
Looking back through the bottom of the glass: 
David’s story  

I’m a twenty-one-year-old man, but I’ve lived a lifetime longer than that. 

I was born to two recovering alcohol abusers in Bristol; my mother running a support group 

for young mums, and my father a former police officer.  

My father struggled with his drinking from his late twenties; he was deeply traumatised by his 

experiences and actions in the Miners’ strikes, and at the time, drinking culture was a part of 

being a police officer. He also grew up in fear and insecurity, a reflection of my grandparents’ 

own state of mind. Things would soon spiral out of control. 

He was in and out of rehab and treatment centres for many years, in one of which he met my 

mother, also a drinker. They slowly formed a bond; he would leave her sweets in her room, 

against dietary regulations of the treatment centre. To cut a long story short they recovered, 

married, and my mother became pregnant with me. They had sobriety together and lived 

relatively happily prior to that.  

I think my birth was the best and worst thing to happen to my father; he adored me, but 

struggled to show it. I think this became too much for him. The whiskey started flowing, and 

he would be unfaithful and violent towards my mother (and me, in one incident). They split 

up when I was around three. I remember little from that period, this is probably a mixture of 

natural development and unconscious psychological repression. 

Upon deciding to clean his act up once and for all, to win back me and my mother, he was 

refused entry to a treatment centre in Bury St Edmunds, where he lived at the time, on 

account that there were no beds available that night. His alcohol withdrawals became so 

intense that he would shake, sweat, convulse and vomit.  

Coping with the intense anxiety and physical discomfort of withdrawal is tough. It is not 

simply a matter of “manning up”; the brain and body are severely and sometimes fatally 

impaired, and existence becomes unbearable to the point of contemplating suicide, as well 

as a general sense of irrationality and insanity.  

I have experienced this with both alcohol as well as cannabis. It is for this reason that I am 

not angry with him for requesting and accepting a syringe full of heroin. Had it been available 

to me, I can’t say with all certainty that I would not have done the same; I have abused 

morphine, diazepam and over-the-counter (and those prescribed, to somebody else) 

sleeping tablets during these periods. His body was overwhelmed, and he died of an 



overdose which flooded his lungs. His friends thought he was just snoring loudly, until it 

stopped and they checked on him. I was four years old at the time. 

I took the news of his death very well, I put this down to a lack of understanding because of 

my age. This period of wellbeing did not endure, and eventually I was overwhelmed with 

pain and would cry every day for almost a year. My mother was in despair, but did not turn 

back to drink as a coping mechanism (at this time).  

Life has been difficult since then. I have seen the effects of brain damage (my Stepfather, 

who I have cared for emotionally), I have seen my mother fight breast cancer, and was also 

very aware of sexual abuse that she experienced during a short relationship after my father’s 

death. I have been bullied in school and I have done some quite questionable things myself. 

I had my first drink at 12. I fell in love with the elusive effects of drunkenness; it quietened 

the raging thoughts in my mind and made me feel confident. I started drinking heavily at 

fifteen due to a toxic relationship (not the last, I’ve had four), and eventually had a semi-

psychotic breakdown on my nineteenth birthday, which happened again the following year. I 

was taken into custody for assault, and woke up on 1 January 2015 in a police cell.  

I’m not going to provide a happy ending here, for the simple reason that this is not the case.  

Substance abuse will either kill you, or severely damage you mentally and physically. Don’t 

delude yourself, and if your friends pressure you, they’re not your friends.  

 

 


