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      DEDICATION

      
        
        This book is dedicated to kids like Aaron, who feel pressure from  peers, family members, and teachers to be a certain type of kid. His problem is that he doesn’t yet know what kind of kid he is.
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            THE ASSIGNMENT

          

        

      

    

    
      Ms. Rudnick, my new 4th grade teacher, seems pretty nice, but I just don’t get it. I brought this letter home from her and she told all the kids in our class to show it to their parents. Well, right away I didn’t get it because I live with my grandparents and she knows it. Besides, my two brothers, Zack and Drew, are going to find out about this and tease me about it. They’re going to say how I have to write a million pages about myself when there’s nothing to tell because I haven’t done anything exciting and I don’t have any friends. All I’m going to hear is what a goody two shoes and a baby I am and how this assignment is only for wimps! I guess I’m getting used to it. They’ve been calling me names now since I was a little kid! I guess when you’re teenagers you can get away with a lot of stuff.

      

      I guess I’ll start off with how I found out about this assignment in the first place. I was just sitting in my seat doing a spelling workbook page when I heard Ms. Rudnick ask everyone in our class to come up to the front of the room so she could explain a new assignment to the class. Even though it was still pretty close to the beginning of the year, Ms. Rudnick had already explained to us that whenever we got together as a class, like when she read to us or wanted to share something about a school assembly or just anytime she wanted to speak to all of us, she’d have us all sit on this big carpet with a map of the world on it. It was pretty colorful and had a lot of country labels, although a few of the guys always tried to sit on the drawing of America or some places that had a funny name, like Madagascar. Anyway, back to spelling. When she called for all of us to come up there, I was halfway through putting this week’s spelling words in ABC order. Talk about easy! I know that some of the kids in our class have a hard time with ABC order, but I think it’s a piece of cake. About the only thing hard is having to stop while we go up to listen to Ms. Rudnick and then remembering where I left off. Great!

      

      Anyway, when I got up there I sat down next to some of the guys I usually sit with, like Mike, Ethan, and Gordon. Well, Ms. Rudnick started off by saying how happy she was to be working with us and how we’re off to such a good start to the school year. Olivia and Keisha actually started clapping when she said that and Morgan said that she was happy to be in Ms. Rudnick’s class. Then, when the clapping died down, Ms. Rudnick explained how one of her goals this year was to help us improve in our writing, especially writing longer pieces. I actually like to write stories and stuff, although I don’t tell that to anyone, especially my brothers, so I wasn’t really bothered by that part of her announcement. But, when she mentioned something about us writing our autobiographies, I got a little nervous. I didn’t like even telling people about myself, let alone writing about me.

      

      When the kids in class heard about this, they all started talking at once. Nobody really knew what an autobiography really was (actually I did, but I wasn’t going to say anything to anyone, especially not in front of the whole class). Besides, it was then that Ms. Rudnick got that angry look on her face that meant she wasn’t happy. I just looked around at all the confused faces and I have to admit that I liked probably being the only kid who understood what an autobiography was. Even the really smart kids looked confused. Mike just sat there with his mouth open, David looked like he was ready to cry, and Olivia just started holding her hand up and waving at Ms. Rudnick, who had already said that she wouldn’t answer questions until she was done explaining what we had to do.

      

      We might still be sitting there if it wasn’t for Rory. Rory used to get in trouble with teachers all of the time, but I always thought he was kind of smart. Well, all of a sudden, Rory just kind of yells out that he doesn’t really understand the whole thing, so Ms. Rudnick says that she needs to step back and start over. I knew that she wasn’t going to really take a step backwards, but some of the kids in class were staring at her because there was a table right behind her and they were waiting for a crash! Talk about dumb kids.

      

      So then, we have to sit there for another 15 minutes while Ms. Rudnick goes over the assignment again. She explained that we’re going to have all year to write an autobiography that explains how we grew up and became the way we are now. For me, that meant writing about a lot of stuff that happened with my Mom and Dad, which wasn’t going to be much fun, but also writing about Zack and Drew being jerks to me, which might be lots of fun- that is, if they never find out what I write! That got me thinking. The first thing I had to do when I got home was figure out a good hiding place so they couldn’t see what I was writing. Actually, the first thing was finishing my spelling work.
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            GETTING STARTED
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      When I got home from school that day, I showed the letter from Ms. Rudnick to my grandparents. Well, that’s not totally true. First, I made sure that Zack and Drew weren’t around. It turns out that they were both at football practice. Both of them are on our school’s Junior Varsity team. They say they’re only on JV because they’re too young for the varsity team, but I think it’s because they stink. Of course, I don’t say that to their faces. I may be a wimp, but I’m not stupid.

      
      So, my grandparents are sitting in the living room and I hand them the letter from Ms. Rudnick explaining our assignment. They both ask the usual questions, like when am I going to get started, where am I going to work on this, etc. and then they tell me how it’s a big responsibility. Grandpa tells me the same old stories about how tough school was when he was a child and Grandma tells me how I’m going to have to work really hard on this so I can be a really good student and go to a good college when I get older. I’ve heard these same things from them a million times, but either they forget they’ve already said it or they’re not sure I understand.

      
      Like I wrote earlier, I have to make sure that my brothers don’t see what I’ve written for two reasons. First, they’ll tease me about writing so much and call me names like “teacher’s pet”, “brown noser”, and “show off” because when it comes to schoolwork, they do as little as they can get away with. I think that may be why my grandparents always tell me how I have to work hard in school to go to college and get a good job. They probably know that Zack and Drew aren’t very smart and probably aren’t going to college. I don’t know what they’ll do when they get older because they do everything together now. I mean, like, everything! I swear that they go to the bathroom at the same time! Also, they’re both pretty sure that they’re great in every sport so they’ll be professional athletes when they grow up. I don’t say much about that, but when I watch football or some other sport on tv, I just can’t picture Drew and Zack ever getting that good. Besides, those players also need to learn plays and signals and stuff. Zack and Drew? Forget about it. Anyway, the second reason I don’t want them to see what I write is that I write about them sometimes. Ms. Rudnick wants us to write our autobiographies to explain how we got to be the way we are and my brothers are a part of that. Besides, I can’t wait to get back at them for all the name calling they do! I’m definitely going to write about that!

      
      So, I have to figure where to hide this assignment. Although I have my own room (each of us does), they like to look around at my stuff and find something to tease me about. There was that time they found a magazine about dogs and said how I was so sweet for caring about cute little puppies. Then there was that time that I brought home a mystery book from school and they teased me because there was a girl on the cover. That may have been when they started calling me a wimp. Then again, when I was really little, Grandma bought me a package of underwear with super heroes on them and they really let me have it then!

      
      So, I think I found the perfect hiding place. I saw this tv show once and the good guy in the show said something about “hiding in plain sight”. It meant that sometimes you can hide or hide something else better when you don’t try to find some secret place, but instead choose a location right out in the open because nobody would think to look there. When it came to my brothers, they don’t read much (I’m not really sure they even know how) and they’ve looked at my bookshelves before so I’m going to keep my notebook with my autobiography right in the middle
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