After two years of increasing alcohol abuse and dependence, despair was my only friend.  I had lost my zest for life, my self-respect, and worst of all, I had lost hope.  I no longer had a purpose or a passion.  Each new day was a replay of the one before, lost in the haze of alcohol.  How had I let this happen to me?  Was I so weak I had no control?  What’s wrong with me?

Denial became my defense.  “I don’t have a problem,”  “I can take it or leave it,”  “treatment?.......me?.......that’s just for losers”.  Yet even in my perverted view of reality, I knew I needed help.  I needed hope.  Oh sure, I tried the “do it on my own” approach.  Seems I always celebrated my small successes with a drink. Every step forward was followed by two steps backward.  Maybe I do have a problem.  Maybe I do need help.  Am I losing the ones I love most?  I am afraid.

I didn’t enter Decision Point with a happy heart. I tried everything short of kicking and screaming to avoid it.  I knew I was out of control but admitting it would make me look weak and pathetic.  How could “they” help “me”???

My enlightenment didn’t take the form of a sudden bolt out of the blue.  Rather, it was a slow, and sometimes painful, course of self-examination and reflection.  My counselors helped me to see that I wasn’t a worthless shell of a man.  I had value as a human being, and I could give my gift to others.

In the past year of sobriety since by graduation from Decision Point, I have lived more, loved more, and laughed more than at any other time in my life.  What did Decision Point do for me?  It gave me hope.

