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Introduction

The biggest problem with Junk, or any addiction, is that it occupies so much of your time, energy and every waking thought, when you stop using; you have nothing left to do. You have nothing left to replace the thrill of whoring and scoring; your life seems somehow meaningless and empty.

We once worked out that a “habit” of a quarter (of an oz) a day costs approximately $150 a day, occasionally you have to “hang out” that is withdraw, or go cold turkey, but that is more than made up by days where you go insane and get more, and more and more! That means before you eat, drink, live, breath, approx $54,360 dollars expenditure a year before you even worry about anything else.

Being a Junkie is terribly frowned upon by society, in reality it is just one of many lifestyle choices people make because their lives are fucked. Unlike other things, you can’t simply turn around and say, no thanks I don’t want anymore or today I don’t feel like it, because it is an addiction, a disease if you will. They no longer have a choice, freewill is controlled by a habit/addiction and the monkey is a jealous mistress.

A Junkie who can’t afford to score heroin will usually use anything he can get his hands on, morphine, speed, numerous prescription drugs, anything to lessen the pain, rather than a need to get high. After a while they no longer get high, they simply need junk to survive.

It’s usually sad, but this book isn’t about that, it’s a fleeting glimpse of what it is like to be a junkie, what replaces morals, obligations, and ethics. This book is about whoring and scoring, and the consequences taken from the perspective of a Junkie, his family, his mates and his drug acquaintances.

The characters in this book are real people; we have changed the names to protect the guilty and the innocent and those that don’t care anymore. The stories are written from IV drug users, their wives, their children and their families and friends perspective…welcome to their nightmare.

We’re not interested in your sympathy, though at times you may feel like crying, this is a brief look at small microcosms within the wide world of Junk. This is my city. It could be any city anywhere in the world. It has the same problems as any other city in the western world.

There is likely to be someone in your family who is a drug addict. Ignoring it won’t make it go away. Awareness might give you some of the tools you need to deal with your individual situation.

Do you even know what someone who is stoned looks like? Their pupils are pinned; dilated pupils mean they are in need of junk. This is when junkies can be dangerous, not when they are high, but when they are hungry. When they hurt. The need is so insistent they will do anything, and they already probably have.

Chapter 1

T’was the day before cheque day and all through the house, the junkies were hanging, etc.

Ok, I went out New Years day and re-enacted the siege of Leningrad on my liver. I was intelligent and insightful like William Boroughs. Sang like Nick Cave and was generally the man of the “hour”. Of course this is only in my own mind, I had ingested fuck knows what. In truth I was stoned, falling asleep, and threw my drink all over myself when on the Nod and everyone shouted “Happy New Year” and thus went home with a wet crotch and no direct memory of the event;)

I woke up, sweating, shaking, and with the most urgent need to visit the lavatory, not knowing which end to stick at it first, I settled for sitting on the lavatory facing the sink, in case my own offensive odour cause both to work simultaneously.

Every time I am sick I find my own bodily functions repulsive, you sweat, you give an offensive odour, you vomit, you splurt, you wretch, you heave, you moan, you whinge, no one wants to know you in fact you become less than human and lay there praying that St Joan of Narc will drop you a quarter from our of the heavens, which is close to what happened this new years day as I lay in my own disgusting misery.

I was lying there trying to get up the courage to say sorry to all and sundry girlfriend flatmates etc because I know I must have been offensive and done stuff that makes you appear to be a complete FUCKWIT as I was three shades of wasted.

Then there was a knock at the back door. I threw a towel around me and went to answer the door. I left my sleeping girlfriend walked past my semi-dressed hanging out ex girlfriend and answered the door. All the while puzzling why my ex was semi dressed and on the couch, but that’s another story, one I have already well and truly paid for.

Anyways, back to the meat and potatoes. I threw open the back door, and there was a man who looks exactly like Jack Nicholson on my back door landing, he was shaky and actually knew my name, yet another of life’s little mysteries I thought to myself, trying to piece together what ever the hell I did the night before. Anyways he uhms and ahhs and tells me he knows that I “use”. I thought big deal, this is the valley man. Yeah right, the next thing he says is “ Can you score, money is NO OBJECT”. Thank you St Joan of Narc.

A junkie’s paradise. I did what any good junky would do. I dressed in just a towel and a hangover kissed him! My prayers were answered. I of course woke up the girlfriend, “sweetie lets go”!!! She of course being a woman said “where, who, who is this guy, how do you know him, maybe he’s a cop, and why the fuck is your ex on our couch in her underwear!!!!” Well let’s NOT go into our personal life, needless to say ten or fifteen minutes later we are on our way.

Mum, the motherly kindly drug dealer was happy to see us, she too was a little weary after the nights festivities, we took our new “best friend” to visit mum and made an important discovery!!! There is an instant, complete and miraculous cure for the morning after the night before; there is a brother hood and bond that is forged in the blink of a drug deal. I was happy, he was happy, unfortunately the ex and the girlfriend weren’t happy, but as I have said, that’s another story entirely!!

Chapter 2

Choices

I am an old time Paregoric, for those of you who aren’t familiar with the term paregoric it means drug addict or junky. I started using at the sweet age of 13. Over the next twenty plus years I’ve injected, smoked, snorted, swallowed, drunk and shoved up my arse, every possible known drug and combination thereof. Quite a pleasurable experience really.

I began as a young man taking speed my then drug of choice! Punk Rock ruled and I was bouncing off the walls and other patrons of hotels and party spots. Going out with the hip crowd to use and abuse. Sex, drugs and rock and roll!!!! Yeehaw!!!!!

I’ve since moved on to the loving tenderness of the brave lady, she who makes everything ok at the end of the day.

In the world of drugs nothing is NORMAL! All the normal rules are off. Honesty and truth are relative to the situation. I found early on that I was not a big blokey bloke, I couldn’t go up to people on the street and say hand over your dope or I’ll bash you or do bankies or ‘burgs. I found that I had a gift and simply ask people for money – large amounts of money on the whims of a junkies promise. I don’t know if it’s because I’m Irish and have the gift of the gab, (insert Irish accent “oh he’s a lovely fella, he could talk da birds down from da trees, but he tells a lot of lies; that he does”) or what, I just know it works.

I’m no Christopher Skase, but I do make as much money as your average GP, unfortunately without his access to morphine (not that I’m bitter). Unlike a lot of people in fact the majority, I have purpose and meaning. Buddha said, “All sentient life is pain”. Well Jesus, Buddha, L. Ron Hubbard, St Joan of Narc or whatever is out there blessed is the ultimate in painkillers. Thus I awake, I am ill, I have direction, I have an enemy I can fight everyday, I have purpose, direction, I know where I’m going!!!!

I’m actually happy. Personally I feel using drugs is like being Gay or making one of many lifestyle choices that are alternative, this is just not perceived by the majority of society because someone told them drugs were bad. Once upon a time you went to jail for being Gay, once upon a time you went to jail for saying women should get the vote, once you went to jail for having another religion of beliefs system, but I think its just not my time yet and my day too will come when society knows we are human beings who simply have made different choices.

You get up, drag your clothes on, your shoes feel like lead weights, and you are sure you have never felt this sick before. Even lifting your head of the pillow was a supreme effort this morning and you shuffle of to the car, secure in the knowledge that in just a short while you will be feeling like a human being again. You rub your sniffly nose and go to start the car.

The ominous clicking and no start! You only have exactly the right money for a phone call and the gear, not one cent more and today of all days the car has chosen to break down!

It only ever happens to you!

What a dilemma!

His Gal – Chapter 3

Junkies are people too, they hurt, they bleed and they feel pain. Often they feel more pain than you or I. They do without so that their kids can have shoes, so that their wives can have something special, so that life can go on as normal despite their habits.

Their lives are in fact very normal.

I read a book that described junkies as people who took heroin, who then went out to rape and masturbate in public. I laughed a junkie is likely to have little or no sex drive; his only focus is on junk.

We have had days when the need is so damn urgent that he’s on his knees and crying, but we got up, got the kids ready for school, cut their lunches and took them to school, before embarking on an hour long drive into town to get junk.

Not all junkies are like that, but then not all catholic priests are child molesters either. People who have ethics, morals, loves and a real life; still have those feelings despite what people saying about junk changing them. Junk doesn’t make you who you are, it’s just something you have to do, like go to the doctor when you’re sick.

So after scoring what does a junkie do? Normal stuff, talk to friends, play with their kids, work, do crossword puzzles, spend time gardening, clean the house, just the usual things. 

Why is crime so linked with junk use? It’s because heroin is illegal. Simply put, normal jobs don’t allow you to be sick every other day, off your tits the next day, and turn up late because you had to attend to your health concerns before coming in to work. So to get the money you need to support a hundred and fifty dollar a day habit crime becomes a way of life, or you simply find another way.

Our gambit is similar, we simply ask people for money. We obviously don’t say it’s to support his habit; usually it’s about needing something for the house, the car, someone being ill, legal fees, anything really. There is no law against asking, especially if you don’t ask but wait until they offer (and they always do). 

Other than that we have doctors. Being in Australia we have this marvelous health system. All you have to do is have a legitimate reason to receive morphine and it’s prescribed to you. The doctor is paid by bulk billing Medicare (the public health system) and the script is likewise paid for by the government and dispensed free of charge. There is actually no cost at all. 

Reasons to obtain legally prescribed drugs vary from user to user; migraines, cancer, bad backs, you name it. I have seen every single type of excuse used over a long period of time. Most are legitimate and the patient is actually in constant pain. But the addiction is much more of a concern to him or her than the pain; pain is only an issue if there is no junk.

So when you don’t have the stomach for crime, there are lots of other options. A lot of women prostitute themselves, but this only last for so long; they soon loose their looks, and people stop desiring their services.  Men stand over other men for money, for junk, they lie promising to pay back each other, and never intend on doing so. It’s a vicious circle.

One friend sits in the mall and sells what the kids think is heroin, they are paying a lot of money for a headache tablet.  It’s ridiculous how people will purchase white powder; knowing most of Australia’s junk is darker colored. 

Some people sell speed to pay for their heroin habits, or ecstasy or some other form of drug. It usually doesn’t pay to sell what you are addicted to, as you are likely to overuse and be short to purchase more tomorrow. Other people middleman, that is hook people up with another dealer for a small percentage of the dope.

Either way, it’s going to happen. You may as well accept it and move on. To make the money for junk, takes a lot of time and effort. This makes it hard to hold down a job as well. Most junkies are on pensions or the dole. They don’t have time to be a contributing member of society. To earn the amount of money you need to support a habit, would take more than most doctors make, it’s simply not possible.

What we do is not illegal, the morphine is in our names, it is given for a legitimate reason, only the way it is ingested is questionable, that is by iv injection. That is the only thing we could possibly be booked for. Incorrect disposal of needles endangers people’s lives, so we keep a sharps kit in the car and in the house for legal disposal.

Part of the junk problems I know of are cases of legitimate pain that isn’t controlled by doctors properly. Cancer patients who use heroin on top of their other medication because their doctors will not prescribe narcotics to people because they don’t want them to get hooked on drugs.

It’s amazing how many people die in our hospitals every day in screaming agony because doctors are scared of prescribing narcotics. I think they are very wrong to allow this to go on. I have heard of people with Aids, Multiple Sclerosis and various other painful conditions being denied pain relief at all because doctors don’t believe their pain is legitimate. 

I wonder what kind of third world country we are living in, where pain is considered character building instead of totally abhorrent and needing to be eradicated. That these people have to deal with dying is enough, to be able to do so with dignity and without pain, is the least we can do. My husband has cancer and is an addict.

Some people get addicted because of treatment involving narcotics for legitimate reasons, but are still addicted both physically and psychologically after they are taken of the medication. They may have damaged their spines and been hospitalized for an extensive period been pronounced cured, and been taken of their medication.

They didn’t ask to become addicts, it happened by accident, yet society shuns them and considers them worthless. This is more evident with young people. 

Junkies are people, like you and me; they have wives, children mothers. They need to lead fulfilling and satisfying lives. Drugs being illegal makes it hard for the to do they things they want to do, because so much time and energy is devoted to making the money necessary for the drugs. If the drugs were legal, if they could be purchased at a reasonable cost over the counter at a pharmacy, then junkies could be leading productive and fulfilling lives.

If drugs were legal, there would be less enticement for children to try them, much like there is no real enticement for them to take Paracetamol simply put it tastes bad. You should have to be over 18 to purchase morphine and heroin, just like alcohol. You should be booked for driving under the influence of drugs, the same as alcohol. It’s the same type of drug that doesn’t make it ok, but it does make it the same. Adults should be free to choose.

Your sitting at the railway station, feeling like so much shit, when the lady at the other end of the station runs for the train, leaving behind on the platform, her purse.

 Naturally you never let an opportunity pass by, and it’s sitting there like a glistening jewel in the sun. At that same moment the stationmaster walks down the platform checking the local school children’s tickets as they board the train. There are railway cops on the platform and there are surveillance cameras everywhere.

You desperately need the cash so you saunter up to the wallet and sit down next to it casually. A rent a railways cop comes and taps you on the shoulder.

What a dilemma!

Chapter 4

Get a haircut and get a Real Job

God you get annoyed with people asking you for tic all the time. Why the fuck can’t they go out and earn a dollar or two. At least from my point of view it’s honest. I just provide a service. It’s a job, I work hard and think and plan ahead everyday. I work Xmas and holidays. I get woken up at 3 am and I don’t whine about it. I trudge down the street at 3 am giving you what you want.

What do you think this costs me? I have to constantly look for new sources, make new deals and arrangements so that when you call me it’s there. It’s a business and I work, to support my own habit and lifestyle.

You want smack but you can’t get up of your arse and earn a few dollars to pay for it. You want to take out your speed psychosis on me? Fuck me dead, some days I think it’s not worth the effort.

Ok, my opinions certainly change rather rapidly. What last hour was a no way, I’m giving this shit up, with the added bonus of hanging out, becomes a definite maybe. Two hours later while I am sitting vomiting my little heart out, it becomes an urgent fuck yeah, get the fuck out there and earn your money boy!

I don’t see it as either bad or good, it’s a job, I do it to live. It’s the only job I can do, I am qualified for, and I am good at. Otherwise I could do what exactly? Sit around collecting the dole (unemployment benefits) at home, watching my miserable existence pass by daily, slowly second by fucking second!  The proletarian nightmare, sitting in front of the television and limiting my life waiting for channel 9 to justify my existence! Days of our Drearies indeed!

And when you do this for long, you do it right. It is not a bad job, the fringe benefits, meeting all sorts of interesting and colorful exotic people certainly make up for some things. The downfalls are certainly apparent, incarceration is only a phone call away, but that’s not even something I even consider. I haven’t been there yet and don’t intend to in the very near future, because I am good at my job, and my job is a good job. Fuck at least I have a job.

Today I got up and went to work. I get up everyday and go to work, It’s part of who I am and I am just like Mr. and Mrs. Average, at the end of the day I go home and wait for you to ring me with your requirements of my services.

Unlike a lot of people in this game, I am fair and conscientious and fucking reliable. That’s why you call me at 3 am, because I can always get on. Don’t you wish you had my number?

I am no saint; don’t get me wrong. I need this stuff I use everyday, just like you sitting there and shaking and wanting your alcohol after work to steady your fragile nerves after a big day at work. If I don’t have it I get sick and it hurts like nothing you can imagine and nothing you have ever experienced. I know if I don’t go to work, I can’t take a sickie ( sick day), I know how much it costs me, really costs me physically mentally and to damage done to my business by just taking one day off work.

Yes, my life is often criticized; I am the big bad dealer, the one who allows those hopeless junkies to exist, who makes their lives worthwhile. I have never once sold drugs to someone who hasn’t used before. I don’t solicit business. I don’t stand outside schools and entice your children to try something new. Druggies and junkies and whores have families too, even us dealers have families. Fuck hurting kids, our kids are as important to us as your kids are to you. So we shoot safe, we fuck clean and we look after our own.

Your sick as a dog, hanging like a cunt, and suddenly there’s a knock on the door and its, surprise your mother. Of course your mother doesn’t know you use drugs, for god’s sake, and she would be horrified! Oh and she bought along your niece and nephew she’s babysitting. They are of course loud noisy and irritable and want to bounce up and down upon your queasy stomach!

Your roommate is suitably impressed and he’s also hanging like a cunt and wants your mother there as much as you do! You shuffle up and kiss your mum, “we’re all home from work with the flu today”.

“Again “, she says and goes on a three-hour rant about why you always have the flu, you should look after yourself better, how you probably suffer from irritable bowel syndrome like she does, and recommends her local colonic irrigation clinic. ”The man with the rubber gloves is surprisingly gentle!”

Hours later, promising you’ll never eat gluten products again, making your thirteenth cup of herbal tea, you wonder how you will ever get rid of her!

What a dilemma!

Chapter 5

The One Armed Man 

I have no arm, no legs, no girl, no wife, and no children; in fact I have nothing to live for, except for the junk. It keeps me warm, it makes me feel and think and breathe everyday, I exist for it and it exists to fill my need.

It fills me with immediate gratification, as long as I can pay it homage every day, she, the brave lady, never lets me down.

I thrive on it. What’s this bullshit about drugs being bad?

It’s a bad thing if you don’t have any idea of what the fuck you are doing. It’s bad if you don’t have any. It’s bad when you get hurt or you hurt other people. Other than that it’s damn great.

I love it. I love the rush I get; I love it especially when it hurts all over your skin. We sat in the car the other day discussing gear, of course, after all what else really matters? We chatted for a while, then of course we went back to score again. It was a good day for all of us.

We only waited fifteen minutes; we needed to make sure it bonded to our last dose. We didn’t want to drop; I have years of using left to do. Then it’s back to see the man and instant happiness all over again. Can we get any higher? I don’t think it is possible.

I remember the old days, the good old days, when I used 5 weights a day, the good old days where I could afford everything I desired. I could revel in the stuff; spend my days in happy bliss. Of course hanging out is kind of a drag, but you get that.

Is it worth it? Today we are going to score and yes I know it is worth it. I will be a happy camper, for just another day things are rosy. Tomorrow well, tomorrow will look after itself.  I might buy and sell or middle man, or sell something, anything that has some intrinsic value in someone’s eyes. What other people see in things that aren’t junk I can’t even see anymore?   I don’t comprehend that logic anymore, I don’t need things, I have everything.

Ok, it’s the day; you have the appointment with your doctor and your sitting at home watching the time tick on by. Today is THE day, your script day and your due a prescription of morphine, legally and morally you feel like you are entitled to that script.

You arrive at the doctors only to find……………….the doctor is sick!

The doctor being sick means you too will be sick, no other doctor is authorized to write prescriptions for you for narcotics.

What a Dilemma!

Chapter 6

A Dirty Hit

Oh God, not again please no. It’s seven pm on Saturday night and unlike the young people milling the streets outside, we have already gone out, got on and come home, but something has gone wrong.

He looks at me and says “Sweetie, I don’t feel right” and I shudder knowing that it could only be one thing.

He’s had a bad hit.

My mind races and I try to think calmly, all the while trying to keep him calm and rational, things are about to get bad, very, very bad.

Please don’t let him die……………………………

We’ve done this before, he and I. Enough times to know how close he is to dying right now and I have to get help right away. I ring the dealer, “Mark, mate he’s had a dirty, help me please?”

It’s only been a very short while, a few seconds, maybe a minute, he is sweating, his voice is hoarse and he can’t remember from time to time where he is and who I am never mind his own name. His head is starting to throb and he is looking pallid, grey and half dead.

He starts screaming; his head hurts, not a normal hurt, but like every nerve in his body is receiving electric shocks and he feels incredible pain. He looses consciousness, thank God; for once it’s a kindness. While he is passed out I ring our flat mate, Zebadiah and beg him to come home with something, anything, I tell him what happened and he says he will go score for us immediately. We have no money, but Zebadiah knows our credit is good.

He convulses and I rush out of the bedroom, I haven’t left his side yet and only a few minutes has passed, he looks up at me when I get back and say’s “please help me, please”. His eyes are bright and seem to sparkle in the harsh fluorescent lighting. I drape him with a wet towel and he screams, I have to keep his temperature down even though he is shivering, he cries out when it hits his skin, it is painful.

I don’t even have time to think; I ring Zebadiah and beg him to hurry. 

He slips back into unconsciousness, for a minute once again and the fear starts to set in, the shock. Is he going to die this time?

For those who don’t know what a dirty hit is, it’s a germ or bacteria either in the dope or in the air, that gets right into the central nervous system, the pain in excruciating and indescribable. The closest thing to a “dirty’ that I have ever experienced is meningitis, which is similar.

There’s only one way to fix a dirty; that is a large, clean shot of morph or heroin.

I ring Mark again; his phone is off the hook, bastard.

The convulsions continue, it’s been a half hour or so now and the convulsions are coming quicker. I go and change the towel, its already steaming and I need to keep his temperature down.

Between convulsions he begs me to help him. There’s not much I can do, but I ring Zebadiah and he says he is on his way home, the morph is in the paw, and he’s only at the bus stop, down the road.

I run down and open the door for him, grab some fits and a spoon. 

Just a few more minutes. “Hang on Sweetie, the man is here”. 

He lights a candle, and holds the spoon over the flame, adding the grey and water, when it boils he removes it from the flame and crushes the now sodden pill, he puts it back over the flame and the pill dissolves. He puts in a filter and draws the liquid and morph into the fit (syringe).

We lift him up, my beloved, and put his belt around his upper arm. He is shaking and not with it, but the body remembers what the mind forgets, and he fixes himself up, somewhat shakily.

For the first time in an hour, has it only been that long, he is coherent. He knows who he is, he knows who I am and he knows he is home. He asks, “What happened, did I have a dirty? My head hurts Sweetie.”

Zebadiah cooks him up another, to clear up the lingering headache. 

He’s going to be OK. He smiles, he is tired, and he won’t be limbo dancing for a few days yet.

Throughout the night he continues to have convulsions, but they slowly decrease, as I am writing this it is 5 am and he hasn’t had one for an hour, I think it’s safe to go to sleep………………

Chapter 7

Dropped

“Greg, you ok mate?” says the dealer, “Someone call the ambulance quick”!

George starts mouth to mouth, on him while Jules calls the ambulance on my mobile phone, “what’s the address here she says?”

“Fuck No” says his ex, who we scored with this morning. She’s afraid that she will get raided.

“He’s fucking blue, he’s dead man! We don’t have time for this crap” he says between breaths into GB’s mouth. Robbo her boyfriend continues with beating at his heart, “we can carry him down the stairs mate; there are two of us.”

“Jesus gets the fit out of his arm first, for Christ sakes”

“Dump him on the corner, I don’t think he’s going to make it this time” says the paranoid ex.

She screams at him,” get him the fuck out of here; fucking bastard”.

I look on in horror, this is my partner, the father of my child, who is growing in my stomach and he’s dead, I can’t even speak, I can’t move, until I see that any chance he has is slowly slipping away……….

“Fuck off and leave him alone bitch” I say as she goes to hit him.

She continues on with her litany to get him the fuck out of there, she is so worried about herself; it doesn’t even occur to her that this is a human being and he’s dying, she has completely lost her humanity.

Jules gives them the street corner as the address, saying he is lying on the footpath.

“He’s breathing” says the dealer who’s been doing CPR while Rob pounds on his chest to get his heart moving, ”c’mon Rob, let’s carry him downstairs quick before the Ambo’s (Ambulance / Paramedics) get here”

They thunk him down the stairs, he hits his head several times, no one seems to care, and they just don’t want to get busted. I go with them and they all run away, because they don’t want to be there when the ambos come. 

They come and I give them a false name and they ask what he was using. I don’t know what it was today, but George wanders by and overhears and comes forward and says “looks like hammer to me matey”, they hit him with the Narcane.

Narcane is an inhibitor and he is immediately not only awake, but cold stone sober and hanging out, that means he feels like shit and is about to vomit and shit his pants, it’s not good. The ambo’s wanted to take him in to hospital, but he refuses, we jump in the car and drive away.

“We got to go back out and score” he says.

I cried a lot of tears that day, because my babies Daddy is a Junkie, but he is booked into Detox and it will only be a few more weeks, until he will be straight and we can have a normal life together.

If he makes it that far…

Chapter 8

Hanging Out

It’s Sunday, and there’s no dope, nothing, no morph, no hammer, and we are down to aspirin. Fucking Jesus, what a wonderful world this is. We can’t get on until tomorrow, and today is the day of hanging out, that is going cold turkey for approx 28 hours till 8 am tomorrow morning.

His mind is racing and he is trying to read a book, he is trying to remain calm, sometimes I wonder if the biggest killer is the anticipation, the knowing that soon he is going to be sicker than God, and that everything is going to hurt and scream and shriek until he goes insane and does something.

Not that there is anything that can be done, we have no money or resources to change the situation, we’re not really the crime types, we don’t rob, kill and maim for drugs. In fact we are the let’s pay the phone bill so we don’t go score types. But it doesn’t make it any easier.

The physical side is bad enough, to be offended by your own odor because all your senses are overloaded, your sense of smell screams that you reek like a nigger after a hot day in the sun and you had a shower before you went to bed last night. It’s because of the toxins in your body, the poisons you inject every day, and the fact that without the junk, that you sweat as your sweat glands go into hyperactive overdrive.

It’s the way your body, which ceases to run your stomach when your using junk, decides to purge now that you are without junk. There is nothing more intense than spending your entire day in the bathroom sitting on the toilet while retching your heart out into the bathroom sink. You have no idea how bad this smells when you have heightened senses.

Your skin crawls and you know your hair has six weeks worth of grease on it. Every nerve screams, pain, hunger, I need, I need.

And that’s just the physical side of it.

Emotionally you’ve only just begun, you know how long you have to go, and you know you can make it, but emotionally you never know. You just know you hurt and there is an instant cure and some fucker who must hate you won’t let you have it.

Your mind races, and you become increasingly paranoid, its not that you can’t cope, it’s when you are telling your subconscious to behave is so much easier when you don’t run a habit. This subconscious is no longer a persistent crying baby, it is now an enraged teenager and it wants blood! It screams and tears relentlessly.

Its hard to fight back the emotions, the anger, the rage, the grief, the hurt, it comes flooding in waves as your body creates emotions to release the much needed endorphins to fill your synapses. It has to work with extremes.

Once he was fighting with the flat mate, and was incredibly enraged, and wanted to go out in such a vile state of temper at midnight or to physically attack our flat mate, I stood in the way. The end result was a broken nose. This isn’t included to solicit sympathy. What is interesting is that the rage and the anger is uncontrollable, he was crying carried me into the bathroom and all the while he is throwing punches at the wall and still going on about our flat mate who he was fighting with about whether he got a fair share of the dope.

He was hanging like a cunt, the small amount he had had no longer containing the monster inside. It got out, despite his best efforts.

His body and his addiction totally controlled him, and what was left behind cried for the problems he had created, the hurt he had done to his beloved and how far removed from humanity he felt at that time.

Yet he is intrinsically a beautiful and gentle man, whose biggest problem is that often he cares too much, never too little.

This weekend we have two whole days to get through, and he’s going to hang, we’re quietly confident that the monster will stay locked in the cage, that he is in control, and nothing is going to go wrong. It’s a long time till Monday morning!

Chapter 9

The Whores Downstairs
They are like everybody else, they have kids, and lives, and hopes and dreams. They have ideals even. I sat down and talked to them once or twice and found them surprisingly nice people with the most remarkable set of morals I have every encountered.

Glenda is a fine example. The world’s most proletarian heroin addicted lower/working class junkie. She has two kids, and one deceased.  I have seen her not score or score less than she could so that her kids have lunch money and money for an excursion.

We have talked about most things, she says she is the most honorable person in the world, but if it’s about heroin, she will hold a knife at your throat, and she’s done it too. It’s not personal; it’s just the driving need, the junk. 

It’s amazing what people will do for junk; she works as a low class prostitute, a working girl, a whore. Yet she professes a great love for her husband, and faithfulness to him. What she does is just work, she gets no jollies out of it, its just money and he’s just a chump, an idiot that pays for sex. There is supposed to be a difference in that with her husband she kisses him and it is done with love, the other is just money, there is no emotive content.

Personally it’s not something I could do. But then talking to them they hate it, and then make out that it is nothing, that it can’t touch them, it’s a thing they do out of necessity. But it like most things in their lives is a lie; their faces show the ravages, the hurt and the pain, and worse.

Glenda works from home, or in cars. She lives in the heart of the red light district. Her son is now 13 and is ok at home at night alone. She usually has a babysitter, one of the local whores who isn’t working and needs somewhere to sleep for the night. The locals keep an eye on the place, no one is going to harm Glenda’s kids, and they would be dead, very very dead if they did. 

The underworld has its own connections, Glenda’s husband is back inside (jail) and his mates protect his family. It would be a very brave person indeed that harmed a hair on young Rowan’s head, his parents have far too much pull in the underworld, they are violent, aggressive, and nasty and they would kill you as soon as look at you, their only real loyalty is to their families.

It would only cost a weight to get you dead, one days work for Glenda.

It’s not about friendship; loyalties come and go. I don’t know what keeps these people together, a pack instinct perhaps to protect their own?  A series of debts and obligations perhaps, a very definitive pecking order that shifts and changes, but regardless is unwritten and obeyed with a vengeance.

You can turn on a person, take their drugs, take their money, even hurt them a little, it’s just a shift in the fabric of that society, but you can’t move outside that pecking order; real harm isn’t tolerated, the penalty is too high. 

The police are outsiders, they are the enemy, and to speak to them is forbidden. You would be a “dog”. You would loose your standing and not be seen as staunch. You would drop to the bottom rung of the pecking ladder. They protect their own.

The prostitutes are in some ways protected by the crim’s they associate with. If a girl gets roughed up, the person who has perpetrated the crime usually gets beaten up, and eventually pays not only for the services rendered by the girl, but for the price of getting beat up as well. His house will get burglaries, his car stolen, his wallet will go missing, and he will voluntarily go to the teller and withdraw all his life’s savings, anything to save his own stinking rotting flesh.

Glenda talks about her husband a lot, about her kids, and while she sees herself as doing the “righty” by her man and her family, I can only wonder how her perception of reality altered so much. I look at her kids and see future speed freaks that have a huge future in petty crime and bankies. Her eldest son is already a father at 16, his ex is the mother a grand old 15 years of age, the daughter of another prostitute, they split before the baby was born.

I can’t see any escape for any of them and it’s sad, in some ways they are nice people. In some ways they are the most dangerous and volatile people on this earth, they have nothing to loose anymore.

Chapter 10

Ripped Off

We need to weigh the junk, it’s been underweight lately, and can I do it on the bonnet of the car? Jesus wept; here it comes. What’s today’s scam? They are shy of money and that is why they need to weigh in? Sure I can make any deficit up with sugar if I have to, but I hate this, rather give good value for the price. I would rather the dope have as little additive as possible, god only knows how many times it’s been sugared and played with at all.

Junk hits this country at 60% pure; by the time it gets to the end user it is lucky to have 4% heroin in it. This is because of middlemen, of which we are one of many thousands of hands this dope has been through. We are dabblers, not the people who make the money; we hardly get by supporting a habit for one with two of us working at it. Let’s face it any junkies habit is directly proportional to his ability to get junk. If you have 20 ozs going through your hands a day, there is a good chance that you need to sell 15 ozs just to feed your habit. That’s before you live, eat, wipe your arse, or think of anything else today.

You loose 10 percent to tic (credit) 10 percent to theft and 10 percent to loss i.e. getting a smaller amount than you paid for or simply mislaying your dope. You can only afford a 2 weight a day habit and if you use 2 weights today by the end of the week it’s going to take three or four to keep you going.

So while this is going through your mind you also know that one in a hundred is going to go wrong, terribly wrong, not just short of money, but life threateningly wrong. This was one of those situations, unlike our first thought of being asked for credit or some money off, these people wanted to take it all, and if we died it was no great loss to them. They were hungry.

He was rocking in the background, he was speeding of his nut, dangerous, and you could smell it. The air was crisp and she was prattling about bullshit that had nothing to do with anything, they already owed us money, but they were regular clients and bought a couple of hundred dollars worth a day. Twice a day business is easy to come by, but not many people have that sort of money.

All of a sudden he starts, you see him move forward, and the window smashes besides my face, she grabs the gear and instinctively we drive away. We are lucky they were going for the gear. If they were going for us, we would not be here today. The window is yet another expense we could have done without.

We go to a quiet spot and have a shot to calm our nerves. This happened in daylight in a suburban street right near you. We drive to the next waiting in the queue for us to deliver-. If we don’t sell out this evening, we won’t have anything for tomorrow. It’s nearly midnight and it’s about to get busy. The hookers are out doing their thing, the dealers are in their cars making deliveries, and we are doing our very best to get by.

The phone rings “are you guys on? “

Chapter 11

Detox 

As they said in “Train Spotting” there are last shots and last shots! When you have that “last shot” you are probably going to need all the help you can get. You may not have ever experienced it before, but to get over any addiction there are going to be withdrawal symptoms. Some of these things can KILL you.

Of course it does depend upon your poison. Speed is too easy; there isn’t a real physical addiction even if there is a huge whopping psychological addiction, you feel bigger, better and bulletproof, it’s not nice to have to come back down and be one of many nobodies.

Heroin, like the drug is intense, it takes about ten days and you are going to vomit and piss yourself and shit your pants. You may have a heart attack; Your body no longer makes any nice chemicals as heroin has made them for you, so your body going into a chemical shock where you feel waves of intense emotions, you will cry at “Touched by an Angel” or a toilet tissue add that has cutesy little kittens playing. You may punch your mother because she gave your brother a bigger slice of cake once when you were a little boy. You have absolutely no control of yourself or your emotions and you’re in big trouble.

Morphine is like Heroin but longer and less intense. All the same nastiness but without the same intensity, you may still hit your mother, but your unlikely to kill her. That doesn’t make it any better.

Methadone is possibly the worst; you feel every bone in your body ache, as it is a synthetic morphine and leeches into your bones. You feel agony, intense and horrible agony for weeks and weeks. Even with drugs like Subutex and Bupromorphen you still feel like you would be ever so much better off dead. The aching knowing emptiness eats you away until you’re sure there is nothing left of you but pain and suffering and eventual madness.

Alcohol is intense and the detoxing alkies often climb the walls, they shake, they shiver and they see things.  The can feel things crawling all over them and they often soil themselves. Hallucinations can be all too real for the detoxing Alkie. Unlike other drugs of the illegal or hard to obtain kind, alcohol is everywhere, even at your kids birthday party, some Bozo is going to bring a few cold beers to share with you. It’s advertised on street corners, in supermarkets, and is so cheap and freely available it’s a wonder we don’t have more Alkies.

I don’t know what the statistics are, but less than one in ten people make it through Detox, and the majority of those re-offend, often in the first month. Usually they use in the first day out of Detox. In Australia one in 10000 people use heroin. A great many more people drink; take speed and party drugs like ecstasy. We usually ignore it; even when it’s a member of our family, no one talks about it.

Regardless of what your poison is, unless you have fixed the underlying problems that have made you an addict in the first place, and you are prepared to deal with the fact that despite your body being no longer addicted, your mind is quite often addicted. You remember how much better you felt and when you are low and venerable, you know that there is an easy fix just a phone call away.

And of course the ultimate problem, how do you fill your day when you are bored? Your life has been so busy and you achieved such fulfillment, you are unlikely to have any friends or family anymore because of your addiction, and you haven’t got any skills in living anymore.

Do not despair; there can be life after junk. But it won’t seem like it for a long time, and its call seems to linger long after it has left your life. If you put in as much effort into living as you did into using, you stand more than half a chance of making a real go at life.

The ultimate, you have the gear, a spoon, a syringe and you’re just about to go into the local public toilet to hit up in privacy and you run into the local constabulary! They know you, so if you act suspicious and head to the toilets they are going to follow you and bust your arse!

You engage them in conversation, all the while racking you brains for an excuse to get the fuck out of there, before you betray yourself in some way as hanging or worse still having the gear on your person!

You’re worried that you will sweat and they will feel this is enough indication to strip search you. You’re worried more so that they will take your gear, it’s not getting busted, it’s them taking your fucking gear.

What a dilemma!

Chapter 12

Twelve Stepping Tea Totalitarians

Captain Serenity had a three-month addiction to Heroin, then a 12-year treatment of Methadone, and knows it all. He’s cured and wants to save you from your evil ways! Step aside Serenity Sisters; Captain Serenity has all the answers in the Big Blue Book!

Honestly these people give those of us who have come back after a long time absent from our own lives a bad name. Holier than thou, and somehow more in touch with himself than the common man who has never faced the challenges he has had to face in the past, he has truly triumphed, but do you want him to go on and on about it for the rest of your life?

You know them, “Hi I am Captain Serenity and I am an addict, I used heroin then got put on the methadone program and then I found NA and got in touch with my higher power and never looked back. I go to 75 meetings a week and I have sponsored 700 people, today it’s my 16th Birthday and I have been clean a total of 16 years”.

Honestly it’s the same with the bible bashers, those who found GOD or something else, or the new age wankers and their cleansing and nurturing and mother earth crap. I don’t know what you guys think, but it sounds like a sick co-dependency to me (aren’t new age buzz words fun).

These guys have replaced what they had, that is an addiction with an addiction of another type, that of being in the club, the firm, and feeling in some way superior because they can do it and the rest of us haven’t ever been challenged and won, or have failed in some way because we’re still using or trying to come to terms with it all.

They can be quite funny, their functions are full of people offering you advice, and making token gestures and there seems to be this unspoken hierarchy of who is cleaner than anyone else. Even if your poison is Heroin, it’s totally unacceptable for you to have a beer with your dad on Xmas day because you have an addictive personality and you might develop an addiction to alcohol instead.

Yes it has happened before, but do you live your life denying yourself any freedom because you are afraid to live? Personally I think it’s a lot easier to get in touch with yourself and find out why and how you became an addict and change those behaviors, it isn’t necessary to have 50 people holding your hand, it is only necessary to earnestly want to achieve a goal and to work steadily at it, and to not kick yourself when you fail, but to get back up and try again.

It reminds me of that great movie “Fight Club” where he became addicted to 12 step groups. Lets face it, there is sex addicts anonymous, Narcotics Anonymous, Alcoholics Anonymous, Gamblers Anonymous, Overeaters Anonymous and every other conceivable type of 12 stepping tea totalitarian group out there, ready to save you from yourselves, but is that really life?

I’m not knocking it, yes it is very vital to some people quitting, and it just isn’t for me. I’ve been clean for three years now, I don’t see the same people, and I have a full time job and a family to support. That part of my life is well and truly over. I have mates, who are in the “firm” for various reasons, some for drugs and some for alcohol, and it works for them, maybe it will for you too.

Chapter 13

I hate this fucking Shit

It’s like being the other woman, not wanted, not important, often rejected flat because he might use up the fucking endorphins that the dope gives him by having sex.  Not yet Sweety, not now, later, or I’ll need some more. You know I love you. “I will never run out of twat but I am always running out of dope” is something he said once. Made me feel like packing up then and there, and never coming back.

It’s insidious, he loves it and he hates it, me I just hate it, with an incredible passion. It destroys people; good people, even great people, it disintegrates marriages and kills. Every day I watch him slipping away and I want to scream and hit and punch and say don’t you love me or don’t you love us?

To find him shooting up is like finding him in our bed with another woman, my heart sinks and I feel helpless to change both how I feel and what he’s doing. I feel a complete inability to make him happy.

It’s worse when he asks me to help him, when I mix up and fix him up. He’s been doing this for too many years, and all his veins are completely fucked. They are clogged with wax and chalk and so many times he has had abscesses and infections. I know the veins still exist; his hands still work, but at times they block and the fit will burst apart when it’s in his vein. It did two days ago. The veins seem to have completely disappeared, run and hid, as if they too knew of the assault he was committing upon them and they hide.

When he screams at me because I miss, it’s never his fault, I am always wrong, he screams and whines about me “fucking up” his veins, the truth is, he asks or makes me do it, it’s not something I am good at, though I would put most nurses to shame at finding small obscure veins and making them work. They are simply old and tired and I can’t work with what I have left. The tiny ones blow up after about two uses. But he feels bad so he completely absolves responsibility, I wouldn’t be fucking up his veins if a. he could get himself or b. he wasn’t using or c. he swallowed the fucking stuff instead of shooting it up. He would have no need for veins.

The physical stuff is easy to deal with. It’s the emotional roller coaster ride that never ends. 

When its good, and he “feels” it and he’s high, he wants to get higher, its like he never wants to come down. Anything that might intrude upon his reverie with the junk simply has to be abandoned. At the same time he reacts unlike many people I know, He becomes animated, manic, he talks non-stop, and rambles completely off topic.

I listen to three hour tirades on how some fuckwit twenty years ago ripped him off, all his stories about his ex’s and their various foibles, its nothing new, he has told these stories before. He just has to talk, to be the centre of attention, to infuse himself on everything and everyone. At this time I feel a deep sense of loss, the “we” is lost, the future is gone, and instead we are trapped in his past and in his mind, and it’s a battlefield of uncertain outcomes.

The one true sin I can see in this world, is nothing ness, to have love, to be loved, to be able to think and feel and love, and to choose not to, to choose oblivion instead of reality. I can understand abused children using drugs, and he was abused as a small child, I can understand people who have no future, what I can’t understand is that when you love someone and they love you, they can choose something else. It hurts that his life is so painful to him, that even our love isn’t enough.

People are very quick to judge, and think I don’t have any problems with my husband’s drug use. They see us working together, me assisting him and think I not only condone it but I encourage it. This makes me very disheartened. This insidious stuff is slowly but surely killing my Beloved. I can see it sucking the life out of him.

I hate this fucking stuff, more than I have ever hated anything in my life. That is because I love him so very much. But the problem is, I can’t choose for him, I can’t encourage him to do it for me, he has to do it for himself, and he has to know that when he’s ready, I am waiting to give him every assistance I can, because he is my one true love.

You’re sitting around like you do on the street corner waiting for the man. You feel like shit and you know that his idea of five minutes and your idea of five minutes are hours apart, in other words he’ll be along to give you your deal when he’s had his taste and not one second before.

Time ticks away, and its been over an hour already, and he said don’t ring me, I’ll be there soon.  Your sweating and you think your going to be sick on the sidewalk. You ring his home phone from your mobile your mum bought you for xmas in your own name cause you don’t have forty cents to ring from the pay phone and it’s answered by one of the local Sergeants from the Valley Police Station that you are oh so familiar with.

Now he’s got your name, new address and phone number!

What a dilemma!

Chapter 14

Busted

There’s nothing quite like having your heart leap through the floor at a knock on the door, “open up it’s the police”.

These days they don’t even need a warrant, they only have to have a suspicion based upon observation, which means they can break in any time they want to; at least they can where I live.

Ok, so you know your going to go down there’s bugger all you can do, you can only hope the idiot flat mate has his stash well hidden. Luckily he’s reasonably intelligent and understood the words “police” and has had a few more second than you to react.

The first thing they do is round up all the people in your residence. This is to prevent you destroying evidence, which naturally you would do as your not keen on the idea of incarceration.  Once they have located all the people in your home they then proceed to pull everything apart in two rooms. 

Now that two rooms have been searched and the people all rounded up the people are strip-searched. Yes for the girls it’s squat over a mirror time naked, and for the boy’s bend over and cough. You have to experience it to know how truly humiliating it really is. The only good thing is that even if you could, these are people you wouldn’t associate with by choice, which is because they are fucking cops.

Ok your heart sinks even lower and you break out into a nervous sweat as they check the bedroom, you KNOW there is “something” there and your hoping against hope that your search team are stupid. It happens on occasion, rarely but on occasion they miss things.

The boys are all in Zebadiah’s room being searched, and you know there is something there, something incriminating as only five minutes before he walked in thereafter scoring a fuckload of grays. He was going to have to take a little trip to visit the local lockup for sure.

Whew they move out of my room and move next door, I made it. Zebadiah comes out of his room in cuffs, fuck! He leaves in the cop car and the remaining police search the entire house. They find of all things a bong, as none of us smoke pot, its kind of laughable really, must have been one of Zebadiah’s visitors. The police in their infinite mercy don’t press charges about the bong and leave.

As soon as the police leave everyone who left the house in a big hurry comes over cautiously and waits for the phone call from Zebadiah. About five hours later he arrives home and immediately hits up, he had hidden the grays in the sharps safe. He only got busted for very miniscule things a fit that wasn’t placed in the sharps kit provided and a small amount of speed he had even forgotten he had.

He celebrated long into the night.  He was only booked for a misdemeanor and a small fine instead of a stint in jail. He had saved his dope, which was probably the most important thing to him.

There’s a lot more to it. He had gone to score for some likely young lads. They were fairly new friends and introduced by friends of friends. The police had told Zebadiah that his friends had told them he was scoring for them, and the police had told his friends that he told them he had scored for them, putting a lot of pressure on them to talk out against each other. If one had not had the sense to keep silent or was in some way new and felt threatened and said that Zebadiah was dealing, then Zebadiah would go down like a ton of bricks. As it was everyone was old school and there were no such misunderstandings. The unwritten law is “ I didn’t see anything, I know nothing and I was an innocent bystander and nothing actually happened”. The onus is ALWAYS on the police to prove their case against you. Never ever volunteer information.

There is nothing quite like waking up on payday, the sun is shining, the birds are chirping and you’re hanging like a cunt. You ring the bank and your money has been delivered as promised and you have unlimited funds.  You have enough money to sink a Chinese junk. You’re all dressed and ready, and you pick up the phone and dial your regular dealer.

No Answer. Your call goes to message bank. You ring your friends and their phone also goes to message bank.  You ring a mutual friend who knows your dealer and they tell you they too haven’t been able to reach the dealer all morning.

You ring everyone in your phone book, but this time you have heavy sweat on your brow and your tearing your hair out! No one, not one single person you know can reach his or her respective dealers.

You have the cash, and can’t score!

What a dilemma!

Chapter 15

Oh Baby
Sitting around talking to Uncle Bob the other day and he related the story of Oh Baby. They went out to score, as you do, and got on with one of the local hookers they know. This was the bad old days when you could score heroin for $25 and get so stoned you couldn’t stand up.

Well when you do go score the next most important thing is do you have all the equipment you need and where can you do it that is the closest and quickest? Junkies can’t wait; you must have it NOW!

At the time this girl was working (did I mention she was a hooker?) that is she was expecting a client to come visit so she said we can go back to my place but if the client arrives your going to have to hide in the bathroom for a few minutes, so off they toddled back to her place, that being the closest and quickest option.

She went out and said “listen if I buzz once just let me in, but if I buzz twice, it means I have someone with me and you’ll have to hide”. Ok no big deal but this was a tiny little bed-sit, the bathroom was the size of a shoebox and there were two of them.

Ok buzz, once, buzz, oh get the gear (dope) grab the paraphernalia (fits, sterile water, tips, swabs and spoon, no evidence to be seen good, hurry) now bundle it all up let her in and jump in the bathroom without being seen or caught.

Suzzanne had to stand in the shower, there was so little room and of course in these cheap bed-sits you can hear everything, so we were very very quiet. Then she entered with the client…………….

“Oh Baby you look soooooooooooo good”

“You got the money” she replied, took the money and put it away.

Off come the clothes or so we suppose, and it was on…

“Oh baby, yes baby, baaaaaaaaaaby, oh baby, yes baby” (I think he had gotten his zip down by then and I was already crying like a schoolgirl, Suzzanne was stuffing a towel in her mouth to stop herself from laughing.

“Oh baby, you’re the best I have ever had, Oh baby, yes baby, please baby love me baby”

“Do me baby, give it to me baby, ohhhhhhhhhhhhh baby ohhhhhhhhhhh baaaaaaaaaaaaaaby”

By this time Bob and Suzzanne are unable to stand, they are collapsed on the floor and really worried they will laugh out loud and this guy will come charging in and spring them listening in, so they tried valiantly to keep silent………..

“Oh baby, do it to me baby, you’re the best I have ever had, yes baby ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh Baby”

It was only two minutes later and then it changed became more and more urgent till finally…………….”I’m coming baby” and that was all she wrote. One minute later he was gone and they sprung out of the bathroom laughing and falling all over the floor.

Honestly I wonder how hookers do it, not their job, but listen to all that crap and not die of laughter.

From that day on that fellow was known on the streets as “Oh Baby”.

Chapter 16

Sifting Sand

Pete used to buy heroin, lots of heroin, 5 weights at a time, sometimes even more. He didn’t actually even see his dealer, it was delivered at night in a coconut or some other solid object and buried in the sand of a local beach a few paces from a designated tree.

One day Pete had his delivery and he was a little too smashed, he buried the money and told the dealer where to find it and put the gear, and then he woke up the next morning and…he had forgotten where it was supposed to be.

You can imagine this would be calamitous to a junkie, to have weights and weights of gear you have paid for and to have forgotten where the fuck you were supposed to collect it i.e. where he had buried the money yesterday and told the dealer to leave the dope.

Pete pondered and enlisted the help of Uncle Bob and a few of the local alkies and junkies. A fix or a bottle of rum for the person who finds the gear. Well by the time they went to the right beach there were 15 of them all dressed in assorted clothing, the alkies dressed in their rags and clothes they had found in the blue bins, the pimps in their finery and the junkies half dressed and a few beach bums to boot. 

They were all digging up the sand, it must have look as suspicious as anything to have such a weird assemblage of people until Eureka, Bob struck gold. 

People had found old wrapped up plastic bags, empty coke bottles, cans and lots and lots of crap, but no dope, no doubt idiots had buried their rubbish instead of putting it in the bin, or thrown it out of boats and it had washed up and been buried in the sand. They were digging while vomiting, and hurting and sore and had to drag, every step was labored, their shoulders were hunched and they were a sad and sorry bunch of miserable old fucks.

Bob had found what was an old milk container and inside was the silvery glint of alfoil; they made it back to the car in 3.5 seconds flat.

Bob drove back to Pete’s house at a million miles an hour, and the relief was like having the hit, the knowledge that in a few minutes they would all be well, and everything would be all right, was almost enough of a high, well not quite, but it felt good anyways ;) Bob was as proud as if he had just given birth and you would think by the congratulations he was receiving and all of the pats on the back that he had! He was the hero of the hour.

Every now and again, you will find an old junkie sifting sand, hoping that someone else uses a system like this; a post office for junk and you will be able to hit pay dirt.

Chapter 17

Mr Postman
Of course the main problem is getting gear in the country. Some how it needs to be transported to you from somewhere else. This makes the postal service terribly important to you. You have no idea how much a junkie from out of town relies upon the postal service.

Working sheep and wheat outback is great; you make incredible amounts of money. Money is no good to a junkie unless it’s spent on junk. So a system is arranged where you receive your junk via the post. It places a lot of control in other people’s hands and can make any junkie worth his salt rather nervous.

When the day to go to town comes around you feel like it’s your birthday. You are jovial and celebrate regardless of how terrible you are feeling at the time, because you know your going to feel better soon very soon, in fact you can almost walk on water.

You sent a money order to the dealer or put money in a reliable friends bank account (you have no idea how difficult this is for junkies; most are opportunists and will lie saying the junk was stolen ripped off by the postie etc). The drugs are purchased remotely on your behalf and posted to you.

They are concealed in something else usually something heavily scented like soap, perfume, oils incense something that will put the drug sniffer dogs of the scent of the dope. They postal service and the police are neither interested in or have the resources to check every letter for drugs its simply unviable and your junkie in the country relies on this detail.

You then get information on when the mail should arrive, usually it takes three or four days in remote country areas some towns only have a once a week postal service. The mail isn’t delivered to your door you have to go into town to collect it.

You have waited so long, you woke up in such good spirits KNOWING that today was the day, the mail was in and you were going to be happy only to find that the post office is closed when you get there. It’s a Monday morning, so you run around the back, only to find the postmaster has died through the night. 

Your tears are those of genuine grief. People in the street are startled, they didn’t think you and the postie were so close; you’ve only been in that town for a short while. You think of how you can break into the post office but you can’t there is a crowd drawing around news travels fast in a small town.

You abandon all hope until tomorrow and drown your sorrows in the pub. You hope like all fuck that tomorrow the post office will have a replacement and ring the respective authorities to inform them of your plight our mail from a dear friend is not deliverable because of the death of the local postie they assure you that tomorrow all will be well.

You spend the night cold, and anxious and pray for the postie.

Chapter 18

The future of a Young Junkie

Young Robbie came home with from Detox, he seems like a quiet kid, intelligent, impressionable and savable. God only knows why Bill brought him home, I guess he thought he seemed pretty nice and didn’t belong in a place like that. They both complained that they wouldn’t let you sleep through the day and one of the big problems with coming down of junk is not being able to sleep at all! He thought if he came home he could sleep it off and all would be good!

Robbie seems not to have much of a habit, he’s not sweating, doesn’t have diarrhea, vomiting, dilated pupils or any of the signs of being in trouble with drugs at all! Unfortunately that works in his favor and he has the doctors eating out of his hands. His poison is simply everything and anything! Benzo’s, Heroin, Morphine, Speed, it’s all the same as long as he gets stoned. He even takes Trammel, its one of the new drugs they use to replace opiates with people who have cancer, you have to take such large doses to get high, he takes a few boxes a day!

I don’t know what this does to his liver! He’s 23 and doesn’t know how to find other veins in his arms, and because he’s out of it when he misses a vein he keeps trying the same vein, over and over, sometimes 50 times, at the moment his arms are a fucking mess!

He has a girl who he loves dearly, She’s been in Detox for 5 weeks, but the truth is she doesn’t love him back; she’s a fraud and uses the poor kid. My heart goes out to him. She rings to feel him out about drugs; do you have anything? Can you get morph? She’s on methadone and still using and she’s only just got out of hospital!

If he can’t supply it, she isn’t going to come round and he’s wondering the house heartbroken! I know her type so well! Sleeps with the dealer, young good looking. Commonly called a packet slut here, someone who has sex with whomever has the drugs, not necessarily like a call girl who sleeps for money then buys their own drugs. 

Most of those girls die; it’s a fact and long before they reach 30. They don’t have a future at all, they share needles with dealer’s cause the drugs are there, right there and they can’t wait to get up to the needle exchange and get clean needles. They have sex without protection, mainly because they are too wasted to even care anymore; it’s all about the drugs.

Their next step is prostitution, because their habits get out of control. They need more and more. They can earn $300 an hour on their backs if they don’t use condoms. That’s a half weight! Unfortunately they get old looking, thin, sick, and no one wants to fuck them anymore! They do crime, they steal, they lie, and they cheat.

They are incapable of love, and often have youngsters like poor old Robbie mooning after them. Not that Robbie is going anywhere fast except to jail that is. He’s going to court on Tuesday for forgery, uttering and stuff, why all this? Forging prescriptions to support his drug habit, no less!  The DDU (Drug Dependency Unit) has cut him of from every possible source of medication, so he lies, cheats and steals to do it.

I think Robbie’s time with us is almost over, there is no hope for him, and he can’t possibly recover if he doesn’t want to. He’s been stoned and off his face every fucking day, and when he’s not he’s having fits from withdrawing from the bloody Benzos. Honestly most people would die after taking 500 mgs of Valium in the one sitting. It would slow down their heart and they would simply die a rather sleepy death. He is one of life’s hopeless cases and we’re better to cut our losses and ask him to leave.

It seems so damn callous, to discard a human being because they have no will, that the drugs own them, they no longer have any desires other than to get stoned, to forget, to disappear into a drug infused dream where they can’t feel anymore.

Yes I’ve heard his life story, I know his father raped him at 6 years of age, that he is depressed and been under psychiatric care ever since mainly because no one believed him. His father is a lousy role model, a drunkard who beats his wife, rapes his kids, in short he’s real typical and the kind of man that isn’t talked about. The community at large probably perceives him as a nice bloke, loved at the local RSL Club (Returned Serviceman’s League), but then a lot of people suffer from similar situations, not all of them turn into Junkies.

I think Robbie’s next step is to move into a homeless men’s shelter, then to sell himself down the valley to the sleazy nasty gay men who pay for sex with young boys, because he still looks like a young pretty boy, and then death by aids or Hep C by the time he’s thirty.

His Mother loves him very much. She blames herself, she didn’t believe him when he was little, it couldn’t be possible. She didn’t protect her children, she was scared of being a single mother, and there were no facilities for them to be cared for by society if she had divorced him. They would have starved to death; she had no family in Australia being an immigrant and no friends. She felt that despite what he had done, to ignore it meant that he was alive and well, and they were all fed and had a roof over their heads.

She was wrong, they would have managed, she could have coped with the shame, she blames herself and she over compensates and sends him money when he asks. He told her he lost his money the other day, I know he went out with Emma that night, I can only guess where his entire pay went after the rent was paid. His mother sent him money for cigs and fares and prescriptions, he spent half of it on drugs, I know his dealer, and I know the signs and the symptoms.

She can’t make the past right; you can never go back. All she can do is let him go, tell him how much she loves him and let him go, to find his own fate. Stop helping him, to hurt himself. It’s much harder than it sounds and it’s particularly sad.

You wake up bright eyed and bushy of tail, all ready to go out and score and you ring the dealer to see if he is on. All goes wonderfully, so you pull into the automatic teller to withdraw the cash when you find out………….there is no money in your bank account.

Social Security has cut your payments!

What a Dilemma!

Chapter 19

A Junkies Promise

My husband jokes about being a Junkie all the time; “What’s the difference between a Junkie and an Alcoholic? Both will steal your wallet, but a Junkie will stick around for an hour afterwards helping you look for it.” The sad part of it is it’s true.

I don’t know how many times he has promised me he’s going to give it all up, that he loves me much more than the drugs and this time this is it. Do they have any idea how much they hurt you with their lies. What hurts worse is they believe it, just for a minute.

My Beloved doesn’t know how to suffer in silence, he moans and wails like a child; he elicits sympathy at every opportunity. It’s all a mind fuck; none of it’s real. That’s why we are constantly splitting up, because he has no sense of reality anymore. If he really wanted to give up, he’d just fucking do it.

But no its more stories, more lies, more empty fucking promises. I love you really, you’re my one true love, now means I want more, even sex is used and negotiated, so that it becomes a trauma, no longer enjoyable because the cost isn’t worth the fighting, isn’t worth the heartache, and I’m never sure if he’s making love to me or to the drugs.

It’s a pretty bitter outlook I know, but it’s the truth. It hurts like all fuck, because I know it’s just a matter of time before one of us blows again, I’ll kick him out, or he’ll take off because he will need the drug and I wont give it to him. You know the usual; his love is finite; that is it depends upon his being “well” enough to afford to love me.

Well it’s not good enough. Love needs to be unconditional. I should be able to say no, get respect for it, get no more crap, and him still love me. But instead I get threats; shouted at, screamed at and on occasion he threatens to leave. It’s always a big production. The plaintive cries of “I’m sick “ when you know he’s had 6 pills already today are enough to make you want to scream.

You know he’s had more than enough, you can tell by his eyes, his demeanor, he won’t even feel it anymore, and he’s just pushing his habit through the roof and his marriage through the floor. That’s because his first true love isn’t you; it’s the drug. It’s always about the drug. It’s insidious and you can’t win.

Sometimes I get suicidal, there’s no escape from it. Every day you see the person you love slowly changing, slowly dying in front of your eyes, and your supposed to act normal, be “cool” Well it’s not fucking OK! Some days I don’t think things will ever be ok again. Instead there’s this endless sense of loss and grief that doesn’t go away.

Divorce is inevitable, really. It’s not because you don’t love him anymore, but there’s so little left of you anymore. He’s not only killing himself, he’s killing you, killing your love little by little till you don’t think or feel anything anymore, till the hurt outweighs every other fucking thing in your life.

I don’t want to be here tomorrow. I don’t want to be here now, there’s nothing and no one here for me. There’s just this maniac and his drug and no room for you in his life. It’s time to go……………………. Exit stage right.

Chapter 20

Buying Overseas
In different countries there are various different idiosyncrasies that make buying dope a huge problem. One such place is Poland. When a young person scores in another country not only are there language barriers but often there are huge cultural and lifestyle differences that can be insurmountable.

Anyways armed with his then best friend who he had met backpacking around Australia. Himself goes to Poland to visit the home of his friend and they go out to score.  All goes well, and being surmounts all the language barriers and such with Eddie, as it’s his home turf. They go out in the dealers car to the end of the train line, it’s late, probably 10 pm by the time they score and Eddie asks the dealer for a lift back as it’s a long way home.

The dealer says no and Eddie break out in all shades of horrible language.” Bloody poofter” and my husband say’s what’s so wrong we just have to take the train back. It might be a little late, but they are heated. All of a sudden the lights and the heating go out. It’s winter; it’s dark and deathly quiet and most importantly its very cold.

Now travel isn’t all the hapless boys forgot. Because they are behind the iron curtain during communism, carrying fits is simply not a consideration, not if you value your life.

Eddie sees a factory and drags himself behind saying,” its ok they will have a workers club, we wont freeze to death after all”. The only thing that’s 24/7 in Poland is the factories, everything else shuts down. 

But of course one thing is always constant in the USSR, and that is the supply of vodka, and lots of it and cheap. So the boys unable to shoot up sit about with lots of old people through the night, drinking vodka to keep warm and talking about pre communist Poland.

By the time the sun rose, it was nearly 10 before our very drunk and very weary boys came home from scoring. The journey had taken nearly 24 hours. Our happy little campers knew not to let them selves get caught scoring too late in the day again.

Fred rings you and says, “Mate, this is the best gear I have ever had, its awesome! Man this stuff is like it was in 1985, people are dropping like flies!” You finally get him to pay you back that taste he owes you but…………..you have to get to his house first and you have NO cash at all!

Worse he lives way out in whoop fuck and there’s no train, only a bus, which stops right outside his front door, and you can’t raise a buck fifty to pay the bus fare.

What a dilemma!

CHAPTER 21

The First Shot

His grandparents raised him till he was 7, and then shipped of to his mother’s when his grandmother died. She was a lesbian separatist and didn’t want anything to do with him he being a male and all. 

If he misbehaved he was beaten senseless. He was late home one day, and she broke his leg. She didn’t visit him in hospital. He was sent to foster care and ran away. It’s a long, cruel vicious circle of abuse and neglect that is seen everywhere and ignored.

By the time he was twelve he was living on the streets, stealing and lying to get by, to get a meal in his belly. He had one pair of jeans, a motorcycle and a big chip on his shoulder.

The first time he had heroin it wasn’t by choice. As a 12-year-old street kid he was venerable and alone. It was late at night and he was on the wrong side of town. He was dragged into the men’s toilets. Two men held him down. They wanted to rape him. To soddomize him. To fuck him in the arse.

He went down kicking and screaming. He fought and screamed. They got the hypodermic needle in his arm. He passed out for a while and can’t remember but he can remember someone coming in just as he became unconscious. He was one of the lucky ones.

He remembers feeling scared. He can remember his face against the wall. He can feel the needle they didn’t bother to find a vein, just skin-popped it. He can remember being held down. Even now, 25 years later he doesn’t use public bathrooms unless there is no one or a lot of people around.

A lot of street kids get their introduction to drugs that way. Young girls and boys getting raped; getting tortured, and being sedated so they can’t scream, so they can’t get help. It’s not about sex; these predators are a loose cannon. 

It’s not long before the kids go back to the toilets. They need another fix. For some people it’s instant. One shot and your gone. History. Sometimes the predators knowing the kids are starving give them money and heroin. It keeps them coming back. It makes them controllable. The have too much to loose if they tell.

Years later he married and had a child, they both died horrifically. He tried to kill himself. He took morphine from his workplace, obviously without permission. It wasn’t long before he became a full blown junkie.

Kids are so venerable. 

Another street kid I know has a mother who is a prostitute. The mother used to buy her daughter marijuana and put just a little bit of heroin on the grass to give it a kick. She was only 13.

The kid of course developed a habit. She would wait up on the street corner with her mother. Eventually the cars stopped coming for the mother and started coming for the daughter. For a while they worked as a team mum ripping them off (stealing from the mugs) and using her daughter for bait. 

One-day mum couldn’t go to work, and the daughter went out and turned her first trick. She’s now 18, a full-blown heroin addict and has hep-c. Her younger sister is 14, smokes marijuana and has a 12-month-old child to the 17-year-old speed freak son of her mother’s best friend.

Some people never stood much of a chance. They fell through the cracks. For all our education and western civilization, we can’t create a safe world for children to grow up. We have children selling themselves on the streets of western cities and we turn away horrified that we might get dirty.

The do-gooders who do take in streeties (street kids) are often too late. The kids no longer trust. They are masters of lying and stealing and will do anything and everything to save them and keep on using. It’s survival; the niceties no longer matter. Morals are for other people a junkie can’t afford morals.

You have the money, you have the car, you are dressed and ready, you ring the dealer and the dealer is on, and delivers the gear on time!!!!

You have the spoon, a lighter, the water and you guessed it…. no fit. No syringe! The pharmacy won’t be open for another couple of hours and there’s no 24-hour needle exchange open in your one whore town!

What a dilemma!

Chapter 22

HARM REDUCTION
We got turned down for Detox – again. The government has once again cut it’s funding, and addicts are being turned away in droves. You’re a habitual re-offender and we can’t help you mate.

Every time a junkie tries to get clean there are obstacles. He not only has to deal with the medical system, and long winded bureaucratic systems. He has to deal with uncompassionate Jesus freaks that see everyone who uses drugs as some sort of satanic inspired psychopath.

Every time a junkie gets clean he saves society millions of dollars, he stops being someone who takes, and takes in abundance, either by crime or through social security or other rorts. The common man feels the reduction in his tax burden and his insurance rates primarily.

The junkie starts to pay taxes, and contribute to society. He or She can hold down a job, have children, become an inspired artist or simply live a normal life. It doesn’t matter much what avenue of endeavor he chooses to explore, serving fries at MacDonald’s, it’s always better than how he lived before.

In particular, prostitutes who stop using, no longer need to sell their bodies. They have a much smaller risk of passing on Aids or Hep C if they aren’t using IV drugs. Their clients are less likely to take these insidious illness’s home to their families.

One person with Aids has a cost of millions of dollars in health costs, medications etc, not to mention they are unable to work to support themselves. The easiest way to catch aids or Hepatitis c is through IV injection, after which it is transmitted via sex.  Unfortunately prostitution and drugs seems to go hand in hand and in consequence lots of innocent people have the potential to die, by being a partner or child to someone who either uses drugs or has slept with a prostitute.

So how do you get clean?  The fact is that some people never get clean. Some people try but are unable to cope without drugs. Some go to Detox, some get accepted and some get turned away. Some engage a program like Methadone or Subtext that prevents you from using, and takes away the craving.

But the consequences of not being allowed into Detox, as many times as its required, not being given clean needles, not handing out condoms is beyond contemplation. The small amount of saving simply in having one less junkie in a detoxification program costs society an incredible amount of money (thousands in insurance rates alone), not to mention the risk of catching a disease and passing it on to others.

I really think it’s time we stopped being penny wise and pound foolish and look at the whole big picture, and encourage and make it as easy as possible for any junkie to get better, to be integrated back into society either through Detox or through various programs, instead of worrying about punishing them for being susceptible in the first place.

What most people don’t know or understand, is this person, this junkie, is just as likely to be a member of your own family.

Chapter 23

A Day in the Life of a Needle Exchange

When things are going smooth its all good, but sometimes, things go wrong. Your either on pick patrol; or handing out syringes, or counseling and organizing Detox for those who need/want it. Some times you organize housing and food for those who simply can’t get it together to put a roof over their own heads anymore. It’s usually pretty hectic. 

Some exchanges like Bialla are open 24 hours a day. Their services are primarily harm reduction. Basically these people save lives. A lot of lives.  The provision of free needles and condoms stops the diseases that are transferred by needle from going further than they must. Only the junkie who is foolish enough to share a needle is put at risk, and most choose not to take the risk.

One of the functions of Bialla is to test blood and urine of various participants of programs, to measure their drug intake and their diseases. They survey and compare to what shows in the blood and urine analyses with what they are told the drug user is taking.

They provide methadone and subutex, free medical doctors and counselors. Detox for those who need it, and in home Detox for the people with milder habits. Hospital is usually recommended for those who have large habits, as there is too much danger of the patient fitting or having a heart attack if they have a large drug habit or a preexisting medical condition.

Most people are totally unaware of the help resources available to them, and in a myriad of countries. This is a small list of Internet links to enable you to find someone to help you when you think your ready to get help. It also has good references to resources and help lines for family and friends who are going to need all the help they can get to deal with this problem. It’s not going to go away without a lot of help.

What is important is that the problem is dealt with in a confidential and caring way, and who better than trained professionals who have been there and seen everything. Believe me your not alone.

Australia

http://www.adca.org.au/conflinks/helplines.htm
Australian Help Lines

For information, counselling or other assistance, contact the alcohol and other drug service 
in your State or Territory.
	ACT
	(02) 6207 9977

	NSW
	(02) 8382 2111 (metropolitan)

	 
	1800 422 599   (other areas)

	NT
	(08) 8922 8399 (Darwin)

	
	(08) 8951 7580 (Central Australia)

	 
	1800 131 350

	QLD
	(07) 3236 2414 (Brisbane)

	
	1800 177 833    (remainder of QLD)

	SA
	1300 131 340

	TAS
	1800 811 994 

	VIC
	1800 888 236    (statewide freecall)

	WA
	(08) 9442 5000  (metropolitan)

	 
	1800 653 203     (statewide freecall)

	
	(08) 9442 5050  (Parent Drug Information)


Family Drug Support 1300 368 186
Kids Help Line 1800 551 800
Lifeline 13 11 14

America

http://www.drughelp.org/
http://www.health.org/
England

http://www.thecalmzone.net/Home/OthersWhoHaveHelped.php#AlcoholDrugs
Europe and Other Countries

http://lasdrogas.net/inlink/index.php?sid=545027042&t=sub_pages&cat=7
While these are not the only possible sources of help, you can at least find someone who can listen to your concerns and tell you where you can get the help you may need.

Chapter 24

Rock Star

It is the most popular and glorified image of drug addiction, the rock star, and the one who has it made. Heroin Chic like River Phoenix, it’s too cool to shoot up with a microphone cord for a tourniquet.

You imagine them strutting their stuff, and shaking that skinny arse, and you wish it was you! Lying in bed eating caviar out of the vaginas of supermodels while someone shoots you up seems the ultimate in decadence.

The truth is more like this…

Mr. Rock Star is kicked awake at noon, and bundled into the tour bus, it takes ages as he complains and fusses until someone gets him a shot of heroin.  Simply put he refuses to function until he has had his wake me up shot. Then out of it, as always he fucks around for an hour and a half when all that is required is he pull on his dirty jeans and shuffle up to the bus. He smells and hasn’t showered in a week, and his hangers on are all whining and he’s passing on the joy to those poor unfortunates who get the pleasure of his company each and every day.

He mumblefucks about writing something and being interrupted, it’s been three years since he’s written pay copy and you often pass of the songs of unknown songwriters looking for fame as his original works. It’s been a long time since he was a normal functioning human being. He sits around being adored by groupies as the bus leaves with extra passengers as usual, because he’s unable to differentiate from the real friends anymore, and keeps these hangers on like a herd of lost puppies, to reassure him that he’s the great and famous lead singer.

He’s on the nod for the rest of the afternoon until the bus lurches into the next town. The rest of the band ignore him, it’s been years since they had any sort of a real relationship, there has been too much water under the bridge. They can hardly bear to be in the same room together and it’s a wonder any of those egos fit into the bus anymore.

They arrive and the crew does the setup and sound checks. Mr. Rock Star is harassing the staff for his next fix and the crew studiously avoids his gaze in case he chooses to pick on something they are doing. Finally the road manager arrives back with the gear and he’s safely nodding off and shuffled up to the waiting hotel room.

At seven pm the road manager walks into his room, a bottle of liquor and a cap full of speed, and presto he’s the life of the party. Everyone laughs nervously before the act, hoping that he’s not going to loose it today. He shakes and his eyes are sparkling dangerously. 

He walks into the waiting limousine and drives with his groupies to the gig. He hurried through to the greenroom, where even more alcohol and a new bevy of groupies await him. He signs autographs and says witty things he’s been taught to say. It’s the same lines over and over, the faces even appear to be the same sad lonely needy young girls hungry to be famous, to be someone, to be loved.

He walks onstage and the crowd goes wild……………………

This is what he lives for; to be adored and loved, this is his reality.

At the end of the gig he waits for his next fix and passes out at 3 am in the hotel room. He no longer bothers to have sex; it doesn’t interest him. The girls are simply window dressing.

He is kicked awake at noon…………………

Chapter 25

Death is not the End

A young couple, she was only 15 going on 75 and he was the grand old age of 17. They had been living on the streets for years and had become a close and loving couple. Totally dependant upon each other for the one thing people need; love and security.

As often happens with kids of that age on the streets they developed a mean and vicious heroin habit. She often turned tricks or he robbed various punters that were too open and casual with their money on the streets at night. They lived in a squat. They ate from various charities; Hari Krishna meals were free and available at the local needle exchange.

They were rake thin and gaunt, as only junkies living on the streets are. Everyday was a battle for existence. There was no future and no past, just existence and each other.

They were sick, they were often sick. It’s hard to support a habit when you don’t even exist legally. When you don’t have an address to get your dole mail posted to. You can’t go and get employed; the scars on your arms and the scars on your faces make employment an unlikely prospect even by the most liberal employer.

There never was a future for these children; this is the story of how they died.

She already had contracted aids, and wasn’t able to work as a prostitute, things were getting grim. Hanging out (withdrawing) and feeling like shit, he stole a several packets of Panadeine Forte and gave them to her. They would help with the hanging out, with the pain of withdrawal.

They were just paracetamol with codeine in them, harmless and available over the counter, most junkies take them as the codeine helps with the withdrawal of heroin, it is a low grade opiate.

She took them all, at once.

Paracetamol disintegrates the liver. It eats it away. It’s a mild analgesic that is used for headaches.  It shuts down the kidneys. You can take eight safely a day. She took approximately 100 or so.

There is nothing you can do to help someone whose internal organs are simply disintegrating.  They basically bleed to death in agony.

He ran into town and called the needle exchange, his life was such that he didn’t trust hospitals, doctors, the police or any government agency. They sent out a counselor, someone who draws blood and assist in counseling with junkies who have Hep C and aids. He had no real medical experience, just a lot of experience with junkies who had overdosed.

He arrived and called an ambulance on the work cell phone. He knew immediately she was dying; he also called a “friendly” doctor who volunteered his time to helping these street kids. He met them at the hospital. He turned to the young boy and said, “ there is nothing we can do, and she’s dying. She might live maybe six hours while her body shuts down. I’m sorry mate.”

The hospital in its infinite mercy didn’t offer pain relief because she was a junkie.

She died four hours later, hysterical, having hallucinations, screaming in agony, begging to die. The counselor sat there holding the hands of the children, tears streaming down his face at their agony and their loss.

The young man of 17 was understandably shocked, hurt, in agony, she was the only thing in life, the only person who had ever cared about him. He felt that he had killed her. 

That evening at 2 am he was found dead, of an overdose.

The counselor quit work; he couldn’t cope with this feeling of betrayal of the system, that these children never stood a chance and never got the help they needed. He had nightmares about the young boy, hitting him over and over in the back of the head screaming, “Help her.” He was the only person to attend their funeral.

Some stories don’t have a happy ever after….

