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​​Epigraph

“Let me not use today.

Let my words be honest.

Let me treat myself and others with compassion.”

— Daily Prayer-Intentions
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Summary of My Life Story
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I was born in the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia, in the capital city of Riyadh.

Like anyone drawn to discovery, I was fascinated by the unknown. I was curious, tempted by the forbidden, and eager to experience everything I could.

My journey with drugs began with hashish in front of my high school. My love for hashish lingered, and it led me to experiment with other substances.

Days passed, and I lost time searching for a supplier, surrounded by others who shared the same cravings.

After five years, I began seeking something stronger—until I was invited to try heroin.

Heroin—known as “the sorceress.”

I became addicted from the very first use. That addiction stayed with me from 2015 until the day I was invited to join Narcotics Anonymous (NA).

This group helped shift my thinking and reshape my outlook toward the future.

I had already lost more than ten years—I refused to lose more.

Today, I commit to recovery, with the support of the group and my daily prayers to God.

My addiction wasn’t only about using. It involved selling, staying stuck in the cycle, and forming relationships around drugs.

Like a greedy soul, I always wanted more money to keep the supply flowing.

I sold hashish, pills, and LSD. I connected with addicts through my constant presence online—my goal at the time was to share in the illusion of a smile.

I was seeking drugs not to escape fear, but to escape the world itself.

I was chasing a false happiness, a joy that never truly came.

I lost several jobs, and was expelled from the university.

I thank God first, then the anonymous recovering addicts who helped me stand to stand up again after all my life's suffering—and after being haunted by thoughts and endless distractions—was no small victory.

I also thank my mother, whose strength stopped me from turning a blind eye to what I couldn’t face for over ten years.

Now, I hold onto hope for a future that finally puts the past to rest.
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Before It All
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I landed in rehab on May 7th, 2021.

No parade. No bright idea.

Just tired lungs, burnt bridges, and enough damage in my rearview to know something had to give.

At first, I didn’t write to heal. I wrote because I was losing my mind.

Locked in.

No control.

Just walls, rules, and a bunch of strangers pretending to be okay.

I wasn’t ready to talk.

But a notebook doesn’t talk back—it listens.

What you’re about to read started when I stopped pretending.

When hope felt like a scam, and leaving seemed farther than the moon.

I grabbed a pen like it was a weapon—something to fight back with.

Wrote my way out of dark corners and through cold mornings.

When I was nine, I tried to end it all. I failed.

Later, I found new ways to vanish—addicted to Dota 2, then soft drugs. Then whatever numbed me fast enough to forget.

But it always ended the same—me, hiding from myself.
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Who is the Addict?
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Who is the addict? Most of us do not have to think twice about this question—we know. 

“Our whole lives and thinking were centered around drugs in one form or another: getting, using, and finding ways and means to get more. 

We lived to use and used to live. 

Very simply, an addict is a man or woman whose life is controlled by drugs.”

Indicators:

	“Our lives and thoughts became entirely centered around drugs.”

	“We lived chasing and using just to survive.”

	“We suffered from a severe and progressive condition.”

	“We told ourselves: ‘I can control it.’”

	“We ended up isolating ourselves.”

	“We tried to control everything around us.”

	“Failure and fear began to invade our lives.”

	“The constant search opposed the peace we truly needed.”

	“Our interaction with drugs is what makes us addicts.”

	“We lost control over the substances and couldn’t stop.”

	“While using, we lived in another world.”

	“We became addicted to the past and terrified of the future.”

	“Dwelling on our addiction kept us sick.”


Conflicts:

	“Some of us ended up in prison due to crimes related to drugs.”

	“We committed actions we knew were illegal.
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Powerless Devotion
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Love for drugs is not merely an experiment or a rebellious act. Inside, there’s only one direction: a dark tunnel leading to a dead end. 

My experiences with drugs are many; some of them were very painful and left deep wounds, some physical, others psychological. 

I learned much from my numerous relapses, and I now understand that recovery is not just about stopping, but about healing what lies within.

The problem was not just in the substance, but in the internal void and the need for something to fill the emptiness. I started using drugs at 16, beginning with tramadol, and then moved on to Lyrica and Codeine. Before turning 22, my life had crumbled entirely. 

I lost my academic future, my health, my money, and even the trust of those closest to me. My appearance changed dramatically—I became unrecognizable, both physically and spiritually.

Loneliness devoured me. I lost my way and my sense of purpose. I stopped participating in family events. I refused outings and distanced myself from everything and everyone.

I started isolating myself and gave up on any solution. I lost faith in myself and my surroundings. I even lost interest in the things I used to love.

But time has taught me everything can be rebuilt, if only we choose to. My promise to myself today is to never go back. I will continue to challenge myself and those internal whispers.

I thank God and thank those who stood by me. I dedicate this day to every person in recovery—and to every person who has yet to begin.
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