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Annie C. Meyers





Eight Years in
COCAINE HELL



“To the sensitive (cocaine) is soothing, to the stupid it is enlivening, to the exhausted it gives strength and mental vigor. To the sufferers from pain it gives peace…” Dr. T.D. Crothers, 1899


“I never used any other drug but the clear cocaine and I believe that I am the only living person in the world to-day who ever took two hundred grains in twenty-four hours and survived.” Annie C. Meyers






The autobiographical Eight Years in Cocaine Hell (1902) recounts in shockingly straightforward style the transformation of Annie C. Meyers, affluent and well-connected Chicago widow, to junkie, thief, forger, inventor of the ‘Cocaine Dance’, and ultimately authoress of the first drug confessional written by a woman.


It was 1894. Annie Meyers had a bad cold, and her lawyer advised her to try Birney’s Catarrh Powder, in which then-legal cocaine was a principal active ingredient. She rapidly became addicted to the drug, ran through her money and travelled the USA shoplifting, house-breaking and writing forged checks to support her habit.


Arrested repeatedly, miraculously escaping a custodial sentence, Annie finally tried safe-blowing and was collared for the final time: ‘homeless and friendless, degraded and frenzied, insane, a broken-down and pitiful wreck of what I had once been.’ She had lost most of her teeth (one gold tooth she had extracted herself and sold), her upper jaw was eaten away and ulcers covered much of her body. She was down to about five and a half stones in weight. Remarkably, and happily, she recovered, with the help of her long-suffering sister and the St. Luke Society, who encouraged and originally published this concise, ground-breaking memoir.






“Her book established a literary genre, and her case helped to outlaw cocaine.” Stuart Walton, Intoxicology




Contents


Cover


Title Page/About the Book


Contents


Frontispiece



Dedication








Preface








Chapter One. My Birth and Marriage—The Beginning of My Downfall








Chapter Two. Arrested in Milwaukee and Hyde Park—First Arrest in Chicago—Experience in Cincinnati—In Cook County Jail








Chapter Three. Shop-Lifting in the Large Stores of Chicago








Chapter Four. Selling Stolen Goods—A Homily on the Drug Habit—Her Sister Defends Her








Chapter Five. Forgery—Visiting Various Large Cities—In the Sweat-Box








Chapter Six. Effect of Cocaine—The Horrors of Hell Forestalled—Terrifying Experiences—The Cocaine Dance








Chapter Seven. The Dawn of the Day of Deliverance—From the Bridewell to the St. Luke Society—I meet “The Great Physician”







About the Author


Intoxicology (title page) by Stuart Walton


Intoxicology (Introduction) by Stuart Walton


Copyright






[image: cover image]





Annie C. Meyers in 1890, member of the board of Lady Managers of the World’s Columbian Exposition














To my beloved sister, Mrs. McCabe, this book is affectionately inscribed.






THE AUTHOR.







Preface


It has been thought by my friends that I could be of service to humanity by putting into book form the story of the terrible experiences and degradation brought into my life by the use of cocaine, and the redemption through the mercy of the Lord that has again placed me among the living and into paths of usefulness.


As the reader may well suppose, there is no pleasure to me in reciting in these pages the awful chapters of crime that this hell-sent drug has forced me to commit; on the contrary it is a matter of deep contrition and mortification that I under any circumstances ever got so far away from my early Christian training and my mother’s God. But that others, who may not know to what depths this accursed drug will drag them, may be warned, and still others who are in the fearful grasp of the monster may learn that there is hope of deliverance, I have concluded to banish the feelings of shame and lay open some of the pages of a life in which I seemed to lose all responsibility for a period of years.


There is also coupled with these ideas the hope that there may come some financial reward from this publication, and if so it is my intention to use it in rescuing victims of these drug habits and try to do for others what the Lord has led friends to do for me. In this connection I want to tender my sincerest thanks to Madame Jeanne Conley and the Post Graduate College for very kind assistance that materially aided in my final recovery of health.


A.C.M.




Chapter One


MY BIRTH AND MARRIAGE—THE BEGINNING OF MY DOWNFALL



I was born in Buffalo, N.Y., in 1858. My father, Ezekiel Annis, was an English man, of good Christian character, a member of the Church of England. Mother’s maiden name was Caroline Babbit, a niece of B.T. Babbitt, and a first cousin of Jay Gould. She was an Episcopalian, but both parents joined the Methodist Church and myself and twelve brothers and sisters were sent to the Baptist Sunday School because of its nearness to our home. When a very young girl I met and married Captain Victor E. Meyers, a naval officer. Soon after our marriage he retired from the navy and we made our home in Chicago, from which port he sailed the first vessel that ever went direct from Chicago to the West Indies. After locating in Chicago I had the privilege of an academic course and was graduated from the St. Francis Academy at Joliet, Ill.


I was frequently permitted to accompany my husband upon his ocean voyages. In 1889, four years before the World’s Fair, Captain Meyers died and was buried in Rosehill Cemetery. He was a kind husband, a Mason and a good Christian man. Before his death we became members of the Marshfield Avenue M.E. Church. In 1890, through the kindness of friends, I was appointed by Congress an alternate member of the Board of Lady Managers of the World’s Columbian Exposition. As a member of that Board I occupied an influential position, coming before the public with almost as much frequency and prominence as Mrs. Potter Palmer herself. It was left to me to arrange a concert at the Central Music Hall, which was a success. I was the originator of the idea of the Inland Marine Exhibit at the World’s Fair, which met with approval among all the marine interests, and especially by the Marine Benevolent Association. At my age in life it will not be thought vanity to remark that in those days I was considered a woman of some beauty, refinement and intelligence. Invitations were tendered and accepted to attend receptions given by the leaders of society in Chicago; I gave receptions in return and my friendship and influence was frequently sought for. I was a typical woman of society in those days. I only state these things to show that cocaine is no respecter of persons or positions.


In 1894, while attending to some legal matters, my lawyer, who noticed that I was suffering from a severe cold, advised me to try Birney’s Catarrh Remedy. He gave me a bottle and that started me on my downward course. From a well-balanced Christian woman, I became a haggard and wretched physical and mental wreck. My thoughts were only for more of that accursed poison, cocaine, that was dragging me down to destruction; walking the streets of this wicked city, wandering from place to place, night and day, insane with grief and remorse, every hope of success, every promise of prosperity dashed to the earth by this demon! Position after position, friends, honor, money, everything was sacrificed to this idol! Homeless, I became a wandering vagabond on the earth, yet in my saner moments I seemed to recall the positive declarations and merciful warnings of God, knowing full well that “sin, when it is finished, bringeth forth death,” and “the soul that sinneth, it shall die,” whose end is destruction; but I had started, forsaken my God, and very soon found myself with no will power left and I sank lower and lower. I was firmly bound in the slavery of this awful monster. In my sane moments, how often have I knelt and prayed to my Heavenly Father. I well divined he was a righteous judge, knowing he had full, perfect and all-knowing sympathy, divine compassion and deep-seeing grasp of the stern stress and warfare of my life, the ways that led me to this misery, the paths I took in blindness from the right.


From city to city I wandered, and as I was using ten dollars’ worth of cocaine a day, I was forced to steal, and readers of newspapers everywhere were greatly shocked to hear of my arrest in so many different places. As the first effects of the drug produces kleptomania, I was continually in trouble.


My first arrest happened in Detroit, Mich., before I became a kleptomaniac or had committed any crime. I went there on very particular and secret business, concerning no one but myself, and while in my hotel at night I was taken to the Central Station and examined by a physician, and several reporters interviewed me. I felt so heart-broken and ashamed that I did not care what became of me, and if at that time a kind hand had been held out to me, I could have been saved from years of misery. The papers came out with large headlines, my name, a cut of me in evening dress, my standing in society was flaunted before the world, every paper copying the account.


My second arrest was in Cleveland, O., for larceny. A gentleman pleaded for me, claiming I was insane from cocaine. The next arrest was in Buffalo, trying to pass a forged check. I was put on the train and sent out of the city.


I was arrested three times in St. Louis, Mo.; first time for begging money for cocaine, second time for trespassing, and sent to the workhouse. From there I was taken to the detention hospital and a missionary heard of my case, reported to the mayor of the city and I was released and put in charge of the Sisters of Charity until I left the city, but was rearrested and sent to the Detention Hospital under observation and released the next morning and sent to Chicago where I was met by the police, but let go, they knowing I was a cocaine fiend.


I was next arrested in Indianapolis for larceny. The officials at that place, how ever, having previously learned of my case, advised me to leave the city.


I was next arrested in Elgin, Ill., for stealing a diamond in Rockford, Ill. I do not remember where I got the diamond, but remember trying to sell it for ten cents to finish out change for a bottle of Birney’s, but could not sell it at any price, and it was found on me by the police. I was discharged, however, as the sheriff found that I was telling the truth regarding the price I had offered it for and knowing that I was not responsible, I was again sent to Chicago.


Aurora was the next city I was arrested in. I was taken to the Central Station, but watched my chance and made my escape, but was picked up bodily and carried by the police back. The police telegraphed to Chicago, and received word to send me back to Chicago and it would be all right.




Chapter Two


ARRESTED IN MILWAUKEE AND HYDE PARK—FIRST ARREST IN CHICAGO—EXPERIENCE IN CINCINNATI—IN COOK COUNTY JAIL



My Experience in Milwaukee.


A year before my arrest there was a diamond robbery and I was taken on suspicion from one of the hotels to the Central Police Station and put in the “sweat box” for two weeks and two days, and sent from there to the county jail, at which place I was able to get word to my sister in Chicago and she went to Chief of Police Kipley, who gave her a letter to the Chief of Police of Milwaukee, requesting him out of courtesy to release Annie C. Meyers as she was a cocaine fiend and not responsible. The judge of the court gave me to my sister, who brought me home.
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