2

Student’s Name
Professor’s Name
[bookmark: _GoBack]Course
Date of Submission
Trust no one 
Have you ever found yourself in a situation where you are the only person doing something different from the rest? Have you found doing something you don't really like because your friends have convinced you to do it? This is precisely what happened to me when I attended my friend's birthday party late last year. This incident went to the history of my life because it was brought shame and disgrace to my life. 
As it is usual with my friends last year, we attended the birthday party of one of our friends we school with. The party was attended by many of our course mates in the department of sociology. There was merry-making, and the party was super enjoyable. So as the norm with many birthday parties, there were drinks to grace the occasion. All my friends knew me as a cool and principled girl who would stick to my word without compromising. My friend, Sharon, who had the birthday, had invited boys to come to celebrate and grace the occasion. There was a merry-making. Music was played, lots of drinks and inevitably boys and girls were dancing in pairs. No doubt, everyone enjoyed the occasion. 

However, that day would not be the best one for me after the occasion. After we were done with dancing, it was now time to take the drinks. I had vowed not to take any alcoholic drink in my life as I was raised in a religious family. My father was a pastor in a local church while my mother was also one of the clergies in the church. Before then, I had not tasted any alcoholic drink all my life. Everyone in the crowd was merry-making, taking the variety of whiskey they wanted. I told my friend, Sharon, that I would not take any alcoholic drink. However, she insisted that I take just a sip of it. She brought me the one type of alcohol that he told me was for "beginners" since it had very little alcohol content. I resisted.
Meanwhile, everyone else was enjoying themselves to the fullest. I felt lonely. Some boys kept insisting that I take just a little of it and assured me nothing would go amiss. As they were taking alcohol, they continued to dance in pairs. Everyone looked at me and despised me, accusing me of being "boring" at the party because I was not dancing. I felt so ashamed. 
One cute guy approached me and placed a bottle of whiskey to my mouth. He assured me that nothing would go wrong if I tasted it. After protesting several times, I found myself drinking it. He brought me another glass of alcohol, which I also drank. I had finally fallen to the trap. I gave in the peer pressure. The rest, as they say, is history.
Two months later, I was pregnant. How that happened, I didn't know. I had brought shame and disgrace not only to myself but also to my family. Where will I hide my face? How do I explain it to my parents? 

This experience taught me never to give in to peer pressure. I learned the importance of sticking to your principles and sticking to your principles. I learned not to trust anyone, even your best friend. This day continues to haunt me whenever I think about it. Since then, I have vowed not to take bow to peer pressure again. 

