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In the years since my recovery from alcoholism and drug addiction - which started 41 years ago - I have come to realise that as a practicing alcoholic and drug addict I was a sick person, and that there was absolutely nothing I could have done to stop these killer addictions taking control of my life. The way they crept up on me and the nature of my downwardly spiraling behaviour were all part of the natural progress of my disease. Today, I am aware of millions of others who have had the same experiences that I have, and many of them helped me to find the alcohol and drug free life that I have been blessed with.

Where ever and whenever I took the first drink of the day, I had no idea what was going to be the result or where I would end up. Would I be arrested or hospitalized again? Would I blow what little money I had left on a prostitute or be in my bed or a strange bed with someone I did not remember meeting or ever seeing before? Or would I be alone with only the most horrendous hangover and all-consuming self-pity for company, not having a clue what I had done the night before? One or more of these was always what followed my taking the first drink of the day!

Since I became 40 and quit booze and drugs, I have lived a life of such extraordinary diversity and happiness that it seems important for me to pass on my experiences to others, so that it may help them climb out of the self-made hell alcoholics and drug addicts create for themselves. "My way" eventually led to me living my life with an attitude of utter despair, wanting to be dead but not having the courage to take my own life. Today, it is not like that.  I have found a life, lived mostly in bright sunshine, which has kept getting better as the years rolled by, sadly quicker now that I enjoy them so much.

Alcoholism and drug addiction are the cause of over 60% of crime, as well as massive amounts of mental and physical health problems: almost every country in the world suffers such results. In addition, families and societies are often devastated by the mayhem both causes. Although the problems are easy to identify, due to a lack of understanding very little is done to remedy the basic issues.

As someone on the inside track with many years of recovery from both, I decided to write a book whose aim is to help others similarly addicted. I realised that even if it only helps one person recover from either addiction, the years of writing it and living in my past life’s self-created hell will have been worth it, though my hope is it will help many, and the knock-on effects will be of much benefit to society in general.

Understanding alcoholism and drug addiction is not easy even when you are an alcoholic or drug addict. And if you are not, I would go so far as to say it is impossible. As the result of such misunderstanding, the stigma ‘weak character’ was attached to every alcoholic and drug addict before the middle of the last century. Today, the medical profession has a better understanding of drug addiction, believing that it applies to anyone who has a physical allergy as well as a mental craving for whatever chemical substance or substances they are addicted too: therefore, it is an illness, and now recognized as such by the world’s health authorities.

From my years as a ‘junkie’ who became addicted to almost every mood-altering chemical I took, I gradually came to believe this view to be true. From alcohol to cannabis, cocaine or ‘crack’ to heroin, LSD to ecstasy, tranquillizers to sleeping pills, ‘uppers’ to ‘downers’, antidepressants to ‘magic mushrooms’, purple hearts to glue, opium to morphine, nicotine to caffeine: I tried many of them and the result was instant addiction almost every time. This view was reinforced by the thousands of other addicted people I spoke with over the next 20 years who had become similarly hooked on whatever narcotic they took.

The knowledge that I was a sick person not a bad person meant that for the first time in my life I no longer felt isolated and different to everyone else on the planet. In time I gained hope for the future and became a well-balanced, worthwhile member of society: I developed a love of life, Earth’s natural wonders, the world’s people and a realistic self-worth; I was also restored to sanity.
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Making of an Alcoholic/Drug Addict

Where in hell am I? I can’t remember anything. I’m lying on a floor on my side and all I can see around me are men’s legs and bodies! I raise my gaze a little and I see bars. I gradually realise I am in a prison cell. Where am I? How long have I been here? And how did I get here? These are the questions running through my terrified mind.

My hangover is no different to the thousands of hangovers I have had in the past 25 years, but never had I found myself in such a position as this before. I continue to lie there, going through the events of the previous 24 hours as best I can remember them. I am in ‘blackout’, a condition I am very familiar with – unable to remember what I had done the day or night before!

I had started drinking at San Francisco’s airport just before boarding my flight to Los Angeles. I drank more on the flight and more in Los Angeles on arrival. I had flown in from London two days before, and except for sleeping, I had been drinking and taking drugs around the clock.

I had an arrangement to stay with a woman who lived in Santa Barbara. I had assumed this was a suburb of Los Angeles and that she would meet me at the airport. Geographically speaking I was a long way out – Santa Barbara is a good distance from Los Angeles and she had meant she would meet me at the airport in Santa Barbara! By the time I met her I was in bad shape.

It was early evening and she quickly appraised my condition. She said:

“You are acting very strangely. There is something seriously wrong with you”.

I knew she was right and tried to laugh it off. When we had met in Spain a few months earlier, we had established a common bond in relation to drugs, so I was quite surprised when she said:

“I am not having you to stay with me. You are far too sick and making me feel scared”.

She dumped me at a motel and from that moment on I can hardly remember anything; though I vaguely remember falling down some steps and into a bar, also falling into some bushes when I thought I had seen a police car.

As I lay on the floor of the jail, I realised I badly needed a Valium fix. I searched my pockets and found there was nothing in them. Usually, I kept around 30 milligrams on me for such emergencies. I started to panic and got to my feet. I fully comprehended for the first time that I was in the biggest police cell I had ever been in and there were several other men in it with me. I went to the door and asked to see someone. Eventually someone came and I explained my situation; that I was a British citizen on holiday! None of the rest of what happened do I remember except that there was a lot of controversy about my not having a passport or any other means of identification, coupled with lots of talk of deportation!

It was decided that I would be taken by police car in search of my motel. As we drove off, I turned around and read a huge sign, which said, Santa Barbara State Penitentiary. For the first time I knew where I was! We drove for several miles and proceeded to the area where presumably I had been picked up the night before. We eventually found the motel at which I had registered and - fortunately for me - my passport, flight details and ticket home. It was suggested by the officers accompanying me that I leave the country as soon as possible. I did not need telling twice.

***
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By now the demon alcohol had me well and truly in its grip. Little did I realise that my dependency on it and other drugs was soon to cause me more misery than anything I could ever have imagined. It was already bad enough! But what had caused me to fall into this seemingly bottomless pit?

In my childhood I was described as a "likeable little boy". I had grown up in an honest, loving family, so how had I become a self-obsessed, dishonest and very frightened individual? One who had become an altogether unwanted, out of work member of society. What happened to cause this and why had it all crashed around me?

I was told alcoholism is often hereditary but there was no one in my family who had a drink or drug problem. One of my cousins had recreated our “family tree” going back over 150 years and had found only one distant relative who had such a problem. He was known as “Middle-of-the-Road” Tom, as that was where he always walked to avoid falling in the ditch! I discovered he had been a hangman’s assistant – no wonder he drank, I thought.

I reflected on my childhood as I sought to answer the simple question: how had I become a chronic alcoholic and drug addict? I wondered, for example, where I had got my dishonest streak from. At home I was taught a high moral code for living.  The trouble was I broke almost every one of the principles that my parents and teachers taught me in my early years. My way of living, lying and stealing led me to believe that I was a very bad person; and that my self-loathing was to continue to grow for many years to come. Again, as I looked back further, I recalled how I had been thrown out of both the Cubs and Boy Scouts. That sort of thing I knew did not happen to “nice little boys”, so why, I wondered, had it happened to me?

I could not see that my troubles were all self-created and never of anyone else's making. It was all very well being cast aside by my friends, and blaming them for deserting me, but worst of all I had come to loathe myself. The moral code I had been taught in my youth I had shattered to smithereens - so much so, that as soon as I awoke every morning my first waking action was to put my hand under my bed seeking the prescribed tranquillizers, I had left there the night before. I knew I would need them to help me over the depression I always immediately felt nowadays upon wakening. This feeling was exacerbated by the hangover from the previous day’s alcohol and the fear of what I might have done! Once I had ‘fixed’ myself with the tranquillizers to combat this depression, and taken much liquid to deal with my dehydration, I was more or less ready to face the ‘long’ day, which I knew lay ahead of me.

In school, almost overnight, I had become known as ‘Jack the One-balled Wonder’. This was when it was noticed by my schoolmates that only one of my testicles had dropped! I was extremely ashamed of my defect and my attitude toward it was to haunt me for many years to come.

For some extraordinary reason I decided to join the police cadets. The police medical examiner refused to take me unless I had the misplaced organ removed. He thought that I might get kicked in the misplaced testicle by someone and that would be the end of my manhood dreams! I never did understand his reasoning. My parents were all for it and, much to my shame, the operation to remove it was carried out shortly after. I realised that once it was gone, it was gone forever, and that I would, therefore, never ever fully be a man!

I told all this to my not too bright, first ‘real’ girlfriend, Sue - who unfortunately told her mother. Though she was only 17, Mum did not think it a good idea for her daughter to get further involved with a man who may not be able to perform the manly duties of fatherhood later in life. I was ‘madly in love’ with Susan and argued that I was sure it would all be okay. Needless to say, mother’s will prevailed, and Sue went out of my life almost forever. The nails were being hammered, one by one, into the coffin of my lack of self-confidence.

Eighteen months later I was at the police training centre in Bridgend, South Wales. One of the regular pranks played on new recruits was ‘black-balling’. This meant several men holding down a fellow trainee whilst colleagues rubbed black shoe polish onto the unfortunate suspect’s testicles. I learned on the grapevine that it was my turn that night. I was horrified. I was mostly afraid of what my fellow trainee officers would think of me, and my deformity! I had never told any man of my operation, and now here I was, faced with everyone in the training camp knowing by tomorrow morning; that or telling the ringleader, Tony, and pleading with him to protect my dignity! I chose the latter course, and much to my surprise nothing happened - thank God! Whether he told others about my misfortune I never found out.

Shortly after Sue ditched me, I started dating Mimi, a girl I had worked with for a few months. Mimi was attractive and “experienced”. Also, she was very nice. I would dearly love to have had sex with her but as soon as the opportunity arose on the back seat of my car one-night, absolute terror overcame me and that was the end of that. At about the same time, an old school friend Stella and I got into an identical ‘back seat of my car’ situation with the same dire results. Two more nails in my ego driven coffin.

I had many more similar excursions to the edge of full sex in the next five years but all proved as fruitless as those with Mimi and Stella. Whilst all my mates seemed to be having ‘it’ left, right and centre, I certainly was not. In fact, the longer my virginity lasted the further away from ‘it’ I seemed to go and more afraid I got.

Due to the same physical defect therefore, at age 23, I was still a virgin. By then I was living in North London and had a girlfriend called Stephanie. Steph had the most infectious laugh I had ever heard and I adored her. We had dated for several weeks and were headed in a straight line towards my first ever full sexual encounter. Again, I was terrified. What would happen when she found out? I decided to tell her. We had gone back to my place and were lying on the bed when I took the bull by the horns!

“Steph, there’s something I have to tell you,” I blurted out: “I’ve never had sex!! You know where other boys have two; I unfortunately only have one...” I stammered.

I expected her to sympathize and say something like, “Darling, it doesn’t matter at all. I want you so much, just do it.” Instead, she roared with laughter; so much so, that I actually joined her - though I have to admit, to a slightly lesser extent! Needless to say, we never did make love, and our fling finished shortly after. From that moment on I never told anyone of my deformity, I just got drunk and drugged up to the eyeballs. They could take it or leave it – no one seemed to care, and towards the end, most of them did the latter!

It was already obvious to me that although unfortunate, only having one testicle had not made me an alcoholic. I thought back to my ‘laziness’. Was that it? My mother had continually accused me of chronic slothfulness, “You are as useless as your father. If it goes on like this I am thinking of leaving.” This was not a criticism of her, for I knew my laziness was a fact of life. After all, when I was supposed to be studying for my ‘O’ levels, almost all I did was sit in my study area listening to pop music, rushing to turn off the record player whenever I heard parental footsteps approaching!

I was also a rebel, was that the cause? Any time I was asked or told by anyone to do something I did not want to do, a huge resentment welled up inside me and I rebelled. I lived with my sister Marianne, Mother and Father. Marianne was six years older than me and seemed to revel in dishing out discipline to her ‘much-loved’ brother. I followed her through both primary and secondary schools, and I was always being compared to her in what seemed to me as a most derogatory manner. “You are not as nice as your sister... You don’t work as hard as your sister...” And so, it went on for eleven very resentful years.

I could not understand it. I thought I was a loveable, intelligent, good-looking, pleasant boy who never did anything wrong, whereas she was a stupid, ugly, bossy cow! Why didn’t they understand me better and see it my way?

An evening at home went something like this:

Me: “Let’s watch Z Cars!”

Her: “No. I want to watch The Newcomers. Look, Mum, Jack’s picking his nose again!” Me: (thinks): “I’d like to kill her!”

After supper:

Her: “Jack, it’s your turn to do the washing-up.” Me: “No it isn’t, I did it last time!”

Her: “These plates are still dirty!”

Me: “No they’re not, I just washed them!”

“If only someone else could have had my awful sister!’ I thought.

Today, I have no doubt I was a difficult child and I love my sister. I also know that I am no lazier than anyone else – so that was not what made me a ‘junkie’ either. I was to learn that resentment is the number one offender in alcoholics and drug addicts, with fear keeping up a good pace alongside. 

In the 1950’s and 1960’s pubs were still closed in Wales on Sundays. Every night except Sunday, at about 8.45pm, my father would say,

“I’m off to the pub, Kit.” 

Kitty was my mother’s nickname, which came from Kathleen, one of her several Christian names. My father was called Doug, adapted from his Christian name Edgar. I was named Jack because my mum and dad liked it. My second name, though, was Edgar, which I did not like at all – I knew of no other Edgars on the planet, so why me?

I used to wonder what my father did in ‘the pub’ every night. In later years, when I was old enough to join him, I discovered that all he did was drink about two pints of beer, play dominoes and sometimes darts or cribbage. How boring, I thought, and how I hated my first taste of best Welsh bitter, very flat, beer. Little did I know then this would become my way of life too, but not just two pints of beer! He would return home just after 10.30 p.m., when the pubs closed. I can recall how much safer the house felt with him back home – he would fight off any burglars, I thought.

When I was eleven or so, my sister went to live in Cardiff, the Welsh capital, and life got infinitely better! Around that time too, I passed my ‘11 plus’ exam and went to the local grammar school in Llandrindod Wells. ‘Llandod’, as it was known, was the second largest town in the county of Radnorshire; the least densely populated county in England and Wales – less than 10,000 citizens but with enough sheep to impress any New Zealander – I was teased accordingly! It was 21 miles from where I lived in the village of Glasbury-on-Wye, and to get there I caught the school bus every morning at 7.45a.m. I would arrive home again about 5.00 p.m. I quickly learned to do the little homework I bothered to do on the bus, where I could copy freely from my fellow pupils. This left my evenings free to play with my friends.

Growing up in a village the size of Glasbury, with a population of approximately 500, was bliss for a child. Every night there were about eighteen of us who used to play on the village green, in the local woods or down by the river. Games of hopscotch, kick-tin, hide-and-seek, Cowboys and Indians, cricket and football were my daily habits until the aged of about fifteen. From sixteen my interests became gambling, pub games and girls!

I went to a ‘mixed’ school and travelled on a ‘mixed’ school bus. Because of this and the fact of having a sister I got used to girls quite quickly, but I was afraid of most of them. When I was twelve, I had a crush on Ann. She was a year older than me and she quickly recognised my somewhat bashful advances aimed at her. One day she sent me a letter in French.  It started, ‘Est ce que vous adores moi?’ I ran a mile!! I was terrified - what had I done? I was already having enough trouble with my mother and sister, and now this!

Shortly after, I completely flipped over Gillian. She was also a year older than me. She was tall, had a wonderful figure and long blonde hair. I worshipped her. Almost every day I sent her, via her girlfriends, sweets and chocolates. I could tell they were laughing at me but I did not care and thought that one day my amorous attentions would win her heart.  I sent her love letters as well!  The funny thing was that in five years of seeing her almost every day I never said a single word to her in all that time – I was overwhelmed with chronic fear!

The big date at the time was to go the pictures with your heart-throb. By now I had fallen for Josephine. She was adorable and I found out she liked me too; again, I had not dared speak to her. We arranged, via some friends, to go to the cinema one Saturday afternoon. I was really looking forward to it. We were to meet outside at 2.55 p.m., five minutes before the picture started. I was more nervous than I had ever been in my life. I literally quivered from head to foot. At three minutes to three I could stand it no longer. I panicked, bought my ticket and went inside.  It was very dark. About five minutes later she walked in on the other side of the cinema. I cowered in my seat and eventually crept out, hunching myself well below the level of the height of the seats. I was too much of a coward ever to tell anyone what had happened. In the next three years I discovered Josephine was one of the nicest girls I would ever meet, and have always wished I had had the courage to tell her so. She died several years later aged just eighteen. Such a tragedy.

There were two very ‘naughty’ girls on the school bus, Belinda and Veronica. They were well ‘into boys’, along with Elvis, Buddy Holly, make-up and all that sort of hip thing. They were fun but I was afraid of them and as the result I felt ‘very small’ in their company: they were several years older than me as well. One day they persuaded me to sit with them. They had me sit on their knees and started to tease me in a nice kind of way. Suddenly I realised their hands were inside my trousers and they were about to grab me by the testicle and ‘willy’! I was terrified and struggled to free myself. They were strong, and it was only by making a huge commotion that I was able to free myself – to me this was a matter of life and death! Yet another blow to my ‘manliness’, as I knew many of my mates would have enjoyed it and reveled in the attention.

At this time winkle-pickers were the in shoes and drainpipe trousers the in pants. Teddy boys were all the rage. My mother did not like Teddy Boys, the shoes or the pants! My best friend was Martin; he was allowed to wear something resembling both. Also, he had a terrific ‘DA’ (ducks- arse!) type hairstyle. I had a really stupid wave my mother liked.  At this time my face was covered in spots and blackheads. My mother and I tried every trick under the sun to remove them. But as quickly as we did, more would come and take their place. My sister said it was because I did not wash properly, which did not endear her to me anymore than she already was. So, I also hated the way I looked and was dressed. Was there anything I liked about me? It certainly did not seem so but now I see that all I ever did think about was myself. Self-centredness I later learned was another distinguishing trademark of alcoholics and drug addicts. I now see I had 10 out of 10 junkie trademarks already!
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Girls!

Aged I was sixteen I was seriously interested in a girl in my local village. I had doted on her for many years, since the age of about eight in junior school if I remember correctly. Her name was Diana.  She was a few months older than me with beautiful jet-black hair, a permanent mischievous smile and mysterious, very dark eyes. She was seriously good- looking and as Rod Stewart said, “Every schoolboy’s dream.”

I found out she had taken up bell- ringing - campanology, to give it its proper name. Needless to say, I joined the local church bell- ringers. I would have followed her anywhere. We also became hand-bell ringers, though this did not further my love notions and advances either. I was too terrified to make a move. We used to go from house to house at Christmas playing carols and collecting for the local church. (It turned out the vicar actually walked off with the funds – and was defrocked as the result!)

Paul Anka then came out with the most successful pop song, Diana. I used to listen to it for hours at a time. It actually was a great pop song, a classic in its own right.  Unfortunately, the other Diana and I never did get together, and we went our separate ways: I on my journey of self-destruction and Diana to who knows where? I always knew I was fighting an uphill battle, as Diana had always preferred the company of her cousin Michael to me, and when another boy, John became ill, he was feted with all her attention! 

Saturday nights, by now, were spent at the local cinema in Hay-on-Wye (now the world-famous second-hand book shop!). There would be a ‘B’ movie followed by a more star-studded affair. By the time such films reached Hay, they were two or more years old, but that did not bother my friends and me. The stars were mostly Doris Day, Elizabeth Taylor, Jane Russell, Marilyn Monroe, Bridget Bardot (if we were lucky), Julie Christie (if we were very lucky), Humphrey Bogart, Robert Mitchum, John Wayne, Marlon Brando, Kirk Douglas, Dirk Bogart, Rock Hudson, David Niven and Paul Newman. I would catch the 6 o’clock bus with the Jones Brothers, Billy and David, plus their cousins Tommy and Johnny, to be there on time for the one showing that started at 7.30 p.m. Between the bus’s arrival and the movie starting time we went to the local café. Coffee, one-armed bandits, a pinball machine and a juke box were the attractions here; plus, of course the local ‘crumpet’! I was too shy to make much progress in this department, but eventually my friends set up my first date!

I will never forget my first kiss: Anne was her name. After half an hour of having my arm draped around her neck, or resting on the seat behind her, I made my move! I knew she was experienced and for her it must have been almost awful. I had no idea about ‘French kissing’ and just pushed my very closed mouth against hers, moved it around a bit and removed it. I did these three or four times before the film ended and that was that. We walked out of the cinema together, kissed tentatively ‘good night’ and off she went, never for me to date again. And I was left wondering what all the fuss around kissing was all about!

Then Johnny told me about Sexy Sue! I was terrified, but I had seen her several times at a distance and I liked what I saw. This was ‘big time’. We were to meet near her place and walk to the cinema together. I had been carefully briefed on what she would let me do and not do. Needless to say, I was a miserable failure. Sue, though, did not seem to mind and was really nice to me, though it was obvious my lack of experience was a handicap, so I did not ask to see her again.

Anne had been a grammar school girl and was quite bright. Sue went to a secondary modern school and was nice. I had engaged my first tactile encounters with them, but I doubt, in retrospect, if I had done as much for their overall sexual experience as they had done for mine.
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