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Forward




Life, as a parent or carer of a person who is addicted to drugs and or alcohol is, at best extremely stressful and at worst is devastating and destructful to all concerned.

At Sunderland Area Parent Support (SAPS) we have a Therapeutic Writing Group, originally set up for the parents and carers as a means to release their pent up feelings.

As I said in the foreword for the first booklet, it has been a real privilege to be the tutor for this group.  Building up trust and respect is a vital two-way exercise in a situation where hidden emotions are being released, sometimes for the first time.  However our group grows from strength to strength.  Watching the parents and carers develop the many and varied skills they are achieving is very humbling.

Each person is at a different place on his or her pathway of life but all are united in a joint cause, to invest in a future where self-respect is restored and society demonstrates a better understanding of addiction and the effect of it on families around the world – the pebble in the pond effect!!

I hope you enjoy reading this booklet and perhaps spare a thought for the unimaginable roller coaster ride that had to be undertaken by the parents and carers to get this far.


Barbara Blyth (Tutor)

































Letter to a drug
Cannabis

I can still remember the day you came into my life.
 Going to a bonfire party not a care in the world then seeing my grandson there with his friend stoned out of his mind, eyes red and staggering about.  I could not believe my eyes, he said he was hungry so I took him to the fish shop; he wolfed the food down as if he had never been fed before my mind was in a whirl, why was he behaving like this?  That was the day you came into my life, the day my life and family was destroyed.
The change happened over night, from a gentle happy boy to this aggressive bully who would kick doors, walls or anything that got in his way.  To demanding money so he could buy you Cannabis. I despise you with my very being.	
My grandson was the world to me, now I’m so angry with him I lose my temper continuously, everything is so strained.  It is like coping with a stranger in my home. My family won’t come to my home anymore because of his behaviour. Through trying to help my grandson I’ve lost my other two grandchildren.
You are harmful, destructive and a destroyer of family’s heart and soul.

I wish I’d never heard your name.






To alcohol
It has spoilt my life


This is a letter to Alcohol.

I want to tell you how you have destroyed my life since my husband started drinking.
My family life has gone down the drain.
You have split my family apart.
Every day is like living in a nightmare in which I cannot wake up or escape from.























A Note from Babs


Writing these letters proved to be a very stressful and challenging time for the parents and carers.  Facing your demons is no easy task so I would ask the reader to acknowledge the strength of character shown by all those who contributed to both Chapter 1 and Chapter2.  


Thank you.

















Letter to a family member

The day you were born I could not have been so happy.
My first grandchild what a fantastic day, we went everywhere together, where ever I was so were you. 
When your mam got a house it took a month to convince you to live there. I picked you up every day from school to take you home and stayed with you till you were in bed.
At 13 years old you tried cannabis and drink for the first time. The change in you was unbelievable, I could tell straight away just by looking at your eyes that you had used cannabis.  Your appearance started to change.  
Cannabis was your best friend along with lager and cider. This person came out of you and this person I didn’t like!
My love for you was still there but I didn’t like the person you were becoming. You started getting in trouble with the police and getting violent with your mother, the cannabis started to affect your mind and you became forgetful. 
You changed from a lovely lad, a lad I was so proud of to someone that if you were not related to me i don’t think i would want to know you.
















A Note from Babs


A Carer’s role in society is often clouded by stigma, isolation and criticism.

In this chapter there is a variety of carers’ work to look at, giving an insight into the mental and physical strain felt by the carer as they struggle to deal with the personal heartache of watching a loved one falling into the world of drugs and alcohol.  At the same time they become targeted by members of the public (sometimes even family members), who speak out of ignorance and chose to criticise the carers, apportioning blame and in turn, committing the carers to a world of isolation.

After witnessing the profound affect that stigma, isolation and criticism have on the carers, I can only say ‘shame on those who believe that they have the right to sit in judgement’!  Not one human being can say for certain that they will never be affected by the evil spread by drugs and alcohol!




































Acknowledgements

Living with addiction is one of the hardest things a person can do and yet it is done every day because of one of the simplest and purest reasons there are; love, whether it is a child, a sibling, a parent, or a spouse.
Sunderland Area Parent Support (SAPS) is for families or loved ones of those struggling with addiction, the families and loved ones of the addict can often find themselves feeling overwhelmed or unsure how to cope with the emotions that they are feeling, and this is a perfectly natural process.
Creative Writing therapy has helped the parents attending SAPS understand the emotions they are experiencing when living with addiction.
Once Again the parents attending SAPS Family support have gone far and beyond their expectations, in once more producing a fantastic piece of work.

I would like this opportunity to say to parents/carers of SAPS, well done!

Susan Leigh
Project Manager 






 Sunderland Area Parent Support 
SAPS
Meadow Nursery Lodge
Silksworth Gardens
Silksworth
Sunderland 
Tyne Wear
SR3 2PE 
Tel; 0191 5203444
Fax; 0191 5203444

Email; sueleigh.saps@googlemail.com

Website; www.sunderlandareaparentsupport.org


image3.emf
Letter to a Drug     ALCOHOL       Pint Can of Carling     How can I put a name to you as I’ve called you so many in  the past; what a poisonous thing you are!  Our lives have  been ripped apart by the evil contents you contain.  If only  there was a way to stop you fr om being produced, I’m sure  that many families would have a much happier and  contented way of living.     For now though we’ll just live in hope that one day  you evil  thing  will be gone.    
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Letter to a Drug


ALCOHOL

Pint Can of Carling


How can I put a name to you as I’ve called you so many in the past; what a poisonous thing you are!  Our lives have been ripped apart by the evil contents you contain.  If only there was a way to stop you from being produced, I’m sure that many families would have a much happier and contented way of living.


For now though we’ll just live in hope that one day you evil thing will be gone.
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Letter to a Drug     Heroin       To the most destroying thing in my life     I wonder if you know the hurt, the pain and devastation you have  caused, not only in my family but in families all over the world.   The truth is you don’t really care about other people; y ou just care  about yourself.  I wish something or someone could destroy you  forever, just like you have to us.     My son’s life changed when he was introduced to you and over  time so has my husband’s and mine.  The father and son  relationship has been totall y destroyed and I don’t think it will  ever be as it was.  Our marriage has suffered and that won’t ever  be the same, but most of all our health and wellbeing has taken  an awful lot of punishment.     I just hope and pray that someone will set fire to you and  make  certain you never return to this world.  Then no one will have to  worry about you devastating people’s lives ever again.     Hope you rot in hell!          
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Letter to a Drug


Heroin


To the most destroying thing in my life


I wonder if you know the hurt, the pain and devastation you have caused, not only in my family but in families all over the world.  The truth is you don’t really care about other people; you just care about yourself.  I wish something or someone could destroy you forever, just like you have to us.


My son’s life changed when he was introduced to you and over time so has my husband’s and mine.  The father and son relationship has been totally destroyed and I don’t think it will ever be as it was.  Our marriage has suffered and that won’t ever be the same, but most of all our health and wellbeing has taken an awful lot of punishment.


I just hope and pray that someone will set fire to you and make certain you never return to this world.  Then no one will have to worry about you devastating people’s lives ever again.


Hope you rot in hell!
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Letter to a Drug     SKUNK       Dear Skunk     I would like to start this letter by saying thank you for ruining my  family’s life.  You have turned my family into strangers.  You do  not know what level of damage you have done to my children.  At  times I don’t know  my own sons and it’s all your fault.  I hope you  are pleased with yourself because I feel very angry and jealous as  hell because you know my sons better than I do.     What have you got that I don’t?  Is it the power you crave or the  money you make?  I hate e very part of you.  You look scruffy, dirty  and weedy.  You smell like the sewers and don’t deserve to be in my  world. I wish there was some way I could get you out of my life  and my family.  You have destroyed everything that I have  achieved in my life.     I   wish I could wave a magic wand and make you disappear.  You  may be high as a kite on your achievements in life but rest  assured, I am certainly not.     Please, I am on my knees begging and pleading with you  –   just  leave us all well alone!      
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Letter to a Drug


SKUNK

Dear Skunk


I would like to start this letter by saying thank you for ruining my family’s life.  You have turned my family into strangers.  You do not know what level of damage you have done to my children.  At times I don’t know my own sons and it’s all your fault.  I hope you are pleased with yourself because I feel very angry and jealous as hell because you know my sons better than I do.


What have you got that I don’t?  Is it the power you crave or the money you make?  I hate every part of you.  You look scruffy, dirty and weedy.  You smell like the sewers and don’t deserve to be in my world. I wish there was some way I could get you out of my life and my family.  You have destroyed everything that I have achieved in my life.


I wish I could wave a magic wand and make you disappear.  You may be high as a kite on your achievements in life but rest assured, I am certainly not.


Please, I am on my knees begging and pleading with you – just leave us all well alone!
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Letter to a Drug     Alcohol       Dear Alcohol     I am writing to let you know how much harm you have brought to  my family and me.     My daughter has used you from being 12 years of age and as a  result of excessive use she became a persistent youth offender.  She  ha s spent time in secure units and has also served two short prison  sentences.     You may think that this is not your fault.  However if you took time  to take a look at her convictions you would realise that at least  95% are alcohol - related.  The majority of h er offences are  influenced by you after excessive use.  The majority of any thefts  have been to enable her to use you again (stealing alcohol).     She has also suffered many injuries whilst under your influence.   Our family has been torn apart and sometimes  I find myself  turning to you to help me cope with stress.  I hate myself when I  use you excessively.  You take over and make me behave  aggressively.  I know that I am old enough to realise you are the  root of all evil and I am well aware of the damage you  can cause.     I wish you had never been discovered all those thousands of years  ago and the world today would be a happier place!        
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Letter to a Drug


Alcohol


Dear Alcohol


I am writing to let you know how much harm you have brought to my family and me.


My daughter has used you from being 12 years of age and as a result of excessive use she became a persistent youth offender.  She has spent time in secure units and has also served two short prison sentences.


You may think that this is not your fault.  However if you took time to take a look at her convictions you would realise that at least 95% are alcohol-related.  The majority of her offences are influenced by you after excessive use.  The majority of any thefts have been to enable her to use you again (stealing alcohol).


She has also suffered many injuries whilst under your influence.  Our family has been torn apart and sometimes I find myself turning to you to help me cope with stress.  I hate myself when I use you excessively.  You take over and make me behave aggressively.  I know that I am old enough to realise you are the root of all evil and I am well aware of the damage you can cause.


I wish you had never been discovered all those thousands of years ago and the world today would be a happier place!
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Letter to a Drug     To the devil of all evil  –   HEROIN     You are the devil here on earth to turn our world into hell!   You make our family life a lie, a sham with a pain that’s too  hard to bear, a life where there’s no laughter, smiles or  happy times just lies , shame and deceit with crushed  emotions.     Why are you here, why can we not get rid of you, why can’t  you leave us alone?  You are so strong and powerful but  make your slaves so weak and dependant.     You run through their veins, eating away at their bodies  and souls until there is nothing left but an empty shell and  then you even take that!               You run through the veins with a powerful rush   As you touch all the nerves and senses.   Then you have them   They are yours   Now you begin the pretence   Nothing else giv es the feeling they want   Never will life be the same   This world has been entered   It’s too hard to turn back   Your life now revolves round the pain!                      
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Letter to a Drug


To the devil of all evil – HEROIN

You are the devil here on earth to turn our world into hell!  You make our family life a lie, a sham with a pain that’s too hard to bear, a life where there’s no laughter, smiles or happy times just lies, shame and deceit with crushed emotions.


Why are you here, why can we not get rid of you, why can’t you leave us alone?  You are so strong and powerful but make your slaves so weak and dependant.


You run through their veins, eating away at their bodies and souls until there is nothing left but an empty shell and then you even take that!


You run through the veins with a powerful rush


As you touch all the nerves and senses.


Then you have them


They are yours


Now you begin the pretence


Nothing else gives the feeling they want


Never will life be the same


This world has been entered


It’s too hard to turn back


Your life now revolves round the pain!
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A letter to a Drug     Cannabis! The Ruin of my Life           I don’t know how you can call yourself a plant!     Plants are supposed to be nice and sweet.  They are supposed to  make you think of the spring and summer, but you, you are the  most miserable excuse of a  plant I have ever known!     You are like a chameleon, the way you change from green to  brown.  Your smell is absolutely putrid; you play God with people’s  feelings.  You get into people’s heads and drive them crazy!  You  make them do things that they don’t w ant to do.     You can be so nice with some people yet for others you cause so  much pain and misery.  Do you really know or care about the  effect you have on families or the distress you cause?     Because of you, my son’s life is s***. Because of you I live my  life in  fear.  You bring so much unhappiness into our lives.     You are nothing but a horrible little weed!      
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A letter to a Drug


Cannabis! The Ruin of my Life

I don’t know how you can call yourself a plant!


Plants are supposed to be nice and sweet.  They are supposed to make you think of the spring and summer, but you, you are the most miserable excuse of a plant I have ever known!


You are like a chameleon, the way you change from green to brown.  Your smell is absolutely putrid; you play God with people’s feelings.  You get into people’s heads and drive them crazy!  You make them do things that they don’t want to do.


You can be so nice with some people yet for others you cause so much pain and misery.  Do you really know or care about the effect you have on families or the distress you cause?


Because of you, my son’s life is s***. Because of you I live my life in fear.  You bring so much unhappiness into our lives.


You are nothing but a horrible little weed!
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Letter to a Friend or Family Member     With Substance Dependency           LOST     Lost in a world of lies, deception, aggression   Lost to the drug that holds you in its possession.     Lost to your sister, your brother, your mother   Lost to the drug that keeps you under   its cover.     Lost to the life and the beauty it brings   Lost to the drug and the awful mood swings.     Lost to the memories of a joyous past life   Lost to the drug, the pain and the strife.     Lost to reality, to that last gory trip   Lost to the drug that holds y ou tight in its grip.     Lost to the world and all it may hold   Lost to the drug to whom your soul you have sold.  
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Letter to a Friend or Family Member


With Substance Dependency

LOST

Lost in a world of lies, deception, aggression


Lost to the drug that holds you in its possession.


Lost to your sister, your brother, your mother


Lost to the drug that keeps you under its cover.


Lost to the life and the beauty it brings


Lost to the drug and the awful mood swings.


Lost to the memories of a joyous past life


Lost to the drug, the pain and the strife.


Lost to reality, to that last gory trip


Lost to the drug that holds you tight in its grip.


Lost to the world and all it may hold


Lost to the drug to whom your soul you have sold.
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Letter to a Friend or Family Member     With Substance Dependency         Dear Grandson       I need to write to you to tell you how I feel.  I hate the things you  do and the way you talk to me.  Your behaviour is way out of  control; you are taking drugs and now you t ell me that you are  selling them.     Do you not see the harm you are doing to yourself and others?   You are hurting a lot of people, more so your family and me most  of all.  I have tried all ways to help you, but you just throw it all  back in my face.  I can not do it anymore; you have to go it alone;  I don’t want any part of it.  You are a nasty piece of work; you  don’t think that you are doing anything wrong.  Well, let me tell  you, you are coming to a sad end if you carry on the way you are  now.     Take a goo d look in the mirror and hopefully you will see what I  see.  If you can’t do it for yourself do it for that lovely daughter of  yours, she needs a dad she can look up to, someone who will look  after her, not someone who is always in trouble.  You are playin g  with fire and you are going to get burned.  I don’t want to be  there to see it; so stay away from me and do not come to the house  anymore!     This is hurting me more than you but I have to do it for your own  good.  You are my grandson and I do love you and   always will.   But enough is enough; clean yourself up before it is too late.     Love     Nana x     P.S. Your little girl needs a dad, not a monster!  
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Letter to a Friend or Family Member


With Substance Dependency


Dear Grandson


I need to write to you to tell you how I feel.  I hate the things you do and the way you talk to me.  Your behaviour is way out of control; you are taking drugs and now you tell me that you are selling them.


Do you not see the harm you are doing to yourself and others?  You are hurting a lot of people, more so your family and me most of all.  I have tried all ways to help you, but you just throw it all back in my face.  I cannot do it anymore; you have to go it alone; I don’t want any part of it.  You are a nasty piece of work; you don’t think that you are doing anything wrong.  Well, let me tell you, you are coming to a sad end if you carry on the way you are now.


Take a good look in the mirror and hopefully you will see what I see.  If you can’t do it for yourself do it for that lovely daughter of yours, she needs a dad she can look up to, someone who will look after her, not someone who is always in trouble.  You are playing with fire and you are going to get burned.  I don’t want to be there to see it; so stay away from me and do not come to the house anymore!


This is hurting me more than you but I have to do it for your own good.  You are my grandson and I do love you and always will.  But enough is enough; clean yourself up before it is too late.


Love


Nana x


P.S. Your little girl needs a dad, not a monster!
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Letter to a Friend or Family Member      with Substance Dependency         I’ve often wanted to understand why you start your day with a  can of Carling.  I put the kettle on and ask you if you’d like a  cuppa, already knowing the answer!  I try to coax you with som e  toast and you always say the same, “No I’m not hungry.”  Off you  go with the dogs for your morning walk and empty the fridge of  your left - over tins, of course that is if there are any left from the  night before.     My day always begins with that feeling of   being let down by you  and your negative approach to our life.  We can never plan a day  out together.  You are so dependant on your drink that you will  only spoil it so I don’t ask you to be involved anymore.     It’s so unfair that this evil addiction has ta ken over both our lives  and we are wasting so much precious time together.  I feel lonely  and sometimes jealous of other people living their lives in such a  normal way, such as going for a meal or having a day or a night  out together.     If only you had to g o through the loneliness that I go through,  you’d hate it.  You know I always ask you throughout the day,  “Please no more drink, you’ve had enough and you look a mess.   You’ve stopped shaving and I even run a bath on a night to try to  make you look better  with clean clothes and a shave.  You are  starting to let yourself go so much that I don’t know if I can live  this life anymore.  I feel empty and lost!     At night after you have taken your medication and been smoking  your joints, it makes me sick and tired.    I’m pleased when you are  stumbling up the stairs and getting into bed so I can sit on my  own and know that you are safe in bed.     At the back of my mind though, tomorrow will be back to haunt  me again!      
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Letter to a Friend or Family Member 


with Substance Dependency


I’ve often wanted to understand why you start your day with a can of Carling.  I put the kettle on and ask you if you’d like a cuppa, already knowing the answer!  I try to coax you with some toast and you always say the same, “No I’m not hungry.”  Off you go with the dogs for your morning walk and empty the fridge of your left-over tins, of course that is if there are any left from the night before.


My day always begins with that feeling of being let down by you and your negative approach to our life.  We can never plan a day out together.  You are so dependant on your drink that you will only spoil it so I don’t ask you to be involved anymore.


It’s so unfair that this evil addiction has taken over both our lives and we are wasting so much precious time together.  I feel lonely and sometimes jealous of other people living their lives in such a normal way, such as going for a meal or having a day or a night out together.


If only you had to go through the loneliness that I go through, you’d hate it.  You know I always ask you throughout the day, “Please no more drink, you’ve had enough and you look a mess.  You’ve stopped shaving and I even run a bath on a night to try to make you look better with clean clothes and a shave.  You are starting to let yourself go so much that I don’t know if I can live this life anymore.  I feel empty and lost!


At night after you have taken your medication and been smoking your joints, it makes me sick and tired.  I’m pleased when you are stumbling up the stairs and getting into bed so I can sit on my own and know that you are safe in bed.


At the back of my mind though, tomorrow will be back to haunt me again!
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Letter to a friend or Family Member     With Substance Dependency       Dear Son     I’m writing this letter because it’s the only way I can tell you how I  feel.  First of all I want you to know how much I love you and how  there has always been a special place in my   heart that is just for  you.     I have no idea how or when things started to become difficult  between us, but at some point in my life you must have decided  that you didn’t like me.  Every time I open my mouth you get so  angry; you call me horrible names and   threaten me with violence.     I feel my heart breaking with you cutting words when anything  goes wrong for you; it’s like the end of the world.  You get so angry  and then your anger gets bigger and bigger until you have to let  it out. The sad thing is, it’s   always me you aim it at.     You start by shouting at me then if I ask you why, it’s like I pulled  a trigger or flicked a switch. Then you just explode instantly and  start being abusive and calling me.  Every time I try to speak to  you, you cut me dead by sc reaming over the top of me so that you  cannot hear me.     I’m scared to ask you anything!   
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Letter to a friend or Family Member


With Substance Dependency

Dear Son


I’m writing this letter because it’s the only way I can tell you how I feel.  First of all I want you to know how much I love you and how there has always been a special place in my heart that is just for you.


I have no idea how or when things started to become difficult between us, but at some point in my life you must have decided that you didn’t like me.  Every time I open my mouth you get so angry; you call me horrible names and threaten me with violence.


I feel my heart breaking with you cutting words when anything goes wrong for you; it’s like the end of the world.  You get so angry and then your anger gets bigger and bigger until you have to let it out. The sad thing is, it’s always me you aim it at.


You start by shouting at me then if I ask you why, it’s like I pulled a trigger or flicked a switch. Then you just explode instantly and start being abusive and calling me.  Every time I try to speak to you, you cut me dead by screaming over the top of me so that you cannot hear me.


I’m scared to ask you anything! 
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Letter to a Friend or Family Member     With Substance Dependency                 I am sick of the way you treat me.  I think you are trying to crack  me up.  I can’t wear jeans or lipstick.  You try to make me feel that  people are sick of me when I’m out.  You are try ing to make me feel  that I am useless!     You drink all the time and if I have one drink you say that I am  drunk.  My sons have told you that if you ever hit me they will sort  you out.  You do nothing for me and you know I need help.     My daughter has to do t hings that you should be doing for me,  there is nothing between us any more.  My life has been a misery.   When am I going to get some peace?        
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Letter to a Friend or Family Member


With Substance Dependency


I am sick of the way you treat me.  I think you are trying to crack me up.  I can’t wear jeans or lipstick.  You try to make me feel that people are sick of me when I’m out.  You are trying to make me feel that I am useless!


You drink all the time and if I have one drink you say that I am drunk.  My sons have told you that if you ever hit me they will sort you out.  You do nothing for me and you know I need help.


My daughter has to do things that you should be doing for me, there is nothing between us any more.  My life has been a misery.  When am I going to get some peace? 
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Letter to a Friend or Family Member     With Substance  Dependency         Dear Son       Writing this letter feels very strange to me, as I have to open up my  mind and let out thoughts I’d locked away.     We’ve come from a very dark place, you and I, a place where some   people say that there is  no   return, but you did return, a better  and a stronger person!  I no longer think of the bad times in the  past, only the good ones and the times ahead.  I look forward to  our lives every day now.  All the pain, sadness and anger a re in a  past life.     I know we are very close now and I love you very much but I  wonder if you know how truly proud I am of you and always will  be.     Your ever - loving mam xx  
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Letter to a Friend or Family Member


With Substance  Dependency


Dear Son


Writing this letter feels very strange to me, as I have to open up my mind and let out thoughts I’d locked away.


We’ve come from a very dark place, you and I, a place where some people say that there is no return, but you did return, a better and a stronger person!  I no longer think of the bad times in the past, only the good ones and the times ahead.  I look forward to our lives every day now.  All the pain, sadness and anger are in a past life.


I know we are very close now and I love you very much but I wonder if you know how truly proud I am of you and always will be.


Your ever-loving mam xx
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Letter to a Friend or Family Member     With Substance Dependency         Hello Son.  I was just sitting thinking about you and wondering  how you are getting on with your life.  You know something son,  the day I gave birth to you was the most joyous and happiest d ay  of my life.  As you were growing up I was always so proud of you.  I  really enjoyed every moment of your childhood.     When you reached the age of 15 years and you turned to smoking  drugs, I must admit I was very disappointed in you.  I felt as  though I h ad failed you as a mother and that I had led you  along the wrong path.     Please don’t get me wrong and take this the wrong way Son,  because no matter what happens and what your life has in store  for you, never ever forget that I will always love you and be  there  for you. When I found out about you taking drugs I felt that it was  meant to be and that you had to find your own way in life now  and make your own decisions.     Then the stealing from my house and me started.  All I could  think of was why was this hap pening to me and what have I done  to deserve this treatment.  I have lost all my self - esteem and  confidence.  I feel as though I am on my own in this world and  there is nothing that I can do at this present time to make things  better.     Anyway Son, I just h ope and pray that a time will come when you  decide that drugs are not for you and that you want more out of  your life than what you have at the present time.  Until then Son  do not forget that if I can help and support you in any way  possible please come t o see me.  We can talk and discuss which  methods or organisations could help you.     Anyway thank you for being my son and remember Mam loves you  always.   Take care and lots of love, hugs and kisses     Mam     P.S.  You are so special to me as are your two brother s xxx  
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Letter to a Friend or Family Member


With Substance Dependency


Hello Son.  I was just sitting thinking about you and wondering how you are getting on with your life.  You know something son, the day I gave birth to you was the most joyous and happiest day of my life.  As you were growing up I was always so proud of you.  I really enjoyed every moment of your childhood.


When you reached the age of 15 years and you turned to smoking drugs, I must admit I was very disappointed in you.  I felt as though I had failed you as a mother and that I had led you along the wrong path.


Please don’t get me wrong and take this the wrong way Son, because no matter what happens and what your life has in store for you, never ever forget that I will always love you and be there for you. When I found out about you taking drugs I felt that it was meant to be and that you had to find your own way in life now and make your own decisions.


Then the stealing from my house and me started.  All I could think of was why was this happening to me and what have I done to deserve this treatment.  I have lost all my self-esteem and confidence.  I feel as though I am on my own in this world and there is nothing that I can do at this present time to make things better.


Anyway Son, I just hope and pray that a time will come when you decide that drugs are not for you and that you want more out of your life than what you have at the present time.  Until then Son do not forget that if I can help and support you in any way possible please come to see me.  We can talk and discuss which methods or organisations could help you.


Anyway thank you for being my son and remember Mam loves you always.


Take care and lots of love, hugs and kisses


Mam


P.S.  You are so special to me as are your two brothers xxx
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A Letter to a Friend or Family Member     With Substance Dependency         Dear Kathy       I would like to know why you continue to torture me when all I  have done this past 6 years is try to help you.  You have really hurt  me these last few weeks.  You are putting  that s***bag before your  own family and letting him turn you against us, the family.  He is  no good for you and never will be.  I hope today you get sent back  to Low Newton to allow yourself time to see sense.     I am sick to death of the police raiding my h ouse and invading  my privacy because of your wrongdoing.  You have brought  nothing but trouble since the day you were released from jail.     The money you went through in the space of a week was  ridiculous.  You didn’t even buy yourself a pair of socks.  The   money you had, you p***** up the wall and in the meantime let  the s***bag bleed you dry!!     I hope you realise one day that the only person in the world you  can rely on is me, but if you continue to torture me the way you  have, I’m going to have to turn my   back on you.     You are not even thinking of how your behaviour is affecting your  brother when you are going off it and calling me terrible things.   You are turning him against you and in the end you will have no  one if your behaviour carries on.  I could g o on and on until I’m  blue in the face but you know what, I’m wasting f****** ink  because whatever I say falls on deaf ears!!     I hope and pray one day you’ll WAKE UP for your own sake before  you end up with absolutely NO ONE!!          
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A Letter to a Friend or Family Member


With Substance Dependency


Dear Kathy


I would like to know why you continue to torture me when all I have done this past 6 years is try to help you.  You have really hurt me these last few weeks.  You are putting that s***bag before your own family and letting him turn you against us, the family.  He is no good for you and never will be.  I hope today you get sent back to Low Newton to allow yourself time to see sense.


I am sick to death of the police raiding my house and invading my privacy because of your wrongdoing.  You have brought nothing but trouble since the day you were released from jail.


The money you went through in the space of a week was ridiculous.  You didn’t even buy yourself a pair of socks.  The money you had, you p***** up the wall and in the meantime let the s***bag bleed you dry!!


I hope you realise one day that the only person in the world you can rely on is me, but if you continue to torture me the way you have, I’m going to have to turn my back on you.


You are not even thinking of how your behaviour is affecting your brother when you are going off it and calling me terrible things.  You are turning him against you and in the end you will have no one if your behaviour carries on.  I could go on and on until I’m blue in the face but you know what, I’m wasting f****** ink because whatever I say falls on deaf ears!!


I hope and pray one day you’ll WAKE UP for your own sake before you end up with absolutely NO ONE!!
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Again and Again!     There’s a man in my life that I love so much   There’s a man in my heart that my words cannot touch   This man in my heart has so much pain   I cry for this man, again and again.     There’s a man in my heart that cannot see   The pain in my heart h e is causing me   The pain in my heart is the pain in his head   Over and over, again and again.     The tears that he cries are a cry for help   The tears that I cry are because he wants to die   He asks for my help, to help him to die!   There’s a man in my heart tha t I love so much     I cannot help my son to die!!  
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Again and Again!


There’s a man in my life that I love so much


There’s a man in my heart that my words cannot touch


This man in my heart has so much pain


I cry for this man, again and again.


There’s a man in my heart that cannot see


The pain in my heart he is causing me


The pain in my heart is the pain in his head


Over and over, again and again.


The tears that he cries are a cry for help


The tears that I cry are because he wants to die


He asks for my help, to help him to die!


There’s a man in my heart that I love so much


I cannot help my son to die!!
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I’m Not!       I see in my reflection     (I’m not a perfect person)   I’ve not had a perfect life   The only claim I have to fame   Is being a mother and a wife.     I’m not a brainy person   I’ve not led an intellectual life   I’ve spent most of my days   Being a mother and  a wife.     I lack confidence and wisdom   In everything I do   But I do seem to manage   And always muddle through.        
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I’m Not!

I see in my reflection  


(I’m not a perfect person)


I’ve not had a perfect life


The only claim I have to fame


Is being a mother and a wife.


I’m not a brainy person


I’ve not led an intellectual life


I’ve spent most of my days


Being a mother and a wife.


I lack confidence and wisdom


In everything I do


But I do seem to manage


And always muddle through.
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My poem for Rebecca     All my love from your mother and best friend         My daughter Rebecca has been a bad lass   Her behaviour was terrible but I thought it would pass   It went on and on, she got in too deep   I was so scared and worried; I could barely sleep.     E veryone tried to help her and steer her clear   She was too far gone and wouldn’t let us near   Then it happened, that fateful day   My only daughter was taken away.     That day in court, she was dragged down the stairs   I prayed to God to answer my prayers   Please  God help her and make her see   Help her to open her eyes, bring her back to me.     I still go to visit and we speak on the phone   For the first time ever, she’s really missing home   She’s beginning to realise that I AM HER BEST FRIEND   Mother and daughter, we ar e both on the mend.     I’m praying it lasts and Rebecca stays good   We’ll be best friends forever, just like we should!     Love ya loads Rebecca, always have and always will!      
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My poem for Rebecca

All my love from your mother and best friend


My daughter Rebecca has been a bad lass


Her behaviour was terrible but I thought it would pass


It went on and on, she got in too deep


I was so scared and worried; I could barely sleep.


Everyone tried to help her and steer her clear


She was too far gone and wouldn’t let us near


Then it happened, that fateful day


My only daughter was taken away.


That day in court, she was dragged down the stairs


I prayed to God to answer my prayers


Please God help her and make her see


Help her to open her eyes, bring her back to me.


I still go to visit and we speak on the phone


For the first time ever, she’s really missing home


She’s beginning to realise that I AM HER BEST FRIEND


Mother and daughter, we are both on the mend.


I’m praying it lasts and Rebecca stays good


We’ll be best friends forever, just like we should!


Love ya loads Rebecca, always have and always will!
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    My Role in the Family           I feel like a skivvy     Like a doormat     Taken for granted     Head of the family, pillar of strength     But that makes me afraid, too much responsibility.     I matter to the people who matter to me     A lot of mates but very few real frien ds     Caring so much can work against you     Demonstrating by  their   actions just  how   much they care!!     Just a banker to the family     Taken for granted     Show weakness that others abuse.  
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My Role in the Family


I feel like a skivvy


Like a doormat


Taken for granted


Head of the family, pillar of strength


But that makes me afraid, too much responsibility.


I matter to the people who matter to me


A lot of mates but very few real friends


Caring so much can work against you


Demonstrating by their actions just how much they care!!


Just a banker to the family


Taken for granted


Show weakness that others abuse.
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See Me!         I’ve a husband with mental illness   I’ve a daughter and a son   Me! I’m a carer   Also a wife and mum.     I’m not allowed to be ill   No! I’m the one who’s strong   All I do is pop my pills   And put a brave face on.     I suffer with depression too   But no one  seems to care   They often say, ‘What’s wrong with you?’   I don’t know how they dare!     I try not to show my hurt   It’s often hard to do   I smile and put my face on   Even though I’m feeling blue.     I’m the one who worries   Who cleans up all the mess?   They all sit t here, quite content   Really, they couldn’t care less.     I am still here; can you see me?   I have feelings too   I need a life to live myself   Or are you all selfish through and through?    
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See Me!

I’ve a husband with mental illness


I’ve a daughter and a son


Me! I’m a carer


Also a wife and mum.


I’m not allowed to be ill


No! I’m the one who’s strong


All I do is pop my pills


And put a brave face on.


I suffer with depression too


But no one seems to care


They often say, ‘What’s wrong with you?’


I don’t know how they dare!


I try not to show my hurt


It’s often hard to do


I smile and put my face on


Even though I’m feeling blue.


I’m the one who worries


Who cleans up all the mess?


They all sit there, quite content


Really, they couldn’t care less.


I am still here; can you see me?


I have feelings too


I need a life to live myself


Or are you all selfish through and through?
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A Parent’s View         Criticism is ignorance!  Ignorance is bliss!     Criticism is cruel and hurtful to the person being criticised but it  is also a lack of knowledge and understanding.  It is a form of  ignorance that I am ashamed to admit that I have been guil ty of  in the past.     However I am now on the receiving end of criticism.  I am  criticised as a parent on a regular basis.     ‘Oh you should have done this’ or ‘you should have done that’.   ‘Get rid of her, she’s bad news!’   ‘If you had been a better parent your   daughter would not have  turned out the way she has!’     I am deeply ashamed to say that I‘ve thought and said the same  things about others in the past.  If I’d known then what I know  now, I’d have bitten my own tongue twice, if need be.     Criticism directed  at me makes me angry and to think I’ve done it  myself makes me sad and ashamed  –   but I was ignorant!   Ignorance is bliss!     Once I was that parent standing in the schoolyard listening to  other parents’ accusations and joining in with the criticism.  So I  hav e my daughter to thank for opening my eyes to the reality of  life.  Otherwise I may have been ignorant forever.  Yes I agree,  ignorance is bliss but criticism is cruel!     That is how I cope now.  I look at and feel sorry for the person who  criticises others   as I now realise that they are BLIND.  They are  blind and ignorant and one day they will wake up and realise  that life is not a bed of roses.  Life is hell out there and you have to  fight every day just to SURVIVE.     I have survived and I am still survivin g!  I’ll keep on fighting,  keep on surviving until one day I can walk through that never - ending tunnel, hand in hand with my daughter, my best friend.    
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A Parent’s View


Criticism is ignorance!  Ignorance is bliss!


Criticism is cruel and hurtful to the person being criticised but it is also a lack of knowledge and understanding.  It is a form of ignorance that I am ashamed to admit that I have been guilty of in the past.


However I am now on the receiving end of criticism.  I am criticised as a parent on a regular basis.


‘Oh you should have done this’ or ‘you should have done that’.


‘Get rid of her, she’s bad news!’


‘If you had been a better parent your daughter would not have turned out the way she has!’


I am deeply ashamed to say that I‘ve thought and said the same things about others in the past.  If I’d known then what I know now, I’d have bitten my own tongue twice, if need be.


Criticism directed at me makes me angry and to think I’ve done it myself makes me sad and ashamed – but I was ignorant!


Ignorance is bliss!


Once I was that parent standing in the schoolyard listening to other parents’ accusations and joining in with the criticism.  So I have my daughter to thank for opening my eyes to the reality of life.  Otherwise I may have been ignorant forever.  Yes I agree, ignorance is bliss but criticism is cruel!


That is how I cope now.  I look at and feel sorry for the person who criticises others as I now realise that they are BLIND.  They are blind and ignorant and one day they will wake up and realise that life is not a bed of roses.  Life is hell out there and you have to fight every day just to SURVIVE.


I have survived and I am still surviving!  I’ll keep on fighting, keep on surviving until one day I can walk through that never-ending tunnel, hand in hand with my daughter, my best friend.
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Letter to a Drug     Subutex       I am writing to you as a grandmother whose grandson is  addicted to you.  He is putting you up his nose making him crazy  and nasty.  His behaviour is out of control because of you, making  his life and ours as a family, a living h ell!     You are a horrible, evil tablet.  For something so small, you are  destroying lives and in some cases causing death.  You and others  like you should be destroyed, put to death, never to be seen again.   A lot of families could try and hopefully put the ir lives back  together again.  They would be a lot happier with you out of the  way!     From a heartbroken grandmother    
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Letter to a Drug


Subutex

I am writing to you as a grandmother whose grandson is addicted to you.  He is putting you up his nose making him crazy and nasty.  His behaviour is out of control because of you, making his life and ours as a family, a living hell!


You are a horrible, evil tablet.  For something so small, you are destroying lives and in some cases causing death.  You and others like you should be destroyed, put to death, never to be seen again.  A lot of families could try and hopefully put their lives back together again.  They would be a lot happier with you out of the way!


From a heartbroken grandmother 



