| did not regard
drugs and alcohol as
the problem.

My life was the
problem, and drugs
and alcohol were

the solution.

Learning The Truth

Too Late

BY

o almost any outside observer
I in 1980, I was sitting on top of
the world. Maybe not a very big
world, but one that a lot of us
know. I was 28 years old, a very successful
sole practitioner with a practice growing be-
yond anybody's possible dreams, and a
"hometown boy" to boot. Single, living in a
beautiful new home and driving a 450 SL, I
had money in the bank, clients knocking on
my door and all the extermnal trappings of a
successful young professional. On the in-
side, however, things were different. 1 felt
lonely in a crowd much of the time. It was
like the roll was being called somewhere I
was supposed to be, but I was in the wrong
place at the wrong time trying to maintain
control of a world I did not make. I wished I
could let someone know how I felt, but what
would that someone think? I concluded that
I was just missing something . . . something
I would find and add to my life to be com-
plete.

Now, it is more than ten years later; a
beautiful day outside threatens to distract me
from putting words to my story, my life. But
a man who helped to save my life says I
might help others by doing so. "Pass it on,”
he reminds me. The roll is being called
again here and now.

The problem with "before and after" pic-
tures is that they do not communicate the in-
tense human stuff, the essence of life. My
own "after photo" would show a little less
hair and a few more lines and wrinkles. It
would not show the pain accompanying the
loss of what I had, including my license to
practice law. It would not show the struggle
for self-respect stripped, in a very public and
very humiliating way, of those external trap-
pings I mentioned. For that matter, neither
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would it show the joy and childlike happi-
ness coming with freedom of addiction . . .
The soul-deep assurance that I do not have
to drink or use any mood or mind altering
chemical today to feel OK about myself and
the world. I am the only one who can tell
this story from the inside out and I now
choose to do so.

It has now been more than five years
since I got sober, sixty-plus months since I
hesitantly stepped into a treatment center for
drug and alcohol dependence. I was not
pleased to be there. By December, 1984, my
life was in shambles — personally, profes-
sionally, financially, emotionally, spiritual-
ly, physically and in any other way one
might gauge oneself. I was morally bank-
rupt. I was financially bankrupt. I had no fu-
ture. My future was behind me. I was also
more frightened than [ had ever been in my
life because I knew if I was to continue to
draw breath it would have to be sober
breath. I was pretty sure that was impossi-
ble.

After all, I was a smart guy. I looked
around at the people present and immediate-
ly perceived that they were different and not
nearly as intelligent as I. If I had not been
able to figure out how to stop, how to keep
the numberless promises I had made to my-
self and others, what could these people
have to offer me? I would just have to die
this way and the only prayer I knew asked
for it to happen soon. Indeed, there were
times that the hope of dying used to keep me
alive.

It sounds unbelievable, but I still do not
have a clue what was really wrong; I did not
regard drugs and alcohol as the problem. My
life was the problem, and drugs and alcohol
were the solution. The damn thing was that
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even they had stopped working for me. Still, the only time I felt worse
than when drinking or using was when I wasn't. Everything else in my
life had become relatively unimportant compared to finding something
to shut off the bewildering pain of my existence.

I ' know now that I was and am an aicoholic. Not only was I addicted
to alcohol, I was addicted to cocaine, marijuana and anything else that
would sufficiently alter reality for me. Of all these, alcohol is the most
sinister because it is so sneaky and slow. It is also such a mainstay in
our culture that its acceptance provides a cover behind which most
alcoholics breed a strain of denial immune from almost all known
forms of attack. I say "almost" because of my own personal experience.
We have a saying in recovery — "You can't con a con, and an alcoholic
can't con another alcoholic.” Those "different” people showed me our
sameness. They did it by talking as openly and honestly as their
humanness would allow, about themselves and their experiences in life.
The ones who had been clean and sober for a while told me what
sobriety was like for them. And it was better than my life. I came to
want what they had. Only I couldn't buy it; I had to abstain and I had to
change almost everything about me. I had to be willing to grow up and
out of myself at over 30 years of age. I had to be willing to face up to
my past with honesty and courage and I had to do it every day for the
rest of my life. Happily, our lives only come one day at a time.

L also learned that I was not a bad or weak person. I was simply deal-
ing with something I couldn't control. My alcoholism had been acceler-
ating greatly by "cocainism.” This alluring powder, which had at first
made me everything I wanted to be and wasn't, is one of the most ad-
dicting and dangerous substances known to man. The only one, in fact,
which laboratory animals will self-ingest until death. I did not know
that when 1 started. We all know it now. Yet it continues to be one of
the most frequently abused of all drugs. Is it because users are stupid?
No. It is because cocaine makes addicts out of users. Then lies to them
and tells them they are different. "You won't lie, cheat, steal, or die a
horrible and premature death.” But you will. Either that or you will re-
cover. For the alcoholic/addict there are only those two choices: it's just
that simple.

I have now found what I had been looking for so desperately in
1980. It did not come in a bottle or baggy, pill bottle, gin bottle, or beer
bottle, and it got me where I am today. It was letting people know how
I feel. Understanding that life is to be lived on its own terms — thar is
reality. Knowing that we are all pretty much alike, and what others
have done I can do, finally fixed with some of the internal trappings,
and grateful to be here.

If anyone reading this understands these feelings or specifically re-
lates to this story, or if you or anyone you know is depending on drugs
(including alcohol) to cope with life, know that it doesn't have to be
that way.

If you are suffering, get help. If you know someone who is suffering,
insist they get help. You may save a career. Lives are at stake.

The Statewide anonymous number for THE OTHER BAR is 1-800-
222-0767

For local meetings and information call (714) 683-4030. [#]

I This story from a member of THE OTHER BAR is presented by James
O. Heiting, the president of THE OTHER BAR.
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EXPERTS IN

LITIGATION SUPPORT.

= Business = Marital
Valuations -Dissolutions -
» Investigative =« Damage Ciaims
Audits = Contract

s Expert Testimony Disputes

WE CAN MAKE A DIFFERENCE
Contact: Daryl E. Joiner - Partner

CERTIFIED PUBLIC ACCOUNTANTS
P.O. Box 220, LaVerne, CA 91750 (714) 593-4911

%vnca\m ¢ LLOYD ¢ STUTZMAN

DAN W. GREEN, M.D.
Takes pleasure in announcing
the opening of his office
exclusively for the care of
soft tissue personal injuries.

Liens on good liability cases accepted

Modemn equipment
including in-house X-ray

Prompt appointments and reporls

Convenient location
adjacent to public transportalion

24 Years experience
Curriculum vitae available on request

320 North "E" Street
San Bernardino, CA 92401
(714) 888-6161
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Independent Probate
Service

LORI MERCER

Post Office Box 2915
Corona, CA 91718

(714)272-8137

Estates
Guardianships
Conservatorships
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