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Hello, and thank you for choosing my book. My name is Kevin Benzon. I’ve always been an adventurer at heart—chasing discoveries, seeking new horizons. But after many years of pursuing dreams, I found myself standing still, realizing it was time for a change.

Even when life began to feel more stable, the past lingered. Old memories refused to let go, pressing in during quiet moments. That’s when I decided to draft this book, to take the weight off my chest, to put my story into words, and finally, to leave some of it behind.

Writing it wasn’t easy. There were moments when raw emotions came flooding back, when I felt the sting of old wounds. But over time, I leaned into the challenge, facing the past one last time. As I wrote, edited, and shaped each chapter, the process became its own kind of therapy. With every page, I felt a little more of the burden lift.

By the time I reached the last chapter, I realized I had accomplished more than just finishing a book. I had faced the biggest test of not only the discipline of writing, but the mental and emotional work of confronting my own history. In the process, I’ve been able to leave most of that weight behind. But I’ve kept a small part of those feelings—not to hold me back, but to carry forward, to give life and truth to the next book.

Thank you for walking with me to the river’s edge. I hope these pages speak to you in the same way writing them has spoken to me.

—Kevin Benzon

The river has always been my mirror, sometimes calm enough to see my reflection, other times so wild it threatened to pull me under. My life in addiction was much the same. For years, I drifted between moments of clarity and long stretches where the current took control, dragging me through places I never meant to go.

This is not a collection of other people’s stories. It is mine, told from the inside, from the banks where I nearly drowned and the high ground I fought to reach. You will walk with me through the harsh landscapes I called home, where survival meant more than finding food or shelter. It meant facing the storms inside my own mind, the weight of my past, and the hardships of a life I was desperate to escape.

Addiction is not just a habit or a weakness. It is a force that reshapes the body, rewires the mind, and builds walls around the spirit, and in depth, it becomes a disease. I know this because I lived it — in the cold, in the dust, in the quiet hours when the only sound was my own breath, with the strong cents that lingered, and the question of whether I’d see another sunrise.

The mental war battles through my mind, as hardships continue to add pressure, with the temptations of addiction wanting to hide from the grief it has stirred up. Survival in the wilderness demands not only physical endurance but also psychological resilience, as the mind often becomes the most formidable barrier to overcoming adversity. Survival is not merely a physical act but a mental and emotional battle against despair and the unknown.

In these pages, I will take you into that world — the places, the people, and the moments that tested me. You’ll see how the land itself became both my prison and my teacher, letting me run wild and free, untamed like the environment, and its internal power, how survival slowly turned into something more: the fight to reclaim my life.

This is my journey to the river’s edge — and the long, hard climb back from it, as my struggles continue, I keep fighting, no question asked, I fight to the end.
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“Chapter One the Deep Whispers of Addiction”
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The memory is still there, blurred at the edges like a photograph left too long in the sun. I was young — though I could not tell you exactly how young — and curious about everything, especially the legends of the Old West. Gunslingers, dusty street duels, and the slow, deliberate swagger of men who lived by their own code stirred something in me. It was not just admiration; it was hunger. I wanted to try on their skills, their fearlessness, their way of walking into danger without flinching.

In those days, I learned that the “tough ones” took the shots. The hardcore hunters drank whiskey like water, their faces unreadable, their hands steady. They walked their talk to the end. I wanted to know what that felt like — the burn in the throat, the warmth in the belly, the way it seemed to make men stand taller.

Growing up, I longed for a six-shooter of my own, then a lever-action rifle. The country land around us became my proving ground. But of all my ambitions, the strongest pull was not the gun in my hand — it was the bottle. My uncles drank. My brothers and cousins followed them. And, watching from the edges, felt the pull like a rope around my ribs.

I wanted to know why they took the shots, what the shots did, and whether the burn was worth it. I was always on the lookout for that one chance — talking my way into a sip from someone’s glass, lingering near the cooler at family gatherings. Later, I began sneaking whiskey into my room, drinking it in the quiet, the way a thief counts stolen coins.

Flashbacks: A chipped glass tumbler on my nightstand, the amber liquid catching the light from a bare bulb. My hands trembling, not from fear but from anticipation. The first swallow burning like fire, the second going down easier, the third leaving me warm enough to forget the cold outside.

In my memory, summer days stretched endlessly, the sun hanging heavy in the sky, while nights burned away in a blink. In winter, the cycle reversed — darkness swallowing the days, the nights dragging on like a slow march. I chased other passions, too: hunting, fishing, archery, camping. I was forever hiking or wandering off, rarely content to stay in camp. I was always on the approach, venturing into the wild unknown.

From my mother’s side came my edges — the quick temper, the blunt tongue, the stubborn refusal to cry. Where I came from, tears meant weakness. We were fighters, not always with our fists, but with our will. We held our ground only when it mattered most. Survival meant adapting to the harshest environments, guarding what was ours with fierce, quiet pride.

Flashbacks: My mother’s voice, sharp as a whip crack, telling me to “stand up straight” after I had taken a fall. The sting in my knees was nothing compared to the sting in her tone. I swallowed the tears before they could rise.

I come from a sprawling family — my father the tenth of fourteen siblings — a lineage woven with secrets and sorrows. Alcohol and other shadows curled through our generations like restless ghosts, whispering in the dark. From the very start, our lives teetered on the edge, pulled by invisible currents into realms of desire and despair.

For me, the descent began in the late seventies, the early eighties — a plunge into a world whose depths I could neither see nor fathom. Every step forward, I felt like I was falling further, tumbling headlong into the abyss. driven by curiosity, by longing, and by the silent ache that echoed through our bloodlines.

Flashbacks: A bonfire in the middle of a field, the flames snapping in the wind. Someone’s hand passed me a bottle. The laughter around me loud and careless, the stars above sharp and cold. I took a drink, and the night tilted just enough to feel dangerous.

So begins my journey — a relentless progression deeper into the unknown, where light flickered uncertainly and nothing was ever quite as it seemed.
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“Early Stage”
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In my early years, back in the late seventies, family gatherings were a regular event. On Friday evenings, my aunts and uncles would visit, gathering with my parents for games of penny Ante poker and enjoying mixed drinks. I enjoyed sitting nearby, watching the cards shuffle, and listening to the laughter. Occasionally, my uncle Bob would call me over and offer me a sip of his mixed drink, sharing a quiet wink. I tipped it back, and warmth bloomed in my chest, rising to my cheeks, softening the edges of the room. Something shifted, a hidden lock undone by an unfamiliar key. I was in on the joke now, and the punchlines felt endless. Sometimes, I managed to sample a little from each uncle, and I remember feeling pleasant warmth of tingling sensation, happy feeling, the scared feeling came from the relentless bravery pride, from those evenings. But that pride feeling got internal deeply within the stand of no return. It became a small tradition for me to look forward to our weekly poker nights, and I grew quite fond of the routine. This pattern continued through the early eighties, gently shaping some of my early experiences until the late eighties.

Poker continued for four years, the clink of coins and shuffle of cards becoming as familiar as the kitchen walls. But as I edged toward junior high, the game began to change.

I stopped coming straight home from school. Instead, I’d disappear into a field, or small canyon on the far edge of town, hiding out until well past dark. A few times, the police found me after my family called in fear when I did not return.

By the time I started the school year, it was not right away — but heading into the second quarter, I began sluffing. One afternoon, I sat in the bathroom during lunch, drinking alone from a bottle I had smuggled in my bag. That is when my friend Manuel walked in. He caught me mid-swig, gave me a grin, and asked for a share.

We drank together that day — and just like that, the ritual shifted. It was no longer a secret I carried by myself. It was the beginning.

Looking back, I can see that this was when I first brushed against the edges of addiction. In those early winter mornings, I would sometimes carry a thirty-two-ounce coffee cup filled from my dad’s bar, the whiskey’s burn warming me against the frozen air. On the long rides to school, the cold would slip through my coat and sting my eyes with sudden tears. At the time, it felt like bravado. Now I know it was the first armor I put on for a battle I did not yet understand.

The first time, and the feeling of being high on top of shots, became an alternative chore through time, when we smoked together, laughter filled our day, blurring the boundaries of mischief and delight. What began as playful experimentation quickly grew into a secret routine: meeting before school, gathering the whiskey and weed, and searching for the right time to sneak out the back door, watching around hidden corners where we could see when the coast was clear. It was in those moments, with the warmth of whiskey and the haze of marijuana, that I caught my first real glimpse of addiction, how easily it seeped in, disguised as adventure and camaraderie.

Nestled just beyond the school’s edge was a secluded canyon, its centerpiece a tranquil lake fringed by dense pine stands, especially thick along the eastern shore. My friends and I, always on the lookout for privacy, had discovered a knack for constructing makeshift shelters there, crafting hidden sanctuaries where we could vanish from prying eyes. The forest, with its cool shadows and earthy scent, became our haven, a place where the rules of the outside world seemed to slip away.

It was in this secret refuge that we truly began to explore the intoxicating freedoms of youth. There, the simple thrill of skipping school morphed into a ritual. The act itself—sneaking away from classes, feeling the flutter of adrenaline as we ducked behind thick trunks or wove between boulders—became as addictive as the substances we smuggled with us. As we shared bottles of bourbon whiskey, the fiery burning down my throat was the joy of laughter and the foggy euphoria of marijuana. Each new high, each dizzy adventure, bound us tighter as a group
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