Arnold McCray


Memoir Project


My first day in the sixth grad was in JHS 1998.  It was much better than all the other grades I had been in.  I was much smaller than all the other kids in my school, but I didn’t care as long as I was in the sixth grade.


The very first day was in September.  My father and I went to my new school to see what class I was going to be in.  We went into the auditorium where there were about 150 new students who were just coming to that school also.  We went by the stage to a lady sitting at a desk and she said, “What’s your name, young man?”


“Arnold McCray,” I said.  Then she looked up my name and said, “You’re in class 608.  That is a good class.” And I smiled.


Then I went to an empty seat and sat there.  I met all different kinds of children and all sorts of teachers.  My home room teacher was Mrs. Henderson.  She was a tall, light skinned American with gold dred-locks.  It was very fascinating to see so many students together at once. The best part was, I was able to walk from class to class and no other sixth grade class could do that.  And that made me feel older than I was.  

Sixth grade was the grade that I carried so many books that my father bought me a book bag with wheels on the bottom. I was carrying about 16 books back and forth to 

school everyday.

Another thing was I was able to ride the bus by myself.  I can remember these things very well because the first day in the sixth grade was one of the best days of my life.


Another thing about Junior High School was you began being interested in a lot of different things.  I began to like shoes because all of the older kids in that school liked to dress nice and play video games and that’s what I began to do.  I also started hanging around with the older kids because they were like the coolest kids in the school and everyone wanted to be them.  And hanging around like all the time we all started to date girls and party.

