Imagine a walking zombie and then you can picture the image of me those latter days of using drugs and alcohol.  I had worn two pairs of pants to hide the weight loss.  I had no glasses and could barely see enough to eat.  I had a torn pair of jeans on with blood around the edges of a hole where my knees had been damaged.  Up to the point of transformation, I had maybe 120 pounds to my body.  The flesh on my face was slight and so the bones would show forth a dead looking image.  The skin was pulled around the bones and the eyes were deep set in their sockets, an ominous shadow under the eyes.  My throat was parched from smoking cocaine and cigarettes.  But the burning cocaine was particularly damaging to my throat.  I  remember that little thing hanging down by almost a thread of skin.  It had been scorched over the previous two years, and I remember checking up on it from time to time to see how bad it was getting.  It certainly was concerning to me.  Sometimes I would be so much in denial, that I couldn’t even look at myself in the mirror.  I would walk by one and deliberately not look in it for fear of what I would see staring back.  I knew I was in trouble but kept convincing myself that “tomorrow” would be the day that I would quit.  Each day I would come up with a new reason to use.  I would say to myself, “when you get yourself together you are really going to do some great things and there will be no time for any of this, so get it out of the way now.”  Or, “just one more good high and then I will quit forever.  Just one more time.”  

I would remember the first or best times that I had gotten high and wanted to finish with one of those highs and then I thought I would be satisfied and then just quit for good.  But those highs never came.  I was using about 18 hours per day, almost every single day for two years straight.  I tried to hide it by pretending to do work around the house so that when my mom would come home it would look like I had been working .  She would then lay off of the speeches and get her alcohol and watch tv and get drunk.  She would pass out and I would be preparing to go out again after they were in bed to pick up some more cocaine.  Once my mom was home from work, and she saw me normal, then I would start using again upstairs in my room.  I would come down after a good hit and the paranoia went away and then act like everything was okay, by going downstairs and trying to do an errand or something..  I would be smoking cigars to hide the smell of the smoke and used spray profusely.  I would hide the “works” in places or have it on me cause I was paranoid someone would find it when I went downstairs.  

Another favorite place was the shower cause my thinking was how can they think I would be doing it in there.  I would make up the stuff and have ashes ready and the pipe and put the shower on or take a bath and keep the water running  to drown out the sound of the lighter clicking and me inhaling and exhaling.  I also felt the mist would drown out the smoke, putting towels under the door to keep any smoke from escaping and attracting attention.  

I repeatedly used day in and day out.  Selling it to gain supply or sharing expense with friends, or selling my stamps or coins.  I painted occasionally to get some money.  The cycle was basically use for a month or two till things got real bad, either by dereliction of duties or an almost near death experience.  Then I would settle down and get back on track for a bit.  I would stop using coke, and just drink occasionally.  As soon as I would start to get responsible then I would seem to get bored and then using thoughts would come and off to the races I’d  go.  And then the cycle would repeat again.  Using for awhile stop for a week or two.  Gain my composure and then us use again until a bottom was hit. Over and over.  Over and Over.

I had always thought that addicts couldn’t stop so it never really occurred to me that I had a problem. I would tell myself that,”if I was addicted, then I couldn’t stop.”  But I would stop from time to time for a day or two, and at one stretch from 18- 30 years old I had stopped for a whole summer.  Another time for 9 months, losing the desire slowly and then being set off by driving down 128 in Burlington and remembering how it used to be.  As I was thinking on this, it had bothered me for years that the high on coke was different, that the euphoria was gone.  I was convinced it was the quality of the cocaine.  But as I was remembering my last days using, I suddenly found myself wanting a half gram to just see if the time away from would give me that high that I used to get. I thought maybe that I was so used to it that maybe that was why I didn’t get that “good” high.  As soon as I thought this an intense urging, almost a voice sounding like an alarm spoke to me, saying “NO, DON’T!!!.”   I ignored this saying, I can shift from the comfort zone tommorow back on track.  I figured one more time wouldn’t hurt, not understanding of course the evilness of addiction.  I went to get some, not sure where, and said before I did it that I would only snort it, not smoke it.  I did about half not getting the high I wanted, I said , “what a waste,” and proceeded to cook it up and smoke it.  That began a two year bender.  So many things had happened to me, from sleeping in the dirt, awful sex, all night benders, no sleep, lost everything I had and got so much worse than before.  I really don’t remember any of it, not even the holidays or weddings.  At the end of two years of this and a few months before meeting God, I remembered a thought about the previous Christmas, convinced that it was this past Christmas.  I had this memory and as I was looking through my dayplanner that memory was from the one two years back.  A whole year had passed and I had no idea where it went.  Not like a like, “Wow, time goes by,” thought, but like a scary thought that I could not remember any event from the previous year.  It was gone.  I had no signposts or anything to gauge that year by.  It was gone and still is to this day.

I had had a knife against my throat as someone robbed me as a came out of coke house in Worcester.  They said they had some better coke than I just got, so I let him in the car as I got in , he pulled a knife to my throat and grabbed the cocaine and left.  Another I was getting some stuff in Chelsea with some friends.  We were trying to get some at a corner dealer and left one and went to another.  Some one got upset or something but a bunch of people started throwing bottles at us.  I was in the back and got struck in the side of the face with a bottle.

Another in Chelsea, the Dea stopped me and found my pipe and let me go, they couldn’t find the coke, and I wasn’t who they were looking for.  Another, I was with a hooker or something, she brought me to a place in chelsea and a guy tried to rob me stealing a bunch of watches and slashing my tire.  I made it home but barely.   Another time 3 guys cornered me at a street corner.  I said, “Oh crap, here come the cops.” Leading them to believe I was as disappointed by this news as they, and as they turned their heads to look I jumped through theirs arms to street and open safety.  

I have overdosed twice doing too much coke in a day.   I left 4-5 years of upaid bills accumulate into one big pile.  Not a couple inch one but more like a couple of feet.  I figured that I would get to them some day and be a good boy.

My image of addiction was a needle in the arm and not being able to stop.  But I could stop and this kept me from honestly looking at or considering that I had an addiction problem.  I figured that I probably just didn’t want to stop.  And until I wanted to stop , I figured that I wouldn’t be able to stop.  On the surface, this made sense, but still I knew something was wrong.  But addiction was a powerful enemy.  I t really told me whatever I needed to hear to get me to use one more high.  And then the rest took care of itself.  One more high led to another , and then another, ad infinitum.

When I found God, I started taking care of my responsiblities.  I went through that two year pile of papers. I tried to organize things and pay things, but I didn’t have a clue as to how to organize or prioritize.  I wanted to pay everybody yesterday.  I overcommited to things in zeal, but learned from friends how to pay bills.  For me, I figured that I owed all these people and they were all important, so who was more important, I couldn’t figure that out.  

