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“As a human, whether as a brother, sister, husband, or wife, you need to be aware of the stories you don't want to hear. The stories are of joy, pain, sadness, and struggle. They may be hard to hear. But by listening and showing empathy, you can support and comfort those sharing them. By telling stories, we can connect with others and understand their feelings. So, even if it's hard to hear, be willing to listen and be there for those who need to share their stories.”

disgruntled, recovering addict

So from the very beginning of the Bible (Genesis 4:1-13) to the very end, God's message has not changed. We are to be our brother's keeper

Dedication-

This book is dedicated to: all of the faces and identities that have been obscured by the trance of addiction for decades or even a lifetime. A shared thread of hopelessness and adversity permeates each of them. The author expresses gratitude to those who have faced the challenges of substance abuse and the battlefield of recovery, acknowledging their strength and resilience. They emphasize that they are not alone in this journey and that there is help and support available. The author also expresses gratitude to their families and loved ones who stand by them with unwavering support, providing a sense of belonging and security. The author also expresses gratitude to friends who have remained close to them, even when they have taken a step back. They appreciate the support and understanding they receive from friends, even when they are physically distant. The author also thanks the dedicated counselors, therapists, military leaders, and recovery professionals who work tirelessly to help those struggling with mental health and addiction issues. The author acknowledges the heartbreaking reality of losing loved ones too soon to addiction, but their stories serve as a reminder of the devastating effects of substance abuse and the urgent need to seek help and find hope. They urge the reader to honor their memories by advocating for better resources for treatment, promoting awareness of addiction as a public health crisis, and offering support and compassion to those still fighting their battle with addiction.

Never forget that you are not alone on this journey. You deserve love, support, and a future brimming with possibilities.

―kiney
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There was a time in my life when I was losing every battle that mattered.

What started as frustration in my role as a father and conflict in my marriage turned into something far more destructive. I made the choice to try crack cocaine, and from that moment, my life began to spiral. What I thought I could control soon controlled me. I hid my addiction from my family for as long as I could, but addiction has a way of exposing everything in time.

When my brothers stepped in, they took me to a recovery facility in Louisiana. Even then, I was not ready. I went through the motions, but I had not yet made up my mind to change. Real recovery requires honesty, discipline, and surrender, and at that point in my life, I was not prepared for any of the three.

The years that followed were marked by instability. I tried to work. I tried to appear functional. I tried to convince myself that I could manage what was already managing me. Eventually, I moved to Texas to live with my mother, hoping a new environment would give me a fresh start. But no place can heal a man who refuses to face himself. My mother gave me love, support, and shelter, but even that was not enough to save me from the war I was fighting within.

Everything began to change in 2008, when I enlisted in the military.

The Army gave me something my life had been missing for a long time: structure. It gave me standards, accountability, and a clear sense of purpose. In the middle of the second surge in Iraq, I found myself under the kind of pressure that strips away illusion. In that environment, excuses lost their power. I had to make a decision. I could keep destroying myself, or I could begin the hard work of rebuilding.

The military did not fix me overnight, but it gave me the discipline to start fighting for my life in a different way.

One of the most important tools in that fight was writing.

Journaling and poetry became more than assignments or passing exercises. They became a form of therapy. Writing forced me to slow down, reflect, and confront truths I had buried for years. As I wrote, memories from my childhood began to return with a clarity that caught me off guard. Some of them were painful. Some were confusing. Many had been buried so deeply that I had almost convinced myself they no longer existed.

But they were still there.

With every page, I found myself digging deeper into the life I had lived before addiction, before the military, before I had words for the pain I carried. What started as a simple effort to tell my story became something much greater. I began to understand that the version of my life I had shared with others was only part of the truth. The real story began much earlier, in the hidden wounds, silent struggles, and dark places I had carried for most of my life.

So I started where I had to start: with my childhood.

Page by page, memory by memory, I walked back through years I had spent trying to forget. It was not easy. Some moments felt like reopening wounds I had worked hard to cover. But with each truth I faced, the burden grew lighter. By the time I reached the edge of my youth in those pages, I could see something I had not fully seen before: I had survived. More than that, I had grown stronger than I ever realized.

For the first time in a long time, I could see clearly.

I came to understand that healing is not just about remembering the past. It is about facing it honestly, learning from it, and refusing to let it define your future. Faith helped me hold on during that process. Even when I did not fully understand what God was doing in my life, I could see that I had not been abandoned. There was purpose in my survival, even in my suffering.

Still, I also learned that strength does not mean carrying every burden alone. Reflection can open the door to healing, but some wounds require help. Counselors, mentors, and trusted guides can help us process the pain we were never meant to bear by ourselves. For a long time, I struggled with that truth.

Much of what I learned in military leadership training taught me self-reliance, discipline, and endurance. Those lessons made me a stronger soldier, but they also made it difficult for me to accept help in my personal life. I believed strength meant pushing through alone. Over time, I learned that real strength also means knowing when to reach for support.

This story is about addiction, recovery, service, memory, and grace. It is about the battles I fought, the ones I lost, and the ones I finally learned how to win.

Most of all, it is about how I found my way back.
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Understanding Addiction: A Reflection on My Journey

In 1976, I was a sophomore in high school, standing at the edge of boyhood and manhood, thinking my life was just beginning. From the outside, I looked like any other teenager trying to find his place in the world. But inside, something had already been broken.

There are some moments in life that divide everything into before and after. For me, that moment came in silence, fear, and confusion. What happened to me that year left a wound I did not have the words to describe. I carried it alone because I did not know what else to do. Back then, boys were not taught how to speak about pain. We were taught to hide it, bury it, and keep moving.

So that is what I tried to do.

I went through the motions of being young, but I was no longer innocent. Shame settled into me early. Guilt followed close behind, even though the wrong done to me was not mine to carry. I did not understand that then. All I knew was that I wanted to disappear. I wanted no one to see how deeply I was hurting. I wanted distance from the memory, from the confusion, and from myself.

By 1979, I believed the Army might save me.

I told myself that military life would give me what my life had lost—order, discipline, focus, and purpose. In many ways, it did. The Army taught me how to endure. It taught me how to perform under pressure, how to obey, how to lead, and how to survive. But it did not erase what had happened to me. Trauma does not fall away just because a man puts on a uniform. It may go quiet for a while, but it waits.

For years, I stayed busy enough to avoid listening to myself. Duty became a shield. Responsibility became a hiding place. If I kept moving, I did not have to sit still with the pain. If I stayed focused on the mission, I did not have to confront the war going on inside me.

But buried pain does not stay buried forever.

After I left the Army, the structure that had held me together began to slip away. Without the routine and demands of military life, the memories I had outrun started catching up to me. The silence became louder. Old wounds reopened. The emotional weight I had carried for years began pressing down in ways I could no longer ignore.

That was when I turned to crack cocaine.

At first, it felt like relief. Not peace—just relief. For a short time, it numbed the noise in my head and dulled the pain I had spent years trying not to feel. But addiction is a liar. What it offers in one moment, it steals back with interest. The escape never lasted. The crash always came. And each time it did, I found myself deeper in shame, deeper in isolation, and further away from the man I knew I was supposed to be.

Addiction did not begin with the drug. The drug was only the symptom. The real roots ran much deeper—into trauma, silence, fear, and years of unresolved pain.

My relationships suffered. My judgment suffered. My sense of identity suffered. The people who loved me could see I was slipping, even when I tried to hide it. I told lies. I made excuses. I avoided the truth because I did not know how to face it. The more I refused to deal with the pain underneath, the more control addiction gained over my life.

There came a point when I could no longer pretend I had things under control. My life had become unstable, and the cracks were showing everywhere. The damage was no longer private. It was affecting the people around me, especially those who cared about me most.

In 2008, I made the decision to return to military service.

Some people might see that as an unusual move, but for me it made sense. I needed structure again. I needed discipline. I needed to be part of something bigger than the chaos I had created in my personal life. Returning to the military did not magically heal me, but it did place me back in an environment where accountability mattered and excuses carried less weight.

During that chapter of service, I found myself in conditions that tested me mentally, emotionally, and spiritually. Military life has a way of exposing
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