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  The Paranoia Is Real

  
  




I came home from a brief vacation to unmarked cars,

Sitting on my block and they’re watching me.

Everywhere I turn, I feel someone is behind me,

Whether it’s a car or a person in front of my house.

Constantly being watched, this doesn’t feel good,

Trying to get sleep is a joke, I’m constantly looking out of my window.

I drink to try and forget someone is possibly watching me,

Seeing unmarked cars parked in front of my house most nights.

My conscience is eating away at me after all that I’ve seen and let happen,

My vacation barely helped, I came back to an empty home and liquor bottles.

I’ve had enough, I walked outside and walked up to the unmarked car,

I needed to know their deal and why I was being constantly watched.

They were private investigators watching my every move,

I surely wasn’t told much information other than me being investigated.

Their job was to watch and see my movements, what I do daily,

They know of my alcohol addiction, my guilty conscience.

There were all of these questions, I asked what I was being investigated for,

I was told it was corruption within the police department and DEA.

They didn’t understand, I was caught up in the middle of it,

I didn’t actually commit any corruption but I’m an accessory to them.

My only way out was to go talk to the Department of Justice,

They already knew I had all of the evidence to expose everything.

I started to ask how in the world they knew I had evidence and information,

All they would tell me is they know of the bulletins in my car and the illegal money.

Damn, I actually forgot about the money in my glove compartment,

Which meant they must’ve been sitting in the parking lot that day.

They were watching me the whole time, they knew I was a good cop,

I started to wonder if the DOJ had me followed after my deposition.

Reflecting back on all of the lies I told them that day as I was nervous,

When I left that deposition and ended up in the bathroom vomiting and emotionally torn.

Now I’m scared shitless of prison time and not getting out of this mess,

Thinking about the badges that sit on my living room table.

My paranoia was on point, so was my gut reaction to seeing them everyday,

Which got me to thinking, they must have been following me since that day.

They know about my wife and son moving out, all of the cases,

They surely weren’t telling how long they’ve been following me but I have an idea.

I wanted to invite these guys in my house but I truthfully couldn’t,

My house looked like a tornado hit it full of liquor bottles on my living room floor.

They told me it was time to make certain decisions in my life,

Along with getting help for my alcohol addiction because it’s clouded my judgment.

I told them not really, it was an escape from reality for just a little while,

Then one of the guys told me he was a former alcoholic and he knows the deal.

So I couldn’t bullshit him, which means I have to get my life together,

I asked how long were they planning on following me, I was told until I

went to the DOJ.

I was basically fucked at this point, there was a point of no return,

I’m a corrupt cop who has let innocent men die and an alcoholic who needed help.

I walked away from their car knowing that I had some truths to face,

Soon enough, I’ll make the biggest decision of my life, I’m done thinking…
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I sat on my couch with a bottle of liquor next to me,

And the DOJ phone number of the investigators.

The decision was calm my sanity by getting drunk another night,

Or dial these numbers and set up a meeting with the DOJ.

Maybe I could do both, I can call, setup the meeting,

Then celebrate by drinking, I would no longer be trying to escape.

Here I go trying to trick my mind into drinking, yeah that guy was right,

I was full of shit and in denial of my addiction, well at least most days.

All I’m doing is fooling myself and my mind is playing tricks on me,

I feel the devil has infiltrated my mind and made me into a mad man.

I am a good man, with a big heart who cares about others,

It surely wasn’t showing in the past year, I’ve let bad things happen.

I picked up the bottle of the liquor and went to the kitchen sink,

I poured out every drop of it and started putting the empty bottles in the garbage.

After a few minutes of cleaning my living room that reeked of liquor,

I began cleaning other parts of my house, I was still trying to avoid making that phone call.

When I finished cleaning everything, there was a sense of accomplishment,

I picked up my phone, dialed the DOJ phone number and stared at the phone.

My heart told me to hit dial, my mind told me to delete that phone number,

I hit dial as the phone would start ringing as I would reach someone soon.

My heart told me stay on the line and don’t you dare hang up that phone,

My mind told me to end that damn call and open that bottle of liquor in the cabinet.

Awww shit, I forgot I had liquor stashed away, I had to get rid of that too,

The phone picked up and it was a woman who asked how she could help me.

My mind froze, I couldn’t formulate words into sentences, time slowed down,

She said hello two times before words eventually came out of my mouth.

Apologizing for not speaking right away, I told her who I was and where I was from,

I let her know I had a deposition a few months ago and I didn’t tell the whole truth.

I told her that I needed another meeting with them to share the whole truth about police corruption,

That there were cases I was part of that I needed to share everything that happened.

I told her that I needed to get a lot off of my chest and I needed a meeting soon,

I gave her the names of the people I met for the first time and I would like to speak with them again.

The meeting was set, there was a sense of relief I got that done,

When I hung up, my mind triggered to that liquor I hid in the back of my cabinet.

I found it and poured it all out to avoid the temptation to drink that,

There was no way I was keeping any more alcohol in my house.

I can’t believe I let myself get to a place of alcoholism as a crutch to escape,

If only people knew of my daily struggles to cope with the life I’ve been living everyday.

The DOJ wasn’t the only decision that I had to make, there was one more that I had to do,

I made one more phone call, it was to AA, I’m finally going to get help for this alcohol addiction of mine…
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I walked into a room full of people who were engaged in conversation,

A lot of them seem to know each other and have been doing this for a while.

I felt out of place, there were a bunch of people of different age groups,

They all looked older than what their actual age is, this isn’t me (or so I think).

I was ready to get the hell out of here, I wasn’t doing this shit,

There was no way I was talking to a bunch of strangers about my addiction.

I was mentally strong enough to get through this on my own,

I’m an officer of the law where bravado was necessary and I had that.

Before I could walk out, the counselor walked in to start the meeting,

There was no way I was leaving now, I was basically stuck and had to stay.

Ahhh fuck it, this will be a one time deal and I won’t ever come back,

I’ll concoct some bullshit story about my life and I’ll be home free in an hour.

This was about to be a boring ass meeting about people yapping,

I’ll pretend to be engaged and actually give a damn but I just want to be home.

As the meeting got going, to my surprise they were talking about life,

And the struggles that they all deal with on a daily basis besides drinking.

It came time for me to speak and I couldn’t lie, I had to tell my truth,

I was asked how I began drinking and what causes me to drink.

These were questions that I didn’t think were going to be asked,

The conversations between us became engaging and interesting.

Most of the people knew who I was as they saw me on the news,

I wasn’t asked about my job but about what I mentally deal with everyday.

They allowed me to talk about my job and how I’m caught up in a lot,

And that I have a chance to make things right and I decided I was going to.

People applauded me for doing it knowing I’m sacrificing my career,

Some were concerned and scared for me of what’s to come in my future.

There was a lot for me to share regarding my struggles but I couldn’t share it all,

As there are time limits on how much we can talk and I understood that.

Most of the people who struggled with drinking, there was a cause for it,

A lot of it is dealing with the stresses of life, job, family, money, childhoods and other things.

I judged everyone by their appearance but didn’t know their life story,

And what got them to this place where they’re sitting in front of others.

Everyone has a story, it’s a matter of how much we are willing to share,

How much are we willing to
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