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My name is Jes

I'm a recovering addict/alcoholic
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Suicide attempt survivor, the healing is never ending but so worth it.

Using the Law of Attraction anything is possible

This is my story...

(Trigger warning a lot of the content of this writing may be emotionally challenging.)

I can't believe it's been over 14 years...It feels like just yesterday I was lost and hopeless drowning my sorrows away with anything I could get. I also never thought while in my darkest days and addictions I'd be sober let alone still here on this planet. This is my story of my alcoholic days leading up to my sobriety, I'm just going to share just a few stories from my life, I won't tell them all in this writing right now. That would make this story way too long if I did. I just really want you to understand where I was and what I did to get where I am. 

The best person I've ever knew, the strongest most beautiful woman I ever have seen. Passed on when I was just 11 years old. A part of me died that day... I told my father that, nothing would ever be the same again. It truly never was, we were already struggling to be happy. My mom and dad divorced when I was just 3 years old, and it was just always just so hard to see my mom. I didn't care why; all I knew was I wasn't seeing her and then towards the end of her time here she was making a huge effort to be in our lives more. In 1999 we spent almost every holiday with her. Then, on January 27, 2000, we found out on the phone from calls that she was in the hospital, then on life support, then.., it was. I'm sorry she's passed on. Me and my family all fell into a huge state of shock and depression. I must also add that there was no funeral I still to this don’t understand why my family didn’t have a funeral for my mother. She was cremated and my grandparents never spread the ashes.  

In shock, sad, livid, defeated, just to name a few, I tried my best to focus on school. I had just finished 6th grade and was starting jr. high. Every day I went home and cried having dreams at night that my mom was still alive. My father had been a heavy drinker for years I never thought to take his beer or try it. But one day I was with my brother at my aunt's house, and he handed me a mickey 40 and said here don't feel anything... and I chugged it with such motivation I wanted to feel nothing so bad I chugged more than half of that 40 in one drink. That was the beginning of my 10-year addiction at 12 years old. 

After that first drunk I did whatever I could, to get that high again and again and again. Anything to not feel that deep sorrow. I'd take it from stores, family, I'd ask strangers to buy it for me. I'd put myself in the worst situations and didn't care. Saving the little bit of lunch money my dad would give me I’d save for the cheapest, strongest liquor I could get and put it in a Gatorade bottle and take it to school. Most of my friends and all the staff had no idea I was wasted well, so I think. but who knows maybe some people were questioning my behavior, but I also think I was very good at hiding it. 

I had picked up marijuana again given to me by my brother, shortly after my first drink so, at this point I was just getting high and drunk daily and doing my best to get by. I never wanted to look for work at the age of 15/16 and I was never really pushed to do so. When 15 years old, a day after hanging out with one of my favorite cousins, we get a call that he was hit while j-walking across a highway that he always crossed to get home. This... was just again so shocking so sudden so horrible. Again, livid confused, and just over this life at this point. 

Throughout all my schooling. 7th -12th grade just dissociating and getting by, at home was... well horrible to say the least we all were just in the same home, hiding out in our rooms with our sorrows and addictions.  It was so hard to focus on my homework or projects for school. I had to go to a continuation school and take 8 classes a day including ROP where I took a class to get credits to go back to the high school everyone wanted to graduate from. This was also around the time I tried cocaine for the first time. 

It was also in this ROP class where I realized what I wanted to do. The ROP class was actually a cooking class going to the high school I was supposed to graduate from and making breakfast. It was a little frustrating, but I used that frustration as motivation to keep going. One day a Le Cordon Bleu graduate came in and showed us how to make crepes with bananas with alcohol on top that was cooked off, (bananas flambe) me and my friends definitely snuck some of that.  Haha anyway but in that moment, I seen him in that coat I knew that's what I wanted to wear one day... 

This was the first time I felt inspired to do something and felt so certain. After this I really did my best to get all my credits it was hard because every day after school, I would get high until I fell asleep. and times I wasn't getting high. something crazy was going on in my home and I couldn't focus. I graduated! I was in my cap and gown literally finishing my last credit needed before I was about to walk. I did it! I was so proud of myself but still was so sad that my mom wasn't there to hug me. Although I know she was there in spirit, and I knew this then too. 
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