Written by CA Members for people in Hospitals and Institutions

WRITE LINES
I Found A Solution To Life

Issue 20: Sep 2012
Inside
I Found A Solution To Life:
One woman’s journey from terrifying addiction to
a life of hope faith and courage

1
Coincidence or Spiritual Moment?
A chance meeting brings layers of meaning to the
lives of three musicians

5

Plus
Wordsearch, Wit and Wisdom from the
rooms of Cocaine Anonymous

I am a drug addict. It’s so
freeing to be able to
admit finally that I am a
drug addict and to be able to
share my story in the hope
that it can help another
suffering addict. After years
of trying and failing to get
off drugs and sort my life out
I came across a Cocaine
Anonymous meeting. I
heard people share their
stories of drug addiction and
realised pretty quickly that
these people were just like

me. But they were no longer
held captive by addiction, they
were clean! And today through
working the 12 step
programme of Cocaine
Anonymous I am clean and I
have found freedom from the
cage of addiction too.
As a child I always felt
different and alone in the
world, isolated from everyone.
I grew up in a violent, abusive
household and for years I
blamed my childhood for the

We’re Here
and
We’re Free
way I turned out. I carried this victim role
with me through my life and used it to
Continued on Page 2
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manipulate people into getting
what I wanted. I started
drinking heavily at 12yrs old,
smoking weed and sniffing
cocaine. My progression
through drugs was really fast
and within months of this
behaviour I was injecting
heroin, smoking crack and on
the game.
For a while heroin was my
answer to life. It took me
out of reality and shut my head
up. Oblivion was what I was
searching for. The
consequences of my using built
up very quickly, I was living
in a brothel, surrounded by
men at least 10yrs older than
me, getting beaten and having
to do a lot of things I didn’t
want to do for drug money.
Eventually I was removed from
that situation, I was put under
a police protection order, my
name was changed and I
moved in with foster parents.
This is where I can clearly see
the powerlessness I have over
my addiction... at this point in
my life I had the opportunity to
start a new life and as much as
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I sincerely desired to do that
the obsession to use
overpowered any other desire I
had. I went back to that same
situation. I needed that ease
and comfort that I found in
heroin. For the next few years
of my life I used crack and
heroin to the point I couldn’t
take it anymore then I would
end up getting sent to a mental
health hospital where I would
get a bit of sanity back and put
a bit of weight on. But as soon
as I left I would go straight
back to the crack house.
I was caught in a vicious cycle
of addiction and institutions.
Eventually I was diagnosed
with Borderline Personality
Disorder, I was sectioned,
detoxed and sent to a treatment
centre specialising in
personality disorders in
London. It was a massive
change to be in a new city and
to be clean again. Those old
feelings of depression and fear
started to creep back in and I
needed a substance to block it
all out. I thought I would be
able to have a drink as drink
wasn’t really a problem for me.
it was the heroin. I got
absolutely smashed on my
second day of treatment and

nearly thrown out. But
there was never a
consequence big enough for
me to stop using or
drinking so again I went
through the progression of
drugs: drink, weed, speed,
cocaine, crack and
then of course heroin. I
know today that for me all
roads lead back to heroin,
as soon as I put a substance
inside of me I don’t stop
until I’m back on the gear.
Surprisingly enough I was
discharged from treatment
and released into London.
This is where my ego really
asserted itself. From a
vulnerable teenage
runaway I had changed
into an aggressive go-getter
and I thought I could take
on the world.
On a good night I was
earning up to £1000 as a
prostitute. I took crack and
heroin all day every day, I
used to the point where I
was comatose every
night. There was nothing in
the world more important
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than my drugs and I would
have done anything to get
them. I had enough money for
all the drugs I wanted but my
using was so chaotic I started
to lose the plot again. I had
become psychotic from all the
crack and ended up trying to
kill one of my punters. Due to
my fragile mental state at the
time I was put in a secure
psychiatric unit instead of
prison. I was detoxed yet again
but I had become so ill from all
the drugs I barely remember
this time in my life. After the
secure unit I went straight to
rehab. I knew I had to stop
using or I was going to die. But
as soon as I got to rehab I
clocked who was serving up
and where to score from. I was
back on the gear again. I
thought to myself: “As long as
I don’t take crack I’ll be
alright”.
What was wrong with me? I
had so much support from
health services and
psychiatrists, so why couldn’t I
just stop using?
I was discharged from rehab
for using on-site and ended up
in a B&B. I had tried so hard to
stop using. I had exhausted all

other avenues of help, there
was nowhere else for me to go.
I was resigned to the fact that I
was going to die a junkie or be
sectioned for the rest of my life.
That bolshie girl I was in
London had left me, my fight
had gone and I became
an empty shell. I was hollow
inside and my using for the
next two years was pitiful.
Standing on street corners
desperately trying to get some
gear money, sitting in a public
toilet for hours crying and
trying to find a vein had
become my life. I went back on
methadone but found I
couldn’t even stop using when
I had a script.
I had many preconceptions
about the fellowship and the
12-steps, and I swore I would
never go to those meetings. But
I got to a point where it was the
only thing I hadn’t tried so I
went to a meeting. I was
overwhelmed by the amount of
love and compassion I was
shown by the women of C.A. I
could identify with how these
people used and how they felt
and thought.
I learned that I was suffering
from the disease of addiction.
Even though I could see that in
cocaine anonymous there was
a solution to my problem, it

seemed like a lot of effort to
me, having to change a lot of
things. I thought it all a bit
drastic. But the seed had been
planted in me and I kept
coming back to the meetings. I
was in and out of the
meetings for a year trying to
find an easier solution to my
addiction. I did many different
detoxes and tried lots of
different psychiatric
medications and therapy. I
never found any other solution.
My ideas had run out and my
only options were to carry on
using or get on the C.A
programme.
My last relapse was
horrendous... I’d got on China
White which completely ripped
me to shreds. I was using in my
flat on my own for months.
Then one day a friend came
round who I hadn’t seen for a
long time. He’d woke me up so
a let him in and then of course
needed another hit. I had my
hit and overdosed. I was so
underweight and my body so
wrecked from all the drugs that
I went into cardiac arrest and
was in resuscitation all night.
My body was starting to shut
down.
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Luckily my friend was
there to phone an
ambulance. I was rushed to
hospital and was saved. If
that had been any other
day there would have been
no-one there to phone an
ambulance and I would
have died! I started to think
that maybe all these things
weren’t luck or coincidence
and that there was a power
greater than me who was
keeping me alive.
I never wanted to use
again, I felt so grateful to be
alive and planned to sort
myself out. But the day I
left hospital I was using
again! The insanity
of addiction nearly killed
me. I had that gift of
desperation; I didn’t want
to die like this! So I found
myself a sponsor and did
exactly what she told me to
do and on my first clean
day we started to go
through the steps.
I wasn’t convinced it was
going to work but I had no
other option. It was hard to
hear the truth about myself,
to have my pride levelled
and to have to ask someone
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to help me. Never in a
million years did I expect
what happened next... the
obsession to use left me, I
started to feel at peace with
myself, I gained acceptance
around resentments I had
carried for years. I made
true friends and for the first
time in my life, I felt a part
of something, like I
belonged somewhere. My
faith in that power that
saved me blossomed and I
was filled with hope for the
future. I cannot put into
words how amazingly life changing going through the
12 Steps was.

which I can live.

Everybody has to get their
own experience of that. I
used to live in a world full
of despair and misery and
now I live in a world full of
happiness and serenity. But
the world I live in did not
change, I changed.

I didn’t think I would ever
find the strength to get out
of active addiction. I was a
completely hopeless drug
addict, but today I live a
life filled with hope faith
and courage.

Through practising spiritual
principles in my
life there’s nothing I can’t
handle. In C.A I didn’t just
find a solution to drugs, I
found a solution to life. I
have had a complete
change in thought and
attitude. I’m not a victim of
anything anymore;
I’ve found a power by

My life today is so different
from how it was. Today I
am surrounded by people
from the fellowship who I
have built beautiful
relationships with. I’m a
responsible adult; I pay my
bills and turn up when I say
I’m going to. I’ve rebuilt
relationships with family
members, I work in a hostel
helping people in active
addiction, I try to carry this
message of recovery to the
still suffering addicts out
there and I am completely
content with the life I have.

There is a solution out
there for everyone
regardless of what
substances you take, age,
gender, etc. as long as you
are willing to put in the
action to get it. Life’s not
cupcakes and rainbows
every day but I know, as
long as I keep working
this programme, I’m going
to be ok.

If you have any comments or questions related to this publication
please email: hi@cauk.org.uk
N
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Coincidence or Spiritual Moment?
I met my Great-Great-Grandfather Sponsor
recently, although I didn’t know this at the
time. He is someone who is 35 years clean
and sober, and when I met him, he told me
he had had to change his Sponsor recently,
as his first sponsor had passed away at 92
years old....I guess the program works.
He was doing a chair at a one day
convention in our district, and I heard he
played the guitar, so I asked him if he would
join me in putting a band together to play a
few songs at the convention, which he
agreed to do. I was so pleased, as I was only
just rediscovering my interest in playing
music again.
We met several times to practice for the gig,
and during the practices he did a guitar

arrangement of a song I had written some
time ago for a close friend of mine who had
recently been struggling, and who
completely unexpectedly had asked me to
sponsor him. Music was really important to
my friend as he was a musician (keyboard
and synths), but in his recent struggles, he
had all but lost his lifelong passion for
music, along with almost everything else.
Anyway, we did a rough cut of the song
and I sent it to my musician friend, saying
‘Remember this? It’s not quite the way I
expected it to sound – but perhaps it needs
a bit of Synth?’. The message I got back a
few days later was that he loved it, that it
had given him a real emotional kick start to
Continued on Page 6
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work on a track again, but
most of all, he was amazed by
the guitar arrangement - and
could he know who was
playing it?
My answer was ‘You’ll never
believe this, but I have only
just found out when talking
today, that it is my GreatGreat-Grandfather Sponsor,
so he is your Great-GreatGreat-Grandfather
Sponsor…..’
I was fortunate enough to
spend several days in the
company of my Great-Great
Grandfather Sponsor (he was
sponsor to one of the founders
of CA), who has dedicated his
life to recovery work. His
enthusiasm is incredible, and
his stories of old timers and
the fellowship are brilliant to
listen too. However, one
particular quote stuck with
me, which I believe was from
Chuck Chamberlain, “You
know, when you have enough
co-incidences such that if you
put them all together on a
bookshelf, it would break,
you’ve just gotta consider that
something else is going on….”
Today, one addict working
with another, my musician
friend and I are working
through his struggles, with
music again playing an
important part in both our
lives.
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Amazingly, what are the
chances that three
musicians from the same
sponsorship line could end
up working together for
just long enough to ignite
my musician friend’s
passion for music again,
and give him back enough
interest in life to bring him
back into his CA 12 step
recovery program?
In the end, it doesn’t really
matter whether it was all
just coincidence or not,
because if I am willing to
believe, in even the
smallest, smallest possible
way, that maybe, just
maybe, something else
happened, that ‘willing to
believe’ is enough…..for
me today, that is
enough…..

If you would like to
contribute an article
please post to:

CAUK H&I,
PO Box 6258,
Bournemouth, BH1 9DR
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A Hundred
Forms Of
Fear, SelfDelusion,
Self-Seeking
And
Self-Pity

There Is A Solution
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