The Cheese Towch

[ noticed not too long ago that even though people were getting
used to me, no one would actually touch me. I didn’t realize this
at first because it's not like kids go around touching each other
that much in middle school anyway. But last Thursday in dance
class, which is, like, my least favorite class, Mrs. Atanabi, the
reacher, tried to make Ximena Chin be my dance partner. Now,
I've never actually seen someone have a “panic attack” before,
but I have heard about it, and I'm pretty sure Ximena had a panic
attack at that second. She got really nervous and turned pale
and literally broke into a sweat within a minute, and then she
came up with some lame excuse about really having to go to the
bathroom. Anyway, Mrs. Atanabi let her off the hook, because
she ended up not making anyone dance together.
_ Then yesterday in my science elective, we were doing this
~ cool mystery-powder investigation where we had to classify a
substance as an acid or a base. Everyone had to heat their mystery
wders on a heating plate and make observations, so we were
Il huddled around the powders with our notebooks. Now, there
re eight kids in the elective, and seven of them were squished
gether on one side of the plate while one of them—me—had
e other side. So of course I noticed this, but
wouldn’t notice this, because I didn’t
of course she did notice this, and
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