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Middle School Autobiography Examples 

Finding My Own Frequency 

If my life were a radio, elementary school was about listening to whatever station was already 

playing—usually the one my parents or teachers tuned to. Middle school has been about 

learning to turn the dial myself, through the static and weird stations, trying to find the music 

that sounds like me. I’m still searching, but I’ve started to recognize my own frequency. 

My childhood station was pretty clear: sports. My dad played college baseball, and from the 

time I could walk, I had a mitt on my hand. I was the girl who’d rather be covered in dirt than 

glitter, who chose cleats over character shoes. In elementary school, this was easy. I was “Avery 

the Athlete.” I pitched for my softball team, led the soccer league in assists, and my identity felt 

as solid as the trophies on my shelf. I didn’t question it; it was just who I was. 

Then came sixth grade, and the signal got fuzzy. It wasn’t that I stopped loving sports—I still do. 

It was that I started seeing other stations I’d never noticed before. It began in Mrs. Henderson’s 

language arts class. We had to write a short story, and for some reason, instead of writing 

about winning a big game (my usual go-to), I wrote about an old woman who could hear the 

memories trapped in forgotten objects. It was weird. It poured out of me in one night. When 

Mrs. Henderson read it, she pulled me aside and said, “Avery, this is exceptional. You have a 

real voice.” Voice. I’d never thought about having one of those. My identity had always been 

about my arm, my speed. Now, someone was talking about my words. 

That comment was the first crack in my single-story identity. Suddenly, I felt split. At practice, I 

was the focused, aggressive shortstop. In my bedroom at night, I was filling notebooks with 

fragments of poems and story ideas about lonely astronauts and sentient forests. These two 
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Averys felt like different people. The athlete was confident, popular, knew her role. The writer 

was secretive, unsure, and felt almost too vulnerable to share. 

The split became a full-blown identity crisis in seventh grade. My best friend since kindergarten, 

Chloe, was firmly on the sports station. Our whole friend group was. One day, she saw my open 

notebook where I’d sketched a costume design for the school play and written a poem about 

the goalie’s anxiety. “Since when do you care about plays and poetry?” she asked, not meanly, 

but genuinely confused. “Aren’t you trying out for travel ball?” 

That “aren’t you” hit me hard. It was a box, and I was starting to feel cramped inside it. I 

realized I was afraid that if I turned the dial toward this new, creative station, I’d lose the signal 

on everything else—my friends, my dad’s proud smile, the simple clarity of being “Avery the 

Athlete.” 

The turning point was this year, in eighth grade. Our history teacher, Mr. Diaz, showed us a 

documentary about the Renaissance. He talked about the “Renaissance person”—someone 

who cultivated multiple talents, who saw art and science and athletics not as separate 

categories, but as different ways of exploring what it means to be human. Leonardo da Vinci 

designed war machines and painted the Mona Lisa. That idea was a revelation. Maybe I didn’t 

have to choose. 

Emboldened, I did two things I never would have done before. First, I tried out for—and 

made—the competitive travel softball team. Second, I submitted three poems to the school’s 

literary magazine. And I told my friends about both. 

The result wasn’t a seamless blend overnight. Some teammates still don’t get why I’d spend 

lunch in the writing club. Some writing club friends think sports are boring. But a few people get 
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it. My dad, surprisingly, was one of them. When I showed him my published poem next to my 

new team jersey, he said, “Kid, you contain multitudes.” I had to look up what “multitudes” 

meant. When I did, I felt seen. 

I’m not just one station anymore. Some days, the clearest signal is the crack of a bat and the 

smell of fresh-cut grass. Other days, it’s the quiet hum of focus as a perfect metaphor clicks into 

place in a poem. Middle school taught me that identity isn’t a fixed point you find and stay on 

forever. It’s more like surfing the dial, learning that you can appreciate classical, rock, and hip-

hop, and that the static in between is just part of the search. 

I’m fourteen now. I don’t have it all figured out, but I know this: I am Avery, the shortstop with 

a dirty uniform. I am also Avery, the writer with ink-stained fingers. And I am learning that 

these aren’t contradictions. They’re just different songs on the same, ever-expanding playlist of 

me. The volume is finally turning up. 

 

The Mapmaker 

For as long as I can remember, I’ve been a collector of places. Not souvenirs, but 

sensations: the exact smell of rain on the playground blacktop in third grade, the way 

the light slanted through my grandmother’s kitchen window at 4 PM, the muffled quiet 

of the public library’s fantasy aisle. My mind is a scrapbook of maps to moments, and 

middle school has been about learning that some of those maps lead to who you are, 

and some lead to who you’re supposed to leave behind. 

In elementary school, my map was simple and well-drawn. My territory was my 

neighborhood, my route was from home to school to soccer practice, and my identity 

was "the quiet kid who draws." I documented my world in the margins of notebooks—

sketches of my dog sleeping, the oak tree at the bus stop, my friends’ faces as they 

laughed. Life felt contained and knowable, like a well-labeled diagram. 
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Sixth grade erased the borders. Switching classes, having a locker, navigating the social 

ecosystems of the cafeteria—it was like my familiar map had been tossed in the air, and 

I had to redraw it while everyone else seemed to already have a copy. The biggest shock 

was the social code. Conversations were no longer about what game to play at recess; 

they were layered with meanings I couldn’t decipher. An invitation to sit at a lunch table 

felt like a treaty, a casual joke could be a landmine. My old map, built on quiet 

observation and drawing, didn’t have a legend for this. 

I tried to draft a new one by imitation. For a few painful months, I tried to be an 

archeologist of coolness, studying the clothes, slang, and opinions of the "popular" 

group. I forced laughter at jokes I didn’t get, abandoned my sketchbook for a more 

"acceptable" video game, and tried to make my quiet voice louder. The result was a map 

that led nowhere. I felt like a forgery, a shaky copy of someone else’s destination. I was 

lonely in a crowded hallway. 

The compass finally steadied in Mr. K’s art room. It was the one place where the noise of 

middle school faded into the scratch of pencils and the smell of clay. For a project, we 

had to create a self-portrait without using a face. Stumped, I went back to my oldest 

maps—my collection of places. I made a mosaic. I sculpted a tiny, perfect version of my 

elementary school’s dented water fountain. I painted a panel of my grandmother’s 

window light. I drew the intricate root system of the bus stop oak tree. I even included a 

messy, abstract swirl of acrylic for the confusing roar of the sixth-grade lunchroom. 

Put together, it didn’t look like a person. It looked like a landscape. When Mr. K saw it, 

he said, "Ah. You’re not just in places. You’re made of them. This is a map of a self." 

That phrase—"a map of a self"—changed everything. It gave me permission to stop 

trying to navigate to someone else’s capital city and start exploring my own terrain. I 

began to seek out my true coordinates. I found them in the astronomy club, where we 

mapped stars instead of social hierarchies. I found them in a friendship with Leo, who 

talked about bird migration patterns with the same intensity others talked about TikTok 

trends. We were both cartographers of quiet, curious things. 

Now, in eighth grade, I understand my project better. Middle school isn't about finding 

one fixed point called "me." It's the messy, active process of surveying your own interior. 

Some days, the territory is rugged and unfamiliar—like navigating a sudden argument 

or a new insecurity. Other days, it’s a peaceful exploration, like discovering a love for 

graphic novels or the perfect quiet of the art room at 3 PM. 

I am still the collector of places. But now I know I am also the place being collected. 

Every experience, every failure, every moment of quiet observation is another landmark 

on the map I’m drawing of who I am. It’s an unfinished map, with plenty of blank spaces 
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labeled "Here Be Dragons" for the future. But the borders are mine now, the legend is in 

my own handwriting, and for the first time, I’m excited to see where it leads. 

 

 

The Bridge 

My life has been lived in translation. At home, the air is thick with the spicy-sweet scent 

of my amma’s sambar and the rapid-fire melody of Tamil. We talk of relatives in 

Chennai, watch old Tamil films, and my father quizzes me on Thirukkural verses. Then I 

step outside, and the soundtrack switches. It’s the crunch of suburban American gravel 

under bike tires, the hum of the school bus, the slang-filled English of my classmates 

discussing baseball and Netflix. For years, I felt like a permanent tourist with two 

passports, never quite a native in either land. 

In elementary school, the divide felt simple. There was Home Rithvik and School Rithvik. 

Home Rithvik ate dosa with his hands, knew all the dance moves to a Rajinikanth song, 

and felt a deep, warm certainty in his bones. School Rithvik ate pizza with a fork, 

explained what cricket wasn’t, and sometimes shrunk his name down to just "Rit" to 

make it easier for others. I was a chameleon, and it was exhausting. I thought growing 

up meant choosing one skin to stay in forever. 

Seventh grade collapsed the wall between my two worlds, and for a while, it felt like a 

disaster. It was Cultural Heritage Week. My English teacher, Ms. Klein, encouraged me to 

share something about my background. Part of me wanted to hide. But a stronger, 

newer part—maybe it was School Rithvik gaining confidence, or Home Rithvik getting 

tired of hiding—made me agree. I decided to perform a short, classical Bharatanatyam 

piece my grandmother had taught me. 

The morning of the performance, I was sick with fear. In the auditorium, under the bright 

lights, I felt like an imposter in my ornate, jingling ankle bells (salangai). My classmates 

saw me as the quiet math whiz, not… this. The music started, a complex rhythm of the 

mridangam. I took a breath, assumed the first pose (aramandi), and began. 

Something shifted as I moved. The precise gestures of my hands (mudras) told an 

ancient story of love and separation. The stomp of my feet marked time in a way 

completely different from a basketball dribble. I wasn’t just Rithvik on a stage; I was a 
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link in a chain thousands of years long. For three minutes, there was no divide. There 

was only the story, the rhythm, and me. 

The silence when I finished was absolute, followed by explosive applause. But more than 

the clapping, it was the questions afterward that changed me. "What did that hand 

movement mean?" "How long have you practiced?" "Can you teach me that step?" My 

classmates weren’t seeing me as foreign; they were seeing a part of me they’d never 

known was there. I wasn’t a tourist to them in that moment; I was a guide. 

That experience didn’t erase the two worlds. Instead, it showed me I wasn’t a line 

dividing them—I was the bridge connecting them. I started bringing more of Home 

Rithvik to school. I did a history project on the Chola dynasty’s architecture. I explained 

the philosophy behind a Thirukkural verse in language arts. In turn, I brought School 

Rithvik home more confidently, explaining American history projects to my parents and 

sharing my friends’ inside jokes. 

I’m not two people anymore. I’m a single person with a rich, bilingual interior life. My 

Tamil gives me a poetic, metaphorical way of seeing family and duty. My English gives 

me a direct, analytical tool for science and debate. My love for both Kollywood films and 

Marvel movies isn’t a contradiction; it’s just a broad taste in storytelling. 

Middle school taught me that identity isn’t about picking a side of a border. It’s about 

learning to live on the bridge itself, appreciating the view in both directions. The music 

from one shore and the language from the other don’t clash—they mix into a unique 

soundtrack that is entirely, uniquely mine. I am the translator, the interpreter, the 

synthesis. And the view from here is pretty amazing. 

 

 

The Code-Breaker 

For most of my life, I believed the world operated on a hidden set of rules I hadn’t been 

given. Social interactions seemed like a complex video game where everyone else had 

the instruction manual. A frown could mean anger or concentration. A sigh could be 

boredom or tiredness. A pause in conversation felt like a pit I was supposed to know 

how to fill. My brain craved the clear, solvable logic of math problems, where X always 

led to Y. People were frustratingly unsolvable. 
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In elementary school, I coped by creating my own systems. I’d categorize classmates by 

their predictable behaviors: The Sharer (always had extra snacks), The Rule-Keeper (knew 

every school policy), The Joker (laughter guaranteed). I mapped out the safest routes 

through the playground to avoid unpredictable games. I had scripts for common 

interactions: "Good morning," "Can I borrow a pencil?" "Nice weather." It was 

exhausting, but it worked. I was the quiet, polite kid on the periphery, observing the 

mysterious social organism from behind a glass wall. 

Then came middle school, and my systems shattered. There were too many new people, 

too many shifting social groups, too many unspoken rules about clothes and music and 

which hallway to loiter in. My old categories blurred and broke. The pressure to "fit in" 

became a loud, confusing alarm in my head. My attempts to follow the rules I observed 

often backfired. Mimicking someone’s slang sounded forced. Trying to join a lunchtable 

conversation felt like inserting a line of code into the wrong program—everything 

crashed into awkward silence. 

The lowest point was in seventh grade, when a group I’d been cautiously observing 

started calling me "Robot." It was meant as a tease, but it felt like a diagnosis. Was that 

all I was? A malfunctioning machine trying to mimic human beings? I retreated further, 

spending lunches in the library, buried in books about cryptography and ancient codes. 

Real codes made sense. They were puzzles with solutions. 

My salvation came from an unexpected source: a required elective, Introduction to 

Computer Science. On the first day, we learned about binary. 1 and 0. On and off. True 

and false. It was a language my brain understood natively. Then, we moved to simple 

"if-then" logic. IF the user clicks the button, THEN play a sound. This was it! This was the 

structure I’d been searching for in human behavior, but translated into a clean, logical 

framework. 

My teacher, Mr. Evans, noticed my intensity. He gave me a extra-credit challenge: design 

a simple text-based adventure game. I built "Dungeon of Decisions," where every choice 

branched to a new outcome. Writing the dialogue for the game characters, I had to 

think logically about how they would react. The gruff troll wouldn’t be nice if you 

insulted him (IF insult = true, THEN anger++). The lost fairy would help if you were kind 

(IF kindness > 5, THEN give key). 

Building that game was the first time I used my need for logic as a creative tool, not just 

a defensive shield. And something clicked. I realized human interaction did have rules—

they were just incredibly complex, layered with emotion and context, written in a 

language of tone and body I was still learning. I wasn’t a robot; I was a programmer 

trying to decipher a living, breathing source code without comments. 
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This reframed everything. I started to see social skills not as a mystical talent, but as a 

learnable language, the most complex API (Application Programming Interface) ever 

written. I began to study it like one. I’d watch interactions in movies and mentally map 

the "if-then" sequences. I practiced conversations with my patient, understanding mom 

as if they were user-testing sessions. 

I’m not the most socially fluent person in eighth grade. I still miss cues, and small talk is 

a skill on "loading…" But the panic is gone. I’ve found my tribe in the coding club, where 

we speak in logical structures and celebrate elegant solutions. And I’ve made two close 

friends. With them, I don’t need a full script. I’ve learned their "code"—Sam’s sarcasm is 

his affection, Maya’s quiet means she’s thinking deeply. 

Middle school taught me that my brain isn’t broken for seeing the world in patterns and 

logic. It’s just wired differently. I’m not a robot failing to be human. I’m a code-breaker, a 

systems analyst for the messy, beautiful, and infinitely complex program of human 

connection. And I’m finally starting to understand the syntax. 

 

 

The Edited Story 

My origin story used to be simple: I was the accident. The "happy surprise" that came 

ten years after my brother, Ben. My family’s story was already a published book—a 

bestseller about a brilliant, athletic oldest son and his proud parents—and I was a hastily 

scribbled footnote in the margin. For years, I thought my autobiography would just be 

an appendix to theirs. 

My role was the audience. I was the one cheering from the bleachers at Ben’s varsity 

baseball games, clapping in the front row at his graduation, listening to my parents 

beam about his medical school acceptance. Our house was a museum of his 

achievements. My childhood felt like living in someone else’s highlight reel. I loved my 

brother, but I felt invisible, a ghost in a home dedicated to a living legend. I tried on 

identities like costumes—maybe I’d be the artist? The musician?—but nothing felt 

authentic. It all felt like a performance for an empty seat. 

The shift started not with a bang, but with a quiet, stubborn act of defiance in sixth 

grade. My history class held a debate on ancient civilizations. Everyone wanted Egypt or 

Rome. I raised my hand and said, "I’ll take the Indus Valley." My teacher looked 
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surprised. Ben would have commanded Rome. I spent weeks buried in research, 

fascinated by their undeciphered script and advanced city planning nobody talked 

about. On debate day, I didn’t just present facts; I made a case for why a civilization that 

left no giant monuments but had perfect sewers was more impressive than one that 

built pyramids with slave labor. I didn’t win, but I made people think. 

That was the first time I felt a spark of my own narrative. It wasn’t in Ben’s shadow; it was 

in a completely different library. 

Seventh grade was the year of the Great Edit. Ben moved across the country for his 

residency. The house, for the first time, was quiet. The mantlepiece with his trophies 

suddenly looked less like a shrine and more like… furniture. In the silence, my own voice 

got louder. I quit the soccer team I’d joined because it was "the family sport" and 

auditioned for the school play on a whim. I got the part of a quirky, philosophical 

gardener—a character who existed entirely outside of anyone’s expectations. On stage, 

under the lights, speaking words I didn’t write but chose to give voice to, I wasn’t a 

footnote. I was the main event. 

My parents, to their credit, started seeing the book I was writing, not the one they’d 

already published. My dad, who coached Ben’s baseball team, asked to run lines with 

me. My mom, who framed every one of Ben’s diplomas, framed my playbill. 

Now, in eighth grade, I’m the editor of my own story. I understand that being the 

second child isn’t a deficit; it’s a narrative advantage. I got to watch the first draft—see 

the plot twists, the conflicts, the revisions my parents made with Ben. I’ve learned from 

their editorial notes. My story isn’t about rebellion; it’s about discovery. Ben’s is an epic. 

Mine is a character study. 

He is a surgeon who fixes broken bodies. I am discovering I might be the kind of person 

who writes the poems people read to remember they have a soul. We are not in 

competition; we are in different genres entirely. 

Middle school was the messy, necessary drafting process. I tried out characters, 

scrapped plotlines, and finally found my author’s voice. My family’s story isn’t a single 

book with a footnote anymore. It’s a library. And I’m finally writing a volume that 

belongs entirely on its own shelf, in my own handwriting. The cover is still blank, the 

chapters are unwritten, but for the first time, I can’t wait to see how it ends. 
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