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“Those were the days,” I would tell myself. I remember that very moment when I stepped into Eisenhower Jr. High; my life would take a complete different turn. When I first walked into the school, it was nothing like I would expect it.  My first thoughts were, “This school is huge. I’m going to get lost for sure.” I remembered when I first saw my best friend Amy Huynh there. I had no idea how important she would be in my life. I got back in contact with an old, best friend, Julie Tang too. I also met Amy Pham, Christina Nhan, and many more that had a whole different impact in my life.  I didn’t expect this teenage life of mine to be filled with such drama, laughter, and getting hurt. My eyes wandered into the future ahead; this is going to be a fun ride. 
I was always that one quiet, shy girl that rarely talks to anyone. When I began seventh grade, I was very scared and nervous. It’s starting new, meeting new people I thought I would never talk to, and meeting new people would have the disadvantage of losing my old friends, and in the end I was right. It was about three years ago in seventh grade, that I happened to meet my best friend in the school library.	
“Is your last name Nguyen too?” I asked Amy.
“No, it’s Huynh,” Amy replied.
	Those were the first words we spoke to each other and it led us into being more than just good friends. 
	In math class was when I first met Amy Pham. I really never remember much on how we met, but I had a very bad impression of her. 
	“Oh my gosh, who do you like in Twilight?” I heard her say to a girl in our math class. 
It was annoying, considering how much Amy and that girl would talk about it all the time. I got really annoyed. It wasn’t until I talked to her, got to know her better that I stopped getting annoyed. I actually started to love Twilight a lot, and even became a little obsessed. 
	I began to talk to Christina Nhan. She had a locker close to mine in A hall, and that’s when it all happened.
	“Do you know who Julie Tang is?” I asked her.
	“Yes, I do,” She replied back.
She was the nicest and sweetest girl I thought I would ever meet. We got along really fine, but we rarely talked in seventh grade.
	Seventh grade were the days. I remember meeting a whole lot of people who I didn‘t intend to meet. Everyone was so nice and friendly. I’ve created so many memories. I also broke out of my little bubble, and began to talk more since I’ve met Amy. I also got back in contact with my really old best friend, Julie Tang. 
	In eighth grade, I thought life was still going great. I still got along with everyone. I’ve gotten closer to Christina Nhan. We were really close. Who knew all of a sudden someone you thought you knew once would change. My history teacher and Marina Khan told me to believe with my eyes. This conflict started when the position of secretary in Journalism for ninth grade was being given to Marina. She had every right to become secretary, but a little note from Christina changed it all. This was when it all began. Rumors were being spread about Christina and Marina. Everything got out of control. The old Journalism class started to pull us out of our classes, and they were talking to us about the whole issue of the position of who was going to be secretary. I really don’t remember what happened but I know it caused a lot of pain, and hurt to each and every one of us. My history teacher saw what has happened, and he and the Journalism teacher to put off the secretary position. I know then that things weren’t going to be the same between Christina and I. I confronted her one day and said, “I thought I knew you. I guess I was wrong.” Sometimes, even now, I sit to myself and think about the taste of friendship and how it can be so bitter.
	Eighth grade year really wasn’t all that fun. The drama was just out of control, and everyone I thought I knew, wasn’t who I really thought. I guess it’s the process of life that makes you stronger. Each of us went to school normally, but we really didn’t talk anymore, and summer came.
	In 9th grade, Journalism was a blast. I had the best teacher. I met a lot of new people, and everything was going the way it is. Until we were suppose to do a topic for the school newspaper, everything got out of control again. During lunch,  as I was biting into my turkey sandwich, an abrupt approach stopped me and I looked up.
	“If you don’t like that topic for the newspaper, tell me!” Amy said to me in the cafeteria before she walked off. 
Eventually, things worked out though. I wrote a letter to Amy, and apologized because I didn’t want to ruin our friendship, and thanks to Marina, Amy and I are close again.
	“Will you give this not to Amy?” I asked Marina in Spanish class.
	“Si, senorita. I will,” Marina replied to me.
	I can only remember crying my eyes out in 8th and 9th grade. Amy and I didn’t talk for days because of all the drama. I heard different stories from Christina and Marina, and it was frustrating. Then, we all started to go our own way, no one really started to talk to each other anymore, and Christina and I are like two complete strangers now. It’s alright though because I learned my lesson- you never should trust someone until you get to know them more than enough. We all started anew and let the past slowly fade away. The smell of fresh air and starting again has never felt this way before. 
	
	



