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True Friendship
True friends stick closer than family. They become part of our lives even though we are not related by blood. They know us inside out, stick out for us always, demonstrate loyalty, and are ever ready to give guidance. My best friend, Lisa Johnson, has proven to be more than a friend, she has become a family member to me and continually demonstrated loyalty, affection, and advice.
We have been friends since we were kids. I specially remember a time in 11th grade when I was at my lowest and she was always there for me. I had just lost my grandpa who meant the world to me. One day we had a serious argument, and I felt like no one cared or understood me. In one of my anger fits I wished they would all be gone. On that same night, as grandpa was driving back to his house his car rammed head-on with an oncoming truck and granddaddy together with the five occupants of the minivan [all family members] perished in the grisly accident.
When we received the fatal news I could not take it and blamed myself entirely. I went into serious depression and refused to eat, sleep, or drink let alone attend school. At that moment, all I did was wish I could take my previous wish back; maybe Grandpa and the others would still be alive. These thoughts tormented me day and night and turned into a shadow of my former self. I was angry every time at everyone and everything, and most of all, I was unforgiving and angry at myself. No matter what anyone told me, it was not enough to make me believe or feel otherwise.


It was only a matter of time before friends and even some family members grew tired of my irate and moody behavior. Gradually, all friends, except Lisa walked away; but she withstood all my anger and mood swings and never at any one time forgot to remind me that their deaths were not my fault and that life must go on. She would always come over every day after school and on weekends she made sure to come by and spend time with me. Lisa was never sure what mood she would find me in on any particular day but this never stopped her from coming anyway – of all the people I know, Lisa is the sweetest and most persistent.
Even when she found me in a terrible mood, she would not leave. Rather she would come, sit next to me, and hold my hand in hers. For some unknown reason, I never let anyone [not even mom] except Lisa get close to me whenever I was in such a mood. When grief overcame me, and I could not help crying, she would hold me in a tight little bear hug embrace. She would not say a word but would just hold me till I relaxed. It felt so good to have what we now call “a comfortable, uninterrupted cry time” – we still have these sometimes.
[bookmark: _GoBack]When I look back to that time, I am sure that Lisa’s friendship, loyalty, and advice did more healing than all the counseling and doctor-sessions I attended. She gave me a shoulder to lean and cry on. Her friendship taught me that true friends are rare to find; but once you find one, never let go no matter what the consequence. Today, she and I are closer than twins. Our friendship is the strongest ever, and I am sure the bond is here to last.
