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Summer of 2002 

Just signing my books

When one came

And lingered

I was flattered

“You have a young 

Groupie!” they said

For six weeks

His hell

Was my summer

Just a shiver if his parents’

Perennial winter

He was a user,

Addict, liar

Inept purveyor

And knew

In his heart

He must stop

But in his mind

The fight

Never let up

Never a night

Even of truce

Desire Vs truth

Wrong Vs right

Whose wrong

Whose right

Me or they

You or we

Jail Vs freedom

Freedom Vs treatment

What’s wrong

With the occasional

Joint?

Yet the

Noise of his demons

Couldn’t muffle

His soul

His humanity

Making kids

Laugh, 

Feel happy

Touching his

Readers

With a turn

Of phrase,

A new insight

Into unsolvable 

Problems

Urgently wanting 

To save the world

Irony personified

I wonder

Who

Under the layers

Of chemicals,

Excuses, pain

Is the real

You

I was his

Writing buddy

Friend of an addict

Mother Theresa

Confessor

Paddle partner

Surrogate whatever

Banker, mentor

Enabler resister

Advocate

Do-gooder

Rule watcher

And, yes

User

He made me 

Feel

Young

Gave me

Real purpose

Listened to my

Writing

Inspired me to

Higher levels

We laughed

Talked, even sang

We agreed on so much

I wanted to just be a

Friend

But friendships don’t need

Rules

We went to

Writing groups

Court

His parents

The lawyer

Continued…

The counselor

The loft

He went to work

I went to NA

He was banned

I felt abandoned

I relished

The challenge

Staying alert,

In tune with his head

I did my best

And I think

He did too

My conscience is 

Clear

His is still

Buried by addiction

“You want my

Recovery more than me”

He said

And this was no

Lie…

Just remember

Kindred souls

Live eternal

In our

Hearts and minds…

…they share 

Special places

To go alone

To be together

Like the little island

With all the 

Driftwood …

…And then

Just listen

To those 

Angels

The ones

Without wings

You’ll hear me,

If you choose

To listen

And I’ll hear you

Keep writing,

My Friend,

I’ll be first in line

To get my book signed

“You have an old

Groupie”, 

They’ll say!”
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ADDICTION

Addiction

An illness,

All-consuming 

All-contaminating 

Based on a need

For an 

External means

To feel whole,

Fulfilled

No matter 

How loved

As a child, 

The circumstance

Of growing up,

Whatever excuse

May exist

Drugs 

Or alcohol

Cigarettes, food

Sex, gambling, cults

Danger

Legal or not

Moral or mindless

The one illness  

Where professionals

Willingly refer clients

To lay groups, unpaid

Qualified solely by the 

Experience of recovery

Drug addicts 

Crave

Whatever

Takes them 

Elsewhere

Away from pain, 

Boredom, turmoil

To the mellow of weed,

Luxury of heroin’s mindless joy

Cocaine’s orgasmic thrill,

Acid’s trip to wonderland

An occasional

Combination cocktail…

Just one more time, they’ll say,

Anyway,

What’s wrong with the

Occasional fix?

This official disease

With an insurance number,

But no matching coverage,

Has more patients in prison

Than in centers of rehabilitation,

Has no program for early 

Identification and prevention

Indeed addicts aren’t patients at all

Instead society’s pariahs

Their stigma as great

As lepers, unclean, of old

All addicts have years

Of practiced deceit

Lost conscience

Misapplied fault,

(America’s drug laws; Dad’s a drunk)

Lies so pervasive

They are inseparable from truth

Anonymous shoplifting to

Violating the sanctuary of home

Selling whatever to whomever

Delusions, poor me

Rock bottom takes forever

Eventually,

Many are imprisoned,

Not a few die young,

Some take responsibility 

And find a future

Others just exist

In the wasteland of nothingness 

Lost time is never made up

Help addicts help themselves

But grieve for their parents

Bereft,

Of hopes and dreams

Replete with sadness

Soul-searching 

For what they should have,

Could have done,

Guilt-ridden by the label,

“Enabler” for trying to help

Their own flesh and blood

There are no words 

Of comfort

Just expressions of respect

And hope, always, hope
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Comfort on Earth

It’s OK to feel comfort

Cozy, cuddled, kind

Simple words

Old fashioned

Words to be treasured

Feelings to be felt

Be comfortable

With comfort

Put aside pain

The world’s pain

Your own pain

The pain you’ve caused

Soothe your pain

Stroke your own brow

Tenderly with small circular

Whispers of touch

Cut your pain with kindness

Feel the goodness within

Heal with your own humanity

Each of us 

Can be a flag to wave

To communicate that we care

The power of

Internal energy

Fueling one’s best

In our own little way

So that 

At the end of the day

We can feel comfort

Let the engines of our minds 

Rest and refuel

Comfort, cozy, cuddled

Simple words

Yet complex

For those less comfortable

Alone

Than sharing 

Body and soul

Be kind

To yourself

Kindness is the essence of goodness

Kindness is a doing word

Thinking kindness is a waste of time

Being kind will bring you the comfort

Of doing good

It’s OK to feel comfortable

Without defense

Without pretense

When you share comfort

You fuel another little

Flag to wave back to you
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 Recovery

Turmoil taking over

My mind again

Too much too fast

I ain’t going to last

I ain’t going to last

Thoughts non stop

Demands too many

Getting behind

Paying the bills

Job’s on the line

They’re messing my mind

the high of the glide

the low of the slide

the low of the slide

Do this not that

Go here not there

They demand, my family

They command, society

As they sit on their butt

Watching me get stuck

I wanna throw up

Cause I can’t keep it up

I can’t keep it up

Recovery is slippery

Getting jittery

The pressure’s increasing

My life diminishing

Down, down

I’m falling down 

Control is past

I ain’t going to last

I ain’t going to last

Just a little weed

That’s all I need

To get me through

How about you

Staying so cool

Like you know I’m a fool

A fool for weed

The last thing I need 

Get the rhythm

Stay in synch

I know, I gotta go

Back to the group

My safety loop

NA  AA  Whatever the day

I go alone

To find my soul

Where all is routine

I feel relief

As I share my scare

But they don’t stare

‘cause they’ve all been there

 they’ve  all been there

Just give me space to pace

A place to create my space

To  make the time

Turn my back on grime

Free my attitude

To be my own dude

To be the me

I wanna be

The me I need to be

Loud and proud

Freed and cleaned

Going to meetings

Giving my greetings

Listening to readings

Clean today

I pray,

Today, I pray

Stay clean today, I pray

Stay away from the weed

That’s all I need

To get me through

How about you

Staying so cool

‘cause you know I’m a fool

Stay away from the weed

That’s all I need
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Who is She?

So who is she

To write of recovery

And use a beat

As if it were neat

So who is she

So she is me

Me is she

so you understand

how I write of war

and the poor

and doing dope 

and folks without hope

and hating and dying

and God and the godless

and corporate hypocrisy 

I write with passion

With words I fashion

To communicate

The sensitivity

Behind others’

Reality

To find meaning

To their experience

I listen with intensity

So I can feel their

Pain

Relish their joy

Be a friend

Who listens

And understands

Understands

My brain is my being

My mind my control

I never used dope

Never crossed my mind

I like my mind the way it is

Clear and perceptive

Alert and objective

I like my mind

The way it is

Not for me the scene

Of extra sensory

Virtual surrealty

I get my high from

Watching the sky

Making the most of each minute

Until my pen runs dry

And the camera won’t click

Just won’t click, just won’t click

There’s too much to do 

To waste time being out of it

Life is blasphemed by

Wasters of time

Who get stuck in a rut

Rut a tut tut

One of these days

My limbs will be shakier

My mind quirkier

God forbid

My memory flakier

There’s too much to do

To waste my time

Too much to do

I don’t know about you

But I’m staying cool

As long as I can

In my right mind

My only mind

That’s been true to me

The one that raps

With the players on Tuesday

Having fun

Stretching the limit

Making most of each minute

Staying away from weed

The last thing I need

Last thing I need

So this is she

And she is me

Using a beat

Ain’t it neat?    

Doing a beat
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Depression

It can strike

Without warning

Like the 

Smack of

Cold

Soul searing

Cold

When the 

Morgue

Door

Opens wide

Inviting

Sometimes

It creeps in

Like a parasite

Worming

Through

The bowel

Metastasizing

Chemical imbalance

Until it 

Settles, malignant

In the crevices 

Of the mind

Mostly

It’s always

There

Just hidden

Better

Some days

Than others

Concealed 

By a 

Smile

Cocooned in

Camouflage
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7 See-Saw

I feel up

You are down

My voice sings

In octaves

It resonates

My harmony

Yours speaks

In a monotone

Low, it tolls

Your misery

We feel

The dichotomy

Each attempts

Melody

I stem my

Enthusiasm

You modulate

Your message

To be cheery

Of heart

With one 

Weary with doubt

Is obscene

To fear failure

And share despair

With one 

Happy today

Is too much to bear

But the dirge

Of depression

Is pervasive

It wins always

Hands down

Over joy, elusive

I come down

To meet you

I touch your fingertips

But you are stuck

In the suck of a mind amuck

The suck of the void

Drains the ability

To challenge the rightness

Of the Hubbardized brain-washed 

Camouflaged as counselors

You are vulnerable

They are ever present

Their message is seductive

Their methods secretive

You’re on their list

You remember lists

Life sucks

But it’s yours to change

Don’t get sucked in

By the arrogant self righteous

I am in the middle

Where are you, today?

(Christina Weaver 2004
8
Enabler

She’s your

Enabler

Said the therapist

My family

The well meaning

Enabler

A label

Disparaging

Tainting

Belittling

How strange

All my life

I’ve been a

Helper, nurse

Friend, colleague

Mentor

Listener

Unlabeled

Respected

Independent

Happy

Help one

Whose cry

Echoes

The leper’s bell

Stay away

Unclean

And face

The chorus

Don’t get 

Involved

It’s not your concern

Addiction, an illness

More in name

Than opinion

Deemed treatable

Only by

Professionals

Or twelve step

Believers

Who’ve been there

Done that

They say he must

Fly solo

A high wire act

With no 

Safety net

Take the responsibility

Do it alone

No role for the

Open-eyed, open hearted

Pragmatist

A fellow human being

Do you just 

Take a risk

When you’re

Likely to succeed,

The cause is popular?

You won’t feel pain?

Will his recovery 

Ever mean 

As much to him

As to me?

I wonder
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 The do-gooder

Too tired

To eat

Too wired

To sleep

Enveloped

In the cause

Dropping

Other balls

Like the 

Man in the song

On the MTA train

Riding for ever

‘Neath the streets

Round and round

Too focused

To jump off

Too absorbed

To take heed

Drowning

In a sea of

Good deeds
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Risk

“Stay away”

“No hope”

“Not your responsibility”

“You’ll get hurt”

They say

The ones who care

Who you respect

but what if

there’s a chance

an iota of a chance

you might make a 

difference?

Do you only risk 

When the

Odds are good

Cause is popular

You won’t feel pain?

Look at your 

Conscience

Know thyself well

Balance personal risk,

Against potential to

Harm

Listen to your soul

Act with reason

If you choose to

Risk

Embrace it

Passionately

Give it your all

With open eyes

The “I told you so’s”

Will probably win

Those are the odds

But to have risked and

Failed is

Success in itself

Your impact may still make its mark

You’ll never know

You win some

You lose some

Knocked out

At the bell

After a damn good try

Spit the pith of wounded pride

Conscience clear

No regrets
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Yesterday, today and tomorrow

Lost

Consumed by the next fix

Out 

Unprotected by privilege

Blinded and embittered

How easy would be

The slide from petty theft

To grand larceny

From using to

Selling

Conscience long gone

Sold

For a 50 cent bag

And a legacy of lying

Such a good 

Liar

A shell of a man

Emotion

Starting to get it

Feeling like shit

Is it worth it? 

Will repent 

Ever ease desire?

Will I ever really

Love? 

Make another feel whole

With me, in my own bed

With the sun 

Streaming in?

Will we wash the dishes

Together and laugh?

And give more than my share?

When will it be

You or we

Not me?

Always me

Aware

Weighing options

Going back

So far

Remembering, just,

What it’s like

Being accountable

Facing consequences

Ready for rhetoric 

To turn to action

Ready to exchange ideals

For a job, 

A place to call mine

Ready for a mind, 

Logical, free

And a conscience

Found

An idea

Elusive

Haunting

The sky cries

The mist

Clears

I see
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For half the day

My world is in darkness

For half of the day light

Clouds block the sun

For half of the sunny days

I stay inside

87.5% of my life

I live in the dark

A mushroom, a fungus

Nourished by dirt

And dung

But when the sun

Shines high

I am alive

Energized

I write

I write of

My fears

My hopes

My anguish

My pain

My beliefs

My very life

In spiral note books

On lined pages

In pencil and pen

It pours out

The way 

I think it

Abstract, symbolic

Eloquent, I’m told

But unrefined

Awaiting crafting

Awaiting 

The book bag is 

Gone

It’s not a death

Of a part

It is me

My image

My reflection

My essence

I stand

Naked

At noon

Shadowless

Imagine

A man 

Struggling

So hard to 

Find meaning

Identity

Energy

From within

Imagine

Having the future

Awaiting crafting

For ever

Awaiting

Cobain,

Do you hear my scream?

***

Remember

The survivors

Who lost all

Yet triumphed

Their strength

Is your heritage

Open a new book

Start in the middle

Continue writing

Where you left off

(Cobain left his journals

His thoughts for ever

Awaiting his crafting

They will soon be forgot)

Continue to write

But await crafting

No longer

Make your words

Make a difference

Now

And for ever
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Beware

Passion, Energy, Pride and soul

Brains, Guts, Balls of gall

Appetite, Hunger, Going for it all

Hard lessons learned hard

That was the past

Voice on fire

Firing the crowd

Loud and proud

Freed and clean

No dope no way

ETOH, that’s AOK

It’s only booze

Their sobriety Ain’t my recovery

Law school

It’ll make em proud

Their son’s no loser

Hear my message 

Hear me roar

I’ve been there

There and back, Okay, Jack

On the fast track, 

To live and love, laugh and listen, 

And learn

And share what I’ve learned, 

Give back, give back

Take heed my friend

You’ve got so much to give

And so many who need

You can make the difference to 

Another’s realty 

Whether one to one 

Or sung from the stage

You have a key to unlock their cage

Redirect their rage

Redirect your rage

BUT 

You’re pushing the envelope

With all your energy

You know what I mean 

And you’re a little bit scared

Beware

An addict you are, an addict you’ll be

Maybe not dope, maybe not drink

It’s danger you crave, 

The thrill of the risk

You’ve got a lot on the line

And it’s a fine line to walk

The higher the glide, 

The lower the slide

Take it or leave it, 

Truth simply shared, 

By one who cares
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Accountable

There’s a gap in your story

Years missing from your life’s history

But the employment application

Demands specificity 

Vagueness won’t work, 

It’ll catch their eye

Then you’ll have to lie

You’re a damned good liar

It’s your best qualification

To record on a resume…

And that’s the truth.

So what do you say to explain?

My 22nd year was a spiritual sabbatical

In which I deprived myself 

Middle class comforts

To know how Jesus felt

When he slept on the ground 

Amongst sinners

A road of existential discovery

For three years I was the subject

Of my own scientific research,

Quasi-descriptive, qualitatively designed 

To measure outcomes

Of artificial additives, via nostril and vein

To the human experience

I was a victim of

Enabling parents

They caused the problem

Could never “just say no”

I begged their tough love

But they had this need

To see me fail

Now who am I

To let them down?

I went under cover

An agent in disguise

To prove America’s

Drug policies are written

In code to protect

Political backsides,

Create wealth for the rich

And train soldiers to fight

Prepare the poor to go to war

I have been ill, a disease

With a treatment code

But no early detection

Or thought of prevention

There’s no matching coverage,

Indeed insurance is denied

Patients with my problem

My case was mismanaged

The waiting lists too long

The costs too high

I did a crime to do time

It was my only way to get well

And after the umpteenth job interview

You’re fed up and try a new tune

“Look, I’m being honest,

I did drugs for two years,

It was bad and I regret it

But I’ve been clean for six weeks

And just need a chance.”

But this is America

And jobs are plentiful

Easier for the employer to

Select one who lied on the resume…

Who pays for reference checks these days?

“I’m sorry son

Our other candidate’s more qualified

But I wish you good luck”

So what do the rest of us do?

When do the contaminated, 

Families, friends, you and me,

Stand up and be counted

Without fear of shame

Humiliation and blame

And demand answers to questions

Scoffed when asked by

Society’s losers?

When will the addicted

No longer need anonymity?

When will society match

Truth with consequence?

Speak out, my friends

Unite by the millions, hidden no more

Research a cure

And get to the depth of the complex morass

That makes misery for millions

And millions of others

Unwitting fat cats, doing their jobs

Feeding off the backs of a genetic lack

While the few at the top

Grin cheek to cheek

Bastards making billions, basking in greed
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Turmoil

Taking over

My brain again

Thoughts non-stop

Demands too many

Nothing resolved

Back to out of control

Too much; too fast

Suffocating in

The vomit of turmoil

DANGER

Just a fix

Just one

That high

I crave today

Meetings

I go

Where others know

The madness and pain

Where the routine

Brings relief

Where we share

With silent 

connectedness

And a piece of white space

Is freed so I can think

Today

Just today, I pray

Complacency

Moving into

My mind

Feeling great

Job going well

Money to spend

Back in the family fold

Too good, too easy

Suffocating in

The safety of complacency

DANGER

Just a fix

Just one

That high

I crave today

Meetings

I used to go

Same old thing

Each day

I don’t need it

Not my home group

Perhaps away, anonymous

I can share my fear…

That high on my mind

Is taking control

I’ll go today

Or tomorrow

ã
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A Trilogy of Tragedy

Just a No Good

I didn’t go to his funeral

I couldn’t go

I wouldn’t go

I wish I’d gone

He was my big brother

Who became a man-child

Still mowing our parents grass

For food at fifty

He was a problem teenager

Who found solace in drugs

His ruined life

Ruined all our relationships

I became a lawyer

Made my folks proud

But it added to the discord

Reinforced what he could have been

My parents enabled him

I couldn’t understand

Why didn’t they drop him

Let him sink or swim

They never gave up on him

Despite their pain, our shame

He was their flesh and blood

They believed they were to blame

I am a lawyer, trained to analyze

But I never thought of him as ill

Missing a little chemical, 

In the brain’s arsenal of functioning 

He was just a no good

A waste of time

Selfish to the end

A conscience never found

He died of an overdose

We weren’t surprised

He breathes no more

My parents breathe free 

They may feel relief

And I try to forget

But my heart still bursts

With hollow resentment

I lost my brother last year

I lost trust a long time ago

His pain is over, 

Mine is re-awakening

I didn’t go to his funeral

I could have gone

I wish I’d gone

I wasn’t ready
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Without

With his Dad

Out of prison at last

Spending time together

With his Uncle and aunt

With his Dad

Who protested

“too much”

I just wanted some dust

With his Dad

When the uncle

Sucked up heroin

Into the syringe

With his Dad

When the belt 

was pulled tight

and his vein was distended

With his Dad 

When the needle 

Was jabbed through skin

By his uncle

With his Dad

Whose head fell back

With his eyes

Open wide

Without his Dad

Despite his pleas

“wake up Daddy,

wake up please”

Without his Dad

His Mom was relieved

She hadn’t wanted him back

But was afraid to say, “no”

Without his Dad

He’s confused, troubled

Without his Dad

Since he was four years old
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Sorrow 

“I’m Sorry”

I can’t read your book

About a boy with drugs

My son died last year

An overdose 

at age thirty one”

He never knew

Two girls were pregnant

Each with his child

He was a ladies’ man

The life of the party

He loved to have fun

The girls are so kind

They let me be grandma

So I can feel whole

I see him when I’m with them

I love them so much

He’d have been such

A good Dad

That’s what saddens my soul

He never knew a child’s love

They’ll never be “Daddy’s little girl”
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Hungry for attention

Any attention

Better than 

None

Berated by adults

Jeered by kids

Just like

Them

Ignored by a mother

Too busy

With other kids

Other fathers

A father absent

Long gone

Don’t care

No way

A man-child

With attitude

Masking

Confusion

***

the sky cries

splashing the city sidewalk

seen  only by those

who stare

down

the sky cries

streaking barred windows

seen only by those

who stare 

away

the sky cries

saddened by tearless eyes

avoiding looks from others

who may stare

too deep

inside

***

Watch respectfully

For clues

Wait for that 

Split second

Glance of eye

And catch it

With a smile

That teases

For a second

Then looks

Away 

It is

Too soon 

For eyes to

Bond

Relate

To the 

Black t-shirt

The ring on the brow

The music from the Walkman

The school-work in the bag

The messed up world

Whatever it takes

To be invited back into the 

Eyes

A moment, precious, 

Evanescent

To be seized or

Squandered

Just one chance

For the sky to cry

Away the grime

RSVP with care

The eyes open a closed mind

A hurt heart

An undeveloped conscience

Better to pass the moment

Than reinforce the past

A chance to teach

But what will be

The lesson?
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Demands too many

Nothing resolved

Back to out of control

Too much; too fast
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DANGER

Just a fix

Just one

That high

I crave today
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I go

Where others know

The madness and pain

Where the routine

Brings relief

Where we share

With silent 

connectedness

And a piece of white space

Is freed so I can think

Today

Just today, I pray

Complacency

Moving into

My mind

Feeling great

Job going well

Money to spend

Back in the family fold

Too good, too easy

Suffocating in

The safety of complacency

DANGER

Just a fix

Just one

That high

I crave today

Meetings

I used to go

Same old thing

Each day

I don’t need it

Not my home group

Perhaps away, anonymous

I can share my fear…

That high on my mind

Is taking control

I’ll go today

Or tomorrow
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Danger Signals


Turmoil


Taking over


My brain again


Thoughts non-stop


Demands too many


Nothing resolved


Back to out of control


Too much; too fast


Suffocating in


The vomit of turmoil


DANGER


Just a fix


Just one


That high


I crave today


Meetings


I go


Where others know


The madness and pain


Where the routine


Brings relief


Where we share


With silent connectedness


And a piece of white space


Is freed so I can think


Today


Just today, I pray


Complacency


Moving into


My mind


Feeling great


Job going well


Money to spend


Back in the family fold


Too good, too easy


Suffocating in 


The safety of complacency


DANGER


Just a fix


Just one


That high


I crave today


Meetings


I used to go


Same old thing


Each day


I don’t need it


Not my home group


Perhaps away, anonymous


I can share my fear…


That high on my mind


Is taking control


I’ll go today


Or tomorrow


(Christina Weaver 2004

A trilogy


Heard in silence


   Written with respect


Just a No Good


I didn’t go to his funeral


I couldn’t go


I wouldn’t go


I wish I’d gone


He was my big brother


Who became a man-child


Still mowing our parents grass


For food at fifty


He was a problem teenager


Who found solace in drugs


His ruined life


Ruined all our relationships


I became a lawyer


Made my folks proud


But it added to the discord


Reinforced what he could have been


My parents enabled him


I couldn’t understand


Why didn’t they drop him


Let him sink or swim


They never gave up on him


Despite their pain, our shame


He was their flesh and blood


They believed they were to blame


I am a layer, trained to analyze


But I never thought of him as ill


Missing a little chemical, 


In the brain’s arsenal of functioning 


He was just a no good


A waste of time


Selfish to the end


A conscience never found


He died of an overdose


We weren’t surprised


He breathes no more


My parents breathe free 


They may feel relief


And I try to forget


But my heart still bursts


With hollow resentment


I lost my brother last year


I lost trust a long time ago


His pain is over, 


Mine is re-awakening


I didn’t go to his funeral


I could have gone


I wish I’d gone


I wasn’t ready


Without


With his Dad


Out of prison at last


Spending time together


With his Uncle and aunt


With his Dad


Who protested


“too much”


I just wanted some dust


With his Dad


When the uncle


Sucked up heroin


Into the syringe


With his Dad


When the belt 


was pulled tight


and his vein was distended


With his Dad 


When the needle 


Was jabbed through skin


By his uncle


With his Dad


Whose head fell back


With his eyes


Open wide


Without his Dad


Despite his pleas


“wake up Daddy,


wake up please”


Without his Dad


His Mom was relieved


She hadn’t wanted him back


But was afraid to say, “no”


Without his Dad


He’s confused, troubled


Without his Dad


Since he was four years old


“I’m sorry, 


I can’t read your book


About a boy with drugs


My son died last year


An overdose 


at age thirty one”


He never knew


Two girls were pregnant


Each with his child


He was a ladies’ man


The life of the party


He loved to have fun


The girls are so kind


They let me be grandma


So I can feel whole


I see him when I’m with them


I love them so much


He’d have been such


A good Dad


That’s what saddens my soul


He never knew a child’s love


They’ll never be “Daddy’s little girl”



