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    To every mother, father, sister, and brother who has fought the invisible battles of addiction alongside someone they love.To those who have cried behind closed doors, prayed for change, and carried hope even when it felt impossible.And to Blake, and all the Blakes out there may your story remind us that even in the darkest moments, humanity, love, and truth still matter.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Addiction is not just the grip of a substance, it is the silence of pain, the weight of unmet needs, and the echo of choices that cannot be undone.
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Chapter One: The Girl With Green Eyes

I’ve always been told I was too much. Too loud, too restless, too impatient. My mother used to say it with a sigh, brushing a strand of blonde hair from my face, green eyes wide and blinking at her. My father, when he was in a good mood, called me naughty or mischievous, but more often, he called me cruel names I try not to remember. I wasn’t bad. I was alive in a body that never slowed down, in a mind that never quit spinning, in a heart that always wanted what it wanted now.

School was a battlefield I never understood. Teachers would grow frustrated when I couldn’t sit still, when my thoughts jumped faster than I could follow, when I fidgeted, doodled, tapped, whispered, or simply daydreamed while instructions washed over me like rain on glass. No one knew what it was ADHD, anxiety terms I would hear much later, after years of punishment and shame disguised as discipline. Back then, I just knew I didn’t fit.

Mom did her best. She tucked me in at night, read the same stories over and over, tried to soothe the storm I carried in my chest. She worked tirelessly to shield me from Dad’s sharp words, his cruel punishments, and the emptiness he seemed to leave behind. But even love has its limits. Even sacrifice can only stretch so far before it frays.

By the time I was thirteen, I discovered marijuana. I thought it was magical. I thought it made me okay. It calmed the racing in my head, made the world stop spinning for a few hours, and finally let me breathe without the weight of constant correction pressing on me. It felt like a secret lifeline, and I clung to it. No one knew, and I liked it that way.

From the outside, I was the girl everyone noticed the surfy, fit, blonde girl with green eyes and the kind of face that made people smile, or underestimate me. No one suspected the chaos inside, the anxiety that coiled in my chest, the racing thoughts that refused to stop. I smiled, laughed, and charmed my way through the world, even as my mind spun faster than I could ever escape.

From the family’s side, the worry started early. My mother, exhausted and fearful, watched me stumble from one experiment to the next, searching for calm in substances that could never hold me. My father dismissed it, blamed it, or used it as fuel for his cruelty. Therapists came and went. Medications were offered. But nothing worked, because no one not even me could see clearly enough to know what I really needed.

Looking back now, I can see the pattern forming the tug toward escape, the refusal to accept help, the combination of untreated ADHD and anxiety that left me desperate for relief, and the way my family tried, over and over, to plug the holes in a life that seemed determined to leak.

I was the girl who never stopped. And I didn’t even know the half of what was coming.

Chapter Two: A House Divided

Dad’s anger was a storm that no one could predict. Sometimes it started with a word, sharp and cutting. Other times, it was silence that carried a weight heavier than any shouted insult. I learned early to navigate the chaos, to twist my body and my words to survive. I was clever, in a way always thinking two steps ahead, always trying to stay out of his path. But cleverness can only protect you so far when the person who is supposed to love you most feels the need to punish instead.

Mom tried to be the shelter. She was gentle, patient, and endlessly forgiving. She would sweep the floor after I had thrown a tantrum, wrap me in blankets, whisper that I was loved even when Dad had said I was worthless. She worked two jobs, drove me to school, to therapy sessions, to every attempt at fixing me. Her exhaustion was invisible to me then; I only saw her pleading, sometimes desperate face. She tried to understand the whirlwind inside me, to help me find balance, to save me from myself.

But Dad didn’t care about balance. He punished anything he couldn’t control. My energy, my curiosity, my unwillingness to sit quietly it all became evidence that I was defiant, spoiled, or broken. He didn’t know ADHD. He didn’t understand anxiety. To him, I was just a girl who needed to behave. And when I failed, the punishments were harsh, and the words were sharp enough to leave invisible scars that I carried long into adulthood.

From my perspective, everything was survival. I didn’t understand why I couldn’t just be normal, why the world demanded rules I couldn’t seem to follow. School was a gauntlet. Friends were complicated. Home was unpredictable. The tension inside me was constant, and I started looking for ways to quiet it. At first, it was small things: running, surfing, music. Anything that allowed my mind to slow for a moment. Anything that made me feel in control of my own body.

Mom watched helplessly as I sought relief wherever I could find it. She begged me to speak to doctors, to follow treatment plans, to try medications. She even offered money, support, and therapy sessions, but Blake me resisted. I wanted control, I wanted freedom, I wanted my way, and I didn’t want to admit I couldn’t manage it alone. Every refusal was another heartbreak for her, another reminder that love has limits, and that no matter how much she tried, she could not carry my chaos for me.

Dad escalated unpredictably. One night, after I had misbehaved at dinner, he cornered me in the kitchen. His voice was low, venomous, and he said things that made me shrink inside myself. I wanted to lash out, to scream, to run, but I learned early that arguing made it worse. So, I stayed quiet, hiding my fear and anxiety behind a thin mask of compliance. Mom silently wept in the living room, and I felt the weight of guilt I could not name.

By the time I was twelve, I was already searching for escape. The first puff of marijuana was a revelation a momentary reprieve from the chaos, from the anxiety, from the relentless storm of my father’s anger and my own racing mind. I could breathe. I could think. I could be me without consequence, at least for a little while. And once I found that relief, I never wanted to let it go.

Mom hated the drug, but she couldn’t stop me. Dad dismissed it as another reason to punish me. And I, with the stubbornness that would define the rest of my life, refused help, refused medication, refused to acknowledge that maybe, just maybe, I needed more than a temporary escape to survive.

The house was divided. My energy and needs clashed violently with my father’s cruelty and my mother’s exhaustion. I grew up in the gaps, between anger and love, chaos, and calm, seeking solace wherever I could find it. And little did I know, the first seeds of my lifelong struggle with addiction were already planted.

Chapter Three: The Unseen Storm

I never knew that the way my brain worked was different from everyone else’s. I just knew it never stopped. Thoughts raced faster than I could speak to them. My body buzzed with restless energy even when I was exhausted. Every sound, every movement, every small interruption felt like an explosion in my head. I couldn’t sit still. I couldn’t focus. I couldn’t stop myself from speaking, moving, acting before I thought.

School was torture. Teachers shook their heads at me. Classmates whispered behind my back. I tried to do what I was told, but my mind refused to cooperate. I daydreamed during lessons, doodled on my books, tapped my fingers until they hurt. Homework sat unfinished while my brain jumped from one idea to the next, never landing, never resting.

At home, my father’s temper made everything worse. He didn’t see a girl struggling with a storm inside her; he saw a girl who needed control. Punishments followed my failures like clockwork — shouting, threats, sometimes things worse than words. Mom tried to mediate, to calm him, to help me navigate, but even her love couldn’t smooth the rough edges of my behaviour.

I didn’t know what ADHD or anxiety were back then. I didn’t know that my impulsivity, my restlessness, my need to escape, were symptoms of something treatable. I just knew that I felt wrong, broken, and unbearably on edge all the time.

The first time I smoked marijuana, I thought I had found magic. For the first time, my mind slowed. My racing thoughts stilled just enough for me to breathe. My body relaxed. The storm inside me quieted. I felt, for the first time, that I could survive the day without collapsing under the weight of my own chaos.

Mom noticed the change immediately. She begged me to wait, to be careful, to seek other ways of coping. But the relief was too sweet, too immediate. I couldn’t give it up. Every puff was a lifeline, every moment of calm a taste of freedom I had never known.

At school, the isolation deepened. Friends came and went, never understanding me. I wanted connection, but I also wanted control. I wanted people to see me for who I was, but not enough to tolerate their judgments. I became secretive, sneaky, clever in ways I should not have had to be at twelve years old.

From my mother’s point of view, it was a slow unravelling. She saw the signs of a storm she could not control skipped homework, defensive outbursts, secretive behaviour, restless energy that no punishment could contain. She took me to therapists, to paediatricians, to every professional who promised help. They diagnosed ADHD and anxiety. They offered medications, structured routines, therapy.

And I refused. I didn’t want to take pills for who I was. I didn’t want to be labelled. I wanted to fix myself in my own way which, at twelve, meant hiding, resisting, and seeking relief wherever I could find it.

The unseen storm continued to grow inside me. My thoughts and impulses were no longer just my own; they were colliding with drugs, with secrecy, with rebellion. I had discovered a way to quiet the chaos, but I didn’t yet understand the cost. And my family, though desperate to help, was already beginning to wear thin.

It wasn’t just about the drugs. It wasn’t just about the behaviour. It was about a mind that had never been understood, a body that could not rest, and a girl trapped inside herself with no tools to survive.

I was still the blonde, green eyed girl everyone admired from afar, the one with a face that could charm a room. But beneath that angelic exterior was a storm that no one had prepared to face not me, not my mother, and certainly not my father.

And so, the path began. The path of temporary relief, of choices that felt like survival, of a storm that would only grow louder, faster, and more dangerous as I refused to stop, refused to ask for help, and refused to take responsibility for what I could not yet control.

Chapter Four: Seeking Escape

I remember the first time I felt like I could truly disappear. Not in a scary way, but in a way that felt like peace. The marijuana I had discovered at twelve had become a secret friend, a lifeline, the only thing that could calm the storm inside me. I would sit on my surfboard at sunrise, inhale the crisp morning air, and feel the edges of my mind soften. For a few hours, the anxiety loosened, the thoughts slowed, and I could breathe without trembling.

But the relief was fleeting. Soon, I needed more, and the small doses weren’t enough. Each puff was followed by a longing for the next, a craving that I didn’t even understand. I was chasing calm in a body and mind that refused to rest, and nothing seemed to satisfy the hunger for control I never had.

School became harder. I skipped classes, lied about homework, and isolated myself. Teachers scolded, parents pleaded, friends drifted away. Every failed attempt at normalcy pushed me deeper into secrecy, into the world where the drugs made sense. They quieted the storm, and in that quiet, I felt powerful, untouchable, untethered.

Mom tried everything. She begged me to accept therapy, to take medication, to try different strategies, to at least talk to a counsellor about what was happening inside me. But I refused. I didn’t want pills telling me who I was. I didn’t want rules dictating how I should manage my own mind. I wanted freedom, and in my twisted logic, freedom meant choosing the path I wanted, even if it was dangerous.

Dad didn’t care. Or maybe he did, in the only way he knew how: punishment and criticism. Every time I got caught, every time he saw evidence of my rebellion, he lashed out, and I recoiled further into secrecy and defiance. I couldn’t win. My home was a battlefield, my own mind a prison, and the marijuana later, other substances was the only door to temporary escape.

By fifteen, the marijuana wasn’t enough. I started experimenting with pills, seeking higher highs, chasing the sense of calm that always felt just out of reach. The temporary relief became the obsession. I had begun a path I couldn’t see the end of a path that was dangerous, seductive, and entirely consuming.
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