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To all those who have lost loved ones to drug and alcohol addiction.
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“Reality is just a crutch for people who can't handle drugs.” 

― Robin McLaurin Williams

Born: July 21, 1951, Chicago, IL

Died: August 11, 2014, Paradise Cay, CA

Cause of death: Suicide by hanging (Asphyxia)
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This novel’s story and characters are fictitious. Some readers may inadvertently self identify with some of the characters portrayed in this book.  The author would like these readers to know that if they are personal acquaintances, the resemblance is merely coincidental.  The quotes are from public figures, living or dead, for educational purposes.
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Get Ready To Be Loosed!


1 When You’ve had enough
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There will come a day when you wake up and will just lie in your bed unable to move. You will want to get up, but you can’t seem to find the will to do so. It is at this point you will hear yourself ask the question, “Why should I?”  

You can take comfort in knowing that you are not alone in this self catechism. The Doctor, looking out the window of his million dollar home before he heads to work, has asked this question. The Harvard law student who finds himself waking up with dried vomit on his clothes in his dorm room has asked it. The President of a fortune 500 company and the homeless man, or woman lying on a cardboard bed, has asked the very same question.

“I have absolutely no pleasure in the stimulants in which I sometimes so madly indulge. It has not been in the pursuit of pleasure that I have periled life and reputation and reason. It has been the desperate attempt to escape from torturing memories, from a sense of insupportable loneliness and a dread of some strange impending doom.” 

― Edgar Allan Poe

As the cobwebs from the previous nights chemical abuse fades, you find the motivation to put one foot in front of the other. The lie you use to justify wanting to live another day, if you can call it that, is cleverly crafted by your subconscious. I have to see my patients. I have to pass this exam. I have a big deal to negotiate. I have to get to the soup kitchen. All this is incidental to the truth as to why you insist on joining the rest of society in your daily ritual. You want to drink or drug again.

But it’s become a lot harder, hasn’t it? Your addiction has put a milestone around your neck. You can lie to your friends, family and yourself. You can believe that your income is enough to catch on the three months of mortgage payments you owe on that million dollar home. You can believe that you still have time before they repossess your car. You can also believe that spending your last $50.00 to buy around at the bar, instead of paying your light bill, is more important until you get that text from the wife that the lights have been turned off.

“When you smoke the herb, it reveals you to yourself.” 

― Bob Marley

You will on that day look into your parent’s eyes, as you ask them for a loan, and know they don’t believe you need the money to buy food for your children.  The unconditional love they used to have for you is now replaced by disgust and shame. They know that you are using their grandchildren as hostages to obtain the ransom to support your addiction.

Maybe it is the eviction notice that you found slid under the door that wakes you up. You now have a feeling of helplessness descend over your mind as you scan through your drug soaked mind for solutions.  You look for it in the bottle or the drug, but it eludes you.  You eventually realize the financial solutions are on the other side of the bridges you have burned. You don’t have two pennies to rub together for the fare. You’re drowning in your own mess.

“They lie about marijuana. Tell you pot-smoking makes you unmotivated. Lie! When you're high, you can do everything you normally do just as well — you just realize that it's not worth the fucking effort. There is a difference.” 

― Bill Hicks

When you had your epiphany, were you sleeping in a doorway trying to stay warm when some soulless hoodlums through lighter fluid on you and lit it? Did it come as you peered through the flames and saw people unresponsive to your screams as they walked away, pretending to be oblivious to your dilemma. While you were lying in the burn unit, did those who took the Hippocratic Oath treat you as if you had an infectious disease?  

“People use drugs, legal and illegal, because their lives are intolerably painful or dull. They hate their work and find no rest in their leisure. They are estranged from their families and their neighbors. It should tell us something that in healthy societies drug use is celebrative, convivial, and occasional, whereas among us it is lonely, shameful, and addictive. We need drugs, apparently, because we have lost each other.” 

― Wendell Berry, The Art of the Commonplace: The Agrarian Essays

Did you have enough when you witnessed your toddler, who was not in a car seat, fly through the windshield upon impact with the tree? Why did you have to run out to get that extra bottle of booze? Why didn’t you let your sober friend drive from the party? Where are the screams of your teenage friends screaming, “drive faster”? Where are the screams of pains in the aftermath? You are wondering why you are not dead.

Let’s find the answer together.
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2 Believe In Yourself Again
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“Imagine a society that subjects people to conditions that make them terribly unhappy then gives them the drugs to take away their unhappiness. Science fiction It is already happening to some extent in our own society. Instead of removing the conditions that make people depressed modern society gives them antidepressant drugs. In effect antidepressants are a means of modifying an individual's internal state in such a way as to enable him to tolerate social conditions that he would otherwise find intolerable.” 

― Theodore J. Kaczynski 

You cannot remember when you took your first steps as a toddler.  This was a time when you subconsciously believed that you could do what everyone else were able to do; and that was to walk. You stepped forward without  any fear of the consequence of falling. But when you did fall, strong hands lifted you up, comforted and dried your tears, and re-instilled in you the belief that you could walk. And shortly thereafter you did walk.

What was it that made that child get up and continue to try to do what seemed to be the impossible? It was the faith that he or she had in someone stronger than they are. The child saw the outstretched arms of a loving person. This encouraged them to step forward with the belief that they could traverse the terrain. The child was motivated by the knowledge that there was love, warmth and comfort waiting in those arms. That was the first leap of faith in the
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