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Effects of Marijuana


Marijuana is a totally harmless drug. At least, that is how I used to feel when I was addicted to it. For almost four years I argued with my father about how marijuana was not harmful. I would argue that marijuana was a plant given to us by God to enjoy; therefore, it could not be bad; and I would argue that since my father never tried marijuana, he could not judge it because he did not know how it affected a person. Now that I am free from this powerful drug's effects, I can clearly see how wrong I was. The truth is that marijuana robs you of your motivation, memory, and ability to focus. 


Before I stated smoking marijuana I was a very motivated student. I was happiest when I got rewarded for my hard work by getting good grades. However, in my junior year of high school, things started changing. One of my soccer teammates introduced me to marijuana. I immediately became fascinated with its effects and started smoking it almost daily. Before long, the joys of hard work and good grades were replaced by the deceptive joys of marijuana. My performance in school quickly deteriorated because of this powerful drug. Getting good grades no longer motivated me. In fact, my primary motivation for going to school was because it was the only place I knew to buy marijuana. This lasted only a short time as I quickly became acquainted with more dealers outside of school. Before long, I skipped more days of school than I was present. 

The effects that marijuana had on my motivation carried on long after I graduated high school, even when it came to small, day to day chores that I had to do when I moved out on my own. When I moved into my own apartment, I knew that I would be the only one responsible for all the daily chores that had to be done, and I figured that since I knew this I would quickly become a responsible adult. However, when I got home from work, the first thing I would do is grab my bong out of my room and go sit on my couch and take bong-hits until I was so high that I did not want to move. I would sit there and watch my favorite show, The Simpsons, for the next hour. When I did finally move, it was only to grab my bong and pack another bowl. I continued with this cycle usually all night, getting up only to grab food or a drink. Even though I had a whole house full of priorities, I put them off so I could get high; and once I did get high, I had no motivation to do accomplish any of the chores that required work on my part. So, even when I thought that I was becoming a responsible adult, I was only an irresponsible child with no motivation or sense of priorities. 


Another aspect of mental health that is affected by marijuana is the memory power of the brain. Short-term memory is drastically impaired under the influence of marijuana. It is not uncommon for a person under the influence to be telling a story, pause, and then completely forget what the point of the story was. Similarly, I cannot even count the times when I would be watching television under the influence, then someone would ask me during the commercial what show I was watching and I would answer "I don't know". This could also be due in part to the effects that marijuana had on my attention span. 


It was during my senior year of high school that my use of marijuana was at its peak. Sometimes I wonder how I even graduated that year. That is because by my senior year I was getting high three times during school hours. In the morning I would always meet up with my friends and go get high before school. Fortunately, I was a work-aide for that period and nobody ever made a big deal about me being thirty minutes late almost everyday. So, I got away with it. 

My second opportunity came during my third period class in which I was an office aide. Again, this was not a real class and since the only thing I had to do was pick up the roll sheets from each classroom, I would go out to my car and smoke a bowl before finally strolling in about twenty minutes late. If anyone ever asked where I was I would say that I was finishing up some homework in the gym. 

My third opportunity was when lunchtime came around. Instead of going out to lunch, like all the seniors were allowed to do, I and a group of friends would go out to one of our many spots and smoke marijuana for the entire forty minutes. When I got back to school this time, however, I was not going to some silly office-aide class. This time I had to deal with trigonometry, and one of the strictest teachers in our school. I should mention that over the years math became one of my strongest subjects; in fact, it was probably my best subject. Up until that year I never had any difficulty in understanding the concepts in math. However, since I would always come back to school high, I never understood much of anything in that class. I knew it was not because it was hard or because of the teacher, since I had had him as my Algebra II teacher two years prior, but it was because I simply could not concentrate on the task at hand. I could be watching the teacher do an example on the board, but my mind was going in a hundred different directions and I could not think clearly about what I had to do. To me, this seems to be the reason why it is so hard to concentrate while under the influence of marijuana. I eventually dropped the class and got on the work program so I could leave after lunch. A decision I now regret. 

My experience with marijuana taught me a lot about priorities in life. When I was addicted to it, marijuana was the number one priority in my life. It is where I got my happiness. Now that it has been a few months since I have smoked marijuana, I am starting to see the joy that can be found in going to school and making a better person of myself. 

