Kindergarten Cheater
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It was a day early in September, 1995. At the time, I was five years old. The day had gone by just like any other of my kindergarten experiences. My mother woke me up and I ate breakfast. She drove me to my bus stop and I got on the bus, ready as ever for school. The first thing we did was practice writing the alphabet, the teacher then read a story to us, we went to recess, then snack time, a little bit of math, and finally rest time. After school my mother picked me up, and once we arrived home we ate lunch. I was probably the happiest kid ever at the time. I did mostly anything I wanted, and my mom didn’t care much. She just watched over me to make sure I didn’t do anything dangerous or wrong. That night my mother tucked me into bed and I said my prayer, then she walked out of the room and I slowly drifted to sleep. That night I didn’t know. I wasn’t ready for the lesson I would learn the next day. Carefree as I ever had been, I really didn’t think anything could go wrong.

“Brandon, time to get up.” My mom whispered into my ear. I slowly lifted my back off the comfy surface of the mattress.

“Already? Wow, that wasn’t long.” I said. “Good thing I sleeped fast, I get to play even more!” I hopped out of my bed and changed into my clothes in a hurry. Rushing downstairs to eat breakfast, I pulled my shirt on and sat at the table, where there was a bowl of cereal and a glass of milk waiting for me. “Mmm, Honey Nut Cheerios! Thanks so much mom, I don’t like those Mini-Wheat thingies.” I started eating my cereal when my mom said, 
“Brandon!” in a disappointed tone.

“What’s wrong mom?”


“You put your shirt on backwards again!”


“Oops!” I smiled at my mom as I turned my shirt around. I started eating again as I blurted out, “Is that better?”


“Yes, that is much better” My mother replied. After I got done eating, my mom had my backpack and coat ready for me to put on. Mom blew me a kiss as I ran out to the street and headed for the bus stop. The bus ride seemed a little longer than usual, but I didn’t really care much. All I was thinking about was playing with my friends after school. When I got to my school, I ran into my schoolroom and said hi to Blake and Nick, my two best friends at the school. I hung my backpack up on one of the little hooks on the far corner. The room smelled kind of funny that day, like a fresh new candle, probably from all of the crayons in the room.

My friends and I had some fun when we practiced the alphabet together. After that, our teacher read us a small Clifford story, one of my favorites. Then we went out to recess and I played around with my friends. After recess we had snack time, which I enjoyed because today my mom had given me Oreos for a snack. Then we had math. In math our teacher handed out a sheet with a couple of problems on it, and after that she gave us an abacus. I thought the abacus was just to play around with after we were done so that we wouldn’t get bored if we finished a little early. I went ahead and did the problems and once I was done, I started playing with the beads on the abacus. Then I noticed something. While I was doing my problems I thought everyone was ignoring their math assignment and playing with their abacuses! Then I asked my friend next to me, “Hey why was everyone playing with their bead thingies when they got the math?” Then my friend answered,

“Umm…. the teacher said you have to use the beads to count up the answers!” Oh no! I thought. What would I do?? I cheated on my math, and my teacher is going to get mad at me when she finds out! This was really bad. When our teacher asked for our math problems, I just handed it in. The next thing we did was rest time, but I couldn’t rest. I was so worried about the math, and I couldn’t think of anything else. After rest time was over, everyone got their backpacks and waited for their parents to pick them up.

When my mom came I got a whole new thought in my head. What will mom do?? I’m in big, big trouble. I stayed quiet all the way home. When we got home my mother fixed me some Spaghettios, which tasted pretty good. A little while after I was done eating, mom asked me how school was. Oh no!! I’m in big trouble. I started sobbing. She asked me what was wrong, but I just couldn’t stop crying! After a while, I finally stopped long enough to say “I… I think I cheated!”
“When?” asked my mother.

“In math!”
“Math? How could you have cheated in math?”

“The teacher gave us some math to solve. She told us to use the beads on the wire thingy to get our answers…”

“Yes?”

“And… I got my answers without using the beads!”

I really cried, thinking I was going to be in serious trouble. My mom started laughing uncontrollably, then she explained to me that I hadn’t cheated, I was just smart! After that I felt so much better about it, and said, “Do you think you could write me a note to take to my teacher?”

“If you’d feel better about it,” she replied.

“Okay.”

“Everything is fine Brandon, you’ll be ok.”

I heaved a big sigh of relief. I wasn’t a cheater after all.
