wWritten by a resident at Grampians TC for
Tuternational Overdose AWAreNess Day

There once was a special person T knew called Rory,
T am sharing this to +ell you his story.

He was a ohild, boy, Teenager, man, friend and lover,
To everyone he met he would treat vou like a brother,

This substance nse beaom at the ane of fourteen,
He nad vo idea ow Hhis would affeét his self-esteem,

T+ sometimes feels like a blink of av eve, as the nse escalated,
Aud he became more and more terribly isolated,

As the vears passed by he continued +o mask over all the PAiv,
But I swear we never imagined we would vever see hivm agaiv,

He was a aood man wiho felt the guilt of his lie
To the point where he ouldn'+ even look e in the eve,

T cover the pain he used more beer, pills and gear,
T+ was all becanse he couldn’t show the world his fear,

Exactly what was goiug through his mind, T will never know
Tt'e sad that he's vot here +o continne 1o Grow,

T remember the vight T found out he had died,
T wish he had won Fhis battle, T know he tried,

I'm s\/mr'\vx? Hhis story so we don't end up the same
Avd T want the whole world to remember his name.
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Not the solition

Written by a resident at Girampians TC for
Tuternational Overdose AWAreNess Day -

T revmember the first time T had

the devil's potion e

T remember thinking it's the answer to My
pravers, a solution

T remember the misery in the davs and

weeks that followed

T remember it wasn't enough util T found the
effect after Zanax Was swallowed

T remember going from shop +o shop fillng

my back pack and walking ont

T remember thivking T was wistoppable, thew a tap
on +he shoulder. What's this avout

T remember the fifth time being held over

night. Sick as a dog) W the Sunshive cells

T remember rumning straight to my dealer and im
saing sorry buddy vo credit only cash sales

T remewmber thinking on the way to steal wore
+o feed my Nungry vew

T remewmber the thoughts do yourself a favonr
step i frovt of that trav

T remember strugaling through o dole day
and wmaking a plan, by all the smack
and Zanax yon cam

T remember downing the pills and wixing up Wy
st shot, put-ting it nto my vens thinking
+his will Wit the spot

T remember waking up hazy covered
spew then thinking thank God T'm
Alive deathh was just vot for vou! w
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Untitled

Written by a resident at Grampians TC for
Twternational Overdose AWAreness Doy

Wy mewories of a war T

fought are i++ered with faces of
those T love.

This is not a story of

Saving Private Ryan,

No these are

people T have loved & loved o be
with. Haunted by their peace &
freedowm, Taken & consuimed

by the light.

T dow'+ wawt t0 Save
any of thewm, T don't. Their fight
has been fonght.

Saved by the

warmth & love of that light, dance
& fly high. No more will you walk
amonayst the dead. Brokew hearted,
never neard, alwavs willing. Taces
of peace & freedom hanwat me.

T wever tried to save o &

bring you back to hell
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The +ime crystal turned on me

Writtewn by a resident at Grampians TC for
Tuternational Overdose AWAreNess Doy

Ovice upon a4 time when escaping my reality was easy, all T'd have to do was whale some
crystal and off T went, this euphoric feeling came ow, the heart would race, the hairs ov vy
body were raised, the courage and confidence would come ow.

T decided +o +urn my life aronnd as these effects were only coming by in little moments and
my reality had turved into self-hatred and depression.

T start a vew life and go on a jourvey of self-discovery and learvings. T have wmade i+ and T
find myself in a relationship full of love T think is real.

Thew T suffer heartache and go insane full of achy breaky heart.

T +urv to crystal again and off T am avd a couple of years pass. Wy life is n turmoil T'm
gping) vmadder +haw a cut snake T've lost so much T cav barely live.

T seek a new start a?a‘m and s amazing, T meet new friends that love me unconditionally
and love e back o life.

But not so lovg after that T turn o crystal again, but this fime i turus on ine and the
voices v iy head, demons T have +o face are Killing wy soul. Tt is like +he life is sucked away
from me and suicide becomes an option. The voices n my head are telling me all sorts of
things telling me T'm 4 bad junky. T turn nto this psychotic lunartic, the voices want me dead,
hours go on, T can't ‘take i+ o more, the voices telling me if you dow'+ Kill yourself we will, so
come vighttime T decide evough is enough and t's +ime +o end it all.

T +ake a whole heap of prescriving meds and T am unconscions whew my pareuts find me with
the ambo guys trying to keep me alive. T dow't remember much but the docs keeping me ow
suicide watch, and the doctor begging we to stop all +his abuse +o myself but T don™t listen.

T am off again. T am constantly intoxicating myself with meth to the point of overdose. Until

T finally get help. T am wanting to leave béhind my family friends and a +iny son all becanse T

can'+ deal with life anymore T am completely lost and broken and self-destroving. But T'm one

Z‘fdi'l/l@ lucky oves that has survived to tell +he +ale. T didw't kmow T could survive this but T
id.

T'm like a cat with 4 lives this is 2rd +ime lncky I'm back o track with a fork n the road
sither nse or die or be reborn and create a holy life that T am capable of doing and deserve.

Tu the present moment T'm here and T feel alive. T'w winving at +his and T feel rebory with
2l +his render love and care, T'w like wrapped in cotton wool and being loved.
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ip Curt

Written by a resident at Grampian
: sTCT
Lutervational Overdose Awarctess Day _for_

winter, Trawella, Vic.

Op shops, I'm always at op shops. There's a real stink to thew, all
different but the same. Old ladies wandering pointlessly around. WMum'’s
back again, “come and +ry this on lovey”. Blah. Blah. Blah.

T'm excited — she'll probably want her 2. Big Wacs. Larae chips and a
thick shake again, afterwards. Bonus.

T+'s the weekend and I'm at Southland shopping centre with my
primary school mates. All the lads are wearing their surf gear. A few
punks break up the mix and some really nerdy creatures make me feel
better about myself.

Riding past the surf shop at Wordialloe T hear the music coming ont of
the shop — loud. All the cool kids are n there. T can’t go in. They'll see
me i vy mundane clothes. T'w vot one of them. I fear those people
ond +that shop.

T dov't go .

T dow't wawt +o see the guys from my high school on the weekend.
T’ wot cool evough and they'll know that. They will point and langh
amongst themselves.

Ov +he way to the hospital. Feeling pretty silly. T kwow I'm ok viow
after last vight. T wish mum hadv'+ called +he police and ambo. They'l
check my body over and let me go. Tt didw'+ work and T'w vot sure T
wavnted it fo.

T'm in +he op shop. Suddenly those old ladies dov't seem so old anywmore.
“Ooo purple shirt!”, “Holy shit an orange belt” Fuck yeah T'll +ake that.

(Thanks wmum yon are umidque ot crazy)

w
WINDANA

Life. Changing.



Rainbow

Written by a residewt at Grampi
: mpians TC T
Iuternational Overdose Aware];@ss Dai _for_

Outside a vightelal in vy home ToWn @@H’\w?\fr@s\/\ air from
the hot svnoﬁ\{ cltb sitting on the steps of the old toww hall
listening +o the sound punping Fhrough the wall with an old
school vate.

Name of Raibow for in affection, he was as bright as a
rainbow. Half tanked [ Half ctroned. Talkdn shit dbout this
and that, when it furns serions Aot what happeved o him
With ‘e monks at school, for where he had grown up was W
}{V\@lngwe wefore coming to this dirty old tovim we both vow
ived .

Not knowing what 10 saY, for T really did not. No going back
neide +o the noise and smoke, getting Fally +anked.” Wanting +o
4o Wome and vot wanting 1o leave hivn.

So finding out ears later he had OfD himself, not knowing if T
oulda, shonlda, woulda done more. Tears later on after thinking
the dinst had settled, old faces appearing and chatting v Wy
dreams, dirt falling Wis and others’ arave, frigihtened ?aces,
being buried alive With silent screams.

No mowgyrels paid for what hey did +o him and wondering
agoin what the hell did T see avnd hear, ond knowing sometimes
ranbows will never be guite the same agaii for wme.

(+hank vou for reading this and take care if it brings up
memories — Ta)
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Pain has wicovered my primary purpose

’ | mpians TC for
en Wy a former resident at Gra |
?:ﬁgwa—mwal Overdose Awareness Pay |

I write this piece with a heavy heart, as T firmly believe T was +the cause of my best
friends overdose and death. The guilt and shame T still feel started with 4 choice, and i+
changed me forever. Trawma, addiction and greed - fuelled wy life; T was moving so fast T
was blinded; everyone in wy path was a bio-product, an afterthonght, a cansality of my war.

T thought it was just another day,

T would wake from a 2hr power nap +o the sound of my phone buzzing, reach for my
premixed breakfast while talking, thewn take a moment +o enjoy i+, have a quick shower, then
head ont for wy first pick up avd delivery. The phove rings; it's my mate Rod, he is beaging
me to visit him in the country. T head up. When T get there, he's vot v great shape; he
needs a fix. T help him out +thew ask what he veeds. T veed a 1.7 Wait; let me tell you a few
things about Reds addiction. Like most addicts, He always wants more, butRod’s +olerance
Is relatively low; he's been using heroin for vears and remains lightweiglht. We call him +he
golden boy. He Nods off at +he drop of a hat: ok, you get my polnt. As T make the 1.7 into
deals, T ask how much is for your personal use; he replies .5. We agree +o make four pre mixes
for him. He asks me +o stay for +he vight and hang out; T veed +o get back o Melbourve, so
T say vo. He asks again, stating he does not want to be alove. T can't. T have things +to do.
I head back +o Welvourve, fiish up for the day and head howme.

25. Everything Chavges

I wake from a 2hr power nap +o the sound of my phone buzzing, reach for wy premixed
breakfast while talking, thew take a moment +o enjoy it, have a quick shower, then head out
for my first pick up awnd delivery. The phone rings. Did you hear what happeved? Rod is dead:
they found him in his reom alone. He overdosed on heroin. Suddenly everything goes numb, T
can't hear or feel anthing; T listen +o a voice talking, but T can't understand what there
are saing anymore. All T can say is thavks for let+ing me kvnow, and T hang up; the only
thing going throngh wmy mind is I killed wy best friend. T drive +o a checkpoint and administer
a massive dose of my (‘medicive’). T continue advmvnis-{'criw@ (‘medication’) +o myself in large
duantities for the next few days. These amounts should have killed me. THEN.

I wake from a 2hr power nap +o the sound of my phone buzzing, reach for my premixed
breakfast while talking, then take a moment to enjoy it, have a quick shower, +hen head out
for my first pick up and delivery.

The drugs and the lifestyle T lived helped me block all pain, suffering and reality until it didn’+
anymore,

45, Possibilities

L still carry guilt, shame, and regret about wy choices in my 20 vyears of addiction, but T
faced my Traumas, ook responsibility for vy action, and owned wy part. T am vow two vears
eight months clean with complete abstinence. T rely on vio substance +o get me through the
day, avd slowly T build wmy mewntal health and wellbeing, and T continually work at helping
others to build theirs. awp

Rod, viou will atways be in my thoughts. Peace, Love and Light. WINDANA

Life. Changing.



