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Real Stories From Those Who are
Looking For Home and Health

For those struggling with drug abuse, particularly crystal meth,
the impacts are horrendous. Housing isn’t even a hope. Relationships are impaired. Stigma ostracizes them into being “just
another junkie”. It is easier to turn the other way, to avoid
seeking understanding and to wrap ourselves in smugness. The
reality is that the crystal meth is destroying individuals, families
and our community as a whole. Instead of fearing it, we must
examine it, seek solutions and take action.
At Making Kenora Home we are contributing to the dialogue
through the latest edition of annual homelessness booklet. We
have chosen to tear away stigma and learn who the people are
who are struggling. Every story has its own perspective and
brings forward the complexity of life impaired by crystal meth.
We appreciate the honesty and generousity with which our
contributors have opened their lives to us.

I tried residential treatment but it hurt more
than it healed. The process was to dig around in
my brain and try to open up the doors to trauma that I had sealed up years ago for safety.
This time, I am doing it at home at my own pace
and with the support of those who love me. I
am getting to know my inner self. I work at it
every day. I have a daily plan. When it gets disrupted, it
hard for me to get back to what I
need to do. Life disrupts a lot of
plans. Sometimes I get lost in my
own brain but I have learned to
journal it to let go of the darkness
and celebrate the light.
It feels so good to wake up refreshed in the morning and not be dope
sick. I am not hungover either! It’s been over a year and even though
it is hard, I thank the Creator for giving me so many chances to get it
right.
Each Day is a New Day!

Ruthie
This is my user life.
I smoked my first joint at age 8.
I had my first drink at 11.
At 12 I dropped acid for the first time.
By 15 years of age, I tried into crack.
Cocaine was my drug of choice when I
was 17.
I was a full time intravenous user by age 19.
Because of a back issue I was introduced to
Percocet at age 25. When the doctors stopped
prescribing, I hit the streets to score. I have been
in and out of treatment too many times to count. I
tried a lot. I failed a lot.
I managed to stay out of legal trouble until I was in my 30’s. At that
point, I left my husband and kids so that my using wouldn’t affect
them. Funding a user life is hard. You can’t hold a job when you’re
into it heavy. You deal. You sell yourself. You steal. I got caught at
fraud mostly and have gotten to know the jail. Each time I would need
to spend a few weeks in secure lock up because when I withdraw, I
got to get the “GRR” out. It makes me not
really safe to be around until it’s over. One of
the sergeants would give me some blanket
rolls to punch it out otherwise, it would be
me against the wall. Another officer described me as having an A type personality
with thug tendencies which is why they were
reluctant to have me in the dorms.
Three years ago, I started into crystal meth.
That first time I got a full dose, I walked and
walked and my body didn’t feel it. I could do anything without effort. I
loved the energy and power of it. Of course I wanted it again.

I recently had a stroke related to crystal meth. I found
myself with a safety belt and walker just to get down
the hallway. I am only 41 years old now and this is my
user life.
This is my real life.
Up until I was 8 years old, my home life was pretty stable. We were raised to be Christian. I was the youngest of 10 kids and my mother loved us all unconditionally. Life was pretty good until it wasn’t.
I know exactly when I chose to use. My father had begun drinking again. My mom would have my oldest brother remove
my sister and me from the house when the drinking got
bad but I wasn’t protected from everything. The day I
decided to stop feeling was the day my dad ripped my
Bible tape instead of fixing it. I was so proud of that recording. I brought it to my dad because he used to fix
things for all of us, but he had changed. He didn’t care
about what was important to me anymore. I was 8 years
old and I decided to not care either. I began building
walls around me. I used my smile as a shield. No one
asks what is wrong if you’re smiling.

Of course all kinds of things come at you when you are
young and using. I experienced sexual abuse. That is
pretty much the norm for users. Using takes you out of yourself
which feels better because being inside your own skin doesn’t feel
good but it also takes you away from people who care about you. I went into children’s services for a year but they couldn’t get through my walls. I returned to my
family home but the drugs separated me
from family. It became a way of life. I
learned about things that most people
will never know. If I was in treatment or

Care Bear
Life’s been a bitch. Most days I don’t want to open the blinds to let
the daylight in. I am so very tired-my body, my heart, my spirit.
Sometimes I have fallen to my knees and tried to reach out for help
that doesn’t feel like it will come but I keep my head up because I am
not alone. I am still trying to find myself. I am in recovery but every
day is a challenge.
My earliest memories are of school. It was good and bad for me. I
don’t want to talk about the
bad. I looked forward to seeing
my classmates and some of my
teachers. Looking back, I think
that I was a nerd. I was always
asking for extra work. I loved
the challenge. My brain was
hungry for knowledge. Everything interested me, but especially science. I won the science
fair in high school. My project
demonstrated how life on our earth would be different if the world
was cubical instead of spherical. It was pretty cool.
When I was young I had so much energy. I loved to run. It was freedom. I
could zone out of everything that
weighed me down. I especially liked to
run while listening to instrumental music-no words to tug at me, just the beat
of the music and my body moving with
it. I wish that I could escape into running now but my feet have developed
problems that make it painful.

Talking Together, Walking Together, Healing Together
Interacting with Individuals Who Are On Crystal Meth

Talking Tips

1. Speak slowly, clearly and softly.
2. Listen to understand the feelings instead of the words.
3. Gentle reassurance can help them to process their emotions/experiences.

Walking Tips
1. Offer water and soft, easy to swallow food.
2. Keep your hands visible and move slowly.
3. Be respectful of the need for personal space.

Healing Support Tips
1. Learn about the reality of addictions.
2. Do not stigmatize or judge individuals who are struggling.

3. Be consistent and trustworthy.
4. Understand boundaries and the need for self care.

in group homes, my mom would come but she couldn’t find me when
I was out and about.
I was married for 16 years and had two children. Even though I was substance abusing,
I took care of my family first. I was able to
keep my white picket fence home life apart
from my user life. I was always honest with
my children but I let them know that I wanted better for them. I was able to do that for
16 years and then my mother died. That
was the last tie that held me to home. I no
longer had a mom and I couldn’t be the type of mom that I needed to
be for my kids. One day I realized that I couldn’t keep on living both
lives. The substance abuse pushed my real life into corners and children deserved better than that. My husband is a good man and he
took over raising the kids on his own. They are doing so well and I
have him to thank for it.
Knowing that my husband
would continue to care for the
children allowed me to have the
strength to walk away. He never
denied me access to my son and
daughter but I would not allow
my user life to be their burden.
The only family contact I had was my niece. We were so much alike
but we were both users. We lived together. We even did jail time together. We understood each other like no one else could. She could
light up a room with her smile. I was suffering in detox and she came
to slip me a needle to take some of the pain down. We were so close.
She died last year from complications due to her meth addiction. It
was another loss for me.
Her wake brought me back in contact with my son. I was able to kiss
him on the head like I did when he was a child (he did have to be

sitting for me to do this because he is 19 years old now) and I was able
to tell him how proud I am of him. He has graduated school. He holds
a job. He has plans to become an airplane technician. He will have better just like I hoped. It
broke the ice. I have also spoken with my daughter who is almost 17 years old. She is doing well
in school and has plans for her own future.

My kids are keeping their distance from my current partner. He uses too. I guess that they would prefer to have me
with someone who would scoop me out of this drug life. They don’t
understand the heart. My partner stood by me when I was deeper
into drugs and tried to coax me out. I want to get out now but now he
is the one who has sunk deeper and I have to
respect him as much as he respected my own
struggle.
What many people don’t understand is that
users are more than the drugs they abuse.
They are people with their own lives. I care
very much about my family-both my real family and my street family.
We have shared many bad times as well as a few good times. This is
what relationships are about. I understand that staying tight with
those who are using can pull me out of sobriety but I can’t throw people away. It is not as clear in my heart as it
is to those who tell me to stay clear of
those in the drug life. I am not in relationships with them just because of shared drug
activities. I care about these people.
I have failed many times but I have also
gotten up each time. I managed to stay
clean for 5 weeks last year. Maybe this year
will be better, but one thing is for sure-I
keep on trying because I value life.
I am a believer, not just a follower.

my commitment to change. Half of
them have given me another chance. I
appreciate that.
Friendships change when you straighten
up but again it is pretty simple to sort
through who is really your friend and
who is just someone you did drugs with. If they still want to spend
time with you when there are no drugs involved, they are
worth keeping. Those who don’t respect your sobriety
will wander off when there’s no drugs involved.
I work at keeping busy. I sleep at the
shelter. In the morning when the
shelter closes, I head over to the Fellowship Centre. I do a lot of art there.
Colouring relaxes me. I get lost in the
patterns. When the Fellowship closes, I head over to Jubilee for supper.
When Jubilee closes I head back to the shelter.
This is okay for now. I don’t worry about getting stuff because I certainly have learned that material things don’t matter in the end.
How we love each other through our lives is all that has ever
mattered and all that will
ever matter. Crystal meth
got in the way of that but I
know who I am and I am
still that caring human being who puts love first. I
have a new grandchild that
I need to meet soon.
Life is beautiful

In my own head, I was never a victim and I was certainly never a victim of drugs. I chose to use and I chose to stop. It isn’t an easy choice
but it is a choice. I always believed that I could achieve what ever I
wanted by working at it. That belief never left me and I don’t understand why others don’t believe in their own abilities.
My earliest memory as a child was about a pair of skates that I wanted so badly. I had six older sisters so hand me downs weren’t appropriate. My father was a trapper. He knew how much I wanted those
skates so he did what he could to get a bit extra to pay for them. One day he managed to
shoot a weasel. That fur would cover the cost
but the weasel got away. He trudged home to
tell me that he lost the fur but said that if I
could find the wounded animal, he would use
it to pay for those skates. I was six years old and spent the day
searching for it. I never doubted that I would
succeed. I finally tracked it to our dock ramp. It
had retreated to the furthest corner. To retrieve it I had to wiggle through the tight space
on my belly to the very end. I finally reached
the weasel and pulled it out. I ran all the way
back home to present the escaped fur to my
dad and he kept his promise. I got my skates.
I want sobriety as much as those skates. I will do what it takes. I don’t
doubt that I will make it. It has already been a year. I am still homeless but I am connecting with my family again and able to show the
love I have for them in a real way. My wife is cautious which is understandable but I am confident that it will work out with time.

Your reputation follows you but I don’t waste my time trying to tell
people I have changed. They either will see it for themselves or they
will choose not too. Before I quit I had been barred from most businesses in town. I did make a point of acknowledging what I did and of

Drug Abuse In Kenora
A 2017 survey by the Northwestern Health Unit (NWHU) collected information
from clients of the Needle Exchange Program (NEP) to determine what drugs
were prevalent in the community.

Drug Types
Stimulants-amphetamines, methamphetamine, cocaine, ecstacy, bath salts
Hallucinogens-quaaludes, ketamine, LD, PCP, over the counter medications,
cannabis, magic mushrooms
Depressants-alcohol, opiods (hydromorphine, benzodiazepine, dilaudid,
Tylenol 3’s, methadone)
Inhalants-hairspray, gasoline, acetone

Defining Drug Addiction
Drug addiction is a complex neurobiological disease that requires integrated
treatment of the mind, body, and spirit. It is considered a brain disease because drugs change the brain — they change its structure and how it works.
Without treatment, these brain changes can be long-lasting. Addiction is
chronic, it is progressive, and if left untreated, it can be fatal.
www.originsrecovery.com

Cara Jean
Her fear of being judged is apparent as
she hesitantly approaches to share her
story. After 3 years of periodic crystal
meth use, she still looks relatively
healthy. She is neatly dressed. Her hair is
pulled back neatly with only a few grey
strands shining through the deep brown.
Her skin shines without blemishes. She
knows what continuing drug abuse will do to her and is struggling to
find hope for recovery.
“I used to use opioids but now I use crystal meth amongst other
things. Sometimes I drink, sometimes I use other drugs. It is really
about opportunity. I use what I can to make it through the pain of
today.”
“Nobody knows what goes on behind closed doors. I am
so tired of the guilt--the could haves and should haves. I
was raised to be better but my life spun out. I really miss
my mom. She always could help me to feel better. I lost
her when I was 28 years old. There have been so many
losses in my life. I have lost 2 siblings already. I have one
brother in town but we don’t get along very well. It has
always been that way between us.”
“I have 6 children who live with their father. My ex lets me see
them when I am in better
shape but that doesn’t happen very often. I don’t
blame him but I still miss my
kids. My youngest is only 6
years old. I don’t know when
I will get to see him again.”

My addiction cost me about $300 daily. Of
course there was no legal way to earn that
money so I did what I needed to do to pay the
cost. I became a booster. My specialty was
tools. Guys would tell me what tools they
wanted and I would get it for them. I did the
crime and they profited from it. The dealers
profited from me too but at least they weren’t pretending to be better than us on the
street. Here’s my question about this whole crime investigation process-If you are a dealer, the first thing the police want to know is who
you are selling to. If you are dealing with stolen goods, the police
don’t want to know who you are selling to. It is a crime to receive
stolen goods but no one ever investigates that.
I didn’t see my children as much. Instead of
personal connection, I started just texting
because I could control it. After 18 years
of marriage, my wife gave up on me. She
told me that I needed to realize that crystal
meth had affected me as much as it had
my friends. It is easier to see outward rather than inward. I remember the day that
her words finally reached me. I sat down on the bank steps in Kenora
and took a deep look at me. I respected the truth that my wife had
spoken. I love her and I love our family. Love didn’t change – I had
changed and it was time for me to return to love.
I detoxed and went into Del-Art. Some say that
you need special treatment when you are doing
crystal meth but it wasn’t that way for me. All
addictions treatment seems to be about the
same. I quit alcohol a long time ago. I used the
same steps to stop using this time too.

Vader
I am a loving and caring person.

I respect women.
I may have faults but I am a human and we all
have good and bad in us.

I don’t swear around women. I still walk on the
outside edge of the sidewalk so that no one
thinks any lady I am walking with is for sale on
the street side. There is so much of that now. I
used to try to warn the young girls away from this
but I learned, there is nothing I can do to stop it.
The drugs are used as the hook and the pimps
just reel them in.
I have been on the streets on and off for
over 30 years. It is different now. Everything is more-more drugs, more sex
trade, more violence. I do blame crystal
meth for this. I have used and abused a
lot of substances in my life but crystal
meth is different. It changes people. I could see it in others but it took
a while for me to recognize it in myself.
I started about four years ago. Very quickly I was up to daily use. The
only thing that mattered was
getting the next hit and once I got
it, I didn’t care about anything else
because I was flying. I could see the
impact on others but in my own
eyes it wasn’t affecting me so
much. I watched friends losing over
100 pounds in a year. I saw them
getting sicker and sicker. Then the deaths started. There’s been a lot
of burials since crystal meth came to town and I knew them all.

“It is hard to have hope when you got nothing else. I have been
homeless for awhile and yes I lost my housing because of my addictions. I am not comfortable staying at the shelter so mostly I try to
stay with friends or at detox. Sometimes, I can’t find a place so I stay
out on the street. With no place to lie
down, I get pretty tired.”
“When you are on the streets you have
to rely on friends a lot. Some of my
friends are drinkers, some are drug users
but mostly it is a mix so when I am trying
to stay straight, I have to avoid them and
then it gets lonely for me. I dropped out
of high school to hang with my friends
and I guess that I am still putting friends
ahead of what’s best for me.”
“I have tried a few supports to help me in recovery but
they often don’t work as you expect them to. Workers
aren’t always available. Programs run out of money.”
“When I was young I loved all sports. I played volleyball, basketball, soccer and baseball. I loved to swim. I even loved
chess. That’s who I was. Who do I want to be now? I just want to be a
mom with a happy
home with a yardnothing fancy. I want
to see my kids playing
in the yard and eating
around my table. I
want to have a family
again. I want to give
my children a supportive mother like I
had. That’s who I am
and what I want.”

Why Worry About Crystal Meth?

The Recovery Needs of Those Who Struggle With Addictions

Crystal meth is a crystalized form of methamphetamine that
stimulates the central nervous system. It can be snorted,
smoked, injected, swallowed or inserted. Pseudoephedrine is
the key ingredient (often found in cold medications) and it is
easily made using other chemicals including ammonia, lye,
drain cleaners, lighter fluid and other toxic substances. Subsequent tracking of “drug of choice” by Needle Exchange Program
(NWHU) clientele has evidenced the steep escalation of crystal
meth use in the Kenora.

Concerns For the User
It is cheap, available and produces a high that can last for up to
4 days. It is extremely addictive and quickly deteriorates the
brain, central nervous system, major organs, skin and teeth.
Psychological impacts beyond increased craving and drug
seeking include, anxiety, impulsivity, loss of pleasure in normative activities and suicidal thoughts. With chronic use, methamphetamine induced psychosis results in paranoia, hallucinations
and violent behaviours. Financing addictions often leads to
criminal activity including drug and sex trafficking.
Concerns For Family and Friends
Worry over the wellbeing of loved ones erodes the emotional
health of family and friends. The unpredictable behaviours related to crystal meth use can induce fear amongst family and
friends. Drug cravings often lead to victimization of those who
care about the user. Substance abuse during pregnancies can
result in high risk to the fetus and disabling conditions for impacted infants. Children living in meth contaminated homes can
absorb the drug into their bodies and experience the same im-

Source: Government of Manitoba, “Winnipeg Drug Treatment Court: An Overview,”
reference document provided to HESA, April 2019.

All humans require food and shelter to survive. Within our society,
money is needed to access these basic needs . Harm reduction is the
health oriented response to those who are not yet able to remain abstinent from substance abuse. By providing non-judgemental primary
care, recipients gain skills and knowledge of healthier living which increases engagement into treatment and recovery. Harm reduction
strategies include needle exchanges, safe injection sites, mobile medical services and peer support programs.
Homelessness is a barrier to recovery. In Kenora it is estimated that of
the 218 persons enumerated as homeless, approximately half are addicted to crystal meth.
Although Housing First remains the most effective strategy to eliminate homelessness, there
are other models that incorporate varying levels of support and regulation for those struggling with addictions. Research indicates that a
having a spectrum of housing options increases
effectiveness of recovery efforts.

would go there. Nobody wants to shoot up in
a dark alley in the cold and rain. We are there
because there is no place else.

pacts as the users. Children have died from accidental meth
ingestion.

We need to be able to get medical care without being judged. My friend who died last Friday would still be alive if we had that. If we got a health problem it
needs to be dealt with before it gets worse. We have the right to get
medical care just like every one else.

Disease Transmission-Used and discarded drug paraphernalia does carry some risk of infectious disease transmission to
the general public.

We need treatment especially for crystal meth and other uppers. You
can’t treat these addicts in the same programs as you treat alcohol. It
takes longer to get the drugs out of your system. Twenty-eight day
programs won’t work. It needs to be longer and there needs to be
better handling of withdrawal.

We need follow up programs that are specific to drug addicts. Yes there
will be relapses but when you are trying to stay clean, you need support. You can’t do it on your own.
There is a rap song about drug addiction (Drug Addiction & Drug Addiction 2 by Colicchie) that tells the truth about the life we are living. If
everyone would just listen to it, they would know that this isn’t just an
epidemic for some. I know people on the street who came from a
different background than I did. Anyone can become an addict. These
are your sons and daughters. Using victimizes the whole community. It
is the apocalypse for all if we don’t change how we handle addictions.

Concerns For the Community

Homelessness-Addictions are inter-related to homelessness.
Those serving the homeless in Kenora estimate that over half
of this population are regular users of crystal meth. The cost of
homelessness in any community is borne through escalated
need for emergency services.
Employability-Because regular crystal meth use rapidly debilitates individual functionality, users become unemployable
which impacts the local labour pool and business staffing.

Medical Services-Health care providers report longer wait
times for patients and higher stress levels and burn out of staff
due to the impact of crystal meth users who are forced to access treatment through emergency department services. Health
care becomes more complex and costly when chronic users
begin experiencing the impacts of crystal meth addiction.
Crime Increases-In Kenora, increasing property crimes have
been directly related to substance abuse and specifically to
crystal methamphetamines.
Inducement to Illicit Drug Use-The profitability of drug trafficking relies on the continuing expansion of the market through
enticement of new users.
Environmental Issues-Crystal meth production can be set up
easily but the process is highly hazardous. Meth cooking fumes
spread and contaminate homes so that they are unlivable afterwards. The use of flammable ingredients often results in explosions and/or fires. Every pound of crystal meth produced creates up to 10 pounds of toxic waste.

James
It was my daughter’s ballet recital. I had promised her that I would

be there. By that time I moved from buying my
own home at 18 to living in a tent in my 30’s. I
had nothing but I knew how much it meant to
her and I wanted to find a way to be there. I
hitch hiked to Winnipeg.

much as when they were younger. I haven’t stopped trying. I am on
methodone treatment because of my opioid addiction. That one I
blame the doctor for. I wanted T3s and he said percocets were
better. He knew I was an addict, so it was
stupid to give me the percs.

Once I got there I realized that I was pretty
grungy. I walked into a Goodwill Store and
asked for a change of clothing. I had no money
but they listened and they gave me a chance to look presentable.
Since addictions slipped into my life, I had disappointed myself as
well as those I love too many times but in May of 2018, I kept my
promise to my daughter.

I admit that I am terrified of my kids going into high school. That crystal meth
can be sneaked into anything. I have
told them never to do drugs. I have told
them what they do to a person but what if someone shares a joint
with them? It seems safe enough but I know that it is usually laced to
get you hooked.

That seems to have opened up my life to possibility again. I could
do more than feed my addiction. I volunteered to
fix the security cameras at the Goodwill Store as
a thank you gesture.
It became a job. I did live in a tent for quite
awhile longer because I wouldn’t settle for a
room in a questionable place. I wanted to have a
place where my children can safely visit. It has
take time but I now have a one bedroom apartment. It’s clean. I
am furnishing it as I am able.
My journey has been gone from one extreme to another-from being on top of the world to the lowest point I’ve ever been in my
life. I was one of those good scholarship worthy students in high
school, with an active social life and a dedicated member of Concert Band. I worked a lot of good
IT jobs around and about. I was
respected as a techie and was
successful at a young age. I was
married to a great woman and
had two children. I volunteered
in the community. My life was

I hate crystal meth. I did try it a few times. It
didn’t seem to affect me as much as others
but maybe it is because I have used so many
different things in the past. After my third try,
I looked at what goes into making crystal
meth. I am not putting that shit into my body.
A lot of my little sisters on the street got into
the crystal meth. If they are not dead, they
are dying. If you just look in their eyes you
can see it. I warn them and then when they
do it, they find out. They always tell me they
are sorry they tried it.
I know at least 15 people who want to get free of crystal meth right
now but there are no resources here. Sending people away doesn’t
fix things because they come back home and it is still here. What do
we need to make a difference?
We need a supervised injection site. It is so stupid to complain about
the needles around town when you can solve the problem. If there
is a private place to shoot up, that’s warm and comfortable, we

sure that their life was better than mine had been. I looked around
for examples of good parents and studied them. I even took parenting classes. My kids’ father is pretty good
with them. I have been honest with them
but I have always kept the using away from
them. When I am using, I make sure that I
am away from them and that they are being
cared for.
My brother who had urged
me never to give up-gave up himself. I am still so
angry that he died the way he did. The loss of him
pushed me deeper into using. I don’t have any legal
source of income that can support the drugs so I do
what I have to do. Before you judge me or
my sisters, you need to know who are
customers are. Whether we are selling
stolen goods or sex, it is people with money who pay for it. I boost on order which
means someone who has enough money
to pay for something, asks me to steal it.
You might be surprized to know the highest demand is for meat and
you would be shocked to know who my
customers are. Those same people who
are cruising around down in fancy vehicles and down the lakes in big boats are
the same people who will pay half sticker
prize for a prime rib roast. Who is the real
criminal here? We need money because
of addictions which are a health issue. Our customers have money
enough but want more so they come to us and have us do the crime
for them. We are the ones who pay the price for their greed. Those
with money never pay.
I still have a relationship with my kids but I am not with them as

well rounded and everything boded well for the future.
None of us can really know what will happen in life and I realized
how many of us seem to forget how precious and fragile life can
be which I learned when I was in my first car accident
Because I am allergic to codeine, I
was given percocet for pain relief.
My wife had started to notice that I
would suffer from withdrawal symptoms when I didn’t take percocet and
encouraged me to be honest with my
Doctor which I did that same day. For fear of consequences for
over prescribing the doctor was only willing to refer me to a methadone clinic or to continue prescribing and leave it to me to make
the dosage last longer. I knew that my only option was to do it
cold turkey. It was hard to do but I did it.
Life returned once the physical dependency to percs had been
handled but a year later, a second car accident spun me back into
opioids. Since I had recognized and handled the addiction to the
pain meds the first time I figured that I was in control of the drug
so getting prescribed again wouldn’t be an issue. I soon learned
that I couldn’t be more wrong about that. I no longer controlled
the drug, the drug controlled me. When
the doctor stopped prescribing, I
learned the art of doctor shopping.
When I couldn’t find a doctor who
would prescribe them, I went to the
streets and there was always someone
willing to sell them to me.

A year later I started to see the consequences of my addiction as
my relationships with my loved ones began deteriorating. My
wife and I separated.
At the time I was working as an assistant manager. It was long

hours but I had already lost my best career opportunities to substance
abuse so I worked 50-60 hours weekly to try to climb back up that ladder. I also committed to helping renovate a property of my parents at the same time. I was certainly not afraid to work but the need to sleep
was interfering in my efforts to get ahead. This
was the excuse I needed to branch out from opioids to crystal meth. On meth, I could do it all, or
so I thought. In the beginning I saw my productivity nearly double. Unfortunately, it was rather
short lived.
When I met that bitch, Crystal (meth), my time
spent being productive and living life was replaced by becoming suspicious of all those around me. Meth and sleep deprivation cause extreme paranoia. My girlfriend and I trusted each other completely until the meth messed my mind. I accused her and others of many things
that never happened and spent days at a time analyzing their words
and actions in order to fabricate enough evidence to support the reality that I had orchestrated in my head. To make matters worse, I started to experience anxiety, something I had never felt before. My anxiety increased until going
into work was too much for me to handle. I
took a short time off work but eventually I was
let go. I went from providing the highest level
of customer service at my job to not being able
to speak to a customer on the phone.
Throughout all of this I did treatment twice
with some decent periods of sobriety time under my belt and despite how good I felt, you
slip back. You fall. You fail. You don’t know if you can climb back but I
am starting to see that I am, slowly. While we all hit our rock bottom
at some point, everyone’s rock bottom is different. Eventually we
stand at a turning point when something pulls the trigger to start the
marathon of our come back. What that trigger is can be absolutely

think that I deserved any better. I kept looking for trouble to prove I
was tough enough to handle anything. It gave me something to be
proud of-I could take care of myself, no matter what I jumped into. I
have come close to death many
times. Sometimes I was choosing it
because death seemed less painful
than life-I had seven or eight suicide attempts as a youth.
Sometimes, the violence around
me made me a target. At 15, I was
partying at the bar. A man attacked
me. I was giving in to the pain when a woman’s voice urged me to
fight back. I did. I hit him in the balls and when his choke hold loosened, I ran. Again, I kept my mouth shut. I sneaked back to the hotel
and drank myself through a multi-day party. The guy who attacked
me ended up killing two other women. Guilt overwhelms me about
this. If I had told the police instead of staying tough, those other two
women might still be alive. I also wonder about the spirit who got me
to fight back that night. Someone who had gone to the spirit world
cared for me.
I found myself pregnant and gave birth. It was scary because of what
the doctor had said after my rape but it worked out. I lived and the
baby lived. By this time I realized that I wanted better for my children. My daughter went to my father to raise and I started my adult
life.
The substance abuse continued but I functioned. My brother was a constant support
and encourager. Over and over again, he
told me never to give up. I was always a hard
worker and I worked. I had a home with nice
furniture and decorations. I had paid for it
all myself. I had my own children and I made

By the time I was 13, I did what I wanted. My parents tried to direct
me when they were around but they were never there while I was
younger so why would I respect them? I had already been left on my
own for too long. I began shuffling between the rez and Winnipeg.
On the rez, there were some who tried to guide me. My grandmother
welcomed me when I would show up at her place. She had a drinking
problem too but at least I got to be a kid with her. My uncle took me
in for awhile. He and a few others taught me how to do things for
myself. To this day I don’t depend on anyone. That independence has
hurt some who wanted to care for me but they didn’t understand
why I am the way I am.
In Winnipeg, there was lots of partying. No one knew how young I was.
Nobody told me not to do things. I
was shooting up by the time I was 14.
I felt like I belonged and everyone
seemed to keep an eye out for me. It
felt like they cared about me and the
booze and drugs felt even better. In a
lot of ways, life in Winnipeg was less
complicated for me. There wasn’t a
history of pain with each face around
me. There was just me and the party.
When I missed my brother and some
of my relatives, I would come back for awhile. My life on the rez also
circled around booze and anything else that could be partied up with.
Money wasn’t a problem. The school tried to complain that I was
showing up drunk every day, but I showed up which surprized everyone. It made sense to me though-at home I would have been abused
so it was a safer place for me. I did finally drop out in high school
when I found other places to be.
My relationships with males were much like my mother’s. I didn’t

anything. For me, it was a promise I made to my baby girl, my ballerina and the recital.
I am 36 years old now and am on my way back to living life to the fullest. I have had a lot of life lessons
which come out of the consequences of my actions. I take responsibility for what I’ve done in the past as
well as what I do going forward. I
have had to accept that I am human
and make mistakes. I have had
some slips but I don’t beat myself
up over it. I just have to remind myself to pick myself up, wipe myself
off and to learn from each mistake and continue to grow.
It has been hard and even when it didn’t
feel like it, I always had a lot of support and
people rooting for me. I had to start trusting
that people really do care about me. Because they have cared for me, I try to give
back that same support for others in any
way that I can. As a hobby, I have been recycling e-waste (discarded laptops) and refurbishing them to give away
to families who otherwise couldn’t afford to have one. I’ve given out
over a dozen laptops and I intend to keep on giving. I was a caring and
generous person before my dance with Crystal meth and it’s still a part of who I am today. I can’t wait to see what the future has in
store for me and am excited to be more active in my son and daughter’s lives. I’ll do
everything in my power to ensure that I
don’t miss another moment of their lives.

UNDERSTANDING ADDICTIONS
Causes of Addictions*

“It is not an epidemic, it’s an apocalypse.”
Colicchie

Mental Health Issues
Environment
People who experience
prejudice, marginalization,
poverty and unemployment
may use substances to cope
with feelings of trauma or
social isolation.

More than 50% of people
with substance-use conditions also have mental
health issues that cause
some people to use substances to help themselves
feel better, but can end up

People may inherit a vulnerability to the addictive
properties of certain substances of behaviours

Chemical in the Brain
Substances with addictive
potential stimulate the
release of dopamine which
makes people “feel good”
and want to repeat the

Thoughts and Feelings

Genetic Factors

ADDICTIONS

People may turn to substances of behaviours as a
way of coping with difficult
situations or emotions such
as chronic stress or anxiety
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The Presence of the “Four Cs” in Addictions**
Craving

Loss of Control
(amount /frequency)

ADDICTIONS

Use Despite
Consequences

**Centre for Addiction and Mental Health

Miriam

Compulsion
to Use

My friend died last week. It was a blot clot in her leg. I tried to get her
to go to the hospital but she wouldn’t. You get fed up with being
treated like just another junkie. They say, once a junkie, always a
junkie but this isn’t fair. None of us stood up and said, when I grow
up, I want to be an addict. We were young but we weren’t addicts,
we were children and things happened that led us to where we are
now.
I can remember witnessing alcohol
abuse and the violence that comes
with it early in my childhood. At the
age of 5, I was figuring out how to diaper my younger siblings, because
there was nobody around to take care
of us. My mother was gone for long
periods of time on benders. I remember the hunger because no one made
sure we had enough food. It was all I
knew and I didn’t even know that
there was another way to live. I just
knew I had to do it myself because no
one else cared.
I got drunk for the first time when I was 9 years old. I was raped that
night by a trusted relation. I knew to keep my mouth shut. I had been
told often enough already that I was a worthless slut so I would be to
blame. My grandmother noticed the blood on my bed and kept after
me until I told her that there was a man but I never said who. I was
still bleeding so they took me to the hospital. The doctor said that I
was so badly damaged that I would never be able to have children.

