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Introduction*






THE WESTERN WORLD PARTIES with no borders or
boundaries. We all share similar social experiences of music,
fashion, attractions and interactive habits. What I engage in on
Saturday night can be ventured in every Western city on the planet
by like-minded people aged from about eighteen to forty-plus — and
the scattered party veterans who look like they haven’t stopped
since the ’60s. This global scene is all about drinking,
socialising, music, the opposite sex, the same sex — and drugs. All
one needs to be part of this global community is a sense of fun and
daring nocturnal adventure.

This book is about what I have experienced,
felt, discovered and healed, living the way of my generation — by
way of the influence of partying and drugs. If you have just begun
to explore the world of social freedom and experimentation, it
shows you what the party scene may have in store for you if you
stay on the circuit. For those who have been there, done that, here
lies an exposition to help you understand exactly what the mystery
of drugs has done — and possibly is continuing to do — to you.

Drugs and partying are so entrenched in our
society and such an easy trap to fall into, again and again.
Experiencing drugs opens a palatable gateway into the unknown,
which can start off quite liberating, only to lead down the same
sorry path, countless times fatally. Though what exactly is
taking place on this journey and its destination? I was led to
believe that it’s simply an ingested chemical charge that releases
my body’s own chemicals — that elevates me to bliss and then
depletes ‘this’ and ‘that’, making me shitty, depressed and at
times suicidal. But there is a bigger picture as to why drugs begin
with pleasure and end in pain, and it has taken me an incredible
journey to uncover the stark reality behind this mystery that plays
through drug-induced tantalised senses, in a ‘game’ that has been
known to wise people for thousands of years. It is a game the
doctors never mention.

The allure is too great. The social scene
continually entices the like-minded to ‘taste’ that sublime altered
state, while community service warnings alarm us of the dangers and
government policy bases itself around a greater police effort to
try and inhibit the flow of drugs onto the streets, which
bears no results. Drugs are out there in society and are accessible
to anyone who wants them — any place, any time. And there are
plenty of takers.

Everything has a price, and the hardened dance
party (or rave) revolutionaries know only too well the price we can
pay for pushing partying to its limits. To the newcomers, I
honestly can’t tell you, ‘Don’t take drugs’, as no matter how
strongly I now oppose them or no matter what you are warned or
told, we know life doesn’t work that way. You will always want to
experience first hand, regardless of what I, parents or the
government present to you. With this book you will at least have a
bit of credence and forewarning, showing you what to expect, what
it all means and how to overcome that potential bump on the path.
For many of the tormented lost souls travelling aimlessly day to
day at the end of the ride, the only avenue available to
rehabilitate is a doctor waiting to prescribe more chemicals.

To parents and those concerned with the plight
of drugs, the information here is exactly the type of help I was
once in desperate need of. I could find limited plausible guidance
and reference material, especially when drugs were taking their
strongest, most destructive, grip on my life. I did not understand
the bizarre world they exposed me to. Finding someone who
really understood the consequences of the way I lived and
played, showing empathy and believing my outlandish experiences was
far from easy. Continually reading that ecstasy depletes serotonin
— That’s why I’m feeling so shitty — didn’t go far enough
for me. I needed cutting-edge answers to the expansive truth
within the powerful cycle of drugs. Plus, I tired of buying
self-help books by life gurus with million-dollar smiles living in
Tinsel Town, with many proclaiming that healing and wellness are
such easy and carefree states of achieving and being. Nothing
personal against them, but for some reason — I eventually
understood why — I felt self-help books never really helped me get
to the ultimate source of my experiences and suffering from
drugs.

A drug-induced life can’t be cured in the time
it takes you to read this book, or any book proclaiming the words,
‘Wow. That’s it. I get it!’ It takes hard work beyond the confines
of the mind and body. It takes soul searching. It’s not overcome
with a detox program. It’s an ongoing journey of discovery about
the many layers and ‘masks’ of oneself and the dynamics of the
world around us, initially littered with a few highs and many lows.
It’s a huge test that must be passed. It depends on how much you
want to discover the real you. I believed once that I discovered
the real me with drugs. But, as time passed, the real me seemed
like a fantasy for another life.

What gives me the right to present this book,
setting myself up as an expert on the highs and lows of drugs and
the party scene? I’m not a doctor, a psychiatrist or a counsellor.
While I cannot lay claim to any medical certificate hanging from my
wall, I can share with you more than twenty-five years of knowledge
about the topic from a powerful position of first-hand experience
and hard-earned understanding. It was an insatiable quest in
discovering — in the wrong and right way — myself and the world
around me that could never be learnt in a classroom or a clinic.
That experience and understanding was like a PhD, with the topic
and attainment being life itself.

I’ve helped create the mind-altering experiences
that cliquishly have drawn many to in-vogue clubs and stadiums to
get totally wasted. A former international DJ, I mixed the musical
pulse that turned music into a cathartic journey. I created a
transcendent platform for crowds through DJing and also shared the
journey as a face in the crowd on the dance floor — in numerous
states of altered mind.

In the course of growing up and as an adult I
have had many challenging and powerful experiences. These were
valuable lessons to take heed of, but I showed a total disregard
for many things moral or safe, not to mention legal. Sadly, other
friends of mine who shared similar experiences never got a chance
to amend their past. I did. My second chance allowed me to embark
upon a new course, a new learning experience, which presented me
with the opportunity to truly understand the most important and
challenging topic of them all — my life.

I’ve not known of, nor heard about, a drug
lifestyle leading to a healthy and happy life. Drugs are not
designed to provide such gifts. Incredibly, my life was spared the
demise experienced by so many drug users. Why? Well, I don’t know,
I am not some sort of self-ordained individual who professes to be
living an enlightened life.

The reason you are reading this book is because
I was fortunate enough to meet some incredible people who somehow
entered my life right on cue. At crucial moments they appeared and
provided me with incredible guidance, lifting the veil on my
mysterious experiences and my past. Their unorthodox methodologies
helped me to understand what it was I was trying to uncover and
paved the way not only for me to heal, but also to open my eyes to
the world around me and open my heart — naturally. This book is the
story of that journey.

This book exposes the social drug scene as it
really was — and still is. Some may find parts of my story
overwhelming, but it’s the way an entire generation has expressed
themselves without regard. What I did, so too did many others.
Countless sons and daughters, brothers and sisters, neighbours and
friends, are living this life right now, with no idea where it is
taking them. What I spent years experiencing, searching for and
discovering, I share here with you.

__________________

* All the events described in this book are
factual. The names of most individuals mentioned have been changed
to protect their privacy.





Part One



1. The opening curtain






MY FAST-LANE JOURNEY took shape way back when I
was a teen in the ’80s and during some of life’s toughest
challenges well before that. Home was the Sydney beachside suburb
of Maroubra. Its local surfers were renowned for going hard. Today,
they are known as the Bra Boys. Back then, we didn’t have the
much-publicised reputation the Bra Boys have now, but not too much
has changed. Surfing, partying, fighting — you either kept up the
pace, and the standard, or you burnt out and faded into obscurity.
Many paid for this intense lifestyle with their lives, in all
manner of fashion. It was an early exit from a lifestyle we
honoured and cherished.

The only boy, with one younger sister and two
older sisters, we seemed a normal suburban family, living in a nice
little rented house in Maroubra’s adjoining suburb, Coogee. Mum,
tall and blonde, epitomised the beach girl image of her hometown of
Bondi beach. Dad, dark in complexion and about half a foot shorter
than Mum, was from the country town of Goulburn, and carried that
typical Australian bush trait of seeing the funny, and sarcastic,
side to everything. Dad spent fourteen years in the navy, and my
parents’ affinity with the ocean certainly rubbed off on me. With
my sheet white hair that sat on my shoulders and big blue eyes, I
was a typical little beach ‘grommet’, as beach kids are
affectionately known. Mum cooked beautiful meals every night and
made sure we always looked neat and tidy. We were disciplined the
old-fashioned way when we got out of hand — mostly by Mum — and
attended the local Catholic schools. Mum and Dad were never into
getting excited about dreams. They thought it far preferable to
have a stable job packing shelves at the supermarket than pursue
frivolous entrepreneurial dreams. I had many dreams, but I learnt
it was better to keep them to myself.

I was a bit of a larrikin at school, which often
seemed to land me at the vice-principal’s office

for four of the best. I never really understood
how those patrons of Jesus, all loving and compassionate, could
suddenly turn into sadists, caning us in a frenzy for acts such as
simply laughing in church.

While us kids received the utmost care and
attention, we lived with a dark secret. Mum worked at a club on the
other side of the harbour and I remember sitting up with Dad on the
weekends watching John Wayne movies and the like and listening to
Dad’s navy stories while Mum was at work. But I always feared going
to bed because I knew terrible things were certain to happen. From
my earliest memories, I recall the countless times of waking and
standing behind the lounge room door, hiding, as my parents argued
to that point I knew was always coming. Bang! Crash!

I stood at that door, enduring long and vicious
arguments, because I knew that, when the moment arrived, I could be
there in an instant — in between Mum and Dad as they punched into
one another like a couple of street fighters, both full of Scotch
whisky. Crying and screaming in sheer terror for them to stop, I
couldn’t understand how they could do that to each other. I
couldn’t understand how they could do that to us... again and
again. Both of them were as much to blame as the other. The smell
of Scotch whisky was a constant reminder. That smell meant trouble
was looming and, even today, the aroma of that liquor takes me back
to those moments.

Eventually, the fighting did stop. Mum left Dad
for another man and a better life. I was fifteen. My two older
sisters had moved out already. Mum thought my younger sister and I
would automatically come and live with her, but we both stayed with
Dad. I didn’t want to leave home and I had no intention of starting
a new life with another man I hadn’t even met. Home was home, and I
only wanted one Dad. For the first time in my life, the weekends
arrived and I went to bed knowing that I would go to sleep and not
wake up to those violent episodes. It was the strangest feeling.
But that peace left an empty void in our lives. A broken home is
the loneliest place on earth. The smell of fresh baked cake after
school drifted off into the past. Dinner time slowly became TV
dinner time. Life changed for the better and for the worse. Mum was
gone. Life seemed so cruel. We’d get carted across town for nights
at Mum’s new place with her new partner, but I held him responsible
for breaking up our family. I always thought: How could any man
turn up and take a woman away from her family? How could he sit
there and talk to me as if that was the way it’s always been — him
and us? I couldn’t look him in the eye — ever.

My traumatic childhood episodes seemed to pass
like a series of bad dreams. Our snug suburban life deteriorated
and Dad seemed to have given up on life. Discipline went, advice
went, and adolescent bonding with my role model never came. He went
from caretaking an entire office block in the city to caretaking a
water pump at the local hospital, working twenty-four hour shifts,
where he just sat alone in the pump house, solving jigsaw puzzles
and drinking Scotch whisky. And, at home, he drank more Scotch
whisky. Johnny Walker is a name embedded in my mind. Dad would
sometimes call Mum when he was drunk to tell her he loved her. It
was the only time I heard those words between Mum and Dad. But it
was too little too late. Mum was gone.

Our living standard dropped and we were forced
to seek government housing assistance. We were offered a small unit
in a complex close to Maroubra beach. It was your typical Housing
Commission enclave — grassless lawns, fly screens half hanging from
windows, a public phone that was always vandalised, and loud and
rough neighbours. We were surrounded by a treasure trove of victims
of society — single mums, with up to four kids from as many
fathers, who took advantage of generous government allowances for
having to endure such harshness, heroin addicts, dealers, drunks,
divorcees, immigrants, and the unemployed or the unemployable.

We were the bane of society thrown together so
society would always know where the collective losers were — and we
also would know who we were. Here I was, a well-mannered, young
private school boy from a very discerning suburb suddenly thrown in
with a new, and very different, crowd. Adjusting to a new way of
life, I gravitated to the kids in my neighbourhood as young people
do. Running undisciplined and unrestrained, the beach, and
eventually the local pub, became our home. We became our own family
and set the rules accordingly.
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