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F YOU WERE TO ASK ME WHY | BEGAN USING DRUGS AND
ALCOHOL, MY FIRST RESPONSE WOULD BE “THEY FELT GOOD.”
'When | was high, nothing else really mattered; my obsessive

thoughts were turned down a notch, and my self-loathing was on
ﬂwbackbumer.haveryeaﬂyage!knewldidn’tﬁtin.ﬂyfamﬂy
‘moved a lot. Every year | was the new kid on the playground. [ looked
different. | talked different. When | discovered alcohol and cannabis
at around age eleven, | was able to alter my reality. A reality | wasn’t
a big fan of in the first place—iike my dysfunctional family, learing
useless crap in school that held no bearing on my life, or navigating
the complexities of existing when my parents were so self-absorhed
they didn’t have the time or inclination tosharealittlekmudedgaof
how to deal with it ail.

It’s a “solution” a lot of us opted for. 1 could do drugs and all
- that noise in my head subsided. got to breathe a little easier. Until
the drugs stopped working. They just didn’t take away the pain and
insecurity like they used to. Then all the shit I was avoiding and not
dealing with magically reappeared. Turns out I’d just kicked the can
down the road and I was knee deep in my own internalized garbage.

1 know I’m not alone in all this. There’s a shit ton of people out
there getting loaded. Last year, the National Survey on Drug Use and
Health announced that 48.4 million Americans aged twelve or older
had a “substance use disorder” with drugs and/or alcohol, which is
about seventeen percent of the population. Of course, these
figures are from a government agency, and we all know
how notorious they are for lying, meaning it’s probably
*a lot more. (Like who the hell is telling the government,

“Hey, 1 use drugs”?) But the point is, even with their

. skewed figures, that’s still a lot of people. The majority
=2 surveyed were labeled as “young adults,” aged eighteen
$3 to twenty-five, who also have the “highest rate of use,”
meaning they’re getting high a lot more often than
* others. Last year sixty-four million Americans admitted
to smoking marijuana, and nearly 87,000 died from drug
; overdoses (primarily opiates). ~
: Now, not everyone who says they use has a “problem”
with drugs and alcohol. There are a bunch of people out there that
- can have a couple of drinks, smoke weed on occasion, or do a little
- molly on the weekends, I'wasn’t one of “those people.” From the very
2 beginning | couldn’t stop and had cravings to use more. Didn’t matter
the substance. I was snorting a line while thinking about how to get
another one. 1 drank everything in sight until I blacked out. I used
I drugs T didn’t even like, Justto getlngh and feel something other than
: what I was feeling.
- P’m an addict. ’'m prone to addictive behavmrs. I can act out
* addictively with food, sex, exercise, caﬁ'eme—-anythmg really—
although most of those never really got me into trouble the way
drugs and alcohol did. I gave up everything for drugs: my health,
: rclanonshlps, family, money, and, ultimately, my freedom. It wasn’t

: ‘dope fg;;) good, why not do it every day? Years later, I realized the
vastatmg loss of it all.

or an alcoholic. As I already said, some folks just don’t have an issue
~ like how being high feels. But if you’re thinking you may have a

there’s a ton of help out there. You've just got to ask. You also have to
- make some serious changes in your life.
Which brings us to an interesting dilemma. Being punk xsn’t
| exactly “going along with the system.” So, how do you “conform” into
' a program of abstinence, when your whole punk ethos is screaming
to rebel? Well, hupeﬁxlly 1 can help with this, as I was faced with the
same predicament years ago.
_ When | was coming up in the 80s, being punk meant trashing the
norms, rebelling against the status quo, and questioning authority. It was
the Reagan era, similarin political discord as this Trump mess we’re ini, but
a liftle more sinister, as none of them were saying the quiet parts out loud
like today’s fascists do. I was all behind the scenes and authoritarianism
was the word of the day. Punk’s anarchistic nihilism was the perfect foxl
to conjure up unrest, act out, and fiick some shit up.

- city, whose inhabitants were initially not so welcoming. The fact that

. somewhat begrudgingly accepted.

~ police presence. Almost overnight my circle of punks discovered

“Selling drugs. Prostrtutmg Robbmg. Shophﬁmg Eventually, some of

gression, but it was one I was fully aware of If shooting  on high control parole and the future wasn’t looking too bright. One

- Now I'm not one of those people who thinks everyone is an addict

- me away, and 1 believed him.
with drugs or alcohol. They can take it or leave it. Some don’t even

problem with drugs and/or alcohol, then you probably do. Luckily
- committed to staying sober once they let me out. -

- did. Segue to months later; I'm absconding parole, strung-out, and

In the punk scene I was in, getting loaded was the method of choice
for lmng outside of society, thumbing our collective noses at the rules,
and just saying no to authority. The nightly objective was to get as
blitzed as possible and start some trouble. There was never a shortage of
antagonists: the police, racist skinheads, equally drunk jocks, and street
thugs Our nihilistic view of the world made it easy to fall into the “us
against them” mentality, and we played it for all it was worth.

Most of us——without jobs, on the dole, or scamming some
government handout—were cohabitating in’the shittier parts of the

our appearance made us stand out—we were loud, obnoxious, and
utterly fearless with all that liquid/chemical courage—didn’t help
us to “fit in” The truth is we readily identified with the outsider
status, fought our way to be recognized, and, over the years, became

But with this “acceptance,” we were aiso allowed in to everything
our shit-hole neighborhoods had to offer: drugs, crime, and a heavy

hard core drugs: heroin, meth, crack, and the wonderful world of
pharmacenticals. This kicked the nihilist level up a notch. Punks were
dying. Overdoses were commonplace. Like all good drug addicts, we
needed money to pay for more drugs. We started committing crimes.

us ended up doing time.
. 1 went from working in the clubs and tourmg with bands
~torunning the streets. I joke that at the time, the only thing
punk about me was I still wore a leather Jacket. Butreally,
- I had just followed the natural progression of a junkie.
1 had a huge heroin habit, needed money to pay forit, &
‘and had burned every bridge, connection, reiatmnsh;p, N
and situation I engaged in. I hadn’t been to a show in -
years. I ran the streets with drug dealers, st;ck»np kids,
and the criminally insane. At some point in all this, I
graduated to armed mbbery Went from hold-ups to bank
- robberies. Told myself it was punk as fuck to walk into 2 >
financial institution and scream, “This is a hold-up!” B
Of course, waving a gun around also got the attention of the cops. I .
got busted. I did time. I sot out—and didn’t know what the fuck to do.
I was still that spiky-haired, leather-jacket-wearing punk, but I wasn’ta
kldanymore, 1didn’t know if1 fit in with the scene. I didn’t know if1 fit
in anywhere. All 1 knew is I didn’t want to go back to prison. Shooting
dope had led me there. All I really knew how to do was get loaded. 1

hadn’t had a straight job ina million years. Every choice I'had feltlike AR

conforming to normality and that felt like giving up.

While 1 had been away, some friends had “gotten sober,” althoughl
dxda’i really understand what the fuck that meant. When I was coming
up, we thought there was nothing un-cooler than those straight edge
punks tweaking out on sugar and caffeine and judging everyone who
got loaded. But I had to admit, my life was a mess. I was an ex-con

more felony and I’d be doing a twenty-five-to-life “habitual criminal”
three-strikes-you’re-out sentence. The local DA smd he’d love to put

In county jail, at my lawyer’s urging, I'd gotten reclassified to |
the “program pod” as a good look for the judge. I’d gone to their §
A.A. meetings, got yelled at by the group facilitators, and generally &
stayed clean and off drugs in 2 jail full of drugs. But 1 wasn’t really [

On my release, the state’s two-hundred dollar “gate
burning a hole in my pocket and I knew I was in trouble. I checked B
into a “behavior modification” program for addiction. The counselors 9%
screamed at me, “You're a loser,” (something I already knew) and
when I acted up, they put me in anger management, prembed psych '
meds, and just generally modified my behaviors. '

‘When 1 “gradnated,” I could honestly tell you I wasn’t going fo
use drugs again. I felt like I had*beaten the beast. Only problem was
that when life showed up—1 was illepally evicted due to a scumbag
landlord—] had no way to process my emotional reactions, no
support for help, and the only way I really knew how to do to deal
with adversity was to check out and get loaded. And that’s what T |
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