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CHAPTER 1

OCTORER

October 3

Tt happened again. After six hours of not one
single person in the entire school saying a word fo

me, L fhought T'd just about survived another day.

Then, on my way fo class T felt if. Someone —
wel, yedh we dl know who it was — poured soda
down my back. Nothing ike sitting in class in Wet
jeans to make you feel ke a winner, i8 there?

which is worse? Being ignored dl day, or having
people yel names at you behind your back? T hate
this school. T hate everyone in if. T hate my life.

October 10

y of my life is
does Josh ha

ay, SOMEONe used a straw to blow
ocolate mik through the vents of my locker.
everything T own is brown and smels ke
milk.



October 13

T can't concentrate

ived here for two

better. T wil never have frien

a day when I'm no

T think T'm done.

. T got a D on my last test. Tf
T cavt even pass d test anymore, why bother? I've

years, and it never gets any
ds. T wil never have

+ the butt of someone’s joke.

W Today was the last straw. After days of

gring names screamed at me, I Was packing up

kep. T dowt know what T planned 10 do, buf
never going back. No one would notice that

Zont there.

Then Mr. Alexander, the new science teacher,
waked over. He sdd he needs my help in the
school greenhouse three days a week during lunch.
and there’s extra credit in it for me fo bring my

science grade up.

He ftook my backpack and books and said he'd get
them cleaned up if T°d scrub out the locker After
that he slapped a sticky note up on my stinking,
stupid locker door. T+ said, "A man can't ride your
back unless it’s bent.” ~ Martin Luther King Jr.

He wants me fO meet him Monday morning to get
my stuff back and find out dbout the exira

credit.

T donwt know.





