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About the Author

Declan Acton is 79 years old Irishman who mostly writes poetry off a spiritual nature that touches the bottom of your soul. He has helped thousands of people overcome addictions.





Dedication

Some people want it to happen
Some wish it would happen
Others make it happen
God?
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Years Ago

My father died when I was three

My mother cried with her family

Three days later we had no home

It was 1950 in Donegal, Eire

II

Times were tough and money was scare we had to survive in this hard race we all were lost. It was an awful disgrace

III

Who invents those stories? It was after the war I played with ration books as a child, not aware of what happened. It was a nightmare come true.

IV

The days were long and the nights were dark. I remember thinking what a lark





I Cried Last Night

When the stars were bright

When I saw a shadow

Over the moon

I called out loud

To the man above

To save me with all of his love

II

I felt a shiver go through me

That I never before felt

And I fell on my knees

And prayed and prayed

Until my eyes wept

III

I saw a star falling

Right out of the sky

And then I felt a peace

That made my eyes cry

IV

I prayed and prayed

Until the light of day

And I felt a peace and calm

And now I feel so

Wonderful and warm

Old sayings

When you climb out of hell

Reach down and bring someone with you

God is always on time

Hope for the future

Tell the world you too

Can do it

Don’t listen to the devils

Messenger as?

Your legacy will live forever

Money talks all languages?

Never put off for tomorrow

What you can do today

One for the road and

Two for the ditch

You only live once

So make the best of it

Here today and gone tomorrow

We are only passing through





Please God Don’t Let Me Wake Up Anymore

I had reached a point of not turning up anymore

For life’s mysteries King alcohol had won and I had lost

In a state of self-pity and remorse.

My life was unmanageable and useless

I had turned yellow and bleeding blood

I was about to be sent to prison

And I did not know where I stood.

I got one last chance at the county court

When the judge sentenced me to six months’ imprisonment

A probation officer stood up and pleaded on my behalf

That I needed treatment not punishment

The judge and two others went

To a back room to discuss the case

And then came back and said to me

They would suspend the sentence.

One week later I got a letter

From Ealing Probation Service

Saying they would be willing

To help me, if I was willing to help myself.

Then on 10th September 1984

I went to my first A.A. meeting in Acton

Something happened at the meeting

And I never drank again.





Addicted?

I found out I was born addicted when I heard Max

Glatt say it is possible to be born with the gene of alcoholism but there is another way.

II

The other way is you drink your way to alcoholism

you go across an invisible line, and you become

addicted so you both come to the same point addicted

The enjoyment is gone, and it becomes a major problem? You do things you would not normally do, and it drives you insane.

IV

Ot is an illness of the mind for which there is little hope unless you ask for help and not become a dope

V

Without help it is too much for us because it makes us powerless? But there is one with all power that one is God may you find him now?





Hopelessly Lost

When everything is gone and you are all alone and you wonder what has happened where did it all go wrong

II

I think it was when I took the first drink, I was born with the issim and I did not have the time to think about the decision

Some people are born with it and others are not. They say it can be hereditary, but it becomes your lot

IV

It does not show itself unless you drink, I think it should be taught at school I think

V

Before you know it brings you to your knees rehabs and cells become your pleas

VI

What a catastrophe a total tragedy a human weakness in all its imaginary?
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