Gepteraber

The rest of September was hard. I wasn’t used to getting up so early
in the morning. I wasn’t used to this whole notion of homework.
And I got my first “quiz” at the end of the month. I never got
“quizzes” when Mom homeschooled me. I also didn’t like how I
had no free time anymore. Before, I was able to play whenever I
wanted to, but now it felt like I always had stuff to do for school.
And being at school was awful in the beginning. Every new
class I had was like a new chance for kids to “not stare” at me.
They would sneak peeks at me from behind their notebooks
or when they thought I wasn’t looking. They would take the
longest way around me to avoid bumping into me in any way, like
I had some germ they could catch, like my face was contagious.
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sound you make when you
water, a little “uh!” sound.
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I'm not saying they were domg any of these things in a Meap
way, by the way: not once did any kid laugh or make noises &
do anything like that. They were j just being normal dumb kigs
I know that. I kind of wanted tc teu them that. Like, it’s Okay | ;
I'm know I'm weirdvlwta"ke‘?za look, I don’t bite. Hey, the }
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