
THE CITY WAS MY PROBLEM 

THE BOY I WAS WHEN I SHOWED UP FOR COLLEGE WAS SO 

na'ive-not to mention scared, lost, and frightened. 

I never seemed to learn from my mistakes, but why beat myself up? I 

was just a kid. I was having fun, loving popularity and attention. I thought 

that I was "living life." However, something was missing. I felt empty on 

the inside, and the only things that seemed to fill the void were men and 

the drugs I learned to use along with them. 

I had never done hard drugs before I moved to New Orleans for 

school. Even so, all it took was one hot guy to introduce me to a substance. 

After that, whatever I used seemed to become part of. me forever. Men 

would come and go, but the drugs they introduced me to would stay put. 

But wasn't that what I was supposed to be doing in college? Going out, 

having fun? I didn't think I was an addict. If I just did a bump before 

clubbing, I wasn't an addict, was I? Addicts are the people who shoot up 

under freeway overpasses. Plus, I came from such a good family: I had a 

Catholic upbringing and was always taken care of financially. Addicts are 

starving, broke, and homeless, right? Ha-ha-again, so na"ive. 

So you know the story. I got so screwed up I lost all my ambition. 

I changed my major from communications with a minor in sociology to 

Spanish with a minor in ballet. It was the easy way out-I was already 

fluent in Spanish (I'm Latino), and I always went to the ballet rolling! 

Drugs really got a hold of me. I thought I was functioning, but I wasn't. I 

was miserable. The abusive relationship I was in was tragic. I was raped on 

GHB and couldn't stand myself anymore. 

My crashes became severe, and the depression increased. By the time 

I got my own apartment, I was using drugs almost every day. Crystal meth 

brought me down fast. I started robbing from the store at which I worked 

and began selling my furniture and clothes. Near the end of living in New 

Orleans, I had only my laptop and a futon. I was a mess. 

But the problem wasn't me. It was the city. The city was trash, and I 

needed out. At a trade show, I met a fashion designer who offered me a job 

in Los Angeles. (She said she thought I had talent, but the best talents I had 

at that time were probably manipulation and lying.) 
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EXPRESSIONS OF HOPE 

I moved to L.A. and hated it almost immediately. I lived and worked 

with my boss, who was a year older than me. I didn't know anyone and 

thought L.A. was sooo cheesy. New York City was where I wanted to be. 

Within three months, I had quit my job, landed a new one in Manhattan, 

and was headed to the Big Apple to work in fashion. 

In New York, I felt fortunate. I felt like I had graduated from college-(! 

hadn't, though) and was now a professional. Happy hour turned into every 

hour, and I was soon getting caught up in the lifestyle. The party was on. I 

used drugs mainly so I didn't have to give a damn about anything. I treated 

my career like a part-time job. I would show up at the office and pass out 

on the couch. I went through four apartments in six months. I was broke 

all the time and soon quit work. 

During this mess, I met a guy who always had crystal. The using 

started quickly, and I was back to being promiscuous. I would meet up 

with this guy, get high, and have sex with him in a vain attempt to fill that 

empty emotional space inside. 

At this point, I was really scared of where my life was going. After 

all, I couldn't blame the city again because I was now living in New York. 

Clearly it was me who had the problem. I was also afraid of getting kicked 

out of yet another apartment. My roommate had said I couldn't do drugs 

while living with him, and I was sure he had heard the lighter going off in 

my room every half-hour at night. He had to know I was smoking crystal. 

I realized I now had the gift of desperation. I looked at myself in the 

mirror and saw that I was addicted to crystal meth and that my life was 

going nowhere. I cried and called for help, something I was unaccustomed 

to doing. (My ego was too big, and I didn't want to admit I had lost control.) 

The problem, however, was obvious, and I needed help. I looked up a 

Twelve Step group on the Internet and took my high self to a meeting. I 

cried over and over but got the hugs, smiles, and help I craved. I then found 

a Crystal Meth Anonymous meeting. This is where my life would actually 

start. I let these men love me until I was able to start loving mysel( I got 

a sponsor and started doing Step work. My life started changing because 

I was now escaping old patterns. I began to understand that I had to let 

go of my way and trust that there was another path-that God's way was 

better. My way of doing things had earned me nothing. I began to trust the 

people I met it CMA, and soon I started learning more about living life on 
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I STOPPED BEING A VICTIM 

life's terms. My career started booming again and I was now being trusted 

at work, not right away but slowly. 
I have to keep in mind that I can't let the life that CMA has given me 

take me away from the life of CMA. My career is going so well. I've gotten 

cwo huge promotions and have now lived in the same apartment for a 

whole year! I'm finally content. 
Life still happens, though. My mom has had some health problems, 

but I've been able to show up for her. Life isn't easy, but it's better. My father 

is dying, and I have been able to show up for him, too, though we don't 

speak anymore. Also in recovery, I lost a good friend who, unfortunately, 

could not recover. His addiction caused him to kill himself by overdosing 

on crystal. This was another chapter of my life that was tough. I got through 

it. I know today that God won't put anything in my life that I can't handle. 

I'm not cured, and I know this is a lifelong process. I want my recovery 

to be long and slow. As far as my job goes, I'm an account executive for a 

multiline showroom and get to travel a lot. I have awesome relationships 

with most of my immediate family. The love life is just starting to kick in. It 
was suggested that I not date during my first year of recovery. It was difficult 

to keep my impulses in check, but now I understand the reason: I had to 

be sure I was always putting sobriety first. Anything I put ahead of it, I will 

lose! So now I'm casually dating and having fun. I no longer need a man to 

fill my every need (though a little validation is always nice!). So that's where 

I'm at and where I've been. My life has gone in a new direction, and I'm 

traveling farther than in my wildest dreams. I'm finally happy. -Pablo D. 


