because I will move wrong and they will laugh or something. I've got this book open that the teacher gave me and I'm looking at some picture of a boll weevil. It makes me feel so far away from home and now I've got one more thing to worry about, which is that I feel like I could cry. That's the last thing I want to do in this classroom. I can't let that happen.

Maybe I fell asleep staring at the page. The bell rings. It's 3 o'clock, which is good, but now I have to get out of here. I'm waiting for my cousin to get us out the door but she's talking to some girls. I could go over there and talk to them but I would rather not have the boys see me in that group. I can keep looking at the boll weevil on the page like I'm interested but that doesn't seem like a great idea after the bell has gone. There's nothing I can do that doesn't make me look as strange as I feel. I stand up. That's probably what I would do back home.

This boy is coming my way and I hope I'm not the one he plans on talking to. There was a time I wanted that but not now. I was so close to getting out of here. My plan is to get back to where I'm staying and then stay there without ever having to come back here again. I am even thinking of ways I could catch a bus for home or something. I would feel so free if I could somehow get back home.

"I saw you," the boy says.

I don't know what to say. "Yeah."

"What are you doing here?"

"My cousin goes here."

It is not a friendly conversation. I'm looking for the teacher or my cousin or somebody.

"Are you gonna be here tomorrow?" he says.

"I don't know."

He walks off. He doesn't look back. Other boys look at me, I think. Nobody else comes up to me until my cousin does and we start walking out.

I'm watching for any of the boys that I might see on the school grounds or on the street once we get that far. I don't see them anymore.

I can't say I feel good. I don't have feelings. I'm not gonna tell my cousin about this. What she knows or doesn't know is all she is gonna know. Anything between me and the boys in her class is in my head only. I won't tell my cousin and I won't tell her parents or my parents. If I am able to get out of going to that school tomorrow, it's because I'm gonna lie real good. I can say that I've got to get back to the city because me and my friends are gonna do some baseball stuff, no matter if our regular season is over.

It isn't going to work. I already know that. I only want to believe that something is going to get me out of there, far from the looks they give me that tell me they don't want me around.

The boy who talked to me is bigger than me. He dresses nice. But he doesn't come across like he dresses. When he wanted to know if I was coming back tomorrow, I guess he wanted the answer to be no.

I don't know what the answer is. I suppose I could leave the house on my own in the morning, not with my cousin, then just walk out in the country or somewhere. She will tell them at home I wasn't in school but it will get me out of that one day.

Who knows if they will send me there again after that or if I’m free. I'm not expecting them to wonder why I would skip a day. They will only tell me to get back on track for the following day.

That would be too much, walking in there and scared all over again. The boys would really get confused about what I was up to, the way I show up or don't and no one can figure any of it out. They aren't the only ones. I don't like it either.

If nothing else, I am free of that school for the evening.

We start into this park which, I guess, is one of the ways to get back to my cousin's house. There are some people at a field in the distance. At first I don't recognize them, then I do. That boy who talked to me after school is one of them. It doesn't take him long to spot me.

He is coming our way.

I can't think of a way out of this. When I tell my cousin that I'll catch up at her house, she seems to understand. I mean, she knows as well as I do the boy is getting closer. I'm sure she realizes he talked to me at the end of the school day and it must have something to do
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