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Addiction doesn’t just end lives—it unravels them, slowly and cruelly. Its reach extends far beyond the person suffering. Family members, children, friends—they’re the ones left staggering, their worlds upended before they’ve had a chance to find their footing. Addiction is a thief in the night, a thousand wounds that never heal fully. The poems in this collection lay bare that devastation. But they do more than mourn—they carry hard-won wisdom from those who’ve stood at the edge and lived to tell the tale. In the end, victory over addiction starts within. It’s up to each of us to seize back the narrative, to make our lives mean something more than the false comfort addiction offers. That promise, tempting as it may sound, is fleeting. Lasting change demands a kind of courage that scars and tests us, but in the end, might just set us free.
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This road behind me is littered with old starts,
with battles lost, cop lights in the rear-view, my mother’s tears—
and I can tell you: straight lines make maps, not recoveries.
I was 16 with fists flying at the law,
17 and already learning the shape of shame,
learning how ten days can break a boy, or teach him nothing—
then three months later, I was back in the fold like a bad penny.
Six, maybe seven, months of white-knuckled hope —
then I went back out, glass in hand, dream inside it, drowning.

I got sober at 24, eleven years on the wagon,
call that a victory, right?
But heartbreak has sharp teeth—
my marriage flooded, my willpower snapped, and the liquor
did not pass me by.
Ten years I couldn’t make it more than thirty days.
Ten years of meetings, AA circles, prayers that tasted like metal,
hopes that fell to the bottom of a bottle.
Ten years of “rock bottom” digging down through concrete —
lost house, lost car, lost 401k—like subtraction
was the only math I knew.

They say you don’t get better by falling less,
you get better by getting up anyway.
So when I show up at my old man’s house,
two gym bags and a spirit split open,
I said the four words pride had always choked inside me:
I can’t do this.
No more armor, just the rumble of an empty stomach and
a thousand-mile stare.
Nine months of meetings,
nine months of prayers,
nine months of holding tight to the middle of the herd—
and then: slip.

Rehab again.
“I’ll do anything, please God, anything,
just don’t let me drink.”
You don’t beg like that unless you’ve burned
through all your other prayers.

But hope—it has hands.
And sometimes it calls you to a stranger’s house,
to a Big Book and a voice that says what you never learned to say:
Me too. I get it.
Every page was a mirror, every step an ax splitting old chains.

It’s not an ego thing—
not “look at me, I’m better now,”
it’s learning that scared can look like selfish,
that loneliness can rot you from the inside,
that wanting to fix yourself might be the most broken thing about you.
Sobriety starts with surrender.
That’s the part nobody wants to put on a t-shirt.
So you learn to get small,
to ask for help, to make yourself human-sized again.

I go into jails now,
talk to people whose bottoms looked worse, or better, or just different—
I tell them,
“We’re gonna go through this book. Line by line. Page by page.
We got work to do.”
The work doesn’t end,
but it starts with the truth:
You cannot do this alone.

We want freedom, but we built our own cages.
Turns out the key is in someone else’s hand.
You have to ask.

Sobriety’s not a prize. It’s a practice.
It’s a connection that replaces the old craving—one more for the road.
It’s service. Companionship.
It’s a freedom stitched together with surrender.
It’s saying, “Help me.”
It’s getting what you need, and, finally, finally,
becoming who you were before you started running away.
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They want to tell you addiction wears a uniform —
Ragged, loud, twitching, desperate.
They want to draw a perfect little crime scene at the edge of town,
Outline the body, mourn the “loss,” avert their eyes
Because it can’t happen here,
Not on manicured lawns where the sprinklers sing in rhythm,
Not behind doors painted laughter and bacon grease,
Not with mothers who braid your hair, not with fathers who hug at every school play.

Let me rip the curtain off that stage.
Addiction crept into the room while no one was looking,
Sat at our table, passed the mashed potatoes,
Said grace in a velvet whisper and slipped poison into the salad dressing.
This is not a horror movie where the shiver slithers in from the woods.
It’s carried in, in the hearts of the blushing, the clever, the golden children
Who keep secrets so well they forget them until they bloom, rotten, inside.

They say: You must have been hurt to need numbness.
No one warned me that good families are a soft place for danger to curl up and nap,
That sometimes love hugs too tight around your throat, leaves you gasping,
And sometimes happiness is a costume so perfect, you forget how to undress.
We learned not to make waves — so I drowned quietly, water spilling behind my eyelids.
Fifteen. My rebellion was chemical, sanctioned by movie scripts and Friday night legends.
Don’t act surprised.
I played the game, except the game started playing me.

Everybody wants to talk about rock bottom
Like it’s one night, one smash, one siren, one moment in fluorescent light.
Let me tell you the truth:
Rock bottom is a long hallway with no doors,
Each step is another promise broken, another “I’ll stop tomorrow” you forget by morning.
The scariest part?
The days I looked exactly the same.
Hair in place. Homework done.
Nobody tells the pretty girl with the plans and the GPA and the joke for every silence
To watch out for the sucker punch her own appetite will throw.

Who gets addicted?
I do.
I get addicted, and I take you with me.
I get addicted and the party doesn’t end —
The party swallows me, spits me out on Mondays when my hands shake too hard to type,
When I count hours, not drinks, and lose both.
You clap for my clean record, my clean skin, my clean secrets,
But I am a storm in a mason jar, beating at the glass.

“Just say no,” they told us in health class.
Just say no, when “yes” sounds like freedom, like music,
Like the only place my nerves line up in harmony.
Except that freedom was a trapdoor, the punchline to a joke no one laughed at.
Except “just say no” has nothing to say when every cell turns traitor,
When I build my own prison and hand myself the key every morning.

They want to measure brokenness by body count or bank account.
But my wounds are invisible, like a balloon animal twisted into the shape of okay.
Until not okay is all there is.
Until my veins play dial tone and breathing feels like betrayal.
Sobriety is not just white knuckles, not just chairs circled under bad lighting,
Not just coffee and confessions and the sound of your own lies echoing back.
Sobriety is learning how to live with the volume up,
No buffer, no shield, just you
Responsible for every ache and ache answered.

You want to know about starting over?
Try building a house where everyone else built castles.
Try staying quiet at parties when small talk is a trigger, not a pastime.
Try losing friends who loved your chaos more than your heart.
Try waking up and looking in the mirror without apology.
My superpower is survival.
My curse — remembering what I survived.

But I am not a tragedy.
I am the muscle memory of hope stitched back together,
Nine years, six months, twelve days,
Not one drink, but a thousand choices folded into a new skin.
I don’t chase freedom in bottles. I dig for it, claw for it, kneel for it, grow for it.
I plant new roots, water them with truth,
Hold myself in the light and let the scars glitter.
I walk into every room unhidden,
Because I earned my honesty one broken promise at a time.

Ask me who I am.
I am a miracle made mundane.
I am a body learning to belong.
I am the little kid in the salon chair, grinning at my own reflection,
Saying, “Look how cute I am!” and believing it
for the very first time.

I see her.
She’s staying.
No more disappearing act.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A prison cell with no doors


[image: ]


I know fear.
Not in the cute, Halloween-mask way.
Not the kind you can laugh off with your friends after a movie,
Popcorn spilled, heart racing, but safe.
No.
Fear visits me like an unwanted guest that never knocks,
Who knows where I keep the spare key,
Who sits on my chest at 3 a.m.,
grinning,
Daring me to move.

Fear is a thief with cold hands—
It grabs my heart and yanks,
Not gentle, not kind,
Just—
rips.
Leaves me breathless,
Wide-eyed,
Watching myself from somewhere above,
Frozen,
Like my body is a crime scene and I’m the lone,
shaking,
witness.

Fear is not a metaphor.
It is a prison cell with no doors,
Only windows—
So I can watch myself suffocate,
Gasping,
Begging for air that never comes.
I see myself—
I see myself—
I see myself—
Being carved into pieces,
Slice by slice,
And I want to fight back—
God, I want to fight back—
But my arms are made of stone,
My voice is a whisper wrapped in static.

Don’t tell me you understand
If you’ve never tasted blood on your tongue
Every time you try to swallow down the panic,
If you’ve never felt your own shadow
Stalking you,
Breathing down your neck,
Convincing you monsters exist because you
are the monster,
You are the haunted house.

So I learned to numb it—
Pouring whiskey down my throat,
Burning away the edges,
Praying the night never ends
Because sleep is a coffin
And dreams are just another kind of dying.

I stay awake.
I stay afloat.
Most days—
Most days—
I am treading water in a sea of broken glass,
Legs burning, lungs screaming,
But I am still here.

Because fear—
Fear keeps coming,
But so do I.
And I am not done yet.
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You ever been desperate?

I’m not talking about the kind of desperate that gets played for laughs in sitcoms,
Not the kind where your phone is at 2% and the charger’s in the next room.
I mean—desperate like the walls are closing in and your own mind’s the executioner,
Desperate like you’re drowning in the desert,
Because the thing choking you is inside.

Let me be honest—because the night demands honesty, and these lights demand confession.
There are things I reach for in the dark.
Bottles, pills, powders, flames—pick your poison, I’ve tried them all.
Don’t look at me like that, don’t shrink back,
Don’t get comfortable thinking this story’s just about “addiction”—
That’s just a word, just a label.
What I’m talking about is the itch behind my eyes,
The ache that creeps into my bones when the sun goes down and the world gets too quiet.

I have no pleasure in these stimulants.
You think I party? You think this is fun?
No, this is survival.
This is clinging to the edge of the world by my fingernails,
Because the alternative is falling headfirst into memories that burn hotter than any whiskey.
You ever run from yourself so hard you wear holes in your soul?
I have.
I have gambled with life, reputation, reason—
Tossed them onto the table like loose change because what else is there to spend
When your currency is pain?

People say, “Why?” They say, “Why would you do this to yourself?”
They don’t see what I’m running from.
They don’t see the ghosts that haunt my waking hours.
They don’t know about the memories that snarl under the bed, the ones that snap at my ankles.
They don’t know about the loneliness, the kind that sounds like silence and feels like a scream,
The kind of loneliness that hugs you so tight you can’t breathe,
That whispers in your ear, “You are alone, you will always be alone.”

It’s not pleasure. It’s not escape. It’s not even hope.
It’s just—less pain for a moment. A breath. A second where the world goes quiet.
A second where the doom hanging over me lifts just enough to let me stand up straight.

And if you’ve never felt that—
If you’ve never stared down the barrel of your own mind and prayed for a blank,
Then maybe you won’t understand.
Maybe you’ll judge.
Maybe you’ll turn away, shake your head, write me off as lost.

But I am not lost.
I am fighting a war you can’t see.
Every day I wake up and choose to keep breathing is a victory.
And if you’re out there, if you know what I mean—
If the darkness claws at you, if the memories bite, if the loneliness weighs a thousand pounds—
Hear me:
You are not alone.
We are not alone.

And that is enough, for tonight.
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The first time the door creaked open—  

just a whisper of hinges,  

a draft from somewhere colder—  

I didn’t know it was an invasion.  

Thoughts slipped in quiet,  

boots muffled by the carpet of my mind,  

setting up camp in the corners,  

stockpiling shadows like ammunition.  

By week two,  

they were hanging their flags in my skull—  

black banners with no wind,  

just the slow, sure spread of stain.  

The neighborhood of my nerves  

started whispering back:  

What if the bridge?  

What if the pills?  

What if the knife?  

My heart, a collaborator,  

learned their language.  

My hands, conscripted,  

practiced the drills:  

Fist around the bottle.  

Fingers on the trigger.  

Palm against the blade.  

By the time I realized  

I was housing an enemy,  

the war was already over.  

My mind signed the surrender  

in ink made of my own veins.  

Now the occupation is complete.  

They’ve rewritten my maps,  

replaced my mirrors with wanted posters,  

and every road leads  

to the same damned door—  

wide open now,  

humming its dark lullaby:  

Come home.  

Come home.  

Come home.
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I cannot tell you my name.

Can you taste the weight in that silence?
Not the badge on my lab coat, the title hanging over my door,
but the wound I wear,
stitched into the white fabric,
a mark you cannot see —
not in my credentials, not in my credentials,
not in my trembling hands that have learned how to heal
but nearly forgot how to ask for healing.

You want my specialty?
I tell you: my specialty is survival.
My specialty is shame.
My specialty is quiet terror
that presses into you during rounds,
in the corridor, while you chart,
pretending the voices in your head
are just echoes from the next exam room.

Medicine —
a temple built on sacrifice, speed, the image of perfection.
So when exhaustion comes,
slow and suffocating,
I did what you’d do, what anyone desperate might do
in a world that tells you to always sleep later,
study longer,
never let anyone see fatigue
clawing at your ribs like a trapped animal.

It began
one night with an exam and a friend
with Good News: “Here’s a pill.
Just helps you focus. Relax,
it’s not a street drug,
not some dirty little fix —
this is medical.
This is safe.”

It worked, at first.
It worked, and so I worked, and then —
medicine ran through me like borrowed lightning.
I could do every shift.
I could say yes to every meeting,
carry every patient’s agony and still make it home for dinner.

But the body keeps count.
My hands started shaking,
the nights became skirmishes between
sleep and the drugs I swallowed just to chase it down.
I became the family’s ghost prescriber —
My uncle’s knee, my father-in-law’s back, my aunt’s bones
all broken on my altar
because I needed
just one more refill to keep standing.

I was not a junkie.
I was a hero who knew the names of every muscle,
the dosage for every ache,
the Latin for every secret shame,
but not the first syllable of surrender.

Then the knock.
The DEA at my door, and suddenly
I am two people:
The man in the mirror, still wearing the coat,
and the man in the mugshot.

Disbelief is not a shield.
Legal, professional, personal devastation:
You lose the God-hood fast,
and what’s left is nothing
but raw, naked, humiliating humanity.

The tumble from grace is not measured in feet,
it’s measured in glances avoided at the grocery store,
in the way colleagues mutter,
in how your own daughter clutches your hand at the soccer game
and you wonder if the world will ever see her
and not the stain on your own name.

But listen —
This is not a tragedy.
This is the turning.
A hand reached out,
Employee Assistance Program,
not as judge,
but as lighthouse.

I learned:
addiction is not costume or choice.
It is illness.
I learned I could get well,
but I had to trade pride for honesty,
trade secrecy for submission.
Therapy, treatment — the slow burn of becoming whole.
I learned the world does not always forgive
as fast as you heal.

Even when my license was restored,
the day was not confetti and cake —
It was the headline,
the label,
“Disgraced doctor.”
No mention of what it takes to claw your way back,
years of sweat,
relapsing, aching hope.
The news never prints your best chapters,
just the stains.

But shame is a poor jailer.
I found a fellowship,
sat with physicians who’d bled out on the same sharp edges.
We built each other back,
side by side,
stitching hope into tired hands.

And I healed.
I came back.
It took years.
Trust rebuilt one patient, one week, one breath at a time.

Now, I see medicine clear.
Success isn’t how perfectly you perch on a pedestal.
It’s how well you bend when you break,
how wide your empathy stretches,
what you do with your pain when it could have killed you
but it didn’t.
I serve my patients still.
I am board certified in suffering and recovery.

To my colleagues, hear this:
We are bodies before titles,
humans before heroes.
We bleed and falter,
but we can get well.
Not by hiding, not by pointing fingers,
but by holding each other up —
with resources, not ridicule,
with compassion, not contempt.

My name?
Not for you to know.
But my victory is on display in every patient I heal
with hands
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