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This book is about the feelings of an addict.  That personality that developed and took hold, probably early in life.  My journey continues; there is no cure, there is only one who can help, and that is a power greater than the addict.  This book is dedicated to all the wives and husbands, parents and children who are either addicted or, like my wife, a victim.  I bless her for her courage, compassion, and understanding, which are so very difficult to master.  As she says, “choose”, life over death, insanity, or jail.
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​Look Right Through Me
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The child said the key is to be invisible,

Turning into myself, I can disappear,

You know, from the loud arguments,

From all the violence around me.
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I can put a bag over my head,

They cannot see me,

Secure in my comfortable environment.

Alone in my dreams.
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The closet behind the clothes,

Or behind the couch,

Or in the attic playing with the toys,

Even in the basement, it’s away.
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I'm too small to run away,

Too young to live alone,

Too afraid all day,

Too afraid to say.
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When you’re invisible,

No one sees the pain,

No one knows the pain,

Everyone looks right through me.
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In that house where I grew up

There was this long hallway.

At the top of the creaky stairs,

As children, we would seek the dark.
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The attic was halfway down that hallway,

A mysterious room smelling musty.

Most certainly a place where monsters lived.

A place that drew me into its darkness.
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This attic became my refuge,

A way from the turmoil of family

It contained books, records, and vintage clothing.

Toys discarded, and an old banjo.
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The attic was my place of quiet,

Sometimes, standing there, I could, and

Would soothe my anger or sorrow,

A home within a home.
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Every refuge has a price.

Hiding from reality,

Finding new attics,

Running away within

I used to think of this attic with fondness,

A warm and inviting place,

Filled with good memories,

Now, it is a place I see clearly.
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​Looking For the Why
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I’m looking for the why,

Of many days gone by,

Wasted in a drunk,

Wasted in my funk
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Looking for the why,

Of many days gone by,

Hurting those I love,

Just to get that buzz
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Looking for the why,

Of days gone by,

When there was only me,

The others I did not see,
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Looking for the why,

It is just my alibi,

Until the day I stop,

My life will be a flop
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Powerless to win

It is the only way to begin,

The moment I declare

Is the moment I lose despair

Only my God can do,

What I could never do.

To take away the lie.

And then I will know the why.
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​Never Good Enough, A Story, I Told Myself
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Don’t get me wrong,

I’m not from real poverty,

Maybe lower middle class,

Child of a working man.
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Fourth grade,

He called me poor,

Mother tell me not,

She said yes, and I cried.
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Blue jeans are too big,

High-top tennis shoes,

Hand me down shirts,

Never popular.
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Not good enough,

Not smart enough,

Accepting my plight,

Staying with me for decades.
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This, a story in my head,

Shame-based,

Destructive,

The beginning of an addictive personality.
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​The Karma of this Child
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I feared my parents; I also loved them,

Security was tenuous, never absolutely absent

When we were sick, we were treated with care,

Wetting the bed was never a crime.
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My daddy tucked us in at night,

He checked for monsters in my closet,

We said our prayers,

We were kissed goodnight.
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We played games,

We ate well,

We were clean,

We were loved conditionally.
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My feelings were always buried within, a secret.

Until they exploded in rage,

Rage and defiance

Screaming for help, only pain
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Karma is absolute; what we sow,

So shall we reap,

Good or not,

We bake our karma with every decision.

Planting the seeds of addiction,

A new personality has been established,

A dance partner,

Leading me in its dependency; it’s a dance.
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​Different Means Less Than
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Everyone is mostly different,

My difference meant less than.

My difference was never bright,

Not as fast or as agile.
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Comparing oneself is, I learned,

Not healthy.

An affliction passed on by my mother,

Self-doubt, failure.
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Difference meant too short,

Not strong enough,

Not popular,

Shy.
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Hiding, not speaking,

Not trying,

Acting poorly,

Lost.

––––––––
[image: ]


They say slow wins the race,

Slow means left behind,

It is where I accepted my future,

Of less than.
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