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I have had a great deal of rooms of Cocaine Anonymous
trouble admitting I was
addicted to alcohol. My
pride and ego would
deny what was staring

me in the face - that my

situations - anything or
anyone except myself.

My father was an
alcoholic and died of
cancer aged 53. But long

addiction was a huge and
obvious problem. I could
admit that I might drink
a little too much, but
didn’t think it was a
problem because I had so
many excuses as to why I
drank. I would blame it
on stress, people, and

before that my parents
split up, and we were
bought up my mother in
Poland. I am the
youngest of three and
never felt good enough
for my mum. She
worked hard to give us
a good education, nice

clothes, all the external things that
made her feel good - but we did
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not get much emotional support. She
would often tell me how much I
reminder her of my father, how I was the
same as him, and so I grew up with very
low self-esteem.

I married early, aged 19 and was a
mother a year later, followed by a second
daughter two years after that. My
husband and I both started to drink
heavily because our relationship was
unhappy. He soon became physically and
mentally abusive towards me and so we
parted.

I ran my own business, looked after my
children, and found a new relationship
with a man who gave me a lot of
freedom. After suffering in controlling
relationships with my mother and ex-
husband, this new freedom felt like I had
been released, and my drinking took off.
Times were good and my life became a
round of parties and business drinks. I
was making good money and drinking
heavily, but I still didn’t see it as a
problem, even though I knew I was
drinking to fill the gap that I felt inside.

A couple of years later this all stopped
when my mother fell ill and I became her
full time carer. I was back under her
influence and back into the old abusive
relationship again. My drinking became
much heavier, I would disappear for
three to four days at a time and my

relationship with my partner broke down.
My children were teenagers and called me a
bad mother. This was really hurtful, because
even though it was true, because I was
trying desperately to make everything
between us work. I was like a puppy, doing
my best to please everyone, but I just
couldn’t make it work.

And so I came to England, to leave the mess
behind me and make a fresh start. It was
very difficult at first. I left my children
behind and was living in a shared house
with other Polish people. I began drinking
heavily, partying hard and getting into bad
relationships again.

I was working very hard so that I could
provide for my children back home, and
eventually I was able to bring them over to
England to be with me. I found myself in a
good relationship, my children were here
and life felt good. I fell pregnant, and felt
like I was finally living the dream. I was
very happy, but still I carried on drinking.

My new partner was a heavy drinker, and
we were both drank a lot at home. By the
time my baby was two years old, my
daughters had moved out and my partner
and I were drinking every night. This
carried on for a few years until one day,
while driving to work drunk; I was involved
in a car crash. I sustained a serious neck
injury that left me in a wheelchair for six
months. I lost my job, became very
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depressed and started drinking in the
daytime as well as at night.

One day my son was playing in the
garden and accidentally locked himself
in the garden shed. I had been drinking
and had passed out on the settee, so |
did not hear his cries for help. My
neighbours called the Police, I was
arrested and my son was put into Social
Care for a week. I knew I had to do
something about my addiction and tried
medication, counseling and social
support, but none of it worked.

Six months later Social Services called
round to find my partner and I drunk
while in charge of my son and I was
back in Court again. This time my son
was taken from me permanently and
placed in the care of my daughter. I had
lost everything - my daughters were not
talking to me, I had lost my son, I was
banned from seeing my grandchild, my
family in Poland turned their backs on
me, | lost my good reputation, I had a
criminal record and was I unable to find
work. I was physically and emotionally
destroyed, and still the mental obsession
kept me drinking heavily with my
partner. We had well and truly crossed
the line, but still I was telling myself
“I'm not an alcoholic, I just like a nice
drink”. I was in a desperate situation
and firmly in denial. The support from
Social Services dried up and I realised I
needed to take my recovery into my
own hands. Nobody was going to get
me better - I had to do it for myself.

I found my way into a 12-step
programme and gave my partner an
ultimatum - either he came into

recovery with me, or I would leave him.
He came with me, and since then we have
made remarkable progress. We found a
sponsor, worked the 12 steps of recovery
and we have been clean and sober ever
since.

My world hasn’t changed, but I certainly
have. I have found a wonderful
relationship with my higher power and I
have the tools to cope with life’s ups and
downs and to live clean and sober one day
at a time.

I have a great sponsor, good friends in
recovery and a real sense of fellowship and
support. | now have a life-plan, I am at
college and my son, my grandchild and
one of my daughters is back in my life. I
live positively and feel that all of the bad
things inside me have flown away. My life
is happy most of the time, and if I have a
problem I pick up the phone instead of the
bottle, and this brings me incredible relief
and comfort.

I put my complete faith in this simple 12-
step programme. I did it honestly and
openly and was able to fill the void I felt
inside with positive thoughts and feelings.
My life has become beautiful. I smile and
talk with confidence, I counsel other
people, share my experience and have
embraced this programme fully.

I used to create a lot of negative energy
while drinking. I would lie and cheat and
end up in a very dark place indeed. But
now my energy is directed to helping other
people. It is so positive that I often feel like
I am flying down the street instead of
walking, and I genuinely feel like all of my
dreams are coming true. And that’s what's
on offer here, a simple programme for life
that will free us from the pain and misery
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But Still I Lie

The anger inside me swells, a volcanoes belly reflection reflect ownership to blame. BUT
ready to erupt, distance my truth, evasive my STILLILIE...
tone, the foolish soldier wounded in his own

battlefield, in his dark days of existence. BUT Prisoner of war the warden in me district

STILLIT'LIE... ice, my concept, dishonest, masks for each

occasion, tears of escapism, Houdini,
Destination unknown motives unsure, being invisibility needed, pain my solution, the
ruled by the pride and ego, fixed focus, road of dishonesty leading to hell. BUT
dishonest My mind was a whirlpool awash STILLILIE...

with the fear, his mothers arm his lover’s

warmth cold in my heart. BUT STILL I LIE... My world now shattered the pain of lies,

which I carry in my core, recycle, recover,

As I climbed into the heavens in this renew, and relive the foolish soldier
mechanical beast, devouring the sky, resting healing the wounded, by my hand touched
on the comfortable blanket of cloud, pink to by the warmth of honesty that spills from
the touch as the sun dips into the horizon, my soul.
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Another Man

Down

So grateful I have found
Another way to live
I wish I could give

Hand it to them on a
plate

For some young men
It's far too late
Wouldn't do any good
To get irate

The time has passed

It will never come back

For them it’s too late

Just a Joke

I don’t see what’s
wrong with
winning the Tour
de France seven
times on drugs. 1
couldn’t cycle
further than my
dealer’s when I was

on drugs.

CHANCES

What are the chances

Looking in the book for
the answers

Neatly written, sweetly
given

But a bitter pill to swallow

Have a little depth. Don't
be so shallow

In my own shit I have
wallowed

But [ have been allowed to
recover

Due to my fellow man, my
brother.

If you have any comments or questions related to this publication
please email: hi@cauk.org.uk
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Going to the Dogs

I told myself I was just popping out
for a quick beer with the lads. Two
days later I skulked home at four in
the morning. The drugs had run out
and I'd done all my money, so I
finished the half bottle of whiskey I
had stashed in the shed. Creeping
back into the kitchen I noticed the
wife had picked up some painkillers
for the dog.

“I wonder what they’re like?” I
thought. So I did a quick calculation
in my head. “There are 10 tablets
there. The dog weighs 20 kilos. I
weigh 6 times that. The pills are
likely to be stronger because they’re
for an animal, so.... I'll take the lot!”

And so I did. 30 minutes later I
was completely zombied out. The
dog’s painkillers had done the
trick. And I wanted more.

That afternoon, when I emerged, I
was straight onto the Vet's.

“We seem to have lost the dog’s
painkillers.” I said. “Can I pick
some more up? Now?”

And so I'd crossed another line.
Thankfully the dog recovered from
his illness. Me, I'm still working on
recovering from mine, one day at a
time with the help of Cocaine
Anonymous.

‘Write Lines’ is published by members of Cocaine Anonymous

as a means of practicing our Twelfth Step.

It is not our intention to endorse any individual member’s opinion or offend anyone.
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Breaking Point  Ifit weren’t for my

Sponsor

I stood at the turning point
From the old to the new Chemically supported
Building on a relationship with Emotionally aborted
you :

Physically contorted
Forget the past

An illness of the mind, the body
Look to the future

and soul

It doesn't have to be torture .
Today recovery is my goal

Although I am ill at ease
If my sponsor never passed it on

Self-will so stubborn
Where would I have gone?
It makes me want to cease,
) o Alone in a globule of spit
Stop, stand still dead in its track
Didn't really think so hard I

Always walking forward
would hit

Only in reflection
Needles and spoons

Do I look back

Were my saviour

With one more hit

I would endeavour

Thought I was being oh so clever

From my emotions I only sever

Just a Thought

Coming to Cocaine Anonymous but not working the 12 Steps of Recovery is a bit like going
to the greengrocer’s and not picking up any fruit or veg!
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and valuable opportunity to
correspond with recovered addicts
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contribute an article please
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If you would like to be put in touch with a
member of our fellowship please send
your contact details to:
CAUK H&1, CA SCD ICC
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