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It’s 6:47 AM. The kind of morning that looks clean from the outside—sunlight slipping through the blinds, kettle warming, birds doing their job—but inside, I’m a war zone. There’s no hangover, and that should be a win, right? But my hands still tremble. My brain scans for reasons to feel like garbage and always finds one. The body isn’t drunk, but the residue—of old habits, guilt, twitchy reflexes—is still here. Almost sober. Not drunk. Not free.

I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve tried to do this better. That early fire when I told myself, “This time, it’s for real,” the obsessive note-taking, the plans written on napkins, the podcasts, the green smoothies. Every single attempt packed with hope, white-knuckled intention, and by day four or twelve or twenty-one, a new voice takes over. 
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ONE THAT SAYS, “YOU’VE earned a little break,” or “Why even bother?” or “This is too much.” That voice doesn’t shout—it whispers, calmly, confidently, like it knows me better than I know myself.

I come from a culture where you don’t talk about this stuff. You just carry it. Carry the weight, the confusion, the shame. You drink like a man, then you hide like a coward. You mess up, then you suit up and pretend it didn’t happen. Most of the time, no one asks questions. You show up to work, perform, joke, buy rounds at the bar, make people laugh—you’re fine. Except you’re not. You start noticing your own patterns. You cancel on people because you don’t trust yourself to show up sober. You stay up scrolling recovery memes at 2 AM and tell yourself you’ll start again tomorrow. You delete your delivery app history, hide the bottles deeper, play this absurd little game of pretending you're in control.

I’ve had mornings when I woke up determined, full of clarity, then by lunch I was in some parking lot, buying something I didn’t need, already rehearsing the apology I’d give someone that evening. People see the clean clothes, the sharp haircut, the punctual emails. They don’t see the three times I’ve restarted the week in my head, or the mental negotiation with myself to make it to bed without picking up again. That inner tug-of-war? It never makes the group chats.

I’m not interested in polished stories of triumph. I’ve read enough of those. The tales that start in the gutter and end in a TED talk. I have nothing against them, but they’re not my story. I don’t have a dramatic rock bottom. No mugshot, no rehab saga. Just thousands of small moments where I either made a choice I was proud of—or didn’t. And the damage added up like interest on a debt. That’s what almost sober feels like. You’re always in negotiation. Always re-deciding.

Some days, I walk into rooms filled with people I used to drink with, and I feel like a ghost. They’re still in the thick of it—loud, careless, fun. I envy their ignorance. They haven’t had their reckoning yet. I already know too much. I see the patterns, the cracks, the self-sabotage baked into the laughter. I know what’s waiting for them when they finally slow down. I don’t feel superior. Just tired. Because being almost sober means you’re always awake.

There are days when I catch myself smiling. A real one. Not the mask. And I think, maybe this is what peace feels like. Maybe this is how life works when you’re not constantly trying to escape it. But then something random—a smell, a name, a song—triggers the old wiring. And the cravings come dressed in nostalgia. Like old friends calling you back to the place you swore you’d never return to. It’s sick how seductive it is. It makes you forget the puke, the tears, the voicemail you don’t even remember leaving. It shows you the golden hour version of your worst night, and it makes you feel like maybe you lost something good.

That’s what people don’t understand. Sobriety isn’t just about not drinking. It’s about unlearning your reflexes. The way you respond to discomfort, boredom, celebration, loneliness. All the little rituals that used to involve a drink—every single one has to be reinvented. You walk into a party and don’t know where to put your hands. You sit through a breakup without a buffer. You survive the death of someone you love and you don’t have anything to numb it. You feel everything raw. It’s maddening. It’s holy.

When you’re almost sober, you start noticing the cracks in your own logic. You begin to hear the excuses for what they really are—stalling. Fear wearing the face of reason. You say things like, “I’m doing better than before,” as if that’s the point. You justify the slip as a stress response. 
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YOU ROMANTICIZE MODERATION even though you’ve never once pulled it off. You know exactly what works for you, and you keep choosing what doesn’t. Not because you’re weak—but because familiarity is a drug too. Even misery has muscle memory.

I’ve broken promises to myself so many times, I stopped making them. Instead, I started tracking moments. Did I sit with discomfort without reaching for something? Did I forgive myself without trying to earn it? Did I tell the truth when it would’ve been easier to lie? These are the new metrics. No medals, no milestones, just tiny victories most people never see. And sometimes that’s the loneliest part—healing in silence. No applause, no recognition, just showing up again when it would be easier to disappear.
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AND STILL, I KEEP TRYING. Not because I believe in some perfect version of myself waiting on the other side of recovery—but because I’ve already seen what happens when I stop. I’ve already watched myself go back to zero. I know that pretending I can manage it “just on weekends” is another way of delaying the fall. I know that I can’t flirt with the line without eventually stepping over it. There’s no soft landing in this game.

People want a formula. They ask what worked for me. I don’t have a clean answer. Some days, it’s a walk and a journal. Other days, it’s three hours in bed scrolling through relapse stories to remind myself I’m not alone. Sometimes, it’s praying to a God I’m not even sure exists. Other times, it’s texting someone I haven’t spoken to in months just so I feel connected. Nothing is linear. Recovery is a mosaic. What held me together last week might fall apart today.

I’ve heard people say, “Relapse is part of recovery,” and I understand the intention, but I also know how easily that sentence gets weaponized. It becomes permission to fall without accountability. I prefer to say, “Relapse is common, not inevitable.” I say that because I need to believe that change is possible—not guaranteed, not easy—but possible. And that’s all I’ve ever needed to keep going. A maybe. A small window of possibility where I can imagine myself as someone who doesn’t constantly self-destruct.

There are people who’ve stood by me through the mess. They’ve watched me spiral and still picked up the phone. They’ve believed in my future when I couldn’t see past the next 12 hours. I don’t take that lightly. I’ve also lost people. People I love who got tired of the cycles. I don’t blame them. It’s exhausting to love someone who’s always on the edge of falling apart. But I still wish they could see me now—not because I’m cured, but because I’m trying differently.

Trying differently is everything. It’s the difference between saying, “I’m done,” and saying, “I’m learning.” It’s the shift from punishing yourself to understanding yourself. It’s knowing that shame doesn’t make you change—it just keeps you hiding. And I’ve spent too much time hiding. Behind laughter, behind busyness, behind being the “fun” one. None of it was real. What’s real is this: every day I wake up and choose not to wreck my life again, even if I still want to sometimes.

This book isn’t about solutions. It’s about truth. It’s about making peace with the parts of you that don’t want to be saved. It’s about the mess in between falling and getting back up. It’s about what it really means to stay in the room with yourself when things get loud inside. I’m not here to tell you what to do. I’m just here to tell you what it’s like. From inside the storm. From the eye of almost sober.

And if anything I say makes you feel seen, even a little, then maybe that’s enough for now.
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The Lie I Told Myself (Again)
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I told myself I was okay. Not just once. Dozens of times. Loudly, silently, casually, aggressively. “You’re fine.” That was the script. It came so fast and so smooth, I stopped hearing it as a lie. I dressed it up in logic. “You’ve had a good week.” “You’ve been working hard.” “You deserve one night to let go.” I rehearsed it in the mirror like it was truth. And it worked—until it didn’t.

The trick about this kind of lie is that it doesn't show up in crisis. It doesn't scream. It doesn’t need to. It whispers. It smiles. It sounds almost noble. It speaks in rewards, in comfort, in false humility. “Just one drink, one moment, one little thing—then back on track.” As if I ever had a track to begin with.

I said it when I was walking past the old bar I used to blackout in. “I’m just saying hi.” I said it when I saw a bottle in someone else’s kitchen and paused just a second too long. “I can handle this now.” I said it when I cancelled a support meeting because “I had a long day” and “I already know what they’re going to say.” That lie wore different clothes every time. Sometimes dressed like self-care. Other times like confidence. But it always had the same motive—to pull me back into the mess I kept pretending I was done with.
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AND I BELIEVED IT. Fully. That’s the embarrassing part. I didn’t say the lie with doubt in my voice. I sold it to myself with conviction. I wanted to believe it so bad I ignored everything I already knew. My body knew better. My chest tightened. My gut clenched. There was a heaviness under my skin. But I steamrolled over that. “You’re just being paranoid.” Another lie, wrapped in a deeper one.

The relapse didn’t start when I picked up the drink. It started when I gave that thought a little room. When I didn’t slam the door shut. When I let the idea sit beside me like an old friend. I invited it in. Offered it a chair. And the worst part? I felt relief. Like, “Finally, I get to stop pretending to be strong.” That moment of surrender wasn’t dramatic. It was quiet. Gentle. Almost sweet. But it carried the same outcome: I disappeared again.
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THEN CAME THE PERFORMANCE. I didn’t want anyone to know, so I put on the face. I answered messages like I always do. Smiled at strangers. Took out the trash. Looked normal. But every minute felt heavier. The voice in my head had changed. No longer a lie, now a punishment. “You messed up again.” “You’re hopeless.” “You never change.” The shame was louder than the lie had ever been.

I avoided mirrors. Not because I looked different, but because I knew what I’d see—my own
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