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I avoided cocaine and
other substance until quite
late in life. I think always
knew that I'd love them
too much. Friends would
offer them and I'd explain
that I was too scared to
feel some kind of high on
them I'd never be able to
recreate in normal life,

which would lead to
addiction. Somehow I
always knew.
My childhood was pretty
secure and happy despite
having an alcoholic
mother who was at times
abusive emotionally and
verbally. I started drinking
heavily at 14 and that soon

We’re Here
and
We’re Free
became my number one mode of
happiness and relaxation. I'd always
Continued on Page 2
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felt as if I was different from other
people. That I was worse but also better.
I'd cry a lot as a child and demand
attention. I took myself very seriously
and I was shy, self-conscious and
socially anxious. My first drink took
away my restlessness and
discontentedness, and it felt like such a
relief. However there were consequences
from the beginning. I puked constantly
and often ended up doing things I didn't
want to do. I rode a motorbike aged 16
still drunk from the night before and
babysat a baby when I was wrecked. My
self-worth started to decrease because I
was not in control of my actions at least
three times a week until the age of 18.
It was my first line of cocaine that really
changed everything though. The high
made me feel confident, happy and
outgoing. It kept me going every
weekend, all weekend and I enjoyed
bonding with people over it. I also loved
MDMA, ketamine, pills and speed but it
was cocaine that hooked me. Within that
evening I had a dealer's number and
then another and then another. This
started a two and a half year stint of
binges every weekend and often on
weeknights too. I didn't have the

finances to use every day and I was
working in a high-powered and
demanding job, which placed its own
restrictions on me. I knew that every time
I started I wouldn't be able to stop, which
I now know to be the phenomenon of
craving, and if I couldn't stop I knew I'd
eventually lose my job. I did turn up to
work high a number of times but
thankfully no one caught me. Eventually I
was vomiting at work more than once a
week and I'd have to go and sleep on the
floor of the loos to recover from my
weekend binges or the night before. It
was a sorry place to be in.
I'm not going to lie: at the beginning it
was really fun. I had some great times at
festivals and with friends but after a
couple of years of regular using my life
began to fall apart. I was obsessed with
the stuff, and white-knuckling it during
the week before picking up on a
Thursday or Friday was getting difficult.
But being cranky and irritable was the
least of my worries. I stopped seeing old
friends I didn't use with and I missed
friends’ birthdays and engagement
parties. My using was more important. If

Continued on Page 3
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drugs, but immediately went out there
again. I had an internal operation but
was back out there way sooner than I
should've been.

(Continued)

I did see people, I was never present. I
was high while a bridesmaid at my
friend's wedding, but I didn't care. I
didn't care about most things. It got to
the point when I considered losing my
dream job and living off benefits so that I
could use freely.
It began to dawn on me that something
about my coke habit was different when
the psychiatrist I'd been seeing about
depression and anxiety referred me to an
addiction therapist. It took months but I
started to see my addiction for what it
was. I was in a haze of using, vomiting
and being in debt, and my mental health
was in threads. I'd rather walk an hour
and a half to work and eat potatoes every
day than not be able to afford coke. I ran
up debts with people around me and I
was always broke. The moods I felt
coming down got worse and my physical
health deteriorated. I was hospitalised
with an asthma attack a day after a
massive use-up and was told not to use

Soon I started to realise that I was the
only one at 8am or so who always
wanted to order more cocaine. I'd feel
desperate when people started peeling
off and I had no one to use with. It
became more and more of a terror and I
would use on my own. Also the coke
stopped working for me and I had to take
more and more. My nose was constantly
screwed and at times I'd eat it. It was
only a matter of time I think that I looked
to go on the harder stuff. One night I was
in New Orleans desperate to score, I left
work friends to go from bar to bar,
wasted, asking bar staff if anyone was
selling cocaine. They looked at me as if I
was mad. Eventually a homeless guy in a
dressing gown said he could get some. I
followed him to a random park. "It's
crack cocaine", he said. I wavered,
seriously considering it. Thank God I
turned back.
It kind of broke my heart when the
cocaine stopped working but I still had to
take it. The highs got less and the
desperation for it increased. My therapist
suggested I stop for a weekend. I couldn't
do it. It shocked me because I thought I
was in control of my life (as if!). I kept
trying for months. My final use-up was a
Continued on Page 4
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meeting with work colleagues. I
arrived and told everyone I'd
stopped drinking forever. "What do
you want to drink, then?” said one
of them. "Red wine!" I replied.
I was on the phone to my dealer an
hour later, emptying my bank
account. No one would stay up after
3am or so, so I had to go home. I had
no money in my account. I found
some wine at home to take the edge
off. I went to bed and as always my
heart was beating so much I thought
it was going to explode. I couldn't
bear it. I had so much paranoia
about work the next day and my
mental state was so messed up. I
couldn't get rid of the tension and
started to emotionally fall apart. I'd
had a problem with self-harm since
my early teens and ended up cutting
up my arms worse than ever before.
I'd done this on cocaine before but
this was worse. A few days later I
went to my first Cocaine
Anonymous meeting.
I was absolutely broken and sat
there puffy-faced and depressed,
desperate to stop using coke. I cried
for most of the meeting. I heard
people talking and I identified with
them. It was a relief to know that I
wasn't alone. I finally understood
the phenomenon of craving. People
were so kind to me but not in a
cultish way that I expected. They
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carried me and supported me
through the first early weeks when I
was kind of in shock. I kept hearing
"there is a solution" and I wanted one
so much. It's true: there is a solution
and it's in the rooms. Craving was
lifted from me as I started doing the
steps and my life has changed
beyond my wildest dreams. I
dreaded giving up drugs because I
thought I'd never feel happy again.
But now, for the first time in my life,
through the programme, having a
sponsor and doing the steps I feel a
genuine peace of mind and calm. A
higher power is restoring me to
sanity and I feel a natural high that
doesn't come with the awful, liferuining consequences. My mental,
financial, physical and emotional
wellbeing is being restored, and I
actually want to be alive today.
Recovery has given me choice,
control and confidence and it's the
best thing I've ever done in my life.

Written by C.A. Members for C.A. Members in Hospitals and Institutions

Issue 22: Jan 2013

Change freed me from the horror of addiction
When I came to Cocaine Anonymous it
wasn’t because my life was great and
everything in the garden was rosy. Far
from it – everything was shit and I hated
being the way I was. I suffered from
feelings of extreme anger, hurt pride and
jealousy, and as I did not know how to deal
with these feelings, I would use drink and
drugs to take them away. I was in a dark,
lonely and terrifying place.
I used to blame everyone else for the way I
felt – it was his fault that I felt angry, her
fault my that pride was hurt, my boss’s
fault that I didn’t get paid enough and so
couldn’t afford all of those consumer goods
that I was sure would make me feel happy
and successful (even though when I got
them they never did).

The way I felt was anyone’s fault except my
own, and my only instinct was to protect
myself at the expense of everyone else. I
came first and bugger the lot of you.
Having listened to the things that the people
in Cocaine Anonymous had to say, I learned
is this was exactly the wrong way of looking
at life, and that I would never be able to
manage my addiction until I changed my
attitude.
I had to accept that I the way I feel inside is
my responsibility and not anyone else’s
fault. If I get angry with someone, it is
because there is something not right with
me, not them. And even when I feel my
Continued on Page 6
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anger was justified, I had to
learn to let it go pretty
quickly, or it would have me
using drugs again. As an
addict I cannot afford to
indulge myself with the
luxury of anger, jealousy or
pride (or greed, gluttony,
sloth or lust come to that).
It’s as simple as that.
I also discovered that when I
concentrate on helping other
people, rather than thinking
about myself all the time, it
makes me feel better inside.
And as long as I feel OK on
the inside, there is no need
for me to take drugs to
change the way I feel. That
seems to be the secret of my
recovery from drug
addiction.
My journey through Cocaine
Anonymous is one of
change. I had to change my
attitudes in order to stop my
drug taking. After all, if I
kept on doing what I always
did, I would always get what
I always got – and that was a
dangerous place for me to
be.
I used to blame everyone
else for how I felt and only
thought of myself. That kept
me addicted to drugs. Now I
take responsibility for how I
feel and think of others, and
that has helped to free me
from my addiction.
6
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The Party Becomes
Your Life
When you’re young it’s all
done,
Friday night party and fun,
A couple of pills and jump
around,
Saturday little come down,
Stay in bed and smoke a spliff,
Shitty bad mood and a little tiff.
Monday morning back to norm,
A working life is why you’re
born,
Five o’clock a lager and lime,
A couple more is no crime,
Two o’clock kebab and home,
Morning comes before you
know.
But what goes up must come
down,
And soon enough you’re the
clown,
Drink and drugs take control,
And your work goes A.W.O.L.,
Sickies, warnings, no more fun,
Heads up your arse. What can
be done?
Then one friend comes along,
Try this pin and all is gone,
Nice brown powder in your
arm,
And soon enough there’s no
alarm,
Then you find you need it in,
Every day or life is grim.

HEIGHTS
I am not afraid
of heights
I’m afraid of
falling
I am not scared
of the dark
I’m scared of
what’s in it
I am not afraid
of love
I’m afraid of
not being loved
back
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Old Behaviour
Old behaviours only become old
when enough work has been
done to better ourselves, in order
to stop us acting on a mindaltering substance or mindaltering behaviours. My
experience is that we can wallow
in the darkness of bad or old
behaviour for so long we become
blind to the truth. Our
behaviours and our actions will
always falter before we reach for

our drug of choice. But the memory
of working the program of Cocaine
Anonymous lingers deep within.
And with it an acceptance and
awareness of our true selves
becomes apparent. We do the work
on a daily basis to rise from the
darkness into the sunlight of the
spirit. This is the best, in fact the only
place I love to be. I hope today has
been good for you as it has for me.

‘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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God has
Supplied

Just a Joke

God has supplied

Did you hear about

It's a pleasure to be

In this moment

the bloke who was

Part of your recovery

so addicted to

To watch you grow

I will thrive
Moment by moment
I will survive

Energy Drinks he

Friends in the
Fellowship

And turn over to God is an art
In every fear and resentment

Wondering why

stole his granny’s

I didn't die

pension to feed his

It's not about perfection

This is my truth

60 tins a day habit?

Or trying to be godly

I tell no lie
And once again

I don’t know how

I surmise

he can sleep at

Through my pain

night.

You have played a part

For every one suffers
With the malady
It's how you adapt and overcome
In recovery you are number one

I am wise

It's down to you can't

All the tears

Blame anyone else

I have cried

Day to day battles with self

Now that I have come

Times might be tough I won't

through

pretend

God has supplied

‘Cos in your sobriety
You have many friends

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:
MOST
ADDICTS
HAVE LOST
THE POWER OF
CHOICE OVER
DRUGS. OUR
WILLPOWER
BECOMES
NONEXISTENT.
WE ARE
WITHOUT
DEFENCE
AGAINST THE
FIRST ONE.
If you would like to
contribute an article please
post to:

CAUK H&I,
PO Box 6258,
Bournemouth, BH1 9DR
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