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Bog! s

One man'’s life spent using Cocaine in toilets Inside

Who’d have thought they’d
become an addict? Not me
for sure. How did I end up
being stuck in some toilet for
hours on end sticking Coke
up my nose? I was born into
a decent working class
family with good values and
what we lacked in material
things we more than made
up for with love and
support. My early childhood
was pretty straightforward. I
was a happy kid and I
thrived, although right from
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How addiction kept one man hiding
in toilets for 20 years

Dog!
A dog’s eye view of an addict’s
recovery
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Sat In A Bar:

Two poems covering different angles
of addiction and recovery y

Plus

Wordsearch, Wit and Wisdom from the
rooms of Cocaine Anonymous

the start I was prone to having
temper tantrums for no reason. I
was that screaming kid in
Tesco’s throwing himself to the
floor, much to his mum'’s
embarrassment. “What’s wrong
with you?” she’d ask. But to be
honest, I really didn’t know. I
just felt uncomfortable, restless,
irritable and angry. Little did I
know these were the symptoms This was in the 1960’s when things were
of addiction. handled differently. My dad was told to
leave and not come back — that a clean

My parents split up when I was
seven and I was devastated. Continued on Page 2
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break was best for everyone. And
so one day he disappeared and we
never saw him again. It was as if he
had died, but we didn’t get to see
the body. It was very unusual for
families to split-up in those days
(we were labeled as coming from a
“pbroken home”) and the stigma left
us with feelings of guilt and shame.
My dad became a taboo subject
and was never discussed. I felt
really bad when my teacher used to
ask about my Dad, so I would lie
about him in order to make myself
feel better. I liked how these lies
made me feel and soon I was living
in my own little fantasy world of
lies, where everything was OK. I
didn’t get all choked up with anger
any more, so I didn’t need to throw
those tantrums. Lies had become
my first mind-altering addiction.

At the age of fourteen I discovered
booze, but unlike my mates, who’d
have a few beers and a laugh, I was
the one who drank until I couldn’t
stand up, ran out of money or
blacked out. Not long afterwards I
started smoking weed, which I
took to like a duck takes to water,
and I was a daily smoker for the
next thirty odd years. I loved
taking Acid, Mushrooms, and
Ecstasy. I preferred mind-blowing
drugs to Barbiturates, I hated
Speed and so wasn’t interested in
Cocaine until I was well into my

30’s. By this time I had a job
with an expense account and a
boss who expected me to wine
and dine my contacts. Cocaine
soon became part of the mix
and I drank and used at work
for nearly 20 years. I remember
getting so drunk one lunch-time
that I fell asleep on a park
bench, all suited and booted. I
woke up surrounded by street
drinkers, and thought “Ugh!
Alkies!” not realising that I
suffered from the same illness
that they suffer from — the
illness of addiction. Our
circumstances may have been
different, but under the nice suit
or the shabby clothes, we were
exactly the same.

My drinking and drug taking
went from being a social thing
to me becoming very isolated. I
didn’t do things by halves and 1
soon became a real shoveller.
I’m not the type who can take
some Coke and enjoy the
experience. I would take a line
and start obsessing about when
I could take the next one. I
would instantly lose interest in
the occasion, while the people
around me became an irritating
obstacle standing between me
and the next line. So I ended up
using on my own, usually in the
khazi at work. How glamorous.

I didn’t really question my
drinking and using — all of
my mates pretty much drank
and used as I did, until one
day after work the penny
really dropped. I’d been
working late with some
colleagues, and someone said
“Anyone fancy a pint
afterwards?” “Does the Pope
wear a dress?” I thought. So
we went to the pub, but
everyone else went home
after just one drink. I
couldn’t understand it. Why
weren’t they staying until
closing time? Before crawling
home at two in the morning?
With a kebab stain down
their shirts? On a Tuesday?
And that got me thinking,
“Perhaps I am a bit
different?”

By this time my drug taking
was out of control and had
hit a really monotonous
pattern. I was so powerless
I’d get into work at 9.00,
swearing [ wasn’t going to
use that day, but by 11.45 1
was hitting last number
redial to my dealer while
hoping he wouldn’t answer
his phone. He always
answered, at 12.00. I'd order
my gear and tell myself I

Continued on Page 5
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Dog!

So, | am a dog, white, and 22 inches from my
toe to the top of my head when sat down. |
know this because | got measured for a school
project two owners ago.

About 7:30 every morning | go and see Big
Dog, who will be upstairs in bed with a morning
tea, doing what he calls his ‘routines’. | know
about these as when | am there he takes the
time to explain what he does and why — he is
very kind like that - and I've seen him do it with
other Big Dogs, but sitting in chairs though, not
in his bed.

The routines always start with a list of things he
is grateful for. Number 1 is ‘The one who
provides all the bones’, who apparently helps
him through the day, and whom he often
mentions when he talks to me. He calls him

‘Boney’ for short (“What do you reckon, I'm
not sure so | think we need to talk to Boney
about that one, what do you think?”). Then
comes being happy and free, which is okay
for him, but strictly speaking | am on a lead
sometimes so | am not totally free.
Although, | am happy and when I'm happy |
feel free to be me, which is maybe just the
same. Also, me not being on a lead is a
nightmare. I've tried it and | just get over
excited and then it all goes a bit wrong.
Then comes being willing to help the next
lost dog we meet, which | was a bit jealous
of at first, but apparently this is a good way
to make friends and if | was lost | would
want someone to help me. Although | have

Continued on Page 4
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to say | am not generally one for all that
sniffing of other dogs you have to do when
making friends. And he never seems to
make the effort to sniff other Big Dogs he
meets for the first time, but who knows,
perhaps he does when I'm not there. Then
comes his family, friends, the roof over our
heads, the birds singing etc. etc. and at the
end always the same joke ‘and of
course....you’, and then he rubs my ears.
Big dogs have such weird habits. Show them
a dog and compulsively they will pat it on its
head. When out walking, bring them back a
stick and compulsively they will throw it
away. Big Dogs can build aeroplanes but
they haven’t worked out yet that sticks aren’t
dangerous. Still, we are all different.

Next comes reading ‘Just for Today’. We've
been through this in a lot of detail, which if |
am honest, is quite a challenge for a dog, as
there is a lot to do and remember in there.
But we discussed it, and in the end Big Dog
suggested that if | concentrate on ‘Dressing
becomingly’ and ‘Being agreeable’, that that
would be enough for me — which | am more
than happy with.

Then Big Dog wishes that during the day he
doesn’t hurt anybody and nobody hurts him.
He has explained to me that if he is
dishonest, selfish, fearful or resentful that he
will end up hurting people without thinking
about it, and the likelihood is that they will
hurt him back and he’ll get angry - which isn'’t
good. So he tries not to get like that and
avoids people who are. If he does this he
says he is in his ‘place of neutrality’ where
he knows he is safest. | always think about
cats when he goes through this bit, they are
dishonest, selfish, always scared and always
angry, and just look at how they behave, no
wonder no-one likes them.

Last is Big Dog’s Big Book, which he
reads every morning to remind himself
what happens if he doesn’t concentrate
properly. I've read bits of this and it
seems to be a book of suggestions with
stories about people who don't follow
them, except at the end of each of their
stories. It's a different way to tell a story, |
don’t think it would be everyone’s cup of
tea, and if | am honest, | know Big Dog
says that his story is just like theirs, but if
it is, he actually only seems to be at the
‘happy ending’ bit of his story. How he
explains why he reads some of his book
every day is “If | have enough time to
have an opinion on which television
adverts | do and don’t like and why, |
have enough time to read a bit each day
about something that will help me”. He
says the book also explains how just 12
steps can be the walk of a lifetime, which
I'd hate. Quite frankly, if my walk was only
12 steps I'd prefer to go in the garden
instead, as 12 steps is only from the front
door to the kitchen.

A dog’s view of it all, 22 inches from the
ground:- people are nicer with me when |
see them if | am slighted excited, wag my
tail a lot and give them an occasional lick
on the hand. People are less happy to
see me if | bark too much when | see
them, as not everyone understands the
difference between my ‘happy to see you
bark’ and my ‘very unhappy to see you
bark’. So, in a nutshell, if you wag your
tail a lot, be careful how you bark, try to
help the next lost dog you meet and
remember to talk to ‘Boney’ about things
you are unsure about, you'll probably end
up with the occasional walk, dinner, new
toy, or a dog basket beyond your wildest
dreams — and that’s easily enough for me.
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wasn’t going to get any money
out, while going to the cashpoint.
I’d go to the tube, telling myself I
wasn’t going to get on the train. I'd
go to his flat, telling myself I
wasn’t going to knock on the door.
I’d knock on the door, hoping he
wouldn’t answer. He always
answered. I’d tell myself I'd only
get one, but then I'd buy three.
Every step of the way I was telling
myself I didn’t want to be doing
this, but I simply could not stop
myself.

My rock bottom was remarkably
unremarkable. I was lying in bed
at the end of a three day use-up,
sweating and staring at the ceiling.
It was four in the morning, I’d had
sod-all sleep for two days and if
was lucky I'd get an hour’s kip
before I had to get up and go to
work — and the whole insane cycle
would start again. I just lay there
and said to myself “Is this it? Is
this all I'm going to do for the rest

of my life?” I'd lost all choice over
whether I’d use and I lost all
control over how much I'd use
once I started. I felt very alone and
desperately unhappy. I’d had
enough.

If you find yourself in a hole the
first thing you should do is stop
digging, and so I vowed there and
then to stop taking drugs at work,
and confine my using to weekends
only. That lasted for about 2 days,
until I simply had to pick up
again. This worried me a lot. I had
always been a very capable
person, and if I set my mind to
something I could usually achieve
it. But solving my drug problem
was beyond my mental abilities. I
had lost hope.

In desperation I phoned a drug
rehab project, who asked me to
come into a day programme for 6
weeks. I couldn’t. I had a full time
job with a lot of responsibility, and
couldn’t just take 6 weeks off.

“In that case” they said. “go to as
many Cocaine Anonymous
meetings as you can, and come
here twice a week to have your
saliva swabbed”

I thought they were joking — I'd
never heard of Cocaine
Anonymous, and why would they
want my saliva?

“To make sure you haven’t been
lying to us about using drugs”

they said.

“Charming” I thought.
“They’re treating me like some
kind of drug addict.”

At which point another penny
dropped. You don’t have to be a
street user with a needle sticking
out of your arm, or stuck on a
Crackpipe, to be an addict. You
simply have to have lost the
choice of whether you use, and
lost the power to stop using
once you start. That’s what
addiction is, and I definitely
qualified as an addict.

So I found a Cocaine
Anonymous meeting, and it
really wasn’t what I expected. 1
thought it would be full of
desperate low-life nutters, but
instead it was full of positive,
confident, optimistic people
with a real sense of purpose and
hope. I sat there very quietly,
feeling quite scared. I don’t
remember much that was said,
except a lady was sharing her
life story and her experience
was so similar to mine it was
uncanny.

Then they started talking about
God, and I thought “Oh for
Christ sake, not God! I hate
bloody God and I hate Goddy
people”. I had made the
common mistake of not
listening properly, and jumping

Continued on Page 6
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to the wrong conclusion. By
God they do not necessarily
mean the Jesus and God type of
God you get from organised
religions, unless you happen to
believe in that type of God.
‘What they actually mean is any
power greater than yourself.
That could be Mother Nature, a
dead relative, the power of love,
humanity, whatever. In Cocaine
Anonymous you are free to
choose any type of Higher
Power you want. So as long as I
could accept that my life run on
my own terms was pretty
disastrous (which it was), and
that I needed to adopt a different
approach to sort myself out
(which I did) accepting a Higher
Power was easy. I was that
desperate I was willing to put
my pre-conceptions aside and
just go for it. I had a “Why the
hell not?” moment, and I
jumped in with both feet.

And here’s what I learned.

Addiction is an illness that
affects some, but by no means
all, people. If you have this
illness there is no cure — you're
stuck with it for life, so you
either do something about it, or
in my humble opinion, you have
a shitty life until it kills you.

The illness works in such as
way that if I take any mind
altering substance, even half a
lager, a puff of a spliff, a small
line of Coke or a cheeky half
an E, it will set off a physical
craving, and a mental
obsession that is so powerful
that I will have no choice but
to put more drink or drugs
inside me. People who suffer
from addiction do not have an
off switch — so we keep on
taking drugs for as long as we
can, often against our will. I
took drugs for 25 years
against my will or my better
judgement. My drug taking
wasn’t safe, glamorous or
enjoyable, but I kept on
coming back for more, and I
had no idea why.

Given all of the above, the
only way I can keep myself
safe is not to have the first
beer, puff, line, or cheeky half.
The Cocaine Anonymous 12-
step programme is a pretty
straightforward process that
restores people’s ability to
choose not to have the first
one. I needed to ask
somebody to show me how
the process worked, my
sponsor, who guided me
through it with patience and
good humour, but never once
judged me. The process
involved getting very honest
about my illness, my using
and my fears. I had to gain a

little humility and put the needs
of others before my selfish
desires. And somehow it worked.
The compulsion to use drink and
use drugs lifted from me and I
am now free for as long as I
remember the golden rule, I will
never be cured, and so I have to
keep working the simple
programme every day. My
addiction’s not going to take a
day off, so neither can my
recovery. But it’s not difficult or
arduous, in fact it’s a pleasure.

I used the think life without drink
or drugs would be boring. The
reality was my life as an addict
was boring — very boring, very,
very boring indeed. I was a
scared, insular person who spent
an inordinate amount of time
hiding in the toilet. The drugs
had taken away my confidence
and my self-respect.

But I'm not that person any
more. I am happy (most of the
time), I’'m interested in people,
and I still go to football, gigs and
parties. But instead of spending
most of the evening locked in the
bogs sticking Coke up my nose, 1
actually enjoy the people I'm
with and the occasions I'm at.
Who’d have thought a life-long
career addict like me could end
up happy? Not me for sure. But
I’'m so glad I did, and you can
too, by simply reaching out to
Cocaine Anonymous. What have
you got to lose?

If you have any comments or questions related to this publication
please email: hi@cauk.org.uk
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Sat in a Bar

As I am sat in this
bar

I realise I wouldn't
Have to go far

To lose my sobriety
To take a drink

Would be plain
insanity

And a waste of my
senses

That old game
Is full of pretences

Thank God that I
don't have to

If I did I would be a
fool

Stinking thinking
Leads to drinking

My thoughts are
clear

Thank you God

That I don't turn to
a beer

Just a Joke

Did you hear
about the actor
who used to hide
his cocaine 1n his
belly button? He
kept fluffing his

lines.

Looking back at Ken

And Phil’s death

Paul and all the rest

Was it a test

Do I now know

What is best

To you I now confess

Some live, some die

I don't know why

It's not for me to have all the
answers

In my life what are the chances
That I would survive

To tell the tale

Breathe in and out I exhale
Living a life

Why do I have the right
Thank God every day and night

Some times it's hard

I can lose sight

Do you understand my plight?
Thank you God until tomorrow

Goodnight
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