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			This book is dedicated to all those who suffer and struggle with the disease of addiction and codependency.

			May you find peace and healing.

		

		
			Disclaimer:

			This story is written from the perspective of Karen Hardy and Bryan Massey. The events are true, and some names have been changed due to privacy considerations.

		

		
			Thank you to all those who have supported me through the writing of this book. Also, to those who listened to me endlessly struggle to figure out how to live knowing my son may die.

			Stephen, I am beyond grateful for your endless presence and unwavering support. Words are not enough. 
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			I Am Your Disease

			—Anonymous

		

		
			I hate meetings. I hate Higher Powers. I hate anyone who has a program. To all who come in contact with me – I wish you death and I wish you suffering.

			Allow me to introduce myself:  I am the disease of ADDICTION – cunning, baffling, and powerful, that’s me. I have killed millions and I am pleased. I love to catch you by surprise. I love pretending I am your friend and lover. I have given you comfort, have I not?

			Wasn’t I there when you were lonely?   When you wanted to die?   Didn’t you call me? I was there. I love to make you cry. Better yet, I love when I make you so numb you can neither hurt nor cry. You cannot feel anything at all. This is true glory. I will give you instant gratification and all I ask of you is long-term suffering. I have always been there for you. When things were going right in your life, you invited me. You said you didn’t deserve these good things, and I was the only one who would agree with you. Together we were able to destroy all things good in your life. 

			I am such a hated disease, and yet, I do not come uninvited. You choose to have me. So many have chosen me over power and peace. 

			More than you hate me, I hate all of you who have a 12-step program. Your programs, your meetings, your Higher Power – all weaken me, and I cannot function in the manner to which I am accustomed. Now, I must lie here quietly. You don’t see me, but I am growing bigger than ever. I am here…and until we meet again, if we meet again, I wish you death and suffering. 

		

	
		
			Introduction

		

		
			I started to write this book as a therapeutic tool, a way to “remember” the insane details of the life we were leading. Friends and family didn’t understand when one day I would tell them Bryan was doing well, in treatment, and the next time I spoke with them he had relapsed and was doing badly again. The response was so often, “What? But I thought he was doing so good?!” I would say, “Yeah, well, that was a week ago” …and in my head, I would say, “You have no idea.” How could they? So, I decided to chronicle the day to day-to-day life we all were living. I wanted both our experiences to be shared – side by side. I am not a writer as a profession, but I wanted this part of our story told. This book was initially self-published and a lot has evolved since that time.

			You may have heard (or not) that addiction is a family disease. That means we all get sick. In our case, the family disease started with a generation before me and very possibly beyond. My father and Bryan’s paternal grandfather both drank alcohol that greatly affected family members. So, my family of origin and Bryan’s father’s family of origin had a lot of dysfunction in it, and we brought that dysfunction into our children’s lives. I won’t go into too much of that history, but here is some context for Bryan’s and my life leading up to the writing of this book.

			On July 4, 2009, my youngest child, Bryan, then 18, was living with me. His father had moved to New York State from Massachusetts where we lived. Bryan did not want to leave Massachusetts at that time, so he stayed with us. My husband, Stephen, and I were involved in volunteer work, and on this day, we were at a craft fair raising funds for our non-profit organization. Sometime in the afternoon, I received a call from Bryan telling me that he was in Boston and was going to spend the night there with friends to watch the fireworks. I was mad because he didn’t ask, but rather he told me, and it felt risky and unsafe. He had not done anything like this before, and it bothered me. Bryan hadn’t lived with me in many years; he had lived with his father. So, I was learning about what it had been like at his father’s house. 

			In the middle of the night, I received a call that he was in the hospital because he had broken an ankle and would probably be there overnight. He was drunk, had gotten belligerent with an officer and almost got arrested. I went back to sleep. People said how strong I was to go back to sleep. I tried to believe it was strength, but never felt that was what it was. I was tired, and I remember thinking, There’s nothing I can do anyway, and I know he’s safe. At that time, I had no way of knowing how many nights I would go to sleep with that thought. I also had no way of knowing how many nights I would go to sleep with the thought, Will I get a call from a hospital? Police? Morgue? There came a time I did not even leave the ringer on at night. It feels a little selfish now, as I write this, that I was choosing my sleep over possibly knowing about the wellbeing of my son, but I had to be able to function at work.

			When he came home from Boston, I told him he could not stay at our house if he was going to be engaging in this kind of behavior and disrespect. 

			Around this time, he had his wisdom teeth removed. I recall his reaction to the Percocet that he had been prescribed; he was goofy, silly, and kind of fun to be around. Looking back, though, I remember having pangs of irritation. The silliness didn’t last for just a few minutes. The silliness endured for as long as the medication was present. I had the vague realization that his behavior was due to his reaction to the drugs, and I felt we might be encouraging him by laughing, and that wasn’t good. I used the word vague because that is how I have experienced various levels of denial. It’s like a small voice somewhere inside, or a fleeting thought or just a sense that something isn’t quite right. Like when I had the niggle that he was smoking pot and I could kind of tell by his eyes, but then my brain said, “No, I don’t think that’s going on.” Denial is a big word, and anyone who has been affected by this disease has probably experienced it, this includes the person using substances. I once heard the definition of denial perfectly stated as, “It’s our way of protecting ourselves from a thought, experience, or information that we are not ready or able to face because it would be too overwhelming or painful.” A defense. A protective factor for our senses, our heart. At the same time, denial protects us; it also enables other consequences and negative actions to occur. 

			For Christmas 2011, we all traveled to Mississippi for the holiday; we went on Christmas Day, and it was there that he said he experienced his first actual withdrawal. I remember him telling me that he thought he had the flu, that he felt sick. I bought him some over the counter medications to address those symptoms, but it wasn’t until several years later that we both realized that that’s what was happening. 

			Life went on. Bryan had moved to his dad’s in New York in the spring of 2012. Bryan called me and said that he needed help, he was having a hard time with drugs, and was looking forward to going to Florida for treatment. When I asked why Florida, he said, “Because that’s what came up when I started searching.”

			He went to treatment in Florida, did well, and I went down to have a family session. I remember telling my then-supervisor that he had gone off to treatment, and I was so happy and thought he would just get ‘fixed up,’ come back, and we would all move on. He scoffed a little, not in a mean way, but in a knowing way that I did not, that it would likely not be that simple. It was not the end, as we had hoped. Bryan has said that he had had similar thoughts about how the future would go after going to that treatment center, and he did not expect that it would be as hard to change as it has been.

			His father moved to Florida, from New York, in 2014. It was a pretty spontaneous move for him; Bryan had lived with his father since about the age of 12. Bryan ended up moving to Florida with his father, and for the next three years, continued to struggle with his addiction as it progressed. In April 2016, he went to jail. There is a saying in 12 step programs about what would happen if one continues to use alcohol and drugs: “jails, institutions, or death.” If you continue to use drugs, those are the options available. I felt like he had been in institutions, now going to jail, and there was only one option left. Life became increasingly difficult for us all. It was when he got out of jail that I decided to write this book. I had kept notes of all the various treatment programs he had been in and names of counselors, case managers, and house managers. It was overwhelming, and I don’t know if I could even name all the places he has been to. He said he has been to 40+ treatment centers throughout south Florida and California. I went down several times over the three years he was there, and each time felt it could be the last time I saw him. 

			In April 2016, he went to jail. I felt like I had reached my limit of managing stress. I had been attending counseling regularly, was on Facebook support groups for moms and family members of those with addictions and tried to connect with some of them in person for added support. Stephen and I did our very best to carry on our lives with some normalcy, but in hindsight, it was still kind of foggy. I think my brain was always on Bryan, sometimes a little, sometimes a lot. He got out of jail July 30, and I decided to start keeping track of my thoughts and his and my daily functioning as best I could. I had the idea for this book to chronicle our lives for a year, not knowing what the year would bring, but I would do it no matter what. 

			It feels important to note that I studied psychology in school, worked at a prison and earned an addiction certification, and worked at a treatment program for addictions. Because of my background, it felt especially hard to accept that all of my education and experience did nothing to prevent or event detect this in my home and family. As I reflect, it seems obvious in hindsight, and I “should have known.”

			The format of this book is written to record what was happening for me on this side of our situation and what I know of that happened for him on his side. I told him I was writing this and asked if he would be interested in sharing his thoughts: he said yes. Neither of us knew how the upcoming year would go, and the input from his side was mostly based on communications I had with him and from him via Facebook, phone, or text. The left side of the page is my input; the right side is his. My hope is that people get a little sense of the insanity and struggle that occurs for all those involved with addiction. I do not believe that ours is the ‘worst’ of situations that are out there; the nightmare situations that families around the world suffer with addiction is beyond comprehension. The experiences we have been through were beyond our comprehension at the time. We continue to work toward recovery for our family; it is a daily effort. I pray this helps open some eyes and hearts to the great need for recovery efforts for individuals and their families.

		

	
		
			Letters to Bryan

		

		
			April 23, 2016

			Dear Bryan,

			I don’t know if this is “the bottom,” but the events of the last 24 hours seem to be an especially big deal and a possible bottom. 

			I am on vacation, with Stephen, the first real vacation we have taken in many years. Last night, our second night here, I fell asleep thinking about you falling asleep in a cell. I fell asleep thinking about the day you were running away from the police when they were doing a wellness check a couple weeks ago. The sound of your voice stuck in my head. There was a fear and desperation in your voice that hit me in a visceral way. It made me feel sick and so incredibly helpless. You are my son, and I’ve been raised to believe that my job is to protect and keep you safe…and I feel like I have not done my job. On those phone calls, I think you wanted me to do something for you though we both knew there wasn’t anything I could possibly do.

			Stephen and I walked from the hotel over to the local pizza shop for dinner, and when we came back, there was a police car in front of the hotel. There were only two other cars besides ours, and my brain was racing through why they might have been there…a notification maybe? Did something happen to you? I wondered how they would know where I was and why your dad didn’t call me…how could something have happened in prison in one day? The police officer was at the desk, I don’t really know why…but nothing was said to me!  Then I felt crazy for thinking it had anything to do with you. According to your dad, you were calling him and Becky from the holding cell all night…did you really ask her not to go to detox?!  Did you guys really get high at the hotel?  Why would you ask her to not go to detox?!  Sometimes I feel like you just tell me whatever you want, because you think it’s what I want to hear. I’m tired…tired of trying to figure out “the truth” – it’s like a moving target.

			April 24, 2016

			Dear Bryan,

			I didn’t tell you…we stopped at the Rite Aid the first night we got here because I forgot something. I was waiting in line looking around the store, and there was a Western Union Sticker in the window. I cringed and had a sad, sinking feeling. I now relate/equate that to your desperate times. And I also learned yesterday that you stole from your dad’s credit card. Stephen reminded me that you had tried to get me to order you a pizza using my card – were you going to steal from me too!? I am moving into an anger phase; maybe this is just somewhere to put the fear and energy that feels more productive in some weird way.

			We are checking out of the hotel today – back to work tomorrow. Stephen just went to take a shower…I cried and realized I didn’t want to cry in front of him today. I cannot stand to see the helpless, pained look on his face. He wants to help me, but he can’t; I want to help you, but I can’t. See how that goes?  It trickles down and around and everyone is touched. I am soon going to let our family secret out…after all the sadness about Prince, I want to remind people that there are so many non-famous people struggling and dying every day!!!  I think my life may be changing direction again soon. Another day, thinking about how you are – your dad said you guys used after you got out of detox – so you may be a little sick in jail right now. Oh well…consequences. 

			I pray and pray for you to be able to have some clarity in your head, that we can all live a wonderful life. I love you so and want all good things for you.

			April 25, 2016

			Dear Bryan,

			Well, we have entered the “jail thing.” It seems surreal…I was so happy to hear your voice, so happy…and then I felt like some of the old chaos started…especially the part of you asking me to get a message to someone else’s mom. I totally feel for all of us moms – as well as all of our children – but there is a whole lot of self-centeredness and manipulation that comes with addiction and maturing…I did look for that mom and couldn’t find her. I’m kinda pissed, actually, that I spent money on a phone call with you, for you to try to help someone else in prison!  I am all for helping others – but I can tell you from firsthand experience that unless I help me first, I cannot adequately help anyone.

			I am going to court this morning with one of my clients and his family. It is a very sad situation and non-addiction related, but I feel some irony about this. 

			I will try to write more later; somehow, I feel like this is helping me a little bit right now. Thank God because I need all the help I can get!

			April 27, 2016

			Dear Bryan,

			Today you go to court – closed circuit from jail. I have had to work really hard to maintain my focus on work. I almost started crying yesterday during a session; I am training with a supervisor, and I felt like he kept telling me I wasn’t doing it right…he kept correcting me. I so want to not get sucked into the abyss of sadness that threatens to overwhelm me, always. I continue to push forward and try to maintain my balance in all the areas of my life. I did hear from Becky today – she said your dad is taking her to rehab today – I continue to pray and ask others to pray for you both…and we are, and they are. I have to work today but I am anxious to hear the outcome of your hearing. I did not set up an account, so hope it’s not that hard…I may just ask your dad to keep me posted. I love you so much…I am so worried that you will have a difficult time staying focused on your own recovery if you don’t stay in jail – I know you are so worried about Becky, but by staying focused on her, you take the focus off yourself. 

			Prayers continue…

			May 24, 2016

			Dear Bryan,

			I feel like I am getting my life back – I am working hard in therapy, continuing to attend Naranon, am active on a site for moms of addicts, and plan to attend SMART recovery meetings. I have run two 5K’s since breaking my ankle in March, and today I rode a 47 minute ten-mile bike ride that felt great!  I write you as often as I can and look forward to talking to you Friday…I pray all the time that you can find the strength to face your fears and pain and get to the point where you realize there is so much more this life and work has to offer. I want to be the best role model for you that I can be…I even have hopes and plans to do some fundraising for addiction in a bike ride way!  

			I love you so much and will continue to fight this fight!

		

	
		
			Who’s Who

		

		
			Stephen – Bryan’s Stepdad, my husband

			Heather – Bryan’s sister, my daughter

			Jeff – Heather’s husband

			Alec – Stephen’s son

			Beth – Stephen’s daughter

			Bill – Bryan’s father

			Becky – Bryan’s ex-girlfriend 

			Catherine – An advocate in Florida who helps families who are dealing with addiction

			Sarah – Bryan’s half-sister, Bill’s daughter

			Hannah – Bryan’s niece, Sarah’s daughter

			Sharon – the woman who called 911 the day he overdosed and nearly died

			Doug – good friend of Bryan’s from rehab

			Eric – a kid from high school who Bryan played sports with

			Brendan – Bryan’s roommate in New York

			Sam – Owner of a treatment center

			Lenny – Clinical Director at a treatment facility in Florida.

		

	
		
			July 2016

		

		
			Saturday July 30, 2016 – a.m.

			A.M. Text:

			I’m outttttttt!!! I’m going to call shortly.”

			Yay!!!! He is out of jail…it has been a long few months, but the anticipation and anxiety do not end. He is now out, and the fear is creeping back…what if, what if…

			How will he do?

			What will happen now?  

			I am a bit hopeful; he has sounded good these past months, clear and focused and saying all “the right things.” 

			Is it talk? Is it true? 

			Will he be able to do what he says?

			Evening:

			I hope you are enjoying the day. 

			He sounded good every time that I talked to him through the day; making plans for his next steps, sounds committed. 

			I hope……

			Sunday July 31, 2016

			He got high sometime – got his car, went out with his girlfriend, used heroin.

			“I think I need to go somewhere for like two weeks.” 

			What??!! It has been a matter of hours!!

			I told him that there are two people who I know in Florida who know about resources there; someone would be in touch with him.

			“Awesome. I love you so much mother. 
I really think I might do inpatient.”

			I couldn’t believe how quickly he got high; for three months he sounded good, healthy, and adamant that he was going to change and have a different life when he left jail. 

			Within hours, hopes were dashed.

			“Keep me posted”

			“I will, I am at the doctor’s now. I’m in a bad mood. 
I’ll call you after and let you know what’s going on.”

			I felt like his willingness to go to treatment, and considering inpatient, was a positive step. Hope returned a bit. 

			“I love you.”

			4:00 p.m. text – “Any update from the doctor?” 

			NO ANSWER

			9:53 p.m. text – “Going to sleep, rest well.”

			NO ANSWER

			What is going on?! 

			…nothing

		

	
		
			August 2016

		

		
			Monday August 1, 2016

			1:22 p.m. text – “I am with you…I love you more than I can say”

			“I love you too – I’m with Catherine now looking at places…it’s hard, I don’t want to be locked in again.”

			“Try to stay open minded”

			“Yeah, I know. I love you Mom, I’m going somewhere.” 

			No return calls after attempts. I texted, “confused, you won’t talk to me?!”

			“I will, I fell asleep. I’m sorry. I’ll call you around 5. I feel so embarrassed and depressed.”

			Those words hurt…I feel his pain.

			“I understand…you can still make good choices today – regardless of yesterday”

			I sent repeated texts to find out more…no answers. I went to Naranon. He said he was at a facility but wouldn’t say where. No calls.

			“Ok, I’ll call soon – I think I’m going to the treatment center Catherine mentioned.” (A supposedly reputable facility)

			I found out later that he ended up going to an IOP, Intensive Outpatient Program, that was not reputable according to people I have met in Florida.

			Tuesday August 2, 2016

			7:10 p.m.

			He sent a picture of himself with a cat. This is the first photo I have seen of him since February, except his jail arrest photo.

			8:55 p.m.

			“Any updates?”

			Nothing all day until 9:11 p.m.

			“No, I’m going to sleep. I’m going in tomorrow for sure cuz I don’t like this area.”

			“Let me know in the

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	