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Nobody in my class seemed to like me very much. I don’t
really know why, they just didn't.

Like one time we were playing kickball in gym class. The first
kid that was up totally missed the ball. He looked so silly, so I
said “Loser” under my breath.




Except...the kid heard me and ran to the teacher. Some of the
kids said, “You're a jerk. You're the loser” but I didn't care.

[ just said, “I am rubber and you are glue so whatever you say
bounces off me and sticks to you. So you're the jerks!”

But I had to stay after school and clean all the blackboards.




Once John and Mike were playing a board game at recess and I
asked if I could play with them. They said “Sure.”




But they didn’t know the right rules, so I had to keep telling
them how to play.

Then they started cleaning up the game right in the middle of
my turn and said they had to go! They left me sitting there
alone.




Things were sorta weird at home too.

My older sister Jill had lots of friends who came over after
school. They rode bikes and did their homework together and
sometimes they'd stay over for dinner.

They hardly ever asked me to play with them.




It seemed like no one ever wanted to be around me.

So I'd stay in my room and read my library books or play with
my dog, James. James loves me and likes to lick my face.




Then one day last month, EVERYTHING went wrong and I
thought that EVERYONE was against me.

My soccer team had our championship game last week against
our rival school. I was totally psyched to win the trophy so I
planned to play my hardest.

Someone passed me the ball and I started dribbling it down the
field when two big guys from the other team ganged up on me
and one of them tripped me, and the other one kicked me after
I fell.

The ref didn’t even call it!




I got so mad that I ran over and started screaming at the ref
(which I found out you are not allowed to do).

My coach yelled at me from the sidelines to calm down, but I
didn’t hear what he was saying. So I ran after the two guys
and tackled one of them. I was so mad!

The coach came out on the field, picked me up and carried me
back to the bench.







Usually after games, my parents took me and Jill out for pizza,
but they didn’t that time. They said that they were really disap-
pointed in me. They said my behavior didn’t deserve a pizza
treat that night.

When we got home, I went to my room and slammed the door.
I yelled “1 HATE EVERYBODY!” Then I just laid on my bed
and stared at the ceiling.




Later on I heard a knock at my door. It was Dad. He said he
wasn’t mad at me anymore and asked if [ wanted to talk about

what had happened earlier at the game.

I didn’t say anything.
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But later that night I went into my parents’ room and told them
[ felt like I didn’t have any friends, and that nobody liked me.

They said that my teacher, Mrs. Bixley, had said that I seemed
unhappy at school, too, and she had some suggestions of what
to do to help me make some friends.

I said I would try.




First we worked on cooperation. Mrs. Bixley taught me that I
need to let other people have their turn and listen to what they
have to say without blurting things out.

So next time somebody said something dumb in class, I just
kept my mouth shut and listened.




Then we worked on manners. One day this kid Bob was trying
to play basketball, but he was throwing the ball all wrong, and
it never went in.

The “old” me would have grabbed the ball away and shown
him how to do it right. But this time I just asked him if I could
play, too. He said yes, and I made my first friend that day.

Now Bob and I play together all the time.




Mrs. Bixley helped me make what she calls a “Social Success
Chart”

Every time I do something cooperative at school, like help
somebody else with a math problem or stay quiet when
Mrs. Bixley is talking, I get a smiley sticker on the chart.

If I get four stickers in one day, I get 15 minutes extra on the
computer.




After I got so good on my Social Success Chart that I got to use
the computer nearly every day, Mrs. Bixley had a talk with my
parents. They all thought it would be a good idea if I joined a
group of new people—kids I had stuff in common with.




Since I like to read so much, my parents found a Kids Book
Club at our library. They met every Saturday and talked about
stories they read during the week.

On the morning of the first club meeting, I was sorta nervous.

In a few minutes, a couple other kids showed up that looked
like they knew each other. I remembered what Mrs. Bixley said
about taking turns and about making eye contact with people,
so I waited until they finished talking before saying “Hi.” One
girl seemed really nice and asked if she could sit next to me!




Mrs. Bixley told me, “Everybody likes a good listener,” so I

practiced listening to everybody and I let them finish before I

said anything at all.




By the time the book club was over that month, I had made two
new friends that didn’t even go to my school. (And I got to
read a whole lot of books, too.)




Bob is my best friend now, even though he’s not in my book
club on Saturdays. He comes over to my house and we do
homework together and shoot hoops in the driveway. We take
turns on whose house we visit, too.




I like him a lot. And I think he likes me too. My parents say
I'm so much nicer to be around. I smile more now too. They
said they’re glad to have a happy son again.




And guess what? One day last month the teacher announced
we'd be getting another new kid in our class—and she asked
ME to show him around!




