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DRUGS AND THE STREET OF BROKEN HEARTS THEY LEAVE
Our journey with my grandson through his drug addicted years and into rehab. My desire to find other's who want to join me in challenging the drug and medical profession into stopping their prescription of meds and begin treating the problems and not the symptoms.

　
A Grandma's thoughts on her grandson as he begins drug rehab
My desire is to find other people who have lived through this same nightmare. I want to gather other's to form a group in order to help change our laws concerning drugs and how the medical profession dispenses those drugs to anyone asking for them. As my grandson told me, "it's easy to get drugs, all you have to do is "act" like you have a problem with depression, or whatever medical condition is your choice to portray". Our society is walking around in a "drug induced haze" and it will only get worse, as the drug companies fill their pockets with more and more money. Help me find others and by doing so, you will help yourself, or someone else you love.

I am a people person! I love to entertain and share and if this helps one person to understand they are not alone then I will feel as if my words and confusion of how this happened in our family will be well worth the time and effort it takes to write these words. If this is never read, then at least I had the therapy of putting my feelings on paper and sending them out into cyberspace. We are a very typical family in many ways: some of us have a lot to be thankful for, some more then other's but we all share the same wish most parents and grandparents want, which is the very best for their kids and loved one's.

My one and only grandchild, Alex, is 23 years old. He has now spent his first full week in a residential Christian based program for addicts. He is now in what is called a "black-out" period, a time of going "cold turkey" until June 28, when family will be able to see him for the first time. How in the world did this happen in our family without seeing the clues in front of our eyes? Why was it easier to attribute his actions to anything other then being drug related? How and when did it really begin and how in the world was each and every one of us taken for a fool? Were we naive, or were we like any other family not wanting to see the truth, even when other's may have said the word "drugs"? My grandson comes from divorced parents, so typical of today's families. My mother divorced after 32 years of marriage and I have also been divorced twice. Did our past history mean my mother, or I, were to blame?

Alex got to see what most of us saw when our parents were not happy together! Some people should never get married but most of us don't know that until later down the road when the damage has already been done. Who gets damaged in this miserable process of ending a marriage? It’s our children who suffer watching our fights, hearing the name-calling and all the other inter-actions they cannot possibly understand and that we foolishly think they don’t see.

When his parents finally decided to call it quits, after 18 years of a rocky marriage, we were all sad and thrilled at the same time. By this time my grandson had already seen a period of years where his own mother, who had originally come from a drug infested childhood, was now, herself, on Meth and drinking to help dull the hurts and pain of her own unhappiness. He was also there when she made her threats of suicide. And so, this kid, who was pretty average until the age of 16 had now, began to go into deep depressions, exhibit terrible anger at both his parents and the world and became very unsociable. He had one thing going for him, he was very intelligent. He learned more about drugs, their interactions and chemicals then most doctors learn in their years of medical schooling.

I was never close with my grandson because of his mother and her problems. She was not sociable and was unable to let other's into her life to love and care about her and kept our family at a distance. How she had been raised had certainly defined the adult she had become, so no matter what we did, our time together was limited at best until Alex was older and ready to graduate high school. I purchased a car for my grandson when he graduated high school. I felt he deserved this gift as he had gotten good grades and was often singled out for many different awards and things he had accomplished. 

Giving him the car may have been my first mistake! Alex was accepted into a local electrical union apprentice program! The profession he choose would give him benefits and a high income for the rest of his life, so unlike those kids getting out of school and having no idea what their future held. He was on his way and we were so proud of him. From what I saw, without a lot of interaction with him, he was someone who was doing exactly as we had hoped. He was living at home, with his now divorced mother, who was trying her best to keep it together. She had finally weaned herself off the drugs and alcohol and found a new job but the damage of her lifestyle and what he saw had already been done.

Alex came barreling into my life when he was 19 years old. I cannot even begin to say how thrilled I was to finally get to know this elusive person who was now an adult and wanted a relationship with me. As a typical Jewish grandmother, I could not give wait to give, to buy him things and to be his friend.

I replaced the car we had given him for graduation and became the co-signer on a beautiful truck. He was now making enough money to be able to afford anything he wanted within reason and it was time for him to learn about the financial world and responsibility. He also would need a truck in the profession he was in. He didn't have a family to support and was living with his mom and should have been able to put money away each week. He even asked me about buying a home as he could easily have afforded to do so, especially in today's real estate market where good buys are a dime a dozen. Grandma had the answers he wanted and he constantly asked me questions about finances, how to buy property, what to do with his money in the stock market. I bought him books, especially those of Clark Howard and Suze Ortman, my mentors. I wanted him to have all those answers he had asked me for. I had a new best friend and it was thrilling to be involved with this wonderful young man. His life seemed so perfect. He went to work, he had found the love of his life and was doing all those things we wish for those we love and care about. He was on his way to living the good life!

I knew Alex was on medication for his depression. I really didn't know the names of the pills but kept hearing from him that he had been diagnosed as "BI-polar". As the months past I noticed a different person, one who often didn't take his pills and one who was not really with us even as he sat in my home. I watched his actions, sometimes up, more often down but attributed that to his "problem" with depression. I knew little about drugs and did not ask a lot of questions. I could do lots of things in this world but the one thing I could not do was be his "police force" and follow him around to make sure he took medication on time. 

Being someone who thinks twice just to take an Aspirin leaves me very uniformed in the world of drugs, painkillers and other things most people take without thinking or finding out what the side effects will be. When he and his girlfriend would come over to visit we would have very intense discussions on money and investments and I was thrilled he wanted to learn. I will have to say he rarely smiled and often mumbled that I could not understand what he was saying. It seemed I was constantly telling him to take his hand away from his mouth as he talked, in order to hear what he said.  It hard to say this but my grandson was a downer to be around. On the other hand he was my one and only grandchild, so I overlooked the signs which should have been glaring "red flags" had I been better informed.

He kept telling me what he wanted for his future was to live like my husband and me. On the down side I also learned that he was terribly angry and it was all directed at his parents. He felt all those years of growing up in a home where there was so much anger between his parents had caused him to lose his teenage years while he had to deal with the fallout of their relationship problems. Alex told me he felt as if he was the only sane one, in a family of insane adults, acting out in ways he did not yet understand as a young adult just entering the adult world. 

We would talk for hours and of course it broke my heart to listen to what he had to say and how angry he was. I think he hurt only made me what to give even more then I would have under normal conditions. I could not help but notice he always blamed someone else for anything which was beginning to go wrong in his own life and relationships.

I also could not help remember this very same scene had been played out before my son after I had divorced his father when he was nine years old. History had once again repeated itself. Over and over again Alex would confide in me, saying he often thought about suicide and ending it all because he couldn't get it together. I had never experienced those words being told to me by anyone, let alone a young man who had a great future. I also had no "right words" to help him. 

I did remember his telling me that to get his prescriptions he had to talk with a "doctor". If he was talking with a "doctor" didn't that mean he was being monitored and discussing his feelings with someone who could give him some helpful feedback? I never questioned his relationship with any of the doctors he told me he saw at OSHU, or the other hospital in Portland where he went for visits. I was glad he had good medical insurance from the union but that was the limit of my knowledge. I had no idea of what to do as I watched a 19-year-old I loved decline and become an unhappy person to be around.

One afternoon when he and his girlfriend had come over for dinner, he came into the house in his usual "down mood" bringing with him a cloud of unhappiness. Today I try to live my life by words that work for me; " I walk toward pleasure and run like hell from pain". I have learned in my 65 years that I do not need to take on everyone's stress and problems in life, as we all have enough of our own just living life on a daily basis. 

As Alex lay on my couch in his usual position of half dead, half-alive, I finally let my feelings out and in a loud voice. I told him, "you have a choice my dear” you can hold the anger and hurt inside close to your heart, or can go up to both your parents, shake their hand and say, "thank you both for showing me what I want to avoid in my life and never repeat".   End of lecture! I only hoped he heard my words and there meaning. 

My relationship with him began to change! It was no longer fun knowing him, or trying to be his friend, let alone his grandmother. I no longer made an effort to have him here as often as before as I felt like I was talking to the proverbial "brick wall". I had seen how tired he was when he was at our house but I never really gave it that much thought. He was always dragging, always complaining and rarely offered a good reason why he wasn't awake enough to enjoy our visits. He would either fall asleep on the couch or just lay there while others were talking and not take part in our conversations. This was one unhappy person and I had no idea how to help him. I cannot remember seeing a smile on his face, except when I handed him money. What else could I think but that he was working too hard as his job was a very physical one and he was terribly overweight?

His girlfriend agreed with me that he was tired from work! The three of us had openly talked about the drug scene today and both of them were adamant about not being into drugs, or around those who were. I was assured they were both smart enough to never let this happen in their lives, especially for Alex, as he had watched his mother dive into drugs and ruin her life and her marriage. He also would laugh at me and say he was tested weekly so there could never be a way he could be a drug addict and work. Since Alex is a big guy he loved coming to grandma's and using my "slipper tub". I was thrilled someone was using this gorgeous new claw-foot tub and I would get him towels, light a candle and let him enjoy my bathroom while the rest of us were in the great room talking. I even remember one night when he girlfriend took dinner into to him. It became a habit that right before they would leave my home he would tell me he was short of cash and needed a loan again. I do not consider myself a stupid person but I continued to hand out cash like it grew on trees. When he and his girlfriend finally made the decision to get an apartment together I took them to Wal-Mart, gave them free rein of the store and told them to buy those things they needed to set up house-keeping. Then, next stop was Costco, to teach them that buying in quantity would help save money in the long run if they were smart in their buying habits and made a list. As an interior designer, I always have something in our garage that I am not using, so I let them "shop" and take what they needed for their new apartment.


When moving day arrived they had no one else to help, so of course they called grandma. I wondered where their friends were! I wondered where his girlfriend’s family was; she had several brothers who could have helped too. Why was it always us who were called in for help and money? And why in the world did I send my poor husband to help move these kids into a 2nd. floor apartment?

I had mistakenly thought that once they moved into the new apartment their new life would be perfect. Both of them had jobs and the rent was not high. As a previous landlord for many years I knew what we all looked for in a new tenant. Neither of these kids had good credit, neither had ever lived on their own before and they had little of anything to show who they would be as a tenant. I wasn't thrilled at where this complex was located in Portland but I was thrilled that someone let them sublet a place they never would have gotten into on their own, especially with 2 dogs and no credit history.

The owners of this apartment had their own financial problems and were desperate to find someone to take over the lease. This is the only way they were able to find a place to live and it was, as they say, by the skin of their teeth .My grandson soon began to exhibit poor work habits! Maybe this hadn't just begun with the move but I certainly hadn't known of these problems before they had moved in together. Now that I was so involved in his life I knew more what was going on and how he handled himself. I was learning more about him and his "MO". I was not impressed by either!

As an apprentice, his union would send him out to a job. When the contract was finished, he would then be sent to another company if there were an opening for work. Often times, especially in this economy, there was nobody in need of an apprentice and he would have to file for his unemployment.

His unemployment check was more then some workers brought home to support a family and I was confused why he was always so broke and needing a loan from me. His mantra of, "Grandma, can you loan me a few dollars" never fell on deaf ears because I had no reason to disbelieve him but he also rarely paid me back. Each time I called to see how they were, I got the sleepy voice on the other end of the telephone letting me know I had once again woken him up. I was always apologizing, never thinking that it was anything more then his being tired from work. When he wasn't working, he was always sleeping but I didn't know why and rarely questioned his habits. I talked with his girlfriend, she didn't give me much more information then when she left for work in the morning he would still be in bed. And sometimes, when she came home from work he was still in the same place she had left him and nothing had been done around their apartment. He was a slug: a dirty slug as he didn't shower each day, didn't brush his teeth and generally just didn't give a damn.

I had become very disappointed, mostly because he had such a good future if he would just apply himself and follow the rules. I watched this person I loved turn into someone I didn't even like. My finances were so involved in his life I could not just turn around and walk away as he was still my grandson and even though I had no clue what was wrong I could not turn my back on him. Grandma's only thoughts were the norm; never did my mind wander into drugs until way later down the road when nothing was making any sense to me, certainly none of his actions. I finally had to listen to others in my life as they ventured forth to tell me he was probably using drugs. I knew he was taking prescription medications but that was because a doctor had prescribed them for him. My "rose colored glasses" and my refusing to believe my grandson could be on drugs kept me from seeing reality.

Over the next few months I cannot even count the times I had to loan him more money to pay his bills, or his rent, or the truck payment I was responsible for. I was on a first name basis with most of the gals at the credit union, they knew grandma and they were beginning to know my frustrations. I finally took over everything, including his checkbook and his paycheck, which for a week was more than my social security checks each month. Where in the world was his money going? No matter what I did, what I said, or what I asked him to do, it was always "later". One moment he would be interested in getting his financial life in order and then the next moment it was all excuses of why he could not participate, or learn the Quick Books program I had set up for his checking account. If I could learn it, he could! Little did I know who I was dealing with and that no matter what I did, what I said, his attention span could be one thing, one moment and non-existent the next.

One night, just as my husband and I were sitting down to dinner, the phone rang. It was my grandson's girlfriend and she was obviously upset for good reason. They were on their way to our home to visit and Alex had be speeding on I-5. in MY TRUCK. When he was pulled over and the officer asked for his driver’s license, it showed up as "suspended" with a ticket or two, which were still outstanding. They were going to take him to jail, which would mean she was left sitting in a truck and had no driver’s license. She needed us to come and get the truck and get her back to their apartment in Portland. It was always one thing or another! We found the truck on the side of the freeway and pulled in behind them. Oddly enough they were both still sitting in the truck and there were no police cars in sight.

As it turned out my grandson began to shake so badly when the police questioned him they were afraid to take him into custody and only gave him a ticket, with his promise to appear in court the next morning. What a mess: another mess, just one more to add to the rest of what he had been creating in his life and ours. I was not a happy camper! I told Alex to get out of the truck and into my car so he could drive back to our home with my husband. I got into the truck and drove it back to our home while talking to his girl friend and trying to gather any information I could.

When the four of us all arrived back at our home I called my son to come get them and take them home. Since Alex's license was suspended, that meant he could not drive the truck and would be at the mercy of his family to step in and help once again. When my son arrived, about a half-hour later, it was not a fun time for anyone in hearing range. Everyone was mad at everyone, words were being thrown around and when they left I closed our front door and was glad they were all gone.

There was one comical moment when I thought about it! I have always told Alex that when you yell at another person they close down and stop listening. I tried to teach him that talking to someone in a normal voice would get you further in making him or her understand what you had to say. I had not taken my own advice this evening, I was screaming loudly and I said what I felt. Did anyone hear me, not sure but it felt really good to get it out. I had made a decision while everyone was arguing back and forth! I was going to cancel my appointments for the next day. I was going to pick my grandson up and take him to Multnomah County Courthouse. We were somehow going to solve all the problems by paying his tickets, getting his suspended drivers license in order and finding out if he would be able to save his ass by keeping his mouth shut and letting me handle the situation.

At the end of a very long and frustrating day we were both exhausted but his life was back in order, at least for the moment and he could once again drive. This had been another very expensive day for me. By the time I was done paying his tickets and the penalties and paying to get his drivers license reinstated my checkbook was down about $650.00. The amount now added to what he already owed me was mounting and I often wondered if I would ever see those monies again.

Over the next few months I would find out that Alex was a well experienced liar and manipulator and I was just one of his targets. He could cheat you with a straight face and he would steal from his own father while living under his roof! I still thought the worst part was his surly attitude and his filthy mouth, especially when referring to his dad, my son. We were all caught in a play that did not seem to have an end in sight. Alex was not accountable for much of anything these days and getting his lazy ass out of bed and to work was a "sometimes thing" How in the world was it he was still in the union? Each time I brought up the subject of drugs, just to see where it would go, I was laughed at and told it would be impossible for him to be on drugs as he once again informed me the union gave unexpected drug tests each week.

And did you know that these kids would buy each other's urine so they could pass a test drug? I certainly did not but I was learning a lot these days. Our society was quickly becoming a drug-induced colony of people walking around which I used to refer to as the "living dead". These were the people running businesses, running schools, teaching our kids, building our homes and we hadn't a clue of what chemicals were in their bodies as they did this work.

I remember needing his help to do something for me in my garden room. He always made promises but he never delivered. I remember waiting for a phone call on my birthday and of course that never came either. I also remember the new feelings of being used. Alex my darling grandson was a taker and gave little if anything unless he got something in return.

There finally came that time when nothing made any sense anymore! I didn't know if I was coming, or going and if and when I would arrive. I had to break the silence of many years and call my former daughter-in-law and see if I could get some answers from her as she had the experience in drugs that none of us had. Every time I would ask my grandson if he let his mother know how I was supporting him, or how often I was helping him, his answer to me wasn't really clear. I didn't even know if he was seeing his mom since she had thrown him and his girlfriend out months ago but I had never been told why they had been asked to leave. Alex had been so close with his mother, so I was surprised their relationship was in turmoil too.

I walked back into my former daughter-in-laws life several years ago when my grandson told me, that they were losing the house and it was in foreclosure. She may not have liked me but I certainly was not going to let them be thrown out into the street. And so, what did the "former mother-in-law from hell" do? What she always did! I went in, remodeled, fixed up and paid the back payments on the house and got it on the market. Once it was sold I knew the money she had in the bank would give her a little "nest egg", from there she could do whatever she wanted. After that experience I was once again “the mother-law-from-hell". I hadn’t been trying to win a popularity contest, only happy that I could sleep at night knowing in my heart I had done the right thing.

Finally it was time for me to find the truth of what had happened in their relationship and gain some of those answers. I wanted and needed to put these puzzle pieces together! It took more then one-phone call to get in touch with her since she had caller ID and really did not want to talk with me. After the ice was broken and I explained what had been going on for the last year or so she told me stories that I could hardly believe but the pieces of the puzzle were now falling into places as never before. 

She told me Alex and his girlfriend had both been living with her.
Neither of them had ever contributed to the household: they slept most of the time and refused to follow whatever rules they were given. They had used up their welcome and had no options left and were asked to leave. My former daughter in law felt she, too, had been used and abused, like the rest of us. After talking with her for awhile I also learned she was doing very well and had stayed off drugs and could not have Alex around in his condition. In truth, both Alex and his girlfriend had both been slugs and not welcome then, now, or ever again. His being in the same house with a mother who was trying to protect her own sobriety and addiction had not worked. At least I now had the other side of the story. She also told me she thought Alex was on drugs and that was the reason for his behavior. I still didn't really want to believe it!

Alex would make plans, he would tell you he was going to do something but each and every time it turned into a disappointment or lie. I should have been use to this by now. I was now finding out that they were behind on their rent. How in the world could someone who was making that kind of money be late with any payment? What was I not seeing? He wasn't always taking his pills as needed and used every excuse of why not. He was out of control but I hadn't a clue what to do. His father didn't know what to do but every time I talked with my son, I could hear the terrible frustration in his voice and the wish that Alex was someone else's kid. None of us knew where to turn either. I was also seeing the stress between my grandson and his girlfriend; their relationship had changed before my eyes. I think she, too, was fed up with all the lies and his inability to follow through. What did she know that she hadn't shared with us?

The people they were sub-letting from were going to need to sell their unit and now the kids needed to find another place to live. His girlfriend found a job in Portland, which came with a small apartment and was close to a major shopping area. Since she did not drive this was a perfect location for them. It seemed like the perfect situation and maybe this move would be the "thing" to change their lives. Yes, I am the eternal optimist!

Once again we offered to help them get moved from one place to another. I don't remember if I was not feeling well, or what but again I sent my husband (who is not even related to my grandson) and one of the men who worked for me. The move out was going to be just as difficult as it had been to move them into the second floor apartment. There were some very heavy pieces of furniture and this was the hottest part of summer.

When my husband got home late in the day he asked that I never volunteer him again to help them move. He was exhausted! He shared with me the information that their apartment had been filthy and nothing had been packed yet, so they all had to start from scratch. I was told that the filth was not something that could have happened in a day, this type of dirt would have taken weeks, or months, of neglect to accumulate.  He told me he hated to even touch some of their belongings. My husband told me that there had not been one box, which had been packed prior to his getting there. He was not certain what either of them had been thinking but with my grandson being laid off a few weeks ago he certainly should have planned to have everything ready as he had the time. Can a grandma hate her own grandchild? If so, I was close.

It wasn't really hate: it was disappointment that no matter what we did or said, Alex didn't even see what he was doing, not only to his own life but to the woman he loved. It was the time, effort and love we all put in and nothing came back and we were all living on pins and needles, never knowing when the phone would ring and someone would ask us to come down and identify his body.

Our lives were consumed and we were exhausted and I found myself breaking out into tears in stores, in the grocery line, at home alone, or watching something on television that reminded me we were now a family with a drug problem. Over the last year he kept telling me that he wanted to commit suicide as he felt he would be better off dead. I did not have a clue what one said to another person when they expressed that feeling of such emptiness and lack of hope for the future. I had no experience when dealing with another person who wanted to end their life. After hearing this from someone so many times one has to make a decision of how they accept and deal with these words. It hurt, it hurt terribly but the only words I finally chose to say, as did my son, was that if this is the way he really felt then do it already but not in either of our homes. By this time we knew he was on drugs but had no proof except normal people did act as he did and just the fact of all the money he could not account for.

The engagement between my grandson and his girlfriend ended by her throwing his ring at him and telling him to pack up and get out. I didn't blame her one bit; she was living in the same nightmare with us and needed a breath of fresh air and a fresh start. She could do this, we, his family, could not. If losing his love could make a difference and clear his head this should have done the job but nothing changed, except now he needed a place to stay. Not many people want to take in a 22-year-old with all these problems! The other side of that story meant he would be on the streets, alone, dirty, and hungry and whatever else a street person suffers when finding themselves at the bottom of the barrel. Can you believe he was still getting to work most of the time? Here was a 22 years old, he didn't shower, he went to work when he was in the mood, otherwise he slept and I mean he slept for days on end. Alex did not pay his bills on time or otherwise. I continued to pay for the truck each month because my credit score was worth gold and I could not ignore that payment no matter how it galled me to write the check each month. He treated everyone as if he deserved something in return but gave nothing.

He had a "My Space" page that I went onto each day to check out his mood, which was plastered on the front page. I have a "truckers mouth" at times and the language he used on his My Space page was disgusting. The things he said were not for most people to read and the music he tied into this page was "rap music", with words I can’t repeat. His "friends", those he had never met looked as if they had just wandered out of the local jail and had that very same "vacant" look as he did most of the time. I was not allowed any further into his My Space page, other then the front page showing his picture and his mood and some of the garbage he wrote. I could only wonder what other words and thoughts were contained inside that I would never see. I did not like his picture, I did not like his words, I did not like his actions and I did not like him. When I looked at him I saw a waste and it was hard not to think that he could have had the world at his feet.

Since I could not have him in our home and his mother could not take him back that left only one place for him to go, his father's home. I begged my son to take him in and let him stay upstairs. I promised to help in anyway I could but needed to know he had a place to sleep, so I too, could sleep at night knowing he was not living on some park bench, or in the street. How in the world had this happened to someone from our family?

I could go into a lot of detail but won't, there would be pages and pages of what he didn't do. If you have witnessed a love one, or just a friend, you know the road to hell we all walked on in the last few years.

My son is a very clean, in order kind of guy! He is like his mother, he doesn't want dishes in the sink, clothes on the floor or someone in his home who can't keep himself clean or refuses to pick up after himself.

When my son took Alex in, he explained the rules of his home. I can only tell you that none of those rules were ever cared about, nor was common courtesy a big thing for my grandson to offer to the person who gave him a home to live in. He went to work, sometimes and if that job ended and another one was not available, he filed for his unemployment. His money was spent on drugs, he slept more often then he was awake, sometimes for 3 days at a time. When he was awake, he was nasty, belligerent and couldn't care less about anyone but himself. My son did not deserve to live like this and wished Alex would find another place to "flop" even if it was in a shelter, or on the curb, anything as long as he would leave.

I received a call informing me that my grandson had checked himself into Providence Hospital and was in "lock-down". I immediately contacted the hospital and was put through to one of the nicest people in the world who took the time to really talk with me. I was about to learn there is another world out there that I really could have lived with knowing about. I wanted to thank this person and drop off a card when I went to visit my grandson the next day. I found a beautiful card expressing my sincere appreciation for his caring and time.

When I arrived at the hospital on Sunday, I was escorted through a door that loudly "loudly clinked" when it closed. For someone, like myself, who hates confined spaces and tells other’s she is claustrophobic, this was a terrible sound knowing I was now locked in too. I handed the card I had brought with me to the "caretaker of the door" and asked if she would please make sure the doctor I spoke with yesterday got it. She looked at me and said, "he is in his office today, would you like to meet him?" I jumped at the chance to have another conversation and see what more I could learn and ask what he saw when talking with my grandson.

I was escorted to a tiny little room that had nothing in it except for a bed, which my grandson was lying on, face down. There was no furniture; there was nothing in that room that someone could use to hurt themselves, or someone else. There was a tray of half-eaten food and dishes on the floor, along with some papers strewn around as if nobody cared. I sat down on the bed and put my hand on my grandson's back, thinking he was asleep and not wanting to scare him. Oh God, what a picture this was! Here was my grandson, dressed in a blue uniform, lying on a bed, face down, in a "lock down" unit of a hospital. Not what any parent, grandparent or anyone wants to see with someone they love.

The same doctor who had just received my card thanking him had taken a moment to come in and meet me. While we talked, my grandson did not say a word, did not acknowledge my presence, did not move, nor act like he was alive. If he had committed suicide this would have been the place to do it. For a moment I actually thought he was dead!

The doctor asked Alex a direct question and we finally saw life in him as he slowly turned over. As the doctor talked to him, I just listened. He held a piece of paper in his hand with a list of shelters that Alex could go to when he was released. He talked with my grandson and told him that he felt he had not yet reached rock bottom until he found himself out on the street with the other homeless drug addicts looking for their next fix. We discussed the fact that he was on drugs and this addiction was close to taking his life.

And so now, after years of wondering, we had a real honest confirmation that my grandson was, in fact, a drug addict which had began with medication prescribed by a doctor when he played up his depression bouts. He had gone from medication to street drugs and the sleeping was a normal part of the addict lifestyle. The doctor also told me something I had already figured out but was not yet sure of! Alex was not BI-polar. Somehow, using his intelligence to learn about chemicals and knowing how to work the system, Alex had gotten doctors to write him prescription after prescription and was loaded up on both those pills and street drugs. How in the world his body was still living was beyond me. Maybe it was lucky that he is big, overweight and has enough fat on him to soften the blow to his system. I really had no idea but it sounded like it made sense to me!

I sat on the bed and was very quiet as the doctor continued to talk to my grandson, trying his best to make sure his words got through the haze Alex lived in. He explained that he had options but also told him what the future would hold if he continued down this scary path. When he left the room I tried to talk with Alex, my words again fell on deaf ears; he was "out of it" so he obviously did not hear either the doctor or me.

When I walked out of his barren room to leave, I, too, was in my own kind of haze! I felt as if all the breath had been sucked from my body. I sobbed and wasn't sure I could see clearly to drive my car home. What could I do? Where would Alec go when they released him? Who would want him if his own father, mother and grandmother could no longer give him shelter? What would happen to him, how could we all live with the reality that he could easily wind up dead on the streets, if not by committing suicide but by the hand of someone also on drugs, or another person he would share a park bench with?

When I got home I was exhausted, as the stress had already taken its toll. My thoughts were with Alex, my mind was going round and round like a squirrel cage wondering what I could do to help, to protect, to do something to keep him off the streets. When our phone rang I actually considered not answering it! I am not the kind of person who is able to let the thing ring so when I picked it up and heard Alex's voice on the other end, I was shocked.

As it turned out, the hospital staff felt after the 72 hours he was detoxed and needed to be released,  to make room for another druggie. Oh my God, they were releasing the dead person whom I had tried to get to talk to me and who wouldn't even say a word to us. How could they put him out on the streets in this condition?

I told him to hang in there and called my son, begging for him to take him back, promising him the world, a larger inheritance than he was already getting and anything to sway his decision. Something must of worked as he finally relented and told me that Alex could come there but life was going to be different and the rules were either going to be followed and he would need to pitch in like anyone else living at someone’s home, or he was out. He was going to be treated as a child and not a 22-year-old young man because his actions were not like an adult and he was just another drug abuser off the streets needing a place to crash.

My son was not kind in the words he used to describe his son and as he told me, the only reason he was doing this was because I was begging. I let out a sigh of relief when I called Alex’s cell phone and told him that he was able to go back to his father’s but he better walk in with his tail between his legs. He promised me things would be different but I knew those words were only said because he was scared.

I got to the point in that next week that whenever I talked with my son, or sent an email, of actually being scared his response would be to tell me he threw Alex out in the streets. I was scared to death to call my son and ask how our "child" was. I could hear the frustration in his voice but I couldn't offer anything else except my support and the hopes that something would change. I always asked, "has he taken his pills today". As my son told me, how in the world would he know that when for 3 days he only saw him come down to raid the refer, or use the bathroom and then without speaking he would go back upstairs to his room to hide from the world.

My son left very early in the morning so he did not have a clue if Alex was going to work or not. The only way he knew anything was if his neighbor, who lived directly across the street, called to say she saw Alex leave to go somewhere. I was so glad that his neighbor was like one of our family members and she loved Alex and was his friend but also knew what we were living through. Alex rarely left the house and then sometimes he would be gone for days on end with no note to his father of where he was going, or when he was coming home. There were no phone calls, no consideration of any kind and then he would come back home and sleep for another 3 or 4 days.

He was being given one kind of pill after another but I could only believe at this time the doctors were doing their best to help him live with his deep depression. Or he wasn't taking his prescribed medication at all and was just taking some form of street drugs, or the combination of all pills together.

One morning I had made the decisions to pick up Alex and go to OHSU (Oregon Health Science University) and see the doctors who had prescribed these medications. If you haven’t ever been to the "Pill Hill" in Portland you are missing a medical village almost as big as a city, all sited on top of a hill over looking the Willamette River. We walked and walked and walked! We finally found the offices where he had seen several mental health caregivers over the years only to find out that the reason he was no longer welcome was because he kept missing appointments. If nobody was monitoring him why in the world were the prescriptions still being written?

After several hours we left the hill and I took him back to my son’s home. I was disgusted with him and at that moment I really did not care if I saw him for awhile. Another very expensive day and it did not look as if it would end soon. I spent money on him like I was picking dollars bills off the trees.

Alex stayed at my son's home for almost a year and it was the hardest year my son ever had to live through because no matter what he did, his own son treated him like trash. My son would go shopping, buying things he knew my grandson liked to eat. Eat he did, without regard or caring if he left anything for his father to eat when he came home from work. Cleaning his room, or the truck, which looked like a traveling garbage pit was beyond his ability and the stink started to make it's way downstairs onto the first floor.

My son was going crazy, all he wanted to do was get his kid out on the street and away from him as we all wanted but I could not do it either. What did grandma do? I kept begging my son to try and overlook what was blaring in all our faces when it came to how my grandson was living his life. Please don’t throw him out, I will not be able to eat, sleep or think. Don’t do that to me, I am getting to old for all this stress. My life otherwise was so wonderful, so happy and to have this to deal with took all of my energy and occupied my thoughts day and night. And how in the world did other families go through this hell we found ourselves in on a daily, sometimes hourly basis?

At some point my son once again asked Alex to clean the "garbage-dump" he called his room. It stunk: there was rotting food, dirty clothes were tossed around everywhere and there were no sheets on his bed, he was just to lazy to do anything asked of him.

One day Alex decided to make the heroic attempt at cleaning up the trash pit! We know he didn't actually go through his papers but in his normal drug haze, he just shoved everything on the floor into garage bags, lots of them, and then brought them downstairs and out to his, already filthy truck.

In his effort to do "something" with the trash bags and not have to do the normal thing of taking them to the dump, he decided he was smarter then the average person. He must have thought he found the perfect place to drop his garage off and nobody would ever know. We have all heard about it on the news! Someone thinks they are getting away with something, only to find they are leaving a trail that leads directly to their front door. All those personal papers with information for any and all to see were thrown into a vacant lot.

When the bill arrived at my son’s home, the total cost of my grandson's stupidity was a whopping $800.00 bill for littering. I do believe that is a bit overboard but then again, it would teach Alex a lesson for choosing to act so irresponsibly. When my son shared this new story with me I silently made one decision, there was no way I would pay this bill.

It was now May! I was invited to my sons for a Mother’s Day Bar-b-Que. I was thrilled and really looked forward to this event, as an invitation didn't happen that often. He was doing the cooking and I could just sit back and enjoy "my day". I asked him where Alex was, he answered with the same answer he always gave me, "I haven’t seen him for a few days, I think he is still upstairs sleeping". I really did not care if Alex came down to join us or not because only two things could happen if he made an appearance! He would be dirty, which would piss me off! He would mumble, which would piss me off. He would be surly and that would piss me off. It would be nice if he just stayed out of sight today. The other scary possibility would be that he would become agitated and start another fight with his father and that I could not handle.

If he were sleeping, it would give us one day of peace in our lives: we all deserved that and more. We had just begun eating when he came through the back door out into the yard. From where I sat he at least looked clean. Unfortunately, the surly look on his face told me trouble was brewing. What else was new?

He sat down next to me at the patio table! He then leaned over to me and asked if I would go into the house with him, as he wanted to talk to me. He apparently had something he wanted to say in private, so I got up and followed him into the house. I wish I had never done that because what he told me made me sick! No, he did not hurt anyone, he did not steal anything from anyone but what he did was just one more thoughtless act that could never be forgotten. It wasn't news I had wanted to hear and instead of sympathizing with him, as I think he expected, I was cold and unfeeling. I told him I did not feel sorry for him and that he needed to get his act together as we were all at the end of our rope.

I went back outside, sat down, finished my mother’s day dinner but the mood was ruined. Once again, Alex, just by his presence, had ruined one more day for me and everyone around us. What he had told me was not something he had yet to share with his father. He had told the neighbor whom Alex considered as another grandmother. The news he shared was not going to change the world, it really was not going to make any difference in our lives but it was something my son needed to know about and I would be the one to tell him even if Alex had asked me not to. 


I am pretty good at keeping a secret! This was a different situation! If my grandson lived a more normal life and had asked me to keep a secret that would be exactly what I would have done. Since our lives were anything but normal at this point in time, I felt we all needed to be on the same page, with the same information. Another day to remember!

While my husband and I were driving home I shared the news my grandson had shared with me. My husband is the sane one in our family, he does not have mood swings, he is always reliable and loving and then there is me who lives in an up and down world of emotion. The difference between men and woman, it’s real, at least in our family. After discussing the news we both came to the same conclusion. All hell was going to break out soon and we must be ready for it. I also had to make a very personal decision as to what more I could continue to handle, as we knew that it was going to be soon tested.

I saw no change in Alex and I was close to just giving up. It didn't seem that anything anyone of us did made any difference. I did not want Alex in my home until his life changed, so we both made the joint decision that he was not allowed to come over and that I needed to distance myself from him immediately. Yes, it was hard, it was the hardest decision I had to make in a long time but I had to begin protecting us both as this was wrecking such havoc in our lives.

The quiet before the storm is how I described the next week or so!

We were already use to the fact that Alex slept for days at a time. Or he would stay out for several days at a time without us knowing where he was. He had no consideration and never told his father of his comings and goings and would just pop in and out at all hours day and night. The only time my son knew something is when his neighbor across the street would see Alex coming or going somewhere in his truck. He would often spend time in the afternoon over at her house, watching movies, or talking but even then she had no idea he was on drugs except for his medications. Alex seemed to confide in her and she shared the information with us but so little of it made any sense. As she said, some days he acted like Alex, other days he was like a zombie in a haze.

At some point during the next week Alex apparently went over to the neighbor and told her he wanted to hurt his father. His anger was no longer just below the surface, it was now at the surface and reaching a danger point. When the neighbor shared this information with my son, he called me. I called his neighbor just to get the information first-hand and make my own judgement of what was said and what Alex could have meant with the threat he made toward his father. After hearing what she said I feared for my son’s life but had no idea where to go, or what to do except to get Alex out of that house without an incident to either of them.

Remember us, a typical family without experience in this kind of situation? With this information also came another level of stress I hadn’t experienced before. So far anything that happened did not involve anyone getting hurt but Alex and what he was doing to himself. We now had someone threatening my son’s life! Someone who was not taking his anti-depression medication on a regular schedule, meaning anything could happen. Someone who did not seem to know what he was saying, or doing and was most likely using a lot of different drugs we knew nothing about. Every time I asked, I was told the same thing, "grandma, I couldn't be on drugs as I am drug tested each week by my union". How does one argue with that answer?

My husband and I had made the decision that Alec was no longer welcome at our home and had to stick by that decision for our own safety. I was worried for my son, who left his home each morning to go to work and had no idea what he would come home too? He had asked Alex several times to please find another place to stay. That hadn't worked and there was no way he was able to physically throw him out without someone getting hurt. I told him to change the code on the garage door, as Alex did not have a key to the house and that was his only way in and out. He said he would do this as soon as he left to go somewhere and he would also put all his clothes outside in bags. That should give him the hint he just didn't want to take when asked to leave.

I also told my son to lock his bedroom door! He wore one of those masks for sleeping which made noise and would interfere with his hearing if Alex tried to get into his room. I felt as if a bomb had been dropped in our laps but we had no information of how to disarm it safely.

The next few days were quiet as Alex was on one of his vacations staying elsewhere and we were all relieved for the moment. Our life changed on the next Sunday afternoon! Apparently the police had called my son to ask the whereabouts of Alex and his truck. From what they told him it looked as if he had done something in the morning hours they wanted to question him about.

My son told the policeman if they were to find Alex, to please call him and not impound his truck as that would be just one more large bill we would need to pay. The officer assured him they would call when they found him and let him know where to pick up the truck. My son called to ask me if I had a spare set of keys to the truck at my home, which I did.

We were both disgusted and not use to having the police involved in our lives. Leave it to Alex to do something to cause us all to become involved in another one of his thoughtless actions. Our plans for Sunday were immediately changed and we went into a wait and see mode hoping the phone would not bring terrible news.

The day actually passed without any incident and we went to sleep at our usual time. John and I are both early risers and usually get into bed about 8:30 to watch a recorded show before we fall asleep. We call our bedroom our "sanctuary" where nothing in the world can interfere with our tranquility. I had just fallen asleep, something that is difficult for me, especially with Alex and his way of life. About 9:30 we were rudely awoken by the shrill ring of the phone and of course my mind went to the worst case scenario knowing something terrible had happened to either Alex or my son.

My son told me Alex had come home and tried to get into the house but found the code changed and became angry and made threats. He called the police who were now on their way to pick Alex up. He asked if we could come over as quickly as possible, as he needed the truck keys to make sure Alex was not able to leave with it before the police arrived. What a scary mess!

We got out of bed and quickly dressed. I was shaking as I threw on some clothes and grabbed my car keys and the truck keys. As I drove, my husband and I explored all the miserable possibilities of what Alex could have done to have the police looking for him. When we got within 3 blocks of my son's home I began to shake worse not knowing what I would encounter when I turned left around the corner. His house was the third house on the right and the scene I saw told me all I needed to know. My worst fears had been realized as I saw Alex standing in the middle of the street with four policemen. The neighbors were out watching and there were several police cars parked in front of the house. I slammed on my brakes, put my car in park and left my engine running with my husband still in the passenger seat and jumped out of the car.

All the policeman were huddled around Alex and two of them were putting handcuffs on him. I started to scream, I was crying, I was not able to catch my breath but worst of all, I had no idea what to do. Did I kill Alex and put him out of his misery, or go hug him telling him it would be OK?

One of the policemen came over to me and tried to calm me down by telling me it was going to be all right. How in the world could he say that to me? This scene told me it would never be "alright" again. I was standing within 3 feet of Alec who was filthy looking. His eyes were glazed over and he looked at me as if he didn't have a clue who this screaming woman was. This all happened within minutes and as the whole neighborhood watched us. What in the world could anyone do to make this "alright" again?

Alex was put into the back seat of the patrol car and they drove off, as the other two policemen stayed behind to talk with us. The only time in my life I had ever seen this scene played out was on television, or in a movie. This was my first encounter with something like this in my 64 years of being alive. I was alive, I still think I was alive but I was sick to my stomach.

I crossed the street to go to my son who had been standing on the other side in front of his home watching this terrible event unfold. What does a parent feel as they watch their child being put into handcuffs and then taken away. What could I do but put my arms around him and tell him it would be "alright". Isn't that what the policeman just assured me of, that it was going to be "alright"?

We went over to Alex’s truck and opened the passenger side door and I gasped at the sight in front of our eyes. Even though my son had told me how filthy the truck was I would never have believed this unless I saw it in person. The interior of the truck was trashed! There were piles of garbage from the floor to the top of the dashboard and it smelled like the local dump. I knew Alex had slept in the truck once in awhile and now I wondered how he did this without getting sick just from the smell alone. God only knew what was living within the piles of clothes, papers, food wrappers and things we could not identify or see as it was piled so deep.

I remember my son telling me that Alex had been in an accident a few weeks ago but I had not known the real extent of damage to the truck. His fender was partially gone and the rest was sticking out so the metal would not rub on his tire. I still owed over $5,000 on the truck and to me it looked like it wasn't worth anywhere close to that amount. In the end I am sure you can guess who would pay for all this!

As we stood there talking, we were told what had happened that day to make the police become involved. Apparently, Alex had some type of encounter with either a car or a person early that morning. In the late afternoon he had gone to visit one of his "friends". He had backed into a car in the apartment building parking lot. Instead of leaving a note, he was seen getting out of the truck and going over to see what damage happened to the car he had hit. At the time this happened there were people in the parking lot that witnessed the accident. Someone had taken his license plate and called the police. They were now looking for the "hit and run" driver, my grandson, Alex.

The police were taking Alex to Multnomah County Jail in downtown Portland, OR. As they put him into the car and took off he never said a word to me, or acknowledged he even saw me standing just a few feet away from him. We left my son's home about 11:30 PM and I had my husband drive us home. I could only think of one thing, Alex was going to jail, he was off the streets and all of us could get decent nights sleep. Those were my thoughts but I really knew that I was never going to fall asleep that night because of the scene that would be running through my brain over and over again.

Monday was quiet! I talked with my son several times that day, going over and over what happened and trying to understand what we had been witness to and what we needed to do. One of the things he was going to do is get a restraining order so he could protect himself and Alex could not come within a 100 ft. of him or his home, or make any contact. I love these things, they are about as good as the people they are gotten to protect one’s self from. If someone wants to hurt you, a restraining order is not going to stand in anyone’s way.

Tuesday: My idea of self-help is to get into my garden as early in the morning as I can. I had my helper coming over and our day had been planned. I had just picked up a truckload of stone and my helper was unloading it while I went into the back yard to work. We have a 230-foot driveway into our home, which is called a flag-lot". When I am in the very back of our yard I cannot tell what is happening in the front, or if someone comes to visit, or has a delivery for us. We installed a driveway sensor and a doorbell announcer, they both ring in the backyard. I count on this to let me know the outside world wants to come into my world. And this moment in time I really did not want an intrusion from another person.

It was about 11:00 AM when the sensor rang and I stopped what I was doing and did the long walk out to the front of the house. When I saw Alex I was not sure what to do and of course he had no idea that he was not welcome at our home any longer. The person who was disguised as my grandson and stood on our front steps ringing the doorbell was scary looking. He was filthy; he looked as if he was the walking dead. He was still in the same clothes he had been wearing when he was taken off to jail on Sunday night and this was Tuesday. Had I seen him on the same side of the street I was walking on I would have crossed over and done anything to avoid him.

I am still a grandmother and a human being with feelings and emotions! I still love this person who has made every effort to ruin his life and ours. I didn't like him but I had little or no choice at this moment as he stood in front of me when I asked in an angry voice, "What the hell are you doing here". Having a flag-lot also means having neighbors directly in front of me and one off to each side and both were 2 story homes, which look directly into our front courtyard.

All the pent-up anger, all the disappointment, all the sleepless nights and all the frustration just came pouring out of me without much warning. As one would say, "grandma lost it" and the show began for all to see and hear. My poor helper who has been with our family for almost 13 years knew us well, knew Alex and knew what we had been going through. He could do nothing but stand by and watch as I asked Alex questions I wanted answers to but of course he could not answer as he was still in a fog.

I screamed at the top of my lungs! I asked him how in the world he could show up here after all he had done in the last few years and what his actions had put us all through. He was quiet and let me rant and rave and neighbors who once thought we were so nice and quiet, now came out on their back decks to look and listen. And I could not have cared less. I wanted to shout at them too and tell them, this is life and only be glad this isn't happening in your family.

When I finally got out the anger that had been bottled up inside of me and calmed down, I asked Alex what he wanted from me. At this point in time he was lying on my garage floor and looked as if he had fallen instantly asleep, instead he was crying. Between tears he told me that after he had been let out of jail, he had walked for 18 hours. He had walked all the way from downtown Portland, across the city, to the other side of town, to his father’s home to get his truck. He got into his truck and came directly to our home. Why in the world he didn’t think to take a bus is beyond me.

Alex told me he hadn’t really slept since getting out of jail. He had stayed in his truck but because he had no window he had been scared someone would get into the truck and hurt him. Remember his accident? Besides no fender, there was also a broken window on the passenger side when his "friends" had broken into his truck early this year. Now I know they must have been looking for drugs. He also told me he hadn’t eaten in days and was hungry. Grandma mode went into full force! At least I could begin by feeding him but first he was going to clean his truck out while I made a plate of brisket I had served to family the night before. The rest of my future actions would still be a mystery as I tried to figure out what to do next. First he needed to clean the truck which sat in my driveway.

I gave him big black trash bags and told him to get to work! He told me he had no way of getting rid of the trash bags and I assured him once the truck was cleaned and the bags filled, we would take it all to the dump. I told him leaving his trash in a vacant field has not a smart thing to do! I was being nasty and he deserved everything I said to him.

I left him outside cleaning the truck and I came into the house to heat up food and figure out what to do, or whom to call. My first call was to my husband at work to tell him Alex was here and what I was doing. I also told him I wanted to let him into the house to use our shower, as he was filthy. He agreed with me, Alex needed to be feed and get himself cleaned up. I took all the clothes he was pulling out from the floor and backseat of his truck that were filthy and put them into the washer in my studio where we washed our cats towels. I was grateful to have 2 utility rooms because there was no way I was putting these filthy clothes into my other washer and dryer.

While the brisket was heating I made a phone call to a crisis center. I told my story to the first person that answered the phone! I am sure she had heard it all before. She came back with a list of places that could be helpful. Someone, somewhere must have guided me without my knowing.

Bingo, I hit the jackpot on the first phone call! I had never heard of Teen Challenge and learned this is a Christian based organization that is all over the world. They believe in a "cold turkey" approach, meaning any and all pills are taken away as the person coming in goes through detox. Of course I had heard of "cold-turkey" along with the effects this could have on someone’s body when used to all the chemicals it was given on a daily basis. Now we would learn first hand, as this is what was needed for Alex to get clean and then get help.

As I spoke with Dan, the pastor, I told him I had come from a Jewish family but didn’t practice my religion. I told him that I didn’t care if my grandson came out as a Hindu, or a Muslim, just as long as he was off drugs. I was informed that they had a spot for Alex but since he was an adult, he would have to be the person to make the decision to get himself into the program. He would have to sign a contract for a one-year program.

I went back outside through the front door with a hot plate of food for Alex and a slip of paper in my hand with the phone number and address of Teen Challenge in Portland. He was lying on the front steps looking dead again but I knew he had fallen asleep. I woke him up, handed him the plate of food and explained to him the program and how it worked, or as much as I had learned in the short conversation I had. I asked if this would be something he was interested in because we had nothing left to give to him, we were all used up.

Teen Challenge is a 12-month program, no drugs, no outside influence for the first 3 months and if you screw up you are given extra time added onto the 3-month program. And of course you can walk out at any time you feel this isn't the place you want to be. After the 3 months you are sent to another place for 9 months of training which teach "the work ethic" which most addicts have no clue about. This is the part of the program for those who have no training, no skills and need to learn how to get up on time and take responsibility. Alex could be lucky, he has a profession to come back to if he wanted to stay clean and change his life. He told me he would check in the next day and he wanted to change his life because he knew he had finally reached rock bottom.

I had to wonder if Alex was going into this program because his choices had dried up and he had no place to live, no money and no friends, at least not the kind of friends you can count on to help you out for a day or two.

Alex asked me if he could spend the night as he had to be at the union hall to take his final exam at 8:00 AM the next morning. I told him NO, he would need to find another place to sleep. I could feed him, let him use the shower and give him some support but I could not let him stay in our home overnight. This had to be where I drew the line on what I would or would not do.

I suggested that he spend the night in a men’s shelter. The minute those words were out of my mouth he had every excuse why he did not want to stay "in a place like that". I couldn’t help but wonder what made him feel he was better then some homeless person, especially at this point in his life. The only other option I could give him was to find a park bench, or sleep in his truck again.

I am a born enabler and have been told so by the best. Trust me, it was hard to turn away a child in need, especially your grandson whose options were gone but his actions and decisions had brought this all upon himself with no help from anyone else. The enabler had to die right this minute and even though he didn't know it now, it was for his own good and his future.

Once he had eaten he went back to cleaning out the truck and I continued to wash several loads of dirty clothes. I grabbed a bag and went into our bathroom and pulled out items I knew he would need. Luckily I have extra of everything, including toothbrushes, toothpaste and soaps so he would have everything he needed to keep himself clean until he could get checked in to Teen Challenge.

When he had finished cleaning out his truck, after filling 5 garbage bags of crap, I sent him into the house to use the shower. When he came out of my bathroom he was clean, had on fresh clothes and I had even given him a razor to take with him. Like he said, he felt clean and could again think. Not sure how he could do that with drugs throughout his system but if he said so I had to believe him. WRONG, I no longer believe, now I question until you can’t stand it anymore!

He will never in his life know what I felt as I watched him walk out my front door and get into his truck. I had no idea where he was going, except I knew where he needed to be on Wednesday morning at 8:00 AM!. Before I went back into the house I stepped over to the neighbor’s fence and apologized but she just laughed and said she had heard the same words before, we were not the only people in the world dealing with this drug problem.

I felt thoroughly drained and was exhausted! I couldn’t help wonder where Alex would go and what his life would turn into if he continued to follow this self-destructive path. If he checked into Teen Challenge, as promised, I would breathe a sigh of relief and I would support him 150% percent as long as I saw his efforts were in the right direction.

Wednesday 9:00 AM - The first thing I did when I was in my office was to call the union hall and make sure he had arrived and was in class. Nobody could give me that information because of the privacy laws.

Wednesday 12:00 PM - The phone rang and it was Alex. He wanted me to know that he was in class and had arrived on time. He said he decided the best way not to be late was to sleep in his truck in the union hall parking lot. He said he didn’t get any decent sleep because he kept waking up every 20 minutes or so until it was time to get to class. Poor kid! That took some forethought and I was glad he was using his head. I told him that no matter what happened he had to be checked into Teen Challenge by 4:30, as after that hour they no longer do "in take" or again he would need to find a place to sleep.

Wednesday 4:30 PM - I got another call from Alex who was now at Teen Challenge. Since he is an adult he was required to fill out paperwork and make the commitment that he would stay for 1 year. Of course, also as an adult, he could leave whenever he felt the urge, so again we were going to live hour by hour and day by day but I will sleep tonight.

6-10-10

I decided it was time to put an end to our harrowing story and what we all lived through. Alex went through his own hell in detox for 7 days and spent 3 months at Teen Challenge. The person who walked out back into the world which he had felt was so cruel was now a person with a completely different take on things. He learned a lot about his emotions, his anger and why and how that led him into a life of drugs. All kinds of questions were answered and we all had a new insight the reality of drug addiction, how it begins and who feeds the process. I am so sorry to say the medical profession is the worst culprit in this downward spiral.

Alex today is the light of my life, doing fantastically wonderful and headed in the direction of a secure and wonderful future. As I tell the world, if I needed to live through what we all survived I would do it again if I knew the kid who came out the other end would be the grandson I have today. Believe it or not he is back living with his father and they are more bonded then ever before.

He is going to have a few rough years because of the bills he ran up, not only including the thousands of dollars he owes me but you know what, the lessons he has learned will let him complete these tasks with ease. I trust him, his intelligence and the person who now stands in front of me with love and caring. And I will never forgive the medical doctors who continue to treat the symptoms and not the underlying the problem. We are a society living in the middle of the “quick fix”, how unfortunate for those in need of help. 

