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WRITE LINES 
Cocaine –  

My Insidious Enemy 

1

My life has been great 
sometimes, sometimes not 
and sometimes tragic. I 
had a good, decent 
upbringing but lost my 
friends when I was 15 and 
became extremely shy and 
introverted. I felt I did not 
belong anywhere.  I 
became anorexic and went 
down to about 5 and a half 
stone in weight. Despite 
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this I did well at school, 
got good qualifications, 
and led a normal life for 
many years. It felt like 
Groundhog Day, so aged 
29 I left home.  

I got a flat and started 
kitting it out with lovely 
stuff. I discovered the 
Rave Scene and I was on 
top of the world. I had 
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Silently she goes 

As pure as freshly laden snow 

I think I hear her call my name 

I want to be with her again 

Mademoiselle tranquility 

Mademoiselle serene 

Only time will tell 

If you're my eternal Mademoiselle 

Gentle her caress 

Infinity of faithfulness 

She always kept me warm 

And guided me through every 
storm 

Mademoiselle you live in me 

Mademoiselle my dream 

Only time will tell 

If you're my eternal Mademoiselle 

MADEMOISELLE – (My Addict Within) 

 

Forgiveness is the 
Economy of the Heart 

Forgiveness saves the 
expense of anger,   

The cost of Hatred  

and  

The Waste of Spirit 

Isolation was one of the most painful things I did 

to myself whilst drinking and using, and I can 

still do it in sobriety.  

But today, surrounded by a loving CA family, I 

don’t have to feel lonely.  

God bless you today brothers and sisters.  

We are not alone.  

ISOLATION 
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Epitome of grace 

A gateway to a perfect place 

I feel you echo through my past 

But will you be there at my last 

Mademoiselle divinity 

Mademoiselle you've been 

Only time will tell 

If you're my eternal Mademoiselle 

Mademoiselle tranquility 

Mademoiselle serene 

Mademoiselle you live in me 

Mademoiselle my dream 

Mademoiselle divinity 

Mademoiselle you've been 

Only time will tell 

If you're my eternal Mademoiselle 

Forgiveness 
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finally found somewhere I 
really wanted to be and fitted 
in nicely. I loved the music 
and Ecstasy allowed me to 
dance for hours. I would start 
Friday night, after working all 
week.  

Living above my means, I 
realised it would be quicker 
for me to achieve my goals if I 
started dealing substances to 
supplement my income. My 
flat became a party flat. I 
would have loads of people 
over and deal to them. My 
shyness disappeared as the 
substances gave me amazing 
confidence. Drugs were 
readily available and the 
parties were amazing. But a 
little voice started to go off in 
my head. I realised I was 
feeling drained, not eating 
properly and that Ecstasy did 
this to you. I went from a 
healthy size 12 to a size 8.  I 
stared missing work and I lost 
my job, ending up just dealing 
and partying. 

I then met a girl who went on 
to become my partner in 
crime. She sold Ketamine, and 
although something inside 

4

told me that this stuff was 
going to be a nightmare, I 
tried it anyway. We became 
friend and started dealing 
virtually every substance, 
making a lot of money along 
the way. 

Ketamine was a nightmare. 
One time I was invited to 
serve up at a nightclub my 
friend was running. I 
arrived dressed up to the 
nines, but then decided to 
have a quick toot of 
Ketamine to give me a boost, 
I put a straw into a gram bag 
and sniffed lot. I do not 
remember the next hour but 
apparently I had to be 
carried out by. When I 
finally came to I was on the 
floor of my friends car 
vomiting. On another 
occasion I was invited to 
spend Christmas Day with 
my Sister and I brought 
some with me then and gave 
some to my Sister's 
boyfriend who was cooking 
the Christmas dinner.  He 
passed out and we ended up 
with a burnt turkey. 

I then moved on to Cocaine, 
thinking it was harmless 
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enough and it would help 
me to stay awake. I was 
soon taking huge 
amounts, dealing it to pay 
for my habit.  

One night I was going to 
deal in a nightclub, but 
was spotted on CCTV 
hiding the stash before I 
arrived. Two plain clothed 
policemen pulled up in a 
car and asked me what 
was in the plastic bag in 
my hand. My heart sank 
down to my feet and deep 
inside I knew it was all 
over and that life would 
never be the same again.  

The Police searched my 
flat and found a lot of 
substances there. I 
remember thinking  “This 
is a lesson for you, no 
more dealing.” But I ran 
into someone who had 
been in the same position, 
who said that this was 
probably the best time to 
carry on dealing as I had 
already been busted, so for 
the ten months leading up 
to my final court date that 
is what I did.  I would be 
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up for 3 days on Cocaine 
then would sleep for a day, 
and start the merry-go-
round all over again. I 
bought a new car and 
jewellery, trying to fill the 
void inside me, but with no 
satisfaction  

I remembered my best 
friend warning me about 
Cocaine when I first stared 
using, whispering in my ear 
“Be careful that it is very 
insidious.” I remembered 
telling her that I was 
completely in control. And 
here I was, unhealthy, 
unhappy and facing court.  

I got sent down for four 
years and served two, all 
the time planning how I 
was going to live my life 
when I was released, 
enjoying the fruits of my 
dealing. When I got home I 
found my flat had been the 
scene of an attempted 
gangland execution. All my 
possessions and furniture 
were smashed up and 
covered in blood. 

I had no money and no 
friends, I hated my flat, I 
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was having panic attacks that 
meant I had to be outdoors all 
the time, but I had nowhere 
to go. My next-door 
neighbour had turned from 
this sweet guy who used to 
take Ecstasy into a Crack 
head. He sensed my 
vulnerability and introduced 
me to Crack and before long 
my flat had become a crack 
house. I turned into this bitch 
landlady from hell. No one 
came in unless they sorted 
me out – I was out of control 
buy I stupidly thought I had 
it. I had missed my Probation, 
and ended up going back to 
prison.  

What I thought was a 
glamorous lifestyle, with the 
money, flat and friends using 
recreational substances, 
turned into a life of misery.  

The drugs do stop working 
your appearance changes and 
you ruin your health. By the 
grace of God a Drug Worker, 
addressed my problem and 
asked the Judge to put me on 
a daily Drug Rehabilitation 
programme, which is where I 
discovered Cocaine 
Anonymous. I saw that it 
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didn’t matter whether I 
was out raving or 
hardcore using; I was in 
the same place, lost and 
broken.  

I found a CA sponsor and 
I am doing the 12 Steps as 
outlined in the Big Book 
of Alcoholics Anonymous. 
My life has transformed 
and I am now more than 6 
months clean and sober. I 
had to identify my fears 
and allow a Higher Power 
into my life. I live a life 
more tolerant of other 
people and with humility, 
facing up to my feelings 
rather than blotting them 
out with substances. It’s a 
simple path but it really 
does work. I am eternally 
grateful. My next vital 
step is to give back, what 
has been given to me and 
help others to achieve 
their sobriety. 

‘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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In the beginning there were happy times, 
laughter, joy and so much excitement 
But as the years went by these all faded into 
nothing but resentment. 
 
 
Whether I changed because of me or because of 
you I do not know 
You were always there whether I was high or 
low 
 
It will take some time to rise from the mud 
You maybe in my thoughts but no longer my 
blood 
 
I can find new love, new friends, I no longer 
want you with me 
Without you in my life I can become who I was 
meant to be, 
 
After deciding to leave you I thought I would 
not cope 
But with new found friends I’ve been given 
hope 
 
You were never beside me in my time of need 
But instead inside me, in my time of greed 

 

My New Life Without you 
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There may little voices that may try to lead me off 
track 
 Times when I will miss you and want to take you 
back 
 
 
These are the moments I’ll need my new friends by 
my side 
Working the steps with a higher power as my guide 
 
Although I think of you every day 
Never again will you lead me astray 
 
No more regrets, no more living in the past 
No more excuses, with one last blast 
 
A part of me will often want you back 
But life with you will always lead to black 
 
Your help through the bad times has only made me 
worse 
Depression and Anxiety, you’re nothing but a curse 
 
I’ve now moved on now I suggest you do the same 
You may have owned me once, but in the end I will 
win the game 
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I Went To My First CA 
Meeting Today 

Forward to  
Freedom 

Dear drink 
and drugs 

We had a Deal. 

I said, “I’ll drink and 
use you” 

You said you’d make 
me happy, funny, 

witty, good looking.  

And make me a great 
dancer. 

I’ve just seen the DVD 
of my life and you 

bloody lied.  

The deal is off – now 
go away and leave me 

alone 

 I went to my first CA meeting 
today.... 

It’s the 19th of May. In a hospital 
bed again 

Two heart attacks and this time. 
No friends 

All I think is “Please not here. 
Wake up. WAKE UP!” 

I can hear my mum calling 

I can see my daughter bawling 

I listen to the girl I love 

Who says, “Why you falling?” 

This is the day my judgments 
come  

But I escape. And I run 

Not looking back running faster 
than jack 

Today I’m gonna be clean just for 
today I’m gonna gleam 

Even just for this minute I’m 
gonna stay clean 

 

Learning without thought is 
labour lost 

Thought without learning is 
perilous 

As vision without action is 
daydream 

So action without vision is 
nightmare 

Being defeated is only a 
temporary condition 

Giving up is what makes it 
permanent 

So never give up my dear 
friend  

Keep trudging … forward to 
freedom 

 

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

N 
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WORDSEARCH 
Find the 
following words 
hidden in the 
grid: 

We  

Of 

Cocaine 

Anonymous  

Have  

Known  

Thousands  

Of  

Men  

And  

Women  

Who  

Were 

 Once  

Hopeless 

Nearly  

All  

Have  

Recovered 

G C E A R M F J Y L R A E N P 
S M L W B C O C A I N E A D K 
C E U L E M N N E N O K V N J 
N N R E C N O D Q I R D I A O 
F K N W O N K O N E P C K L H 
T I S L Y O W N C G K S P L W 
H T A M A I N O Y M D A G K E 
K C O S W H V J U N H E W E R 
E U W R E E R W A A N Y M O E 
S S E L R Y S S E L E P O H I 
A B X E F C U F V E S L P O H 
Z I D V R O A L A S H T E I F 
B A A L H D G K H L P Y H D W 
K H F T M E W O V N E M O W N 
G H N R T A N D E R I N K B O 
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Curled up in a ball. Curled 
up in a ball, but not like a 
cat that purrs, curled up in a 
ball like when you are 
really, really cold under a 
blanket and you are trying 
to get warm. Cold in a way 
that when someone puts 
their hand on your back or 
your shoulder, you feel it is 
there, but you don’t feel any 
warmth from it. 

Emotionally curled up in a 
ball, but trying to look a bit 
relaxed, sat down, arms 
crossed low across the 
stomach, leaning forward a 
bit, only looking at people at 
eye level if their backs are 
turned and then looking 
down when anyone is 
facing. 

Listening to people talk 
about their lives and their 
experience – but what are 
you supposed to say? There 
isn’t a way to write down 
that nothing ever happened, 
what would that be, what 
would that look like, an 
empty page? But then even 
if it did look like an empty 
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page, it could 
never show how long that 
happened and how slow time 
can go….how so slow time 
can go.  People would just 
flick the page over and go to 
the next thing - and that 
would be it, a lifetime of 
experience gone in the blink 
of an eye.  

I remember, I do 
remember….all that talking 
about feelings, but feelings 
were all that I had left that 
were mine, the only privacy I 
had left, the only thing left I 
owned, so in fact in the end, if 
anyone wanted to know how 
I felt, I said I felt “Purple”, 
that’s how I felt, I felt 
”Purple”. No-one owned that 
feeling, so I didn’t care if I 
gave it away.  

I walk over to the person I’ve 
been looking at, sat down, 
their arms crossed low across 
their stomach, their body 
leaning forward a bit, their 
eyes looking down at the 
ground.  

“You feeling a bit Purple 

Purple 
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today”?  No answer. “I ask, 
because when I first started 
going to meetings I got sick 
of people asking me 
questions that I could only 
get angry at and answer 
‘what do you think?’, or 
‘does it really look like it?’ ”. 
No answer.   

“I’m John”…. 

“Alex”.….  

and head still down, but a 
smile, a really, really small 
one, but a smile. A smile like 
the one I remember making 
at my first meeting.         

 

If you would like to 
contribute an article 

please post to:  

 

CAUK H&I,  

PO Box 6258,  

Bournemouth, BH1 9DR  

 


