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Dedication
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To those still lost in the darkness,
to the ones who have fought, fallen, and risen again.
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To the souls trapped in the grip of addiction,
who feel there is no way out—
may you find the strength to take that first step.
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To those who never made it out,
whose stories ended too soon,
you are not forgotten.
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And to my family, who never gave up on me,
even when I had given up on myself—
this is for you.

02/01/2025

Dear Reader,
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This book was never something I set out to write, but sometimes the past has a way of finding us. While going through old papers, notes, and journals, I came across a collection of unfinished poems—pieces of memories, raw emotions, and moments frozen in time. Some were nearly complete, others just scattered lines, but all carried a truth I couldn’t ignore.
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I decided to finish them.
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These poems are a glimpse into my life, as well as the lives of others I have known—friends, strangers, and fellow souls lost in the grip of addiction. Some made it out. Others didn’t. Their stories, my story, are all woven into these pages.
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If you have never battled addiction yourself, I hope these words give you a deeper understanding of what it’s like to live in that world. The chaos, the desperation, the fleeting highs, and the crushing lows. If you are in the grip of addiction right now, I hope you find something in these pages—a spark of courage, a whisper of grace, a reason to take that first step toward getting clean.
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No one is too far gone. Hope is real. Recovery is possible.
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Thank you for reading.
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With gratitude,
Brett C. Persson
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​The Edge of the Bottle, the Brink of the Grave
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I drown in the silence of midnight’s despair,
Where whiskey and sorrow hang thick in the air.
The weight of the bottle, the whispering haze,
Tells me I’m nothing, just counting my days.
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The needle still calls with a voice like a friend,
Promising comfort, a means to an end.
But ghosts of my past, they rattle the door,
Begging me, pleading: Just die, or want more.
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Sober’s a mountain too jagged, too steep,
And who would I be if I woke from this sleep?
Would I face the wreckage, the bridges all burned?
Would I hate the man in the mirror returned?
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But death, it is waiting, so easy, so near—
No shame, no struggle, no tremors, no fear.
A breath and it’s over, the pain fades to black,
No cravings, no longing, no turning back.
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Yet something still lingers, a flicker, a spark,
A whisper of hope in the grip of the dark.
What if there’s more past the sickness, the fight?
What if I crawl from this pit into light?
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The bottle still calls, the grave sings its tune,
But maybe, just maybe, I’ll live past the ruin.
For death is forever, and maybe, just maybe,
Tomorrow holds something this nightmare can't take me.
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​First Sip at Twelve
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The house slept heavy, shadows long,
A quiet night, but something wrong.
A whisper deep inside my head—
Go on, just one. No harm, no dread.
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The cabinet stood, a secret shrine,
Behind its doors, a golden shine.
Bottles lined like whispered sins,
Each one daring me to begin.
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My hands were small, but shook with thrill,
A reckless heart, a stolen will.
The cap unscrewed, the glass was poured,
A burning world I’d not explored.
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First sip—too sharp, it seared my tongue,
A bitter bite, too old, too young.
Yet in that fire, something new—
A warmth, a buzz, a lighter view.
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Laughter followed, soft and low,
A quiet joke only I’d know.
A secret safe within my chest,
A voice that swore, this feels like rest.

––––––––
[image: ]


I never guessed how deep I’d sink,
How chains are built from just one drink.
But that night I learned, as most fools do,
That fire is warm—until it burns through.
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​Nights in Crisp Park
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The streetlights hummed in the Florida heat,
Casting gold on the pavement beneath our feet.
A bottle passed between shaking hands,
Cheap and bitter, but we made our stand.

––––––––
[image: ]


Crisp Park whispered in the dead of night,
A sanctuary bathed in half-lit light.
We laughed too loud, slurred our names,
Dared the world to call us tame.
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The bay lay still, dark and wide,
A mirror for the ghosts inside.
Salt air mixed with whiskey’s bite,
The stars blinked slow, too drunk for flight.
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And there was Floyd, old and thin,
Wrapped in rags, soaked in gin.
He’d mutter stories, wild and bold,
Of lives he lived before he was old.
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We listened, laughed, poured him some,
He grinned, said, "Boys, don’t be dumb."
But wisdom’s wasted on the young,
And we were gods with burning lungs.
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Hours melted, time slipped past,
We chased the night, we drank too fast.
But in that park, we swore we’d stay,
Drunk on youth, too far away—
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From knowing then what now is clear,
That those nights fade, but ghosts stay near.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Our Goodnight Saigon
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We weren’t students, just ghosts on the sand,
Two kids too young with drinks in hand.
Eckerd’s lights flickered soft in the breeze,
The night was warm, the world at ease.

––––––––
[image: ]


Chris poured beer into a plastic cup,
Laughed as the college kids filled them up.
We weren’t their kind, but no one cared,
We drank like we belonged right there.
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The bay stretched dark, waves whispered low,
The stars above put on their show.
We swayed to the rhythm of slurred delight,
No past, no future, just this night.
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And when the bottles ran dry at last,
We staggered away, so drunk, night vast, 
How fleeting youth, how quick it fades,
How soon the light betrays the shade.
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Arm in arm, our voices bold,
We sang of battles fought and told.
"And we would all go down together,"
Echoed through the humid weather.

––––––––
[image: ]


Chris laughed hard, I tripped, we swayed,
The car stood waiting, our minds frayed.
No war to fight, no enemy to meet,
Two lost youths, just roaming the street.

––––––––
[image: ]


But time is cruel and nights grow thin,
And echoes fade where they begin.
We sang Goodnight Saigon on our way out,
Our youth trailing behind without a doubt.
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​Bathed in Gotham’s Glow
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The night buzzed electric, colors alive,
Neon streets seemed to twist and thrive.
Michael Keaton donned the cape,
My mind on a trip, illusion escape.
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The theater swelled, dark and wide,
A portal yawning deep inside.
Lights went dim, the speakers roared,
Gotham rose, the madness soared.
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Joker laughed, and so did I,
His painted grin stretched across the sky.
Smoke curled from the silver screen,
Every shadow pulsed between.
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Batman swooped, cape like night,
A god of vengeance, sharp and bright.
His cowl, his glare, his silent breath—
I swore I stood an inch from death.
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Gotham spun in shades unknown,
Buildings melted, faces shone.
The Batmobile streaked like fire,
My pulse raced—higher, higher.
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Somewhere deep inside the haze,
I lost the line between the plays.
Reality flickered, danced, then bent—
Was I here, or just my mind spent?
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And when the credits rolled at last,
I staggered out, the moment passed.
The city hummed, the streets still glowed—
But Gotham stayed, and I still rode.
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​High at the Altar, Bound by Love


[image: ]


Nineteen years old, heart in a race,
Dressed in white, she shined with grace.
Hands clenched tight, vows to be sworn,
A ring, a promise, a life reborn.
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Cocaine burned behind my eyes,
Numb and wired, lost in the highs.
Fear like thunder, loud and real,
A child, a wife, too much to feel.
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The preacher spoke, the words blurred fast,
The future loomed, the past a blast.
Was I a man, or just a child,
I looked at her, just smiled.
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Kim’s eyes locked, steady, bright,
A beacon cutting through the night.
Her voice was calm, her love was true,
She held me up, she never knew.
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A breath, a pause, a whispered "Yes,"
A trembling hand, a soft caress.
Through fear and doubt, through wasted days,
She stayed, she loved, she led the way.
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Now years have passed, and love still stays,
Through broken nights and brighter days.
The boy who feared, the man who grew,
Found strength in love, found life in you.
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​One Bullet, One Breath
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The bottle was low, the day stood still,
Whiskey burned hot, but I drank my fill.
The walls closed in, oh so tight, 
A storm of silence, no more fight.
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A loaded gun, cold in my hand,
A deadly game, a line in the sand.
One spin, one click, a hollow prayer,
Breath held tight in the desert air.
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The barrel kissed my trembling skin,
A dare, a dance, a fight within.
Would fate be kind, or call my bluff?
Darkness grew, life felt so rough.
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‘Click’
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The sound was sharp, a ghostly voice,
A whisper questioning my crazy choice.
I poured another, let it drown,
The weight of all that pulled me down.
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I dropped the gun, I hit the floor,
A drunken wreck, a man no more.
And Kim, her love, her steady grace,
Would never see this hollow place.
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The night still held me, thick and black,
But something told me—don’t look back.
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