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Ryan’s the name and I’m admitting that I’m an alcoholic,

I’ve been dealing with my struggles and addiction for quite some time.

This is my story of how I got to this terrible place,

Let’s just say my mental health took a huge decline within the past two years.

I was married, happy, making good money and living well,

Now I’m broke, living in an apartment, while finalizing a divorce to the woman I thought I’d be with forever.

I was in a drunken stupor when my best friend found me,

With alcoholic vomit coming from my mouth in front of my couch.

Bottles of liquor were all over my living room floor,

My apartment smelled like a college frat house of empty liquor bottles and beer cans.

I remember the smell of that and it makes me cringe,

In a moment of depression, you don’t care what your apartment or what you look like.

It was about feelings and emotions and it’s all I wanted to deal with,

Nothing else mattered as my best friend found me drifting to a sunken place of peace.

Alcohol poisoning is no joke to the point of me ending up in the hospital,

Having my stomach pumped while getting IVs to get my body hydrated again.

I don’t know if I can say that it was a death wish,

With the amount of alcohol found in my system, doctors said I was lucky to be alive.

Food wasn’t a necessity after a while where alcohol was my fulfillment,

Along with my escape from the reality of me living in an apartment.

I took a significant fall from grace after living in a beautiful home,

I forgot to count my blessings that I actually have a roof over my head.

It’s all that I would share as I was sitting in month #2 of AA meetings,

I was getting to a place where I had to let out all that was bottled inside of me.

It was emotional but I knew that it was safe to let it all out,

There were other men sitting in a dimly lit room struggling just like me.

All different races, color tones and creeds and it no longer made me feel alone,

All with different situations and circumstances they’re dealing with in their lives.

Some were married, some were divorced, some were single,

The one thing we had in common, we were struggling with addictions and negative thoughts in our minds.

We were all trying to get through the trials and tribulations of life,

There was a sense of purpose to get better not only for myself but for those supporting me.

The detox is what’s been the worst for me as I’m so used to drinking everyday,

Drinking to the point of no return, being drunk and not even being cognizant of my surroundings.

I used to be a casual drinker but when life got hard, finances changed,

Arguments ensued, the kids became scared of what’s to come and here I am, divorced.

There were no days for me where I was happy, I was a range of negative emotions,

Which I kept bottled in because it’s just the norm for us as men.

To hear everyone else’s stories, it made me realize so much in my life,

That not only was I struggling, there were so many men like me.

You don’t realize how much men struggle because we don’t verbalize it,

So a lot of us can drink and not talk about our problems at all.

That’s because the alcohol is solving the problem in that moment,

There’s no point in talking about the problem when you have a depressant to give us that fix.

I’m a vodka man and anything that I could get my hands on, I would drink it,

There was no stop to the destruction I was causing within my body, mind and soul.

You name a vodka, chances are I drank it somewhere along the lines,

I became a regular at the liquor store in my neighborhood.

My fall from grace happened and thankfully my best friend found me,

Chances are, I’m not writing this story if he doesn’t find me on my living room floor.

Life became blurred lines of confusion while trying to heal myself and get spiritually better,

Somewhere along the lines, I feel that my soul died but now I’m trying to revive it.

Men go through divorces on an everyday basis and it’s hard,

Especially when you think you’re going to be with the person you married forever.

Til death do us part has changed in the past few decades,

There’s a myriad of reasons and that’s something I’ll share as my story progresses.

For so long, I was able to hide my pain through alcohol,

I was controlled during the week because I knew I had work.

I made sure that I never went to work smelling like the liquor I drank the night before,

On the weekends, that was a different story, I was out of control.

Bar hopping, meeting people who were probably dealing with the same things I was in life,

As they drank themselves into Ubers and Lyfts to get themselves home.

Where vomit bags have become a common occurrence in backseats,

So the drivers don’t spend the next day getting their car detailed from one of our drunk episodes.

This was the life I was living, day after day and week after week,

I was broke as it is but bottles of liquor would keep me in a drunken state of existence.

It’s easy to function at work because I’m busy and moving around all day,

It’s when I get home to an apartment and I’m alone without my kids where all of the thoughts ensue.

Before I get into all of those feelings and emotions,

Let’s get into the crux of this story, life before the downfall….
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I won’t go into all of the details of how and when I met my ex-wife,

I will share all of the good times and great moments.

This will hurt to go down memory lane but it’s necessary,

So you get an understanding of me, who I am and how I got to the place I’m at currently.

To say that children aren’t the biggest blessing in life is an understatement,

Especially when you know from adulthood that you wanted to be a father.

The one thing I can truthfully be thankful for is my ex-wife carrying my two children,

That’s something I don’t take for granted at all, my pride and joy of a boy and a girl.

Our wedding was beautiful, small, quaint with those closest to us,

There were 20 guests and we got married on a beach at sunset.

Not long after being married, we were having our first child, a boy,

Two years later, we were blessed to have a girl and we knew we were done having kids.

The agreement between us was to have two kids and that’s it,

Having a big family was never in the plans, especially from a financial standpoint.

Our careers were thriving and going really well, I was in real estate,

She was a paralegal and moving up the corporate ladder within her company.

My success was hers and vice versa and we didn’t compete against each other,

With me being in real estate, I was able to find a great home to build our family.

The beautiful part was I bought a house for us before we got married and had kids,

It was a huge blessing and it felt right at that moment.

With a house, two kids, careers going great, I thought things were amazing,

We even went on a few family trips, had big birthday parties and summer BBQs at our home.

There were a few skirmishes and arguments but nothing drastic,

A lot of times they were the same occurrences that would happen.

Forgetting to go food shopping, house chores, getting bills paid on time,

Who is taking care of the kids on certain days, the normal miscommunication things.

I guess things were brewing as she was getting tired of the same monotony,

As I worked diligently to get better at things and was making strides.

My career was busy and so was hers so finding that balance was necessary,

It wasn’t easy but it all worked out at the end of the day (or so I thought).

To add to that, the housing market went through a huge decline,

Where people weren’t buying homes the way they used to.

The economy changed, cost of living increased and the stock market was taking a decline,

We as people always think that things will be fine and we’ll get back to some normalcy.

Sadly, that wasn’t the case and it became challenging to sell homes,

Even through marketing, networking and meeting new people.

Financially, I had money saved up which was great for us,

But how long would it last, I’m paying a mortgage, car payments, car insurance, kids and other things.

There was so much for me to deal with and handle on a daily basis,

I didn’t want any major bills to be on my wife so I took that on.

It was instilled in my mind from a young age that a man provides and leads,

He makes sure that his family is good, especially from a financial standpoint.

That was part of being a man, husband, and father,

It was to get it done, no matter the situation and circumstances.

It took me sometime to talk to my wife about my finances,

It’s not that I was hiding it, it was more of trying to figure it all out.

That’s one thing we as men do, we do all that we can to figure out a situation,

Whether it’s just us only or you have a family to look after.

I spent a significant amount of time acting like everything was okay,

Lying about how work was going and sleeping on my side night after night scared of what’s to come.

When I had the conversation with my wife (at the time), she wasn’t too happy,

There were so many questions but I didn’t have any answers.

In the moment, I
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