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In caring hands
Krigtine Smith

[twasin 1993, onApril FoolsDay to beprecise, that | discovered
my son was using drugs and had become addicted to heroin.

Theredity of thiswasenormous | wasacomplementary thergpist
and | had treated clientswho were addi cted to prescribed drugs
but | knew very littleabout illegal drugs.

Many yearslater | learned that Paul had started taking drugs
when hewassixteen: hehad experimented with LSD. At seventeen,
he started to go clubbing where he says, ‘ The atmosphere was
great, people you had never met just came up to you and they
wereso happy and friendly.’

These years were the early 90's and ecstasy was the drug
everyonewastalking about. It wasactually labelled ‘ thelovedrug’
because of how it made you feel. At the time Paul did not use
acohal likemost young people, hedid not smoke and he hasnever
used cannabis. So he started hisjourney with drugs by taking
ecgtasy, and then progressed to amphetamines, which hebecame
addicted to.

| remember once waking up to hear Paul moving about. He
was huddled upinthe corner of hisbedroom with only hissocks
and boxerson. Hewas mumbling and picking at himself al over
Hegot up and said hewas going out (without any clotheson)! He
actually thought he was going out to drive, to goodness knows
where, and meet someone who needed hishelp. Hewasnot in
control and wasincapable of stringing hiswordstogether.

When | looked around the bedroom it was an utter mess, he
had taken al the electrical equipment to bitssaying ‘things were
hidingthere.

| cansmilewhen | think about it now, but | wasactudly terrified
for himat thetime. | thought | had lost my son and therewould be
no way back from the mental state hewasin.

KRISTINESMITH

Paul told me afterwardsthat it was a one off and he did not
takedrugs, | had no other reason to doubt hewastelling methe
truth and | suppose | wanted to believehim.

Paul wasjust another teenager experimenting with life. Hehad
afull-timejob, liked nice clothes, bought alittle car and had a
girlfriend. | had no reason to think that hislife and ourswould
change so drastically over thecoming years.

Paul had continued to take amphetamine unknown to me,
although | often thought something was not right. Hewasliving
away from homeat thistime so | did not see him asoften. Hetold
methat it got to where hewas unableto deegp and hewas suffering
from paranoia, so hisdealer introduced himto ‘brown’ sayingit
would hel p him degp and easethe symptoms.

Paul sayshedid not know what brown wasway back then, but
waseager totakeitif it stopped the problemshewas experiencing
withamphetamine.

Andsoitwent on, until theday herealised that hewasaddicted
to heroin—henot only wanted it, he needed it!

By thistimel really knew thingswere not right. Hedidn't look
well, hecould not be bothered to shaveand helost al pridein his
appearance, clothesand hiscar. He became secretive and did not
want to engage in conversations. He never had any money, his
clothesand personal itemswent missing—telling methey werein
the back of someone’s car or he had |eft them at afriend’s, but
they were never seenagain!

| becameincreasingly suspiciousthat money wasmissingfrom
my purseand from hisdad’ swallet. When we chalenged him, he
told usit wasnot him. Something was seriously wrong and | was
very worried. | felt sure hewastaking drugs but he continued to
deny it. Hewasno longer the son | knew and loved.

Then cametheday | found out thetruth. | read aletter that had
been left on his car seat. It wasfrom hisgirlfriend, and all our
worsefearsweretherein black and white.



IN CARING HANDS

What were we going to do? How were we going to approach
him?How could wehelp him?Did heeven want help?All | knew
wasthat | would do whatever | could to get my son back.

Paul wasnow back at homeand lifewasbecoming anightmare.
It wastearing meapart to see Paul drowninginalifeof drugs. Like
S0 many parentsand carers out there we decided that wewould
not tell anyone and we would try to cope on our own—wewere
so ignorant about drugs, addiction and the effectsit hason the
addict.

| wanted and needed to know everything | could about heroin,
wherehe could gofor help and how | could help him. Paul told me
that he did not want to be addicted to heroin and that he had been
on amethadone programme but he had failed by taking heroin as
well. That wasastart at least, if he could get back onaMethadone
programme| could support him and hopefully start somerecovery.

To get on aMethadone programme way back then Paul would
havetowait anything from twelve, sixteen and even twenty weeks
or more. Meanwhileall he could dowasto keep taking heroin until
then. It did not seem right that peoplewere saying keep on buying
anillegd drugwhentherewasalegitimateway of tregting theaddict!
However | tried to help Paul with the cost of hisaddiction until his
treatment programme, believing that once on the programme Paull
would start to recover.

As parents we had no right to know anything about Paul’s
appointments, his medication or how he was progressing with
treatment. Thiswasvery frustrating asit gave Paul the advantage
whenthingswent wrong. Wewereliving and supporting him twenty-
four hoursaday and suffering because of it; but wewere expected
todlow himto bring adangerous substanceinto the house, without
anyone asking our permission and informing us of the dangers.
Thisonly added to the misery, pain and frustration of living every
day supporting the addiction.

KRISTINESMITH

Paul failed, and failed and kept on failing for over adecade.
During these years camethemost painful journeys| have had to
face. Paul’saddiction grew worse, | was unableto support him
financidly. All I could give himwasmy unconditional loveand that
wascertainly pushedtoitslimitsat times.

Paul wasnow getting into troublewith the policefor shoplifting
and was having to attend court. The stressthiswascausing inthe
family was unimaginabl e; we were becoming dysfunctional as
everyonededt withthestraininadifferent way.

Lifewasunbearable most of thetime. | waslost and did not
know what to do next. | could not giveuponhimand| till believed
that he would be okay. What | didn’t know was how long this
addictionwould last and how dark the dayscould get before hope
appeared round the corner.

| wasat rock bottom when one day, whilst | wasattending the
magistrate’ scourt once again, areporter fromtheloca newspaper
approached me. She had beenin court and heard the proceedings.
Shetold mewho shewas and that the newspaper wasrunning a
seriesof articlesover aperiod of weeks about drugsand related
issues. would | beinterested intelling astory asaparent of adrug
User.

| wasvery cautiousand afraid that everyonewould know who
wewere, but | wasreassured that we could stay anonymous and
no-onewould know. What had | tolose?1 felt stigmatised, alone
and that peoplewould judge mewithout knowing anything about
me. Now | had the opportunity to put therecords straight —say it
asitis—that anyone’s child could become addicted to drugs. |
read each article every week from thetreatment agencies, police,
probation, adrug user, an articleabout drugsand their effectsand
then, the parents story.

Followingthearticlel received aphone call fromthereporter
who told me about parentswho had phoned up to say how they
had identified with my story. Thefollowing week another short
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IN CARING HANDS

story appeared saying that whilst they werereading my article,
their sonwasmeaking off out of thebedroomwindow withatelevison
and acamcorder. | could not believe it: other people were out
there suffering the same nightmare, feeling frightened and alone.
Each and every one of uswasfeding the stigma, guilt, fear, anger
and pain of caring for our loved ones. We needed to be ableto
talk but were afraid of how people might judge us. Perhapsif we
could talk to each other and feel supported it would get easier.

Thereporter told methat she could follow up thearticleand
givemeabox number for peopletowriteinto share experiences.
Withinten days| wasreceiving letters. | replied to somewithout
phone numbersand rang others. | made appointmentsand visited
if peoplewanted meto. Wewere so pleased to have someoneto
talk to, someonewho understood. Other peopl€’ sstorieswere so
sad too and | knew that we all needed support. | madeenquiries
astowhat support was availablefor parentsand carers of drug
usersbut hit ablank wall —therewasnolocal support to befound.

| waslike adog with aboneand wasnot about to give up now.
| could not keeptraveling around visiting and telephoning everyone:
it wastoo time consuming and expensive. So | asked everyone
what they thought of asupport group wherewecould al shareour
problemsand experiencesand get support from oneanother.

But wheredo | start, | wondered? Thelocal newspaper was
the answer —they had helped before, | hoped they would again.
Another articlewent out explaining what had happened and that |
planned to start asupport group, but that we needed aconfidential
venueand somefunds.

I waslucky. A coupleof businessmen offered premisesfree of
chargeandthelocal LionsClub said they may beableto helpwith
funds. | arranged adrugs evening and apoliceman cameto talk
about the different typesof drugsand their effects, and asupport
groupwasborn—GASPED —which standsfor  Greater Awareness
and Support for Parents Encountering Drugs .

KRISTINESMITH

TheLionsclub funded aseparate phonelineinto my home so
people could ring confidentially to share their problems and
concerns. Most peoplefelt they could not attend asupport group
in casethey wererecognised or bumped into someonethey knew.
Weall felt the same but many found the courageto attend. They
werethe oneswho eventually progressed most.

Withinfifteen months| had devel oped another four support
groupsin Wakefield and Kirklees, giving atotal of five, which|
attended every fortnight. Thiswasthe biggest support and fact-
finding experience | encountered, hearing different storiesand
learning from different experiences.

We needed fundsand | found myself tal king about my personal
experiencesto local Rotary Clubs, the Inner Wheel and other
charitable organisations. It was difficult, as people could be
judgementa and athough they would sympethisethey would rather
givetowhat they termed asamoreworthy cause. Thisonly made
me more determined to educate people about drugs and their
effects, not only on the drug users but on the parentsand carers
who loveand carefor them.

During this time life was very much the same living and
experiencing the upsand downsof living and caring for my son. It
wasaliving nightmare. | remember it was December. It wascold
and Paul wasmissing, | wassoworried.

Wereceived aphonecal fromthepolice. Hewasat the station
and would we go and pick him up?Before we saw him the police
explained that he had been arrested and was being bailed to our
address. They took usinto aroom and there was, what appeared
to be, adirty and bedraggled tramp sat there. It took meawhileto
redlisethat it wasmy son. Hishair wasgreasy and messy, hehad a
beard and he smelt and looked very dirty. I had not recognised my
own son: hewasin such astate. Despite hisappearanceit wasa
great relief to know hewas okay.
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IN CARING HANDS

We took him home where he showered and we clothed and
fed him. Helooked adifferent person. Thenext day hewent missing
again! | wasfrantic withworry. Wherewashe?Washeout inthe
cold with nowarm clothesand no food? Washedive?

We did not hear anything el se until Christmas Evewhen the
policerang againto say hewasinthe cellsand would haveto stay
over Christmas — because he had previously broken his bail
conditionsand could not attend court until the Christmas period
was over. At least he was safe and locked up! It was so sad on
Christmasday opening presents, eeting Chrisgmasdinner, tryingto
enjoy myself for the sake of thefamily, but | got through it and
could not wait to seehim.

We could not visit himuntil Boxing Day and becauseit was
Christmastherewere no staff other than the officerson duty. Paul
had not had any proper meds. Theofficershad takenin sandwiches
for him but that wasall. The policealowed usto gointo town and
get himaMcDonad smeal and takeit back to custody, whichwe
weregrateful for. | never wanted to experienceanother Christmas
sofull of anxiety again.

Paul continued to stedl from hisfamily, went out shoplifting and
owed money al over the place. Eventualy Paul wasintroublewith
the police more and more. He had been caught shoplifting several
times and had to appear in the magistrates’ court. Asawaysl|
supported him hoping that thismight betherock bottom everyone
kept talking about. 1t wasthe most heartbreaking and humiliating
experience | had encountered up to now.

But more was to come. After being subjected to probation
orders, more court appearances Paul was finally remanded to
prison. Sometimesit wasfor aweek or acouple of weeksthen he
would beback out and straight back to heroin. Paul would haveto
undergo aquick M ethadonereduction programmewhilstin prison,
but would return to heroin assoon ashewasreleased. It wasn't
until many yearslater that | fully understood why thishappened.
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Prisonvisitsweretorture. Thevery first visittoArmley Prison
wastheworst: | had never felt so alone. | did not know whereto
go or whotoreport to. | just kept watching what everyone else
did and followed the procedure through security and into the prison.
It was good to see Paul without the drugs. he was the Paul |
remembered so well before hisaddiction. Leaving wasthe hard
part; knowing he was going back to belocked up again and we
would have no contact apart from the odd | etter before being able
tovigtagain. After most visits| cried al theway homeand could
not settlefor acoupleof days.

When Paul wasin prisonit wassuch arelief for thefamily. We
knew where hewas: hewasfed and cared for. But | felt so guilty
for actually feeling thisway. Thank goodness| could share my
fedingswith other parentswho understood me.

Uptill now Paul had got away with stedling thingsfrom homeas
wedid not want to see himinthe criminal justice system. But now
he had put himself therethings started to get tougher at home. Paull
stole hisGrandmother’s pension, hissister’ sbelongings, money,
jewellery and anything el sethat would buy him heroin. It wasan
utter nightmare, the constant lying, cheating, manipulation and
stealing was destroying our family and even worse we were
watching our son destroy himself. Enough wasenough!

I had not brought my son up to do any of thesethingsand he
had to sart to takeresponsbility for hisownactions, | hadtried so
hard to help and support him and nothing had changed, soit was
now timeto practicetough love, something weta ked about often
insupport groups. | waslearning that | could not change my son,
hisaddiction or hisbehaviour, but | could change myself and my
behaviour towardsit.

| began blaming mysalf for |etting him get away with thingshe
never got away with asachild and prior to hisaddiction. Had | let
him get away withtoo much?Had | given himthewrong messages?
Had | madeit easier for himto continue hisdrug use? Thelist was

14



IN CARING HANDS

endless. | had to givetheright message and hewould haveto pay
the consequences. Despitefedling guilty | started to report Paul to
thepolice. It had to befor hisown good.

Asthe GASPED support groupsgot stronger, welearnt more
about drugsand their effects, about treatment programmes and
rehabilitation. We learnt by sharing our own problems and
experiences and even started to socialise and laugh again after
monthsif not yearsof shutting oursel vesoff from others. | recognised
that even though al our stories were different, the pattern of
behavioursof both the drug usersand the parentswerethe same.
Surely, if we could recognisethat, then we could look at how we
could change our behaviours.

It was 1997. The GASPED hel plinewas busy, support groups
weregrowing and | knew thingshad to changefor usto continue.
| was spending so much time doing voluntary work that my own
bus nesswasfailing, my marriagewasin difficulty and | had huge
decisonsto make. Over thelast coupleof years| had heard of the
DrugAction Team (DAT) and attended acoupl e of their meetings.
Now | felt that | needed their help and, if they wanted the service
to continue, | hoped they would giveit.

| metwiththe DAT devel opment manager who eventudly hel ped
me changethedirection of GASPED. | had realised long ago that
peoplewoul d ring the hel plineand get theinformation and support
they needed, but found it difficult to attend group sessionsfor fear
of being recognised. What we needed were premisesthat were
safeand confidential, where people could attend for one-to-one
sessions. | discussed my planswiththe DAT Deve opment Manager
and to my amazement he agreed to support the project.

First, | wastold to pull together agroup of peopletodevelopa
management committee, so | asked parentsand carersattending
groups if they would be willing to help. Together with the
Development Manager, alocal doctor and alocal vicar whose
premiseswe used for meetingswe devel oped our first management
committee.
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Secondly, we decided wemust hold regular meetingsto discuss
what we needed to movethe serviceforward. It was decided that
we should become aregistered charity, a company limited by
guarantee and should gpply tothe Nationa L otteries Charity Board
for agrant. Thiswasreally scary, | had never done any of these
thingsbeforeand | didn’t know whereto start. Withintwelvemonths
of setting up the management committee we had successfully
achieved dl threepriorities.

Theday | received thephonecall from the National L otteries
CharitiesBoard, saying they had awarded us£130,876to set upa
resourcecentrewith awiderangeof servicesfor theparents, families
and carersof drug users, | cried with joy. Someonebelievedin
what we were doing, the service had been recognised and we
could now help more parents and families who were suffering
because of their loved ones' drug use.

Thefirst Resource Centrein Wakefield opened in February,
1999 and has been successfully hel ping and supporting parents,
familiesand carersof drug userssince. | becamethe Project Co-
ordinator and | ater the Project Manager. Further Resource Centres
wereasoopened in Leedsand Kirkleesat alater date, al offering
arangeof confidential servicesinasafe, caring environment.

During theyearsthat GA SPED was growing my son continued
to strugglewith hisheroin use, which asolead to the use of crack
and the misuse of benzodiazepines. | wasnow in recovery from
my own addiction of trying to continually rescue himand allowing
himto continuethe abuse of using me—thisiscalled co-dependency.
It isrecognised among most carerswho carefor loved ones.

Over theyears of battling, Paul spent most of hislife being
homelessor in prison; he suffered adrug-rel ated knife attack and
il hasafacia scar from hisear to mouth to remind him of it. Paul
has al so spent time drug-free and working, mainly after leaving
prison after serving alonger sentence.

16
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During thesetimesweworked together educating communities
about drugs and talked openly about our personal experiences
andthedevadtating effect drugshasonfamily life. Thereissomuch
moretotel, but how doyoufit yearsof events, traumasand heartfelt
fedingsinto afew pages?

Over thelast fiveyearsPaul hasbeen on alife-long methadone
programme and has not taken heroin during thistime. Sadly, a
coupleof yearsago Paul turned to a cohol and becamean acoholic.
He has since undergone a couple of detoxesand isdoing much
better. Paul is now thirty-seven years old and has housing
associ ati on accommodation and aworker who hel psand supports
him. Heispaying hisown billsand taking better careof himsdlf but
hedtill hasalong way to go.

Theyearsof addiction and hislifestylehaveleft himwith other
problemstofaceand overcome. Hesuffersfromlack of confidence,
low self-esteem, anxiety, guilt and depressionto nameafew. But
dowly hewill overcomethese with continued help and support.

When | started out on thisjourney | did not know whereit
would takemeand how longit would take Paul to start hisrecovery.
| knew it would not be easy, and | realised long ago that | could
not rescue him, he had to do that for himself. But | am very proud
that heisnow progressing and | will continueto support himwhile
ever heneedsmeand whileever | can.

Until you arefaced with watching your loved one change and
losecontrol of their life, no-one canimaginethenightmare scenario
familiesand carershaveto copewith.

Thankfully with the support of GASPED you can changeyour
life, share experiences and learn new ways of coping. Over the
years| have seen peoplework on changing their behaviour towards
their drug user, and in most cases the drug user changed their
behaviour too. It does not happen overnight, but eventualy it can

happen.
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Every servicewas developed with you in mind, whether it be
someone to talk to who will understand, or to give you abrief
break from the stresses and strains of home, or to learn to relax
and easeyour hedth-related problems. No matter what your needs
are, GASPED isthereto helpyou.

We haveto recognisethat we have alifetoo and we haveto
make healthy choicesfor oursalves. Attimeswe havetolet gofor
our own sanity and sometimes go back to do battle again, because
welovethem no matter what. We do become damaged people—
Nno-one can see our emotional scars—but by recognising that they
exist and finding support to help you, your life can beginto hedl.

I do not know what | would have done without thelove, care
and support of the hundredsif not thousands of beautiful, brave
peoplel have met and worked with on my own personal journey.
A journey that despiteitsproblemshas hel ped megrow to become
abetter person.

Itisdmost eighteen monthssincel retired and | am <till intouch
with many parentsand carerswho over theyearsbecamefriends.
| will dways cherish thosefriendshipsand remember why wemet
and how far we have come, smply by reaching out and supporting
oneanother intimesof need and comfort because of theimpact of
drugsonour family lives.

| feel honoured and proud to have worked with so many
wonderful, caring peopleover my fourteen yearswith GASPED.

| pray that the servicewill continueitswork inthe caring hands
of thosewho work to improveyour everyday lives.
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Fields of poppies— Dad and his drugs
Mary B

| recall what it wasliketo grow upinthe60'sand 70'sasachild
inafamily with afather | loved to the very core of hisbeing and
whol livedfor. But who wandered increasingly away frommeas
hewas pulled ever deeper into hislifelong loveaffair with drugs.
Initialy hemixed cocktailsof amphetamines, barbiturates, narcotics,
tranquilisersand alcohol. Later the barbituratestook over therest
to becomehismain drug of choice, hismeaning and hisreason for
living, and theonly friend and family that hewanted. | felt thepain
of watching acregtive, brilliant and loving man who wasfull of
energy throw hislifeaway in sleep—andin sleep and in sleep,
every day and all day becoming onebig deep.

Of dl theemotions| remember from my childhood, loneliness
stands out abovethe others. Loneliness screamsout at mefrom
my past and my present. It screamsout from thebed onwhich |
used to curl up under my quilt and deliberately not cry asthedrugs
sagacarried onin Dad’sbedroom. It screams out from my own
bedroom window through which | would gaze out and dream of
escape, standing therefor hourswhilst in Dad’sroom next door
thehorror carried on. It screams out from the hallway into which
I’d come homefrom school, scared that my Dad might havedied
during the day. There | would be plunged straight into drugs
demanding immediate attention with no-oneasking if I'd had a
good day myself. It screams out from my school wherel had to
keep it secret and hidewho | really was. And it screamsout from
my lifeafter leaving home. A lifemade up of yearsof running away
from broken relationships and of misunderstandings in my
communicationsand of hiding behind armour.

Yettoday | liveinhope. It ssemscrazy that drugs, inthemselves
inanimate chemicals, were able to dictate my whole family’s
existence and rule our every thought and action. It seemscrazy
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that they could have such power. But today thereismoreknowledge
and experiencethan wehad back then. Today thereareinterventions
availablefor addictswhich sometimeswork. Thereisaso advice
for familieson how to resist being dragged down into the same
suffocating mirethat the addicted family member isstuckin. | hope
that by telling my own story | can add to the body of education that
ishelping ustacklethe drugs problem today. Many children are
now part of awhole generation who have grown up under the
shadow of addictionwithintheir family, andthey will needtograpple
withitseffectsasthey grow up and liveout therest of their lives.

Early childhood —a culturewheredrug misusewas seen as
normal

Dad was addicted to drugs even before | was born so | never
knew any different. Thishasto beunderstoodinitscultural context.
In the 50’'s and 60’s amphetamines (uppers) and barbiturates
(downers) werewidely available on prescription. It wasatime
when my Mum and Dad joined thegrowing army of recruitsto the
newly formed National Health Service. It was a time where
medicinewasregarded asthe hope of life after the destruction of
war. Andit wasatimewhen drugswere deified asmagic bullets.
Amphetamines were prescribed in their millions, not least as
dimming aids. They also becameapopular street druginthe sex
and drugsand rock and roll culture of thetime, especially when
mixed with barbituratesin theform of Purple Hearts. Dad was
aready taking Purple Heartswhen hemet Mum in the 1950’ sand
she'stold methat he spent much of their honeymaoon in Paristrying
to hunt down some other drug.

Amphetamineswerewidely issued to boost soldiersduring the
Second World War and my Dad fought in that war. Hejoined at
the age of only eighteen yearsand drovetanks. Towardsthe end
of thewar he had aparticularly harrowing experiencewhen he
was shot by asniper and narrowly escaped death.
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FIELDS OF POPPIES—DAD AND HISDRUGS

Whilst hewas conval escing he was asked to hel pidentify the
dead soldiers, whichinvolved searching the bodieswhich had been
lying rotting inthe hot battlefiddsof Italy. Hedid thisfor sx months
after thewar ended and the experience was deeply distressing. He
wasonly ableto bear it with the help of abook that hefoundina
soldier’spocket, The Imitation of Christ by ThomasA Kempis.
Heread it and found comfort from it before posting it back to the
family of thesoldier hefound it on.

Hereturned from thewar determined to help savelives, so he
did hismedical training and became adoctor. However, thejob
was stressful and meanwhile hewas suffering war nightmares. |
think that when barbiturateseventually took over hislifecompletely
and turned it into one continuous deeping session, hisaimwasto
usedrugsasablanket. A blanket that would smother thetraumaof
thewar, asif hewaslying down next to the dead soldiersin the
battlefieldsand faling ad egp amongst theminstead of havingto sift
through thedegth. Whenl picturethebettlefid dsof Itay | sometimes
imagine them as overgrown with poppies—opium poppies!

Initially Dad used drugsinamultitude of ways, seeming to need
themin order tofeel normal. Hewould get homefrom work and
drink half abottle of whisky to medicate against the hard day.
Theninthe morning he would take amphetamines (commonly
known as speed) to speed him up for theday of work ahead. Then
lateinthe day hewould take barbituratesto counter the agitational
effectsof speed. Sometimeshejust gotinto adrug for itsparticular
effect, for example he would go through phases of drinking a
somach medicineknownto contain morphine, literaly by thebottle.
Other times hewould take drugs because he enjoyed the mind-
atering experienceand it waspart of him being daring and different
and exciting. Or hewould takethem because heloved to experiment
scientifically with their effects. He had the MM Sbook of drugs
and other books on Pharmacol ogy and spent hours pouring over
them, reading the effectsof different drugsand what counter-acted
what.
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Culturaly drugswereregarded asmedicina and only capable
of being good for you. | remember when | wasvery little being
givenaquarter tablet of Valium becausel wascrying after faling
down and cutting my knee. Intermsof hisculturd attitudetoacohol,
he came from a Scottish family who prided themselveson their
ability todrink heavily and to hold their liquor. Thiswasdespite
him and hissistersal so being troubled by the experience of being
brought upin part by an abusiveand acohalicuncle Another cultura
factor wasthat Dad |oved the Sherlock Holmes storiesand the
detective sdrug taking habitswere another part of theromance of
drugtaking culture. My wholefamily got drawn, to differing degrees,
into hisvariousfantasiesabout thewondersof drugs.

| have somelovely memoriesof Dad’shappy moods. It was
excitingwhen hewoul d spontaneoudy whisk usoff for icecreams
or play gameslikelifting usright up to the celling and down again.
But there were a so the down-sidesthat Dad wasin total denial
about. We had to live with hismood swingswhich, although not
abusiveor violent, were often irrational and swung to opposite
extremesof highand low.

| remember onenight, when | wasalittlegirl, waking up and
finding Dad locked inthetoilet with abottle of whisky and Mum
outsidein tearsremonstrating with himto open the door and hand
thebottleover. Shehad previoudy suffered theordedl of witnessing
him overdosing, at some point intime between my older sster and
brother being born, but when it happened exactly isdl vaguein her
memory as she hasblanked alot of thingsout. | remember some
rotten family Christmastimesruined by substance misuseand |
remember how we had to creep around the housein silencewhen
he wanted to sleep. Another memory, of atime when he over-
reacted in disproportionate violenceto my brother over something,
terrified me so much that yearslater | hyper-ventilated when he
wassimilarly angry towardsme. And then therewasthetrouble he
got into at work when it was becoming obvious that he was a
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doctor prescribing drugsfor personal use. In particular hewas
warned after amphetamineswere placed on the dangerous drugs
list. Barbiturates remained easier to obtain in terms of their
classification until well into the 1980’ sthough. Barbituratesare
deeply unpleasant drugswhich now have abad reputation amongst
addicts. They arehighly addictivewith along chemicd haf-lifethat
makes them hard to come off. They cause unpredictable mood
swingsand confusion. They are dangerous becausethey depress
the respiratory system. As the user’s tolerance builds up, the
difference between the size of dose needed for an effect and the
size of dosethat leadsto death isvery small.

Mumwasout of her depth with ahusband whosedrug addiction
she didn’t understand and had no control over. She vacillated
between challenging hisdrug use and then capitulating toit. She
believed hisexcusesabout why heneeded to takethedrugsbecause
she saw the distressthat he wasin when hewasn'’t taking them.
Thusamany yearslong dramawasplayed out. Thiswasascreen
play of Dad wanting moredrugs, Mum fighting him over it, Dad
mani pulating her to hisviewpoint, Mum cavingin. Thenthewhole
scene would be played out over and over again with boring
repetition and predictability. | think sheonly managedtolimit his
drug usealittlewith these delaying tacticsthough. To uschildren
she made excusesfor him that the drugswere medicinethat he
needed to hel pwith the nightmares, withwork worries, with pain,
with whatever the latest crisis was. Even now, despite all the
overdoses and the traumatic end to this story, she strugglesto
describe him asadrug addict although shewill admit that hewas
oneif pushed.

L ongterm effectsof growing up with denial

| think that for any childitishard enoughto know what isnormal
andfor childrenin addicted familiesitisparticularly hard. | grew
up holdinginmy head both Dad’ sglorification of drugsand Mum’s
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caution about the damagethat they visibly caused. Even now that
| havelearnt about denial and rationalisation | till haveto fight
hard against the falsehood in my head that there is something
romantic and interesting about drug misuse. | lived in adulthood
likeachild playing at being like Daddy by skirting at the edges of
substance misuse and of danger generaly. | playedthisgameasa
teenager withwhat | saw assafeimitationslikecigarettesand acohal.
| especidly enjoyed dl the paraphernaliaof the different coloured
boxesand bottles. However, | made sureas| grew older to play
safelikeMummy. Sol limited my habit tothirty not Sixty cigerettes
aday; andto eighty not two hundred units of alcohol aweek!

After | left homel thought it wasdead cool and liberatingto use
soft drugs, mainly cannabis, but | avoided hard drugs becausel
knew how they can destroy aperson. | wanted to be rebellious
and interesting likemy Dad wasbut | didn’t want to havemy life
robbed from measit had beenfromhim. It’slikel’ d play withand
flirt with thingsthat were more dangerousthan | really understood
inmy head. | had achild-like understanding of danger that could
not comprehend how seriousthe bad stuff was. Inadultlifel loved
to push at boundaries, going on shoplifting spreesto flout legal
boundaries. | would see how far | could go with boundaries of
disciplineat work. Yet at the sametimel was scared of how out of
control | was.

Within six weeksof leaving home and despite being overjoyed
at getting away from drugs| somehow managed to accidentally
getinwithacrowd who usedillegal drugsand offered me heroin.
| refusedit but | liked the crowd and was deeply distressed when
ateenagegirl I met amongst them, who had run away from home,
died from aheroin overdose. Later on | becamefriendswith a
woman who was addicted to cocaine, whichisadrug | hatewitha
passion and would never dream of taking, but | wanted to bearound
her nonetheless.
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Another effect wasthat | found relationships and thewhole
areaof how peopleinteract with each other bewildering. | did not
understand dl thevarioussignds. Thisiscommon apparently when
you livewith denid asachild becauseitishardtotrust your own
judgement when aparent tellsyou that something obvioudy trueis
actualy false. You can beperfectly rationa about everythingesein
lifeand do agood job at work and yet be cluelesswhen it comes
to getting aong with people.

When | first started being counselled by GA SPED about the
effectson meof my Dad’ saddiction my counsdllor quickly noticed
that everything | said or did wasat oneextremeor the other. There
wasnothinginthemiddle. | haveto becareful with excessgenerdly,
ineating, inal manner of silly things such asatendency to buy
bucket |oads of herbal teeswhich I’ never drink.

Thereareanumber of other thingswhich | thought werenormal
and | wasbewildered yearslater to discover they werenot. | was
also baffled by how other people managed to do thethingsthat |
knew were normal. For example | never ever understood how
you could walk into someoneel se' shouseand it would bepristine.
| couldn’t begin to keep my own place tidy and only realy
understood living in chaos. As Mum and Dad’s energy was
increasingly concentrated on hisdesirefor drugs, Mum struggled
to do her best for afamily that she absolutely loved and put
consderableeffort into feeding uswell, but other thingslikebeing
house proud were bound to give. For years| lived in astate of
untidinessthat was so extremeit would lead any visitorsto wonder
if | wasondrugsmyself. Asl wasvery unsettled and frequently
moved house| repeatedly had chancesto start over againwith a
cleandate. However my living space awaysbecamevery quickly
chaotic. Inaway | needed it to be chaoticin order tofeel at home
and yet | wasunhappy and embarrassed about living that way too.
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Theteenageyears—traumatic lifeand death events

Drug addiction without intervention getsprogressively worse over
time. The sameweary and tedious dramaof Dad planning drugs,
obtaining drugs, taking drugs, then planning moredrugscarried on
monotonously over along period of timeasthough anold long
playing record needle had got stuck inagroove. | would describe
theprocessasfollows:-

It feelslike you know that something hasto give eventually
yet it just seems to go on and on. Then some shocking event
caused by drug misuse occurs and everything descends to a
lower plane. Itislikearecord needlejumping to a new groove
but with the tur ntabl e slowing down in speed at the sametime.
Over time these shocks occur with greater frequency and at
shorter intervals apart. Problems escalate until it seems that
nothing could get any worse, yet somehow things do then get
WOr se.

Atlead, that’show it wasfor my family. | think that my story is
agood illustration of how children growing upwith addictionare
likely to bewitnessto traumatic Stuationswhich areametter of life
and death. These can cause behavioura reactionswhich are now
recogni sed aspost traumatic stress.

A mgor shock for my family wasour car crashwhen| wasnine
yearsold. Dad must have blacked out because one minute we
weredriving round aroundabout, the next wewerewrapped round
alamppost. Seatbeltsweren’t compulsory inthosedaysand | was
thrown forward, knocked unconscious by my forehead banging
against the back of the passenger seat. Mum wasthrown into the
laminated glasswindscreen which broke her nose and blacked her
eyes. Dad was hurt theworst with hiship being smashed against
the steering whedl. In casualty | remember lying on atrolley and
becoming awarethat my brother and sister weretherebut Mum
and Dad had been taken away to theatre. Mum told merecently
that Dad wasterribly worried about going to theatre in casethe
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anaesthetic interacted with some drugsthat he had taken. Thus
thereisastrong chancethat these same drugswereresponsible
for theaccident.

Dad just seemed to give up after the car crash and lifeat home
became extremely confusing for awhile. Hisfirst hip replacement
wasunsuccessful and hewasinalot of pain and was confused and
depressed from salf-medicating. Hetook adrug overdosedthough
| wastoo young to know that. | remember adoctor visiting and
Dad being unreasonably furiousat Mum and criticising her, and
Mum standing inthehalway crying.

Then Dad decided that because he was disabled hewould have
to giveupwork, athough he could surely havewaited to see how
the second hip replacement operation went. | think however that
hisaddiction had got to the point where hewas struggling to hold
onto hisjob anyway. Thecar crash gave him the excuse he needed
to enter wholly into adrug habit that was already dominating his
life. Wemoved out of our houseintoasmadl flat, went onto disability
benefit, and lifeturned intoanightmare.

Hereisadescription of that nightmare:-

Dad is always lying down, maybe on his bed, maybe on the
settee. Heisanincredibly intel ligent man but all hisbrain power
isturned in on himself. It isfocused on his pain, on hisbodily
functions, and on his next dose of Sodium-Amytal bar biturates.
Heisvisibly diminishing. Hestartsto tell a story but hisspeech
isslurred and slow and he is dribbling. The story is one that
he's told a thousand times and it is all about achievements
from years ago as though today does not exist. He wants me
with him. He wants someone there all the time. But he can get
boring and his lack of inhibition can be embarrassing and |
want to get away.

Now he's asking for another dose. Not one tablet but ten —
two thousand milligrams. This is enough to kill a man who
has not built up a tolerance. | go to the kitchen where we keep
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the tin on a top shelf. It is a round purple decorated tin that
once contained chocolates. | ask Mum if he can have ten
tablets.

‘No,” she calls out to him; ‘it’s only an hour since you last
took some.” | go back and I’ m hovering at the door longing to
get away but unable to leave. Then the argument starts, a
negotiation inwhich histacticistowear Mumdown. He comes
down to eight tablets and she goes up to two tablets. After a
short silence we hear a moan of pain. | see him glance at me
surreptitiously through his grimace to check if his moan is
getting the attention it deserves. Mum goes up to four tablets.

‘But no more,” she’s shouting at him. *You'll kill yourself if
you go onlikethis.’

Eventually they settle at six tablets and he starts falling
asleep. | am now free to go to the bedroom | share with my
brother and sister and start my homework. But | find that |
cannot concentrate on my work. Instead | am going into an
uncomfortabl e daydreamwhere everything is going wrong for
me at school. Thisis despite, in reality, being good at school
because | cannot afford to draw attention to my family’s secret.

It'sakind of agitated yet comatose state in which I’ m half
asleep. Yet | amalso listening out in the background for Dad
waking up and calling out again. Which he does an hour later,
and then it's a repeat of the earlier saga, and then the same
again a third time before the evening is out. Then it is the
same again the day after, and the day after that. The same
every day for the next nine years until | leave home.

Getting the tablets gets trickier because he is making out
prescriptionsto Munts name. However there are now so many
scriptsthat a single phar macist would almost certainly report
suspected misuse. So Mum extends the source of supply to all
the chemists across not just our town but six adjacent towns.
It isgetting harder for her to leave homethough. If Dad is|eft
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alone he somehow manages to fall down whilst we are out
and as his weight has risen to above twenty stone it is back-
breaking to lift him. But he needs the tablets so when it gets
desperate Mumasksif | would mind going. When | turn sixteen
yearsold | get a Saturday job in the next door town and | can
cash prescriptionsat a couple of different chemistsin my lunch
hour. On a school day I can jump on my bicycle after school
and cycle to another neighbouring town.

Wealso learn howto fool himinto taking lessthan hethinks.
Mum sets out a newspaper on the table along with a box of
corn flour and pours the tablets onto it. She then breaks the
capsules apart and empties their contents onto the sheet of
print. She carefully refills them with the corn flour and puts
the capsul e back together. When | am home from school inthe
evenings it gives her the chance to go out to an occasional
evening church service. Her faith is all that is holding her
together, and | take over the job of making the placebos. When
Dad starts pestering mefor tablets| give hima mixture of real
onesand fakes. But | still need to go and check on hisbreathing
every half hour and | amreally scared of overdosing him. When
he gets too demanding | have to go and fetch Mum back from
church.

Now hereisadescription of another nightmare. Thisisagenuine
recurring dream that | used to have:-

| amin the grey stone stairwell of the block of flats that we
live in and am trying to get to the ground floor to get out
through thefireexit. | want to use thelift which you can access
fromthe landing of each floor. But when | open a door to take
me from the staircase onto a landing it is covered with dead
bodies that have been shot in a massacre by terrorists. | am
trapped in the staircase running up and down and opening
doors into landings only to have to retreat and find another
landing. But | amnever ableto escapeand | wakeup indistress.
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Thepossbility of Dad dying wasaconstant terror for me. There
isastrong link between barbiturates and both accidental and
deliberate overdosing. When | wasjust turned fourteen yearsold
another shock happened. Dad had lost all sense of perspective of
what was appropriate behaviour and had no concept of myself
and my brother and sister aschildren. The human beingsin his
family had become objectsfor getting him hisdrugsrather than
peoplewith livesof their own. My real Dad loved usvery much
andwewould get glimmersof that sometimes. But the drugged-up
Dad could not see past the chemical hewanted so badly.

Onthisoccasion he decided that he couldn’t bear it any more
andwasgoingtoend hislife. Heseemed tothink that it wasentirely
appropriateto cal usal into the bedroom and explainthisto usin
afarewd | speech. Then heasked usto fetch himthetin of tablets.
| washovering by thedoor asusud, wanting to get away. Therefore
after amomentary shocked silence Mumtold meto fetch thetin.
Thenmy brother and sister said,

‘NoMary, don’'t getit, it swrong.’

ThenMumsaid, * You' d better get it Mary becauseit’swhat he
wantsand he' |l never forgiveusotherwise” Thenitwasall very
unreal and panicky and | didn’t know what to do but eventually |
fetched thetin and wewatched him swallow the contentsof al the
bottles, then wewatched him dip into unconsciousness.

| don’'t think I’ ve ever managed to be decisive sincethat day
because why would | ever want to make such awrong choice
again? Then we asked Mum if we should call an ambulance but
shewas scared that he' d be angry. He had made her life hell for
caling anambulancelast time he had overdosed. My brother said
weshould call one. | said | didn’t know. My sister decided to go
and cdll it, and they saved hislifeat the hospital intheintensive
careunit.

Over subsequent yearswe had to rush him to hospital anumber
of times. On one occasion | went into hisroom and found him
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gasping for air with hiseyesrolling and hisskin turning blue. After
| left homemy brother saysheoverdosed so oftenthat it felt unredl.

| wasliving away fromhomewhenital finally cameto ahead.
| got called back because hewasin hospital after aparticularly
seriousoverdose. They let him out of hospital and | thought it was
okay toleave Mum and my brother toit. However hewasclearly
confused and talking gibberish. That night hewent totally mad.
Whenmy Mumwent into their bedroom heswung hiscrutch at her
head and hit it so hard that it bled. She staggered into our bedroom
to escape and dept there after my brother calmed her down.

They were woken up in the early hours of the morning to a
flood. Dad had turned on the taps and put the plug in the sink
because hethought they weretrying to burn theflat down. It took
theintervention of my brother, thelocal vicar, anambulancecrew,
afirebrigade crew, and the police, beforethey could get himto
hospital. My Mum wastaken away by my sister , and my brother
got busy sorting theflat out, but | didn’t know about it. Thiswas
because sinceleaving homel had moved house so many timesthat
only my Mum kept up with my address, but shewasin shock just
then.

Dad diedinhospitd shortly afterwards. Duetothecircumstances
hediedtotaly aonewithout having had any vistors. Mumwaslike
askeleton and downto about Six stoneinweight by then. Shewas
also exhausted by yearsof running around for Dad. Shewashed
everything by hand because money wasused for drugsrather than
for thingslike washing machinesand shetravelled to al those
different chemist shops. Shedid thiswhilst paralysed down one
sideby astroke, suffered young when the stresson her increased
after | left home.

Longterm effectsof witnessing lifeand death situations

I think that it must be common for children growing up with drug
addiction in the family to be exposed to extreme situations.
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Thereforethey might suffer from various post-traumatic stress
symptoms. | did. Even now my reactionsincludeflashbacksinthe
formof reliving old emotionsand events. | sotransfer old fedlings
onto unrelated situationsin everyday lifetoday. Other reactions
include daydreaming, dissociation andtheneedto curl upandlie
downfor hoursinacomatosetypedate. | struggletoo to remember
someof my childhood and | am sometimesunnecessarily obsessve
or neurotic.

However thereactionswerefar worsewhen | wasliving through
it asachild. Then | was blind to any knowledge of how drug
addictioninmy family wasaffecting me. Then | suffered frequent
spellsof depression, anxiety and demoradisation. | becamegenerdly
withdrawn at school as well as home. At one point in my
adolescence |l went through aphase of cutting myself. For longer
periodsof timethough | used to surviveby turning my back onit all
and pretending that | did not care. Then | had lots of aggressive
energy which helped meto get onwithlife. Thisanger dsotroubled
methough by producing atendency to be manic, to overwork, to
get over-excited, and to lack judgement.

My lifewasamesswhen| first cametowork in Castleford five
years ago. Since leaving hometwenty threeyearsearlier | had
lived at over thirty addresses acrossten different townsand cities.
| had beeninrelationshipswith over thirty different boyfriends. |
wasdtarting my twelfthjob. | knew nobody in Yorkshireand | felt
totally broken, aloneand without roots.

Theingability isunderstandablewhen| put it inthe context of
growing up with drug addiction. Personal relationshipswere hard
work because | waswary about committing myself to someone
who might abandon me. | struggled with aninsecurefeeling that
Dad hadn’t considered meworth staying alivefor and nor would
anyone else. | was also scared that | would end up like Mum,
trapped in serviceto aman and not having alife of my own. | was
restlessand ran away from problemsthat | didn’t know how to
solve.
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| received such abuzz when first left homeand got away from
the stressthat | madeit ahabit to always move on when things
went wrong. That way | could usetheenergy from thebuzz tokick
start my lifeall over again. My restlessnesswas a so afeature of
how quickly | becamedemoraised with Stuations, dwaysassuming
that everything would get worsein adownward spiral like Dad's
addiction.

Moving was aways an overreaction though, as none of the
problemswere so enormousthat | could not have stayed and sorted
themout. Over timeitled metothislonely placeof beinginanew
townwith no family of my own and nofriends. | felt broken and
worthlessand was struggling to believethat | could hold my life
and even my sanity together any more.

Meanwhilein my new job work relationshipswere strained
because| preferred to run my own liferather than risk trusting
anybody with formal authority over me. Dad’s misuse of drugs
wasasecret that we strictly protected from the authorities. Mum
warned usthat if wetold anyonewhat wasgoing on wewould get
takeninto care, and Dad would be struck off the medical register.
The shame of thiswould destroy him. Therefore | regarded all
authority asmy enemy and asathreat tomy family. Yet degp down
| alsowanted theauthoritiesto help, so| got evenangrier at them
for letting me down by not spotting the problem. So began apattern
of railing against and picking fights, on apersonal basis, with any
authority generadly.

Into adulthood —recovering from the damage

My recovery started when | admitted that | needed help. | had
beeninYorkshirelessthan threeweeksand my new jobwasgoing
badly. | went shoppingin Leedsand apair of teenageboysgot on
the bus back. They were high on drugs and terrorising the
passengers. | got homeandit hit methat yet again | waslivingin
themiddle of adrugsproblem and | felt desperate.
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For thefirst timesince childhood | knelt downand | prayedto
aGodthat | didn't believeintoask for help. Then| started sobbing.
Asachild | had found church acomfort but over timel lost my
faith. After theoverdosethat | described my wholefamily being
witnessto, my Dad had woken up in hospital glad tobealive. He
thentried to kick hisdrugs habit. He got himself acopy of that
book from the war, The Imitation of Christ, and he scribbled
furioudy all over it asan antidote every timehewanted afix, ‘God
isLove. Cut downthebarbs. GodisLove. When hecavedinand
went back onto thetablets| wroteapoeminwhich| expressed a
view that the devil had won and that God could do nothing about
it. Afew yearslaer insixthform| waseasly convinced by ateacher
that the reason God did not stop the hardshipsin theworld was
because hedid not exist.

But now aoneand desperatein Yorkshirel did not know where
elsetoturn. There began, following that initial admission that |
needed help, avery special year in my life which can best be
described asajourney towardsrecovery. First | cameacrossthe
Gasped family support organi sation and rang the Wakefield hel pline
number. Thiswasanother crack inmy shell of isolation as| sarted
receiving counsdl ling and attending asupport group and thingsbegan
tofal into place.

Meanwhilel had started meeting up with my brother and sister
for occasond outingsafter twenty yearsof usscarcely seeing eech
other. Inour childhood it was not the case that we siblingsaways
looked after each other. It was hard enough looking out for
ourselvesand we often took out our pain on each other, physically
fighting like catsand dogsand yel ling and screaming at each other.
My shell splintered somemoreas| acknowledged that it wasn't all
about me. My sister had been exposed to aparticul ar burden of
respons bility from the expectationsplaced in society onthe el dest
child. My brother had bornethe burden afew yearslonger through
staying at home and had witnessed the especialy severetraumaat
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theend. Rebuilding ardationship with them hasbeen aheding and
abeautiful experience.

Then thirdly there was my new job, where team work was
demanded. | found that | could not get away with being my own
bossintheway that | had been abletoin previousjobs. Theconflict
that ensued from metrying to do so was so highly charged that it
felt likeadedgehammer wasbeing crashed againgt thishugewal|
of safety that I’ d spent yearsbuilding up and hiding behind. But as
thingscameto ahead | finally broketheyearsof secrecy, shame
and silence and told my manager about my background and the
help that | was getting from GASPED. With that thewall came
crumblingdown at last and | wasableto bemysdlf and Sart facing
my difficulties.

| think that telling your story to othersisanimportant stepin
breaking the shame barrier, aslong asyou receive asupportive
response. | waslucky inthat | wasableto get that from my own
workplace, and would recommend to otherswho are hiding issues
of addiction at hometo consider taking the samerisk. Thereis
awaysadanger, of course, of inviting ridiculeby doing so. However,
many peoplein our society havethemsel ves experienced addiction
through afriend or a family member and have some kind of
understanding of it. Peopleare often kinder and more sympathetic
than our fearsexpect them to be, sothereisagood chancethat the
risk will pay off. My previous practice of keeping quiet about my
problemsnever worked for me anyway. Speaking out wasinitialy
painful as| am used to being proud and independent and so felt
vulnerable and humbled. However, it has provenintimeto be
invaluablein hel ping meto settledown and stay inthe samejob
and town.

Asl beganto pick up the piecesand trust other peopleto help
me, | began to noticethe positivethingsthat were happeninginthe
world of drug addiction. | met someaddictswho had beenthrough
the Teen Challengerehabilitation programme and were now free
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of drugsand for thefirst time| believed that acurefor addiction
waspossible. At the sametime| accessed awealth of experience
andingghtinto the problem by reading fromtheconsiderablelibrary
of therapeutic, self-help and true life story books held at the
GASPED office.

Thenalocal churchin Castleford hosted an event at which a
recovered heroin addict, Barry Woodward, wastelling hisstory.
Ashespokeit dawned on methat my angry rejection of God for
not healing my Dad in the past was unreasonable. | decided to
trust that God wasreally on my side, and on my Dad’'sside, and
could beasource of hope and strength. Thustheyear ended with
me getting my faith back, sharing my prayer of conversion to
Christianity with aman who confessed that he had also used
barbituratesto feed hisaddiction. | am still struck by theirony of
this, consdering that my faith had been brokeninthefirst place by
my despair at my Dad’saddiction to barbiturates.

Itistill hard work for meto facemy problems, to settle down
in one place, and to build relationships and roots, but it isalso
rewarding and enjoyablework. Bresking my isolationiscrucia to
successinthischdlenge. | havebenefited enormoudy from practical
and loving support from my GASPED support group, from my
place of work, frommy family, and from my local church.

| am optimistic now that the tide can be turned against the
problem of drug addictioninour society. Inthepast peoplediedin
large numbersfrom diseases|ike choleraand typhoid but today
thesearenolonger athreat because of advancementsin medical
knowledge. Effortsmade by society to build clean water systems
and to provide educational programmesin public health matters
a so contributed to tackling the problem. | think that we can dothe
samewith drug addiction over time.

Combeating drug addiction can seem liked ow and difficult work,
beset by the disappointment when addi cts get clean then relapse.
However there are some success stories getting through aswell.
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These offer the prospect of our society being able to beat this
probleminthelong run. Itistoo latefor my Dad. Itisnot too late
for those drugged-up teenagers who shared my bus and got of f
just round the corner fromwhere | now live. Nor isit too latefor
the generation of children growing up bewildered today by their
parents addicted behaviour.

Weall needtotell our storiesabout how substance misuse has
affected us. By putting our headstogether we might not only be
ableto face our persona battles better, but to tacklethe problem
insociety asawholeaswell.
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David

Having comefromadifficult, confusing andlessthanidea family
background, my childhood and early lifewas often troubled. My
involvement with substance misuse began relaively young, starting
with solvent abusewhichwasparticularly prevaent intheearly to
mid 1980's. Asfar asl canrecdl, | would havebeen around fourteen
yearsof ageat thistime.

This started asaconsequence of my movingto Leeds. It had
been decided that dueto the untenable situation at homewith my
parents, it would be better for all if | went to stay with my
grandparents. Unfortunately, making friendsin anaien city meant
considerableextraeffort tofind my placeand ensurel “fittedin’.

Regrettably, inner city lifewas somewhat different tothe small
villagel grew upin. It turned out my new peersfound truancy from
school whilst glue sniffinginderelict buildingsor onindustrial
wasteland by theriver to bethe easiest way to relieve boredom
and get their kicks. Perhapsinevitably, thismeant it wasn't to be
long before | becameinvolved and found myself doing thesame.

Over thefollowing years, the practice of solvent inhalation
eventually evaporated (pardon the pun) to be replaced gradually,
assmoking cannabisand drinking cameto thefore. When coupled
with genera delinquency, plenty of mischief and numerousminor
infringements of law, my teenage experience was educational to
say theleast. Sadly, somewhereaongthelinel lost both myself
and my individuality. Being easily led, thissoon meant | became
just ‘oneof thepack’.

Naturally, trends changed and towardsthe end of the 1980's
therave scene began to be established dongsideand in partnership
withawholenew spectrum of drugs. Strangely enough, both mysdlf
and my friendswhol eheartedly embraced thisfledgling cultureand
(asif we needed one) another opportunity to get wrecked!
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Thiswas pretty much the status quo until well into my early
twenties. Drinking regularly, taking recreationa drugsand letting
timedip by. Eventualy, | drifted away fromthe* scene’ and for
probably thefirst timein my life, managed aperiod of stability
whichthenalowed metomoveforwardinlife. Sadly, thiswasn't
tolast.

By the age of twenty-five, | had begunto get involved witha
drug that wasto devastate my life and affect my futurein many
different ways. During the summer of * 95 my grandfather became
ill and hiseventual death wasto bethe catalyst that set me upon
thispath.

Heroin had been‘ doingtherounds inmy socid circlefor severa
yearsprior to my involvement, though up until thispoint | had
managed to keep my distance. After al, who could forget the
government television campaign of thelate 1980’ sfeaturing shock
tacticsand the catchphrase Heroin ScrewsYou Up!’

Perhapsit wastheresult of abad day immediately followingthe
aftermath of Granddad’ s death, but my resolve wavered and |
decidedtotry opiatesfor thevery firsg time. Initidly | wasextremely
unwell, feeling nauseousand unsteady on my feet. However, once
thesefedlingssubsided | found theoveral experienceand effects
offset alot of thenegativity | wasfeding at that time.

Severd weekslater, | again used heroinand over thefollowing
months the time period between each episode of use became
shorter and shorter. Thiswasto be my lot for the next decade,
with my addiction getting worse, my friendsturning away and my
family disowning me. Homel essness soon followed, along with
criminality, debt, ill health, self-destructive behavioursand long-
termunemployment.

It seems, at least in my experience, that the journey through
drug addiction hasatendency tofollow apredictable course, with
digtinct ‘ phases’ asit robsanindividual of self-respect, materia
possessionsand, ultimately, al they hold dear.
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Inmy case, when | first becameinvolved with heroin, | wasin
full-time empl oyment, earning arespectable wage and morethan
ableto afford my ‘habit’ at that stage. However, it only took an
inability tofind a‘score’ onafew occasions (which then brought
thenightmare of daily withdrawal) before my timekeeping began
to suffer and | eventually lost my job.

Atfirgt, thiswasn’t too much of anissue. Luckily, | wasableto
borrow money from family and friends, though asmy addiction
progressed the emphasis on paying my debtswasreplaced by the
need to source and finance drugs combined with the worry of
congtantly needingmy next* hit’ . Naturaly, itwasn't very long before
people quite understandably becamerel uctant to afford me any
credit, which meant another avenuewas exhausted.

The next stagein my descent into misery saw me selling my
possessionsfor afraction of their truevaueuntil, again, thissource
of incomedried up.

By thispoint, | wasbecoming increas ngly desperateand having
few other redlistic options, | began to consider criminality, which
then brought further complicationsand, eventualy, troublewiththe
law. Shoplifting and petty theft soon overtook thelittle self-respect
that | had left and by thistime| wasn't far from rock bottom.

It was during this period that | changed my method of drug
administration and began injecting for thefirst time. My main
motivation for the switchwasto maximisethelongevity and effects
of any drugs| might acquire. Obviously, thisthen introduced a
wholenew level of risk. Potentially, these might haveincluded
accidentd (or deliberate) overdose, blood-borneviruses, infections
and deep veinthromboss. Not to mention the possiblecomplications
of the undesirable and often downright nefarious additivesand
adulterantsthat some unscrupul ous deal ers have been known to
includein order to maximise profitsand/or ‘bulk out’ their wares.

Obvioudy, my declinehad asevereimpact upon both my family
and my rel ationshipswith them and any friends had long since
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abandoned me, leaving meisolated and frequently alone. At that
time, | felt that nobody really cared and that if othersdidn’t, then
why should 1?My association with other  users madeit even harder
to break the cycleand in someways| wasnow inanimpossible
gtuation.

Eventudly, | knew it had cometo thepoint whereit really was
sink or swim, | realised something had to give and | approached
my doctor. Thiswasfollowed by numerous abortive attempts at
detoxification and years of being passed from * pillar to post.” |
tried many different types of treatment including DF118
(Dihydrocodeine) reduction programsand severd Lofexidinerapid
detoxification regimens. Regardless of the particular outcome of
any episode of treatment, | inevitably found myself mixinginthe
samecirclesand therefore, once again, returning to drugs.

However, it hasto be said that despiteal of theabove, insome
ways| have been very lucky. Many of my friendsand peershave
wound up dead through drug overdose or mutilated andirreparably
damaged asaresult of DV T and/or limb amputation.

| survived!

My turning point came after | had returned to my native
Wakefield. Asaresult of yet more criminal indiscretions| was
givenaDrug Treatment & Testing Order (by Wakefidld Magistrates
Court) inthe spring of 2001. Thissanction required meto attend
daily for over twenty hoursaweek. Perhapsthiswastheintervention
| had always needed, someoneto listen, timeto untangleafew
knots, aperiod of abstinence.

In tandem with aMethadone prescription (for thefirst time)
and other intensvepsycho-socid interventions, | managedtoachieve
significant successas, back then, the mgjority failed and ended up
back in court for re-sentencing.

Immediately following this, | was transferred to voluntary
treatment (taking my M ethadone prescriptionwith me) whereover
thenext coupleof years| built onthegains! had madeby engaging
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with the service (Turning Point) and accepting the help | was
offered. Thisrequired significant co-operation on my part and trust
wasahugeissueat the outset. Eventually, | began to understand
that if | wasto salvage anything, the strength had to come from
within.

Once | had recognised this, | started to believe that maybe
therewasafuture and perhaps| could regain control of my life?
After themany negative experiences| had endured and years of
beingtold by ‘professionals what wasbest for me, | had found
someone, somewhere, who was sympathetic to my needs and
demongtrated faithin my ability to change.

By working through the many issuesthat had contributed to my
‘fal fromgrace’ | wasableto moveforward and onceagain, tomy
surprise, begintofeel hope.

Obvioudy, thisprocesstook timeand eventualy culminatedin
my involvement asa Service User Representative.

Thisfurther enhanced my understanding of drug misuseandthe
issuesthat matter to thosein asimilar predicament. It al so taught
methat | was not alone and that far too many people had found
themselvesinasimilar situation to me astheresult of afew poor
decisons. Asareward for my time, | wasgiventhe opportunity to
undertake varioustraining courseswhich began to makeup for my
poor schooling and worked wonders for my self esteem and
academic aspirations. In turn, | was then able to pass on my
knowledge and experienceto other Service Usersand helpthem
to overcome some of the very problemsthat had made my own
‘journey’ seemsoimpossible.

Secondary tothis, my family beganto seeachangeinmy lifestyle
andwedowly begantore-build bridgesand intime, trust beganto
bere-established. Hindsight suggeststhat at thetimewhen | felt
themost a one, many people had kept their distance dueto alack
of understanding and ignoranceof exactly what kind of help | really
needed. The associated stigmaand negative portrayal of addicts
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by the popular press probably didn’t hel p either.

Thoughmy lifeisfar from perfect and| still have someway to
go, | annow engaged asavolunteer withinmy local drug treatment
service and feel sure | have now turned a corner. These things
seemed insurmountable not so very long ago, especially back in
themiddleyearsof my addictionwhichtruly weredark days of
despair. With thisinmind and on balance, | genuinely fed that if |
canfind my way back, thenwith patienceand theright help, anyone
can.

I would liketo think that my story might help otherstorealise
this
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Brenda

It had been abusy day. | could distinctly smell mints, hehad been
drinking. ‘How about fishfor tea, Alan?

‘Fish,” cameanamost incoherent reply.

‘OK,’ | replied and said | would cook the teanow. However,
just as| closed the oven door, instead of anincoherent reply an
almighty shout camefromthedirection of thehal. | ranfromthe
kitchen and found my husband (Alan) on thefloor smelling of
whisky. He had attempted to go upstairsonly to land inadrunken
heap at the bottom of the stair steps and trapped behind the front
door. Therewasaninjury: theleft leg was z-shaped, he had al so
bumped hishead. Herewego again! | quickly turned off theoven
and rang 999.

Asl waited for theambulanceto arrive | looked down at my
husband, lying on thefloor. Hewasin pain, |ooked unkempt and
wasdtill in hisgardening clothes. Therewasamixture of emotion.
Sorrow because of an obviousinjury, but al so deep-rooted anger
at his(inmy eyes) stupidity! You seetherehad beeninjuriesbefore,
resulting in hospital admissions. Washetaking up abed that could
have been earmarked for somebody on the waiting list? The
ambulance pulled up outside; | could seethebluelightsflashing.
Therewasaloud knock onthefront door at which | asked if they
could go round to the back door.

Two lady medicscamein, onesaying they would have problems
movingAlan. They told himtotry to breatheinthegasand air. He
struggled and both medicstold him to keep themask on hisface.

“We haveto splint thisleg of yours, so that we can moveyou
to open the door.” After astruggle he was put onto a stretcher/
chair then taken into theambulance. After checking hisvita signs
weall set off to theAccident and Emergency department. Alan
wastaken straight to acubicle. A nursetook off hissplint, trousers
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and socks, at which | washorrified at thedirty feet and toes. | was
embarrassed. ‘ So sorry,’ | apologised about the state of hisfeet, at
whichthedoctor understanding my situation cheerily replied,

‘It'sok, love, it won't show up onx-ray.’

The pain was quiteintense, he groaned and hisface became
more lined as hewinced in pain, even though hewasvery much
inebriated. Thedoctor prescribed aninjection of morphia. This
wasgiven by the staff nurse prior to him having hisx-ray. Asthe
pain subsided he became restless when taken into the x-ray
department. | stayed behindinthecubicle.

It took awhilefor thex-ray to bedoneand in my wait | began
tofed hungry asit wasnow half-past seven and avery longtime
since having asandwich at mid-day. The doctor appeared only to
disappear back with the radiographer. They both then returned
withmy husband’ sx-ray films. They put them up onto the monitor
and it showed very clearly that he had afracture of hisfemur, the
longest and strongest bonein hisbodly.

Nothing much happened for what seemed like agesand by now
it wasten p.m. Thenight staff came on duty and abig discussion
wasgoing on. At last, some news: the doctor explained that my
husband could not betreated at our local hospital. Hewould need
surgery. So he had to betransferred el sewhere. They ordered an
ambulance. When theambulance arrived by thistimeit was half
past ten. | was advised not to go with them asit could be three
am. beforel would get home, with no transport provided. | have
ahepful family who, if asked, would pick meup at that time. How
could | inflict that onto them when they had to be up at the crack of
dawnto gotowork? After all, they awayscameeach timetheir
dad wasdrunk to pick him up many timesover. They never liked
thissituation but tolerated it well.

By thistimel wasreally hungry. Lucky for me my daughter
phoned the hospital just as| wasabout to leave; she had cooked a
meal for me. Chicken curry never tasted so good! You see, even
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though Alan wasin hospital and it had been atraumatic day, |
could relax intheknowledgethat | would not be picking himup off
thefloor that night at least! At half past el even my daughter offered
togivemealift home, which | gladly accepted. Thelightshad been
left onin our house, more wel coming than an empty houseintotal
darkness. My daughter saw that | wassafely insidethen I eft. | had
aquick bath, madeacup of teaand then sat pondering through the
day’sevents. Wheredidit all gowrong, | asked myself?Weboth
had worked hard, brought up three childrenwho, infact, aregrest.
A moment of sadnesscrept inbut then | pulled myself together by
remembering to phonethe hospital for an update onAlanand his
condition. Thereply from the hospital washewasvery unsettled
and wasduefor an operation inthemorning. | returned to bed,
fedingmentaly and physicaly worn out. A quiet and peaceful night
was had. Wonderful!

As| awoke next morning the clock wasstriking eight o’ clock.
Thehouse had an empty feeling and | could please myself. The
respons bility for my husband had been taken from mefor awhile.
You see, hed so hasmany medica problemsagpart fromthea cohol
problem. Unfortunately thedrink problem wasnot theresult of the
medica problems. Thedrink problem manifesteditsdlf first, sothe
bottleblotsout redlity; and aso common sense—total drink denial.

Many times| tried to advise him to take some action to have
thetrestment hebadly needsi.e. to stop drinking. Alwaystheanswer
wasthesame: ‘| am not that bad!’

Back totheday in hand. | phoned the hospital and wastold my
husband would be going to the operating theatrefor apininto his
broken leg. We could visit that afternoon. | had some breakfast,
tea and toast, listened to the news; dressed, then did ageneral
tidying up before getting ready tovisit the hospital.

When | arrived at the ward my husband was heavily sedated
and hisbed washext tothenurses' sation for observation purposes.
| asked the staff for an update on his condition and wastold that
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the operation had been asuccess. | stayed for ashort whilethen,
ashewasnot awarethat | waseven present, decided to go home.
| opened the door asthe phone wasringing. It was our friends,
Jack and Eve. They wanted to know if it was convenient to visit
the next day. It was and they arranged to pick meup at half past
two. They duly cameat half past two the next day and we arrived
at thehospita at three o’ clock.

Aswewalked towardsAlan’s bed we could see al was not
well. Hisbed was shaking; hewas having withdrawal symptoms
fromthedrink. Hiswhole body wastwitching. Jack and Evewere
totally shocked. They had not seen anything likethisbefore. The
staff took usto onesideand explained thesituation. | had seenthis
before but thistime it was my husband. We |eft the ward after
about half an hour —our friendswere upset and wanted to leave.
Travellinghomeinthecar | told our friendsthat drink had beena
problemfor sometime. Inturnthey told methat they had suspected
it for sometime. It wasnow intheopen. | felt that aweight had
been lifted from my shouldersand now | washoping that with the
gppropriate skilled trestment my husband would stop drinking. On
arrival home my mood waslow. | made acup of teaand put my
feet up, trying to enjoy the now tranquil surroundings.

Onthenext visiting session | had ameeting with the hospital
alcohol teamin my husband’s presence. He agreed to attend an
outpatient clinic for treatment. Therewasno convictionthere so,
unconvinced | wouldwatch that space. For amonth after thesurgery
Alanwashousebound with no accessto any drink. Theshort course
of treatment had settled the side effects down. We had a blast
fromthe past of how wewere. He showed someinterestinreading,
doing jigsaws and a little more interest in television wildlife
programmes, even watching newsbulletins. | feltinmy comfort
zone. Was this a new beginning? Deep down inside, though,
elements of doubt would surface. However, | tried to be very
optimistic even though thefamily had their reservationstoo.
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We wereright to havereservations. he attended the a cohol
clinic only threetimes. On thelast occasion they were double-
booked so my hushand was not seen, but they should have booked
afurther gppointment. Wearetill waiting.

Dueto my hushand’simmobility problemshewas housebound
and he becameincreasingly bored of staying inthe houseashe
was no longer ableto drive because of being banned for drunk
driving. Hethen decided to buy himself abuggy to get around on.
That wasnot good newsfor me! Threeoff licencesinclosevicinity;
it wasamatter of time. | wasunfortunately proved right.

First came subtle signs: being very outspoken, hominginon
littleproblemslike, * You said youwould only bean hour shopping!’
Then doubting any explanation given. Hebeganvisting thegarage
frequently, sucking mintson hisreturn, obvioudy to mask thesmell
of thedrink. All atop-secret mission so that nothing waswitnessed
by me. I must admit that in hisabsencel looked all aroundtofind
thedrink and, if I did, wouldtipit onto the garden. Nowonder the
plantsdied!

Ononeoccasion my hushand had to attend aclinic for apost-
operative check up. Because| could not gowith him | booked a
taxi thinking all would bewell. Not so. The appointment wasfor
10.30am and by 1pm he had not returned home. As| was about
to phonethe hospital they phoned me. Could | go straight thereas
they had something untoward, that’sall. | could not believe my
eyeswhen| arrived. For therewashetotaly drunk withthehospital
security guardsaround him. It seemshe had stopped thetaxi at the
off licence, bought half abottleof whisky ontheway totheoutpatient
clinicand drunk it before arriving. | was so embarrassed, upset
and humiliated, wishing thefloor would open up and swallow me.
The staff were supportive and the policethat came were excellent
but vowed he only escaped goinginto acell because of hismedical
condition!
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The policetook ushome. They were so annoyed they carried
my husband into the house then went outsideto cool off. Onleaving
they left me aphone number to ring should there be any further
problems. He slept for the rest of the day. At thistime | was
contemplating moving out. Wherewould | go? Should | giveupdl
that | had worked for? No wastheanswer. Don't do anything like
thisinhasteonly toregret it later on. Rational thought surfaced.
Remembering thelatest diagnosisof my husband'scondition, who
would carefor him? Thefamily couldn’t cope asthey work and
haveresponsiblejobs. Ahwell, I'll ask the servicesfor help. This
wasto noavall, thedrink being the ssumbling block and hisrights.
Whereare myrights, | thought? Nonexistent, it seems.

There are many peoplein circumstanceslikeminel amtold
and | truly believe that. They have to be strong, shouldering
respons bilities of another human being who cannot and will not
accept any responsibilitiesfor their actions.

So here we are: to this present moment the drink problem
remains. Evenwhilst | amwriting thisthereisadrunken rant going
on. Shouting my name constantly, swearing and unsteady on his
feet. He cannot tolerate the drink as well as before, with his
worsening condition. Everything now isaload of crgptohim. This
situation will last for anything up to four hours. By thenit will be
dinner timeso| havetolook forward to being followed around the
kitchen by him. He stands behind mevery unsteady on hisfest. |
then don’ t know what to watch themost, themeal onthehot cooker
or him. Also not forgetting to make sure has hasn’t turned the
cooker off when | am not looking for when that happensthe meal
cantake up to four hoursto beready. Frustrating isn’t theword,;
that'swhen | could loseit!

Therant goeson, notime herefor complacency. | wait for the
next crisisto come. Thecaring, principled man| marriedisdowly
destroying himsdlf and al heever had!
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Onthe 25th April 1988, | was awoken by afamily friend. Dad
was dead. Though hiswordswereclear, | couldn’'t getitinmy
head how thiswas happening; | had only been with himthe night
before—My father and I, doing the things afather and son do.
Taking, arguing— finding it hard to show our degp emotiona bond.

Hehad died suddenly inthe night and by thetime | had woken
up his body had been moved by the coroner. Perhaps it was
because | hadn’t seen the body that | held out hopethat it wasn’'t
happening, that it wasn’t real.

| had been waiting for the coffinto arrivefor days. There had
been amix up at the airport and that had meant adelay in my
father’sbody being flown back to Belfast, thecity | had grownup
in, acity aready brimming over with emoationd significancefor me.
Aswe lived in England we had a period of about two weeks
arrangingtofly thebody back to Belfast. All thetimel convinced
myself that it was a dream and that my dad would appear and
shout,

‘“What about yal’

Hopeisawonderful thing to hold onto. If you have hopeyou
never feel as though you can’'t cope. That hope was finally
extinguished when the coffin arrived. The housewas packed with
peoplewhodl went quiet whenthe hearse pulled up outside. Though
I had been through thismacabre circusbeforeat my grandfather’s
funeral, you could get the sensethiswas something different. This
wasthe body of ayoung man. My father wasthirty ninewhen he
died - thefather of fiveyoung children, adear husband, abrother
andason. Thiswasnotamanwho died havinglived afull life; this
wasaman who had been taken too young. Theknowledge of the
wasted possibilitieshung intheair, the atmosphere heavy with

tragedy.
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It is the custom to keep the casket open amongst the Irish
Catholic community and | had managed to convince mysdlf that |
could handle seeing the corpse. | had seen my grandfather’sbody
only four monthsearlier and took it in my stride— asthe eldest
mal e child my job wasto stand up and beaman. A man?| was
thirteenyearsold! | had only just started listening to music and
noticing that | wasattractedto girls. My first lovewasstill football
and| still enjoyed anice-cream with my matesand playing out till
the sun went down. Too soon, the undertaker lifted thelid off the
coffinand | began to shake.

‘No, thiscan't bel Thiscan't be! Thiscan'tbe!’ | screamed—
aboy stunned by thereality of lossand death and unableto cope
withtheemotiona punch of thesight infront of him.

My father’sbloated face and lifelesshandswere al wrong: he
was an expressive man—so full of physicality and passion. He
would dwaysbewriting or playingimaginary guitar and reactingto
some minor outrage or fit of enthusiasm by throwing hishandsin
theair. | awaysremember them being warm and gentlewhen he
gavemeahug, but dsofirmwhen I’ d overstepped themark. This
contrast was s owly absorbed and asthe mournersbegantocry, |
began shouting,

‘I’vegot to get out of here! I’ vegot to get out of here!’

| don’t remember wherel ranto or how long | ranfor. | just ran
andranuntil | couldn’t run any more, got my breath and ranagain.
My vision was impaired by the tears and | often stumbled but
running seemed to bethe natural thing to do. Running put distance
between thetruth of the matter and the hope | wanted to cling on
to. Yet, the running had to end and soon | found myself again
surrounded by the puzzled looksof my family, unableto understand
their own grief, never mind the boy’s. Nobody could have
understood my need to run, but it had hel ped, briefly, to dull the
memoriesof my father’sdead face. When | sopped, thepain came
back.
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Of course, the tragedy of these thingsisthat when so many
people are touched, they become self-centred mourners. Each
getting throughit theonly way they can, nobody noticingtheother’s
privatetrauma. Nobody noticing that my world wasshattered. The
pain| felt after my father’ sdesth created a perfect environment for
meto develop aliking for acohol.

Thefirst timel got drunk wason afootball trip to Germany. |
had gonethere about amonth after my dad had died. | remember
waking up the next day thinking ‘Wow | didn’t talk about Dad
oncelast night!” It, alcohol, wasto be my saviour, my new love
and my confidante.

Quite quickly my drinking devel oped into aregular pattern. |
began working on abuilding site and had plenty of disposable
income. We are not talking apaper round. At the age of fifteen |
was earning one hundred pounds aweek. | wasand awayshave
been ahard worker. Working onabuilding stefor most kidswould
havebeenadaunting placeto bebut | felt at home. | wassurrounded
by my countrymen and they looked after me. Their ideaof looking
after me was different to my parent’s idea of how | should be
brought up. | wasinfluenced by the stereotypeof thelrish. | actualy
believedit! Weworked hard and wedrank alot.

Looking back, | find that quite sad. Thelrish asanationhavea
lot moreto offer than that image. Unfortunately the other guyslived
up to stereotype. So fromthe age of fifteen | would beworking a
ten-hour shift and then hitting the pub for eight pintsof lager.

Obvioudy thisbegantoimpact onmy schooling. | hadlogt interest
inbeing achild and going to school. That opportunity of childhood
had been snatched away from me when my dad died. | didn’t
want to learn how to speak French or how to dissect afrog or
read Shakespeare. It had norelevancetomy life. | wantedtobea
man. | wanted to be something | wastoo young to be. | wanted to
feel aive. | wanted to escapethe pain. Alcohol did all of thisfor
me. It made mefeel part of theworkforce, it made mefeel alive
with confidence and it mademeforget, for alittlewhileanyway.
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My drinking got meintotroublevery quickly. My first night out
in aWakefield nightclub ended up in abar brawl which | was
heavily involvedin. Herel was, after only drinking for two years,
fighting with grown meninanightclub. Thefight spilled ontothe
street after being thrown out of the club. | found myself attacking
another man and punching himto thefloor beforeraining kicksand
punchesinto him. | had becomean animdl. | had becomeacrimind.
Weran off [aughing.

Thesetypesof incidentswereto becomearegular occurrence
over thenext few years. | oftenrefer to environment and culture. |
found Wakefield back then to be aperfect breeding ground for
al cohol abuse and creating the right environment for it. We had
‘ten penceapint night’ for astart! Therewasasoacultureof * that
iswhat wedoinWakefidd, wedrink’ . Oneof thethingsWakefield
isfamousfor isthe Westgate Run’ — it wasseen asachallengeor
even abirthright to try to have adrink in every pub on thelong
stretch of road to prove your worth asadrinker. Thischallenge
becamethenormfor mefrom Thursday until Sunday. | could afford
itevenat fifteen.

My relationships with people close to me were becoming
strained. My anger wasarea issueand | would often takeit out
onthoseclosest to me. My girlfriend at thetime was subjected to
quite bad treatment both verbally and physically. | think thisis
important to admit to as so many peopledeny it happens. | had
gonefrom being anormal thirteen-year-old to being adrunken,
violent and abusive personinthreeyears.

Wewerein the same nightclub one Saturday eveningwhen |
spotted her dancing with another man, something shewasmore
than entitled to do. | saw red, ran onto the dancefloor and took a
swing at thisman. | then turned on my ex and kicked her across
thedancefloor. | felt genuine betrayal and the type of hate that
would makeapersonkill. My head had gone completely. | needed
to get out quickly.
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| had left my car at my mate'shouse, so | gotinacabto go
back there to sleep. When | got back | started to go over what
had happened in my head. The anger wascoming to the surface, |
wasgoing to sort thisout. | couldn’t Sleep until | had confronted
my ex. | gotinmy car, I’ d only had it for acoupleof months. It was
ametalic blue Nova SR, which for anineteen-year-old was a
great car. It was aso super-fast. | droveinto Wakefield at high
speed. It was awet January evening and as | got to the town
centrel picked up the speed to about 80mph ina30mph zone. |
had been drinking all day and at that speed | could hardly see out
of thewindow with therain lashing down. Suddenly | felt the car
dide. It hit akerb and bounced meinto thetrafficisland, which
then put mestraight inlinefor ashop front. At eighty milesan hour
| was happy: | would put my foot down on the accelerator and go
asfast as| could and end it all —that would teach her alesson. It
would also get meaway frommy crap life.

| ended up inside the shop front having crashed through the
front security shuttersand then through the main doors. Nothing
not even ascratch. Having caused twenty thousand poundsworth
of damageand giving apositive breath samplel wasbanned from
driving for sixteen monthsand given atwe vemonth probetion order,
whichinvolved an a cohol awarenesscourse.

Thiswasgoing to beachanging point inmy drinking. Banning
meactually did no good at al. | now had no reason not to drink.
Someoneelsewould do all thedriving. | just started to get better
at drinking.

Thenext tenyearswerefull of total denid that therewasanything
wrongwithme. Despiteseverd arrestsfor drunken behaviour, only
the people closest to me knew the severity of my drinking. My
work was suffering as all | wanted to do was get to the pub. |
would often haverowswith work colleaguesto enablemeto storm
out of the officeand go and get drunk.

Unlikethe stereotype of an Irishman, | didn’t live up tothat of
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andcohoalic. | wasn'tliving onthestreet or constantly inand out of
jail. I had amanagement positioninalargecongructionfirm. | was
in charge of about forty men, had acompany car and agood saary.
Yet | wasnever happy. It was not making me happy.

All my money was being spent inthe pub. Even after thebirth
of my children| couldn’t control theurgetodrink. If anythingwhen
thekidscamealongit got worse. | became very selfishwithmy
timeand my money. Holidayswere non-existent asthey would use
too much of my drinking money. Living with memust havebeena
nightmare. The constant fear of whether | wascoming homedrunk
and inabad mood must have been very frightening but something
| feltimpotent to change.

My decisionto quit al cohol was one of the hardest | had ever
had to make. Some peoplewill find that hard to understand. How
canit beadifficult decisonto give up something that hasdestroyed
my life?You see, at thetime| had made that decision | had no
belief that al cohol had destroyed my life. | had never experienced
lifewithout acohol init sothereforel had nothing to compareit to.
| had in my head that the only difference would bethat my life
would still be asshit, only now | would be sober.

Alcohol gave measense of purposeevery day. My whole day
wasgeared around getting my first drink. Plotting, planning, lying
and even geding to get to the pub. My work was aways secondary
to getting drink. So herel am, about to give up theonething | love,
theonething | get out of bed for, the onething | work for.

It'snot easy, isit?Wehaveall tried to givethingsup for anew
year’sresolution and failed after threeweeks. Most of thethings
wegiveup arepointless: sweets, chocolates, coffee, etc. Why do
wefail somiserably?Ittakeswill power, itisapersonal sacrifice
and none of uslike personal sacrifice, and most importantly itis
boring whenyou giveup. You fed completely worthless. At least
when | wasdrinking | had asocial life, | had rowswith people, |
had laughswith people. Now | would have none of that.
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Peopledtill seed coholismasasign of weaknessrather thanan
illness. They seeit asafailure of self-control. People say quite
often, ‘ 1t’syour choicewhen you drink and how much’. That may
have been the casewhen | took my first drink of acohol but that
waswhenthat deal fell apart.

| believethat acoholismisanillness, and not just amentd illness
but ageneticillness. In other wordsit’salready there beforewe
takeour first drink. I think that itisnot just an addictive nature but
that there is an alcohol gene. | certainly don’t have any other
addictions. With people continually telling you that alcoholismis
not anillnessandthat issmply alifestyle choiceit becomesharder
to talk about and makesit difficult to get theright help. How can
you get hepfromyour doctor for anillnesswhen thedoctor himself
could bedoubtful of the severity or cause of your illness?

The monthsleading up to March 2006 weremy worst drinking
days. Oliver had been bornin January and my partner Zoe had her
handsfull with both kids. | hated being around the housewith kids
crying and Zoe stressed; | couldn’t cope. | think my mental state
wasat itslowest. | was struggling to keep my alcohol problem
from my new employer and my relationship with people around
mewasat an al-timelow. Therewasawayssomeonecomplaning
to thelandlord or the club committee about my abusive behaviour
or my drink driving. | just laughed it off and said when they spend
as much as mein here then they can complain. Justifying my
behaviour by how much money | was spending should have been
an eye-opener to how bad things had become.

TheMonday after St Patrick’sDay Zoe had had enough. | had
been drunk for the entire weekend, had been extremely abusive
and looked asthough | wason my last legs. She never actually
said shewasgoing toleave but thingsweretense. | had upset and
annoyed her in the past but | could seein her eyesthat shewas
beaten and tired of fighting.
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They say behind every great man isan even greater woman.
Wl behind only theluckiest a coholicsthereisastrong and loyal
partner - always seeing the best in the person they love and
defending their every action. Zoe knew my problemsbut only on
occasionwould sheget angry about it. What good isgetting angry
about anillness? Shehonestly believed that | would beat thisand
that my true personality would comethrough. She hoped.

But, thistimeit wasdifferent; Zoe knew that every timel got
close to being at rock bottom she pulled me through. She had
realised that in order for meto know how much thiswashurting
her, | had tofeel the hurt for myself. Thethreat of losing Orlaand
Oliver wasquitered onthisoccasi on. Zoe had the opportunity, if
shewanted, to moveback to her folksin Bristol. Thisreally would
hurt me. Bristol wasnot aplacel couldtravel to every weekendto
seethekids. | had been through thisbeforewith Mason and Nial,
my eldest kids, and wasterrified it would happen al over again.

Something fell into placethat day. | knew | wasabout to lose
the one person who, through everything, had remained loyal and
who loved meunconditiondly. That sameday, by chance, | received
anemail fromamagazinecalled‘Men'sFitness . It wasabout a
duathlon being held in September in Windsor. My first reaction
wasto del ete the message as exercise was something | avoided
likethe plague. But somehow | read alittle more and noticed that
therewasan event for beginners. Inexplicably, | wasdrawntoit.
My mind started working overtime- wasthisasign of what | was
supposed to do?

| was so desperateto show Zoel could changethat | called her
intotheroom, wherel struck adedl with her: | wouldtrainfor the
raceif shewould put up with mefor acouple more months. She
looked at mewith amazement. | suppose shecould seeinmy eyes
what | had seen in her eyes, that something was different. She
could seethat | was seriousabout this.
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Therewasof coursethelittle matter of me stopping drinking.
Obvioudy | could not sart trainingwhilst | wasstill drinking. Cold
turkey for me? Could | do it?Having drunk enoughto * float the
navy’ over theweekend, | wasprobably still pissedwhen | agreed
toal this. Sothefirst day without booze wasalittle easier than
normd astherewasdtill cohol inmy system. Thisgot methrough
theday at work. All | had to do wasto get past the pub on theway
homeand | wasstarting anew life.

Eas er said than done. The pub had become my second home
— my sanctuary after ahard day. Finding strength from somewhere,
but al thetime doubting my resolve, | switched my phoneoff and
droveadifferent way home. It wasaturning point. The next test
that day wasthe anticipation of theusua call fromtheladsasking
if  wasgoingto beinthe pub. Never oneto missadrinking sesson,
if I had received suchacall | would havefound itimpossibleto say
no. | ignored my phone. ‘ You could just go infor one’ was my
default thought. Thiswasnever thereality. Evenwhen| only had
enough money for onedrink it was never enough. | would often
attach myself to agroup of peopleinthe hopethat they would buy
meadrink.

| managed to get homeand felt an unusua camabout me. This
wasit! Simple! | had crackedit. | had successfully climbed thefirst
hurdle. I had broken the cycle of work, pub, work, pub... Zoe
looked at meto gauge whether | had been drinking. | don’t think
shecould believethat | was actually sober after aday at work. |
went upstairs and got my shorts and t-shirt on. ‘Here goes,’ |
thought, * how hard canit be?

| remember fedling quite proud of myself for about thefirst one
hundred yards. | wasrunning, but then reality setinand my pace
slowed. Thiswasn't fun, thiswastorture. | had made amistake.
Runningwasnot theanswer! Running until you makeyoursdf sick
was something you would seeboxersor top sportsmen do, pushing
their bodiesto thelimit, until breaking point. For them, thiswas
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smply therough with the smooth, but for me, | thought | wasabout
todie. Serioudy, | thought | wasdying. Every foot-fal onthehard
pavement made mefed closer to death. | wasliterally violently
sick and shaking. My heart felt asthough it was about to pop out
of my chest and my head wasthrobbing. Thiswasit for sure- |
wastaking my last breath.

Feelings of embarrassment started to cometo the surface. |
wasafat horrible messwho couldn’t run. | wasabloody horrible
drunk who wasfit for nothing. ‘ Assoon as| finish | am going
straight to thepub!” | thought.

Though I had only run half amileof thefamiliar neighbourhood
streets, | wasinaterriblestate. Still, when | finished | didn’'t goto
the pub. Not just because | thought | was dying or because |
couldn’t get off the bathroom floor, but because| got thefeding |
wasgoing to get moreand moreof. It wasafedling of something
cameto understand was happiness.

| hadn’t been happy for almost twenty years. I d had moments
of laughter and of relief but not true happiness. Even at the birth of
my children therewastoo much anxiety and excitement tojust feel
happy. Theideal of pure happiness, for me, iswhen you forget
everything for amoment and your mindisstill anditisjust about
you and afeeling of inner peace within your ownmind. You are
happy with ‘you’'. Now that might seem alittleselfish, but | truly
believethat thisisthe key to my recovery. | needed to be happy
with me. | needed to forget what othersthought and concentrate
onme. Theman | believed | was. | needed to even forget about
my family troubles...work...money...the past and concentrateon
making myself better. The problemwith thedrink wasmy problem.
Thiswas, and il is, about me.

Fromthat initial run, anew mewasborn and my life changed
beyond recognition. | begantolosetheweight | had gained during
my heavy drinking. | had topped the scales at eighteen and ahalf
stonewithaforty-four inchwaist, but after about ayear of training
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I had managed to get down to thirteen stone. It wasn't easy. But
thefeeling of happinessthat came from the run, the euphoriaof
happi ness and satisfaction and pride, mademedoit and stick toiit.
Nofedling of fleeting drunkenrelief could match thisnew high.

Therewasalot of pain but soon | wasrunning almost every
day and | began running in more competitiveraces. | wasgetting
to the stagewhere | was comfortably doing ten kilometres and
wasstarting to tackle half marathons. Had anyonetold methiswas
possibleat an earlier stage, | would havelaughed. | never believed
thiswas something | could have ever achieved. Yet | managed to
completethe Newark Half MarathonintheAugust of 2006 just
fivemonthsafter sarting running.

Achievementslikethisseemtrivia —everyoneknowsarunner.
But these milestones of achievement were crucia markersonmy
road to recovery. Without these seemingly trivia achievementsyou
can never moveforward. When you are drunk you never move
forward; you are either alwaysmovingin reverse or you are not
movingat al. Your lifegoesnowherefor long periodsand you can
never seethat changing. By running tenkilometresyou canthen set
aplanto go further or faster and you can chart the progress. It
givesyou direction and stopstheendlessdrifting.

Running also allows you time to think without any other
interruptions. Spending my timeinthe pub never dlowed meany
time to think or make decisions by myself. There was always
someone offering their opinion or their often misguided advice.
When | wasrunning | would often go over thingsin my head and
forget that | wasrunning at all —Where had thingsgonewrong?
How could | have hurt peoplel loved so much?How was| going
to change even more? How was | going to redeem myself and
makethingsright with my family? | had alot of running to do.

Thinking about changeisonething and | found thisquite hel pful
intheearly days, but | would often be going over so muchin my
head that nothing ever seemed to beresolved. | took towriting
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thingsdown assoon as| got back from arun. Actually writing it
down acted like a contract for me. A contract between me and
sobriety. If | wroteit down | would inevitably act onit. Also, if |
spokeabout it or told someonewhat | wasthinking then | would
alwaysdomy besttodoit. Thiswasto prove | was seriousabout
doing thisand that | was serious about making amends.

Oneof theseideaswastotry to help others. It occurred to me
that as| wasn't anatural athlete, if | could doit, anyone could. |
therefore set about finding out how | could become apersonal
trainer. Incredible! Me, theonce e ghteen stonea coholic, apersond
trainer! But | wanted to passon my experienceto others. Inmy
mind | wastheideal candidatefor thejob—areal life example of
change. | wanted to inspire changein others, too!

So, at theend of 2007, | started to train asapersonal trainer,
findly getting my quaificationsin May 2008. Thishasenabled me
to passon my knowledgeto so many people, some of whom have
had alcohol issues.

Another of thethings| had written downwasto oneday runa
marathon. | have now completed over twenty marathonsand ultra:
marathons. The highlight was completing the Marathon des Sables
inApril 2010. The Marathon des Sablesisaone hundred and fifty
fivemileracethrough the Sahara Desert. Daytimetemperatures
reached 50 degrees and we had to carry our own food and
equipment to last the week (11kg backpack). Thelongest stage
wasday four, whichwasfifty-fivemiles. It took mea most twenty-
one hoursto completethe stage. When | crossed thefinishlinel
wasasked how | felt and | replied instantly that ‘ | wasproud to be
ahumanbeingand | hadn'tfdtlikethat for alongtime . Theemoation
of recovering from a coholism cameflooding through and | cried
for two hourssolid whilst watching the sun come up over the desert.

My recovery iscontinuing and | will dwaysfaceadaily battle
with temptation. Thingsare easier now and | am committed to
changing people's perception of my illnessand of addictionin
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general. Whilst listening to arace brief someoneasked: ‘Why are
wedoingthis? - thisbeing aforty-five milecross-country run. The
race director’sreply was fantastic and it isnow avery special
mantral livemy lifeby. Hesaid: * You areafocused individua who
wantsto achieve.’
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| just want someone to help my son!
Anne

My youngest son wastwelve years old when he started having
psychologica problems. Oneday hiselder brother told methat he
wasgoing to goto school by himsdf fromthen onrather thangoing
with hisyounger brother. Thiswasbecause hisbrother wasbeing
difficult—first hewouldn’t runfor thebusif it wasaready at the
bus stop beforethey got toit. Then he started refusing to stop at
the bus stop because he thought that peoplein the queue were
watchinghim.

At thispoint wejust thought that my youngest son wasbeing
troublesome, because otherwise hewasagenerally normal child.
It'sjust that there wereisolated incidents, little things happening.
Then he started missing school atogether and not going out of the
house. First it was the odd day and then it progressed until we
couldn’t get himto school at al. My brother would hel p by taking
himto school in hiscar but by thetime he got back home, my son
would be back too.

| phoned the school to tell them that | was having problems
getting himto school. They sent out the Education Welfare Officer
to seeusand they offered him hometuition. But then hewasn't
happy with the peoplewho cameto support him and eventually
refused to let themin. After that wewere promised grest thingsin
termsof hel ping him and that al| these peoplewould comeout to
seehim, but it never happened. A psychologist did visitinorder to
diagnose him. He said that my son had al sortsof problemsasby
thistime hewasn't going out anywhere. But nothing € sehappened
after that. When he was thirteen years old he started going out
again. But thiswasnow after dark and hewas coming back at all
hours. He usually left alone and walked, but once | heard acar
pick him up. One night hewent off but soon came back, saying
that theaienswere after himin aspaceship.
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| didwonder if hewastaking cannabishbut it washard totell as
he smoked anyway. Then onenight he asked metotakehimtoa
friend’ shouse but to pull up two housesaway and wait for him. He
cameback clutchingalittlesquarewrgppedthinginhishand. That's
when | knew for sure. | had dropped him off at adealer’ shouse.

A bit later on he stopped hisnight-timewanderingsand would
just disappear for half an hour now and again. Apart from that he
wasawaysinthe house, by himself. My sonwasawayshel pful,
though, despite the fact that he was acting strangely. He hel ped
with the housework, and oneday | came homefromwork and he
surprised mewith ameal that he had cooked for me himself. He
never asked mefor alift again, after that first occasion, becausel
had madeit clear to him at thetimethat | knew it wasdrugsand |
knew what hewasup to.

Hisbehaviour continued to be strange for the next coupl e of
years. Sometimeshewould clutch ablack bin-liner, holding it as
though hewasholding asolid metal object, and hewould spit into
it. Or hewouldlook out through the curtainshol ding abat, which
he said wasto protect us.

My son had a difficult early childhood because, until we
eventually escaped, his Dad had beaten both me and the children
for anumber of years. One day he announced to methat hewas
going away tovigt hisolder sster. But when | asked himwhen he
had spokento her to makethe arrangementshereplied that he had
spokento her inhishead. Thiskind of thing went on until, out of
the blue oneday, he said to me and my brother, ‘ They don’t want
metodieyet.’

“Who doesn’'t? weasked.
‘Thedliens,’ hesaid. ‘I’mtoovauabletothem.’

| phoned hiscommunity psychiatric nurseand said that | thought
we needed hel p. They came out to see him and injected himwith
somemedication. Hethen continued to receiveamonthly injection.
When heturned sixteen hewasofficially released from full time
education. At that point | decided to move housein order to take
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him away from the environment that hewaslivingin. Asfar asl
wasaware hewasstill taking cannabis, maybe getting it when he
went out briefly to get hiscigaretteslateinthe evenings.

After themovehe seemed alot calmer at first. Ontheday that
wemoved house hewastotally spaced out, sitting onthe doorstep
and staring up at the stars. But now he started getting out and
about abit more, walking the dogs. He even started contempl ating
getting ajob. But two weeks|ater thingssuddenly went drastically
wrong. First of al hetold hisbrother to stop talking to hisfriends
about him because he could hear it through hishead. Then| came
homefromwork oneday at teatimeand | saw that hisbrother was
standing by thefront door holding abig meta pole. Hehimself was
sitting on the ground holding asmaller bar. | was|ooking away
whilst | parked up so | did not noticethat he had disappeared from
thedoor. But as| walked away frommy car | suddenly heard my
car windows being smashed behind me. My oldest sonyelled at
meto call the police and | walked into the house and did as he
sad.

Weboth sat inthehousewaiting for the policeto arrive. While
wewere sitting there we noticed that there were | ots of scraps of
paper scattered dl over. Thesehad somevery bizarrethingswritten
onthem. Whenthe policecamethey took him away for questioning
andthen | got aphone call totell methat he had been sectioned.

Hewas sent to apsychiatric hospital in Manchester. Asl lived
in Featherstone at thetimeit wasalong way to travel, but | did
managetovigt himtwiceaweek. Hewasrel eased to apsychiatric
hospital inWakefield amonth later and after threeweeksthey let
him out. But three monthslater he bought himself aRambo knife,
saying againthat it wasfor protection. Hispsychologist toldhimto
hand it over to mefor safe keeping but herefused. The policethen
came and raided the house and took him back to hospital. This
time hestayed for two yearsand spent hiseighteenth birthday there.

Thiswasfollowed by him goingtoamenta hedthrehabilitation
unit, and then hetried living done. Hecouldn’t handleliving aone,
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though, so came back to live with me. My sonwasnow in his
twenties. He stayed with mefor two years. Hewasn't bothered
about taking cannabisany more although he did drink abit too
much. Hewasdifficult to livewithand weasowanted himtolearn
toliveindependently. Thereforeafter thetwo yearswefound him
aflat. Heseemed to like it and he settled in okay. Thingswere
aright for thenext year..

But then ayear ago hewent to hissister’sfor aholiday and life
sincethen hasbeen anightmare. He started taking cannabisagain
while he was on the holiday and has been on street drugs ever
sincethen. When hecameback | found out that thishad happened
and told hispsychiatric support team. Hewasthen tested and the
resultscameback positivefor other drugsaswell ascannabis. He
isasoon hisofficia psychiatric medication and they warned him
that the street drugswill messhimup.

Weall know that he never wantsto go back to hospital. Yet no-
one seems ableto talk any senseinto him and hisdrug use has
escalated. First hewastaking khat, which he saidwasn't adrug as
hisfriends had told him it was plant food. Then he moved onto
another form of amphetamine, whizz. Thisisnow hismain drug of
choice.

My sonisasix foot tall lad, recently turned twenty-six years
old, but hisweight isdownto nine stone. Helooksbony, hislegs
arelike sticks, and hisfaceis sunken-looking. He'sgot agood-
sized set of reasonabl e clothes but he wearsthe same ouitfit for
weeksonend. Thisisfull of cigarette burnsandit smells. Hejumps
around alot and shouts.

Hewill have an argument with an object, such asasecurity
light, alunch box. He'll evenlook at awall and shout at it. He
punchesholesin hisdoorsand hiswallsand hewalksaimlesdly.
He Il wak three milesfrom hishometo my home sometimestwice
aday, even though we both live on the same busroute. Heisn't
washing and hissink iscovered with dirty potsand pansand his
worktops are not wiped down.
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Heisa so vulnerableand peopl e aretaking advantage of him.
Dedersturnup at hisflat and givehim hisstuff. Thenwhenheisn't
quitewithit they takehhismoney. Oneday | turned up at hisflat. He
was acting strange and he had two friendswith him so | |eft. But
then | felt uneasy and went back fiveminuteslater. | bumpedinto
him and the two so-called friends coming out of hisdoor. They
were carrying histelevision and hisdigital set-top box. | said,
‘Whereareyou going with that?

‘He'ssolditto us,’ they answered. They denied that it was
for drugsbut they werelying.

Another time | went to hisflat and his door was wide open
although hewasin the bathroom. You could see straight into the
stting room from hisfront door and hismoney wasjust lyingonthe
Settee. Anyone passing by could have easily taken advantage.

Once he phoned me and asked if | had taken his post office
card which heusesto draw hisbenefit from the post office cash
point machine. | went round and hetold mehehad | eft it on astool
by thewall. | asked himwho else had beenin that day and hetold
methat afriend had called. Then hetold methat when he had gone
into the kitchen thisfriend had been searching hisflat for money
and rummaging inthe settee. But hehadn’t known how totell him
to stop. | asked himiif thisfriend knew his pin number and he
didn’t answer. Sure enough all hismoney got drawn out of his
account. Hewasl| eft with no money that week because he couldn’t
provethat it wasn't himwho had donethewithdrawal.

A neighbour of hishas even stopped meinthe street andtold
methat he has heard my son shouting at people, and asked meif
heisvulnerable. At firg | thought hemeant that my sonwasshouting
at nobody, but no. The neighbour says he has been shouting at
peoplewho areactually intheflat. He now keepshiseyeonthe
Situation and letsthe support team know about it.

| godowntomy son’sflat at |least once aweek with my Hoover
tocleanitupfor him. I work full time so, other thanthat, | just pop
inwhen | havetimebetween shifts. Hewa ksover tomine, usualy
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when he runs out of money or when he hasfallen out with his
brother, who livesnear him. When hecalsit can beat al hoursof
theday and night. Hemight turn up at eight inthemorningwhen|
amjust leaving for work, or at fiveinthemorning, or at any time
after midnight. When he comesin hefirst raidsthe cupboard for
food and helpshimself to ahuge bowl of ceredl, followed by haf a
loaf of bread, toasted. Then he comesand sitsdown and talksto
himsdlf, siwearing and cursang and arguing withwhoever or whatever
itisthat heisvisuaising at thetime.

| just don’t know what avenues are open for doing anything
about the situation. No-one seemsto want to help. Every timel
think that thereisaglimmer of hopefromtheprofessiona services,
likeaproper review meeting happening, thedoor getsshut again.
I hear no moreabout it and nothing happens. | am at theend of my
tether. Sometimes| will drop him off back at home after he has
caled round to mineat someunearthly hour of themorning. Then
| drive home crying my eyesout and | want to just drive my car
sraightintoabrick wall. | fed sofrustrated sometimes. Why won't
heturn hislifearound?Why isn’'t someonethereto help him?

Hislifeisinacompleteand utter rut. Hehasgot nored friends
and hislifeisaimlessand unstructured. Heexpressesaninterest in
goingto collegeevery timeanew prospectuscomesout but thenis
unabletofollow it through. Thefirst thing he doesisto get out of
bed, usudly after teninthemorning, unlessthereissomethingwrong
and he hasbeen up all night. Hetendsto sleep curled up on the
sofainthesitting room becauseit isthewarmest roomintheflat. It
has a storage heater that works. Once heisup hegoesroundto
hisbrother’s, who takeshimto get his cigarettesand buyshima
bacon sandwich. Then he goesback homeand goesback to deep
or listens to music on his portable CD player. He breaks any
televisonsor DVD playersthat he hasbeforelong. Thereisa
television shaped holeinthewall from thelast one he broke. He
hasn'treally got alifeinfact. Itisjust an existence.
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Until ayear ago, before he started back on the street drugs, my
sonwasreasonably clean and tidy and hefed and washed himself.
Heisacapableperson and heisfairly bright consdering what little
schooling hehashad. Heisvery knowledgeable about thingsheis
interestedin, like planetsand stars, and hehasMaths, Englishand
IT certificates. Hecan aso bevery charming. | want to seehim get
back on track and to have agood life.

| think hisDad’ sviolence affected him theworst of any of us
because hewastheyoungest. Theviolence started shortly before
he was born so he grew up seeing me and hisbrother and sister
being beaten, and being subjected toit himsalf. Hegrew upknowing
nothing else. Hevisbly relaxed whenwefinaly got away fromhis
Dad. Unfortunately | wasthen physicaly ill for acoupleof years
because one of the beatingshad damaged my back. | needed strong
painkillersand had torely on hissister alot to help bring him up.
Soit hasn’t been an easy startinlifefor him. | would loveto see
him havethechanceto get abetter qudity of life. If thestreet drugs
problem could beresolved hewould still need help, but whileheis
taking them heisbeyond even hel ping himself.

| fedl that the system haslet my son down. | do not think that he
would be using street drugsif he had been helped by the system
more. He appearsto be using street drugs as medication. Heis
terrified of being sent back to psychiatric hospital and usesthemto
keep himsdlf together, but hisbehaviour isbecoming so erratic that
herisksthe drugs having the opposite effect to what heintends.

| redlly love him and becausel lovehim | can seethe potential
that hehasgot. | know what heis capable of, and what he can do,
and what he can put hismindto. But | can’t do any more. When |
ask for help | am treated like an over-anxiousmother anditisnot
takenserioudy. Or | antoldthat it isnothingto dowith measitis
upto him. But | just want what isbest for my son. | think that he
deservesto get back ontrack and he needsthe help becauseheis
not ableto doit by himself. | just want someoneto help my son!
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But this is something else
Darren & hisaunt

No oneshould underestimatethedifficultiesof lifeondrugs. Life's
difficulties can bebad enough for everyonebut livingwithamind
controlled by drugs—thisissomething el se!

Darrenismy sister’sboy and being just an auntieyou are one
step removed. | have not had to cope with thekind of problems
and pain over theyearsthat he and hismother suffered dueto his
addictionto heroin. But | want to sharemy experiencesand Darren’s
story because thereisamessage of hopeinwhat hashappened to
us. It might just hel p someoneto understand more about what is
goingonintheir ownor aloved one'slife.

Although I’ ve never suffered theagony of addiction, | havehad
ataste of the powerlessness and pain that addicts can suffer. My
oneexperiencewith drugs happened someyearsago. Taking drugs
that affected my mind wasmy doctor’sideawhen | was suffering
from deep grief, stressand depression. | wasdepressed after the
sudden death of my mother and one of my brothers. Ontop of this
| wasdiressed at work, | waslivinginacommunity thet wassuffering
fromtheloss of themining industry and | also had other health
problems. I’ ve never beeninthat state before or since, thank God,
but at thetime| didn’t know what to expect.

My doctor referred meto aconsultant psychiatrist, but being
over busy and thinking | wasjust an attention-seeking middleaged
woman, probably going through the menopause, sheleft meinthe
care of anew registrar from India. | was prescribed adrug by
mistakeand | obediently followed hisingtructionsfor over ayear.
Thisdrug caused anxiety and tortured mewith deep deprivation.
These effectsled meto the point of suicide, not knowing that the
medi cation wasinducing the symptoms| wassuffering. Yearslater
incourt theregistrar proved for meand thejudge that he had been
unableto read English, did not know what thereferral letter said
and had no ideawhat the drugs he prescribed werefor.
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When | went to him again because the drugs had triggered
suicidal thoughts, hedoubled thedose. Later my husbhand persuaded
himto admit meinto hospital for assessment and safety but hetill
didn'trealisshow ill I was. My disturbed mind was possessed by
the compul sion to commit suicide and drove meto believethat
suicidewasthebest thing for everyone. | walked out of the hospital
ward and jumped from afootbridgeinto moving traffic.

My experience of theextremeeffectsof drugsindriving meto
hell mentaly, physicaly and emaotiondly wasrdatively short-lived,
but | was given aglimpse of how the mind can be destroyed and
addictscan suffer. | wasfortunate; | came back from the brink of
tragedy, back from thedead. | woke up in hospital severa weeks
after the suicide attempt and the twel ve-hour operation whenthey
tried to put me back together. Unconscious during that timein
intensive care, | had not needed medication for the mind. Once
awakel wasno longer under theinfluence of the medication that
I d been prescribed and my mind wasmy own again, dbeit shattered
and inside abroken body.

Thus| experienced the extreme effects of mind blowing drugs
that take away your ability to think outsidethe compulsive, self-
destructivedrivesthat areat work inthebrain. | experienced the
excruciating pain but only for afew short months. | waslucky
compared to many addictsbecause | wasnot addicted and | gained
control of my mind once | stopped taking the drug. But | did
experience the trauma and misunderstanding that can destroy
relaionships. | haveknown theresulting family break-up, theloss,
theguilt andthegrief that leavesvictimsisolated and lonely, with
their wholelivesinamess. I’ d seenthe hell that istheinevitable
destiny of many druggies, but without the long-term prison of
addiction.

| think it wasthe understanding and strength | had shownin
fighting for recovery that brought my nephew Darrento ask for my
hel p when he had reached rock bottom and wanted to break free
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fromdrugs. It wastotaly unexpected when Darren rang and asked
if hecould come and talk to me. Heisavery specia nephew and
I’ ve alwaysthought the world of him but hewasn’t the kind of
chap to come asking for help. Although he can be outgoing and
has plenty of friends, heisrather aprivate person. Somemight say
hetendsto play thingscloseto hischest, that heisthoughtful or
rather deep. Anyway heisdefinitely independent and hisownman,
choosing to go hisownway from an early age. In some respects
heissecretive and thismay berelated to hisdrug addition and that
part of hislifethat wasnever talked about.

I’dknown for yearsthat Darrentook drugsasintheearly days
headmitted that he smoked drugsat weekends. Hetold me openly,
‘| smokeit torelax and haveagoodtime, it’sjust like othersmight
haveafew pintsat theweekend withtheir mates. | liketo hang out
withfriendsat dancemusicfedtivasandjoininwiththedrugsscene’

When hecameto mefor help hesaid,

‘| smoked cannabis casually for years and thought they would
never get me onto the hard stuff, heroin, but they did. They are
very clever, very cruel andthey don’t leaveyou doneuntil they’ ve
got youfeeding their greed. They want you intheir power soyou're
|eft at their mercy, making themrich by constantly having to feed
your habit.’

| wasworried about Darren for along timebefore he camefor
help. Apart from being therefor hismum, my sister, therewasn't
much | could do until hewanted help. | once gave him money to
pay off some debts so that he could goto Australiawhen along-
termrelaionshipwith agirlfriend broke up. Hisescapeto the other
sdeof theworldwasn'timmediately successful ingetting him away
from drugs because, ashe says,

‘They areeverywhere, oh so easy toget and so hardtoresist.’

InAustrdiait wasjust aseasy to get accessto what he craved
and the habit demanded; it wasjust adifferent group of addicted
(so-called) friends. However, it wasthe beginning of anew lifeand
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finding the girl who supported him through the dow climb out of
thehell that drugs had dragged himinto.

Darrenmet hisnew girlfriend when hewasworking asabuilder.
Heisoneof the*world’smost skilful bricklayers', at least hesays
soand | wouldn’t argue, I’ ve never seen one better. Hispartner is
anarchitect whoisnot just stunningly gorgeous, but acapableand
determined young woman. Shefdll for Darrenand hasnever lethis
addiction get between them. When hisvisaexpired and hehad to
leaveAustraliashefollowed him back to England and they set up
hometogether.

Throughout al theyearsof struggling with drugs, Darren has
alwaysmanaged to hold downajob. | can’t honestly say heturned
up for work every day but hewasnever short of jobs, if heactualy
managed to get himself on site. Heis so hardworking and skilful
that hismisdemeanoursarequickly overlooked. Heissuchalovable
lad that most peoplewho know him quickly forgivethetroublehe
can cause. But hismother and family did put up with quitealot
from Darren at timesand thingswere getting to be more than his
loved-ones could endure, when he came knocking on my daoor.

Darren was accompanied by hisdevoted girlfriend theday he
desperately asked meto help him sort out hislifeand get clean of
drugs. Together they were prepared to seek help but weall knew
Darren’smind had to do thework of fighting the addiction and he
needed specialist help. He said hewas praying to be normal and
herealised hewaswasting al their hard-earned money for the
substance that was robbing him of what hewanted most, anormal
life

At least now he was able to reach out but he knew it was so
easy to dlip back because drugs, such asheroin, have aterrible
gripandwield power over any victim. Thepushersand thecravings
pursuether victimsreentlesdy. Darrensaidthat it wasdl hethought
about and congtantly hismind wasfixed on getting the next fix. It
wasthemost powerful thingin hislife, driving hisevery action, his
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solemotivation, hisdesireaboveal else.

But dowly he had becomesick of thefeeling of powerlessness,
tired of theuseless, destructive, mindlesswaste of hislife. Hesaid
he had caused so much pain to those heloved and had got to the
very bottom of the pit. He said hewaslucky to have been shown
abetter lifeand had managed towork out that he could only get to
that better lifeif he was prepared to do the enormous work of
change. He said herealised that he had got to thevery end of his
tether and somehow he saw that he had to change, he’ d worked
out it wasup to him. Hewas scared that he couldn’t do it alone
andwasreaching out for help. | took himto Turning Point because
| didn’t know what elseto do, | didn’'t have any answers, | just
knew he needed professional help.

| think that Darren turned to me because heknew | wouldn’t
turnmy back on him, heknew that | loved him and would not turn
him away. | aso suspect hethought that if all elsefailed hecould
probably get the money for the next fix from me. Maybehealso
knew | was strong because| too had suffered and | knew something
of theimmense power drugs can haveover one’ smind.

Darrenknew | had experienced that overwhelming destructive
grip of pain and terror that i sinescapable when powerful drugs
invade the mind and take over. | too had been possessed by
chemicalsinthebrainthat had driven meto sheer hopel essness. It
had been for meapain far worsethan the hell of physical agony
that | suffered when my broken body was crushed so badly inthe
fal. Thementa hell and driving compulsionto suicidewasfar more
unbearablethan thelater physical torturefrom my injuriesthat
initidly required | takemorphineto survive. Thereforeby thetime
Darren cameto mefor help I had some small understanding of the
suffering and terribletyranny hismind wasunder.

My own yearsof struggling to recover, relearning how towalk
and fourteen mgjor operationsto rectify the damage, only served
to make mestrong. My wonderful surgeon becameafriend and he
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oncetold methat the bonethat regenerateswherethe breakshave
been ismuch stronger than the bonearoundit. Thatishow | see
myself, asonewho has suffered and will alwaysbe damaged but
whoisaso ableto beastrong member of her community. Suffering
hel psyouto find your true strength. My ability to endure seemsto
bequiteconsderableand for that gift | amimmensdy grateful. | try
now to help otherswherel can.

Darrenknew | could bestrong for himand that | knew how to
contact peopleto helphimin hisfight for recovery. By thetimehe
cameto mehereally did want to break free. Hewassick of his
Situation and at last understood that he had to be the oneto make
thedecision that hewanted to crawl out of thepitinto abetter life.
Hesayshewaslucky because he saw that abetter lifewaspossible
and he had apartner, amother, afamily and good friendsbeside
him.

Sofar it hasworked for Darren and heescaped back toAudtrdia
after getting free of the grip of heroin. Last year hemarried his
girlfriend and they started awonderful new lifetogether inthe
sunshine. Hestill saysheknowshe |l lwaysbefighting addiction
but astheyearsgo by it’snot so powerful and hishope and joy
become stronger.

| believethat most addictsarethevictimsof drugsand so are
their families. When wethink about peoplewho are addicted to
drugs| think that we should remember that their mindsare out of
control and they need usto help them recover. | think itisvery
difficult for usto understand what itislike beinginsdeamind that
isdisturbed by chemicals. Most of uscan makerational decisions
most of thetime and don’'t easily see why others do not do the
same. But | know that anyone’ smind can be out of control if itis
affected by chemicas. So no-oneshould think, ‘ It can’t happento
el

Darren oncetold methat hewould liketotell al young people
thinking about taking drugsto, ‘ Beafraid, bevery afrad’ — because

75

DARREN & AUNT

it'snot something to play with; itisso very powerful initsability to
destroy your life.
HereisDarren’sstory in hisownwords.

I'man addict and alwayswill be. | fight it everyday but it gets
easier. Cigarettes and alcohol came at an early age. | started
smoking because | thought it looked cool — I was young and
ohsowrong. | started drinking at an early agetoo, but it wasn't
until I wasabout 16 that a few of us started smoking cannabis.
A good friend got a job in London working for a music paper
and he had been introduced to cannabis by hisflat-mate. Then
when he came back home to visit he brought some for us to
try. Thefirst time | ever had cannabis | went white and was
very sick, but that didn’'t stop me as| liked the feeling it gave
me, it made me feel relaxed. We then started buying cannabis
onaregular basislocally.

With my friend working for a music paper in London he
got passes to a lot of soul music weekends. They were called
soul weekenders, but dance music was starting to come
through, and with the dance music the drug ecstasy became
available. I'll never forget that feeling frommy first E: | was
scared. ‘Could it kill me? What was | going to be like on it?’
Therewereloads of thingsrunning through my mind but | didn’t
take mine when everyone took theirs. | held it in my hand for
an hour because | was scared to take it. The only reason |
swallowed it was because | was paranoid from smoking
cannabis and | thought a bouncer had seen me with it, so the
best way to not get caught was to eat it, so | did. Honestly, |
thought it was the best thing I’ d done with my life. I now think
that was one of the wor st things 1’ ve done with my life because
thisiswhere everything started to change.

| started taking E'son aregular basis, then having speed,
LSD and cocaine now and again, only because we couldn’t
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afford cocaine much asat that point it was expensive. | started
living for the weekends, travelling up and down the country
partying. Everything was great until one Sunday | woketo the
news that a good friend had died taking ecstasy. You would
think that would calm a lot of people down but it had the
opposite effect: the people close to him went off the rails, not
a bit, but a lot. More drugs became available as more of us
travelled around meeting peoplefromother cities. Thiscarried
on for a few years.

One Saturday night at the age of twenty-two | was
introduced to heroin. | was someone who thought heroin would
not be my thing. | was a happy upper sort of person. | smoked
weed to come down from pills and powder but this stuff just
blew me away. | used it on a weekend to come off the other
drugsbut, asweall know, anyonewho hashad heroin, ‘ Brown’,
‘Horse', *Smack’, will tell you, there is no such thing as a
weekend junkie; the weekend turnsinto seven days. | was one
of many people that thought it couldn’t happen to me but it
did. Thefirst time | knew | was addicted to heroin | went to
Amsterdamon atrip and | woke up feelingill, stomach cramps,
being sick, sneezing, chicken skin, kicking, then afriend pointed
out | was rattling and the only way to stop it was to get more.

Thiscarried on for a few yearsuntil my girlfriend worked
it out and wanted me to get help. | went to the doctor’s after
working up the courage to tell him. I'd never admitted it to
anyone, not even to myself. Me, a junkie? Not me! | thought.
Theday | walked into the doctor’sand told him | was a heroin
addict isthe day | needed and wanted help. Thereaction | got
was a joke. He turned round and told me he would put me on
the list to go to Springfield Mount Centre in Leeds, not, ‘ Yes
take these once a day to help you withdraw.” I was really
annoyed with him as | was there for help, there and then, not
in a month when they were ready to help me.
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Once | got on a programme | got some negative reactions
from lots of professional people. One thing that stuck in my
throat was that when | went to pick up my daily prescription |
wastold | couldn’t have it till half-past ten, Why? | still don’'t
under stand that! Why couldn’t | betreated likeanormal person
and get it when the shop opens? Surely they make themup in
advance but they keep you waiting around and that sometimes
made me laugh. | thought on many occasions, ‘It’s faster
getting drugs off the street than out of a pharmacy.’ | was
working at the time and I’ d taken time out to get help and get
to the chemist’s but they wanted to punish me by making me
wait about and that wasn't helpful at all. | suppose they
thought we were all messing around all day so we could be
made to wait for a few hourstill they decided to serve us.

| moved to another country to get away from heroin, to
the other side of the world to get away from heroin, but it's
everywhere. It doesn’'t matter where you go, if you want it, a
junkie can find it.

I eventually worked it out in my own head how to tackleit.
It hasto be one day at atime. If you can’t get through the day
take it an hour at a time, and if not an hour, a minute at a
time. | still wake up some mornings wanting it but it passes.

| say to myself, “Why do | need to pay to feel normal? It's
free to be normal. Some people have no choice and can’t get
better. Cancer, for example. You can doit.’

So | treated myself, everyday for about a year; | bought
myself an ice cream. I’m now addicted to ice creams but it's
not a bad thing to be addicted to.
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Losing my way
Leanne Dobson

When | wasyounger | thought | knew ital. | wasinfoster careat
fourteen until | was sixteen and ahalf. It was some of the best
yearsof my life. | wasbig-headed and | alwaysgot what | wanted.
My socid worker told methat | could get aflat when | wassixteen,
so that’swhat | wanted. My parents didn’t want me to and my
foster parents wanted me to stay and go to college and maybe
evenuniversity, but I knew what was best for me, right?

| moved out and started at thelocal sixth form. It didn’t last
long. | got ajob and dropped my education. | started going out all
thetime. My flat wastheregular placefor everyoneto cometo on
aweekend. It wasn't long before | was smoking cannabis and
taking amphetamine. | loved it. | waslosing weight. | had gone
fromasize 18/20to asize 10 intwo and ahalf months. Everyone
treated me differently, especially thelads. | started seeing onelad
who wasfour yearsolder than me. | had liked himfor years. It
was'tlong beforeweweretaking anything we could get our hands
on. Wewere clubbing every weekend. | didn’t seemy friendsany
more, replacing theminstead with ecstasy. | waslovingit. | hada
boyfriend that | adored, | would do anything for. What could go
wrong?

Oneday | arrived homefromwork and my boyfriend, thelove
of my life, wassat inmy living room ‘ chasing thedragon’. | was
very unhappy and kicked himout, calling him asmack head junkie.
It wasonly aday or solater that hereturned with hisapologiesand
| took him back. 1t wasn’t long before hewas doing it again. What
| didn’t know wasthat he had been addi cted to heroin beforeand
had got himself clean. Now hewasdoing it again and more often.
It got tothe stagewherel couldn’t facekicking him out, becausel
loved him, so| saidtohimthat if hewasgoingtodoit | wantedto
know what the fuss was about. | wanted totry it. He said no at

79

LEANNE DOBSON

first. | said get out of my flat then, so he passed it over andtold me
todoit myself; hewasn't goingtodoit for me. | had seenhimdo
it enough timesnow that | kind of knew what | wasdoing. | liked
it. I likeditalot. | wouldn’t let it get hold of methough. | wastoo
strong for that. Evenwhen | wasdoing it moreand morel thought
to myself that | wasgtill too strong. | didn’t haveaproblem. Then
oneday | heard my boyfriend talking to the man whowasmoving
inupstairsfromus. | went out to haveal ook and introduced mysdlf
when hisgirlfriend appeared fromtheir doorway. | redised | knew
her from school. We all weretalking and it turned out that they
werededers. They’ d been dedling heroinfor agesand that ishow
my boyfriend knew him. That sealed it for us. Weweredoing it
every day. Soon my wagesand hisweren’t enough.

We needed another way to make money. We owed money | eft,
right and centre. | hardly saw my family anymore. | missed them
everyday but you don't redisetheeffect drugshave onyour friends
and family. They haveto watch you wasting and destroying your
life because there’snothing they can do. No-one can do anything.
You haveto beready todoit yourself and youwon't be ready until
you hit rock bottom.

Thenoneday | had fallen adeep onthebusfrom Selby. | woke
upin Leedsand as| wasgetting off the bus another user fromthe
villagel lived inwas getting off thebus. Because| didn’t havethe
busfareto get home shetook me shoplifting with her and taught
me how to doit. | soon had my own de-tagger and | wasgoing
every day. | hated going with my boyfriend becausehejust wasn't
bothered. | wastaught to discreetly |ook where staff and cameras
were, not to mention the undercover guards. Hejust wanted to do
akamikaze. | wasonly ever caught threetimesinsix yearsand that
waswhen | waswith my boyfriend so | stopped taking him.

| becamebest mateswith the girl who taught me how to shoplift,
hel ping her with her kidsand going ‘ grafting’ (shoplifting) with her.
Thingscanfall apart so easily when you have an addiction. After
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twelveyearsof being on and off, meand my boyfriend split up. So
much had happened. | moved out and got another job. It wasn’t
long before | heard my ex wasin hospital with an abscesson his
brain so soon | was at his bedside. | was so upset and blamed
mysdlf for hiscondition. If | hadn’t1eft him hewouldn’'t haveended
upin hospital. | went every day after work. We got back together
and soon got back into heroin. It'slikealoveaffair you can’t end:
themoreit destroysyou themoreyou want it.

| knew thingswere bad when | fell pregnant. My ex wasn't
interested and just ‘wanted rid’ and hismum wasjust asbad. The
only person who asked mewhat | wanted wasmy dedler. | sat and
thought about what | wasdoing. | was pumping mysdlf full of drugs
and | waskilling my baby myself. | thought | knew what wasbest
but didn’t want to faceit so | took more gear to numb myself. |
findly wentinto hospital for thetermination and took plenty of gear
inwith me. | thought | was ready until | came round from the
anaesthetic. | wasin recovery for abit and when | wastaken back
tomy room | had more gear to numb the pain of what I’ d done. It
took yearstoredisel’ d donetheright thing. | couldn’t look after
myself and my boyfriend, never mind ababy.

We soon split up for good and | moved to Pontefract to be
closer tomy family. | soonwent looking for theheroin again. The
morel thought about what I’ d1ost themoregear | took, not realising
I’dlost it through the gear. | saw what | wasdoing to my family but
that wasn'’t enough to make me stop.

| finally got my own placein Pontefract. Then | sank to new
lows. | knew | was okay looking for asmack head, so | used that.
| used to lead people on to get money out of themso | could keep
up my drug habit. | needed the gear. It numbed everything. | soon
got onefdlawrapped sotightly round my finger that | saw himon
adaily basis. | never deptwithhim. I just lied to himand madehim
think he had achance with me and was happy to keep giving me

money.
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It took meagesbut | got sick of thedrugsand got myself into
treatment. | met another guy, an ex-boxer and he’ d never done
drugsand he hated them. He knew about me because hewent out
withmy best friend’ ssister. We got together quickly, methinking
wasready, but | wasn’t. Hewasabingedrinker. Vodkawas his
choiceand hewasn't very nicewithit. | had been doing well until
he told me one night when he was drunk that | was a no-good
druggiewho would never amount to anything and theonly reason
| wasliving with himwasfor sex. | had been aheroin addict for
nearly tenyearsand I’ d never felt solow. | told himwhat he had
saidthenext day. Hedenied al knowledge; ‘it wasthedrink’ was
hisexcuse. That gave methe excuse | needed to go back to my
beloved—heroin. Hesaidit, so it must have comefrom somewhere,

It got to apoint wheremy wagesweren't enough. | waslyingto
him on adaily basis, knowing that if he found out | was doing
heroin againitwould betheend. | stolesomemoney off my friends.
They found out and went straight to him. | lost everything —
boyfriend, house, dog, friendsand my job.

Thiswasmy lowest point. | literally had nothing. | had logtit all
dueto meand my partner (heroin). | hated myself. It wasn't long
beforel started to hatethe drugs.

| went to Turning Point and got myself into treatment. Thisis
where | met Lewis, Outreach Worker for Turning Point. | was
soon on Methadone. | got my family back and | am now busy with
Lewisand | haven’tlooked back. | get regular support from my
key worker and have never felt better. Lewishasgot meinvolved
ineverything heisdoing and | amnow aserviceuser representative.
| try to help other peoplewho havelost their way aswell. | could
have doneanythingwithmy life. | have GCSE'sA’s, B'sandC's
but | lost my way.

| owealot tomy family and friendsfor supporting methrough
the hard timesbut without my key worker and Lewis| wouldn’'t
bewherel am now. | regularly work with Lewisonthe MERLIN

82



LOSING MY WAY

project and go to the soup kitchens. | am also volunteering for the
Saviour’s Trust, who helped house me. | get stronger every day
but I now know it will get easier with time. | am ashamed of some
of thethings| havedonebut | am not ashamed of being on drugs.
They havemade mewho | amtoday and it'sabig part of my life.
| am proud | have done something about it and can help people
who aretryingto sort their lifeout.

| giveeveryonewho hashelped meabig thank you. Thisstory
isdedicated to my friendsand especialy my family. | hopeyoual
understand morenow. Loveyou all. X X X X X
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L etting go
Debbie

| became awarethat something waswrong when my youngest son
wasthirteen yearsold. Thingsstarted going missing fromthe house
and | realised that hewas stealing. Thefirst thingshestolewerea
tool box and some gardening equipment, and then he stoleaCD
player. Eventualy | hadto call the police on him. He had smashed
hissister’ shedroom up, pulling off the blindsand pulling stuff out
of the wardrobes, just generally wrecking it. Then he stole a
lawnmower. It was getting horrendous so that’swhy | reported
himtothe police. Whenthe police camethey took statementsfrom
meand hehad to goto court. Hereceived awarning and afine but
his behaviour continued to be bad. Heended up being sentto a
juveniledetention centrefor afew months.

Atthetimel didn’t connect hisbehaviour with being on drugs.
| knew that drugswere around but | didn’t think that my sonwould
be using them. He had always been a very sweet, loving and
affectionatelittle boy. I don’t know whether | just didn’t want to
admit deep down that he might be on drugs, or whether it just
didn’t occur to me because | wasn't part of acircle that knew
about drugs. Or whether it was becausewe had had other problems
inthefamily which could a so explainwhy hewas behaving badly.
Itisjust now, looking back, that | realiseit isobviousthat hewas
ondrugs. | caneven seeitin hisphotos. Hehastold methat hein
fact started taking drugswhen hewas eleven yearsold. My son
used to go round to my next door neighbour’s house regularly.
Somebody oncetold methat peopleall sat roundinacircesmoking
at her house. But the thought that it was drugs that they were
smoking never occurred to me. She seemed to beasweet lassand
shewasn't bothered about going out drinking or anything likethat.

Other older ladsinthe street were al so on drugs and he tended
to likebeing with the grown up lads. Thismight have been because
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hisDad and | had split up and hefelt more protected withamale
adult around. But | now know that one of these friends was a
heroinaddict. | didn’t know that at thetime becauseit would never
have occurred to me back then, and | wouldn’t have known how
totell who wasaheroin addict or not anyway.

For the next threeyears, until hewas sixteen, he continued to
get into trouble and wasinand out of court several times. Hewas
drinking with other ladsand they were sampling, certainly cannabis,
and possibly glue-sniffing aswell. He had al so been kicked out of
his high school and sent to aspecia school for youngsterswho
behaved badly. | found that experienceawful. Hewasonly young
and thetaxi driver who took the ladsfrom my areato the school
seemed to spend al her time shouting at them.

| wasredlly struggling anyway. | wastrying to bring up three
children on my own and | began drinking heavily myself. | just
wasn’t coping. Their father had moved into the same street with
another woman, who was supposed to have been my friend, and |
wasreally hurting. The children werea so hurt by thewhol e set-
up. Thenit got nasty. My ex and hisgirlfriend called the social
servicesand reported mefor not looking after the children properly.

Whenthe socid worker who visited asked about how weshared
thechildcare, it soon dawned on her that their father never had the
children. Shesuggested that | ask himto help but thenew girlfriend
went mad about it, saying that shewasn’t going to child-mind just
sothat | could go out. | remember the children sitting therecrying
because they were scared that they would betaken away. | had
admitted that | wasdrinking in the house. But the social worker
reassured methat | did not have anything to worry about there.

After acouplemorevisits she said that there was no need to
comeany more. | wasdoing my best for my childrenwithwhat |
had. They wereclean, fed well and loved. | just wishthat I’ d had
moreto givethem. But | wasfinding it hard to copewith stuff and
my youngest son’sbehaviour was continuing to get worse.
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| just didn’t know what to do. When hewasfourteen hisDad
split upwiththefirst girlfriend who was so hostileto childcareand
my son went to livewith himfor awhile. But then his Dad got
another girlfriend who smoked cannabisinthehouse, and they | et
him smokeit too. | wasfuriousaswell when they let him have
sometattoosdone. Thereforel waspleased when hisDad and the
girlfriendfell out and he cameback tolivewithme.

Hisbehaviour remained dreadful , though, and hewasbeginning
to become quite abusivetowardsme. By thetime hewas sixteen
hewas experimenting with amphetamines. By then | wasaware of
hismisuse of drugsand had known for awhile. Thiswasbecause
other peopletold methat that he had offered cannabisto them.

Drugswerevery much part of the culture and therewasmore
awarenessabout them generdly by then. It wasjust lifearound my
way. It used to beathriving mining community but now therewas
high unemployment and little hope. L ots of peoplethat | knew
weremisusing drugsbut for them it wasjust part of the Saturday
night out. But for my sonit wasdifferent. It wasn’t just anight out
for him but instead hewasusing drugsall thetime. It wassomething
that he seemed to be using to medicate himself.

| think that hefindslifehard. He hastried towork afew times
but hefindsit difficultin socid circlesso heturnsto drugs. Hefinds
it hard to face past issues so heturnsto drugs. He started college
but found it hard to study and get hishead around stuff so heturned
back to drugs. Hetried to get into arelationship with agirl and
couldn’t handleit so drugskicked inmore. Anything that pressurises
him makes him agitated and heturnsto drugs.

| think that drugswere my son’sway of coping with all of his
hurtsasachild and heisbasically self-medicating. He couldn’t
handlethe struggles between me and hisDad. He couldn’'t handle
it when hefelt rgjected by his Dad, for example, when hisDad
would say that he couldn’t call round or when he brokeapromise
to take him somewhere.
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My sonistwenty-oneyearsold now. Heisstill very young and
heisemotionally scarred and mixed up.

Over thelast fiveyears| have managed to build myself upand
to becomestronger. Hedtill liveswithmeand | am preparedto be
therefor him. But | have got to the stage where | think that he
needsto make some serious choicesabout hislife. Hisbehaviour
hasgot to the stagewhereitisdestroying hiswholefamily, upsetting
hisolder brother, hissister, and her daughter. And | am sick of
treading on egg shellsand having to act in away that will avoid
conflict, instead of being freeto expressmyself normadly.

Since hegarted on theamphetamineshe hasbecome unbearable
at times. When hetakesthem he starts hallucinating, running up
and down the garden and thinking that peoplein the street are
talking about him. He starts chucking thingsaround the bedroom.
He starts hammering nails into things in order to make silly
meaningless objects. When heiscoming down off them hethen
getsnasty, punching wallsand pulling doorsoff. Spitting at meand
shoutinginmy face. Onceheisfinished heisredly sorry and promises
that it will not happen again. But it does.

Hehastried to access some hel p but he never followsthrough
withit. A typical day when heisjust doing cannabisisthat hegets
up first thing, but because he hasn’t got ajob heisstuck indoors.
Hewatchestelevision or goeson the computer. Then hegoesback
to bed inthe afternoon. In the evening hegoesout for half an hour,
maybe to one of the houses where he does his drugs. Then he
comes back and goesto bed. Heistrying to get ajob but he has
had alot of jobsand has soon walked out of them. | fear that until
hefacesthe problemsthat hehaswith beingin socia situationshe
will continueto have problemswith working. And then hisdrinking
letshim downinjobstoo. Hefeelsthat heneedsadrink in order to
facethe socia situation but endsup showing himself up. Heaso
findsrulesat work difficult to copewith.
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A typica day when heisdoing amphetaminesismorelikeaday
and anight! He never goesto sleep for two or threedaysin fact.
Hislifeisabit of amessredlly. Hetill steal sfrom me sometimes
and hecan gtill beabusivetowardsme. | know that | am not doing
himany favoursby letting thingsgo dl thetime. But | haven't quite
got to the placewhere| can honestly say, ‘No more. You' vegot to
moveout'.

| jJustwanttogetit rightinmy heart andinmy mind, andletit be
solely my choice, that | makethat decision to cut theapron strings.
Although | know that heisnot ababy, heisstill ababy to meand
heisvulnerable. Itisscary tothink that | am goingto cut himloose
out there, and then who knowswhat might happen to him?

For my own sanity | have started building rel ationshipsoutside
of thehome. | work full time but even with being so busy | have
started courses at collegesand started learning. | have educated
myself about drug addiction and | feel morein control because of
the knowledge that | have gained. | understand denia and |
understand co-dependency.

Co-dependency iswhen therelatives of the addict get pulled
into the sameroutine of everything revolving around thedrugs. |
am beginning to realisethat there must be something wrongif my
sonistheonly person on my mind.

| really wish that everything would changefor the better, and
that hewould get better and have ahappy life. But | have had to
start thinking about my own health and lifeand sanity. I’ vegot a
social network now. | attend a GASPED family support group
wherel meet other peoplewho haveafamily member with addiction
problems. It is nice to meet others who understand and to talk
through thedifficult Stuations. | am also activeinmy local church
and | am openwithafew trusted friendsabout my family Situation.

| am not caught up in my son’sworld asmuch as| used to be
and| amalot hedlthier for it.
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My journey
Peter Hurst

Hi | am Peter, and thisismy story of my life (to date). | am thirty-
oneyearsof ageand| liveinatiny village called South EImsall,
near Pontefract. 1t's on the border between South and West
Yorkshire.

My parentsarecalled Peter and Lillian. | havethreesisters, al
older than mysdlf; you could say that | am the baby of thefamily.
Lisaistheoldest, Mandy isthemiddiesister and Louiseiseighteen
monthsolder than myself. Weall lived in the samefamily home
from 1984 until weall started growing up and leaving home. We
had a close upbringing and the home was avery happy one. We
awayshad funand meand my ssterswereasthick asthieves. My
sstersloved and till lovemeto bits.

Because | was the youngest it was very obviousthat | was
gpoailt. I think therewereafew reasonsfor this. Thefirst onewas
that | wasreally ill asababy and had to spend timein hospital
having an operation. | wasrushedinto theetreto removeablockage
inmy stomach. My parentsthought that they weregoingtolose
me; the doctorstold my parentsthat | would be lucky to makeit
through thenight. After very close observation and severa weeks
of intensive care| came out the other sideand was ableto return
home. | wasin and out of hospital until theage of four.

Also my mum awayswanted ababy boy. Shetried threetimes
and kept giving birthto girlssowhen | arrived | waswrapped in
cottonwooal. Yes, | think that, looking in peoplewould think that |
wasaspoilt brat. Thisisnot the causein my eyes, though, for how
| behaved laterinlife.

| attended Carlton Road Junior and I nfants School. The school
wasfineand had itsbenefits. It was just round the corner from
wherel lived so | sometimesused towag it when | felt that way
out. Mostly, though, | did enjoy schooal.
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| then attended Broad L ane Middle School, which againwasin
closeproximity of my home. It wasat thisschool that my problems
first began. The bullies—likeapack of hungry wolvesthey were—
were horribleto meand to my closefriends. Thebulliestried to
put usdown all thetime. Sometimesit got so bad, thename-calling
and ganging up on oneof us, that whenitwasmy turnitfelt likel
had been struck by atrain. It was something like a stampede of
elephantstrampling over me. Every singletimethat it happened |
kept thinking no more, thiscan’t carry on, | need to stand up to
these thugs or tell someone what is happening, because it was
becoming unbearable, | was getting singled out moreand more. |
hated going to school. When would thistortureend?

Thiswent on for quite awhileand sometimes| didn’t bother
going to school because | knew what was coming for mewhen |
got there. Finally | got caught not going to school and | gotintoa
lot of troubleat home. | got so upset that | finaly blabbed al tomy
parents. It happened to be the best thing that | could have done.
Because| found the couragetotell my parents| wasbeing bullied
things started to get better amost immediately.

I moved to a new school and it was afresh start. My new
school wascalled Moorthorpe Middle School. For thefirst timein
alongwhilethingsweregoing well. | had got rid of the bulliesand
| thought that al theevil inmy lifewasfindly over and donewith. |
wasgtartingto dowell at school, enjoyingmy lifeagain andfeding
safeand secure. It wasanicefedling.

Soon afterwards two lads, who were cousins, moved to my
new school. They were called Darren and Andrew. Once again
they tried to makelife hard for me, picking on me, pushing me
around, callingme namesand hitting me. | must have one of those
faces that says pick on me. Maybe it was because | was
mollycoddled at homethat | was soft. Thistime, however, | was
not budging. | supposeyou can say that | was being stubborn. But
to be honest withyou | really didn’t care. Therewasno way on
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earththat | wasgoingtolet bulliesfracturemy mind, body and soul
again. It wasjust not happening.

Oneday wewereall stood in the playground and these two
thugs started on me. | don’t know what came over me. | don’t
know what it was but somethinginside mejust flipped out. | blew
my top and | fought them oneby one. Thiswasimmenserdlief, to
say theleast. | had finally stood up to thebullies. I thought that |
could stop feeling empty, soiled but most of al scared. That was
when | made the decision that these bullieswould deter me no
more—never! Thiswasanamazingfeding.

Itwasat High School, whichwascaled Mingthorpe Community
Collegethat | finally redlly started to enjoy schooal life, especidly in
my first year. | had agood circle of friends. | tried hard with my
studies and got my head down. | got aglowing report that first
year and my parentswerereally proud of me.

It wasn't until the next year that things started to gowrongin
my lifeyet again. | madeanew circleof friends(Well, | can'tredly
call themfriends—1 will call them acquaintances.) The peoplel
was now mixing withwereinto different thingsrather than riding
bikesand playing out on the street. They wereinto drugs.

It started with spliffsand bongs. Basically | wasjust getting
smashed every night with my acquaintancesand then going home,
going straight to bed and deeping the effects off. | wasfifteen years
of age at thetime and doing spliffsand bongswas an everyday
thing for about two and ahalf years. Thetimejust dlipped by, as
did my studiesat schoal. | lost my old circle of friendsand lost
mysdf inthisactivity.

| wasthenintroduced to the drugs, whizz and ecstasy. Taking
thesedrugs, especidly ecstasy, mademefed redly good, thefeding
of warmness and excitement fulfilled mefor hoursand hours. |
knew insidethat it was not agood thing to be doing but | enjoyed
itand | wasn’t harming anyone, was 1?1 loved being under the
influence. It took meaway fromreal lifeto aspecia placewhich
washarmony.
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Attheageof eighteen| camefacetofacewiththeultimateevil,
thedevil himsdf. Thisiswhenl first tried heroin. Ohthefeding of
immortality, thefeeling of being wrapped in cotton wool! Surely
thisfeding couldn’t bered, couldit? Just by taking thislittlebit of
powder! But it was. Thiswasacurse, my cursebecausel lovedit.
Thiswasthebest feeling | had ever hadinmy entirelife.

It wasn'tuntil four or fivemonthsdown thelinethat | startedto
realisethat | had aserious problem, but if | am quite honest with
you, at thispoint | wasn't really concerned. | had ajob which at
thetimewas paying for my habit and | wasliving at home. | think
that | wasin pre-contemplation. God knowshow | was getting to
work and functioning properly, but | was. God knows how no-
onefound out that | wasusing heroin either, well not in the short
termanyway.

Attheageof nineteen| met agirl called Penny. Things seemed
to hit off very quickly. Penny was twenty-one and she had three
children. A lot of peoplesaidthat it would betoo much for measl
had never had aseriousgirlfriend before, never mindlooking after
kidstoo. But being as naive and stubborn asl am | just did my
ownthing and movedinwith her. | used towork and look after her
kids and use gear too. Penny had abrother, Danny, who | |ater
found out was al so on gear. We started using together and before
toolong we started robbing. At first Penny didn’t know about my
addiction but eventually shefound out. It was't asbad as| thought
that it would be. Shewas quite understanding but very upset. She
wanted usto stay together but | couldn’t handleit. | didn’t need
thehasde, | just wanted to use again. Penny had too much baggage.
| decided to go back home. | felt quite emotional because| did
havefedingsfor thisgirl but the power of my addictionwasmuch
greater.

Back homel felt asenseof relief. Liketheweight of theworld
had been lifted off my shoulders. | could usein peace. | knew that
thisfeding andthislifewasfasebut I livedinmy ownlittlebubble,
| think. Nothing mattered, just the next fix.
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| eventually lost my job and at this point | wasup shit creek
without apaddle. | had aheroin addiction and now no legitimate
fundstofeed my addiction. I knew my mum’spin number for her
bank account so | was stealing money from my parents now to
feed my addiction. After afew weeksmy parents bank account
was nearly empty. | suppose | felt alittle guilty deep down but
nowhere near enough to stop doing what | wasdoing.

My parentseventually found out about my secret other lifeand
after alot of ranting and raving they forgave me. They tried to get
me off it and they succeeded. | did my first ever rattle at home.
God, it washorrendous. Theexperienceisonethat | would choose
toforget. Peopletak about climbing thewalls, well | wasclimbing
thecelling. All I wanted to doisto makemy escape and score but
thiswasimpossible. | waslockedin, al windowsand doorswere
locked and therewasnoway out. It wasjust likebeinginaprison
cell. Doing arattleisagony, the stomach cramps, the shivers, the
vomiting. Thesearejust someof the symptoms.

But | must say that doing acold turkey was, tobefair, awakin
thepark. | realised eventualy that thiswasthe easy part. The hard
part wasassoon asit wasover, to keep off theheroin. This| could
never do. | also think that deep down, even after doing a cold
turkey, thedrug still had ahold over me. | still wanted to carry on
using. Thedrug still had me. I only did therattlefor my family!

| stayed off gear for awhile (well ashort while). Therewas
really noway that | wasgivingthefedingupjust yet. | enjoyedit,
tobehonest. | had nointentionsof doing theright thing. | started
usingagan.

| had been in troublewith the police afew timesby thispoint
but it was nothing too serious. The courtsweregiving mefinesand
community ordersbut it didn’t really affect my drug use. | wastill
ableto do thething | wanted to do.

Theageof around twenty-onewaswhen | first started injecting
thedrug. My first experienceof injectingwasnot agood one. This

93

PETERHURST

resulted in me going over (overdosing), and | hardly have any
recollection of this. All | remember isbeing slapped around the
face and being madeto stand up. Thereweretwo peoplewith me
andif it wasn’'t for them attending to me | would have been dead!
You would have thought that | would have been put off by this
experience but not by along shot. All | did was put lesson the
spoon until my tolerance had built up to levels| knew | could
exceed. My lifewaschaotic.

| had several jobs, likewarehousejobs, but they never lasted
any longer than acouple of months. It wasthe sameold routine
really. Either going into work high or getting bored and packing
work inbeforel got the sack.

It did rather upset me, though, when my family found out again.
However apattern formed. | would come off gear for my family
and then start using again in secret, then | would get found out
eventudly and do another rattleto please my family. My heart was
tellingmetodoit. | needed thefedlingthat | got fromit. I couldn’t
livewithout it, to be honest.

Thingswent onlikethisfor awhilebut now it wasn't just heroin
| wasusing. | wasalso using whizz ontop of gear. | didn’t think
that whizz wasaproblem for me, though (not at thetime anyway).
After al | wasn't taking it every day. In my opinion it wasjust
something different to try and adifferent kind of buzz. | needed
gear to function properly becauseif | didn’'t use, the side effects
from not using weretoo bad to handle.

Allinal I did about six cold turkeysatogether over theyears
and each time | reached a different rock bottom but never low
enough for meto stop. Would | ever actually reach the ultimate
rock bottom, or would it havekilled mebeforel realised enough
wasenough?

| had just turned twenty-two yearsold when | met Jayne, also
aheroinaddict. Her being an addict didn’t bother meat al, infact
itwashbrilliant —we could usetogether. | fell for thisgirl, I thought
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that shewastheone. Sheeven cametolivewithmeat my parents
house. My parentsthought that they were doing theright thing. We
were both going to get clean together and live happy ever after.
Jayneat the beginning seemed very swest, trustworthy and honest
and | thought that it wasamatch madein heaven.

After amatter of weeksthereality hit me. Shewasn’t any of
thosethings, wewerejust existing. All we were both bothered
about was the next fix. We didn’t care where the money came
fromor whowestolefrom. Basically dl wecared about washeroin.
Astimewent by | finally realised that our rel ationshipwasn't based
on love or anything you hear out of afantasy film. It waspurely
drug based. Thiswasthereality but for somereason | found it
really hard to leave her. | knew thiswas extremely dangerousfor
me but the gear just kept coming. Jayne aways managed to find
money from somewhereto pay for gear (I won’t elaborateonthis
asitisfar too personal.)

| think that apart from the drugsthe other biggest mistake that
| madewasmarrying her. Thiswasnot good and noneof my family
cameto thewedding. My parents had kicked usboth out by this
time. We had wronged them so much it wasunbelievable. They dl
knew that marrying Jaynewaswrong for me and would lead me
further intothedark waters. All Jayne sfamily attended thewedding.
| felt so uneasy andisolated. Thisdid get methinking. | wasina
holewith no-oneto pull mefree, not even my wife. Wewereliving
inadirty caravan just using and using . | remember one of my
worst experienceswaswhen | wasinjecting inthe caravanand my
mum opened the door to bring ussomefood. Thelook on her face
was, to be honest, just pure sadness.

In 2005 | got charged with asecond burglary (of adwelling). |
should havegot four yearsimprisonment but dueto atechnicality |
only received an eight month sentence. Thiswasmy first prison
sentenceand onethat | won't forget. Inside| got off the gear but
ontheday that | wasreleased | went straight to score. You could
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say that | had missed it and being in prison was mejust having
clean time. | was back on the gear straight away and | had no
money, no job and nearly no family. After afew monthswefinaly
separated. | broke freefrom my marriage and, God only knows
why, but | was allowed to go back hometo my parents.

Thingswere going great, | had accessed servicesagain and
was stable on aM ethadone script.

About six or seven weeks after being released from prison |
met Debbie. Debbiewas not auser. Shewasmy oldest sister’s
best friend, they worked together. Wehit it off straight away. She
knew all about my past and thethingsthat | had done. She had
taken achance on me. Things seemed perfect. Thiswasthefirst
honest, open and trusting relationship | had ever had. | felt totally
at easewiththisgirl and | knew that | loved her. Thiswasthereal
thing.

Debbieat thispoint had alittlegirl called Emily; shewasfour
yearsold. Debbierented her own house and within threeweeksl
had movedin. | wasoff thegear and | wasdoing realy well onmy
Methadonescript. | evengot ajobworking for ASDA Distribution
Centre, which redlly enjoyed. Thingswent extremely well for me
for about twelve months. | didn’t touch athing. Thiswaswhat
normd lifewaslike. Wehad bought my parents houseasmy parents
had moved abroad so wewerelike onebig happy family.

But even though at thispoint | wasvery happy, | knew | still
had underlying problemsto deal with (these problemsarefar too
personal to discussor sharewith just anyone). | knew in my own
mind that they were not going to go away, unless| did something
about it. | knew whichway it wasgoing, though. Back down into
the hole. It wasthe only way at that point. Thiswasawaysthe
way that | dealt with things. Drugswasthe answer to everything.

When | met Debbie shewas sterilized but had Emily froma
previous marriage. | had always wanted a child of my own so
Debbiegot indebt for £5000 for areversa of sterilisation. Thatis
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how much trust she put in me. Wewere only given aten percent
chance of successbut God must have been onour side, trying to
givemeareasonto say clean, because Debbiefd| pregnant amost
immediately. Wewere both over the moon.

Everyone hoped that it would be aturning point. Even me.
Well | was wrong to hope and so was everyone else. Thereis
nothing stronger than the power of addiction. But unlessyou have
been thereyou could never understand it.

Even Debbiebeing pregnant couldn’t ssop mefromusing drugs.
Shedid arattlewith mewhen shewasfivemonths pregnant. Emily
stayed at her dad’s. Debbie alwayskept the bad thingsthat | did
from Emily. How horriblewas| —usingwhen | wasgoingtobea
daddy!

| can remember the day that Debbiewent into labour. | had
used intheafternoon. Shedidn’t find out about it which of course
mademefed invincible, likel candoit again. | wasbeing devious,
selfish, dy, horribleand cruel to Debbiebut | just couldn’t helpit.
Thepull wastoo strong.

| wasnot back on heroin, though. | chosewhizz instead. This
drug of choice caused me a hell of alot of problems. | was so
paranoid, accusing Debbie of all sorts. After being kicked out on
numerousoccasonsfor my hdlishdrugtaking, | switched drugsto
try to cover up my tracksas Debbierecognised thesignals. | dways
tried to take Debbiefor afool and for the majority of thetimel
did. I went fromwhizz to heroin, herointowhizz. It wasdriving
Debbieinsane, shewaslosing her head, losing her mind. It wasall
my doing. | really didfedl shit for putting her through all | did. It
upset and got medown but | wasjust finding the answer through a
bag or abomb.

| knew that thingscouldn’t carry ontheway they were. | would
do aweek or two where | wouldn'’t take anything and | would
earnalittletrust back. Then | would useagain, Debbiewould find
out, get really upset and then forgive me. Shetried to help mestay
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cleanbut | couldn’tdoit. My drug usewas spiraling out of control
yet againand | couldn’t helpit. Thenext fix wasmy priority.

Aidanwasbornin February 2007, weighing in at eight pounds
seven ounces. | wasthe proudest man alive. My heart wasmelting
and | could barely keep still. Thiswasmy happiest timeever. For
thefirst few monthsthingsweregoing realy well. | wasafamily
man with my step daughter, my son and my missus. | was still
working at ASDA, wewere paying our bills.

| wasstill using. | wastelling Debbiel wasclean and for the
majority of thetime she believed me or choseto believe me or
couldn’t proveotherwise. | could seethe hdll that | was putting her
though and it hurt meto see her so upset but | couldn’t stop what
| wasdoing. It wasperfect for me. | wasleading adoublelife. |
had my family and sodrugs. It waslikeatorrid loveaffair.

Atfirst| started stealing money. Debbiewould ook for money
that had gonemissing for hours, even ripping the sofaunderneath
toseeif it had falen downthereor searchthrough dl therubbishin
vain. | usedto help her look for it and knew that shewould never
findit. What had | become?

Then Debbiegot wiseto that and money was never | eft around
formetosted. Littleby littlel sold my prideand joy, my collection
of DVD’s. | got afiver for ten DV D’s(enough for one bag), even
though the DV D’shad cost far more than any fiver. | was upset
that | had to sell my beloved collection but | needed my fix.

Eventually Debbierealised the DVD’sweremissing. It only
took afew weeks, to be honest. She had bought some drug testing
kitsand | tested positive. How | wasn't kicked out | will never
know. | do remember it was closeto Christmas, though, so maybe
that wasthe reason.

Then| did the ultimate low. Therewasno money to steal, no
DVD’stosell and | had aready sold my bracelet, necklace and
engagement ring to the dealer. What could | do, | was desperate?
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| solddl Debbie'sjewelery, every last bit. | didn’'t even get that
muchfor it either, just enough for afew bags. | felt bad handing it
over but I needed thefix —thereisno excuse but, believeme, | had
no choicein the matter. Debbie didn’t notice straight away. She
wasgoing out of her mindwithmebut | just kept denying everything.
God, | hurt thisgirl so badly. When shefound out shewastotally
gutted.

| eventudly lost my job after nearly four yearsand thingswere
going from bad toworse. My addiction was affecting every aspect
of my life, including my children’s. Then the unthinkabl e happened:
Debbiefdl pregnant again. She sat me down and told methat she
couldn’t keep the baby because she knew that | couldn’t stay of f
drugs. Shedidn’t want to bring another child into theworld in
these circumstances. She begged meto not takeanything again. |
just walked out and went for another bag. | was devastated but
my addiction wastoo strong. | went tolivewith my sister.

| wasstill using but still in contact with Debbie. She till loved
me but couldn’t take any more from me. She had two childrento
consider. It could have been three children but Debbie had made
the decision to terminate. Eventhough | hated her at thetime, |
know that it wasthe hardest thing that she has probably ever had
todoand| wasto blamefor thisdecision. If | would have stayed
cleanwe could have had theworld.

For somereason Debbie gavemeafina chance. | had nothing
to offer, | had no job, no money and no self-respect, but sheloved
me so much and we had Aidan together. | had been put on blockers
and | told her that | wasclean. It took just afew daysfor her to see
sraight throughme.

Therelationship wasfinally over on 18th March 2009 when |
waskicked out. | went to livein acaravan yet again with some
other users. | wasusing moregear than | had ever used before but
| had no way to pay for my addiction. Now that Debbie had had
enough | had no-oneto sted from. | didn’t seemy kidsat thistime
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at all and although | loved them | knew that they couldn’t seeme
likethis.

| owed |oads of money to awell-known drug dealer and when
| couldn’t pay up the dealer beat me up. | wastold pay up or die,
but how could | pay?| wasinamess. | had no family (they had
washed their hands of me), | had no children and no Debbie. |
have never felt so alone. Thiswasrock bottom! | had to make
changesinmy life. | had run out of chances. | wasgoing toend up
dead.

InJuly 2009 | went into rehab. Believeit or not, Debbiedrove
methere. | wasat Phoenix Futuresat Sheffield. | got into rehab
through my key worker, who at thetimewas Paul Kirkham from
Shared Care. | didafull sx monthsinrehab, andit wasthehardest
thing that | had ever doneinmy life, but by far thebest thing that |
have ever done. Finally | wasmaking changesfrom atwelve-year
drug addiction. | worked redlly hard whilst in rehab and my family
finaly realised that | wasseriousfor thefirst time. Although | was
dtill anaddict | didn’t want to have drugsin my lifeanymore.

Slowly but surely my family cameto see me. My kidswere
there on every visit | was allowed. Debbie also visited me.
Eventudly | think all my family were proud of me. Althoughtaking
drugswasmy choice, itisso hardto break thecycleonceyou are
addicted.

All through my lifeduring my drug addiction | havedonethings
becausefamily memberswanted meto. Maybethat’swhy | never
stayed clean, becausel didn’t want it in my heart. Maybel aways
used again because | knew | could have another chance. Maybel
finally decided to try to come clean forever because | had no
chancesleft. All | doknow for definiteisthat rehabb wasmy choice,
my decision and thething that saved my life.

| learned so muchinrehab. My way of thinking, my behaviour
and my lifestyledl hadto changeand only rehab couldhelpme. |
gained quaificationsin Literacy and Numeracy and | dsolearned
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different coping strategies, alongside relapse prevention, co-
dependency, counselling, powerlessness. | could go on and on.
Rehab helped me so much and | know that If | hadn’t had the
experiencel doubt you would be hearing my story today.

| finished my programme on 18th December 2009 full of
confidence and with great awareness. | felt amazing, likel was
starting my lifeagainand | had acompletely different outlook on
life. I was lucky enough to move back in with Debbie and my
childrenandto be honest | felt that theworld was my oyster.

Whilstinrehab | realised that | had so much life experienceto
offer and that | needed towork inthisfield. | finally felt strong
enough. | wanted to work and help people with addictions. In
February 2010 started volunteering with Hemsworth District
Partnership (HDP) doing variousthings, talking to service users
and assisting with needleexchange. | aso gained avolunteer post
with Turning Point and my weekswerefilled volunteering. | set up
SM.A.R.T. (Self Management and Recovery Training), againa
valuabletool that | had learnedinrehab. Itisapeer support group
for people encountering addictive behaviours such asdrug use,
acoholismand gambling. | dso passed my Counsdlling Awareness
Level 1, whichissomething | amvery proud of .

InJuly 20101 commenced employment asa Substance Misuse
Worker with HDP. It isjust part-time for the minute but | am
absolutely lovingit. | amfinally wherel want to be, drug freeand
working inthe career of my choice. | have spoken at lecturesat
universitiesto studentsabout my journey and lifeexperience. The
most important thingto meis| havea so got my family back. | am
findly experiencing lifeand loving every minuteof it. | anholding
my head high.

To top everything | was nominated for and won the Keith
Challon award for outstanding recovery. All my family werethere,
including Emily and Debbie. It made my heart ache seeing how
proud they were of me. I now talk to Emily about what drugshave
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doneto meandtomy life. Aidan istoo young to understand yet. It
would break my heart to see my kidsgo my routeinlife. I will
teachthemall | canto keep them safe.

| hopeyou have enjoyed my story. | know that lifewill not be
easy and | will dwaysremain adrug addict but | amliving proof
that an addict can turn their lifearound. When you hit your rock
bottom it just takes determination, the right support network and
df-bdief. | amnow making adifferencetomy lifeand | amhelping
totry tomakeadifferenceto others. | amfinally giving something
back.

Last but by no meansleast, | would liketo say abig thank-you
to the peoplewho have supported methroughout my experience,
and a special thank you to the funding board that made rehab
possible.

Thank youfor taking your timeto read my story and | hopethat
it hashelped you in some positiveway.

Peter Hurst
6th December 2010
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What about the children?
Am

My nameisAnn. | thought | had quite anormal family. | was
divorced after nineyears. | had two children and | brought them
up on my own. They wereaged eight and threewhen | divorced. |
had no partner, nolive-inlover. | wason my own, withalittlehelp
from my family when needed. | managed aone with my two
children. Yes, we had our upsand downs, especidly asthey grew
into teenagers, just likeany normal family.

When shegrew up my daughter started afamily with her partner.
Shehad aboy followed two yearslater by agirl, whichwewere
all very happy about. Then money problems started ,week after
week. Whentalking to afriend, shetold methat my daughter’s
partner’ sfamily wereinto drugsand wereknownintheareafor it

| found out that my daughter wasusing both cannabisand heroin.
| was devastated when | heard thisand very anxiousfor her two
kids (my grandchildren) morethan anything else. So | looked into
drug addiction and read asmany magazinesas| could. | went to
ask the doctor about it but | couldn’t find any answers. On one
particular occasion | saw astand-in doctor and she advised me
that the best | could do would beto look after the grand-kidsas
much asposs blemysdif.

| worked part-time and started to go out with friends. After a
coupleof years| met someone. Inthistime my daughter’sdrug
problems got worse. She and her family moved further away,
athoughthey weredtill inthearea. My daughter would arrangeto
meet mewith thekidsand yet not turn up, whilst | would beleft
waiting. She always had some excusewhy she hadn’t turned up at
the appointed timeand place.

Oneday, after yet another no-show, | went to my daughter’s
house unexpectedly and it wasamess: kidsnot at school and other
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peopletherewho | didn’t know. Later | found out that thiswasa
regular occurrence.

Following thisincident my daughter went into hospita for help
and to get adetox. Shewas supposed to beinfor afew weeks. |
didn’t found out until aweek later that she had goneinto hospital .
Assoonas| heard | went straight away tovisit her but when | got
to hospital she had gone out afew hours earlier. | spoketo the
receptionist and said that | would wait for her return asit wasan
hour’sjourney to get there. | waited and waited, thinking that she
had just nipped out somewherefor amagazine or asmoke perhaps.
After sometime, anurse cameand informed methat my daughter
probably wasn't coming back. | felt such afool. How could she
dothisto me?

| cried all theway home. Feelings of anger and hatred flowed
through me. My thoughts centred on her, her partner and thekids.
| worried and worried: and what about those children?| had never
feltsolow inmy life. | felt that she couldn’t be hel ped because she
didn’t want to be hel ped. Yet | worried about her children because
| loved them the sameway as| loved her. Yet | hated her at the
sametime. My daughter was doing her best, or so shethought, but
al | thought of wasthechildren.

After afew monthshad passed | received aphonecall at work
from my daughter askingif | could meet her intownthenext day. |
met with my daughter asarranged, only to hear that she and the
children had been put inahostel and that her partner wasonremand
foradrug-relatedincident. Thiswasn't hisfirst timein prison but it
wasthefirsttimethat | knew he had ever goneto prison. They had
lost their homethrough non-payment of rent.

| felt helpless, anxious, and my head was everywhere but
nowhere. Following thismeeting | couldn’t concentrateon anything.
Friendsat work knew something waswrong but | couldn’t talk to
just anybody about it. | eventually confided in a good friend.
Although shewasyounger thanmeand it wasabig thingto me,
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shemademeawarethat, inlife, thingslikethiscan happen.

Theninamatter of weeks my daughter askedif | could goto
court with her. | asked what the court appearance was about but
shejust answered that it was nothing toworry about but shewanted
meto meet her. So | swapped my working day with my friend at
work. She agreed to do my day and | would work hersinreturn.
| confidedinmy friend and told her | was meeting my daughter as
shewasto appear in court. My friend tried to put me at ease and
said not toworry.

| waited anxioudly at court for over an hour wondering where
shewas, having to visit thetoil et every fifteen minutes. | felt so
worried. | had never beento acourt likethisbefore, full of young
peoplejust Stting around. | waswatching thedoor with trepidation.
Wherewas she?| heard her name being called so | approached
theman and told himwho | was—and that my daughter hadn’t yet
arrived. Hekindly told menot to worry astherewastimeyet. He
seemed very caring but had thedifficult job of trying to keep the
young onesin order. All thiswasnew tome. | hated it.

Then shewalkedinwiththetwo children. | hadn’t redized they
would be here. Wewaited until eventualy shewascalledinto court
and | wentinwith her. The children waited out in the corridor with
afriend of my daughter’s. Youwonder what they werethinkingin
aplacelikethat. Her solicitor said it could go either way and she
could beremanded. | asked about the children and the effect it
could have onthem. | wastold that unless| was prepared to take
thechildren then Social Serviceswould haveto beinvolved. The
outcomefromthat dreadful day wasmy daughter wasremanded
for shoplifting and | walked away from court with two children.
What amess. A woman came up from the cellswith amessage
frommy daughter saying | had to do what | thought was best for
thechildren. What could | do?Holding back thetears, holding the
hand of each childin mine, weleft the court. What could | say to
thechildren?
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| had only just movedinwith my partner four monthsprevioudy.
| had no homeof my owntotakethemtoyet | couldn’tjust leave
them anywhere. | had to be with them. | took them back to my
partner’shome. | rang family and friendsto let them know what
had happened and broke down on the phoneto my friend. She
said, ‘I’'m comingfor you now, you'real stayingwith us.’

My partner’shomewasaone-bedroomed flat so therewasno
way we could al stay thereand | knew he couldn’t copewiththe
situation at the time. We stayed at my friend’sfor three weeks.
Every day I’ d take thekidsto school followed by form-filling at
thehousing officeand socid servicesyet | couldn’t get anywhere.
My friend eventually came with me to Social Services and
demanded to know why they weren’t doing moreto helpme. Due
to her input on my behalf they agreed to help. | again had to tell
themmy story andfill inyet moreformsbefore picking thechildren
up from school.

The children seemed to enjoy being at my friend’sasshehad
two teenage daughterswho loved and spoiled them. They also
had toysto play with such asabike and computer. But we couldn’t
bethereforever. Wewereimposing ontheir lifestyle. | kept going
to the housing office and Socia Servicesfor another two weeks.
Finally I got aresult. They told mewe could havearoomina
hostel, aflat. Thiswasal new to meand very frightening.

| wastherewith the childrenfor six months. That first week |
had the children wasvery difficult and my head waseverywhere. If
I hadn’t had my friend to help mel hateto think what would have
happened to us. My friend aso took me to the doctor’s who
prescribed tabletsfor anxiety. My friend was such agreat support
to me and the children for those six monthsboth practically and
emotiondly.

| took them to school every day and picked them up, which
involved two bus rides. | wanted to keep things as normal as
possible. They weregood children. Wewould goto the park every
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day after school to play on the swingsand roundabouts or go on
walks. We had no television sowewould play games. Althoughit
wasastressful time, | also had good timeswith thechildrenwhich
| found very fulfilling.

It wasthelast week in August when | was offered ahouse. It
wasn'tinagood areabut wemadeit our home. Friendsand family
hel ped with decorating and furnitureand it turned out to beahappy
home. The children moved schoolsjust up theroad from where
welived and we had some good neighbours. But | till felt done, |
didn’t know anybody inthe same situation asme.

Then | wastold about GA SPED and how they may be ableto
help. | was depressed and desperate yet | waited aweek before
phoning. | made an gppointment moreor lessimmediately —1 think
thenext day. | talked to ayounger woman and told her everything.
She understood all the emotions and the stress | was under and
wasreally helpful. Shesaid | wasnot on my own, and asked if |
would liketo attend ameeting and meet peopleinamilar Stuations
tome. Sol agreed. Themoretimes| attended the more confident
| became. | made some new truefriendsthat had gonethrough the
samedifficulties, emotionsand stressas| had. | also discovered
that talking about it helps. Sharing experiencescan helpyouthrough
your problems. GASPED wastheonly placewherel felt wanted
and caredfor. | felt comfortable becausel fitted in. It'sthe only
category that | fitted into. You can have the samefeelingsknown
and shared by others.

Therewasagrandparent’ sgroup whichwasmade up of people
like me — grandparents who look after or who are the primary
carer for their grandchildren. Becausetheir kids, like my daughter,
misused substances| felt comfortableinthegroup. | found it easy
to open up about how | was struggling financially to support two
children. It was herethat | found out about the residence order.
When| first went tothe* Social’ they told methat thisfund didn’t
exist. But | knew it did—peopleinmy group got it. | fought for it
andintheend | wasawarded the order after monthsof fighting.
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Therearemore peopleindifficult situationsdueto drugsand
alcohol. They need to know that there is help for them. The
government needsto be aware and address some of theseissues
and dothingsto help. Lotsof peopleneed help tolook after these
children, who are affected through no fault of their own. It'snot the
child’'sfault. Why should they suffer?It’snot the grandparentsor
carers fault either. We are hereto pick the piecesup and do the
best we can, but we need help too.

To me, grandchildren are something to be enjoyed but | found
myself playing both mumand dad aswell asbeing grandmato my
grandkidswho | desperately wanted to do right by. GASPED is
the only place we can go and that’swhy there needsto be more
fundsgoingintoit. You can go to adoctor and he can understand
to apoint wherehe can giveyou tablets. But hecan't giveyou that
feeling you have when you comeout of ameeting with peoplewho
have an understanding of what you are going through.

Thisisnot theend of my story. | still havethetwo children, or
should | say teenagers, and | still need the meetings. | could have
goneinto other thingswhich happened but | found it difficult to
write asthere are some dark places—and you liketo think you
have moved onabit fromthat.

My daughter has beento rehabilitation, whichisgood. But for
it to work adrug user hasto bein theright placein their head.
Some are successful inrecovering but someare not. There needs
to be more and more work and understanding going into the
problem.

Maybel’ll beabletofollow onwriting asthechildrenturninto
adults, or they may want to writetheir own story!

| would liketo think that anybody in my situation would feel
better, or benefit after reading thisstory.
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It happened for a reason
JamieMorrdl

My story first started in 1996. At the age of thirteen | lost my older
brother through an asthmaattack, brought on by using heroin. |
found thisvery hard to dedl with and asaresult started using drugs
withmy friends, mainly cannabis.

About ayear after that | noticed my friendsbeing very secretive
and they would hidethingsfromme, | later found out what thebig
secret was—the secret was heroin.

Itwasn'tlong beforel felt pressuredinto takingit myself.

Taking heroin wasamassivethingto meas| wasvery anti-
heroinduetoit playing apart in my brother’sdegth, which shows
if it can reach somebody like mewho had so much hatred towards
thedrug, it can reach anybody. The onething that alwayssticksin
my mind isthat heroin doesn’t discriminate. It doesn’t matter
whether you' rerich, poor, black or white, it canand will takeanyone
who crossesitspath.

Sotherel wastaking thedrug which ruined my family. | usedto
try and hideit asbest | could but therewasno stoppingit boiling
uptothesurface. Attheageof sixteen| lost my UncleTony through
suicide, which had a profound effect on me. My heroin intake
becamedaily and | soon becameafull-blown addict.

| would spend each day thesameasthelast, just going roundin
circlesfrom onefix tothe next, walking about with my head down
and looking likedesth warmed up. | would find myself walking the
streetsat al hourswith no money in my pocket hoping | would
bump into somebody who could relieve me of my pain, or just to
seeif an opportunity to makeafew quidwould arise. If | didn’t get
my fix the pain which waswaiting for mewasn’t anicething to
think about: stomach cramps, cold sweats, aches and pains
everywhere. Knowing | wouldn't begetting any deeptonight, laying
inbed, hot one minutethen freezing the next.
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At theage of seventeen | got caught stealing from my mother.
Sheknew what wasgoing on but chosetoignoreit until it affected
her, inwhich case shetried the tough love approach and kicked
me out of thefamily home. You would have thought thiswould
have made me see sensebut it only madethingsworse, alot worse.

I moved inwith another heroin addict whoinjected, so of course
| gartedinjectingwhichmademy habitworse, | soldal my vauables
and assoon asall themoney had gone hekicked meout too. L ater
onthat night | went back to my mother’ sasking for asecond chance.

Earlier onintheweek shehad beentaking to afamily member
about the troubl es she was having with me and the drugs. | was
very lucky asmy cousin and her husband were getting ready to
movedownto Nottingham to start apig farm up and they said they
wouldlikefor metojointhem. Thiswasontheunderstanding that
| did my cold turkey and then hel ped out getting thefarm up and
running, which | did. The cold turkey was without adoubt the
hardest thing | have ever had to do. | had nothing to help mewith
the stomach cramps, the cold sweats, achesand pains, except the
determination to get clean Withinaweek | wasfeding better and |
started regaining all my senses. My sense of humour started
returning and my lovefor lifewasback. Up to then thiswasthe
best thing I’ d ever donewith my life.

| was on the farm for about a year and had learnt lots, but
decided it wastimeto move back homeasmy relationship with
my mother had improved tenfold, | waseven getting onwith my
sister, whichwasafirst for us!

The happinesswasn't tolast long, though. | started dabbling
with heroin again, which soon led to me being addicted —again.

| had been using again for about five monthswhen | woke up
one morning and decided enough was enough. | gotin contact
with Turning Point, which wasamassive step forward as| could
get the support | needed —not just to get off the heroin, whichis
just the start, but to stay off it. Whileon my detox | wasasked if |
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would liketo be protected against hepatitis B with avaccination
which | thought would beagood idea. | had my screeningsand it
wasn’'t good: it came back positive, which meant | had thevirus.
My key worker was great and you could really tell she cared,
which | believe helped me stay clean as| would look forward to
seeing her totell her of the progress| was making.

Whilebeing on aM ethadone detox | managed to hold downa
job and | changed my circle of friends, which | now believeis
paramount in succeeding. A job for the boredom and good friends
for thesupport network: I’ d changed every aspect of my life, which
wasthekey to my success.

Withinayear of starting my detox it was coming to an end with
the Methadone. | finished on 3ml and though it doesn’t sound like
alot it wasn't easy. It was nowhere near as painful asthe cold
turkey but it still took aweek to feel normal.

| wascleanfor over six yearsandinthistimel’ d had abeautiful
littleboy to my then girlfriend and had beeninwork for most of this
time, inwhich | gained my independence by moving out of my
mum’ s and getting my own place. But as before, what goes up
must come down. Inthe space of threemonths| lost everything. |
wasgrowing cannabisat thistimeto get somemuch needed money
andto givemy boy agood start inlifeas| wasin debt with the
rent. | ended up getting caught and losing my job, whichledtome
losing my house. I lost my girlfriend and to top it off my dog got
golen.

| didn’'t handleit al very well and depression crept in, whichin
turnled to meusing heroinagain. | knew it wasn't going to help
mattersbut | couldn’t help myself fromdoingit asthe depression
camehand in hand with heroinfor me. | wason heroin for about a
month when | decided to get back intouch with Turning Point, and
| aso got back intouchwith an ex-girlfriend for the support.
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| stuck to my script from day one and soon started tofeel alot
better and look better too. My key worker again was excellent
and told me of their past with heroin, which gave mebelief there
wasalight at theend of thetunnel and it’snot truewhat they say,
‘Onceasmack head alwaysasmack head'.

My key worker asked me about my hepatitisand referred me
tothenurse. Sheaskedif | had any symptomscommonwith having
thevirus. | had none so sheasked meif | would likeanother test to
beonthesafeside. So| had thetest and the newswasgreat: | had
no trace of thevirusand no trace of ever havingittoo. Thiswasa
great relief tome, and all thethings| never thought | could do due
to having the diseasewereal now apossibility. Oneof thosethings
wasto become a substance misuseworker. | told my worker of
thisand he supported me all the way and referred meto Lewis
Ward, whoisaService User Involvement Worker. Within acouple
of weeks| was Service User Rep andinthat timel got myself on
a drugs awareness course and an Introduction to Counselling
Course. | got a certificate level 1 in the drugs awareness and
managed to get alevel 2inthecounselling course.

Whilebeingarep I’ vebeeninvolvedinmany thingssuch asthe
Taxi Presentation, meet and greet, delivering questionnairesfor
WISM Sand so on. Theonething | am most proud of isthe setting
up of the soup kitchen (soup 4em) in my hometown.

Meand L ewisapproached the M oorthorpe Substance Misuse
Steering Group for hel p and support in the setting up of themuch
needed servicewhichisnow being currently used by betweenfifteen
and twenty people each week andisstill growing.

Since becoming arepin 2008 | have done morethan | ever
imagined possi bleand have been on varioustraining coursessuch
astheonesmentioned above. Also | have doneacomputer course
(clait), health and saf ety in the workplace, food and hygienein
catering (so | can cook for the soup kitchen if needed), adult
numeracy, constructing futures project certificate, safer injecting
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and overdosetraining (so | could deliver thetraining to service
users), vira hepatitistraining to hel p conquer the stigmatowards
sufferers(something | am very proud of doing as| experienced the
sigmafor six years), delivering questionnairestraining, analysing
resultstraining (to helpwith the severa questionnaires| havehe ped
todeliver), interview skillstraining (also to help usdeliver the
guestionnaires).

| have now been cleanfor threeyearsand | am currently stable
on 30 ml of Methadonewith theintention of dowly reducinginthe
near future. | have now managed to gain part-time employment as
a Substance Misuse Support Worker for Hemsworth District
Partnership, and | also do volunteer work with Turning Point at
their structured day programme.

| wasasoinvolvedinthe Mount Snowdonwalk for charity and
loved the experience. | only raised ten pounds but every penny
counts.

With my work and my little boy | have got everything | have
ever wanted and fedl solucky tobeinapositionwherel can share
my experiencesand hopefully usethemto help others. Thank you
for thisopportunity totell youmy story, as| believe everythingin
life happensfor areason and dl thedownfalsl havehadinlifehas
beento prepare mefor thework | am doing.

Yourstruly

JamieMorrdll
Substance Misuse Worker
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My son is an alcohalic!
Sue

Therel’vesaidit. | don’'t know whenit started or why. Looking
back | canonly hazard aguessand at first | blamed myself. Wasit
because| wasinan abusive relationship with my first husband and
my sonwaswitnessto that from ayoung age? Or wasit becausel
left his dad due to the abuse and then later married my second
husband, whoissuch aloving and supportiveman?But then’'m
putting the blame on meand thinking it’smy fault for the choices
my son made, which | am sure every mother hasdoneand will do
for evermore.

Yearslater | can reflect back onthelast twenty-two yearsand
say with adegreeof certainty that my sonjust fell inwiththewrong
crowd.

Hewassixteenyearsof age. | remember thefirst timehecame
homedrunk. | brushedit off thinking al young ladsdothis, it'sthe
norm. | can’t pinpoint the exact time| realised that my sonhad a
drink problem. It just got progressively worse and escalated when
wemoved house. Every time something went wrong for him he
would turnto drink, it was his coping mechanism. For yearshe
would come home and because hewas so drunk he never madeit
to his bed but collapsed on the sofa. | used to wake up every
morning dreading what | would findwhen | walked downthedairs.

Heruined the sofawith cigarette burns, because hewould fall
adeepwithitlit. | usedtopray every night that hedidn’t sart afire
by accident. | had watched so many fire programmes over the
yearsand seenwhat littletimeit takesfor afireto take hold and
knew if this happened my son would not survive. | didn’t even
think of me.

Every timewe moved hewould refuse to come with us and
ended up getting hisown place, but dueto hisdrinking and his
inability to hold down ajob hewould lose house after house. He
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led such anunstablelifeand | honestly did not know what to do. |
would bail him out because of the huge debts he would run up
eventhough| couldill affordit. | feltisolated and alone, | did not
know whichway toturnand felt sick withworry about him. I lived
in constant fear that | would wake up onemorning with aknock on
the door and being told that he had been injured or worse.

| remember how | used totry and help himinany way | could
and could not bear to see him go desol ate and without ahome. We
used to pay for deposits on flatsfor him and the first couple of
months’ rent. After that | believed, naively, that he would then
continueto pay therent each month, but of course hewould spend
themoney on acohol, spiritsmainly, and hewould get kicked out
for non-payment of rent. Then it would start over with him begging
meto help him and promising me hewould change hisways. And
of coursel believed him, hewasmy sonand | loved him, till love
him. However | couldn’tlet him comeand livewithme. | couldn’t
facehaving to livewith hisdrink twenty four hoursaday, seven
daysaweek, so | paid for another bed-sit for him until he got
kicked out of it and then another. | had no money but | washelping
my son—what elsecould | do?

Thentheday camewhen| just didn’t havethemoney todoit
anymore. | wasbroke. When | told my son he changed beforemy
eyes. he becameviolent and aggressive and threatened tokill me
and my husband. Every timeheasked for money | couldn’t giveit
tohim, I didn’t haveit. We became so fearful of himthat wegot an
injunction order againgt him. By thistimemy sonwaslivingonthe
streets, hewashomeless.

I’mnot surehow long it wasafter thisthat my sonfinaly decided
to get help, athough by thispoint he had been drinking for sixteen
years. | think the final straw for him was when he received a
probation order for non-payment of fines. Hissolicitor had advised
him that he could potentially receive aprison sentence. He had
been getting on trainsto various destinations and forgetting to buy
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tickets, hewas so drunk. When approached by the conductorshe
would get angry and potentidly violent, sothat intheend thetrain
company had no choicebut to call thepolice.

After thisincident hedidtry to stop drinking and succeeded for
while. He waslike anew man, the man he should have been if
alcohol hadn’t taken ahold of him. Our relationship turned to
normal, or asnorma asit could be, and | began to believethat we
had comethrough theworst of it and thingswere only going to get
better. Hebeganto rebuild hislife, hegot ajob and aflat. | began
to hope!

However, something happened withinthefamily and it tipped
him over the edge and he started drinking again. | think he had
used alcohol for so long as an escape mechanism that hedidn’t
know how to dedl with everyday lifewhen thebad things happened.
During thisperiod of drink my son had goneinto town oneday to
run someerrands. The next thing | knew therewasthat dreaded
anonymous knock at the door that | had been fearing for over
twenty yearsnow. Hehad fallen down drunk, suffered terrible head
injuriesand the doctorswere unsureif hewould survive. Hedid.
However, due to the severity of the injuries caused he is now
permanently brain damaged and suffersfrom terriblemood swings.
Hehasbeentold that if hefalsdown and hitshishead againthen
hewill not survive.

For methiswasthefina straw and | knew that | would haveto
get hep— for me. | couldn’t go through thisagain with no support.
My son’sa cohol worker gave me GA SPED’ snumber and when
| walked through the door for my first meeting it felt likel was
coming home.

Thepeoplel met at GASPED told methat by giving my sonthe
ability tocarry onwith hislifetheway itwas, | wasdlowing himto
drink himself to hisgrave. GASPED taught meto accept my son
for who heisand not changehim—hewill dothat onhisownif he
wantsit enough. He needsto take responsbility for hisownlife, |
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can’'tdoit for him. For methiswasone of the hardest thingsto do
—tolet go. Hewasmy sonand | love him. | had raised him and
managed to pick him up and brush him off with everythinglifehad
dealt him, but not this, not hisdrink problem.

Duetohisbraininjurieshedid stop drinking for awhilebecause
hewas scared that the next fall would behislast. However hehas
sincerelapsed twice. My son’sdrink problemisstill there. He's
fighting it now though so that isapositive step.

Me?1 am coping. Without thehelp of GASPED | think | would
have gone under myself. I’mamuch stronger person for having
beeninvolved with GASPED and | can't thank them enough. The
supportisawaystherewhenever | needit. Thingsaretill hard but
with thelove and support I’ m doing ok. Just remember, if you are
reading thisyou are not on your own.

| just want to thank al the staff at GASPED for their valued
help and support. x
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Oneday at atime
Joanne

My nameisJoanne, I’man alcohoalic, and thisismy short story of
my journey into acoholism.

Asateenager | used to go out with my friends to pubs and
clubs and had avery good social life, lots of friends and good
times, needlessto say alot of time spent drinking. Becausel was
withalargegroup of friends| didn’t feel | was doing anything
other than the norm, although when | wasn’t drinking and going
out | felt lifewasvery boring. | dwayswanted to chasethat buzz |
got fromagood night out, | never wanted it to end. My weekend
started on Thursday and ended on aMonday night after the 10pa
pint night inthelocal bar in Wakefield. | didn’'t feel therewasa
problem at thetime. Why would | ? Everyonewasdoingit.

| then met my husband to be. Hewasaprofessiona sportsman
sothe socidizing was endlessand we had another group of friends
to drink with. Wewould go out and drink to the early hoursand
wake up the next day with huge hangovers. | could never face
food or anything the next day, but alwaysfelt ok by thetimeit
cameto going out again. Needlessto say | waspainfully thin at that
point.

Wewent onto get married in 1989 followed by thebirth of our
daughter in 1993. Thedrinking and nights out had slowed right
down at thisstage. Wejust did the odd night out with neighbours
andfriends, dthough | till liked adrink inthehouse on aweekend.

| went back to work when my daughter started school and was
working full time, aswas my husband, as his sports career had
ended at thispoint. We both worked hard and money wasplentiful,
weenjoyed luxury holidaysand carsetc. Lifewasgood but there
was something in methat wasn't quiteright. | had everything |
could want but there was something still missing, | didn’t know
what. | carried onworking and | wasunder alot of stressat work,
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soonanevening | started to have acoupleof glassesof winejust
torelax after along hard day.

After afew years| becameill and Sarted to have panic attacks,
not just little states of panic, FULL BLOWN panic attacks. Anyone
who has suffered from FULL BLOWN panic attackswill know
exactly what I’ mtalking about. My God, | thought | wasdying. |
went to the doctor’s and she gave me some tablets to help me
sleep and control the attacks, which they did to acertain extent.
They helped me sleep on anight but they didn’t stop the panic
attacksthroughthe day.

When | wasworking and had apanic attack | used to go home
for awhileuntil it passed. | only lived round the corner. One day
something different happened. Whilel washaving apanic attack,
| took adrink, WOW! | had found amiracle cure! Themoment |
had adrink the panic just disappeared. From that moment on |
used acohol to control it. The problem wasthey did happen quite
often so | was self-medicating quite alot. My boss was very
sympathetic to my situation so he gave methefreedomto come
and go whenever | needed to.

| was constantly going to the doctor’s. She suggested therapy,
which| attended; | wasdesperatefor something to help. Thedoctor
wasawaysaskingmehow much | drank but | just lied, asl didto
everyone, | didn’t let them know | was controlling the panic attacks
with acohol. They didn’t need to know; | had it under control. |
carried onfor ten yearsworking for the same company, till witha
lot of anxiety and depression. The panic had slowed down but |
knew it was alwaysthere. | wasjust keeping it at bay with the
acohol andtablets.

| decided | needed achange of job, and to work fewer hours.
| thought thiswould help with all the anxiety and stressthat had
built upinme. So | opened my own business. | wasworking even
longer hoursthan before, but enjoyedit for awhileuntil theanxiety
and panicreareditsugly head. Busnesswasgoinggood so| atered
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my hoursto finish when my daughter came out of school. Before
long | wasdrinking earlier instead of waiting until five o’ clock.
W it wasteatimeafter al. Beforelong | was suffering the panic
again but it was happening more often, so | wasdrinking onthe
wal to pick my daughter up from school. Never did | think | was
doing anythingwrong; | just wanted rid of thesehorribleattacks, |
didn’t know why it was happening to me. Over the next coupl e of
years| atered my working hoursagain sothat | had Mondaysand
Fridaysoff and worked nineuntil three, Tuesday, Wednesday and
Thursday.

The days in which | didn’t work weren't spent doing
housawork and all the other things| needed to do, they were spent
drinking. People say alcoholismisaprogressiveillness, and how
right they are! | wasdrinking moreand moreand inavery short
space of timewasdrinking fromthree o’ clock right until bedtime,
and on aweekend had started to have adrink at lunchtime—well
it wastheweekend. Thiscarried onfor sometime, and| till thought
| wasin control. Beforel realised | didn’t suffer from hangovers
anymore my body had just adapted to the alcohol. Thiswasjust
thestart of thingsto come.

| remember waking up onemorning and it wasjust asif someone
had glued my feet to thekitchenfloor: | couldn’t move. | didn’t
know what was happening to me. | wasfull of fear andfelt likel
wasgoing to passout. My mindwasall over the place—1 couldn’t
think straight and was shaking and sweating from head to foot.
Thefedings, physicaly and mentdly, wereindescribable. Inagtate
of semi-consciousness| reached for the bottle and took adrink. |
don’t quite know what happened but whatever it wasit worked;
after acoupleof drinks| felt normal again.

Thishagppened onadaily basis. Thehangovershad beenreplaced
by something much worse: full blownwithdrawal. | didn’t know
that at thetime. | had noideait wasthealcohal, | just knew that
alcohol took it away. My body had becometotally dependent on
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alcohol and I needed it to function. | remember | started waking
up inthenight for no reason, so | used to go downstairsand have
acoupleof drinksto get me back to deep. Theviciouscyclegot
worse. Themorning drink wastheonly way | could facetheday. |
would get up and go downstairsand instead of switching onthe
kettle | reached for the bottle to stop the shakes, the fear, the
anxiety which was running through my body. It wasthe only way
to get my daughter to school, and meto get towork.

Atwork | would betalking to the customerswith my coffee
cup inmy hand, not full of coffee but vodkaand coke, just going
about my daily routine. It was ok, nobody would know. | wasa
bus nesswoman after al: peoplelike medidn’t do thingslikethat.
Thiscarried ondaily for quite sometimebut dowly gettingworse
day by day. | really didn’t want to belikethis, but | just couldn’t
helpit.

Oneevening | sat down with my husband and we decided to
sl thebusiness, asit wastoo much for meto copewith, especialy
withal my anxiety and thesehorriblefedings. Hecould seeit was
makingmeill. I’ dlost |loads of weight and | ooked tired and drawn.
Nothing to dowiththedrink though! Many timesheusedto say to
me,

“You' redrinking too much. Why don’'t you * not drink’ acouple
of daysaweek?You will feel much better.” | knew hewasright
but thetruthwas| couldn’t.

We sold the business, which took over ayear withthesolicitors
and onething and another. 1t didn’t go smooth, put it that way. The
customersand staff at thispoint started to comment onhow ill and
thin | looked, but | just passed it off as stress from selling the
business. | firmly believedin my own head that once the business
was sold everything would be ok. Even me.

Sothebusinesswasfindly sold. | wasgoingtotakealittletime
out. All my family and friendsthought | would beback to norma in
no time. Nobody knew it wasthe alcohol that was helping meto
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function, and | hidit quitewell. Thesaeof thebusinesstook place
on the run up to Christmas 2008, so nobody questioned my
drinking, after dl, | had just sold the businessand it was Christmas!
All the neighbours started to get together at each other’shouses,
usualy Thursday night to haveagood natter about lifeingenerd; |
enjoyed thisvery much asthewineflowed fredly.

Beforelong | couldn’t wait until seven o’ clock whenweall got
together so decided acouple of glassesbeforel went would be
ok.And it wasfor awhile. None of my friends questioned how
much | wasdrinking—they just knew | liked adrink. On occasions
wewould arrangeto go out for ameal. | never really wanted to go
asitwouldinterferewith my drinking. | knew when | got uponthe
morning of themeal | would haveto haveadrink to function, but
asevery alcoholic knowsyou can't just have onedrink, so | used
to behalf cut beforel even got there. | started to make excusesas
towhy | couldn’t makeit. | just wanted to stay at homein comfort
with my comfort blanket (which wasalcohal). It had becomemy
best friend.

We had arranged to go away for a few days in between
ChrigmasandtheNew Year. My daughter and husband wereredly
looking forwardtoit. | packed up our clothesalongwith alitre of
vodka for the room. | knew we would be drinking alot aswe
were meeting somefriendstherewho liked adrink, but | needed
something for themorning. Thefirst two days| got away withit: |
just kept going back to theroom for quick shotsto get rid of the
shakes. My husband noticed that night that the vodka bottle was
nearly empty. He questioned me abouit it and went mad and poured
what bit that was|eft away. | never dept awink that night. | was
crawling thewalls, desperate. My body just needed thealcohoal. It
hadn’t had enough that day so thefull-blown withdrawal kicked
in. I wasgoing out of my mind. | wasin the bathroom shaking and
swesting. | couldn’t think straight. | wasjustlostin astate of anxiety
and fear, emotionally bankrupt.

122



ONEDAY ATATIME

My husband cameinto the bathroom and | just burstinto tears
andfor thefirst timeasked himto help me. He put hisarmsround
meand said hewastaking meto hospita. | remember sayingdon’t
tell our daughter what ishappening. | couldn’t face her, | wasso
ashamed of what I’ d done. Shedidn’t deservethis, it would destroy
her. So we decided to drop her off ontheway at her grandma’'s
whilewehad atrip to the hospital. | told her wewouldn’t belong,
that | wasn't well, | had abug or something.

Onthejourney homel wasbegging my husbandto call and get
meadrink just to help onthejourney. Hesaid noway, but it didn’t
stop mefrom asking, | was so desperate. We now know it was
quiteadangerousthing to do to an acohalic; not letting me havea
drink could have brought on an alcoholicfit. | arrived at hospital
and spent New Year 2009 on a drip having adetox. The detox
tabletstook away al thefedingswhich| wasdrinkingtogetrid of.
| haveto say it wasarelief not to haveto drink, to actualy befree
fromacohol! Thedoctor told meif | carried ondrinkingtheway |
was| would haveacoupleof yearsmax. | thought hewasgoing a
bit over thetop, | wasn't that bad, | wasn't an acoholic. Alcoholics
arepeoplewho are homel ess, jobl ess, scruffy peoplelivingonthe
streets. Couldn’t he see | wasn't one of them?1 haveahouse, a
car, afamily. I’'mjust anormal person.

| came home and spent the next few months off alcohoal. | had
started eating sowasfedling quitegood and well. | hadn'tfelt like
that for along time. After aweek or so| sat down with my daughter
because she had been asking questions, so | told her | had been
under alot of stressand wasdrinking alittle bit too much, which
seemed to satisfy her curiogity. Littledid | know shewassuffering
very deeply insidebut just kept it to hersalf.

Wecarried onanormal family life, my husband going towork,
my daughter going to school, and | wasableto stay at home. This
would enablemeto have afew weeksto properly recover. After a
coupleof months| wasfedling redly good. My husband and close

123

JOANNE

family thought so, too. | convinced them and myself that | wasok
now and that it had just been al the stress of selling the shop and
meworking full timethat caused meto over-drink. They al agreed
as| seemed to be back to normal.

Wewent to our first party; it wasachristening, | said to my
husband that | might just have acoupleof drinks. He agreed as|
was doing so well. Then | started having aglass of wine on a
weekend and when we went out for ameal. Thingswere going
well. Wedidn't go out much, only for meals, so decided that if we
just shared a bottle of wine on Saturday night I’d be ok. Then
camethe progression: Friday, Saturday and Sunday night —well
after al it wastheweekend.

In no space of timeat al | wasdrinking in the day before |
picked my daughter up from school. | didn’t drink infront of them.
| had it all worked out in my own alcoholic mindthat if | drank
when they weren't there, they wouldn't get upset and worry. | till
thought it wasunder control. | carried on drinking and justifying
why | wasdrinking in secret, to save them from being hurt and
upset. It just showshow progressivethisilinessis: beforelong
when they came homefromwork and school | wasitchingto get
another drink. So| started buying vodkaand hiding it, mixingitin
coke. That way they wouldn’t suspect anything.

When oneday my husband asked had | beendrinking, | denied
it, of course, but he must have known. So here | was drinking
vodkaand coke, pretending to everyonethat it wasjust coke. My
daughter became suspiciousaswell and started questioning me
and wanting to haveadrink of my coke. | can remember sheonce
went to grab theglass| washolding, sol just drank it downinone.
Sheknew | waslying to her. | told her not to say anything to Dad
ashewould go mad. Thedenia wasunbelievable.

Wewere sat down one evening and shewas crying. Shewas
devastated that | wasdrinking again. God only knowswhat she
must have been going through. Shewas pleading withmesayingto
me, ‘Mum, please stop.’
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| love her so much | thought to myself, | must stop drinking. |
told her | would tomorrow. | promised her, as| had several times
before. But when tomorrow camethefear and the need wastoo
much, it wasoverwhelming. | just couldn’t function without it. |
really didn’t want to but | just had to.

Because| hadfailed and givenin, | waslyingto her onceagain,
telling her that | hadn’t been drinking when sheasked. So | hadto
start getting up before her onamorning for adrink to get rid of the
shakes, so | could take her to school. Oncel’ d dropped her off at
school | could drink all morning, go to deep inthe afternoon and
pick her up from school and shewould never know. It worked for
ashort while, evenwhen | kept turning up lateto pick her up. I just
used lieafter lieastowhy | waslate, | wasbecoming sicker and
Scker.

Thebuzz that | used to get when | wasdrinking had stopped so
| was having to drink more and more. But It never came back, it
had stopped coming along time ago. | had gonefrom drinking to
fedl good and getting that warm feeling which | loved, to drinking
into astate of despair and loneliness. Most days| would sit there
feding redly pleased with mysdlf because! had my stash of acohal
but by thetimel’ d got half way through | would be sat crying for
noreasonat al, walowingin sdf-pity, | couldn’t understand why.
| became very insecure and withdrawn. | never wanted to go
anywhere, and | waslike aprisoner in my own home. The only
timel had any feelingsof being safe, comforted and completewas
when | had thea cohol toturnto.

Onrareoccasonswhen | did go out to partieswithmy friends,
| wasthelifeand soul of the party, | wasthefunny one, the one
who everybody laughed with. What they didn’t know isthat when
I got home behind the closed door when they had all goneto bed,
| wasleft onmy own, feeling lonely and isolated, alonewith my
alcoholism, not knowing what to do about it. So | did the only
thing I knew: | drank even more. It wasat the point wherel couldn’t
livewithout it, but | also couldn’tlivewithitany more.
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Lifewent on, asit does. My mum called down through the day
asshedid every now and then just to make sure | wasok. | was
drunk and she found the vodka. We had afew words, she went
mad and went hometo ring my husband at work. It wasover; |
had been found out. | knew if | didn’t stop drinking for good |
would lose the two people | really loved, not to mention the
possibility of meending up inapinebox.

Still tothisday | don’t quite know what happened over thelast
tenyears, how | had gotintothesituation | wasin. It al seemsabit
surreal now looking back. | often think how could you not see
what you weredoing to yourself and the peoplearound you? But
that isthe nature of the disease. That istheillnessof acoholism. |
had cometo the pointin my lifewherel had two choices: onewas
to drink and die and the other wasto try and recover and livelife.

After everything that had happened, after all thethings| had
tried just to beableto drink normally again—group therapy, tablets,
counselling, drinksdiaries— nothing worked. | wastotally beaten.
| have since found out that when you are an alcoholic you can
never drink asanormal persondoes, that itisaprogressiveillness.
| know today that it'sthefirst drink that getsyou drunk.

Alcoholismaffectsmen and women, young and old, professond
and non-professional. It has no preference to race or creed.
Alcoholismisanillnessof mind and body. It will kill youif you do
not accept you are powerlessover it.

My mum hasafriend in recovery. Heintroduced meto the
specia people who helped him recover. Heisthirty-two years
sober so | couldn’t arguethat it wouldn’t work, and | decided to
get sober. | was detoxed again and joined the wonderful people
whoaredl livingthetwelvestep recovery programme. | must admit
at thebeginning | just kept thinking how will | ever livelife not
being ableto have adrink?What about holidays, Christmas, my
daughter’ swedding day?How will | facelifewithout ever being
abletodrink?
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| know the answer today —by living one day at atime!

| cannot do anything about yesterday —that hasalready gone. |
cannot do anything about tomorrow —itisn’'t hereyet. | only have
today!

My lifetoday isfull of living, loving, laughter andjoy. It Sometimes
feelsbad when thingsdon’t go my way, but nothing isthat bad that
| need to take adrink!

My sobriety dateis2nd October 2009 - One Day AtA Time.
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Generation X
A drugsworker

| had just graduated. Applying for jobs, | had alwayswanted to
work in Probation or Social Work.

Thiswasamogt thirteen yearsago. At that time, asafresh faced
graduate | wasenjoying occasiond factory work inmy hometown
of South ElImsall withlittlejob stressand littleworries. However, |
felt that it was time to move on and get work in something
chdlenging.

Whilst | was waiting for answers to my Social Work and
Probation gpplicationsmy father offered meavolunteer postinhis
new workplace.

‘It’'1l openyour eyes, son’, hesaid. “Whenyouwereat college
thingschanged, infact thingshad been changing sncepit shut.’

My dad had been an ex-miner, and in 1993 had decided on a
changeof coursein career. First he had started to help other ex-
minerswith their debts, benefits and other worries at the local
CitizensAdviceBureau (CAB) office. Then heturned to the next
generation, ‘ Generation X', ageneration | wasamember of.

Generation X grew up after theclosureof thecollieries. | could
go into sociological explanations for what happened to this
generation. Unemployment; the employment that therewas, was
alienating and low paid; easy accessto excess, etc. Thelistis
endless. All | know isthat Generation X started to usedrugs. Drugs
which, histaricaly, werenot usudly seeninold cod mining villages.
Drugslike heroin and cocaine. In fact | had vivid memories of
returning homeas| wasone of thelucky onesto goto college.

Whilst at home | noticed that my old friends were looking
different. They were skinny, tired and run down. Offering to sell
metablets: * Ay-up, try thesetabletsfrom doctor’s. Only aquid
each.” Theareahad seemed to change.
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One of the biggest changeswasthe scal e of drug useand how
it took off. It wasthetimeof the* Trainspotting’ generation, where
alargepercentage of my year group started usingthe*hard’ drugs
heroin and cocaine. Every time| looked around somebody new
frommy year group appeared to have started this habit.

My father began working with this Generation X. The agency
wascdled DASH lineand heintroduced meto therole of adrugs
worker. DASH back thenwasalocal community action group. It
aimed to help familiesand drug usersget treatment fromthelocal
GP's. It was here where | began to learn the ropes of being a
drugsworker. | was made aware of theissues drugsraised, for
examplemental health, physical health and damageto family and
community. | wasalsointroduced to treatment for dependence.
(Back thenthe optionswere DHC detox and M ethadone, rarely).

Time passed and | began to want to see changes for my
‘Generation X’ . Peoplewho | had known were suffering and the
community needed help. In particular thefamily’ ssuffering affected
me. | remember sitting with aparent explainingthewaitinglist. |
remember them, after | gavethe obligatory ‘they arean adult and
havetotakeresponghility for their ownactions' speech explaining
tearfully to me, that may betrue but they still remembered ‘little
Johnny/Maggierunning around asafive-year oldintheback yard,
turning to them for answersand help for al their problems.

Thiswasduringwhat | liketo describeasthe‘ dark ages’ of
drug treatment. Thiswasatime pre-NTA (National Treatment
Agency) when drugsworkersweretrained to have only twenty
clients, sotothrow peopleoff prescriptions after threewarnings
and not to really addressthe needsof family or careers. It dsowas
atimeof sx toninemonthwaiting ligts, tight control and ‘ top down’
care planning. By this| mean the client needed to reduce their
dose based on key worker and GP recommendationsrather than
any personal choice.
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It must have been hard during this period between 1998 to
2003. Hard not only for the service usersbut asofor their parents
and communities. Casting my mind back tothistimel amtryingto
find examples of peoplerecovering. Onethat springstomindisa
young manwho had great support inthecommunity. Another grest
advantagefor himwashissupportivefamily and thefact that he
had just got into anew relationship, with ayoung child ontheway.
It seemsthat these tend to be the common themesfor recovery.
By thisl meanaclient, either from their own resourcesor support,
re-integratesinto thelocal community and achieves* spontaneous
recovery’ (drugworker jargon, | am afraid).

After 2003 it began to be heavily geared to a new medical
model of addiction. The Labour government establishedthe NTA
(Nationd Treatment Agency) andtheprofessondsinthefiedbegan
prescribing Methadoneinlarger quantities. Theaim (based on sound
scientific evidence) wasto retain clientsin trestment and prescribe
aclinicaly effectivedose (60-120 misdaily).Waiting lisgswerea so
driven down to threeweeksand | arge casel oads became common.

Thiseraseemed to be adouble-edged sword. Clientsentered
treatment quickly, but some of the proactive support that key
workers could offer was cut back due to caseload demand.
Sometimes it was seen that to put a client on Methadone was
enough! | don'tfed that thiswasaview held by any drugsworkers
but rather became anecessity dueto having such larger numbers
ng treatment.

Therewerelots of advantagesto thiserafor clients. Primary
caresurgeriesbegan prescribing for them rather thantheonly option
beingto goto acentra treatment agency. Heroin usewascut down
and controlled and clients’ health didimprove.

During thisperiod many clientsbegan to addresstheir drug use.
Oneclientin particular springsto mind. Again noticethe common
theme. It wasayoung man that used heroin. He had asupportive
family and had just begun having afamily. Hebeganto find ajob
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and beganwork. Hebecamere-integrated into hislocal community
and settled down. During the treatment he had to deal with some
difficult situationsand | endeavoured to support himinthesearess.

It appearsthat a new erais beginning to approach the drug
treatment system. New wordslikerecovery and avoiding ‘ parking
peopleon Methadone’ are being used. Rehab and recovery isthe
priority and outcomeswill behighonthelist.

| don’t know about the new era. However, the conclusions|
havelearned over thelast thirteen yearsare asfollows. Recovery
requiresgood socia support, willingnessby theclienttolearnand
develop new sKills, and abelief in change. Thisneedsto be backed
up by motivated drug workerswho only wish for the best for their
clients. Smple, | know, but sometimesdoing thesmplethingsleads
to success.

Now I must finish on ahint of caution. This* Trainspotting’
generation is beginning to get old and it seemsthat a younger
generation of drug usersare beginning to turn away from heroin.
Instead of the*brown’ they are using alcohol (invast amounts),
speed, amphetamineand legd highs. Hopefully thetreatment system
isready to respond to the group and they will become Generation
Y bother.
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I'velived hislife too!
Maggie

It started when hewasthirteen yearsold —cannabis. Thenit just
got more: amphetamines, other pills. A dabble hereand adabble
there. Then at the age of fifteen hewas onto heroin. And that’s
how it'sbeenfor sixteenyears.

| could tell that there was something wrong about my son,
something different about him, when hecamehomethat night when
hewasthirteen. My first thought wasthat it might be a cohol but he
didn’t smell of acohol. Hewasn't faling al over either. Hewas
just very giggly, very happy. At thetimetherewerealot of young
teenagersdying from sniffing aerosolsand | wondered if it could
bethat. So the next day, after getting the children off to schoal, |
went to adrug and alcohol misuse service in Pontefract to get
someadvice. | told them what had happened and that something
seemed wrong and from my description they said that it sounded
like cannabis. They gave me someleafletsabout it and so that’s
wherel had to start educating myself indrug misuse.

Prior tothat | had never comeacrossdrugsin my lifeand had
never takenthem myself so | hadtoread up onit. | would earwig
on hisconversationswith hisfriendsto seewhat | could pick up.
Heknew that | knew hewastaking it but hewaslisteningto his
friendswho said it washarmless. Given that hewasonly thirteen
and it wasan older group of friendsthat hewasgoing around with
hebelieved themwhenthey said, “1t'sonly cannabis. It'snot hard
drugs. Cannabis can’t do you any harm.” And it just escalated
fromthere.

Thenwhen hewasaged fifteen | wastidying hisroom oneday
and | found two syringesand needles. That’swhen | knew that he
had gone onto heroin and that’swhen my battle began.

| supposel felt al thenormal thingsthat any parent would fedl
inthesamesituation. | felt likeafailureasamum and wondered if
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it was my fault. | asked where | had gone wrong. And then of
course there was the shoplifting that he carried out to fund the
habit. Because hewasajuvenilel usedtogoand sitinonall the
interviewsand go to court with him. If hegot fined or had court
costsawarded against him or had to pay compensation thenit was
downto meto pay theseashewasajuvenile. Thiswashard as|
had brought him up by myself and wason benefits.

At the age of sixteen hegot hisfirst prison sentence. For the
thirteen yearssincethen my lifehasjust been oneof visiting prisons.
| think | havebeento every prisoninYorkshire—I’vebeento Hull,
toArmley, to Wetherby, to Doncaster. Typicaly hewould get short
sentences of afew months and come out clean. Then soon he
would be back on heroin. Sometimesthiswould be after amonth;
sometimesafter aday; once hemet up with hisded er withinfifteen
minutes of getting out! Hewas classed asayoung offender asa
teenager and the pattern was one of afew weeksinside; afew
weeksout; afew weeksback inand so on. Therewasatimeover
aperiod of threemonthswhen hewasarrested thirteen times. And
that ishow it has been the whol etimethat he has been on drugs.
shoplifting; abad habit; in prison; clean; out; thenthe same again.
At the moment heisjust out of prison. The problem isthat he
doesn’'t know anybody whoisn’t on heroin. Hiswholecircle of
friendsismadeup of usersand dealers. It’slikeaviciouscircle.

Of course when he reached the age of twenty-one he was
classfied asan adult and went toArmley ashisfirst adult prison. It
isan awful, heart-rending feeling asaMum when your son first
goesto an adult prison because | associated such prisonswith
storiesof abuse and of getting beaten up. And | wasscared that an
older prisoner might sexualy assault him. Noneof that hasactudly
happened asit turnsout. He hasgot into afew minor fightsover
silly issueslike gamesof pool but he has never been picked on,
abused or bullied. He hastold methat no matter how many times
he’s been sent to prison, thefirst few daysare hard and then he
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just settlesdown and concentrateson serving histimeand keeping
hisnoseclean.

After the last time he came out of prison, two years ago, he
cameback to livewith me. Hehad beenin arelationship sincethe
age of twenty-two but it had started going wrong and he had
nowhereelseto stay. It ishard to say whether heever actually left
home, infact, because he’ salwaysbeenin prison. Prison hasbeen
hishome. When hewasout of prison hewould bestaying with me
sometimes. But at other timeshewoul d be staying at somehorrible
bed-sit full of other drug usersand dealers. These are placesthat
arefull of tinfoil and with pinseverywhere, and which stink. Once
thedrug habit takes hold the drug user doesn’t wash and doesn’'t
change. From getting up to going to bed it isjust heroin, heroin,
heroin.

When hecameback tolivewithme, it wasniceusbe ng together
at first, having brought him up aone. But then hisneed tofinance
hishabit took over. Hewould take money out of my pockets, my
purse and my bank account. Hewould harassand intimidate me
for money. | only livein aone- bedroomed flat and hewould deep
onthesofa. But when | got up in themorning therewould be pins
lying about. Every few daysthe police would beturning my flat
over looking for stolengoods. Intheend | said that hejust couldn’t
livewithmeanymore. Then hewent back to prison, hasonly just
comeout of prison now, and | don’t know what the future holds.

| don’t know if hewill stick to being clean thistimeor what he
will do. Hehasgot thingsin hislifethat areworth staying off drugs
for. He hasgot aseven-year-old son from onerelationship, and a
five-year-old child from therelationship that started going wrong
two yearsago. Hewould loveto beafather to hischildren. Hedid
try to go clean before once and succeeded for two years.

Thiseffort began seven yearsago after hebecameserioudy ill.
Because of hisdrug usehe had blood clotsin oneof hislegsand he
devel oped septicaemia. Hewasin hospita for twoweeksand we
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didn’t know if hewasgoingto makeit or not. Oncewerealised
that hewasactually goingtolive, wedidn't know if hewould get
tokeep hisleg or not. Theexperienceredly frightened him—redly
really frightened him. Hewent to Turning Point, thelocal drug
treatment agency, and he was placed on aM ethadone treatment
programme. Hedid brilliantly and he put onweight. Hehasabig
build but he can get down to seven stonewhen heison heroinand
isn’t eating. But now he became clean, decent and respectable
looking. Now that he no longer had adrug habit hewasnot worried
about raising money any more. Hewent on coursesand becamea
skilled plasterer and builder. My son has always been a very
intelligent person and he picksup thingsand learnsquickly.

But then he suddenly threw it all away and went back onto
heroin. | don’t know why. Now, after abreak and going back toit,
hisheroin addiction becamefar worseandit all just escaated. He
wasnow taking cocaineand crack too, ontop of seventy or eighty
milligramsaday of Methadone. Itisasif hewent back toitwitha
vengeanceto try and compensate for the two yearsthat he had
missed. Or maybeit wasbecausehefdt likeafalureand fet guilty
about getting hooked again, so hewould take even morein order
tonumbthosefedings.

Thoselast two yearsthat hewaslivingwithmebeforegoing to
prison hewould not admit to Turning Point how bad hishabit was.
Hesaid hewason abag or two of heroinaday but hewasinfact
onmorethan fiveaday, aswell asbeing on the cocaineand the
crack. Asamother | used to dread getting up in the morning
because| wouldthink, ‘What if he hasoverdosed inthenight? |
wasscared that | might find him dead. Every timethe policecame
tothehousel wondered if they werejust coming looking for him
or if they were coming to tell me that he was dead in a ditch
somewhere.

Asamother | mourn becausel’ velost my child. That thingin
front of youisjust ashell. It lookslikeyour child but itisn’'t your
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child. And you mourn because you havelost that child and you
havelost thoseyears.

Now | amjust going to haveto facewhat’ swhat in thefuture.
Only heisin charge of taking control of hisfuture. Only he can
decidewhat way hewill go. At the age of twenty-nineheisnot a
little boy any more. When hewaslittlel didtry to control hisdrug
use. | did thiswith posters! Thisgoesback to hisearly drug use
aged thirteen. He was going around with sponsorship formsand
using themoney that he coll ected for sponsorship to buy cannabis.
| warned him about it but hestill continuedtodoit. Then| actualy
caught himintownwith asponsor formdoingit sol dragged him
down to the police station and handed himin. Hegot acaution and
went straight back to doing it. So then | had these posters printed
with hisname and photograph on, and they said what hewasdoing
andwarned peoplenot to give him any money andto cal thepolice
if approached. Theseworked for about ten months. When hefirst
saw the postersheranto me horrified and said,

‘Mum, do you know what someone hasdone? They’ re putting
up these posters about me.’

‘Yesl know,’ | said. ‘It wasmewho put themthere.” Thishit
thelocal television and newspaper headlines. | actually went back
to the newspapers afew months ago and asked why, al these
yearson, still nobody can do anything to help my son.

My son’swholelifehasjust beenheroin. Heison every revant
website going asaprolific shoplifter. Thisthing cameinto hislife
and hisaddictionisjust so bad. Heloveshisfamily very much. But
even though heloveshischildren, hisgirlfriend, hismother, his
Nana—sadly heroin hasto comefirgt. Sadly hisNana, my mother,
died recently whilehewasin prison and hehad to attend thefunera
inhandcuffs.

| don’t know why heroin has to come first for him. | have
sometimeswondered if he had that attention deficit hyperactive
disorder that no-oneknew anything about back then. Hewasvery
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intelligent and hyperactiveand hewould have good spells, but then
hewouldjust go off therails. | have cometo seehisgood spellsas
thecam beforethestorm. It'sasif heisjust thistotally addictive
person. We havenot really talked about it alot but | do know that
he doesn’t likebeing aheroin addict. Hedoesn't likewhat it does
to him and he doesn’t like how he hastorob, stedl, lie, cheat and
conto get hisnext fix. Hefeelsbad that heisnot the dad that he
knowshe could befor hischildrenand that heisnot the sonthat he
should be.

For sxteenyears| havelived thelifeof adrug addict too, without
taking drugsmyself. | get towherel don’t really care about how |
look and can’t be bothered either. It has been astruggleto keep
him and to feed him whil st getting by on benefits. Hewould cash
hisgiroand it would go straight on drugsand so | havefound it
financially hard, yet hewould be on at mefor money too. | would
betryingtojuggleliving on benefits, supporting and loving my child,
learningwhat | could about drugs, loving himwhilenot liking how
he behaved. All of that has been combined with agreat heavy
senseof grieving becausel’ velost my child.

While hehasbeenin prison | have been ableto put down my
mobile phone, my money or my bank cards on the table and |
know they will still betherewhen | go back for them. Itissucha
nicefreefeding.

My son has never been on the streets. He hasalways had my
full support at police stationsand prisons, where he hasreceived
regular vistsand posta ordersfrom me. Hehasnever beenwithout
my support until now, whichisthefirst timethat he hasbeenin
prison without alink to me. I have donethisdeliberately inthe
hopethat it will force him to stand on hisown two feet, but it has
taken me sixteen yearsto withdraw support. It isahard thing to
do. I had another son before him who died of meningitiswhen he
wasonly six daysold. Becausel lost my first sonit hasmade me
doubly protectivetowards my second son. | haveawaystried to
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keep him safe no matter what and thisiswhy | have hung onand
stuck intherefor solong.

Eventhough you grievetherearetimeswhen you hope. | think
grief and hope go together likelove and hate. My hopeisthat he
turnshislifearound. | hopethatitisnot toolate. | hopethat hegets
hislifeback with hischildren and becomesthe person that hewants
to be and that I know he can be. My son isareal human being
under that drug addiction. Heisintelligent, caring, kind, sengitive,
thoughtful, respectful, well-mannered and polite. Hejust got inwith
thewrong crowd at animpress onableage. Hewashitting histeens
and puberty at thetime, with all those hormonal complicationsand
nomaeinfluencein hislife. And heplayed withtheolder ladsfrom
the estate. He had always been an outdoor person and played
outdoorsall thetime. Until helast went into prison drugswerehis
friend and the only people he knew were drug usersand dealers.
Hehasjust comeout of prisonand | hopethat thistimeitisdifferent.
Whilein prison he has managed to come down from ahigh dosage
of Methadone. Now on hisrelease heison amaintenance dose of
Subutex and so far has stayed away from heroin. He seemsto be
trying to stand on hisown two feet and | am optimistic for the
future,

Overal | havefound the experience of being the mother of a
heroin user very isolating. | have wondered why thereishelp and
support for drug users but not for thefamilies. Recently | have
comeacrossGASPED, afamily carers organisationin Wakefield.
| have been with them for two monthsat the point of writing this
and it hasbeenareal helpinovercoming my isolation. They have
also helped mein practical ways, like supporting mewhen my
Mumdied. | think that we need more resourcesto be put into the
drugsproblem generally, both for the usersand for thefamiliesand
loved ones.
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You are not alone
Elane

Wewerejust anormal family: Mother, Father and five children,
working for aliving and bringing up our family to be honest and
good citizensin an ex-mining town. Weweren't well off but we
weren't poor either. Our kidsdidn’t want for much but werefar
from spoilt. We worked hard and did the best we could. Our
children grew up and went to university, all except one, my son,
who wasintroduced to drugs, heroin, by friends.

To say that our liveswereturned upsidedown seemsacliché
but that doesn'’t really cover how much thisdrug hasblighted our
lives. It seemed agenerationa thing—heand most of hisfriends
became addicted. It wasasif our areaand hisage group had been
targeted. | have watched many young people become stuntedin
their lives. They areamost like Peter Panfigures, livinginatime
warp of their own creation. They don’t move on, they don’t start
meaningful relationships, they don’t sart careers; they just continue
muchinthe sameway that they did when they first begantaking
heroin. Thelr livesrevolvearound getting their next fix. Some of
the people my son used to know are no longer here, some have
managed to break freeand rebuild their lives, many, likemy son,
continueto liveunder the spectre of heroin. There seemsto beno
rhymeor reasontowho will live, whowill bresk freeand whowill
die. Itisaterrifying lottery that they play every day.

| couldtell youmany storiesabout how hisaddiction haschanged
al our lives. | could describeto you how hebegged on hisknees
for money heknew | didn’t have, or thetimeshelay onthe sofafor
monthson end looking like acorpse, thetimeswhen | expected
him to die at any moment or the times when | thought he had
overdosed and met with the scorn of the ambulance staff asthey
cametothedoor. My other sonsand daughterscould tell you how
itfettoliveinthe samehouse asan addict, of how any money had
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to be hidden away, of how al my attention wassucked up into his
worldwith very littletime or energy | eft for anything else. | could
tell you of the thousands of pounds| have borrowed to pay for
rehab that ultimately hasbeen unsuccessful or thefamily Christmas
dinnersthat have been spoilt by an addict at thetable.

It ended my marriage and, at times, made mefeel suicidal. It
took aheavy toll on my health and my relationshipswith others.
Sometimesthingswere so bad | felt that the only way out would
beto put him out of hismisery to end hisnightmareand mine. You
liveyour lifeunder ablack cloud.

My son hasbeen aheroin addict for over ten years. Many of
those were without help and support, and those were dark days
indeed. He has been on the M ethadone programme for acouple
of years now. Is he still an addict? Yes, but it has made a vast
differencetoour lives. | havenoideahow we could havesurvived
if thingshad carried onlikethey were. GASPED mademeredlise
that we, asafamily, were not alone. Their support carried me
through someof thedarkest timesand | will dwaysbegrateful for
their hep. Itisvitaly important thet organisationsliketheirscontinue
toexist.

More recently, my son was turned down for rehabilitation
becauseit wasfelt hedid not meet thecriteria. | disagreewiththat
decision because| think that hewas considered aperfect candidate
by hisdrugscounsellor. | believethat one of thereasonshewas
turned down was that many addicts who had gone through the
processrecently had rel apsed. What thishasto do with my son, |
havenoidea. Thistypifiesthe experiencewe have had with more
‘formd’ avenuesof hep—they arestrangled by redtapeandlargdly
ineffectud andindifferent. GASPED isliteraly abreath of freshair
inthisscenario and letsyou know you are not alone.

| have noideawhether my story will have ahappy ending or
not. I don’t know whether my sonwill winthislottery. What | do
know isthat GA SPED helped usaong theway.
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Just One More
© Kara 2005

Just onemoreuse, it’snot abuse
Tomakeit through my day

Just onemoreday isal | want
Totakeaway my pain

Just onemoretimetofly uphigh
And touch thoseunreachable stars

Just onemorehitisal | need
Tomakeit al okay

Today ishard, tomorrow will be better
| will stop another day

What canit hurt, just onelast time
No one hasto know

| need that prick so makeit thick
Togtickintomy veins

Solet’sget high and maketimefly
Toend thisworthlessday

Onemoretimeisal | ask
It'sjust too much to bear

Tomorrow | cantry again
Today wastoo unfair

It'sjust oneuse, it'snot abuse
To makeit onemore day
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2010 DRUG STRATEGY

The 2010 Drug Strategy published in December 2010 setsout
the Government’ s approach to tackling drugsand addressing
alcohol dependency. The Strategy hastwo overarching aimsby
which successwill be measured against:
Toreduceillicit and other harmful drug use
Toincreasethe numbersrecovering fromtheir
dependence

The Strategy hasthreekey themes:
Reducing Demand
Reducing Supply
Building Recovery inCommunities

TheWakefield Substance Misuse Commissioning Groupis
responsiblefor the commissioning of drug and alcohol services
withinthe community and prisons.

Theservicesthey currently commissioninclude:
- Adult Community Trestment

Clinica and Psychosocia Interventions
Shared Care— GP Practices
Drug Intervention Programme
Drug Rehabilitation Requirement
Alcohol Community Trestment
Integrated Drug Treatment —Prison
Parent & Carers
Service User Involvement & Mutual Aid

If required contact:
Substance Misuse Commissioning Team—01924 315782

CarolineFoy
Substance Misuse Devel opment Manager
Public Health, NHSWakefield






