I do not find it hard to be drug free,

So, I do not write for me.

I write for my classmate who seized.
He did not know what he was smoking,
But it was definitely more than weed.

Now the class is left coping.

As the ambulance leaves.
We all ask ourselves
“What if that was me”

But we’re just left to replace the books on the shelves.

I write for the girl with brown hair.
“One pill won't hurt right?”
Except the one time is unforgiving and unfair.

She was gone by the end of the night.

There is no warning they will listen to.
At least not until their lips are blue.
Will curiosity be the death of you?

Will you be another person I once knew.
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