
AND THE WORLD KEEPS SPINNING 
 

They told me that it was normal for teens to experiment, a little bit of fun, a little bit to 

relax you. It was never my scene but who was I to say anything? I watched as a little bit turned 

to every weekend, ‘safe’ turned to suspicious, but that’s not my scene who am I to say 

anything? I watched as her personality ever so slightly changed, not more edgy or dark, not 

depressed or sporadic, just distant. She was hovering, just exactly how she was before but a bit 

detached. And as much as I wanted to say something, to scream something because this was 

so far from what I thought was right, from what was normal. But I stayed silent because who 

wants a friend who just nags them? Who isn’t ‘cool’. So I stayed silent and watched her drift, 

lulling happily between the waves of happiness and distress, completely unaware of the danger 

in the next swell. Then one day it happened. The swell overtook her and she couldn’t fight the 

current, she was gone. And it broke me. Everyone was so sad, going on about how you never 

expect it, how it is noticed too late, about how sweet of a person she was, how missed she 

would be. Tears were on the faces of almost everyone I spoke to, but not mine. I was enraged! I 

saw it, her friends saw it, everyone saw it. And yet no one did a single thing. They sat stoic in 

their ignorant bliss, refusing to acknowledge that there was a problem, a problem beyond fun or 

trying new things, a problem beyond normal or cool, a serious problem that they all ignored 

without batting an eye and now they cry for a girl who is gone, a girl who they could have saved. 

A girl I could have saved.  

 

 

Don’t tell me that no one cares. Don’t try to tell me that nobody notices. Don’t give me 

this romanticized idea of how she was a good girl who had one wild night. She had a problem 

and everyone just sat by, including me. Don’t tell me this fairytale of how the world still spins, 



the sun still goes round, and the grass will still grow and how she would want us to move on and 

live our lives to the fullest when she was clearly struggling. You saw, I saw, everyone saw. And 

to save ‘stepping on toes’ we stayed silent in denial and it had drastic consequences. Her name 

whispered in the halls, her mother sat within her home crying over a picture of the girl she lost. 

Everyone acting as if they were in mourning when they let this happen, sad faces and hushed 

tones everywhere I went because my best friend is gone. They act as if there wasn’t a problem. 

Like they only physically lost her from this world when they have just written her off, as an 

embarrassment, as a liability, something instead of someone. I didn’t lose my best friend 

because she overdosed or died, I lost her because the way we treat addiction in our culture is 

with negligence and blame instead of understanding and rehabilitation.  

 


