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********
I cursed God for making me a mistake
I cursed God for making me a coward
I cursed God for making me do horrible things
I cursed God for my wife leaving me
I cursed God for my children fearing me
I cursed God for putting me behind bars
I cursed God for not giving me happiness
I cursed God for giving me this disease
I cursed God for giving me a counselor who made me face myself
Then, I praised God for all these things
*******
I have a disease. Like HIV, my disease is incurable; like cancer, it is often deadly; like diabetes, it requires constant monitoring. Each year, my disease kills more people than all three of these other diseases combined. It kills slowly, and it kills quickly. It's an equal opportunity killer with no discrimination toward race, religion, sex, age, ethnicity, background, etc. Tragically, the victims of this disease are not just those inflicted with it but very often extend to most who come into contact with him.
Unlike cancer, you can't cut it out and radiate it; unlike HIV there are no "wonder drugs" to ease the symptoms; and unlike diabetes, there is no insulin to stave off the effects. Like HIV, cancer, and diabetes it can't be cured but can be kept in remission. But unlike them, I was born with mine, a genetic malady which prevents my body's natural systems to balance its chemical functions properly. This disease I have is called Addiction.
Misunderstood by an uninformed populace, Addiction is considered a moral defect--an excuse to flagrantly disregard the parameters established for accepted behavior. This is a disease, for which, society has neither understanding nor tolerance. Our mental asylums are full of the inflicted, and they make up a majority of our jail and prison populations. For unless detected and treated competently, the only possible end for the individual is prison, an institution, or death.
Few mature people today view someone infected with a debilitating disease as less than human. Responsible, informed women with a family history of breast cancer routinely schedule mammograms to monitor any possible early signs of the disease. Patients diagnosed with diabetes constantly monitor blood sugar levels and diet, administering medication when appropriate. Aids patients, today, can prolong their lives significantly by proper maintenance and continue to be productive members of their community.
Society's understanding of these diseases has dispelled the myths and prejudice with which they were once viewed. Oddly, society refuses to accept the concept that someone afflicted with addiction is not suffering willingly. It seems, on the surface, to just be "common sense" to stop a behavior that is proving to be detrimental to an individual. Why would any sane individual knowingly jeopardize his family, his home, career, his mental and physical health, his freedom, his life, and the lives of those he loves?
The fact a person is incapable of stopping a behavior even when they are aware of the inevitable results should testify that something more than just "will power" is at play here. It's time for the moral stigma and superstition associated with addiction to evolve from the medieval mentality surrounding it and is recognized for the medical infirmity that it is.
One major misconception is that drugs cause addiction. Drugs are only one symptom of addiction. The desire to self-medicate suggests a much deeper, more complex problem. Few people sympathize with a junkie shaking on a street corner but show them the matronly, little grandmother going through withdrawals in a hospital bed because her doctors had prescribed her too many pills for too long, and their hearts break. Most drug addicts are functioning adults, living secret lives. You pass them on the street every day and never know. They perform your surgery, serve you your food, protect your streets, deliver your mail, fill your prescriptions, lead your church service, do your taxes, teach your children, fly you around the world, and even hug you when you come home at the end of a long day. Some are able to go on this way for years. But eventually, unless help is actively sought, the ravages of this disease will always take its toll. The insidious thing about drugs is that they greatly accelerate the disease.
As mentioned, drugs are but one symptom of addiction--the desire to self-medicate. But the disease manifests itself in many different ways. From anorexia and bulimia to overeating, from working to shopping, caffeine and nicotine to heroin and cocaine, gambling to sex--anything an individual obsessively does that has a detrimental effect on his family life, social life, finances, physical health, mental health, or job, can be symptoms of addiction.
Addiction's devious nature is undetectable, hiding for years sometimes, while it slowly erodes the mind, the spirit, and the character of the individual. It is sinister in the sense that it causes the inflicted to commit suicide, but usually not without first committing spiritual and then mental suicide. It is sadistic in the sense that it not only destroys the life of the inflicted but also the innocent lives of everyone around him.
Sadly, youths are the most susceptible to its ravages because of the body's resiliency, its ability to withstand deterioration, and the mind's constant state of development.
Symptoms are so subtle; develop so gradually, that by the time the problem is diagnosed, the disease has often already caused irreparable damage. Symptoms first appear as low self-esteem hidden by outward displays of confidence. If this condition persists, it usually creates an obsession with perfectionism. Pride in what the individual perceives as exceptional personal traits or accomplishments, traits he aspires too, begins to build an inflated ego based on an idealistic belief that he is unique in the world. He comes to believe that his emotions and thoughts are different and of a higher caliber than any other's, making him feel totally alone. Because he is so unique and his ideals are so high, he is unable to live up to his own expectations. Thus, he sets his sights even higher and a vicious cycle ensues. Low self-esteem remains a constant impetus to achieve even more while he jealously conceals the secret that he believes himself to be of lesser value than his peers. Since he is "less than," he must find some way to be "more than" in order to be "equal." All he wants...is to be accepted. The only way he feels he can be loved is to be perfect, and he desperately wants to be loved for he is so very lonely.
Denial becomes an invaluable tool in keeping this most important secret, enabling him to concentrate on goals, values, and ideals--all outward evidence of greatness. It allows him to rationalize failures and justify indiscretions. Denial also becomes a tool to outwardly exhibit modesty and humility concerning his great achievements, thus creating an illusion of nobility and sacrifice. To him, no achievement is worth anything unless it is known to others, so he becomes proficient at proclaiming his achievements while disclaiming his abilities. Because he must be convincing, he unwittingly begins to believe his own lies. Tasks aren't undertaken for their merit but for their ability to impress, to solicit acceptance. But, because he still secretly believes he is inferior, any praise he receives is empty. He views his achievements as being praised, but not himself. The one thing he longs for most is the one thing he begins to believe he will never receive or deserve...simple validation.
At first, he informs others of his great feats, but, when he doesn't receive the degree of recognition he is seeking, he begins to embellish. Ironically, the more praise he receives, the more he needs. Because of his low self-esteem, he requires a greater magnitude of approval each time until, eventually, no amount of praise will suffice. Eventually, when embellishing no longer produces the desired effect, he starts lying. But, lying is in direct conflict with the elevated moral and character standard he has set for himself. Remember, his standards are the only thing supporting his ego which, in turn, compensates for his lack of self-esteem. So, in order to defend his ideals, he learns to view his lies not as lies but as prorated achievements. Becoming even more proficient at denial, he starts to believe his own lies.
Pride becomes not satisfaction in an accomplishment, but rather a defense mechanism allowing him to believe he is capable of accomplishing things he has only imagined. At times when people are alone with themselves, looking at the reflection staring back at them from the mirror, most get honest and come to terms with what they see. But our individual sees only the illusion he has created--"his" illusion of himself, society, his ability to control events and others, in other words, of reality itself.
But somewhere deep inside, in a place he tries to keep hidden--a place he tries not to look at--he knows that his lies are indeed...lies. To him, his accomplishments are meaningless because of motive and because his standards are false. This contributes to an even greater level of self-effacement. He has always chastised himself for his perceived failures but now he begins to condemn himself for his inability to live up to his ideals. Now, he is truly alone. Before, he at least had his ideals. Now, he doesn't even have them.
He longs for happiness but has no understanding of what it is or how it is achieved. He mistakes pleasure for happiness for it is the closest sensation to happiness he has experienced. He becomes obsessed, pursuing with abandon anything which gives him even a small amount of pleasure. He searches for contentment externally, unaware his real problem is inside. Everything he finds pleasurable is done to excess, searching for satiation. But at most, each attempt satisfies only momentarily, leaving him more wanting shortly afterward. Like his achievements, the more he has of something he desires, the less it satisfies.
Addiction is a tamed tiger chained to you. You must keep a constant vigil on it or it will devour you. But the terrifying thing about addiction is it's not a man-eater, it's a soul-eater.
*******
I am the hunted. I have been my whole life. To be one of the hunted means to be alone, always on guard, always ready to fight or flee. You can never relax. The hunters are always right on your heels. To be both prey and alive, you must always be hyper-vigilant. You must study the hunters. You must be aware of every word, every phrase, every mannerism, every nuance, and every trick the hunters have to lure you into their traps.
In this fight for survival, there are no mentors, no teachers to impart skills or to nurture growth in ways to adapt or dangers to avoid. Each of us must develop our own defenses and strategies, and we must become proficient quickly if we are to keep from being eaten. We must become more clever and more ruthless than even the hunters themselves.
I say each of us because, as I've come to learn, I'm not the only one. There are many of us out there--hiding out in the open, moving among the hunters, blending in, guarding ourselves the only way we know how. The ironic thing is; none of us know whom the other hunted are. Nor does it matter, for in this fight of spiritual life or death, everyone else, everyone, is to be held in suspicion. Everyone, even the other hunted, is out to trap you into revealing your great secret, your under belly, your real self.
Each of us must develop our own defenses. We must learn how to lie convincingly, how to cheat without being caught, and, most importantly, how to attack without appearing to attack. We must become masters of manipulation. We must become experts at gaining trust in an instant without ourselves ever trusting. We become supreme storytellers and know how to become your best friend for life in less than five minutes.
My training started, as early as I can remember, at the age of four. I pretended a pair of new shoes didn't hurt my feet so my mother wouldn't yell at me. This worked so well that I pretended to watch a football game with my dad so he would be proud of me. With these two experiences, I learned to give people what they want, or at least let them think they're getting what they want. To be loved--all I had to do was to play the part any person needed at the time. This is when I realized my parents where also hunters. I slowly began to understand that there were only two types of people in the world--those that defined you (the hunters) and....Me.
In a matter of seconds, I can become the father you never had, your most trusted friend, the brother you always wanted, the brother who loves and protects, your lover, your priest, your mentor, your pupil, your master, your slave. I'll convince you that I understand, and I'll agree with your side, whatever it may be. You'll find yourself confiding your deepest, darkest secrets to me, and I'll comfort you and convince you I care. But I don't. I can't. I'm too busy standing guard--protecting myself. I'll love you, abuse you, adore you and demean you. I'll praise you, degrade you, caress you and neglect you and ultimately discard you. And all this time I'll make you thank me. I'll do this and more just to make you believe that I am at least as good as you--that I'm worth something--that I do have value.
And I'm justified because you're one of them--one of the hunters. Your one of those wanting to expose me to the world for the disgusting wretch I am. No one hurts as badly as I. There is no one more lost, no one more pained, no other soul so tortured that even the pits of hell would be a welcomed relief. I'll never let you know that I'm frightened, and so unbelievably lonely--desperately seeking, but afraid of...love.
And who wouldn't be justified when you're a child of a lesser God. Not the one that made everyone and everything else, but a God that birthed you defective, a God who rules a world in which saints go mad, babies are born with crooked backs, and innocence is shamed. A world in which everyone else is blessed, and your grandest wish is just to be accepted. How can you not be justified when this lesser God made you with a monster inside you? Yes, there's a grotesque, festering demon living inside me who controls my thoughts and actions. It's grown in strength over the years, usurping my will. I'm not sure when I lost control to it. I'm not even sure if I ever had control. But one thing I do know is that it keeps me both hostage and slave to its malevolent desires. It distorts my dreams and makes consciousness a living nightmare. This monster, I've learned, is actually an inherited, genetic malady called "Addiction."
I know its ultimate goal is to destroy me and, this it plans to accomplish in the most sinister way--it wants me to commit suicide. But its perverted nature is such that it prevents me from committing physical suicide until I first suffer the ravages of mental and then spiritual suicide. Only after every remnant of soul has been sacrificed will it allow my body to die.
I'm writing this is because I'm tired--bone weary, beaten down tired. I just have no fight left in me any longer. There are so many stories, so many lies, that I just can't keep them all straight any longer. Nor, do I care.
I'm the master gamesman, the champion of the hunt. But it's because I'm the champion that I am also the ultimate loser. You see, I've discovered one startling fact. All my stories, all my lies, have achieved their purpose--or have they? You see, everyone likes me. Or do they? Ironically, everyone likes the me I've portrayed--the me I became for each of you (the hunters). Everyone likes only the persona, the actor, the character they needed me to be at that particular moment. Sadly enough, no one cares or knows the real me--they can't. Because the most tragic thing of all is...neither do I.
But it seems the other God, your God, has taken mercy on me. I've been led to others like me--prey who are learning how to no longer be prey. They are a fellowship of misfits and losers who are learning to bind their birthed demons. They are the lost; the emotionally wounded -- the spiritually crippled. They no longer live in fear of the hunters. And it doesn't matter how sick or flawed I am. They accept me, warts and all, for they themselves were once prey too.
They are no longer slaves to their secrets. They have found a blessed restoration which nourishes a newfound appreciation of beauty, humility and love. For them, life is no longer a task which has to be gotten through but is an adventure to be savored. They are imaginative, sensitive, and possess a sense of humor and an awareness of universal truth. They live anonymously among the hunters and thrive. They're anywhere and everywhere. But, unlike the hunters, they're grateful for every little miracle with which each day is filled. They've been to hell and understand it's closer than anyone realizes. They are recovering addicts. Unlike the hunters, they're grateful to have been blessed with a second chance.
*******
Looking back, I can now see that I have been an addict all my life. From my earliest memories, when something was good – when I liked it – I couldn't get enough of it. The more I liked it; the more I wanted it--the more I wanted it; the more I got—the more I got; the less it satisfied—the less it satisfied, the more I wanted it. And so began a cycle of obsession which has haunted me my whole life—a cycle which has shaped my goals, defined my behavior, molded my character, and determined my destiny.
My earliest memory of addictive behavior was the infamous "Chews Incident." My third grade class (I was eight years old) decided to have a party. The teacher announced one morning that we, the students, would plan what kind of party we wanted to have and would also organize the whole event.
When it came time for the refreshments, I suggested that someone should go to Dewar's and buy chews for everyone. Now, for those of you who are not familiar with "chews" you are in for a real treat. In my home town, there was a small mom & pop ice cream parlor named Dewar's. Their specialty was homemade ice cream—malts, black & whites, banana splits, sundaes, and chews. A chew is a taffy-like candy which comes in peppermint, peanut butter, plain, and caramel. Now, you may say to yourself that you know what taffy is like; but these were chews. These were different; these were melt-in-your-mouth-to-die-for "chews."
Everyone were I lived knew Dewar's and everyone, especially if you were a kid, knew what chews were. Suddenly, I was a hero. The kids who were normally making fun of and picking on me thought I was insightful and smart. There was a resounding second to my suggestion and considerable cheers. The teacher agreed. After careful consultation, everyone agreed that I (because Dewar's was across the street from my grandmother's house) would be the one in charge of the chews. Everyone looked at me as if to say, "Right-on, Dude." Even Gina Bearman, the secret love of my life, looked at me and smiled. For the first time, I was a hero. Other plans where completed.
The following day, everyone brought their money which was then collected and given to the kids responsible for bringing supplies. I was given the "Chews" share of the funds, instructed to buy two pounds worth, and carefully crammed the money into my pocket. Throughout the day I would periodically pull it out and count it—just to make sure it was all still there and nothing had magically happened to it.
My grandmother picked me up after school to watch me until mom got off work. On the way to the house, I bragged to grandma about my idea and how everyone thought it was the best idea ever and how this was going to be the best party ever and all because I thought of buying chews and how everyone voted to give me the money to get the chews.
Grandma agreed that I had taken on a lot of responsibility and should be proud of myself. She was proud of her little boy (no matter how big I got she always thought of me as her little boy).
I helped grandma carry in the groceries, and then I was off on my quest to pick out the plumpest chews ever. I must have stood in front of the glass case for an hour deciding on just the right combination to get—equal parts peppermint, peanut butter, caramel, and plain? No, wait. Why plain when you could have peppermint and caramel. Though I was inclined to go with just peppermint and caramel, I grudgingly considered the possibility that some kids might want peanut butter; some might even want plain. After careful debate, I decided to go with a small handful of plain, a small handful of peanut butter, and the rest an equal mix of peppermint and caramel.
The lady behind the counter was patient; I realized I was taking a long time but this was important—the success of the party depended on it. I explained the seriousness of the duty assigned to me and she asked how much I wanted. I laid the money on the counter; she counted it and informed me it was enough to buy three pounds.
I pondered for a moment. Somewhere in my memory I seemed to recall something about two pounds—but why buy two pounds when you can buy three? The more chews; the better the party—right?
"Three pounds," I announced, having made an executive decision.
The lady began filing three one pound bags, putting so much of this or that as per my instruction. Finally, I was handed the bags and proudly walked out of the store.
Eyeing the bulging bags, it suddenly occurred to me how much responsibility I had undertaken; an eight-year-old boy, still a child really, given the task to purchase supplies for the entire class party. No other student had to go through so much trouble. Considering the job at hand and the efficient way it had been carried out, it seemed to me I deserved at least some compensation for all my efforts.
The aroma of fresh sweets overwhelmed my senses as I thought, I deserve at least one. After all, I had to walk all the way over here; I had to be responsible for, and handle, the money; and now I'll have to carry these bags all the way back home and then to school tomorrow.
Suddenly, my mouth was watering and I could taste the sweet contentment of melting caramel on my tongue. I paused at the bus-stop and sat down. I unrolled the flap on one of the bags and pulled out a golden dark-brown stick of heaven.
Of course I deserve one!
Suddenly, the divine bliss of chewy caramel exploded in my mouth.
Oh.....My....God!
I had to lean back in my seat as my muscles relaxed and euphoria surged through me. Indescribable, for one brief instant, time stopped…nothing mattered…there was only me and desire fulfilled. Slowly, I came around—back to reality.
Another! I thought—just one more.
But wait! What about the party? What about the class? The teacher?
But no one else was given a responsibility like this. No one else is working as hard as Me. And it's just one lousy chew. Who else would go to all this effort for just one lousy chew? I at least deserve two…or maybe even three. Yes, three seems like a just and fair payment for this important of a job.
I reached into the bag and pulled out a peppermint chew. The tantalizing tingling of peppermint filled my mouth.
Awwwwwhhhh!!!!
Then, peanut butter teased my senses. I chewed and chewed; taffy and caramel, taffy and peppermint, taffy and peanut butter; how glorious. I re-rolled the flap closed and continued on to grandma's house. Crossing the street, it occurred to me I had neglected the plain chews. Now the plain chews aren't really plain. They have a flavor that is unique—they're just called plain. I got an uneasy sensation that I should try just one plain chew—just to be fair--just to decide if I should have gotten any at all. Maybe I should have skipped the plain chews all together and just bought the others.
Again, I unrolled the flap and fingered through the bag until I found a plain one. But there were so many caramel and peppermint. Finally, I found one and tested it—measured it against the success of the others. It was as I thought; the plain were every bit as good as the others—just different, that's all. Satisfied with my decision, I continued toward grandma's.
I was nearing the house when an unsettling thought struck me. All these kids who thought "my" idea was such a good one—who thought "I" should be the one to do all this work—who applauded "me" for making "their" party a success are the same kids who are always pushing me around and making fun of me. And now they've gotten "me" working for "them."
What an idiot I am, believing they're going to think I'm cool—that they will accept me as one of them. What a fool. They'll still call me Porky P-P-Pig and laugh every time I stutter. They'll still push me around at recess.
I began to get a little angry at my willingness to be so easily duped.
To hell with them…send "me" to get "their" candy?
Again, I opened the bag but this time I jammed my fist into the pile of chews. I quickly popped a peppermint in my mouth.
To hell with them. To hell with their damn party. I've got the chews now. How do ya like them apples?
I popped a caramel; then a peppermint; then another caramel. I slowly began to clam down. I noticed the chews seemed to have that effect—the more I ate; the calmer I became. By the time I reached grandma's, I discovered that two of the bags were pretty full but the third was half gone.
I paused in fear; fear of being found out, fear of being labeled a thief, fear of what they would think of me after blowing the one chance of proving I could be a cool guy.
This wouldn't do; wouldn't do at all. I thought for moment and then began spreading the chews evenly throughout the three bags. I found that they looked all right; like they were supposed to be that way. After all, who really knows what a pound of chews looks like? I could relax.
But if no one really knows what a pound of chews looks like…?
BRAINSTORM! If I took one chew out of each bag in turn, I could take just a few more and the bags would still all appear evenly the same.
That's where I went wrong. I took all the chews from only one bag.
Pleased with my insight, I continued to please myself with my classmates' candy while laughing at them for thinking they were getting over on me.
I found grandma in the kitchen as usual, fixing a number of things for dinner. To my horror, she took one look at me and asked, "Dear Lord, Son, what happened to your candy?"
I froze. "What do you mean?"
"Well, those bags look almost empty. Those can't be a pound apiece. I think Dewar's shorted you. I've never known them to do that."
"It's ok, grandma…"
"No it's not ok. I've known Luann for twenty years and if she thinks she's going to short my grandson she's got another thing comin'. We'll just go right back over there and get this settled."
SHIT!!! I thought.
"But Grandma, wait…"
"Wait nothing, you paid for three pounds and you're gonna get three pounds."
BRAINSTORM again!
"But I only bought two pounds."
"But you've got three bags?"
"I asked them to put them three to make them easier to carry."
She gave me a curious look. Suddenly, I felt…..I don't know……it was hard to explain… I felt kind of …dirty. I had never lied to my grandma before and I didn't like the way it made me feel.
"The class only wanted two pounds," I blurted.
Then, she smiled. "Well, I'm so proud of you for doing such a good job taking care of your class."
Oh, God no! Not that; now I really feel like dirt.
I slowly filled two of the bags from the third. The two bags still didn't look full but grandma was already busy cooking again and didn't notice. I stared at the two bags which looked pretty sickly. How could I face grandma again? How could I face my class?
I'd never felt so horrible. I wanted to crawl into a hole and die. Would the teacher or my classmates notice the crumbled skimpiness of the bags? What would I say?
Suddenly, I wanted to come clean and tell grandma the truth…tell her I was sorry…that I didn't know what had come over me.
But instead, while she was busy with her back toward me, I sneaked another chew. I don't know why I did—I just did. Somehow, this chew didn't taste as good as the others. It was almost bland. I waited for that sensation of contentment, of fulfillment, but it didn't come.
I sneaked another, chewing on the sly. Now the bags really looked sad. Each chew tasted just as bland as the preceding one. This sucked…they were suppose to taste good…they always tasted good.
Out of desperation, I scooped up all the bags and slipped out backdoor, leaving my deceived grandma whistling at the stove. Mom arrived from work about an hour later. I heard them calling for me but I couldn't move.
A few minutes later they found me in all my glory, lying behind the incinerator in the backyard with three empty one pound bags beside me. Sick as a dog, I couldn't move. I dare not move; for the knot rolling in my stomach threatened to break me in half. And still; if I had had another chew—I would've eaten it.
*******
What do you mean, "No?" You know you want me. Of course, you want me. Don't tell me you believe all that "...can't take that first one" crap? "Disease" my ass! The "others" might buy it, and maybe they need it, but not you. We both know you’re stronger than that. We both know that now you know the score, you know how to handle me. You control me, not the other way around. You just got a little out of hand last time. You have to admit that I've always made the good times fantastic.
Remember your daughter's wedding? Now, that was a perfect day! You captivated everyone--so elegant, so witty and charming. At the reception, every person either envied you or wanted to go home with you. Remember that warm flush of pleasure gushing through every fiber and sinew of your body, gorging it with strength and confidence---that was me. Your eyes radiated understanding; your skin glowed with love, and from your lips poured wisdom. I did that. Let's face it. We both know that by yourself you're.....well,...let's just say.....,"shy." Yes! We had some incredible times together.
But, more importantly, you have to admit that I also made the bad times bearable. How about when your parent died? You can't tell me you've forgotten the pain and the guilt that gnawed at the tattered edges of your very soul--how you ached when you remembered all the times you should have been there for them--to love them, to hold them, just so that they would know that they were important, that they mattered. You can't tell me you don't remember crying like a wounded animal, trapped by waves of anguish flooding the black pit where once your heart beat. I stopped that! I killed the agony--Me!
And what about everyone wanting a piece of you when your marriage failed, betraying you, spreading lies behind your back, conspiring with your ex. I was the one that kept the wolves at bay, not those leaches who called themselves friends. I kept your dignity in tact--Me! Together, we exposed them for what they are. If they were really friends, they'd still be around, wouldn't they? But where are they? Didn't we prove we don't need them? Didn't we prove we don't need anyone?
And how about those fools at work? You know you've been the laughing stock of the office since that half-wit boss of yours wrote you up for attendance. How dare he embarrass you in front of everyone. In fact, after all you've done for him these past few years; he's got his nerve chewing you out at all. We made him what he is today.
And those back-stabbing idiots that work with you, letting you carry the load, smiling to your face while lying behind your back, they'd just as soon cut your throat if it meant sucking up to the old toad. You know your problem? You're just too damn kind. Your too good to people, and they take advantage of you. Face it; they could care less if you died. I can help you show them what a big mistake they made. Together, we'll make them regret their petty fabrications. Together, we'll make them pay.
Who else do you have but me? Let's be honest, shall we? Even your family doesn't care about you. Your kids don't respect you. They don't even listen to you. You're just a work horse that pays the bills. And, of course, everyone else in the family is always complaining, always whining. Has anyone ever considered your needs?
Who else do you have but me? You need me. You know you do. Together, we can handle anything. Without me, you are weak. You are insignificant. But I make you strong. And, when everyone else deserts you ...I won't. OK, so we had a little trouble, but we're smarter now. We've got it wired. Just don't get carried away. Remember you daughter's wedding! You can have that again--no more trudging your way through this tedious, everyday monotony. You can live again. So, come on, just this once. If it works, then maybe we'll save it for only very "special" occasions. Yes, that's it. A little more.....G..O..O..D. Now remember, this time, we'll be more careful. This time, we'll be smart.
*******
I need cash and I need it quick. My body aches as though an infestation of barbed, razor-sharp lice are gnawing on every muscle--every bone--every nerve. Though my shirt's drenched with sweat, I find myself shivering. My head is pounding, my stomach churning, and my bowels are threatening to expose me.
In other words, I'm "Jonesing"—big time.
I'm also standing in line at the supermarket to cash a check, struggling to keep from rocking back and forth. I have to get money and get it fast—get the money—get the drugs--get well.
As usual, I've gotten in the shortest line and, as usual, everyone in it is the slowest and most ignorant person in the world. It's like standing in line for an idiot convention: the little, blue-haired, shriveled-up old ladies with their bulging coin purses, having to produce the exact change—to the penny!!!—as if her sole purpose in life is to single-handedly save mankind from the all-impending copper shortage; the deadbeats with their food stamps and coupons, dealing out dozens of little strips of paper which also have to be scanned, signed, and catalogued—then the inevitable look of total shock when they’re told this one or that one has expired—that this is 2001 not 2000—this coupon is good for only the 28oz. not the 14oz.--and then, of course, the all important debate over which item or "exact combination of items" need to be put back to ensure the maximum amount of items purchased while simultaneously allowing the maximum amount of change returned.
And there's the cretin who waits until she gets to the checker to discover she wants not the bleached noodle but the natural noodle, which rings out an alarm for a "runner" to go and search the store for the ever elusive natural noodle—but this is understandable, for of course this 5'1", 240 lb., picture-of-health, beauty with her five gallons of Chocolate Almond Indulgence Ice Cream, her twelve boxes of Entemen's, her 1.75L bottle of Bacardi Gold, and her two cartons of Benson & Hedges Light 100's has probably been warned by her physician to be more health conscious and that natural noodle is just the ticket which will save her life.
While fighting the urge to cram all five gallons of ice cream down this porker's throat along with her noodles, a wave of nausea surges through me. Bile bubbles up and burns the back of my throat. The drinking fountain is fifty feet away and the restrooms about a hundred.
There's no way in hell I'm getting out of line, I tell myself. I've endured worse—much worse. This rotting, hollowed out, torture chamber in which I've been imprisoned for….how many years has it been now? .......I can't remember.
Anyway, this "thing" one might call a body, can is no stranger to suffering. This "thing" is a marvelous organism really. I've beaten it, broken it, cut it open, torn pieces off, and burned it—all to get drugs—and it's always grown back—always healed—always that is, until this last year. Lately, something else is going on. Something which probably would scare me, if I gave a damn. You see, I'm dying. I know it. I sense it.
No, don't worry or feel sorry for me—DON'T YOU DARE!!! It's ok. Hell, it's more than ok; I'm looking forward to it. You see, actually it's only my body that's dying; the rest of me already died years ago. So when I say this "thing" can handle suffering, believe me.
What I can't take though is the thought of having to get back in line - back at the end of this parade of malformed idiots - these jokes of humanity.
These maladapted, unimaginative, short-sighted, socially-challenged excuses for the human race are living proof that God is either a royal screw-up or has the cruelest sense of humor imaginable. I can't help but wonder why these people were even born—let alone allowed to continue to exist. What possible good, what contribution to humanity could any of these mistakes of nature offer society? If there really were a "God" and he was a just God; he would tidy up the planet and wipe away all these parasites.
Now some foreigner is arguing with the checker over the price of an item. As another wave of nausea bubbles more bile up the back of my throat. My throbbing skull strains to maintain control over my mouth. I have to be silent—let events progress at their natural pace. This I have learned over and over; if you disrupt the order of dysfunction it starts over again at the beginning. Whenever I've said or done anything before, people actually look at me as if I'm the problem; as if I'm the idiot. This is why I can't allow myself to own a gun. They get thrown off tract and since their malformed brains are incapable of processing any useful information, they have to begin all over again. So, I stand and I wait.
Somewhere in the distance, through the ache and the fog—through the hate and the agony—I hear laughter. A few yards to my right, is a candy rack and next to that a rack of toys. A tiny, brown-eyed girl with pigtails, maybe four or five years old, is squatting next to the racks as if hiding.
A boy's head pokes around the end of the rack; a toothless grin from ear to ear. He spots the girl and tears out from around the rack. He's no bigger than she.
She lets out an ear-piercing squeal and disappears behind the toys. Suddenly, and only for a brief instant, I'm taken back to another time—a happier time.
Enjoy it while you can, I tell them in my head. This time won't last long. Before you know it you'll be one of these slugs in front of me.
The boy turns to run back the way he had come and I see his left arm is only a stub; a short nub ending just below the shoulder with three tiny sausage-like appendages attached.
Damn it! My stomach rolls again, but this time not from Jonesing.
Well, what should I expect? It's par for the course isn't it? For one fleeting moment I catch some tiny glimpse of beauty and light in this cesspool of life; only to find upon a closer look that this glimpse is really a grotesque joke. Life is already hard enough, cruel enough, insane enough without handicaps. This cute little guy is going to have to fight and claw his way through life as it is—but to be crippled from the start; to be forced to put up with prejudice and abuse from imbeciles, to not be able to participate in many of the everyday things in life, to be scorned and ridiculed through no fault of his own—it's just downright cruel. What kind of God would allow a world in which babies are born crippled, the good suffer, and people slowly poison themselves to death?
Watching the handicapped little boy and girl chase one another around the racks, laughing, giggling; I can't help but feel a growing sense of awe within me. Their laughter is so innocent and pure; so unguarded; so liberating I can't help but be envious. They move and act; chuckle and shriek as though they are truly happy—truly living in the moment. Even with this grotesque flap of flesh hanging from his shoulder, this boy is alive and happy. And it suddenly occurs to me; he doesn't even know he's handicapped—he doesn't realize the misery he will face. Surely he knows his arm isn't normal. Is it possible there is something inside him, some strength, some understanding which allows him to persevere despite his disability?
I try to think back to the last time I smiled like that—let alone laughed like that. And then something else suddenly occurs to me—something which fills me with shame….
….which of us is really the one who is handicapped?
*******
(It has been said that the only way three people can keep a secret is for two of them to be dead.)
Lies are delicately fabricated stories of dreams and wishes. Believe me I know, for I'm a professional liar---a master of deceit. I've been lying for fifty-one years. I lie at work, at home, and even at church. Actually, I lie to everyone all day every day. My whole life is, and has always been, a lie. So, I'm speaking from experience.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/23357 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!