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Introduction

	The main reason for writing this book is the hope that it will help those who are struggling with addictions and show them that there is a way out. Most addicts are directed to a twelve-step program (rehab or some type of institution), which is acceptable to start your road to recovery, but there is another way. I have been there for over thirty-two years clean from drugs, and twenty-two years from alcohol, after relapse at my nine-year mark.

	I served in leadership roles within the AA (Alcoholics Anonymous)3 and NA (Narcotics Anonymous)4 programs, holding speaking and chairman positions. I saw people I had loved not be able to stay clean, only to end up right back where they started. In chapter 8, I will explain why these programs are not the final answer. I will walk you through my life and how I ended up in the swamp of life, then how God delivered me out of that pit of filth, washed me as white as snow, and set me free from all addictions. He wants to do the same for you!

	If I were in front of you, I would first say: “God loves you no matter how dirty you are or what you have done to yourself or anyone else.” He is ‘no respecter of persons (Acts 10:34). If you open your heart and mind as you read this book, He will meet you right where you are, grab your hand, and pull you out of the miry clay. “He brought me up also out of a horrible pit, out of the miry clay, and set my feet upon a rock, and established my goings” (Psalm 40:2).

	As you will see, it is your willingness to know the difference between what is right and what is wrong; what you read in this book is a guideline to your deliverance, and you should get your own Bible and read it for yourself so you can see how the word of God will change your life. Start with the book of John.

	I will use the first chapters to set the stage for my life and then lead you into the addiction that once ruled it. Afterward, I will show you the road to my recovery and end with the truth, complete with testimonies.

	 

	
Chapter 1

	A Normal Childhood, I Think

	I started my life as an average child in a lower-class family, with a dad who was a truck driver and a mom who was a housewife and also cleaned houses for a few people she was friends with. I was the youngest of six children, four boys and two girls, and even though my parents never divorced, our family could be what is called dysfunctional.

	Webster’s Dictionary5 says Dysfunctional means the following:

	1. Not operating normally or properly

	2. Deviating from the norms of social behavior in a way regarded as bad

	A dysfunctional family would be anything outside of the everyday lives of that old TV show Ozzie & Harriet; at least they wanted us to think they were normal. It could also be parents that are on the verge of divorce. It could be dysfunctional to have an absent father or mother, leaving the appearance of a single-parent home even if there is no divorce. Maybe it would be a family constantly arguing or physically fighting with one another or abusing their children.

	A family with multiple conflicts, domestic violence, employment issues, and alcohol or drug abuse affects the family unit's basic needs. Anything that would make a family unstable could be added to this meaning.

	I think most of today's families could be considered dysfunctional. It is hard to narrow down the true meaning of “A Dysfunctional Family” when we cannot recognize normal behavior in our society. Even though our family is far from this meaning, it still played havoc in my mind.

	Even though I had come from a two-parent home for most of my childhood, my dad was never home; he was always working. Some days I would be in bed when, just before midnight, I would hear the truck pull up and hear psst from the airbrakes. Then I would fall asleep, and in what seemed to be minutes, I would hear the idling of that Mack engine, and I would turn to look at the clock to see that it would be around 4:00 a.m., and he would be off to do it all over again. So my dad was an absent dad in those early years, which played a big part in how I grew up.

	Sometimes I think my brothers and I would get into trouble with our mom, so she would say, “Wait until your father gets home!” We would do that so that we would get to see what he looked like.

	When my dad would get home, my mom would tell him about any trouble she had with us, and because my two brothers, who are four and six years older, and I would share a bedroom, he would come up and the one who caused the most trouble that day would get hit.

	Please understand me; my dad did not beat us. I think he only did it to keep my mom quiet, even though one time I do recall my brother having a BB rifle, and he did something wrong, and my dad took that rifle and laid it across his knees, which broke not just the gun but one of my brother’s knees as well.

	I remember my older brothers trying to take the place of my dad not being around, and I would resent them for it. I wanted them to be my brothers and show me how to do things, not tell me what to do. It took me a long time to overcome this emotion and forgive them for trying to help out. I did not understand at a young age, but I understood why they did it as I got older.

	My parents were dysfunctional in a way that, from the time I was born, they never slept together; my dad started sleeping on the sofa in the back living room. I think my mom was done having kids and did not want to take a chance on getting pregnant again; plus, she was in her forties when she had me.

	My mom and dad were good parents; they never had the money to help us all be the best we could have been, nor did they understand what was needed to help us grow. They were old school, with hardly any education (I think they only made it to around sixth grade). They sent us to a Catholic school, made us attend church, at least my mom, and tried to instill Christian values. One of my sisters even went away to become a nun but never finished. My brothers and I were altar boys and even talked about becoming priests. We even have cousins who are priests and nuns.

	We had a two-story house with four rooms downstairs, three bedrooms, one bath upstairs, a basement, and an attic that only a tiny part could be used. The original part was built in the early 1900s with one room downstairs and a bedroom upstairs and no bath or kitchen—they were outside. I am glad I was not born then! As time passed, three further additions were made, with another stairway added during one.

	It was not a real big house to start with but ended up being around 2,700 square feet, but it had two staircases, and this was fun because a few times when my dad would come home, when we were still awake, that is, we would run from him and go up one staircase, around to go down the other, and around and around again. Sometimes we would do it three or four times before my dad would give up, and I used to get a real kick out of it. Today, I know it was because it made me feel like a family.

	As the youngest kid in the family, you would think I would have much love flowing down to me. I think it started that way because of some of the stories I heard, but I do not believe it ran throughout my childhood. My siblings most likely loved me, but no one knew how to show it or say it because we did not have a house of love. We never hugged each other, which brings me to the time that one of my brothers met his wife. When she came around, she would hug us, and some of the family would say things like, “Why does she have to hug us all the time?”

	I loved it; it felt good to have someone hug me. I cannot speak for anyone else in my family, but I never heard my dad say he loved me until he was eighty-five, and I was thirty-eight years old. About three months before he died, my daughter approached me one evening and said, “Grandpop wants to see you.”

	I went downstairs and asked him what he wanted. He turned to me, put his hands out, which had a jar, and said, “This is for you.”

	I took it from him and saw it was filled with coins, nothing of real value, just some fifty-cent pieces, old nickels, and silver dollars, but to him, it was like handing me a million dollars. I asked him, “Why are you giving these to me now?”

	He said, “Because I love you, my boy.”

	I turned and went upstairs because we were getting ready to go to the movies and running late; then, as I was driving down the road, it hit me. I realized what had just taken place, and I started to cry. I cried so hard that I could not drive. My dad had just told me he loved me for the first time! It was so pleasing to my ears! I know God used those words to help me to forgive my dad for not telling me any sooner.

	I wanted to tell my dad how much it hurt me, not hearing it sooner, but one of my sponsors from Narcotics Anonymous told me I could not tell a dying man that, so I did not.

	Talking about tough love, having to grow up, and never hearing the words, I love you, is a tricky thing to overcome. Praise God, I do not hate my dad anymore; he died as my friend.

	Not only did I grow up hating my dad for not telling me he loved me, but I also hated him for not being there for me to do things with me, like a lot of the other kids’ dads were. I remember my brothers being on the Little League hardball team, and we would see them play. But when it came time for me to be of age to join, I had no way to get there because my dad was working, and my mom never got her license. They would not let me ride my bike to the lake, so I had to quit.

	I did get to go with my dad on the road from time to time, and oh, how big it would make me feel! I felt like I was riding on top of the world in that Mack truck, high off the ground, looking down at everything. We would sit there without talking for a few hours, but I did not care because I was enjoying just being with him for a kid whose dad was not around much. I will talk about one of those trips in the next chapter because I was so proud of how my dad handled a dire situation that, to this day, amazes me.

	As I got older, my dad’s work was not as hectic, so that he would be around a little more on weekends. He went to his sister’s and brother’s houses for a while until his sister died. Then for some reason, he stopped talking to his brother, so that stopped. I never did find out why they stopped talking, as my dad never explained things to me.

	I would run out to him and ask if I could go with him even though there was nothing for me to do there except my aunt would be cooking the Sunday meal. I loved her meatballs; they were the best in the world. I still have not had any, not even my mom’s, that tasted like hers. She would let me eat all I wanted as she would tell my dad, “Charlie, aren’t you feeding this boy? Look how skinny he
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