
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Sober, 

but not healed

The other side of sobriety
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When I got out of detox six months ago, everyone was looking at me like I was coming from some mini – vacation. There was no question or too much interest in the details of the treatment itself, which actually suited me, since I really don't like to turn one story over countless times. I'm certainly of the opinion that after Covid-19 people have dropped all the masks, hence the lack of surprise that people are minimally interested in my shit. Congratulations, pats on the shoulder, "bravo, you got away", all that went Well, luckily. It mostly came down to: "great, you pushed through that treatment, now it's over, let's move on! It wasn't over. It wasn't even close.

I write this book because I have no one to talk to about this topic, and I keep getting images from my old glory back in my head, so I thought this was a good way to share my thoughts, fears and turmoil with someone. This is not one of those books where someone sells you a story about recovery. I'm not going to tell you that everything is great, that being sober is the most beautiful thing in the world, and that you just have to believe in yourself. I'm certainly not gonna look at you from above and lecture you like you could have stopped sooner. I've been on opiates and alcohol for thirty years. I know what it means to be in it and mostly just to think about it, I know what it means to be disappointed in yourself the next day, since you have solemnly promised yourself that you will stop from Monday. When this self-betrayal is no longer a moral problem for you, it is a sign for you to think about professional help, because, trust your brother, there is a minimum chance that you, without adequate support, will get rid of these vices, or of this Evil.

I'm going to write about something that most people don't understand, right? Let's say, the days when it takes you five minutes to figure out, „who the fuck am I when I'm not drinking“, and the weeks when you're constantly sober for a change, screaming inside of you to give anything if you weren't, because at least it was familiar. This book is for those who have just stopped and do not understand why it is not easier for them. For those who are on the pink cloud and don't know they're going to go down soon. For families who think a person is „cured“ and do not understand why they are often depressed. And for all those who think about sobriety but are afraid of what comes after. You won't find false hope here. You'll find the truth. The truth is, it will be hard for you. But at least you'll know you're not alone.

The Day after detox 

I left the clinic on a beautiful spring morning. The sun, the clean air, the chatter of birds-like in some fucking movie. I felt it... not at all. Not good, not bad. Empty. Thirty days in the clinic. Thirty days without opiates, no alcohol. Thirty days of therapy, conversations, plans, goals. „You're ready now“, they told me. "Now begins your new life". Moving towards the gate, with each step I felt a slight drop in my mood, while my days of treatment and group therapy slowly turned in the direction of the fog, where they would cleverly blur their mark. Hmm...expected? By God, it was for me. I believe that from a health point of view this month was necessary and welcome, while I felt it only through a lack of diarrhea and regular vomiting.
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