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In 2004, my parents moved out of the house they raised me and my
brothers in. In the course of unpacking almost thirty years of
living, they found a bunch of things that were mine, and they gave
it to me in a big plastic bin.



The bin was a veritable nostalgia box. It contained old school
assignments, old magazine articles, report cards, photos,
yearbooks, mugs, comic books and other trinkets of a young man's
life.



One of the things in the bin was an autobiography, written for my
7th grade English class. Twelve pages of juvenile elementary school
writing. I need to thank my English teacher, Judith Bastek, for
putting up with all the attitude in it. I was simply full of ego,
and it's embarassing and at times over the top. I say that school
is boring, and that I was a "whiz kid"! I can assure you that these
feelings began to disappear as I entered high school, and were
thoroughly eliminated during my years in college.



There are hints of larger stories in the things I quickly touch on:
my neighbors, my trip to Disney, the life of an immigrant family. I
wish I had dived into these subjects a little more. And then
there's the next to last paragraph, of the boy that I was, looking
into a future, and already realizing that not every wish might come
true. I'm publishing this document to simply say to that kid:
you're OK; you got there!



A brief note on the text: it's copied practically verbatim. I
corrected a few spelling mistakes, but every bad piece of grammar
was as I wrote it back in the day. I also added chapters. Finally,
the text is not dated, which is annoying to me, but I place it
around late April, early May of 1981.
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On an early morning, the time of 1:19, on the date of April 6,
1968, I was born. My name that was given to me is Rodrigo Garvez
Umali. I was born to my parents Rudy and Sagrario Umali. I was born
in Manila, Philippines. There, I stayed my first 2 years. Then, I
led a life of constant action.



According to my mother, I was always moving. I was constantly
tinkering with something. Of course, this had its good and bad
points. The good point, is that today I'm pretty agile. Due to my
constant moving. The bad point was, that one day, I was tinkering
with my mother's purse. I then happened, to take out a coin. My
first mistake. I then tried to eat it, and I eventually swallowed
it. I was rushed to a hospital, where a surgeon removed it. It gave
me a scare, that I never forgot.



On August the 1st, 1969, my other brother was born. He was okay
when he was born, but then started to be a hot-shot, trying to take
all my toys from me. However, he changed. He's pretty good today,
but he acts a bit sarcastic around me. He has a lot of finer
points. Right now, I can't think of one.



Then, on June 18, 1971, my other shrimp sibling, Renato Umali, was
born. He is the most dependent of all my brothers. That's because
he's the youngest. I tell them all the tricks of the trade to watch
out. I practically act like a butler. However, like my other
brother, he's outgrown that, too. Now, he works for himself, with
Ranniel at his side.
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However, going back in time, to when Renato was 2 months old, we
had a change. My Father and Mother had decided to go to the U.S. of
A. They wanted to go because they wanted to have a better life for
us. They also sought opportunities then. So, in the August of 1971,
we boarded a flight to the U.S. on a Pan Am Airline. Here, is when
the changes took place.



Renato, who was 2 months old, didn't come with us. He stayed with
our relatives in the Philippines. So my parents, and my other
brother, went to America, to brave the new country, with as many
open promises, as there are stars in the sky. As we were there, my
parents noted some changes. First, America has a different climate
than that of the Philippines. The over-all appearance of America is
different. The cars, trains, planes, houses, people and other
things were much different. It would take time geting used to all
this.



We first lived in West Virginia, where my cousins are. Here, is
where we learned to get used to things. My Mother and Father had to
catch the English accent. As for me, and my brother, we lost our
Filipino accent. Our cousins helped us decide what state we should
live in. We decided to live in New Jersey. There, my mother could
work immediately, while my Father kept looking. So, the Umali's
took a bus to New Jersey.



Our first home in Jersey City, New Jersey is 41 Baldwin Ave. Here,
we lived until my little brother came back from the Philippines. So
my mother works and my Father works. We lived on Baldwin Ave. for 2
years. On July, 1973, we picked up Renato, my shrimp brother. We
taught him all kinds of things in America, but of course, he didn't
understand. He was only two years old! Also, in July 1973, we moved
to 17 Vroom Street. There, is where I mark my schooling career.
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My first school I went to for kindergarten, was P.S. 11. It was
not as good as St. Aedan's. Everyone made fun of each other, and
the overall air of the place makes you sick. In fact, that's what
actually happened. On the last week of August, in 1974, I had
another bad experience. I must've over-exerted myself, and I got
too tired. Then, I practically couldn't breathe. My Mother and
Father rushed me to Saint Francis Hospital. They told me it was a
case of Asthmatic Bronchitis, which means difficulty to
breathe.



My feeling of this was tired. This difficulty to breathe was
affecting my mind. They had to let me stay in the hospital for 5
days. They did all the medical check-ups and all. I began to feel
as if I was dying or something, but when I was released, I felt
better. It didn't bother me again.
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My second school, and still my school, is St. Aedan's. This
school is the best I've gone to. My first year, is the year I got
adapted to the school routine. I got mixed up! I kept getting lost,
and asking people where we go next. However, even of my clumsiness,
I got good marks in school. I guess you could say I was "whizzing"
this school year. I was too.



In the summer of 1974, we went to see my cousins, in Virginia. We
went there pretty early. We got lost quite a few times. We ended up
coming late. We don't get lost now. I know how to get there like I
know the back of my hand. In Virginia, we had made more friends. Of
course, you may be wondering why it is Virginia, and not West
Virginia, like in the beginning. Well, my cousins moved. They
needed a better place to live, too.



So far, now I'm 6 yrs old in this auto-biography. I learned quite a
lot. I know about the school, and the teachers there. I know all
other kinds of things. My brothers, in this auto-biography, are now
in kindergarten. My youngest brother is now getting used to the
U.S. I began to like it here.
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My second year, I had Mrs. Butler for my teacher. I got through
this year as easy as I got through the 1st year. I began to talk to
most of the students. I got along pretty well. I don't play in any
of the sports then. I really wasn't capable of doing anything. That
is, except my brain. I was quite smart that year.



This summer, in July, 1975, we went to the big trip. Walt Disney.
Boy, I was excited. I heard a lot of that place. They say it's
really nice. I had a fun experience going there. On this trip, we
stopped by two hotels. I enjoyed staying in the hotels. I'd always
read the little signs on the door. I'd watch TV a lot then. It was
plain fun.



My brothers were totally enjoying themselves. They were always
jumping on the beds, or changing the channels on the T.V. set. We
had a ball, staying at the hotel.



Once we entered Florida, it became hot. Man, was I steaming. The
first thing we did when we got there, was go to a hotel. My Father
declared we were going to Walt Disney Land. I was too excited to
speak, so I didn't. The next day was spectacular. Disney is very
immense. You can get lost there easily. I went to most of the
rides. It was fun.



I went to the Space Mountain the most. I had a good time. We came
back to the hotel, tired but happy. The next day, we went to Sea
World. It's nice there, especially the water animals. I kept on
looking at them. I enjoyed the part of the killer whale act. That
amazed me. The same day, we went to Cypress Gardens. I instantly
got bored. I didn't like the non-action. So, what I did was to run
around. I kept getting lost. That part I enjoyed.



The days we spent before leaving was with our relatives there. We
talked quite frequently. That is, my parents did. The brothers and
I just slept. When we began to leave, we took a visit to the Stars
Hall of Fame. It was crazy. Everyone was standing still. Even Dr.
Spock in the Star Trek scene. I began to understand, they were just
mummies.
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Soon, upon leaving Florida, I began to remember school. By now,
school was getting to be a drag, but when we came, we went to
another house. We moved again! After our trip, we moved to our
present address, 13 Van Reypen Street. Our house was bigger than
our other apartments, so I had fun looking into all our closets. I
practically was weary. I had now thought we had 20 floors. It was
confusing at first, but I got used to it.



My middle brother, Ranniel, got his fifth birthday in the new
house. He was lucky. Of course, we had to put off our fun, when
school came. In the 3rd grade, having Sister Gabriel as a teacher,
life began to be hard. Homework was becoming harder and teacher
attitudes were getting strict. I felt small that year, with all
that going for me. However, like the rest of the them, I got used
to it, and passed with flying colors.



This summer, I got to know the neighborhood. Mrs. Jenkins, our
first neighbor, was a sweet lady. She used to talk to us about the
way we used to climb on the snow mounds. Of course, she was
friendly. Then, the bad guys. These guys called the "Condors" are
the Mafia of the block. They rip off kid's bikes and hurt people.
Namely, me. They used to bug me, every summer time. Now, they don't
do it as much.
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For the 4th grade, I had Miss O'Grady. Here, trying to "whiz
kid" my way was tough. In that year, we did more of the same work.
That was, however, we had more subjects. We didn't have health no
more. That became science. And I think, music became art. That
year, they say, was when the middle year is reached. From now on,
it's all up hill.



So far, now, I'm 9 in my auto-biography. I've learned a lot, and my
brain was just flowering. I began to realize life itself with God.
I also began to know about other smart guys. I talk to them for
information, and other test results. They were "whizzing" through
school as I was.



My summer of 1977 I got a new neighbor. His name is the ultra-crazy
Joe Ramos. He was crazy. He was pretty normal when he was here
first. Now, I'm not sure. He swears a lot. He even does crazy
things. Yet, he was only 6! I liked his younger brother Louie. He
was like Joe, but just more less. The two, and their family, the
Ramos' lived here ever since 1978. Even their personality doesn't
hide their kindness. They invited us to their parties, and gave us
presents, and took us to outings.
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My 5th year at St. Aedan's, 5th grade, was the turning point. I
had Miss Blumhagen. She was okay, as we really had to face the
hardships. Our English teacher was the only problem. Sister
Gertrude was a trifle too strict for me. Other than that, in the
Philippines, this year was my last year in grammar school! In the
Philippines, you go to High School in the sixth grade. Of course, I
was still in America.



On the year of the 5th grade, the subject I enjoyed the most is
science. I was the whiz kid for that. I just had this knack for
reading these scientific terminology, and still understand a stop
sign. I was truly a whiz kid. Of course, no one would point at you
and say you're a whiz kid. It's the sense of understanding, to know
when you've reached the top. To know when you should name yourself
a whiz kid. 'Nuff said!



My summer of 1979 was better. This time, I had on me a ten-speed.
Here is where my imagination takes place. Here, I think I'm a
bicycle racer. I really do. I swerve in and around cars, and drive
down Kennedy Boulevard. It's exhilirating. I thought I was a racer
when I saw "Breaking Away". I get intimidated quickly.



My brothers, now, have teamed with Joe and Louie. They go to school
together, play together, and try to be with each other. Talk about
togetherness. I, of course, had nothing to do, until Ernanie came.
He came to move to Van Reypen right where Mrs. Jenkins lived. He
was good to have a pal with. He played good football last summer.
We had a good time last summer. However, school mars my whole life.
Here I go again…





    
  



    
  
    

    
     


  
  
  
  
  
  Chapter 7
  
    


    Good Marks (Sixth Grade)
  
  

  


  


  

 
  
    
    
      
Sixth grade was harder than most of my years. We had book
reports, exams, tests after tests after tests. You can get bored. I
had a new teacher, by the name of Miss Galasso. She now teaches the
fourth grade. I was pretty good this year, ending up with all good
marks to prove it.



I was not a whiz kid this year. It was too hard to quickly whiz
through work. That year, I started going to the library. The public
one. I enjoyed it there. It isn't peaceful, but they had so many
good books. That school year was a main influence to go. I just
went on my own time.
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Today, is the 7th grade, with Miss Caulfield as a teacher. This
year is extremely hard. I had a hard time with my homework. They
tied me up the most. I had no time to go out. Also confirmation is
being received this month. It is too hectic. My brothers of course,
are now a team, raving on about how they'll live together, when
they grow up. I couldn't wait for summer vacation, to unwind.
Weekends end up to be homework days.
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Well, that's my autobiography. I'm a good guy, by all this info.
I don't have any type of additional info except my hopes. I wish to
go to St. Peter's Prep for high school. There I plan to study hard,
and get good marks to make it in this good college. I just wish I
could go to Princeton University for college, though I know I won't
make it. I plan to follow my father's footsteps, and become an
electrician.



Whatever I become, I still am Rodrigo Umali. That won't change. My
whole personality might change but I'll still be there. I sometimes
think of life as a big test. We are being tested by God, on how we
act, and how we behave. If we pass, we go to Heaven, and receive
our award. If we fail, we are punished. Right now, I hope I'm above
average, so I can "whiz" through life.
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My teacher, Ms. Bastek, wrote encouraging and snarky comments
throughout the autobiography. Things like "you'd eat anything"
(when I relay the story of eating that coin), and "oh, c'mon, Mr.
Genius". I could tell she wasn't buying my "I'm so smart" act. Most
amusing was a note saying "I go blind reading your penmanship." I
should ship her a copy of my 6th grade autobiography (also in that
nostalgia bin, but not fit for general consumption). The slant in
my penmanship back then was severe!



Two very quick notes to that last part: 1) I did get to St. Peter's
Prep and I did apply to Princeton for college, but did not get
accepted.  2) I'm no longer a practicing Catholic, so the
notion of life as a "test" doesn't hold water with me today.



If you made it here, and want to know more, visit my website:

http://www.rickumali.com/.
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