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 Foreword

As he stretched out his arm
with his head held back and eyes closed, Dwight Pledger took a deep
breath. His while his friend injected the cocaine into his vein, an
amount four times his usual fix, putting a demand on his heart that
could result in shutting it down. Moments before losing
consciousness, a lifetime of memories flashed before him, loving
images of his wife and children. Dwight attempted to curl up on the
floor and possibly close his eyes for the last time.

Once a great husband, proud
father, and up-and-coming entrepreneur, now an out-of-control
drug-dealing crack addict sprawled out on the floor in a
drug-infested neighborhood of Oakland, California. Death pacing
back and forth, smiling, excited, and anxiously waiting to take his
soul, but because of God’s grace and mercy, the story didn’t end
there.

With a spiritual elegance
and gut-wrenching honesty, Dwight Pledger takes us on a frightening
ride through the valley of the shadow of death. He lost everything
that meant anything to him, all because of one moment of
indiscretion in the kitchen of a friend’s house. By the grace of
God, he was able to course-correct. Because of the prayers of
Dwight’s mother, wife, family, and friends who loved him, he
refused to give up hope that he would one day be forever
free.

Dwight has proven what
author, Willie Jolley said, “A setback is a set up for a comeback.”
He has demonstrated that the power of a made-up mind can do
incredible things. He walks us through the pages of his life to
teach us that we, too, have comeback power.

This book will change your
life.

Dwight, you have done us
proud. God bless the day you were born.

–Les Brown
Motivational Speaker | Leading Authority on
Achievement
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My friend and mentor, Mr. Les
Brown, 2012.







 Preface

Drugs are destroying
multiple generations in America and abroad. This destruction is not
limited to any age group, race, or socioeconomic status. I have
seen what addiction has done to destroy the lives and careers of
professional athletes, lawyers, wealthy businessmen, mothers,
fathers, sisters, and brothers. Substance abuse has taken the lives
of many of my friends, some of whom are serving long prison terms;
others who will never recover from the deterioration of their minds
caused by the excessive use of a myriad of drugs.

God only knows how I
managed to survive my seven-year ordeal. This is the true account
of how I allowed crack cocaine to destroy my home, career, and
vital relationships. On several occasions, drugs almost caused me
to lose my life. Mine is a story of how I was set free from the
denial, guilt, and shame of my poor choices in life. It is the
story of how I learned the truth about “The Big Lie” the hard way.
I literally experienced what Warren Buffet meant, when he said,
“The chains of habit are too light to be felt until they are too
heavy to be broken.”

This is a detailed blueprint
of how “The Big Lie” played out in my life and how I eventually
learned the truth that set me on my current path of change,
transformation, and ongoing restoration. Even if you have been blessed to avoid the trap of addiction,
you will gain valuable insights that will help you to better
understand why someone you love struggles with addiction. Not only
will you have a better grasp of the problem, but I will leave no
doubt about the solution that is available to all who have a
sincere desire to be made forever free.


 Introduction

You might be asking, “What
is ‘The Big Lie’?” It is a series of lies that, when believed, will
lead a person down a destructive pathway and to a life of misery,
pain, and addiction. That journey will take them further than they
want to go and keep them longer than they want to stay. This is an
account of how I fell prey to seven big lies before finding the one
truth that set me free:

1. It will never happen to
me.

2. I’m only going to try it
once.

3. I can quit anytime I
want.

4. I’ve got everything
under control.

5. I am not an
addict.

6. I’m only hurting
myself.

7. There is no hope for
me.

When I saw and heard
stories of people getting addicted to drugs, and destroying their
lives, I believed Big Lie #1, “It will never happen to me.”
Believing that lie gave me a false sense of security and caused me
to let down my guard. This set me up for Big Lie #2, “I’m only
going to try it once.” In the summer of 1979 when I was offered a
“hit” of freebase cocaine, instead of saying, “No,” I said, “Yes.”
Before,” and before the year ended, I was hopelessly
addicted.

While all signs in my life
were pointing to the fact that I had a real big problem, I told
myself, Big Lie #3, “I can quit anytime I want.” Unable to control
the monster I had created, I selfishly chose to believe Big Lie #4,
“I’ve got everything under control.” The reality was that my life
was out of control. I couldn’t stop getting high, no matter how
hard I tried. Pride and shame made me desperate to believe, Big Lie
#5, “I’m not an addict.” Yet, in the face of everything pointing to
my addictive lifestyle, I refused to admit that I was an
addict.

Denial is a very strong
force that kept me in bondage and allowed me to believe Big Lie #6,
“I’m only hurting myself.” My addiction was negatively impacting
several vital relationships, not to mention the countless number of
lives I helped to destroy by selling them death and destruction.
Accepting this harsh reality caused me to believe the biggest of
all lies, Big Lie #7, “There is no hope for me.” This lie gave me
an excuse to surrender and give up fighting for my freedom. I began
to believe that if I could not beat it, I might as well give over
to it. This “Big Lie” kept me trapped for many more years until I
surfaced from the depths of deception and realized the truth: there
was hope for me.

Throughout this book, you
will discover how those seven lies impacted the trajectory of my
life, and how I was finally brought face to face with the ultimate
truth that made me free. I learned that I did not have to remain a
slave to my addiction. I learned that it was possible to break the
chains of habit and be made free which as you will discover
is The Truth About the Big
Lie.







 Chapter
One

Everything Is Under
Control
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Standing in the kitchen of
a friend’s house in Southeast San Diego, California, I watched as
her friend poured the contents of a little brown bottle onto the
screens of his freebase pipe. I stared intently as he put the fire
to the screens, and the smoke began to fill the glass pipe. He took
in a long continuous puff. I can vividly recall the confused look
on his face after he blew out a steady stream of smoke, and then
gasped as if he was trying to catch his breath. I was curious to
try it “just once.”

I remember it cost
twenty-five dollars for just one “hit” off the pipe. I inhaled as
much as I could and let the smoke trail out slowly. I didn’t feel
anything special. Since it had no profound effect on me, I thought
to myself, “I can handle this drug.” Of course, that was part of
the Big Lie. I didn’t know it then, but I would regret that day for
the rest of my life. It was Warren Buffet who said, “The chains of
habit are too light to be felt until they are too heavy to be
broken.” Truer words could not have been spoken, because before
that year ended, I would be hopelessly addicted to smoking crack
cocaine.

That was the beginning of
the end of life as I knew it. A few questions I’ve asked myself
are: Was I a victim or part of the problem? Was this a predictable
outcome due to my upbringing? How does my story fit into the war on
drugs? How did I get to that point? And after I got to that point
what happened following that first time? I will answer these and
other questions as they relate to the war on drugs that I lost.
True recovery requires looking back with integrity and taking
ownership of our choices.

Growing up in Redlands,
California afforded me a relatively normal childhood. I was raised
by a very loving mother, in a close-knit family of five girls and
two boys. Economically, we were considered members of the lower
class because we received public assistance, also known as welfare.
But, to my mother’s credit, I never once went hungry while under
her roof.

During my high school
years, I was preoccupied with after school sports. Among my peers,
I was considered strait-laced because I didn’t participate in many
of their drug-related activities. Many of them smoked weed and used
speed and LSD. I thought that anyone who used drugs was stupid, so
I occupied my time with extracurricular activities. I was president
of Redlands Senior High School’s Black Student Union and I was
inducted to our school’s Track and Field Hall of Fame.

The Devil’s Playground

After graduating from high
school, with too much time on my hands, I soon gave into peer
pressure. I started smoking marijuana and taking “mini bennies” (a
form of amphetamines). Jobless, I was always in the streets hanging
out with my friends and getting into some kind of mischief. The
police were constantly coming to the house asking questions about
me.

Seeing what I was becoming,
one day mama called me into her bedroom and said, “Son, I love you,
but you have got to go!” Less than six months later I enlisted in
the U.S. Navy, which at that time was the best decision I could
have made. Following basic training, I was shipped out to the
Philippine Islands, eight thousand miles away. My ship, the USS
Hassayampa AO-145, was on a Western-Pacific deployment.
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I tried to stretch Mama’s
apron strings the entire eight thousand miles. I was very homesick,
so one day I went to the chaplain’s office. While there I became
emotional. I told the chaplain that I needed to go home to my
mother because she needed me. The chaplain gave me a look of
disgust and told me to get out of his office and go back to work. I
thought to myself, “That was not very loving of him to treat me
like that.” I soon made a few friends on the ship, and it wasn’t
long before I ran into the druggies. I began smoking weed, dropping
speed, and taking LSD. Of course, I had “everything under
control.”

After returning to Pearl
Harbor, which was the home port for my ship, I got into the routine
of Navy life. The amount of money I was making as an E-2 didn’t go
very far on Oahu Island, which was a very expensive place to live.
I would usually hitchhike to and from Waikiki Beach.

My Beautiful Sadie

I spent a lot of time
talking on the phone with my childhood sweetheart, Sadie, who was a
senior in high school. I was basically a loner preferring not to
run with the pack. I would get high every now and then to take the
edge off, but of course, I had “everything under
control.”

Finally, the day came when
I was able to take some leave time, so I went to Redlands,
California. Sadie was graduating and I wanted to attend the
ceremony. While in Redlands I was able to spend some quality time
with Sadie and we decided to get married. We went to Gordon’s
Jeweler in downtown Redlands, where we bought a nice set of rings
on credit. After obtaining a marriage license in San Diego, we
arranged for the Navy chaplain to perform the ceremony at the North
Chapel.

June 15, 1972, was a day
like no other in that Sadie not only would be graduating from High
School, but we would also travel to San Diego, and be joined
together as husband and wife. We got up that morning and my friend,
Steve Wimberly, drove us one hundred and ten miles to the Naval
Training Center Chapel. After arriving we met with the chaplain,
presented our marriage license, and were informed that we needed
two witnesses. We were one witness short. The chaplain could not
proceed without a second witness. I had to think of something fast.
I ran across the street to the Base Exchange Store. As I was
walking through the store, I saw a high school friend named, Fred
Jensen. I walked up to Fred, told him my situation, and he agreed
to come across the street to stand in as our second witness. Sadie
and I exchanged our vows, which ended with the words, “Until death
do us part.” Over the course of time, those words would surely be
tested.

Immediately after the
ceremony, we had to drive back to Redlands for Sadie’s graduation
ceremony. The drive back seemed surreal in that I was trying to
wrap my head around what just happened. Sadie and I were now
husband and wife, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer.
Did either of us understand what we had just committed to? Again,
time would answer that question.

I wish I could say that
after the graduation we departed for an exotic honeymoon, but that
was not the case. I was due to report back to my ship, which was
docked in Pearl Harbor. Neither one of us was ready to say
good-bye, but as they say, “Duty called!” I soon returned to my
ship and got back into the routine of Navy life. It would be a few
months before I would see my wife again, and I could hardly wait. I
remember closing all of my letters to Sadie with the words,
“Someday, we will be together again!”

Brighter Days

Beau, a fellow shipmate,
was renting an apartment in Waikiki Beach, just two blocks from the
Ilikai Hotel. Beau didn’t want to continue paying rent and decided
to allow me to take over his place. It would take nearly all of my
paycheck, but it meant that Sadie would be able to join me in
Hawaii. What a place to spend the first year of marriage! It was a
one-bedroom kitchenette, but to us, it would be “Home Sweet
Home.”

We had a ball in that
little apartment. It was just a couple of blocks from the beach and
not far from the International Market Place in Waikiki Village. For
a while, I had to hitchhike back and forth to Pearl Harbor where my
ship was docked. We managed to purchase a 1959 Chevy Impala. It
rode like a Cadillac to us. We went all over the island in that
car, until it stopped running and we left it on the side of the
road somewhere on Oahu. We definitely got our money’s worth out of
that old Chevy. Sadie eventually had to return to California, but
it wouldn’t be long before we would be together again.

I was transferred from
Hawaii due to an allergic reaction to some of the plants and trees
in Hawaii. The vegetation triggered my childhood asthma. I was
given a medical transfer to the Naval Air Station located in
Imperial Beach, California. After arriving in the San Diego area, I
limited my drug use to smoking weed and taking a little speed every
now and then. Of course, I had “everything under control.” This
brings me to one of the significant misconceptions or “Big Lies” a
drug user believes about their habit, which is that they have
everything under control, which of course is not true.

I soon grew tired of
smoking marijuana and one day abruptly quit smoking it. I went on a
self-improvement binge. I had been in the Navy for over two years
and was beginning to advance in rank at a relatively fast rate. I
was constantly on the go, working during the day, and attending
school four nights a week. To maintain my productivity, the
methamphetamine known as speed, became my main high. I used it on
the weekends, usually going without any sleep. Oblivious to the
beast hibernating beneath the surface of my life, I began my
short-lived road to success and life in the fast lane.

The Second

On May 2, 1975, while in
Imperial Beach, we were blessed with our first child, a boy, so of
course I named him Dwight D. Pledger II. That day was one of the
happiest days of my life, dampened only by his three-week stay in
the hospital due to a condition called hyperbilirubinemia. Needless
to say, we didn’t miss a day going to see him until the day we
brought him home.

I was later transferred to
Naval Air Station North Island. While there, I developed a keen
interest in real estate, subsequently earned my real estate
license, and began working part-time for Century 21 Realty in
Imperial Beach. As my income increased, I began to move up the
proverbial ladder of success.
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My promotion to First Class
Personnelman with Petty Office Souza, at Naval Air Reserve Unit,
Coronado, CA in 1977

I was also participating in
the Navy’s sports program and frequently traveled to various cities
and states. So, as you can see, I had a rather busy schedule, but
one way I was able to keep up with my busy schedule was to take a
little speed more often than usual. Of course, I thought I had,
“everything under control,” but I didn’t. At the time, I felt that
I was progressing at a very rapid pace and my future looked
promising… on the surface. Only in looking back on those days can I
now see that I was a drug problem waiting for a life to destroy,
not knowing that the life would be my own.






Back to the top







 Chapter
Two

The Toothpick Castle
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In 1978 I was finally
discharged from the Navy with an honorable discharge and a rank of
E-6, and I continued to progress in my real estate career with a
steadily increasing income. I was working with single-family
re-sales and income property investors. The real estate market in
San Diego was hot. On the surface it looked like the boy from the
projects in Redlands, California was going to be alright. It was
then that things really started to move into high gear. It seemed
as if the good times would never end. I remember that my favorite
song by McFadden and Whitehead declared, “Ain’t no stoppin’ us now;
we’re on the move!”

About this time, my mother
came to visit us at our home in Lemon Grove, California. Even
though my mother was happy about our success, she could see that my
lifestyle wasn’t pleasing to God. Mama would always share something
about her faith in the Lord. She would encourage me to start
serving God and pay tithes to God for the many blessings He had
bestowed on my family.

I was like so many other
so-called self-made successes, who ended up worshipping their
creator, which, in this case, was me. I couldn’t understand how she
could expect me to give $500 to $600 at a time to a church. It just
didn’t make a bit of sense to me at the time. Only in looking back
can I see that I should have taken her advice. I was blinded by
pride and driven by my toxic ego.

The Illusion of Control

As the next few years went
by, success continued to follow me. I was always in the right place
at the right time to connect with some of the movers and shakers in
the San Diego social scene. Even my nightlife found me at the most
popular nightspots, including, “The Oz,” an exclusive private
nightclub. Yes, on the outside it looked as though I had
“everything under control,” but it was all the illusion of control.
Deep down inside, I knew that I could not sustain the slowly
deteriorating facade.

The before-picture looked
like this: A beautiful wife and two children, a four-bedroom,
three-bathroom home furnished with expensive décor, four cars (two
of which were Mercedes-Benz). Career-wise things looked promising;
I was a licensed real estate broker, and co-owner of a real estate
firm along with my business partner Johnny Rodgers, a 1972 Heisman
Trophy Winner, who, at that time, was playing for the San Diego
Chargers. I had all of this at the age of 27.

While grinding hard to move
up the success ladder, I had replaced the once a week “speed” habit
with a $100 a day cocaine habit. Sadly, the “I had everything under
control” lie was still holding fast. Professionally I managed to
develop many reputable business associates, and I’d also acquired a
substantial clientele, which was steadily growing. The real estate
office I managed was averaging over $1 million in active listing
inventory. Johnny Rodgers and I were negotiating with a major
financial corporation to put together a real estate franchising
package, which, if successful, would result in our company becoming
a national real estate brand.

The Fateful
Introduction

Some get introduced to
drugs when their life is spiraling downward, and they are looking
for something to numb the pain. For others, it happens less
dramatically, at a party, or by a coworker, friend, or spouse. My
introduction to the cocaine world took place in the professional
business community; high-powered attorneys, corporate executives,
and professional athletes were among my drug-abusing clique. My
point is that the problem of addiction in America is not limited to
a socioeconomic class. Drug abuse is just as prevalent in our
corporate and professional sectors as it is in our ghettos and
lower-income communities.

This drug called cocaine is
no respecter of persons. Demographic factors such as age, race,
gender, or socioeconomic status do not exempt a person from
potentially becoming a drug addict. I have concluded that no matter
how strong you are or how strong you think you are if given the
chance drugs will categorically destroy every area of your life. I
don’t know a single person that has played this deadly game and
won. Drugs will, if given enough time, totally consume your life;
every waking moment will be devoted to maintaining your
habit.

In my opinion, few things
can compare to the devastating effect
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