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​​​This book is my gift to the family and friends who stood behind me through my journey, never gave up, and lost faith in me. I thank you, and love you all!

And to all the addicts and alcoholics, good luck, and I hope my journey will inspire you to become a better version of yourself.

~ Berni Jones



​​​About the Author

Berni Jones is from a small fishing town northeast of New Brunswick, Canada. He and his younger sister were raised by middle-class parents, both working in the fishing industry. Berni attended Catholic school and was an average student with average grades.

Berni has been a blue-collar worker for the past 20 years. Construction has been putting food on the table and providing a good lifestyle for him and his family. Berni is a son, a brother, an uncle, and a stepfather and was recently rewarded and promoted to being a grandpa.

The Unspoken Confessions of An Addict is his second book.

"Don't let tomorrow’s stress affect today’s peace."



Understanding Addiction

Addiction is a real disease that changes the brain. It messes with the brain’s reward system, making cravings hard to control.

Think of addiction like an infection. If it’s not treated, it can get worse and lead to serious problems. Overcoming addiction isn’t just about stopping the behavior; it means changing how you think and getting support from others. It’s important to understand addiction’s effects on the brain and seek help from doctors, support Addiction isn’t just a bad habit—it’s a serious issue. It’s when someone feels a strong urge to do something or use a substance, even when it’s causing harm. This can be anything from drugs and alcohol to gambling or shopping. Addiction makes it hard for people to make good choices, often leading to problems in their lives.

Many people get addiction wrong. They think it’s about being weak or lacking willpower, calling those who struggle "losers" or assuming they can just quit if they try hard enough. But that’s groups, and loved ones.

I also believe that addiction is like an obsession. When you're an addict, it consumes your entire life. From the moment you wake up until you go to sleep, it's all you think about. Without even realizing it, it turns into an obligation—something you commit to completely. Finding several other ways to consume becomes your top priority, and you become ready to put everything else aside to fulfill your addiction. We also need to change how society views addiction. Instead of judging, we should offer support and understanding. By seeing addiction as a disease and treating it with care, we can help those struggling to find their way to recovery and a better life.

What is the difference between life and school? In school, you are taught a lesson and then given a test. In life, you are given a test that teaches you a lesson. 

In Control

Back then, I thought I had everything under control. I saw myself as the captain of my ship, confident and unaffected by others. In reality, I was on a sinking Titanic, heading straight for an iceberg.

I refused to admit I was becoming an addict. I told myself, "I can stop whenever I want." I thought it was no one’s business but mine. This mindset led to hiding my addiction and lying to myself. I convinced myself that I didn’t owe anyone explanations. I was an adult and could handle my own affairs.

The real deception was lying to myself. I started believing my own lies, adopting a victim mentality, and making excuses. This cycle of self-deception fed my addiction and deepened my denial.

My addiction took control, dragging me into a dark and destructive lifestyle. I felt trapped, like I was in an endless tunnel. Moments of clarity were brief, and I would quickly fall back into my delusions. Friends and family reached out, but I pushed them away, convinced I didn’t need help.

It wasn’t until I hit rock bottom that I fully understood my situation. The lies, deceit, and self-destruction became undeniable. For the first time, I saw a faint glimmer of hope. Admitting I had a problem was the hardest but most crucial step.

Recovery was long and tough. I had to face the truth and dismantle the walls of lies I had built. I began to rebuild my life. Each day was a challenge, but with determination and support, I started to regain control of my ship. 

Initiation

Most of us remember our first time ‘using.’ People try it for different reasons—curiosity, desire to fit in, peer pressure or hanging out with the wrong crowd, health issues, or even performance enhancement. For me, it was curiosity, and I did enjoy it. At that time, I didn’t think that something that brought me so much joy would end up ruining my life. I didn’t plan on my life turning out this way. We all think bad things mostly happen to others and that nothing this bad could happen to us. I was wrong, and I had to learn that the hard way.

The Journey to Recovery

I grew up in a small town in New Brunswick, Canada. It was a close-knit community where everyone knew each other. Drinking was a normal part of life for me and my friends. We started young, and alcohol was present at every celebration, from beach parties in the summer to camp gatherings in the winter.

Alcohol quickly became a routine for me. With a family history of alcoholism, I didn’t realize how serious it could become. What started as weekend fun turned into daily drinking, even during school nights. As we grew older, our circle expanded, and we began experimenting with harder substances like cocaine and PCP. PCP became my drug of choice, and to support my habit, I started selling drugs.

On April 1, 2000, I moved from New Brunswick to Ontario, seeking work. The city was a huge change from my small town. Without my family around, I felt free to indulge. Bars and drugs were everywhere. We lived like rock stars, going to after-hours parties and feeling invincible. But this so-called glamour was just a mask for the self-destruction I was heading towards.

I hit rock bottom and realized I needed help. I had lost friends, ruined relationships, and was in constant despair. Recovery wasn’t easy—it took strength, support, and a willingness to change. I joined support groups and slowly rebuilt my life. Each day brings me closer to a healthier, happier self. Reflecting on my past, I’m grateful for the lessons and my second chance at life.

The Downfall

My tolerance for alcohol and drugs was sky-high. I prided myself on going days without sleep, convinced that I was invincible. I’d keep going until my bank account was empty or my credit card maxed out. Financial troubles didn’t bother me—I believed I was in control and could stop whenever I wanted.

But my addiction was ruining my relationships. My girlfriend left and found her own place. Bills piled up, and I either paid the minimum or skipped payments. Rent was rarely on time, and groceries were a low priority. My family started avoiding me because of my drinking and erratic behavior. I had become an embarrassment and a danger to myself and others.

Eventually, I couldn’t afford my apartment and began couch-surfing. I lost my car, which was crucial for my job in construction, especially in a town with bad public transit. I moved to Ottawa, hoping for a fresh start, but my addiction came with me.

In Ottawa, I tried to change my surroundings, but old habits quickly took over. I found new places to drink and new dealers. My addiction followed me like a shadow, ruining every chance for a new beginning. I became homeless for a couple of days, which made me realize for the first time that I might have a problem. My pride and illusions of control had led me to rock bottom, and I had to face the fact that my life had become unmanageable. My health was failing, and my once strong body was weakened by years of abuse. The friends I had in Ottawa were unreliable, reflecting the unstable nature of my life.

Desperation set in. I couldn’t ignore that my life was out of control. The constant search for the next high or drink consumed me. I knew I couldn’t continue like this, but recovery seemed impossible. Admitting I needed help was the hardest but most crucial step. I spent weeks hoping for a lifeline in my darkest hour.

Slowly and swiftly, I got back on track. I started working and behaving well, got an apartment, and life was good again. But in no time, I was back to what I was really good at — the path of self-destruction.

Getting Married

As I mentioned earlier, I strongly believed that ‘using’ was just a recreational and social thing. It was like dating someone new. It was exciting, and we both enjoyed the adrenaline rush when we were together; you wake up thinking about each other, and we were looking forward to meeting and making weekend and holiday plans. Things were quickly getting serious between us; we then decided to move in with each other. We kept things low profile at first; family and friends suspected something was happening but weren’t sure at the time. We slowly stopped going to gatherings with friends and families and used the time to spend time in privacy. We were becoming soulmates and best friends. In no time, we were in a full relationship, and it didn’t take long before we decided to get engaged; getting married was the obvious next big step - as we thought we would be together until death tore us apart.

Trying to break someone from their addiction can be dangerous and can have unimaginable consequences. Putting yourself between an addict and his addiction can be as dangerous as getting between a Mama bear and her cubs!
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