When I first left elementary school, I was frightened of the next step, middle school. I had already had a horrible experience in elementary school by being the academic outcast. Not to mention the fact that my height, smile, and glasses made me somebody that nobody wanted to be friends with. 
I spent that whole summer trying to figure out ways to get out of starting junior high at a public school. Eventually my mom just got fed up with my whining and told me to toughen up and that whatever happened in my past would not happen in the future. To my surprise, she was right, I ended up making a couple of friends. Though I made friends, I still had my fair share of foes. My first month as a sixth grader I ended up getting into a fight. That day I knew in order to succeed that I would have to choose my friends wisely.

My seventh grade year I had switched schools so the friends I made the year before weren’t there for me to talk to, but my enemies sure were and they had brought company. That year I made one friend, but I fought two times. The year I was in the seventh grade was just a repeat of all six years of grammar school.
My social life didn’t make a turn for the better until the end of my eighth grade year when I finally stopped caring about friendships. My freshman year in high school was fun even though I did get into my third and final fight.  That year was the year I realized that I was no longer a child and issues that used to bother me such as friendships didn’t bother me any more.

My sophomore year I spent most of the time talking to boys and making more guy friends. With my guy friends I actually found a comfort zone. I never felt the need to compete with others to gain popularity in my group. I was actually able to relate to somebody for once. That was the first year that I didn’t spend most of my nights crying because I just didn’t fit in. I was actually happy.

My junior year my relationships changed again. I fell in love for the first time and had my first serious boyfriend and heartbreak all in the same year. That was the first year I never had a bad day, even when I broke up with my boyfriend, I didn’t let my feelings determine the out come of my day.

This past year was my senior year, I had still had my I don’t care attitude but at full force. In between college applications and senior stuff I rid myself of people that caused more harm in my life than good. Some of those people I had known since I was three years old. I thought to myself that the people I had become friends with were put in my life to get me through a certain troubled time or period but, now that  I have made it through whatever was bothering me I have no need for them anymore. By the time I graduated high school, I went from having four female friends and five guy friends to having two female friends and two guy friends.

In conclusion, I’m glad that I experienced obstacles in my life early and had friends there to catch me when I fell dry my many tears.  Because now I can focus on more important issues

