
I Know That Feeling 

 

It was the first day of school and my brother was starting sixth grade. He was very nervous, but quite 

excited, too! I could totally relate with his feelings because I had felt the same way when I experienced 

my first day of sixth grade. I remember it like it was yesterday! He laid out the perfect clothes he wanted 

to wear for his first day and went to bed early the night before. His backpack, lunchbox, and all of his 

new, plastic coated school supplies were sitting by the door just waiting to embrace those middle school 

halls. My brother woke up around 6:45 that fresh and lively August morning for his very first day of 

sixth grade. He was nervous and I was nervous for him because I had just gone through that experience 

three years prior. "Are you excited?" I asked energetically. He had that look upon his face of enthusiasm, 

but I could tell that deep inside, he was feeling pretty anxious. "It's okay, bud", I said in reply to his facial 

expression, "you're going to do well in middle school."  

 

"What if the eighth graders make fun of me?" he said. "What if I can't get my locker open?"  

"Okay," I said, "I was once a first-time middle schooler, and my experience turned out to be fine. The sixth 

grade teachers were more than happy to help me with my locker. I mean, that's why they're there! You'll 

definitely catch on to the middle school way of life just like I did. And if those eighth graders ever pick on you, 

you just come find me and I'll take care of them, or you can always get help from your teachers."  

"I guess I feel a little better." he said.  

"Aw, c'mon, only a little better?" 1 answered. "Don't worry a single bit. When I first started middle school, 

1 totally freaked out over the lockers. Do you remember when mom went to buy me a practice lock because I 

was so nervous? Well, the point is, even if I didn't have that practice lock, it would've been fine because I had 

help all around me when I got to school that day."  

"Okay, I think. I can make it through my first day of middle school!" my brother said.  

"Yes, you can! Now we better leave so we're not late. You have to be there by 7:45." I informed him.  

"7:45!!" he shouted. "Why didn't you tell me earlier that I needed to be there by that time; I am not ready 

yet."  

"You've been ready for weeks and once again", I reiterated, "I know exactly what you're feeling. I'm 

nervous too. I'm going to high school for the first time, so we're in the same boat, pal. Let's do this!"  

We went on to school that day and then we picked him up later, I asked him how his first day of middle 

school went. He said that overall it was pretty good, but he couldn't get his locker open. I told him how I had 

to practice opening mine a bunch of times before I got the hang of it. On the first day of eighth grade when 

they distributed the locks. I tried to open mine, but it wouldn't open! Think about it, I was in eighth grade at 

the time and had already been through two school years there opening a locker every day and I still had 

trouble. I told my brother that it happens to everybody.  

When I went into my high school on that first day, I was overcome with all the emotions a new sixth grader 

would feel. I could definitely associate with what my brother was feeling. Walking in another person's shoes 

really lets you think about what they have to go through and experience, and how you can relate to them. It 

totally puts a whole new perspective on life. We should really strive to be empathetic because we may be able 

to help someone by encouraging them and identifying with them. Let's make it a challenge to not ignore others' 

difficulties, but rather, show compassion and sensitivity toward them. 
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