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My Name Is Stupid - Part 1


I stared out the window by me, I
couldn't understand the words the teacher said. He spoke oddly to
me, he believes in me. He thinks if I try, then I could become a
writer, or something. This is what I'm doing right now, Writing in
this notebook, writing the words that come to me.

My name is Adams Johnson. I was born in Ohio until my mother was
beaten by my father, now step father. We, my mother and I, live on
our small farm, we have no hens and chickens, or we have some
rabits. I like to feed them sometimes, my mother likes that when I
do that. She looks from the front step to look at me. She cares
about me. That was what she did to show me that. She really cares
about me.

When on Fridays my mother makes me a small pie when I get home.
It didn't take long for mom to make me a pie, it would always be
different. That was her surpise, it was sort like a small birthday
to me.

One day after school, Sarah a girl at my school, James High, I
asked her to the dance. She smiled at me, she said she would think
about, she said she would think about it. She said a maybe. I think
she will go with me, nobode didn't ask anyone else. She said,
maybe!

I felt real great after that, it was Friday that day, so I came
home to a apple pie, it was greet. We, and my mother eat it
together today, because she said we had to talk. It seeemed to be
important, that was she did. It was important because she talked to
me, we were both quite, for the first coupleable of minutes we did
not talk at all. We just starred like walls for the first minutes,
then she said, the first word, followed by another. We talked for
it seem-ed like hours, I remember believing that it would take all
night, but when we were done. I finally could do that homework. I
remember getting this agssiment just for me. It was made for me
only. None of the others kids had it. It was special, only for
me.

All kids had laughted, but I didn't understand why. Maybe it was
the test, how hard it was. I laughted too.

When the test was over the paper were flying by Mr. Hogan's
desk. We was yelling up a storm.

After dinner, mom told another story about a wolf and red little
girl who lived in the forest with her grand mother. But something
bad happen on her way back from school, she got eatten by the wolf
when she got there.

It was sad. I had told mom to never read that again, it was too
sad.

After lunch that night morning we, my friend and I ride our
bikes to school, he is faster, he can move his legs so fast around.
I almost was not fast enough for him. I was tired and hot when we
got to school. We locked up our bikes, and went in to our
lockers.

The teacher, Mr. Banks was yelling at us, when we were late, we
sat down, and listened.

I remember him telling us to write about history, our me and my
friends were writing about the great wall of CHina.

"Ya;" he said while he had his foot on the handle, "lets go work
on, your home?"

He didn't ask to go to his house, his house didn't like me.
"They just need some time," he said once on our way.

"O.K." I remember saying.

"Raced me," he said, AND we ran at eleven miles.

The trip to my place, was longer than I remembered. My mother
was sewing when we got there.

"What your boys doing," mother cried.

"Homework," I said.

"What kind, I could help." mother said

"NO we can do it," my friend had said.

My friend's name was Max. He was tall, but I was taller.

"O.K. Just let me know," my mother said.

We ran, up stairs. When we got to my bedroom, Max closed the
door.

He starred at me, looking into me, or something.

"What is it?" I says.

He looked tired.

"Move aside stupid," he said.

"What," I said.

Move aside, he has said again.

 

 

Part 2, out Spember 30, 2010.
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