Chapter 2

When I was 8 years old, my family moved across town. We weren’t too far away from my old house, but we were in a different school district, so I was given the option to change schools if I wanted too. Though I was a good student, I didn’t like school much, and I thought it might be better at this new school. I was able to visit the school for a day, and the people seemed friendly enough. At this stage in my life, I wasn’t exactly the nicest little kid. At my old school I had been a sort of loner/bully. However, this left me with few friends to leave behind, so I agreed. 


I was a loner for quite a while at this school too, though I wasn’t a bully. Mainly I just wandered around the field, playing games of make-believe with myself in which I fought heroic battles against monsters using my boundless magical powers. Slowly, I began to make a friend in class – Colin Behring, who looked just like me and seemed to have a similar sense of humor. One day, he asked me if I wanted to come play football with him and some other kids in our grade. I knew nothing about sports: at my old school I had earned myself an F every single year by flatly refusing to participate in anything. But for some reason, I started playing football. Colin became my best friend
Three years later, I had to make another choice. The school system was in the middle of making 6th grade part of junior high rather than elementary school, but I got to choose which I wanted – to stay in elementary school for 6th grade, or to move to Los Cerros. My mom wanted me to go to Los Cerros, and I went along with the decision, without realizing that most of my friends were going to stay. My first day in junior high I didn’t know anyone, and I had a hard time making new friends. I quickly reverted back to old habits. Every day I would sit in a corner of the blacktop and read, hoping that no one would bother me, but there must be some horrible hormonal change at that age that makes everyone into a complete and utter asshole because I would be teased and harassed constantly. Unlike in elementary school, classmates were simply cruel, and I hated school with all my heart. My grades dipped so low that I squeezed by 6th grade with quite a few D’s. The next year, Colin came to Los Cerros, but he had new friends and I was left behind. Eventually, I found a group of people to hang out at lunch, but never really got to know them.
