Yisley

Period 2


“One rotten apple spoils the bunch.”


I chose this proverb because it means a lot of things to me.  When I was little in Cuba, there was a girl in my classroom that everybody said was a bad girl.  I didn’t know why.  She always was alone in school.  She didn’t have any friends.  She was always talking to me and trying to be my friend.  I felt sorry for her because she didn’t have friends, and I became her friend.


One day in school I was talking to her.  When I was listening to her, she told me that she was always skipping out of her house to go out with her friends because her mother didn’t let her go out.  Her mother knew how she was and that she did a lot of bad things with her friends because her friends were big, and she was the little one.


When I heard all that, I didn’t like it.  But she told me to go with her the next time and that we were going to have a good time.  I told her no, but she insisted that I go.  She begged me to go with her anyway.  


The next day I told her that I wanted to with her, and she was happy.  I skipped out of my house at night, and we went to do bad things with her friends.  Then, when it was midnight, she didn’t want me to go back home. 


My mother was looking for me everywhere, and her mother was, too.  They were crying.  When we got back at 4:00 in the morning, they told me a lot of things.  I felt very bad for my mother because I never wanted to hurt her.  I never did those things again.


The next day my mother told me, “One rotten apple spoils the bunch.”  I told her, “That’s very true!” because when you have a friend and your friend does bad things, then you are going to do the things that your friend told you to do.  That’s what happened to me; she influenced me; I wasn’t strong enough to say no.  


When I heard this proverb, I remembered Cuba because my mother was always telling me this because of what happened to me.  It’s very true that one bad person influenced all the other people that are around him or her.  This is why I chose this proverb.  It explains all the things that happened to me in Cuba.  My mother was right when she told me this proverb.


