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“L ook at that guy across the street.” Jennifer asked, “where?” “Right there!” Kelly exclaimed, 
pointing out of the window at two figures in the gathering dusk. As Jennifer looked out of 

the window of the Atlantic Café, dressed in the gray and white clapboards that define the village of 
Nantucket, she could clearly see a young man standing in front of them outside of the window. He 
could not have been more than twenty feet from their vantage point. He looked like an athlete, with 
short brown hair and a tanned face. He was a good-looking guy, what had he done? His demeanor 
seemed calm, as he stood with his hands in his pockets, talking to a police officer. Or the police officer 
was talking to him. The Nantucket Police had always given Jennifer the chills, as she had heard many 
stories of abuse, harassment and worse, as she drove her A1 taxi around the small, exclusive, super rich 
island, thirty miles off the coast of Massachusetts. The man seemed to be in fear, as the officer, whom 
she recognized as Officer Chretian, continued talking.

The man would not look at the officer, as his head looked down, with his hands in his faded blue 
jeans. Chretian, continued his interrogation for a few minutes longer, as Jennifer could feel the tension 
build from across the narrow street. “Oh my God, they’re arresting him,” Kelly said. The man’s face 
appeared tight, as if it were carrying the weight of the world. The officer’s face was red, agitated and 
angry, as he pulled out the handcuffs. Reading the lips of the officer, she could make out, “you’re going 
down, Michael”. As Jennifer continued to watch with intense focus, she saw Chretian grab the man’s 
right arm, place the silver handcuff around the wrist, take the left arm, repeat the action, and then 
holding the back of his upper arm, shake his entire body. She noticed the grimace on the man’s face, 
as he appeared to be in pain. She made out a few expletives coming from the officer. As she computed 
what sentence he was trying to construct, her curiosity quickly turned to horror, as Chretian spun 
the man 360 degrees and put his right foot forward, effectively tripping him. At the same time he 
was doing this, Chretian’s right hand grabbed a portion the man’s hair and with the force of an NFL 
football player taking down an opponent, threw all of his weight onto the man’s back, hurdling him 
towards the ground, face first. With the aid of gravity and the officer’s 200 plus pounds of weight on 
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top of him, the man went down. His face hit the sidewalk directly, with the officer holding the man’s 
head, handcuffed hands and arms that were useless to break the fall. With Chretian’s hand grasping 
the man’s brown hair, and his right knee in the man’s back, it was hard for Jennifer to contain her 
emotion. “Oh my God!” Kelly screamed under her breath, “they just killed that guy!” “He’s bleeding! 
Look at the blood pouring out of his head! We have to do something”, said Kelly, adding, “We should 
call the police!” “They are the police,” Jennifer said with a hint of scared sarcasm. At that moment, 
Kelly ran for the exit of the café, running across the street to the police station, catty corner to the 
Atlantic. Jennifer sat for a moment in stunned silence and looked at the young man lying in a pool 
of blood, something you don’t see everyday on the fair island of Nantucket. What struck Jennifer as 
odd, was the fact that the now two officers, were doing nothing to help this man who may or may not 
still be alive. They were ignoring him, as they spoke in hurried words that she could not make out by 
reading their lips. They were obviously aware of his presence, but were interested in something else. 
Cover up? As she thought those words, one of the police officers ran across the street to his cruiser, 
bringing back some yellow crime tape, as they began roping off the area, with the man still laying 
in a prone position on the cobblestones of the sidewalk. Kelly’s absence brought the reality of the 
situation to light, as her alerting the rest of the police force as to what just transpired, brought several 
officers into the Atlantic Café asking questions of the patrons, namely, whether or not they had seen 
anything. She found it odd that the main concern was finding any witnesses who saw the brutal 
action taken by Officer Chretian. Her instinct was to vacate the premises as quickly as possible. As 
she quietly slipped out of the bar, her racing thoughts picked up on one central theme, what could 
this guy have possibly done to deserve that?

“We will be arriving at Logan International Airport in about twenty minutes, so please return your 
seats back to their original upright position, fasten your safety belt and just sit back and relax. On 
behalf of Delta airlines, I want to thank you for flying with us today, as we know you have a choice 
with who you want to fly with and we sure do appreciate your choosing Delta. Have a safe journey 
to your next destination.” The captain turned off the radio and I looked about the cabin. I always felt 
safe in an airplane, I thought to myself as I sat back and thought about the bittersweet feeling I was 
experiencing. I was back! My life in Denver was over. That studio in Lodo, “lower downtown Denver” 
was gone. Even though my heart was breaking in two as we landed into Boston’s airfield, I was filled 
with excitement and joy. I had not been back to New England for at least 3 years. I was going to 
Nantucket! I recalled all of my visits to that little island, summer and winter, filled with great memories 
and a feeling of belonging. Some deep yearning that the island of Nantucket called from 1500 miles 
away, beckoning me back, as if I had left something there. I thought about the lighthouses, Great 
Point, Sankaty and Brant Point, the white soft sand, the dunes, the little ocean fences and how they 
were always shifting in height, as the sand moved with the will of the wind. The sunrises and sunsets 
that seemed to define infinity. The restaurants and bars aligning with the cobblestones of Main Street, 
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all lit up with centuries old oil lamps. During Christmas season the trees were always decorated by 
the good people who live there year round, giving them a purpose that went beyond the tradition. I 
could feel the energy of that fabled island, suspended 25,000 feet above the earth.

I picked up my bags at the terminal, one large LL Bean (technical mountain climbing) backpack, 
a North face Bag filled with cold weather gear as well as summer attire, and my attaché case, complete 
with my Coach portfolio I received as a gift many years prior, when I worked in Boston for Marsh 
and McClennan, on the 37th floor of the John Hancock Tower. Yes, I was finally going to begin my 
writing career in the place where it all started for me almost 20 years ago, when I fell in love with Cape 
Cod. Never had I been to such a place, so filled with magic and wonder. I was done with the corporate 
world and the stress of being a slave to it’s endless demands. I walked with ease and elegance through 
the terminal with my backpack in place, the same backpack I used when I went to the Olympics in 
Lillehammer, Norway only 9 years prior. I felt like I was back in Europe. Everything looked new 
again, as I walked quickly to the curb, jumped the bus that takes one to the “Blue Line”, the subway 
system here in Boston called the “T”, hopped on board and sat for a moment in the subway car going 
back down memory lane. How many planes had I caught out of Logan? I flashed on the plane that 
took me from Logan to Heathrow airport some 20 years ago, graduating high school in England. 
Sitting in that car, I felt a deep sense of contentment as the train inched its way under the Boston 
Harbor towards my one of favorite cities in North America—Boston!

I had to transfer from the blue line to the red line in order to arrive at my next stepping stone, South 
Station, where I would catch the Plymouth/Brockton line headed for the Cape. As looked around at 
the familiar buildings, the high cathedral like ceilings, and the hustle and bustle of fellow travelers, 
of whom I felt a kinship with of sorts, I knew that I was home—”alone”—but home, nonetheless. 
Not taking any time to think about the morning’s events— packing up whatever I needed from my 
studio in Denver, leaving my worldly possessions to the care of my now ex-girlfriend’s cousin, getting 
a ride from her to DIA and saying goodbye to a woman I had been in love with for 5 years on the 
sidewalk of departing flights—I hurried to the bus terminal where a bus with the sign in front said, 
“Hyannis”. My arms tired from the isotonic exercise of carrying the North face bag, so I sat down in 
one of the first available seats and relaxed. I was OK. Just breathe, I told myself, it will be OK. How 
many times have you lost friends, how many times have you moved? The thoughts came rushing in 
fast and furious, as I fought them off with as much will power as I could muster. I was determined 
not to let my past interfere with my present. I was on a new path, a new journey, and I was beginning 
a new life. I had to accept that. I had to stop worrying about what others thought, I had to begin to 
follow my own bliss again, find that feeling that had been lost in translation and allow the love I have 
for New England and especially Nantucket to flow into my soul, to somehow let go of any of the 
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heartache I was experiencing right now and look within, to know that no one can take away my joy, 
my love, my life—even though it seemed that way right “now”.

The bus was full, and the general feeling was one of peace. I checked my gear and wallet, with 
enough money to see me through at least a week on the island, as that was as far as I would let my 
planning take me. My intentions remained steadfast, to settle on the island of Nantucket, even if only 
for an instant, to regain that feeling I had so many years ago. Arriving at the Hyline Ferry, where the 
“Grey Lady II”, a high speed ferry, would travel south, southeast to the far away island off the coast 
of Massachusetts, the air of excitement and anticipation was palatable. Purchasing a round trip ticket, 
I boarded the catamaran, grabbed a beer from the galley, walked up the stairs to the upper deck, 
gripped the railing, took in a deep breath and stared out into the Nantucket Sound. The sun was out 
with the air temperatures in the 70’s, and a soft breeze blowing in from the southwest. Sipping the 
beer, allowing my nerves to unwind and more importantly giving myself permission to be happy, I 
hung out over the rail and felt the power of the turbo engines as the sea jumped to my lips, licking 
the salty water. Nantucket Sound was calm, relatively, as I had made this trip many times. The island 
is roughly 30 miles south, southeast of Hyannis now taking only an hour, as opposed to 3 on the 
traditional ferry. Slowly, I began to make out a shape in the water, land, and within a few minutes, we 
pulled into full view of the little town of Nantucket. A white steep led church came into focus, sitting 
at the top of the one lone hill, with an ocean of grey buildings seeming to go on forever. Looking to 
my starboard, Brant Point Lighthouse stood out in the brilliant sunshine, a small sturdy lighthouse, 
all white, with a black tower and a small red door that led up to the actual light itself, one that had 
withstood being blown down many times and rebuilt, as the lighthouse the sailors of a simpler time 
coined, the “lighthouse with nine lives”. The light offered safe passage into Nantucket Harbor, where 
we pulled slowly up to Straight Wharf, a wooden dock, and a uniform grey ticket office no larger than 
a Volkswagen Beetle. I strapped up my backpack, adjusted my sunglasses and headed down the stairs 
to retrieve my North face, and walked out the ship’s door, down the ramp and onto the dock.

Mesmerized by the beauty and charm that Nantucket is, I walked up the main street, lined with 
shops and restaurants of all kinds, and finally felt the feeling I was after— Joy. The only problem I 
had was the issue of “time” and how little of it there seemed to be, as I knew that I would only be able 
to stay on the island as long as my money held out, but that was a side issue. I would find another 
job, perhaps I would really begin my writing career and be able to live here full time—to realize my 
own creative intelligence that I know I have and yet had been self suppressed for so many years in the 
“employee benefits” corporate group insurance world. Could this really be happening? Could I really 
let myself be happy? The deep down answer was yes.
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After checking into a bed and breakfast about a mile from the Straight Wharf, I headed out to 
enjoy the evening. After stopping by some old spots, the Atlantic Café, the Club Car, the Chicken 
Box, and One Federal Street, I settled in for a long pleasant sleep. Waking the next morning, I realized 
where I actually was. How real my choice was. I was here, on Nantucket! I was going to make the 
most of it, as it was a vacation and a move all in one. Not your most conventional moves, I’ll admit, 
but the free will is strong and I felt as though I was in the right place. Looking out the window at the 
azure sky, I ate some food and grabbed my gear to get out there and take it all in. I walked for a while 
and stopped at the package store, bought a six-pack of Budweiser and sat for a few minutes to look at 
the boats on the docks adjacent to Straight Wharf. I was in heaven. I struck up a conversation with a 
guy on one of the boats and had an instant connection. We talked about the weather, how Nantucket 
had been over the years and the like. I sat down on the dock for a while longer when out of nowhere, 
two uniformed police officers came up to me and began speaking.

I woke up out of my “dream of enjoyment” suddenly to a gruff voice that barked, “Do you have 
any identification?”

The feeling of peace and joy was now one of astonishment. “What is the problem officer?” The 
policeman then told me that one of the boat owners had complained that I was on private property, 
even though I was not, as the dock I was on was part of the row of shops right in back of me, but 
I politely said, “no problem, sir.” I thought nothing of it, as I continued to enjoy one of the most 
spectacular mornings I had ever seen. Now, the sheer size of my entire “luggage” situation probably 
looked a little more in line with the mountains of Colorado than the super rich island of Nantucket. 
“The man from Snowy River”, I thought to myself. Well, no worries, I will just take in the view 
from another dock. I was determined to enjoy my day as near the water as possible, perhaps even be 
social, God forbid, and truly take in the boats, for that remained one central reason I came back to 
Nantucket, the boats. Talking to another yachtsman no less than an hour later, the sound of footsteps 
evaded my ears, as the silence was suddenly broken by, “Mr. Mosier, you are under arrest.” Spinning 
around, I looked at the grim faced officer who had just spoken with me, warning me to stay off of 
private property of which this clearly was not. I responded in a friendly manner, “please sir, this is not 
private property, I am just sitting here enjoying my day.” The officers, disconnected and oblivious, 
arrested me on the dock, right next to the Straight Wharf, where another boatload of people had just 
arrived from the mainland.

The officers put the handcuffs on tight, cutting off the circulation to my hands, and roughly 
grabbed me by my arm and led me away to the Nantucket Police station. I could not believe it. I was 
in shock. I had never, ever been in trouble with any law enforcement in the state of Massachusetts, a 
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state where I lived and worked for over a decade. The officers brought me to a little building that must 
have housed a hundred police officers, for the presence of a military state permeated the space. Asking 
what I was doing on Nantucket, and my responding that I was on vacation, had summered here and 
wintered here, that I was minding my own business, that I was looking at the boats . . . fell on deaf 
ears, as I made the mistake of telling them the TRUTH. I sat in that jail cell for 4 or 5 hours, wasting 
the beautiful day that was outside the windowless cell, awaiting some bail bounds man to arrive from 
wherever a bail bounds man arrives from, and when she showed up, I was asked to pay 40 dollars to 
bail myself out. I was handed a summons to appear in court with the charge of “trespassing”, and sent 
on my way with the stern warning to never set foot on or near the Straight Wharf or any dock near 
it, or I would be arrested again.

This arrest was not what I needed, I thought to myself, and all of my positive “thoughts” disappeared 
and my deep sense of loss at leaving Colorado began to catch up with me. I thought that I might be 
able to talk with someone about how I was feeling, and where better than the Nantucket Cottage 
Hospital. I just assumed that everyone was as open and naïve as I was, so I opened myself up to a 
doctor who listened to me explain my circumstance and why I came to Nantucket to begin with, and 
complete with my honesty and the combination of the backpack, the doctor gave me no real help 
other than, “good luck” or something to that effect. I walked out of the hospital and opened up a beer 
and the moment that I turned to walk back towards town, the same black uniforms of the Nantucket 
Police Department reared their negative presence once again. I was arrested again, within 24 hours 
of the last arrest, this time the charge was “disorderly conduct”, disorderly conduct, really? I was in 
the same jail cell for another, seemingly endless 4 to 5 hours, when the same person asked for more 
money, taking me down to my last 50 dollars.

Looking out from the dirty cell, the rusty bars of the jail, I felt my heart break a little more, if that 
was possible. To add salt to my wound, the police stated that they did not have my backpack, with 
everything I owned of importance in it, and they had not seen it. Clearly they were playing some 
game with me, as I had my backpack with me at the hospital. I had a sinking feeling of doom, and 
after an exhausting exchange with the front desk at the station and knowing that they were holding 
onto the backpack, one of the “tough guy” policeman reiterated that if I go near the Straight Wharf, I 
would be arrested. So, they were just holding onto the backpack for the simple fact that they planned 
to re-arrest me at some juncture and were playing on my fears in a sadistic manner that I had never 
experienced before.

So, I looked at the officer squarely in the face and asked him how I was supposed to stay away 
from the Straight Wharf and board the Grey Lady at the same time, how was I supposed to leave 
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the island if you won’t let me on the dock that transfers people to the boat that takes them home? It 
defied logic. Logic and the Nantucket Police Department are not synonymous. The time was around 
4 in the afternoon and as I was shaking with fear, I walked up to the package store and bought a pint 
of whiskey, which I drank about half of, and parked myself at the Atlantic Café, a friendly restaurant 
on India Street, a small cobblestone side street in the downtown area, just cattycorner to the police 
station. Sipping on a beer and talking to one of the locals, I needed to figure this situation out. This 
was uncharted water, and the fear of not having my backpack and leaving the island, or not leaving it, 
was the only thing I could think of. I knew that I had to face my situation eventually, so I summoned 
all of my courage and headed out the door the Atlantic Café into the unknown. I was met with a 
familiar black uniform, the nametag reading “Chretian”, whose owner was a large, white, angry fellow 
who had nothing but hate in his eyes. I stood directly across the street from the little bistro and I could 
see the people inside sitting at a table and I wished that I had never left. I stood as still as I could, as 
I was shaking with fear. My hands were in my pockets, as the fear that now possessed me deepened, 
demanding I not take them out for if I did something was about to happen. The demanding, bullying 
tone of the officer put me in the greatest fear I have ever felt in my life, and as his intensely hostile 
presence became amplified, I reluctantly took my hands out my pockets. He immediately put a hand 
on me, grabbed my arm, placed the handcuffs on tighter than the initial arresting officer did, spun me 
around and as I a felt the back of my legs being taken out from under me from his outstretched foot, 
effectively tripping me forward, I felt his hand on my head as he directed his full force onto me and 
directed my head with his hand into the sidewalk face first. Everything went black.

The next thing I can recall was waking up in the Nantucket Cottage Hospital with a pain in my 
head that I cannot describe in words. I could not see out of my left eye as it was swollen shut, black 
as the night, and what I could make out with my, slightly less swollen right eye, was the image of an 
officer sitting in a chair. My left wrist was handcuffed to the hospital bed, so using my right hand 
I reached up to touch the left side of my face. It was swollen with sutures running along the length 
of my eyebrow. The pounding in my head was tremendous, as I asked the man sitting in the room 
where I was, why I was handcuffed to a bed, and what had happened. He was silent. Apparently I had 
been there for at least twenty-four hours, as I later learned they had already hauled me into court and 
determined my fate. I had no idea what was to happen next.

Most of the next 24 hours were a blur, however, I do recall being led by handcuffs onto a 402 
Cessna that transported me off the island, arriving at Hyannis airport where a van was waiting for 
me. The van, a van with bars on it, with me sitting on a wooden seat in the back, drove with great 
haste, north, to a facility that I would later find out was called “Bridgewater”, a state prison where 
the state of Massachusetts, via a judge on Nantucket, had sentenced me to 30 days in real honest to 
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God state prison. Not being able to see out of my left eye, with my sight partially obscured in my 
right, I panicked. I was thrown in an isolation tank where I was pumped with drugs, Librium and 
Haldol, and from that point on, the intense fog of fear, or as the professionals would later call it, Post 
Traumatic Stress Disorder, severe delayed onset, set in.

Looking out onto the razor wire of the that lined the prison, I am lost. I have lost everything. 
“My only hope is that I get out of here alive,” I thought to myself. The tough guys from “Southie”, or 
South Boston, do not want to hear my sad tale, as I almost got into a fight with one just a few minutes 
ago. I tried to call my ex-girlfriend from the pay phone and she hung up on me. I am beyond despair, 
as I attempt to put the pieces of my shattered life back together in this place built on that emotion, 
the emotion beyond despair . . .

Fog—a meteorological definition.

Fog is essentially cloud that forms near the ground like cloud, forms a result of condensation. As it 
condenses, water vapor in contact with ground adheres to atmospheric particles such as dust specks. 
While most fog consists of water droplets, ice fog forms a collection ice crystals in polar-regions where 
temperatures may fall below –22 degrees F, (-30 C).

Fog droplets also form under circumstances where radiation is present. Upslope fog, advection fog 
and steam fog are all forms of the same essential phenomenon.

Fog—an Oxford University definition

Fog/n. 1. A thick cloud of water droplets or smoke in or near the earth’s surface restricting or obscuring 
visibility.

Fog—a Nantucket Police Department Definition (actual report, misspellings and all)

Official Nantucket Police Department Incident Report 08/02/03 21:31

#03-012218 page 1
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Call# 03-012218
Location: Atlantic Café, 15 S Water St Reported: 08/02/03 17:28

CFS/Disp: Drunkenness (2300)
Arrest—Adult (400)

Taken By: Mack, Daniel—194
Dispcher: Mack Daniel—194 Report filed: yes
Received By: Telephone

Unit 3 Chretien, Jared M-386
_____________________________________________________________________________________________

Times: Received> 17:28:53 Amount of time stacked>00:01:04
Dispatch> 17:29:57 Citizen Response>00:01:08
Arrival> 17:30:01 1st Unit Response> 00:00:04
Finished> 17:49:26 Unit Call> 00:19:29
_____________________________________________________________________________

Units: AMB NANTUCKET FIRE DEPARTMENT-RESCU
3 CHRETIEN, JARED M-386
4 DUGUID, JOHN—390
FP7 WATSON, JEFFREY A-479
_____________________________________________________________________________

Comments:
17:28:53 SEVERAL REPORTS OF A DRUNK IN STREET. UNITS ARRIVED ON SCENE 
AND THEN REQUESTED AMBULANCE FOR BLEEDING NOSE.
17:28:53 **CALL RECEIVED FROM: SEVERAL
_____________________________________________________________________________

SHORT—SUM: MICHAEL MOSIER WAS INTOXICATED IN POLICE STATION AND WAS 
REMOVED HE WAS ALSO IN ANTHENIUEM AND WAS REMOVED. HE WAS WALKING 
IN TRAFFIC ON S WATER ST WHERE WE AT THE PD RECEIVED COMPLAINTS. HE 
WAS STOPPED BY OFC WATSON IN FRONT OF THE AC WHERE HE WAS FORMING A 
CROUD. WHILE TRYING TO TALK TO MOSIER HE BECAME UPSET AT HE WAS GOING 
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TO PLACED INTO PC BECAUSE OF HIS CONDITION. HE DID NOT OBEY COMMANDS 
OF OFFICERS AND BECAME LOUD AND TELLED AT OFFICERS. HE WAS FORMING 
A CROUD. HE RESISTED ARREST AND WAS GUID SUPPORTED AND DIRECTED TO 
THE GROUND WHEN HE TRIPPED AND LANDED ON HIS FACE. HE WAS HURT AND 
NFD WAS NOTIFIED. HE WAS TRANSPORTED TO NCH.
INITIAL REPORT: As of 08/02/03 at 18:23 by CHRETIEN, JARED M-386

On 08/02/03 at approximatly 5:00pm I (Officer Chretien) was in the Police Station when a white 
male later identified as Michael, Chet D DOB 03/25/65 came in the front door. The individual was 
highly intoxicated and was looking for a bag. He had been in the station the past three days for several 
reasons. He refused to leave the station after telling him we did not have his bag. He demanded us to 
tell him where his bag is. He was told to leave several times. He was highly intoxicated to the point 
where you could not understand what he was saying. The individual left after being told he was going 
to be arrested.

Michael exited the police station and went out the door. He then sat on the corner of the street. The 
station received several calls on the individual being drunk. As I exited the station to find him he was 
gone. Sgt Smith later told me that he had to remove him from the Library moments later.

The station had relieved several more call on a man that was walking down the middle of the road. He 
was in and out of traffic. The individual was trying to get into cars as they passed by.

The Nantucket police Department has had several problems with Mosier since 7/29/03 he has been 
hanging out in the boat basin and also trespassed from there. He was arrested and put into protective 
custody all in the past three days. He has been in and out of the Police department and sleeping in 
several areas in town. He has been moved along several times and is always highly intoxicated. He is 
a danger to himself as well as others.

Michael was located by Officer Watson on S. Water St in front of the Atlantic Café. Michael was 
seen in the middle of the roadway trying to get into cars. When asked to stop by Officer Watson he 
continued down the road. Officer Watson had to actually stand in front of him to stop him.

At this time I arrived to assist Officer Watson. Michael was very aggravated and asking why he was 
being stopped. He kept saying he did not do anything. He was swaying in the road due to the level of 
alcohol he had been consuming. He was asked to stop as he tried to continue down the street. I asked 
Michael to take his hands out of his pocket which he refused to do.
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At this time a crowd began to gather across the street. Also vehicles began to stop in the roadway to 
see what was going on. I had several individuals walk by at this time saying “That Guy Needs To Be 
Arrested” . At this time I told Michael to calm down and to stop causing a scene. He stated “I didn’t 
do anything and I im not going to Fucking jail.” He tried again to leave. I asked him to take his hands 
out of his pockets again and at this point he told me “NO”. At this time there were several people 
aroud and he was getting very loud. I advised Michael that he needed to take his hands out of his 
pocket and calm down. He began to cause a scened and waive his arms in the air. He was loud and 
belligerent. At this time I told him that he was being placed under arrest for disorderly person. He 
would not turn around for me or take his hands out of his pockets. I then grabbed Michael’s hand and 
pulle it out of his pockets when he pulled away from me. He told me not to touch him. At this point 
I tried to turn Mosier around and put a handcuff on him when he became combative and resisted 
me. I was able to get a hancuffon his left arm before he tried to run off from me. He tried to pull me 
down S. Water st.

At this time I advised Michael several time to stop resisting me. He then turned his body to the side 
when I grabbed his left arm and administered an Arm Bar take down before we were dragged into 
the roadway. At this point I tried to do a ¼ (Quarter) turn and Michael lost his footing. This was 
due to the fact that he had been intoxicated. I tried to guide support and direct him to the ground 
before we landed in the traffic in the roadway. He lost his footing and landed sideways face first on 
the sidewalk. At this point Michael lost consciousness and started to bleed from the nose. Mosier was 
seated upright while in handcuffs and rescue was notified.

Myself Officer Watson and a bike patrol unit as well as Officer Duguid held Michael up and treated 
his wounds until rescue arrived. He suffered cuts on his eyebrow and nose. He was transported to 
Nantucket cottage Hospitol where he was treated for his injuries and is being held until further 
notice. Michael is being charged with Disorderly conduct and resisting arrest. He is at the hospital in 
custody with a detail officer Watching him.
_____________________________________________________________________________

Supplemental: As of 08/02/03 at 19:00 by WATSON, JEFFREY A-479

On 08/02/03 AT APRROXIMATLY 5:15 I (Officer Watson) was walking towards Broad St. on S 
Water St. when a white male later identified a Michael, Chet DOB 03/25/65 was walking toward 
Main St. in the middle of S Water St. I witnessed Mosier asking for a ride from a passing motorists 
in the middle of the road. The passing motorists refused to give Mosier a ride home. The passing 
mototists then instructed me that Mosier needed help.
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I then asked Mosier if he would like a taxi cab to take him home. He replied to me that he wasn’t 
going to be arrested. As he approached me he was swaying and seemed to be highly intoxicated with 
vomit all over the front of his shirt. I told Mosier to stop, but he countined to walk away from me 
down S Water St. towards Main St. I then stood in front of Michael, and again instructed him to 
stop. Michael stopped and I told him to stand by as OFC Chretien responded to my location. In the 
meantime a crowd began to form around the sidewalks and passing motorists were stopping in the 
middle of S Water St.

OFC Chretian approached Michael. Several individuals walk by and tod us “That Guy Needs To 
Be Arrested”. OFC Chretien obstructed Michael to turn around and place his hands behind his 
bck. OFC Chretien told Michael to calm down and stop causing a scene. OFC Chretian again 
obstructed Mosier to take his hands out of his pocket and turn around. Michael then stated “I didn’t 
do anything and I I’m not going to Fucking jail”. Michael tried to leave again. OFC Chretien again 
asked Michael to take his hands out of his pocket. Michael then stated “NO”. OFC Chretien again 
advised Michael to take his hands out of his pocket and calm down. Michael then started to become 
loud and belligerent. At this time OFC Chretien told Michael that he was being placed under arrest 
for disorderly person. OFC Chretien again asked Michael to take his hands out of his pocket and turn 
around. Again Micheal displayed no action of follow OFC Chretien’s orders.

OFC Chretien grabbed Michael hand and pulled it out of his pockets Michael at this time tried 
to pull away from OFC Chretian. Michael told OFC Chretian not to touch him when he became 
combative and resisted OFC Chretien. OFC Chretien was able to get a handcuff on his left arm 
before he tried to run off from OFC. Chretien. Mosier tried to pull OFC. Chretien down S. Water 
St. towards Main St.

OFC Chretien advised Michael several times to stop resisting OFC Chretien. OFC Chretien turned 
his body to the side when OFC Chretien grabbed his left arm and administered and Arm Bar take 
down before Mosier dragged OFC Cretien into the roadway. At this point OFC Chretien tried to 
do a ¼ (quarter) turn and Mosier lost his footing. This was due to the fact that Michael had been 
intoxicated. OFC Chrietien tried to guide support and direct him to the ground before they landed 
in traffic in the roadway. Michael lost coniousness and started to bleed from the nose and above the 
eye. Michael was seated upright while in handcuffs and rescue was notified.

OFC Duguid then arrived on scene to assist. OFC Chretien, OFC Dguid, and myself gave Michael 
first aid until rescue arrived. Michael sufferd cuts on his eyebrow and nose from his sunglasses. He 
was transported to Nantucket Cottage Hospital where he was treated for his injuries and is being held 
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until further notice. Michael is being charged with Disorderly Conduct and resisting arrest. He is at 
Nantucket Cottage Hospitol in custody with a detail officer watching him.
_____________________________________________________________________________

Nantucket Police Department Incident Report 08/02/03 21:31

Names>

Arrested for SEX OFF-INDECENT EXPOSURE/MANSLAUGHTER—MV ACC ONLY

Michael, Chet (A-000028236)
2029 LARIMER STREET
DENVER, CO 80209

RES: OUT OF STATE
HGT: 602
WGT:190
EYES: BLUE
HAIR: BROWN

COMPLAINANT/RP
SEVERAL

All of the above information is on official Nantucket Police Department letterhead, and was requested 
by me here at my home in Osterville. The spelling was not changed, so that you, the reader could 
enjoy the full benefit of the lies that are punishable by law under the pains and penalties of perjury.

Reporting officer Signatures Jared Chretien and Jeffrey Watson on 8/2/03—SIGNED UNDER THE 
PAINS AND PENALTIES OF PERJURY.
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AFFIDAVIT OF KELLY FOURNIER (submitted 2011)

My name is Kelly Fournier. On or about Saturday, August 2nd, 2003, I was sitting and eating with my 
friend Jennifer Pask at at about 5:30 p.m. at the Atlantic Café on Nantucket. There was a disturbance 
outside of the window across the street and we looked out.

I saw a young male who was confronted by a Nantucket Police Officer. The officer walked up to the 
man and they were talking. The officer walked up to the man and they were talking. The officer then 
handcuffed the man behind his back. He had the man somewhat at his side and had a hand on him. 
The officer then put his foot out and tripped him. The next thing he did was push him down on his 
face causing serious bleeding. I remember yelling “Oh my God”, because I could not believe what I 
was watching.

At some point a second police officer became involved and the man was taken away.

I was so upset that I contacted a reporter at the local newspaper and told him what I had seen. I also 
wrote a letter to the editor.

Signed under the pains and penalties of perjury this ____ day of ________, 2007.

Date______ Signed Kelly Fournier

_____________________________________________________________________________
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AFFIDAVIT OF JENNIFER PASK (submitted 2011)

My name is Jennifer Pask and I have lived on Nantucket for about twenty (20) years. I worked as a 
nurse’s aid for most of those years. Presently, I am a taxi cab driver.

On or about Saturday, August 2nd, 2003, I was having something to eat at the Atlantic Café with my 
friend Kelly Fournier. It was about 5:30 p.m. We were sitting close to a window that looked out across 
the street. At about the same time, Jennifer and I noticed a disturbance in the street and looked out 
to see what was happening.

I saw a young man leaning against a fence, making no hand motions. Then I saw a police officer 
pull him forward toward himself and trip him with his foot by putting his leg behind him and then 
flopping him to the ground. I then saw the person blood gushing all over the ground.

Once the officer had him on the ground, he then appeared startled when he saw the blood and sat 
him up. The man was bleeding badly. He was wearing handcuffs behind him at the time. I do not 
know when they were placed on the person being arrested. I later learned that his name was Chet 
Michael.

Signed under the pains and penalties of perjury this___ day of ___, 2007.

Date_______ Jennifer Pask ____

_____________________________________________________________________________

Thursday, August 7, 2003 “The Inquirer and Mirror, Nantucket, MA”

“Witness alleges excessive force in downtown arrest.” Police say man was intoxicated 
and fell while pulling away from officer.

By, Charles Fiegl I&M Staff Writer

A woman having dinner across the street from the Nantucket Athenaeum claims to have witnessed a 
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police officer using excessive force Saturday afternoon when arresting a Colorado man by throwing 
him to the ground and slamming his face into the sidewalk.

Police officials deny the woman’s account, claiming Chet Michael, 38, of Denver, was intoxicated and 
fell while pulling away from the arresting officer.

“I don’t know what his problem was, but he didn’t warrant that kind of abuse.” Kelly Fournier said. “I 
did not see any resistance whatsoever. He could have died, his forehead was gushing with blood.”

Michael was allegedly in the middle of India Street trying to climb into cars and was swaying in the 
road due to his intoxication, Deputy Chief Jack McGrady said.

Michael refused to get out of the street and was yelling obscenities when approached by police, he 
added.

Officer Jared Chretien arrested Michael in front of the Athenaeum around 5:30 p.m. Fournier said 
she was eating dinner in the Atlantic Café and had a clear view of the arrest from the restaurant’s 
front window. She said Chretien was talking to the man, patted him down, grabbed his shoulder, 
tripped him and “slam-dunked” his head against the side walk, leaving a pool of blood spewing from 
Michael’s head.

“She’s wrong,” McGrady said yesterday.

Michael was arrested and charged with disorderly conduct and resisting arrest on Saturday. He was 
also arrested on July 31 and Aug. 1 charges of trespassing. McGrady said Michael was intoxicated and 
fell when he struggled to get away from Chretien.

Police Chief Randy Norris said Michael was pulling away from the officer when both men went 
down.

After the incident, Fournier, who is staying on the island for the summer but lives in Kentucky, filed 
a police report with the Nantucket Police Department and State Police giving her account of the 
incident. Norris and McGrady said no action has been taken against Chretien. Assistant District 
Attorney Peter Lloyd said the DA’s office is not investigating the matter.
An ambulance took Michael to Nantucket Cottage Hospital for treatment of head injuries. He appeared 
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in court on Monday for arraignment in handcuffs, wearing a hospital gown and blue hospital pants. 
His face was swollen and bruised.

Judge Joseph I. Macy ordered Michael to be examined by a Barnstable mental health examiner before 
standing trial. Michael asked Macy when he could be released. Macy said a doctor needed to examine 
him first and then a release could be determined later. He was ordered to return to court for a status 
hearing Sept. 2.

(Actual letter from Michael Mosier’s psychiatrist to Michael Mosier’s lawyer on Cape)

Marc A. Whaley, M.D.
60-I Munson Meeting Way Chatham, Massachusetts, 02655

Attorney Richard Rougeau
Rougeau, Butler & Largay
407 North Streets
Hyannis, MA 02601

RE: Chet Michael
DOB 03/25/65

Dear Attorney Rougeau:

I am writing to inform you of my psychiatric evaluation and treatment of you client, Chet Michael. I 
saw him for an initial interview on 3/26/07 and have had 2 follow up visits with him to date on 5/207 
and 6/6/07. This man suffers from a rather severe form of Post Traumatic Stress Disorder, Delayed 
Onset, as a direct result of his violent arrest in Nantucket in early August 2003. Because of his existing 
problem with alcoholism, which continued for the next 2 years after the event, and his intoxication at 
the time of the incident, it was not until he had achieved about one year of sobriety that he was able to 
recognize the connection between his traumatic experience in August, 2003, and the chronic anxiety 
and mood symptomatology he was experiencing that was interfering with his adjustment. Specifically, 
in January 2007 he began writing a book about his experiences, a process that absorbed his attention 
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and provided a reliving experience for him such that he could readily appreciate the source of his 
profound fear and hyper alertness.

His syndrome of PTSD is manifested by hypervigilence and hypersensitivity to any loud noise 
and exposure to violence, as exists for instance in the daily media, such that he exhibits significant 
behavioral avoidance, in spite of his intact cognitive understanding of personal safety when observing 
it as we all do. He has recurrent dreams and nightmares of his violent experience with the Nantucket 
Police and intrusive flashbacks of his experiences, with content specific to what had occurred. His is 
subject to panic attacks and has poor concentration that interferes with his capacity to work, and so 
the disorder has reached disabling proportions. He is now participating in outpatient psychotherapy 
and is having several trials of appropriate psychoactive medications that will hopefully ameliorate the 
severity of his symptoms.

Please feel free to contact me for any further information or clarifications.

Sincerely,

Marc A. Whaley, MD
Board Certified Psychiatrist

Nantucket is an Indian name meaning “the faraway island.” However, it’s genesis into American 
history began with whaling and for more than a century it reigned alone at the top of the food chain 
for the United States as it relates to that barbaric occupation; an industry that has evaporated like the 
rolling fog banks that surround this tiny island from time to time.

In 1830, a mere 177 years ago, it was the home port of 86 ships and barks, 2 schooners and 2 
brigs, with total capacity of 36,000 tons –representing an impressive economy even if it was not savvy 
to what that legacy would represent. Yet the posterity of what happened then and how it affects now, 
is the essence of improving man’s awareness of his actions past and present.

The island lies nautically 27 miles south/southeast from Cape Cod and geographically is located 
at, latitude 41degrees, 15”, 22’, north; longitude 70 degrees, 7”, 56’ west. It contains nearly 30,000 
acres of land. Its principal harbor, indeed its only land-locked harbor, is at the head of a comparatively 
large bay formed by Brant and Coatue points. Great Point on the north and Smith’s Point on the west 
extend their protecting arms as additional shelter to the inner harbor. Nearly two miles from the inner 
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harbor is a sand bar extending from a small island (Muskeget) to about half way between Coatue and 
Great Points, which for many years were not passable, even at high tide, for vessels drawing over nine 
feet of water.

Nantucket has something to say.
You can hear it, if you listen . . .
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ChapTer one

Energy, Movement, Tides

E NERGY, MOVEMENT AND TIDES—all elements of my childhood and young adulthood, 
were the only navigational tools that I knew, following a map that was not mine to follow . . .

I was born to parents from Colorado and Kansas. My father was stationed in Ethiopia with the 
army and after three years in Africa, my mother returned to the United States, Denver, to have me. 
We moved after three months to San Francisco where my father worked as an insurance man, and 
my mother worked at the phone company and as a part time teacher. I remember the Cable Cars and 
Golden Gate Park where my father took me for walks. The smell of Fisherman’s Wharf and Ghiradelli 
Square are part of a memory stored, as my love for the sea began. My sister was born there and a 
couple years later we moved to St. Louis. It wasn’t hard for me to leave and soon settled into the world 
of being a kid. I was too busy to think of anything else except making friends and getting my first Big 
Wheel and Schwinn bike. My little sister, my mom and my dad were all happy in that little suburb 
outside of the “gate-way to the west,” St. Louis, Missouri, the “show me” state. While we were there, 
I recall the St. Louis Arch, 60 stories high, and we as a family took the ride in an elevator to the top. 
A panoramic view that could lead one anywhere, if one was inclined to follow a path of adventure.

We moved two years later to Simsbury, Connecticut, where my father took a better job with the 
Hartford Insurance Company, where he built a house that I thought would be our home for at least 
a little longer than before. My youth was most vivid here in this forested neighborhood with three 
hundred acres of playground in my backyard, land belonging to the Ethel Walker School for girls. 
Turtles were big and bullfrogs plenty with forts and outdoor imagination being the bedrock of my 
single digits. There is something to be said for children who have the opportunity to play, really play 
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in the great outdoors, without worry or care. It opens up a whole new world to them, as it did me, 
and I take that with me to this day.

One day, when I had completed the second grade and had just turned 8 years old, I was climbing 
out on a branch of one of our ‘fort’ creations in an apple tree and fell on an old New England rock 
border fence. I broke my femur. It took traction, a body cast and a wheel chair to recover from that 
one. I held my resolve, however, and was able to bounce back, with an exterior lift on my left shoe so 
as to prevent scoliosis of the spine—however, the right leg had grown an inch and a half longer than 
the left due to the mending of the bone. It was a hot and humid summer with that body cast, but 
with some home tutoring, I was up and about in no time.

My brother was born in 1974 and this family of mine seemed happy. Already having geographically 
moved 4500 miles by the time I was to enter sixth grade, my father was laid off and he was forced 
to take another job—this time in New Jersey. We spent the summer on the Jersey shore, where I 
was once again, introduced to the ocean. The right ocean, the Atlantic, and the house we rented 
was in a little town called Monmouth Beach. I wasted no time. My mom needed a lot of help, and 
even though I was only 11, complete with the obvious exterior lift on my left Stride Rite shoe, I was 
considered the “go to guy”, where I completed my daily chores by cleaning our house everyday and, in 
my spare time, for some reason, perhaps because of the kind priest who lived next door, began reading 
every book on the Saints I could get my hands on—from Saint Francis of Assisi, to Saint Paul. I was 
not trying to be a saint, I just had a lot of time on my hands and that summer was a great memory, as 
I explored the ocean’s edge, the boardwalk, and had all the freedom in world to ride around in town 
on my little yellow bike.

I was not sure what their plans were but I was not going to waste the summer worrying about it. 
My dad came home from work one day and informed us that we closed on a house in Morristown, 
New Jersey. Not knowing why and confused about leaving close friends once again, we settled in 
Morristown and began school. Six months later, my dad dropped on us that we were headed back 
to California, this time north of the city of San Francisco, to a little town in Sonoma County, called 
Petaluma. Whether it had anything to do with him being mugged in the tough town of Newark, at 
knife point, where he worked for the Prudential as a pension manager, I still have no idea. I remember 
being in the school bus one morning when I broke the news to my friends that we were moving to 
California where my father was taking a job with Del Monte fruit company, as a human resources 
manager of some kind—the response was a unified, “Why, you just got here?” This was the beginning 
of the trend, and in its birth, I developed a thick skin, in regard to moving and the effect it has on 
everyone around you. Perhaps that skin was not as tough as I thought.



Michael Mosier

31

I finished out the sixth grade, being the new kid on the block once again, but was becoming 
better at fitting in, I guess. I remember my mother as a strong woman who kept me practicing the 
viola, which I began playing in second grade, and staying up on my lessons in school—to which I 
am still grateful. We stood as a family and I entered the seventh grade with a new host of friends 
as I slowly let go of my buddies back east. We were in a drought, the whole state of California, and 
I remember when it started raining again—it was a blessing. Somewhere along the line, my father 
must have made a decision to take the family on a trip again that summer back east—Vermont. My 
parents had some close friends back in New Jersey, who lived across the street from our home in 
Morristown, as they had bought an old hotel called “Mountain View” on Mountain Road in Stowe, 
Vermont. A small hamlet nestled in the Green Mountains, west of Burlington, the largest town in 
Vermont, 50,000 souls. We arrived in Stowe and the plan was to buy ten acres in this village that 
hosts Mount Mansfield and the ski resort. This was a place I could call home, I remember saying to 
myself, so I played along—California wasn’t me anyway. Odd thought for a 13 year old to have, yet 
credible, considering I had more knowledge of the country than most of my peers. It came down to 
deciding what part of the country I would choose to call home, answering the endless and redundant 
question—WHERE ARE YOU FROM?

We drove the little 240 DL Volvo back to California, my sister, Dad and I, arriving in time for 
the beginning of seventh grade, not sure what the prospects were for the future. My mother was 
instrumental in getting me healthy again, as she and doctors conferred about the difference in length 
of my right and left legs, due to the 25’ fall I endured when I broke my femur in half, back in Simsbury, 
Connecticut. I love my mom for her great determination for saving my sister’s and brother’s lives, 
as they had life threatening kidney problems when we lived in Connecticut and her intelligence and 
insistence on them being wrong, when it came to the dealing with the world of medical doctors and 
some of their rather large self important egos, was astounding. The good doctors at the Children’s 
Hospital in Oakland, California, determined that I had an inch and a half to grow in my right leg, 
and thus would have to stop the growth in that knee, where the largest growth plate in your body 
resides. I had surgery that fall on my knee, stopping the growth in my right leg, so that my left leg 
could catch up, a success. I now had the same upcoming differential, a lift and another deep sadness 
in my heart, as we, as a family, headed for the unknown.

I could not ride my bike with the plaster-walking cast on my right leg, as they opened up the knee 
in surgery, pounding a piece of metal into the growth plate, and thus stopping the growth. It was a 
tremendously painful recovery. I was once again disabled, as I thought I had put the whole fiasco of 
breaking my leg “when I was a kid”, behind me. I was able to go back to school though, and yet that 
was not easy, as there was a deep rift in my family, as my father had moved out of the beautiful house 
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on LaCresta Drive, in Petaluma. My father moved into the city of San Francisco, where he, again, 
worked for the Del Monte Foods Corporation, and we only saw him on weekends. This is where it 
seems my childhood ended. Or so I thought.

When my father still lived at our house, that he worked so hard for, complete with a kidney shaped 
swimming pool, ironically, tetherball and a nice green astroturf lining of the small, but effective 
“backyard”, tucked in the rolling hills of Sonoma County, where, unknown to me, vineyards of 
grapes, creating the mechanism called wine—spirits of fermentation, would lead to my own struggle 
with a little thing called alcohol. I had never tried any of the brands of booze that did not flood 
our house, and thus it was a moot point. I prayed every morning however, as I watched my father 
walk that lonely walk, down the hill of our neighborhood, to the bus that took him into the city. I 
was always fearful of earthquakes and I asked that God take me before my father. I loved him that 
much. He drove me through the winding hills south every Saturday, from Petaluma to Novato, down 
through San Rafael in Marin County, over the Golden Gate Bridge and into the city, where the San 
Francisco Conservatory of Music waited for me, my cast, my lift and my doubts, as I learned from 
the best how to play the viola. I learned musical theory, took classes and forgot about my worries for 
a while, as I immersed myself in the experience of the day. Great memories were usually rewarded 
with a quarter-pounder with cheese at my favorite restaurant McDonald’s, a rare treat, as my mother 
fed us all very well with foods that were ahead of their time, i.e. nutritious, as my father and I sat in 
whatever district he drove to, and ate our meal people watching after my lessons were complete at the 
conservatory. So when he left the family for San Francisco, I was in a fog about a lot of things.

I do not recall the mending between my father and mother. Perhaps it was all an illusion. The 
illusion had plans, however, and it included moving once again. “Let’s get out of this rotten state of 
California?” I have no idea. At that juncture, we had no say in anything that my parent’s decided to 
do. My brother was only a toddler, and my sister around 9 or 10 when we had to say goodbye once 
again to our childhood friends. My best friend was upset and we traded “Star Wars stuff”, as the 
Millennium Falcon was ready to take off again, to a galaxy “Far, far away”.

The plan to get to Stowe was still on and I was excited—first, though, we had to go to San Luis 
Obispo, California—only 500 miles to the south of the bay area. We packed up once again from a 
place I called home, although it seemed like a foreign concept and as I entered the next school, still 
complete with the lift, the walking cast, the viola and a rather large chip on my shoulder, I recall the 
interpretation of prayer. Being a devout Catholic my faith did not waver.
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The reason for being in San Luis Obispo, a nice coastal town in central California, was to afford 
my father the opportunity to learn how to shoe horses—to become a Farrier. California Polytechnic 
University was the school he attended. It was a new home to my sister, brother and my mom though 
and we all managed to fit in to the coastal environment. OP polo shirts were popular and my mother 
made them for me so as to help the transition with the new styles—we didn’t have a lot of money. 
We lived in a two-room hotel room with my brother and sister and I all sleeping in the same bed, my 
mother and father in the other room. A big switch from our house in northern cal, and I recall my 
cousins and aunt and uncle coming from their home in Long Beach, California to visit. Before their 
visit, I made sure that my “Vermont—the way America once was” was neatly pressed and clean of any 
orange juice stains.

We went from being relatively well off to living in a two room shed, where my mother would 
make hers, my sisters, my brothers and my clothes with her Élan sewing machine. I must have been a 
pain to my mother, as I complained about the new “Ocean Pacific” clothing line out and that I looked 
like a hillbilly from the north of this cool central Californian town.

As the fact of the full cast on my right leg inhibited me again from playing sports and being a 13 
year old in this state I could not wait to get out of, I lost some of my childhood there. Bits of memory 
fly in and out of my subconscious now but for the most part it was a game of waiting and wondering 
what would happen next. The growing pressure of those tectonic plates thousands of feet below us, 
ever ready to move, was a reality and so it was with my family. The dream still alive, to get to Vermont 
and build that square cut log cabin somewhere near a Nordic skiing/alpine skiing resort—STOWE! I 
followed the Volvo International Tennis Tournament, held every summer and I remember biking up 
Mountain Road to “Top-Notch”, a 5 star year round resort on Mountain Road, where I met Jimmy 
Connors, who won that year, and even though I was on a cliff in San Luis Obispo, I still had the 
inspiration inside of me to keep positive. I think what helped me then as it helps me today, in so many 
ways, was my faith in God and to put my trust in him. I was still playing the viola, and bouncing a 
basketball with the full cast on in this little “cabin-like” community. I made friends and for the most 
part, studied. I was not interested in alcohol or smoking and I tried to fashion this long lean body of 
mine into a linebacker of some sort. When my mother would tell me that we are born with the body 
we get, I ignored those words, as I had seen the advertisements of the skinny kid getting sand kicked 
in his face, while the guy with the big muscles gets the girl. So I kept at it, cast and all and kept that 
positive outlook on the ever-present portion of my frontal lobe. As I played tetherball with one of my 
friends on the compound of our San Luis Obispo address, I anticipated seeing my Aunt and Uncle, 
Chris, Amy and my favorite cousin, Pam. I was a self-conscious kid, full of fear and really unskilled at 
anything other than packing and cleaning as the “go to guy” established at age 9.
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A few weeks prior, I had just had my cast removed, my right leg was thin as bone and sporting my 
shorts and homemade OP polo shirts, with white skin and very little muscle definition, I looked like a 
refugee compared to my first cousin counterpart, who was a year younger, tan, well rested and looked 
like what I thought a junior high scholar should look like. We visited my aunt and uncle’s house later 
that month where they still live to this day, and my grandmother, who also still lives in southern cal. I 
recall the visit because while we were there I had my first encounter with beer. Chris and I had a few 
beers at his mom’s house and he, being my younger cousin, wanted to show me how cool his friends 
were—hence a party where I might have consumed three or four beers. The plan for the weekend was 
to skip Disneyland, as we had been there before, together as kids, and hit the beach. The plan did 
not work out though as I was sleeping in the bottom part of the trundle bed and he threw up out the 
window in the middle of the night, or should I say projectile vomited out of the window, with the 
screen still holding back the incredible force of liquid, sprinkled with chucks of food stuffs from the 
dinner we all ate the night before. Marilyn, Chris’s mom and my aunt, was rather upset and that idea 
of going to the beach was off—after all, my cousin was to set a good example to his cousin from the 
Bay Area, as he may not know the customs of the Long Beach community.

I remember Chris’s room and all of his stuff, neatly put in his bureau and his closet. I also remember 
going back to San Luis Obispo and missing all of my things in storage. I could feel the lack. Not 
so much a lack of food and shelter, but a lack of belonging anywhere. I was strong enough to go on 
‘space mountain’ though, one of the rides at Disneyland, even though my leg was too stiff to bend 
properly, so I was half standing for the entire rollercoaster ride, and if I could get through that one, 
I mused, I could get through anything. I was not “hung-over” as Chris called his headache, alcohol 
held no real interest for me.

I had no idea that the beers I drank innocently enough way back in 1979 would be the beginning 
of a progressive and fatal illness that would almost kill me. I had lit the fuse of what many in the 
real world of science and fact call the first stage of alcoholism. Well disguised and almost impossible 
to detect, I was born with a faulty liver, one that had a heck of a time eliminating alcohol from my 
body.

When I drank those 3 or 4 beers that summer night in Long Beach, California, I was like any 
other teenager. I felt euphoric, happy, talkative, and energetic. I had no idea that alcohol was a simple 
molecule, Etoh, and that once it was in my bloodstream, because of it’s simple molecular structure, it 
would pass through the cell membranes and mix with the water content of my body giving it access to 
my brain, liver, heart, pancreas, lungs, kidneys, and every other organ and tissue system. The simple 
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structure of the alcohol molecule, much like water or oxygen, allows it to penetrate the “blood/brain 
barrier” and affect my mood and my motor skills via my spinal cord.

This was all well and good, as I was a healthy and adventurous kid, besides, how was I to know that 
there was a process to rid my body of this poison—heck, I was having the time of my life! I had no 
idea that an enzyme called alcohol dehydrogenate or (ADH) attacks the alcohol molecule, removing 
the two hydrogen atoms to create a new substance called acetaldehyde. This new substance is very 
toxic producing nausea, rapid heartbeat, dizziness, headache, and mental confusion if present in large 
quantities.

My liver, therefore, began the elimination process. Hiring another enzyme, aldehyde dydrogenase, 
to transform acetaldehyde into acetate the liver then converts that acetate into carbon dioxide and 
water and eventually eliminates it from the body. In these two steps in alcohol oxidation, a great deal 
of energy is released. What I would find out later is that with ordinary rates of alcohol metabolism, 
almost the entire energy needs of the liver can be satisfied. This new acetate is passed into the blood 
stream and oxidized to the carbon dioxide and water in other organs. Substituting alcohol for other 
foods may satisfy the energy produced in all of these chemical reactions. As I was about to find out, 
alcohol is actually considered a food, with an extremely high caloric count, even though that food 
was actually poison.

A poison that takes on many shades of gray, much like the alluring lights of Vegas or New York, 
as it is packaged in sexy seductive brainwashing forms, that trick you into believing that the simple 
harmless drink, all dressed up in shiny bottles, cans and taps is all the same molecule. A deadly 
poison that if left untreated will kill you; knowledge of this is often not available to the unsuspecting 
victim.

My father finished his horseshoe training at Cal Poly and we began to pack our day-to-day 
belongings for our long trip back east. People often refer to people “back east”, I lived the phrase, and 
as we headed for our first stop, Colorado Springs, Colorado,where my grandparent’s on my mom’s 
side lived (and where my mother grew up), under the shadow of Pikes Peak (a breathtaking mountain 
of 14,500 feet or so, with the Air Force Academy and the ‘Garden of the Gods’ close by) we took a 
break from the trip, my father and I, as we were the one’s carrying all of our belongings in a big yellow 
Ryder truck. The Ryder truck is a very comfortable ride as it comes complete with a long bench seat, 
well named, and an am radio. No air-conditioning and very little that my father and I talked about. 
It was all a big mystery.
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It was a long trip. My father seemed distant and there were no answers as to the what’s, why’s and 
how’s of what the bleep was going on, going on inside his head that is. I rode mostly in silence as we 
met the other half of my family at my grandma’s house. I loved her very much, as well as my step 
grandfather, as we headed up to the mountains for some trout fishing. I caught my first trout when 
I was there, a 21-inch rainbow, and I once again forgot about the pain of being uprooted. My step-
grandfather, originally from Norway, taught me how to tie a fly, how to cast and play my first round 
of golf. He and my grandmother were such wonderful people as well as my Aunt Wilma, who always 
had a bowl full of candy and a good sense of humor. I miss them all and will always love them.

My mother drove the red Volvo and I switched off with that and the yellow truck, as we weaved 
our way across this great country of ours. Traveling through Kansas, by my father’s, both of my 
grandfather’s and grandmother’s birthplace, I recall the peace I felt watching the wind whipping 
the wheat around in a vast ocean of food source, it was like an endless sea of green ocean with it’s 
direction taken from above by whatever prevailing wind happened to be in command. Missouri, 
Illinois, Indiana, Ohio, Pennsylvania, New York, Connecticut, Massachusetts, and finally a Vermont 
license plate, we had arrived! My father was interviewing for a job in Burlington, Vermont when 
we purchased the land and were going to build a log cabin—I was going to graduate from Stowe 
High and all was going to be right with the world. We rented a house in Stowe and my family and I 
communed with our friends from New Jersey. The hotel that they owned was on maybe 100 acres of 
land on Mountain Road. The name fit the place, “Mountain View.”

I soon became a permanent feature in this river, field and wooded wonderland overlooking the 
majesty of Mount Mansfield. It was the dream that seemed to become true. I had a full time job, 
helping mow the large fields of grass with a big golf course like mower and take the time to bike, swim 
and eat raspberries that grew wild throughout this great land. I fell in love for the first time in Stowe, 
with a nice girl from town, going on our first date at the movie theater on Mountain Road, then by 
‘uncle’ Ed, as he became like a family member to me, taking both of us to a movie in Burlington—I 
think the movie was “Alien”, and even though I should have felt like one, I was home in my heart. 
This was where I wanted to live. All was right with the world in my soul, at least, as we even had a 
visit from our friends and neighbors from Petaluma, California, who remarked to me, a 14 year old 
now, with no more white skinny legs, “the country seems to agree with you.”

During this blissful existence in a place far better than Disneyland, I had not touched alcohol. It 
was not a thought. Although the seed of the liver malfunction had already been established, back in 
California, I had not even entered any “stage” of alcoholism or what some in Alcoholic’s Anonymous 
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refer to as, crossing that “invisible line” where you are now what you eat, as the old saying goes, and 
as alcohol is a food, I was about to find out that I would become what I drank.

The mountains of Vermont are old, and once higher than the Rockies. Weather and the harsh jet 
stream that flows from Canada have worn these once mighty peaks to rolling ghosts of what they once 
were; yet their beauty is unmatched. The summer rolled on and it seemed like one long day. Green 
does not describe the mountains of Vermont, nor do the Sugar Maples or the White Birch trees that 
cover these rolling fields of a child’s imagination and wonder. The fact that I am color blind, did not 
handicap me from seeing the magic of this place. I thought that I had found home.

Except it was not in Stowe, not yet anyway. My Dad’s job offer failed to come through and we 
were now faced with his decision to abandon that idea, move again, back to Colorado.

My dad took a job out of the insurance/human resource field, and into the computer world, the 
year was still 1979. It didn’t matter to me anymore. I wasn’t told anything anyway, just when to pack 
up and move. I entered high school at Green Mountain, and after 3 months we moved to Boulder 
where I entered a middle school, as tenth grade, not ninth, was considered high school. I was moving 
backwards it seemed. It was similar to the movie “Groundhog Day”, starring Bill Murray, in reverse. It 
was the same in every other aspect, except the roots that were so tender at this time were beginning to 
feel they would never truly find the soil to grow . . . I did find solace in my music, the viola, and that 
was when one of my music teachers said to my mother, “He is extremely talented, when he shows up.” 
I guess I was looking towards the gridiron, baseball, girls, a new car and everything that kids think of 
today—just in early 1980’s style.

We did stay long enough to allow me to enter the tenth grade, technically my third high school, 
Fairview. It was a nice house way up on Table Mesa by NCAR, National Center of Atmospheric 
Research, and I was happy once again. The Flatirons of Boulder, where the “mountains meet the 
plains” and considered today, by many, seven square miles surrounded by reality, was an awesome 
place as a kid to explore. With regard my family’s plans, I decided not to hold my breath as my 
father toyed with the idea of buying some property on an Indian burial ground in Kiowa, Colorado, 
population 250 and miles out in the plains of the eastern part of the state. Not really believing this 
was even a possibility and taking my first job at Arby’s in Boulder, so as to save up money to see my 
girlfriend in Stowe—of whom I wrote and was determined to get back to at the age of 14, which I 
did—I was, in my mind, already autonomous from my parent’s influence at the ripe age of 15. I flew 
back to Stowe and had a great time that summer, promising myself, at that ancient age of 15, I would 
see her again. My determination had already taught me how to swim again, as I had learned in New 
Jersey, and took a course in advanced life saving at the high school in Petaluma. My fall from the tree 
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had brought about a phobia of heights and thus, the deep end of the pool, when I opened my eyes, 
brought forth that fear. I had to face that fear, conquer it, so as to allow that fun of swimming once 
again into my life.

It wasn’t long after that it, the tremor of movement occurred once again. Tectonic plates shifting 
underground making geology and geography one. This time it was a second helping of northern 
California—Los Gatos. Another coastal town this time south of San Francisco, because you can’t 
really experience California until one has lived in this part of the bay area. I was getting dizzy. I was 
well though, and moved away from music and the viola, that I had been playing again, since the 
second grade, and began football with all the strength I could muster. Weighing 140 pounds soaking 
wet and happy with legs of even length and strength, it was going to be enough to see me through. 
I was young enough to let go of any discomfort I felt in all of those insignificant moves, all 18,000 
long miles. It was a blur and yet I had given up on the idea of Vermont as I entered my senior year at 
Leigh High School. High school number four. My mother was at her wits end, with everyone at this 
juncture I imagine, and I remember the call of “Michael, you’re like a crazy person walking around the 
house without your slippers! You are tracking crumbs all over the place! Who do you think vacuums? 
I do! Your father always wears his slippers; your brother always wears his slippers! Go upstairs and get 
those slippers on and get that sour puss off your face! Your father never has a sour puss on his face! 
And another thing, I have another bone to pick with you, this one is all about the sugar bowl! Stop 
using the sugar bowl without the sugar spoon, you are getting sugar all over the place, you are like a 
crazy person using the sugar bowl without the sugar spoon, we’re going to have ants, now go upstairs 
and get those slippers on!” I love my mom.

It was a great memory. I had yet another host of good friends and although I felt apart from I 
also felt a part of. My next-door neighbor was my best friend. I was on the varsity football team. I 
was learning how to surf. I was happy in school even if scholastics were not at the top of my priority 
list. I had a girlfriend and was popular in the circles I ran with. Life was good. Santa Cruz, a popular 
surf spot was only 17 miles due west on highway 17. I was 17. Long hair, OP (I finally got my own 
Ocean Pacific clothing), football helmet and a boogie board, all was once again right with the world. 
The underlying dangers of alcohol were ever present, however, in this fragile period of my life. My 
buddies, be it the four guys from the soccer team or my friends on the football team always had 
alcohol on the roster—and hence the continuation of the mutation of my cells via taking alcohol into 
my system continued—unaware that I was entering the first stage of alcoholism and that even though 
on the surface or under the surface no one could tell, I was slowly becoming an alcoholic.

Ethyl alcohol or ethanol is the by-product of yeast, excrement. Yeast has a sweet tooth and attaches 
to foods that contain sugar. A potato, or fruit, cereals or any food source that it can get its greedy 
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little hands on, it releases an enzyme, which converts the material into Carbon Dioxide and alcohol. 
This is the familiar process most know as fermentation. The yeast then continues to feed on the sugar 
until it literally dies of acute intoxication—the yeast then is the unwitting victim of alcohol. As the 
good folks who make all of these multitudes of poison and the scientists who work for them will tell 
you, the yeast expires when the alcohol concentration reaches 13 or 14 percent, natural fermentation 
stops at this juncture. Perhaps that is where nature intended it. In the beer I drank that first time in 
Long Beach, a beverage most young people experiment with first, the liquid contained barley, corn, 
rice, and other cereals, not “Wheaties”, in this fermentation process is artificially halted somewhere 
between 3 and 6 percent alcohol. Whereas the yeast begins its journey into death at 10-14 percent 
alcohol—most of the fine wines, along with “Boones Farm’s” finest, reside somewhere within this 
alcohol content. The process of distillation, discovered in Egypt sometime around 800 A.D., adds the 
fire to the already lit match. Man made and presto, you have the Arabic “alkuhl”—translating into 
“essence” and years later renamed spirits or it’s equivivelent by northern cultures speaking one of the 
many Germanic languages.

My friends and I were no different than any other teenager I have ever met. Drinking is a right 
of passage and part of “growing up”. The problem for me was that I had no idea that my body was 
changing without my knowledge. I was not consuming large quantities of alcohol, as I primarily 
drank beer, and that was after football games, dances, or parties that had to be planned as my family 
frowned on drinking as a general rule, especially my mother, who saw changes in me when I drank 
that perhaps the normal friend, teacher, or classmate would not. Non-violent changes, but ones of 
sadness and depression—a loss of interest in things that used to intrigue me—the viola being the 
main victim of the importance placed on being part of a group, where I desperately tried to fit in 
with these ‘new’ kids from California. As a newcomer to this new scene I was not a complete novice, 
as I had some practice, albeit, limited, in Colorado with the drinking scene. But, drinking was not 
the only the only thing I was interested in, far from it. I was also very interested in sports and being 
in shape, with academics second, and music and the arts a distant, becoming ever more distant, 
third. Alcohol was changing me without me becoming a bad kid, not getting in trouble with the law 
certainly, all while keeping a B average, playing sports, and trying my best to adapt to the place I now 
called home, California.

The news came one evening after football practice. My father sat us down once again and explained 
he had a great opportunity with his company to relocate to England. We were to begin packing 
immediately. I am laughing and sweating at the same time. It never occurred to me that I needed 
permission to explain this unique and absurd story of my childhood in fear I would be reprimanded 
by my parents—thank god they don’t have that power anymore.
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I was determined to stay. My buddies were all in agreement, as well as the football coach. I’m not 
sure why, I wasn’t that good of a player—although I worked hard at it.

No. Stowe, Vermont was a distant hope and I would not move from sunny California to rainy, 
foggy England. Forget it. I would make it here in northern California on my own. My parents left and 
I was faced with the prospect of losing my family who I loved dearly, or leaving another set of friends 
and another place I called home, for the unknown.

Two days later, I was on a British Air flight from Boston to Heathrow Airport—London England. 
Being conservative with my numbers, the trip to my high school graduation consisted of 25,000 air 
miles, 35,000 highway and city miles to another home, the United Kingdom, where I finally crunched 
the numbers—moving 23 times before I was out of the house at 18. We stayed in a hotel, downtown 
London, and I began writing 18 plus letters a day to my friends back “home” in Los Gatos, watched 
all four channels on British TV, including snooker, darts and sheep herding. One of my favorite 
moments was watching the classic film “On Golden Pond”, starring Katherine Hepburn and Peter 
Fonda in that hotel room with my little sister and brother—for it reminded me of my grandparents, 
grandparents like my Grandpa Chet Ball, my mother’s father, who I feel like I know better now than 
I ever did when he was alive. My father settled on the idea of Surrey, a county just south of the city of 
London, a very wealthy area, rich with country estates and plenty of room to roam. We lived in a little 
town called Oxshott, and my high school was a few miles down the road in the town of Cobham. 
American Community School of Surrey, or ACS, was a private school and its student body consisted 
of about 70 percent expatriates from the United States, like us, and 30 percent a mix of European and 
Asian foreign national expats.

As I came in the beginning of my senior year and being an old pro at fitting in to a new environment, 
I took advantage of my situation. I began to realize that even though it was my fifth high school and 
the chances of me answering the “question” would prove futile—I went with the standard answer—
I’m from California. A bland and reasonable answer, that gave instant credibility to my new friends, 
as only one other of the graduating class of 55 was anywhere near Los Gatos. I was safe. I had the Rip 
Curl and O’Neill surfing bumper stickers to prove it—even if I wasn’t in California long enough to 
really learn how to surf. I knew I had a lot to say and more to learn, but in the end—adapting was 
more important. Adapting was my way of survival, as my parent’s were no longer really there—alcohol 
had nothing to do with that fact, it was simply the way it was. My first pint of British bitter (beer) 
was enjoyed with a fellow expat at the hotel bar, who was also staying at the hotel with his family. He 
was about to enter the same high school as myself, Guy Slater, who became a fast friend. He ordered 
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the beers and they were delivered in room temperature, the norm in England, and it, I admit, tasted 
a little like horseshit. I drank it anyway.

As I was 17, with friends now from all over the world, the burden of proving myself was lifted. 
There was so much to do. This school of mine took me on places I would have never seen. It opened 
up new avenues of learning that I would have only read about. I was finally healthy and strong, playing 
all of the sports that I could fit in. The school played sports tournaments in different countries, with 
Belgium and France being the most vivid. We stayed with host families and learned about the culture 
from their unique American experience. It was interesting viewing the same culture from the eyes of 
someone who really lived the experience of France. I know it was like that for me in England. We 
had a baseball team, a basketball team, a rugby team . . . as well as a school. We had a lot of fun at 
the pubs, only on the weekends, and alcohol became prominent in all of our lives. I had a lot of good 
friends, who would meet at the pub around eight, drink three to five pints at ninety-five pence apiece, 
close the place down at eleven, and stumble home to watch Monty Python reruns on the BBC. It 
was normal for kids to drink in most of Europe. We emulated the culture. I had already had my first 
beer, as an “adult”(15) in Colorado, a Coor’s Light, so I had some experience in my youth, as I have 
already mentioned. Some of those experiences included throwing up in California, while drinking the 
Drano mixture of scotch, bourbon and whiskey in a Tupperware container, with my best friend from 
California and our other buddies on a hot summer night at the drive in movies. Going to Yosemite 
with those same friends on camping trips to Touwalamee Meadows and the “High Sierra Camps”, 
carrying bottles of Jack Daniels in our backpacks as we hiked 14 miles to the camps that surrounded 
the valley floor of Yosemite, a giant valley of granite carved out by the Last Great Ice Age 11,500 years 
ago. My favorite high sierra camp being Vogalsang, and as I forced this dead excrement of the yeast 
that had been formed into the molecule that almost killed me, I remember saying to myself, “why 
do people drink this crap?” I found out much later that for all alcoholics it is simply for the effect. 
It did not take away the memory of Yosemite, however, Lambert’s Dome, Half-Dome, El Capitan, 
Heaven’s Rest, just to name a few of the granite monoliths that were carved by the same ice that 
created Nantucket, Martha’s Vineyard and Long Island. The waterfalls of Vernal, Nevada, and Bridal 
had such power and magnificence that it took your breath away. There was a hike, known as the “Mist 
Trail”, coined that because as you hiked up these massive stair-like boulders, that you could reach out 
and touch, touch the fury of the water as gravity violently pulled it downwards towards the Pacific 
Ocean, you would be soaking wet upon reaching the top of the climb, smiling from ear to ear, for it 
IS the purest feeling I have ever had in my life.

I was now a tasteful drinker who could discern the mysteries in the bitters, ales and stouts of 
England and France, and Greece. That summer, I took a job at the local pub “The Bear”, where 
I learned all about being a bartender. The local inhabitants probably enjoyed making fun of the 
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American kid, serving them pints of lager and shandies as I attempted to explain what the “poor man” 
special of the day looked like. A sausage and a block of cheese, with some weird pickle like sauce. The 
English truly have a way with fine cuisine.

As we neared graduation, I was beginning to feel that knot in my stomach grow tighter, the 
unknown again. We enjoyed the summer though, my friends and I going to Greece after graduation 
and the many lawn parties that were thrown by our fellow students. It was a great memory and a fine 
school. I wish I had been more mature at that point to take advantage of all it, all that the American 
Community School of Surrey, or”ACS”, had to offer.

Most of my friends were leaving to go back to the states to attend college and I decided to stay in 
England. I had realized that I had graduated from high school and that my grades were pretty low. 
Not high enough to get into any decent university in the “home” state of California. It was unclear 
what my family was going to do. It was clear to me that my place was no longer with my mom 
and dad. There was a lot of anger. Perhaps the word negative discourse is a better way to describe 
it. I attended an American/English college, Harlaxton, affiliated with the University of Evansville, 
Evansville, Indiana, a campus 400 miles North of London. It was similar to ACS in that it had a 
majority of students from the U.S., although most were in their junior year of college, there attending 
a “semester at sea”, if you will. I remember the long train rides leaving London and being focused on 
one thing—academics. Being eighteen, my sadness at leaving my family had to have been dulled by 
the excitement of being on my own, with some financial help from mom and dad. I am truly grateful 
to my mom for setting up that opportunity in the midlands of England, as I came into my own, 
academically and I shined brighter than I had ever shined before. I owe a lot to my mom for getting 
me into Harlaxton, only a few miles down the cobblestones from Cambridge, for without that boot 
out of the tree, I might not have made it.

I arrived in Nottingham and made my way to the college, which was a massive grey castle sitting 
on 1155 acres of English countryside. A long straight drive led us to the front door, after passing the 
old gatehouse. I was in awe. With a B minus transcript, I would have to earn straight A’s my freshman 
year to get into any great school back home. My parents want to stay in England? Fine. I had seen 
enough. I wanted American! I missed my country! I would study!

While I was there I earned that 4.0. I traveled to Ireland, Scotland, Greece, Russia, the former 
USSR, and France. Apart from going to Kenya with my family the prior Christmas, I had expanded 
my viewpoint of the world, discovering just how big it really is. While in Kenya that Christmas we 
traveled throughout the country in a Land Rover with a guide. We saw the big five, the Elephant, the 
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Lion, the Leopard, the Cape buffalo and the Rhino. It was a safari that will always be a part of my 
outlook on this great planet of ours. During this 18-day safari, we stayed at the ARC, a beautiful ship 
like hotel in the middle of the Congo, where the animals would gather at the watering hole at night. 
The Elephants fought with the Cape buffalo, the Lions with the Hyenas. Not too different from most 
“watering holes” I have been to, where the voices are loud, aggression prevalent and tempers flaring—
all in the name of good fun. I remember my father telling me that he climbed Mt. Kilimanjaro, 
19,000 feet plus, and even with the temperature at the equator being 110 degrees F, the ice glacier 
stood it’s ground and made for quite a contrast to what lay below—the safari, filled with animals 
roaming freely in their natural environments. How naïve I was.

I thought that seeing the United States was impressive. Cultures that I had only seen in National 
Geographic were coming to life before my very young eyes. We took trips to Stratford-upon-Avon 
where William Shakespeare was born. We went to Loch Ness, as we rented a van and drove to 
Edinburgh to view the Military Tattoo, the old Scottish guard. Hundreds of bagpipes being played 
by the many clans of Scotland—all inside the Edinburgh Castle. The Old World echoing back in 
centuries’ old cries of war, it was chilling. It was no wonder that I was drawn to history, geography 
and meteorology after that experience, for the rolling fog of the Scottish moors and the barren green 
hillsides offered up a mystical experience that one can only savor by BEING there. That fog that 
rolled on those bare, deep green rocks of Scotland was only that—water in a different form. I know 
that now again . . . Water flowed through the fiords, the rivers, the lochs and lakes of Scotland, but so 
did the “Old Inverness Scotch Whiskey”—an acquired taste to be sure, and one I only enjoyed once. 
The age old question of whether or not there is a Lockness Monster was up for debate that night, 
as it was, perhaps, contained not in the loch below the farmhouse where the party of 15 drunken 
Americans were attending, but rather in the bottle itself.

Intake of alcohol during this period of my life was limited. I simply did not desire it. I enjoyed a 
few pints at the local pub on the weekends, as my dorm room would reveal—displaying quite a few 
pub towels and steins from the many trips the college took. I liked my beer. Alcohol did not get in my 
way. In fact, it was an enhancement to my life and I was not aware of any repercussions of any kind 
when it came to drinking a few pints with my classmates. It was more than normal . . . it seemed as 
though it was a requirement.

As I was unknowingly in my first stage of alcoholism, conversion of alcohol into acetaldehyde and 
acetate being an efficient process in most drinkers, thus, there were no outward signs of a problem with 
booze. In fact, even with the already abnormally large amounts of acetaldehyde in my liver from birth, 
I processed this poison with impunity. The liver converts the alcohol at the rate of approximately one-
half ounce per hour, until all the alcohol in the body is broken down and its energy released to the 
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cells. The liver can then breathe, and return to normal everyday activities. As one enters the second 
stage of this disease, a physical disease, and the cells begin to mutate, the body cries out for more. This 
was not the case at the time during my two years in the UK, however, when I “crossed that invisible 
line”, which is unclear and, perhaps unimportant.

What I would discover later is that the presence of large amounts of alcohol for extended periods 
of time would take much of the liver’s priority—namely rid the body of the booze. When the liver 
cannot perform the simple tasks, that a normal drinker would take for granted, toxins build up and 
nutrition becomes a moot point. As alcohol is a food source, with the high caloric intensity of a filet 
mignon and baked potato with a nice salad bar and a big glass of milk, you can see how the body 
begins to change—mutate. These disruptions in the nutrition of a normal, healthy human being 
create a crisis for the health and vitality of the body’s cells and tissues—with eventually all of the 
organs beginning to suffer.

This is where alcohol tricked me. Countless studies have confirmed that low doses of alcohol 
increase blood flow, accelerate heart rate, step up the conduction and transmission of nerve impulses, 
and excite simple spinal and brain stem reflexes. Performance on highly complex problem solving 
tasks actually improves with low doses of alcohol, memory and concentration are sharpened, and 
creative thinking is enhanced. How could I possibly be an alcoholic when I was a 4.0 student athlete? 
You go to a party, maybe in London, maybe in LA, and after one drink, one drink, the average or 
normal drinker feels warm and fuzzy, talkative, and friendly, even to people he or she may despise. As 
the brain moves faster and the neurotransmitters are firing on all cylinders, great thoughts of grandeur 
and genius arise, ‘liquid courage’ intensifies, worries and the edge of stress vanish and that funny joke 
you can’t recall from a B movie you saw when you were just a “kid” seems hilarious. Although I do 
remember classic 1978 film Caddyshack verbatim, and I thank God everyday for that fact.

My freshman year ended and I took a job with an outfit called Outward Bound. We were based in 
South Wales, hidden in the Brecon Beacons on Llangorse Lake. I had a great time with the training and 
teaching of rappelling, spelunking, windsurfing, kayaking and mountain climbing. The kids ranged 
in ages of 11-15 and they came from all over the U.K. Hopefully the rock climbing was enjoyable 
to them, however, it took me awhile to conquer my fear of heights. At the end of that summer we 
took them all to France, arriving in Normandy and driving to Lyon, where we kayaked the D’ardeche 
River, south, toward the Mediterranean Sea. Again, the drinking was not that bad. I was too busy to 
really think about it. I was still waiting on my answer from the University of Vermont.
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Then one summer morning a letter came to my parent’s home in Surrey, with my parents calling 
me in Wales from England. I had been accepted. I was going to Vermont.

I was a normal drinker, so I appeared on the outside. My behavior was gregarious, as it was 
until my last real drink in March of ‘06, and I was very excited to be going home, at least my home 
country—the United States of America. I, like most people, felt happy and more alert after a few 
drinks. It brought forth that warm and safe feeling that it seemed could not be reached anywhere 
else. I felt like an orphan now, and alone in the world—alcohol was there as my friend when I left 
Heathrow in London for Logan in Boston. I think that for most people, the anticipation of a glass 
of wine at dinner, alcoholic or not, can stimulate the feeling of the effects of that molecule, and if 
it were not for these stimulating effects—most people would put down the poison, as the aim of 
the drink to begin with was not to lose control, but to enjoy and perhaps slow down for just a little 
while with friends and family. Science has proved that there is a built in deterrent to overdrinking. It 
makes most people tired, lethargic and remembering that they have a family at home, or work to be 
done, etcetera, etcetera, ad infinitum. The same mechanism, although structurally different, acts with 
overeaters. Most of us enjoy a cookie or a nice piece of apple pie, but we normally stop at one piece, 
unless you are competing at a local pie-eating contest.

I was not entering a pie-eating contest at the University of Vermont. I intended to get a great 
education and continue to grow and learn. As I was unaware that I had entered the second stage of 
my alcoholism, and could not spell AA, the trap was set. It was sneaky though; it took some research 
and development to reach the final round.

The fact that everyone’s makeup is different is obvious. That point aforementioned, where alcohol’s 
stimulating effects begin to become fogged over by the sedative and toxic realities of the intake of 
alcohol, did not happen to me overnight. In fact, here’s the rub—it is a progressive physical disease 
that you do not even know you have until it is usually too late. Social drinking was my method 
of operation in my twenties. It began with the stimulation, the “scene”, the girls, the friends, the 
fun (and there was a lot of fun), but as the years progressed, it ended sitting in a parking lot by 
myself, drinking Cobra malt liquor in the cold February rains of Dorchester, Massachusetts—a rough 
neighborhood of Boston. My body had already reached that third and final stage of alcoholism, and 
it was only a matter of time before my body, mind and spirit would give out. I digress ahead of the 
story, my apologies.

Alcoholics develop right along with the damaging effects of alcohol, developing a “tolerance”. I 
could drink two or three times as much as my colleagues at business parties and act the same as if I 
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had only had a few. This again, is the insidious nature of the beast. How could I be alcoholic when I 
held down all of those corporate jobs, did well in school, had nice homes to live in and two or three 
cars in the driveway? I was not only oblivious to what alcohol was doing to me, I was convinced that 
my body was non-alcoholic, or should I say, I was not an alcoholic, because there was no evidence that 
pointed otherwise—I did not fit the criteria that society has engraved in stone as to what an alcoholic 
is, what he looks like, what he thinks, what he once was, and most importantly what he can be again. 
Society has it backwards, putting this as a moral issue first and physical one way at the back of the 
line, if in the line at all. Homeless bums on the street was my picture of the alcoholic as I ran every day 
around the Charles River (5 miles), worked out at the Sky club and the John Hancock Fitness Center, 
and went to church every Sunday. I commuted, when living in Boston, 1.5 hours one way, wore fine 
suits and looked every bit the part of a young and upcoming corporate insurance executive.

I would bypass the sedative portion where non-alcoholics stop the drink, as I was just getting 
warmed up. Colleagues of mine would be looking at their watches and wondering whether or not 
to be cool and hang out for just one more or go home and have an early evening, so as to avoid a 
hangover in the morning. As I have repeated in this chapter of alcohol and it’s physical effects, I cannot 
stress the point enough—alcohol is poison and it’s “fun” ends. Believe me. If I was able to convince 
some client to stay out or vice-versa, the non-alcoholic will begin to experience a slowing down in his 
mental and physical reactions—conversations become confusing and incoherent and repetitive. For 
me, this first appeared in my junior year in college, reflexes delayed, speech begins to slur and one’s 
gait becomes unsteady. As the average drinker continues to pound those buds and shots of tequila, 
the alcohol increasingly depresses the central nervous system, with sleepiness, mental sluggishness— 
physical in coordination intensifying. Binge drinking in college, with young kids who are unfamiliar 
with the dangerous effects of alcohol, have been known to drink until they lose consciousness. This 
is unfortunate, because alcohol taken in large enough doses to cause unconsciousness is dangerously 
near the amount needed to paralyze the respiratory center, shutting off the breathing apparatus and 
killing the drinker.

My twenties, my hay day of drinking in the sun or the snow, was dominated by the energy kick 
that I became addicted to. This, as I have stated before, was the factor that trapped me. Ironic, because 
it’s most beneficial attribute turns out to be its most deadly weapon. If normally consumed for those 
occasional social “whatever’s”, alcohol’s benefits are noticeable and the penalties are not really all that 
applicable. The cells in your body receive that quick jolt of energy, food if you will, the heartbeat 
accelerates, the brain cells speed up their communications, and the drinker feels that euphoria that 
is so well advertised everywhere you look. You want to improve your sex life—drink Grey Goose 
martinis, dirty of course. The chemical causing these pleasures is easily taken care of by a healthy liver 
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and of course moderation or complete abstinence. As the brain cells dry off from the alcohol shower 
they just endured, the liver follows suit, nutritional materials once again flow in adequate proportions 
and amounts to the cells, and waste materials are efficiently eliminated. When one graduates to 
drinking everyday, the body adapts to the alcohol and the craving for it physically becomes very clear 
to the alcoholic, even if he does not know this is the case.

In my case, as I was well into the second stage by the age of 28, the man in me was no longer 
taking the drink. The drink was taking the drink. Eventually, the drink takes the man—and without 
proper love and treatment, the alcoholic, who suffers from a physical disease, not any different from 
cancer, will die a slow and painful death. The calories that are being consumed by the alcoholic via 
the booze, automatically assures that his body needs no other calories from the traditional nutritional 
food sources. Alcohol destroys the human cell’s ability to collect these nutrients, interfering with the 
absorption of various vitamins from the gastrointestinal tract, inhibits the absorption of numerous 
amino acids, and increases the loss of certain vitamins in the urine, including thiamine, pyridoxine, 
and pantothenic acid. Even if the alcoholic is eating well, alcohol denies him the full nutritional benefit 
of what he eats. Simply put, the molecule of whatever you wish to call it, the true nature—poison—
robs the body of those substances, which are essential to life. This is how I almost died in March of 
2006, as my body lacked the essential vitamin B1 or thiamine. I was completely malnourished and 
dehydrated and for the frosting on the proverbial cake—I began to develop “Korsekoff Syndrome” or 
“wet brain”—that affected my ability to walk and would have eventually taken my life.
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ChapTer Two

Nantucket’s Fog

Alcohol/alkehaee,—hol/n. 1 (in full ethyl alcohol) a colorless volatile flammable liquid forming 
the intoxicating element in wine, beer, liquor etc., and also used as a solvent, as fuel, etc., and 

also called ethanol. C2H5OH

I arrived in Burlington in the fall of 1984 and started school. It was a culture shock to be back in 
the United States. No one in my family had been back since we moved to the U.K., two years prior. 
The wealth of those kids astonished me. We had moved up the ladder of society and even though I 
was wearing IZOD shirts and Levis jeans it wasn’t as cool as CB ski parkas and Atomic Skis. I had 
forgotten how important clothes were to youth, especially if you attend a prestigious school like UVM. 
Universitas Vertis Montis, University of the Green Mountains. It is. Nestled on a hill overlooking 
Lake Champlain and the Adirondacks of New York to the west, and the Green Mountains to the east, 
it truly affords the quality of life to truly grow as a human being.

I was assigned a dorm room on Red Stone campus. I took a variety of courses, history, biology, 
theology, business, and economics. Dorm life was probably the same as it is on most campuses, save 
the fact that the drinking age was 18 at the time in Vermont. Therefore, we all could drink in the bars 
downtown. The “Last Chance Saloon”, “What Ales You” and the “The Chicken Bone”, were among 
the most popular. We usually walked a couple of miles down the hill to lines of drunk students waiting 
to get in for “quarters night” or the equivalent, and the temperature usually hovered in the minus 
single digits, with howling winds of 40 mph it could feel fifty below. It mattered not. I studied hard 
though and took my dedication of academics from the midlands of England to Vermont. I attended 
every class and decided on History as a major. It worked out well.
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As Lake Champlain froze over, with students and locals driving their pick up trucks across to 
New York, the days went by. Studying, dorm parties, finals, hockey games, dating girls, and building 
friendships occupied my social life. I enjoyed the campus. I didn’t have a car so walking was my mode 
of transportation. Fifteen minutes to classes spread out over tree lined paths. Cold winter air closed 
my nostrils. Hair freezes quickly in minus 25 degree weather. Days were filled with days of thick, 
heavy snow, adorned with skies of bright azure blue, blessed with days filled of wind driven rain, 
thunder, lightening and hail—the weather of Vermont was incredible to say the least— thus, plenty 
of lessons on how to dress for arctic conditions. It seemed important to stick together as a group when 
heading out to drink downtown, as it was known students had died falling asleep or passing out while 
walking back to the dorms—hypothermia.

Most of the drinking was moderate to begin with. I hooked up with a group of kids one floor 
down from mine in Wright Hall, Redstone Campus, who seemed to be more of the “in” crowd than I 
did. They had parties and I was soon becoming a member of their group. It wasn’t long after that I was 
introduced to a fraternity, Sigma Phi, and was asked to pledge. I did. It was considered a gentlemen’s 
society as opposed to a fraternity and I became a brother that spring. I will not disclose any more 
information than that. No names. However, I was happy I did. It brought me instant recognition 
via the social connections of the university spirit. I gained confidence in myself as I made even more 
friends than I could count on both hands. The brothers were cool and drinking seemed to take on 
more of a priority than before. I still lived in the dorm, but really lived over at the fraternity house. 
A beautiful century old house at the top of College Street, overlooking the lake and the mountains, 
it beat the tiles of Wright Hall. So did the parties. Suit and tie only, many, as I scrambled for money 
from my folks in England, so as to purchase more than the Harrison Tweed and matching tie I 
brought over from the old country. I recall, “Empty the Liquor Cabinet Party” at the beginning of 
spring the most clearly. It consisted of bottles, at least a hundred, of booze from Tanguaray to Tequila. 
Jell-O shots, Kegs, etc. filled the front white—pillared porch. The band “Phish” played one of their 
first concerts on our street, College Street—stage directly in front of the house. That stage was set up 
in the morning and College Street was closed for the afternoon. It was a concert staged between our 
drunkenness and the affairs of the University President, who happened to live across the street. It was 
civilized drinking, however, like gentlemen and ladies are supposed to do. Some did, others did not.

Springtime in the Rockies is great, but in Vermont it’s a true blessing. The thaw factor is something 
that each student at that school experiences, Vermonters refer to it as “mud season”. No other place 
in America feels as cold as Vermont in the winter. The jet stream has a lot to do with it. Some of 
the highest wind speeds and lowest real temperatures have occurred on Mount Washington in the 
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white mountains of New Hampshire—not far from the long and wide Lake of Champlain. Perhaps, 
because it’s a wet cold that seems to go right through you. So when spring arrives, shorts come out if 
it’s forty. So it went, and as we neared the semester’s end, I took a job as a counselor for the summer. 
My parents were in the middle of a divorce and even though I was upset, I knew I was only going 
back to England for a visit.

When I arrived back in England, the family unit was not in a good place. Suffice to say, I stayed 
out of it. I was only there for a couple of weeks, visited with some old friends, went to London and 
drank in the pubs. I had a good time. Both of my parents were distant and I felt like it was my fault 
they were getting divorced, but I was assured that was not the case. Although a sense of the old 
‘Catholic guilt’ was present big time. I flew back to the United States, early summer, for a job as a 
lifeguard and bicycle counselor. The job was at a little Jewish camp for kids ranging in ages, 11-15, 
who all seemed to be from New York— it was a wonderful education. I was the only non-Jewish 
person at this exclusive camp, Camp Tel Noar, in Hempstead, NH. One of my fraternity brothers set 
it up. The kids were pretty good about the bike trips we took every day. I pushed them around the 
lake and in no time they were all in pretty good shape. We even took an overnight trip to Salisbury on 
the coast of New Hampshire. On that trip I caved and let them stop at Burger King to get fast food, 
they weren’t supposed to have meat with milk, i.e., cheeseburgers. It was a very Orthodox camp you 
see. I didn’t do it on purpose and I apologize profusely, they were very persuasive teenagers.

I learned a lot about another religion that I would not have otherwise. The mainstay of my roots 
in religion is Catholic, of which I had been confirmed in England. My parent’s were very good about 
taking us to church, wherever we were. I had read every book on the Saints, as I mentioned before, 
and was particularly drawn to the work of St. Francis of Assissi. I was eager to learn about Judaism and 
wore a yamaka to all meals and followed all of their traditions—apart from Burger King meltdown. 
At the end of the summer we traded clothes, a tradition at the camp and said our goodbyes. I had a 
great summer. Little or no drinking was the rule of thumb. I didn’t even think about it. If we went 
out as a group of counselors, I drank. If we stayed in and watched TV from camp, I didn’t drink. It 
was that simple. I didn’t need to drink. It wasn’t a thought, or should I say obsession.

It was fall again in New England. Air crisp with wood fires burning as I drove along interstate 
81 North toward Burlington. It was a clear day and it felt good to be back in Vermont. Thoughts of 
school filled most of my thoughts. I was going to be a junior in college, wow. I was 19. I was moving 
into my fraternity house. Things were looking up. I let go of the anguish my parent’s were going 
through. I was sad, but hopeful they would be OK. They always were. Besides, I was only a child, 
although I did not consider myself one at all. There was no information one way or another in regard 
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to their irreconcilable differences. My mother was angry with me, for being like my father, and my 
father told me nothing other than his body language, a communication that I learned from a young 
age. So I let them be. I had no other choice.

I arrived in Burlington after a stop at Stowe. It was a six-hour bus ride from South Station in 
Boston and it was good to get off the bus. I hauled my gear out of the bus stop and got a ride up the 
hill. After setting up my room in a four-man suite, I looked out the window at the lake and felt like 
I was home. I was good at un-packing, it always felt like Christmas to me. Soon the other brothers 
filed in and were slow to catch up, as I was already drinking a couple of beers, getting psyched! The 
party was on. Expectations did not disappoint. The live in brothers numbered twenty and there was 
a lot of planning for the various parties, meetings etcetera for the upcoming year. With a bar in the 
basement, pool table, foos ball, and a cook, it was beginning to look a lot better than those dreary 
days in England.

I took full advantage of my studies. I took more than a full load of credits and excelled. I also 
enjoyed the fruits of my labor. I was part of the scene. I can’t put it any better than that. I ran five 
miles a day, showered, went to class, studied in the library, went to fraternity and sorority parties, 
met new people, went to drink downtown and repeated that cycle until it was time for another 
road trip—usually Sugarbush North or Stowe. I learned how to ski at Mount Snow, well south of 
Burlington, but did not grow up skiing. I had skied a few times in California, once in Colorado, and 
once in Switzerland. I was an intermediate skier at best, but I had something to prove. Most of the 
guys I skied with had grown up with blue ice and Volkswagen-like moguls. It was a wonder I survived. 
I skied those hills of Vermont 20 years ago with awe and passion. It opened up new doors for me. The 
chair lift slowly rising above the low clouds into a shining cathedral of mountain that I would strap 
two boards on my feet, hold poles at my sides, arrange my Ellesse jacket, European crap no one had 
ever heard of and fly down the hill at top speed. Really never worrying too much about my “form”. 
I could ski Mad River Glen, “ski it if you can”, not recommended for people over the age of 12 or 
people with an IQ of 70 and up.

Christmas came again and I remember it being a sad one for my family. My mother moved back 
to the States and my father remained in England. My only recollection of it was an upheaval for my 
mom. She had been through a lot with all of the moves, raising kids, and renovating all of those 
homes we had lived in, making each and every one a home in all sense of what that word evokes. She 
picked Simsbury, Connecticut as “home” and bought a house there. I visited her a few times that year, 
but our relationship had tension imbedded in between the polite conversation, and sometimes it was 
not so polite. I was on my own. I went on with my life. My father was even more distant, and he did 
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not have any words of wisdom for me. I’m not sure he had any. I know that both of them did the best 
they could to bring us up in the 60’s, 70’s and 80’s. It was what it was.

I was not an out of control kid. I was responsible and caring, even though sometimes I felt isolated 
and alone. Even with all of my friends and faculty around me. I felt like something was missing and I 
couldn’t put my finger on it. I ignored it and continued on with my routine until summer came again 
and I stayed in Burlington and worked as a waiter at the four star “Ice House” restaurant. A high-
class place with a cool owner who partied like most college students, and now with the money I was 
making, I was finally able to drink the way I wanted to. I dated a great girl from Vermont who worked 
at the restaurant and for the most part made money, relaxed and enjoyed that summer in northern 
Vermont. I picked up golf and did a lot of hiking and mountain biking. Summer in Vermont is better 
spent if wintered there prior.

As senior year approached my GPA was near a 4.0. I was a modern European History major 
and was asked by one of my professors to write a dissertation on anything I want as I was going for 
“honors” in that discipline—I chose the topic of “terrorism”. Perhaps being overseas for two years 
educated me to the fact that the world was a little larger than many of the small suburbs most of my 
peers grew up in. I began writing, as it was a yearlong project. Personal computers were not a staple 
so I spent more time in the library. The parties and drinking continued though and I found myself 
taking more hours at the restaurant so as to pay for my “going out”. I didn’t drink during the day, I 
ran in the morning, showered, went to class, studied, ate, and went out Monday, sometimes Tuesday, 
Wednesday, Thursday and Friday, Saturday most of the day, and Sunday. Yeah, I was becoming a daily 
drinker. So was everybody else, I thought to myself years later sitting in a rehab. At least the people I 
ran with. It was part of the experience. I was getting a full education. I was experiencing what college 
was all about. Work hard, party hard. I do remember one day though. I was sitting in one of the suites 
of my fraternity house and a few minutes earlier there had been a whole group of people in the room. 
It seemed like few minutes anyway. I turned to my brother and said, “Where did everybody go?”

The year flew by—a lot of skiing and studying, as I continued to procrastinate writing my honors 
thesis. My grades were still strong as I labored to get to class. I bounced back a little slower than I 
used to from the hangover created by all of the alcohol ingested the night before. I was fit though, 
working out every day and eating well. Alcohol was part of the equation of fun. It was the focal point 
of any social endeavor other than sports. Alcohol was the sun and my college “friends” and I were the 
planets, ever revolving around the bright, shiny social lubricant.
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Recruiters from different parts of the country came to the school and I submitted my resume to 
the various companies. The job market in 1987 was difficult for liberal arts majors. History was not 
on the top of the priority list for most Fortune 500 companies. I wasn’t sure what I wanted to do, 
but I was beginning to think of getting a job in the business world. I had plenty of experience with 
it. I knew all about corporate downsizing, layoffs, relocation, corruption, greed and general apathy 
toward human beings. Yes, business was for me. Most of the guys in the fraternity were republicans 
and we wore a suit and tie every Monday night to our secret weekly meetings, so how hard would 
it be to transfer all of that knowledge into a career. Computers? My father is in computers, perhaps 
that will work. Half of the brothers are electrical engineers and the other half finance majors, with my 
connections I will go places. I interviewed at many of the big investment banking firms in New York 
City that year and was flat out rejected. Firms such as Merrill Lynch, Bear Stearns, Prudential Bache, 
and Goldman Sachs were all unimpressed with my two stand out accomplishments in college—
outward bound and biking instructor “filling out” my lengthy “business” resume.

So I marched on. The good company of Jordan Marsh, a retail store from Boston, was interested 
however, and offered me a job starting that upcoming summer in Hyannis, Massachusetts. Cape Cod. 
I had been to Cape Cod once as a kid. I liked it. Short pine trees and long sandy beaches, sounds better 
than a big noisy city anyway. I don’t really remember living in a city anyway, other than San Francisco, 
and well, OK, I’ll take it! So that thought process carried me through my finals and my graduation. I 
did not get the Summa Cum Laude, however, I graduated with a 3.5 grade point average nonetheless. 
Not bad, considering it didn’t seem like work to me. My father was the only family member at my 
graduation, save my childhood friends “the Freeman’s”, Sally and Thorp, from Stowe, Vermont, the 
parent’s of my first girlfriend, Heather. After the ceremony and dinner, he left for the U.K. I was left 
to decide what to do with my summer before heading off into the world of corporate America. Some 
sister sorority friends invited me to Chappaquiddick, the little island next to the “main” island of 
Martha’s Vineyard—and I accepted.

Kerri Wolfson and I placed our coolers and beach blankets in her Honda Prelude and we headed 
for Martha’s Vineyard—Edgartown. It was awesome! What a place! I learned they filmed “Jaws” there, 
the first R rated movie I had ever seen, and the little four-car ferry called “on time one” transported 
us to the separate island of “Chappy”, as the natives called it. We partied all weekend at one of my 
friend’s, mom’s, summerhouse, the Cohans, on that tiny off the beaten path island, and a few of us 
decided to stay. We attained employment at the Edgartown Yacht club and settled into a house in 
Edgartown. There were about eight of us, full time anyway, living in a two-room shack just outside of 
the A&P. We had a good time. I met a girl from Michigan at the Edgartown Yacht club, who worked 
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as a waitress for that summer at the yacht club. We started dating and I fell in love with her—big 
time.

The summer rolled by quickly and after many trips to South Beach, “The Wharf”, “The Navigator”, 
and parties at the yacht club where we served, and served ourselves, drinking with Walter Cronkite, 
whose house you can see from the deck of this beautiful building overlooking the harbor and Chappy, 
it was time to make a decision about a job. However, I did not want to leave my girlfriend and the 
summer we were having together on the Vineyard for some unknown corporate job in Hyannis. I 
stayed, so much for that job and Cape Cod in general. The summer ended a few weeks later and I 
drove back to my mom’s house in Simsbury after dropping off my girlfriend at the airport. It was, 
perhaps, the saddest day I had ever experienced up to that point in my life.

It wasn’t until a month later that a job came up that would fit my extensive background and 
experience as a corporate commodity. The Prudential, a company my father had worked for years ago, 
would provide the launching pad to a bright and beautiful future in BMW land. Yes, I would take 
this opportunity and with it, the $23,500 per annum this fine company was paying me to become 
a group representative in the “group employee benefits arena”. HMO’s baby! Health Maintenance 
Organizations, the pride of the American cruelty act to doctors, nurses, patients, employers, employees 
and the whole circle of life, had hired me and many others in my extensive training program to become 
group insurance professionals—six weeks, listening for hours and hours and hours of nonsensical 
bullshit about this that and the other thing in regard to health insurance. Mind numbing torture with 
the evil vice presidents of sales, talking to us about how to sell this crap called PruCare Plus to Brokers 
and consultants who represented the poor companies who had no other choice but to buy it. Don’t 
get me started on the “business” of health care in this country. I had arrived.

It was a painful transition from the surf at South Beach. I owned two suits at the time, both 
heavy gray like material, fit for shoveling snow in Antarctica. I set up shop in Jersey City, then pretty 
rough, and walked twenty minutes to the PATH trains. Most of these substandard railcars had no 
air conditioning and even less ventilation. Arriving at Penn Station in midtown Manhattan, I would 
walk a good six blocks to 5 Penn Plaza, a non-impressive building next to Madison Square Garden. 
The goal, myself and the other two “reps” assigned to the New York City office, was to get out of our 
three-man office and into a cubicle, or maybe even an office with a window. That was the plan. I went 
back to that old condominium in Jersey every night alone and tired. I was 21 and I had arrived. I was 
eating Macaroni and Cheese and sipping on Bud. Yeah, I had arrived.
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It was no time before I felt the need to move. I rented a room from a couple of lawyers who worked 
in the city and things started to improve. I was unsuccessful at my job and I saw no reason to change 
that. I hated the insurance business. Cold calling nasty New York brokers, who, after the pecking 
order in our office was complete, were representing clients who may or may not be a legitimate 
corporation; not sure what SIC code that would fall under for underwriting. It was a shell game. You 
bet on the risk. The sick part of this was the money and where it was going. The companies who were 
buying our HMO product were paying inflated premiums and getting substandard care. The doctors 
were upset that a bureaucrat was sitting in some office somewhere in Duluth, Minnesota, dictating 
what procedures the doctor can and can’t do. Meanwhile the consultant is getting rich off the client 
and the schlep group rep, had a quota of premium to fill in order to keep his or her job. Sound fun? 
Not for less than a couple of million dollars a year and a free lobotomy.

I stayed with it though. Perhaps I didn’t know any better. I was following in my father’s shoes, 
something neither he nor my mother wanted, as they knew that I had something greater to offer 
this world other than selling insurance policies to people in cheesy polyester suits. However, seeing 
New York when you are young, that is a treasure—”getting lost in the city”. It was an adventure. I 
continued with my drinking though. I wasn’t drinking during the day, as I was too busy playing the 
game of suck up. It really was sad. It was like some asshole took twenty young minds and threw them 
against a wall and waited to see what stuck. Well, I guess I did, because they transferred me to Long 
Island, Hauppague. This felt more comfortable. I was moving.

The idea was to really get into this money making thing with the insurance field, keep my girlfriend 
in Michigan interested in this “big corporate guy” as she continued studies her senior year at Michigan 
State and move in with my old high school buddy from England, who was from Long Island. Two 
of his childhood friends from his New York high school joined in the rental search and we found a 
house in Huntington. Huntington, Long Island—an old town on the north shore of Long Island 
with plenty of bars and fights, perfect for a yuppie that I was striving so hard to be. I was driving my 
poor old car to work every day, hung over and thinking about girlfriend in Michigan. I was in debt. 
Taking care of a golden retriever, Winston, my two cats that my girlfriend and I had adopted from an 
animal shelter in Jersey City New Jersey, my slob roommates who did not share in any type of growth 
other than building a business in that area, which was fine, but as I was on this path of corporate 
America soul sucking, it didn’t quite make for a meeting of the minds. I had created another fraternity 
house without even knowing it. I had also created the illusion of movement. That illusion created 
enough instability that I was free to feel like I was climbing up, when in reality I was moving only 
horizontally. Human beings work on frequencies, such as octaves in music. The higher the vibration 
emotionally, such as compassion, love and forgiveness the more one radiates the light from within, 
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emotions that feed on a lower level, such as hate, anger, jealousy, envy, etc., the light is temporarily 
obscured in something like fog.

I did not know that at the time. As things got more out of control at that house in a quiet 
neighborhood, and my position at this fine company was coming to a close, I fell back on the only 
pattern I was raised with, movement. I had already asked my girlfriend to marry me when I was in 
Jersey, so we decided that I should move to the great state of Michigan. I had applied in high school 
to the University of Michigan, so maybe this was a great opportunity for me. I was broke, for the most 
part, my little car from college had already been repossessed, and I had purchased a used VW Sirocco 
in need of an alternator to make the 1000-mile journey to Detroit. Her parent’s stated to her that I 
could bring the cats, but not the dog. It was my first dog, so it was really hard to drive this one-year 
old puppy to the North Shore Animal Rescue, and say goodbye. I packed up this car of mine with 
everything I had on this earth and some things wouldn’t fit—my viola and my grandfather’s shotguns 
that I had taken from my mother’s house, as my dad’s stuff, the majority of it from all the moves, 
was in her basement. I am not a hunter. Dick Cheney can keep it. My grandfather was a great man 
in Chicago at the University of Chicago, and even though he died when my father was only five, he 
remains a steadfast role model of my family tree. My grandmother, who raised my father and aunt 
in the great state of Kansas, still lived in her adopted state of California, until she passed away at the 
age of one hundred and four. I love her very much, as she was, and IS, a big part of why I wrote this 
book.

So off I went. It was starting to get cold, as evidenced by the crumbled pool in my old backyard. 
Winston had ripped off the cover to that pool, or I should say eaten it, and I left as we were being 
evicted anyway, via the ATV stunts up and down the street in this quiet neighborhood via my drunken 
roommates. I wasn’t worried about getting our deposit back. So Chappy, Hobbes and I, with a car full 
of clothes, skis, beer and maps, headed for the great state of Michigan, not having a clue what would 
happen next. I drank most of the way there. Liquid courage. I was on a mission. I was 23 and I had 
been down this interstate before—I80 take me down those country roads!

Halfway there I had to stop and get some rest. With enough money to get there and some to get 
started, I was not about to spend any on luxuries like hotels or the like. The only problem was the 
alternator. It was shot. In order to keep from getting hypothermia, I employed my Outward-bound 
skills and tried a heavy object placed on the gas petal to keep the engine warm; it would stall if the 
pedal did not remain partially depressed. That didn’t work, as I don’t recall ever needing that training 
in Wales. So I slept with my foot slightly on the gas pedal, bundled up and woke up refreshed and 
alert. Yes, I told myself, I was refreshed and alert . . . . fresh and alert!
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I arrived in Detroit about six that morning and sped up I75 to Sterling Heights, 16 miles north 
of the city. It was my first time in Motown and I had heard that it was a rough place. It was. Burned 
out buildings and a decaying social community, evidence of a slowing industrial economy, as much of 
the landscape of the Midwest did back in 1989. The city of Detroit, and some of the other cities like 
Pittsburgh and Cleveland had nice downtowns, but just outside the city it seemed more like a ghost 
town, with liquor stores on every corner and shady characters—of which I wanted no part.

Her family, like many Midwesterner’s, were hardworking, church-going, good people who 
welcomed me with open arms. I stayed with them for a couple of weeks, and found an apartment 
and a job. I waited tables in Birmingham and looked forward to getting married. I did love her and I 
felt as though I could make this my new home. It was far away from a city that I had grown to hate, 
because I had no money and even though I gave the corporate thing a shot, it was too hard to be a 
part of when you lived 50 miles east in a frat house and now worked in a satellite office in Hauppauge. 
The illusion I lived in New York was simply that I commuted to two different locations to collect a 
paycheck, went out to a couple of trendy night spots in Manhattan, one or two good meals in the city, 
no theaters, no rock star parking. It was a big pond and I was an amoeba. However, I admit, I had a 
good time. I would not trade that memory for a penthouse at the time and a lot more money . . . I 
would not have gotten lost otherwise.

And so I picked up golf for real this time, as her father was a big golfer. They owned a condo near 
Traverse City, nine hours north of Detroit, on Lake Michigan. I was told that Jack Nicklaus was the 
architect for many of the northern golf courses. My first experience in truly playing a round of golf 
came one summer day before I got married at their country club in Birmingham. I made sure that 
I gave myself a handicap. I arrived at the golf course, sporting an old IZOD polo shirt from the old 
country and sunburn from the early summer sun blazing off the lake in Grosse Point—Lake St. Clair. 
The shirt was tight to begin with and as I warmed up my million-dollar golf swing, I could feel my 
skin shrink and scream out in pain. I knew the object of the game and my pride was not going to let 
me down. I learned how to play football right? Well, golf is a lot less forgiving than football, especially 
when your future mother-in-law was watching along with her Dad who seemed to hit the ball like a 
linebacker hitting the hole. The score of that round escapes my memory, as well as the many Titlists 
that found sanctuary in the rather wide rough, woods, ponds and other hazards on the country club 
grounds. Suffice to say, my future parent’s-in-law were not impressed.

I married her in 1989 and we rented our first apartment in Northville, a small Scandinavian town, 
well north and west of the city. In my bliss and innocence, I decided that corporate America wasn’t 
really all that bad after all, and so I began interviewing with some of the large insurance brokers and 
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companies in the greater Detroit area. Metropolitan Life offered me a job as a group rep doing the 
same thing I was doing in New York for their archrival Prudential. Corroon and Black also offered me 
a position with their firm as a broker. A broker being the person I was trying to sell PruCare Plus to. 
I accepted the latter. I received a company car and an expense account. This was to a tool to sell, such 
as companies that I would visit or more accurately “cold call on”, take them out to dinner or a round 
of golf— and then asking them for their business, i.e. represent them in negotiations with insurance 
companies, put together quotations from said companies, and provide installations of newer and 
better insurance coverage for the employees of that company, all the while keeping savings and service 
in mind. Sounds like every commercial I have ever heard.

I worked very hard at that challenge. Green and naïve, I believed that without knowing a soul in 
Michigan, business wise, I could build a “book of business” that would launch me into the country 
club of my choice. The people there were good to me and I truly did have the positive energy to believe 
in what I was doing, even though it was next to impossible to convince a CEO, CFO or C3PO to 
hand over their business to a 24 year old who knew the insurance business yet had no connections. 
Therefore, I was at an impasse.

I was happy though. I skied a few times in northern Michigan, learned how to play golf or at least 
keep score without a calculator, and viewed the lakes with reverence and awe. The geological work of 
the glaciers of old left quite an impression on me. The only difference between the Yosemite of my 
youth in California, Lake Michigan and Nantucket was the distance between two ancient sheets of 
ice, tectonic plates and the movement therein.

The pressure to produce premium for the company, however, began to wear on me. I drank a 
couple of beers at night, but for the most part, was fit and focused on the business of creating clients. 
I had some success, but even for the one company I was able to attain a “broker of record” letter—
insurance babble meaning the insurance company now paid your company instead of the broker who 
was already there—it wasn’t enough. My heart wasn’t in it. At the age of twenty four, I was not going 
to be brainwashed, I recall saying to myself, but this was not the real reason I was unhappy at Corroon 
and Black. I had seen what it had done to other people, people close to me. Even though I had just 
returned from my first “business trip” to Chicago, where we, “the company executives”, stayed for a 
week at the Ritz Carlton, overlooking Lake Michigan, complete with deep dark Oak rooms, mini-
bars and time to really experience the great town of Chicago! It was a blast. Rush and Division streets, 
Go Cubs! Go Bears! Glug glug, glugggg! The beginning of the “new geographical cures”, along with 
the disease of alcoholism becoming firmly imbedded in my psyche and more importantly my physical 
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being, this “marriage with the booze”, so to speak, was more important than my own marriage to my 
former wife. I did not know that at the time.

This was when I had some pull to return to Massachusetts. When I was in college, we took a couple 
of road trips to Boston for the “Head-of-the-Charles” crew race that takes place every fall. 250,000 
students arrive every October for this event. In the late 80s it was a party. Beer tents and university 
boosters completed the scene, with universities from all over the country descending upon the Charles 
River, separating Boston and Cambridge. UVM held it’s own in that regard. The flooded memories of 
good times in college filled my head and the idea of actually working in Boston agreed with me. My 
cousin had gone to Harvard and I had spent some time in Cambridge. I had a fondness for Faneuil 
Hall in Boston as well as Newbury Street, downtown, Beacon Hill, Public Gardens, The Commons, 
and the old traditions that cradled this fragile democracy called the United States of America.

One of my colleagues knew this and referred me to a position with the largest insurance brokerage 
firm in the world—Marsh and McLennan. I flew out to Boston, interviewed, and got the job with 
the employee benefits subsidiary, Seabury and Smith. I convinced my wife to move from her native 
Michigan and we did.

The company moved me, much like I remember a short five years prior to that with my family, 
and I felt empowered. The Fog was getting thicker. I drove across Canada and into Vermont down 
through the interstates I traveled as a kid in college, as I was so far above that now that I was 25 years 
old. I arrived in Boston with my four suits, some ties and a brief case. A couple of days later, I picked 
Essex, on the north shore of Massachusetts, to call home. My wife moved out a few months later and 
I settled in to my job on the 37th floor of the John Hancock Tower, 200 Clarendon Street, Boston, and 
Massachusetts. My office was equipped with a window, a plant, a nice desk and a phone. My bosses 
were straight out of a Brooks Brothers catalogue, so my attire had some upgrading to do. My salary 
was $40,000 per annum, plus bonuses. My quota, my responsibility of bringing in new clients, was a 
hefty sum of commissions, hundreds of thousands of dollars generated by insurance premiums. I was 
on the same ice sheet, only geographically and geologically diversified.

I did what I normally did. I woke early, showered, jumped in my car, commuted an hour and a 
half to work, settled in for the day of cold calling strangers, explaining why they should do business 
with the largest insurance brokerage firm in the world, bow wow, and play the political game in the 
office with other insurance professionals in how to parlay the property and casualty business with 
the employee benefits business because, after all, we were one big happy bleeping’ company right? 
Right.
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After a year of traveling all over the New England territory vying for business, I realized that I 
was getting drawn in to a corporate robotic machine that had no soul and no patience for anyone 
who did. The competition to produce was so intense that I found myself skipping my lunch hour 
workouts, jogging from the old John Hancock fitness center, up Clarendon to the Esplanade, taking 
a left, running up to the Mass Ave bridge, crossing it, running down Memorial Drive to the Museum 
of Science bridge, crossing it, and running back up the Esplanade to shower and enjoy the rest of the 
eight hours of my day, until I hopped in the car and drove another hour and a half home to Cape 
Ann.

I took a few lunches, liquid, here and there on Newbury Street, just a few beers to truly enjoy my 
fortune of having a great job, a nice suit and a car—let alone a wife, a rented two room apartment 
over an antique store in Essex with a couple of cats and a turtle I rescued on the road one day I 
named Henry. I was grateful and I worked as hard as I could to succeed in this foreign concept called 
‘horizontal greed’. I say that not as a put down to anyone in the world of business, as you know it is 
a carrot that you never seem to grasp, let alone see. The illusion is further darkened by the wealthiest 
of the pyramid scheme taking all they can from the pie, until the shop closes and there are no longer 
any pies to sell, not even one to take home.

Ultimately, my drinking began to increase in volume as I desperately tried to balance the unhappiness 
with the general serenity I received by taking a few forms of alcohol. Beer was my drink of choice and 
I enjoyed the top shelf variety of Scotch, and occasionally gin or vodka although they all made me 
equally sick. I was probably drinking at least a six-pack a night, as it was a reward for a hard day of 
labor. Eventually I visited my primary care physician in Manchester-by-the-Sea, the town right next 
to Essex on little Cape Ann, and he asked if I had ever tried AA.

I had graduated college. I had attained a high level in the corporate world that I was so much a 
part of and yet didn’t even realize it, and knew a thing or two about the world of employee benefits, 
yet I still could not even spell AA, let alone know what he was talking about. “AA is a group of men 
and women who meet on a regular basis and talk about their alcoholism. The only requirement for 
membership is the desire to stop drinking”, I recall him saying. I looked at him ‘up’ at him and for 
the first time was honest about my consumption of alcohol. It never occurred to me that I was an 
alcoholic. I thought everyone drank like I did. I know my father enjoyed his wine with dinner and 
most of the grownups I knew, drank the occasional drink at home or at a party. I was no bum on 
the street. I ran by those guys on my lunch workouts. They were always wearing coats, even in the 
summer, and seemed to be tired all the time. I thought, when I drink, I get energy to do things, see 
things, and become things. There must be some mistake. No one in my family on my dad’s side or 
mom’s side, as far as I knew, was alcoholic. My mother frowned on alcoholics. She told me so on 
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numerous occasions. My father drank, but never ‘seemed’ out of control. How could I be one of those 
people on the street? I didn’t look down at them, but I surely wasn’t one of them. I drank only beer. 
I didn’t even smoke. What could this quack be talking about! Bleeping’ HMOs! I’m getting a new 
doctor— bleep this guy. How dare he! Doesn’t he know who I am? I’m Michael Mosier, an Account 
Executive, at the prestigious Seabury & Smith—A Marsh & McLennan company. Marsh being the 
largest brokerage firm in the world, really, the biggest and the best! I wear Joseph A. Bank clothes, 
not Brooks Brothers, but I’m working on it damn it! What an as$hole for even suggesting I have a 
problem with booze. That’s it. I’m consulting my provider list for new doctors and getting a new one. 
Does this man know of pressure? Does he?

Well, it wasn’t long before I ended up at my first alcohol rehab, Salem Hospital. The insurance I 
was selling was better than my company was providing me, no surprise there, so it was only a seven-
day detox. I walked in there scared to death. It was simply a small hospital unit with a staff of a few 
nurses and a doctor, who made sure that my vital signs were OK. I had no idea why they would need 
to check me out, as I was in fine physical shape. They were nice to me and explained what an alcoholic 
is, what happens to an alcoholic who continues to drink, and the treatment for getting better. I walked 
out of that hospital a new man. I felt as though some light had been shed on my condition and there 
was hope. In 1990, I attended AA meetings, two in Boston and a couple in the Cape Ann area—my 
wife was very happy I wasn’t drinking. I ran a triathlon up in Burlington. We went to Stowe for lunch 
afterward at Pickwick’s Pub on Mountain Road and I was asked the 64,000-dollar question, “do you 
think someday, you could have another drink?” I answered that question with a resounding no, but 
it planted a seed of doubt and a reservation for one at the local pub.

That day came five and a half months into my recovery. I don’t know why I drank, but I did. The 
year was 1991 and I had already moved on to another job. My performance at Marsh was not up 
to their expectations, or mine, and we parted amicably. Although, in my defense, or at least in my 
justification of my defense, the economy in the early 1990’s was bad, we were in a mild recession, but 
a recession nonetheless. I took a job with Canada Life, a less stressful job, selling the same insurance 
programs I was selling before to brokers and consultants when I was in New York working for the 
Prudential Insurance Company. The drive from Essex on the north shore to Braintree on the south 
shore was quite a hike, four different waves of traffic, and yet it pleased me to know that I could drink 
at lunch, as my boss was well on his way to being a “real alcoholic”. He and I would go to lunch in 
Brockton, where he would enjoy his manhattans and I my beer and talk of the tumultuous world of 
employee benefits, I suppose to rationalize the real reason we were there, to get mildly intoxicated—
his name was Art Carver, a good guy.
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Through this I met another opportunity to establish myself in this insurance merry-go-round. 
A position in Portland, Maine with the archrival of Marsh, Johnson and Higgins, Inc., the largest 
“privately” held brokerage firm in the world at that time. It was a similar position that I had with 
Marsh, I was an Account Executive again, and responsible for obtaining new clients. My third go 
around at this thing. Method of operation, as always, was movement. I felt like the group rep deal 
was bogus, as our products were as volatile as the wind. The ‘old boys network’ of ‘who knows whom’ 
and ‘what golf course you urinate on’, was still the status quo of how real business got done. I wasn’t 
at Canada Life long enough to join any country clubs. I couldn’t even afford gas. It’s a good thing 
I was a beer drinker. So my wife and I moved from our little apartment in Essex to Newburyport. 
The commute consisted of a good 40 miles to Boston for her and 80 miles to Portland, Maine for 
me—halfway. Her job was south; mine north, a great combination for a marriage. Alcohol, non-
communication, no neighbors, no outlets, no chance, and as the saying goes—”she got the inside of 
the house and I got the outside of the house . . .”

From A to Z the “clock time” was 90 minutes, consistent with all my other commutes except this 
time, I was traveling 85 miles one way at 80 miles per hour. Actually a rather nice drive in the middle 
of winter, with no traffic and beautiful white pine trees lining the snow swept highway, plowed quite 
nicely most of the time. I actually love that area of the United States.

My days grew longer by the day. My wife was settling in at her job in Boston. It was a roommate 
situation. I drank more and finally entered my second rehab for the overuse of beer. The strain of 
driving, working long hours and virtually no communication between us, left me confused and 
unhappy. I was having feelings of fear, and it was inexplicable why I was falling when I should have 
been walking. My heart was torn between getting better and receiving help or continuing a façade of 
working in an industry that brought no joy. I chose the former.

I entered Spofford Hall for a 14-day program up in New Hampshire. Back in the 1980’s and early 
1990’s, health insurance was a little more humane. Now, the term “Employee Benefits” has become an 
oxymoron. For most American companies, it is tough enough to provide the most basic, bare bones 
health insurance to their employees, let alone a comprehensive preventive care solution that tackles 
the problem of rising health care costs, by creating a more healthy lifestyle. Years ago, most companies 
could afford to cover important diseases, especially one called alcoholism, that is responsible for more 
deaths in this country than any other disease. Look at the poison that really causes heart disease or 
cancer. Employee benefit packages contained valuable real help from rehabilitation facilities such as 
Betty Ford, Hazelton, Harmony, Cottonwood and Hoag Hospital just to name a few. All of these 
are still in existence as 28-day rehabilitation programs and offer great care if you can afford to pay 
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in cash—at least 99 percent of the plans being offered by American based companies would not get 
you into Betty Ford. Spofford Hall was one of those that went out of business because insurance 
companies wouldn’t pay for inpatient care for a progressive, fatal disease that affects every person in 
this country. It doesn’t care who you are.

The twenty-eight days is recommended because it normally takes 28 days to break a habit, according 
to most experts. The abbreviated 14 days was a step by insurance companies to cheat patients out 
of a full cycle of addiction. Saving money? Yes. Saving lives? No. The program is run on the same 
concept as a twenty-eight day program, except shorter—another example of people in power in the 
upper stratosphere of the insurance industry, dictating to experts as to how best to practice medicine. 
Eventually, the rehabs around the country scaled down even further to a three to five day spin dry, 
not long enough for most alcoholics to flush the poison from their systems. These rehabs began to 
disappear and most states had almost no real help left for acute alcoholic patients. I was in those 
boardrooms when decisions like this were made; cut the mental health budget from the “employee 
benefit norm”—taking out these vital rehabs for alcohol abuse saved the insurance companies billions. 
It was the American worker who suffered the fatal blow . . .

After this relatively long stay in New Hampshire, I went home, and the reception was less than 
receptive. I didn’t blame her, but in retrospect, I feel she had already moved on. I think the toll of 
being young, both having stressful jobs, my drinking six to eight beers a night, and maybe the fact 
that we didn’t have much in common to begin with other than we were Catholic, we were both nice 
people and loved each other. I loved her family and I know they loved me. I regret not being able 
to pull out of the spiral I was in, for soon enough I was drinking again. It says in the Big Book of 
Alcoholic’s Anonymous that “self-knowledge avails us nothing”, something that I was about to find 
out.

My wife came back from a business trip to the French Caribbean in March of 1993. She wanted 
to separate. I was crushed. I truly loved her, and it hurt like hell to pack up half of our furniture, 
rent a Ryder truck, like the ones’ my father would pack up, and rent an apartment on Beacon Hill. I 
recall the day, March 14th, the day of the “no name storm”, a Nor’easter that came up the coast with 
hurricane force winds, an ample supply of moisture from the Gulf, and all the Canadian cold air it 
needed, with the barometric pressure dropping to record low levels. It was the last day I watched the 
‘Weather Channel’ from my house in Newburyport. A favorite channel of mine while drinking, I 
found the music and graphics soothing and non-abrasive as I enjoyed my beer. That day I watched 
this massive counter-clock wise blob heading directly for Boston. It did not disappoint, as a few 
moments later I was in the middle of that storm, heading directly into it’s center, it’s eye.
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When I arrived in Boston, the snow had become a white out. Steering this massive truck through 
the narrow streets of Beacon Hill was best left for the professional mover. I steadied myself and parked 
it with a friend from the program of AA, and moved it all in before the really heavy stuff came down. 
The couch and the Queen Anne chair wouldn’t fit, so we abandoned them with the truck in a vacant 
parking lot, as I jumped in my car and headed back to Charles Street on Beacon Hill. I parked and 
walked over to “7’s” pub, where a lot of other people were gathering to enjoy this winter hurricane. 
All told, we received 20 inches of snow in a six-hour period, then 2 inches of rain, and then a deep 
freeze—temperatures dropped like a rock from the upper 20’s to well below freezing. The entire town 
of Boston was paralyzed and frozen solid. My car was somewhere under a glacier on Charles street and 
it wasn’t moveable for three days. I used those days to settle into my ‘new home’. All alone and able 
to drink the way I wanted to. My new job with UNUM Corporation started soon and all would be 
right with the world. I missed my cats though, and was in complete denial about the marriage.

UNUM Corporation was an insurance company based in Portland, Maine. The fact that I had done 
business with them in the past helped me attain employment from them when I needed it most. I was 
caught in a pinball machine. In and out of corporate jobs that I clearly had doubts about and drinking 
over a lot of pain I was feeling in my heart. The isolation of an apartment the size of a mousetrap, with 
two windows and a kitchen equipped with late 1930’s industrial appliances such as the “Admiral” 
fridge and the like stove. Small, so your food supply looked abundant and the cockroaches had less to 
eat. Spruce Place, my address, did have its advantages though. The Boston Common was a football 
toss from my window and I could walk to work. My office was downtown, around Post Office Square 
on Milk Street, and as I now had a company car and my Ford Escort wagon parked on Beacon Hill, 
it afforded me to attain at least $2000 dollars worth of parking tickets, as street sweeping fell on the 
first Tuesday of the month. This amount equaled half of the car’s value.

As I settled in to my new home on the hill and began to look at the shambles my life had become, 
it occurred to me that things really weren’t all that bad. I was in good health, I had more than enough 
suits, Deluca’s market was right down the hill, and they had a liquor store. My television had cable, 
I had “friends” from college who lived on the hill and my job was fairly easy. UNUM was the first 
company I actually had any business success with. Selling large employee benefit cases to the brokers 
and consultants of New England, to whom I journeyed every week to visit, via automobile, the usual 
routine of “our products are better than ABC Company, because we brush our teeth and shower 
before coming over to your office to kiss your,” well, you can fill in the blank.

I know that this job, like many of the others, had drifted into a meaningless pit of no purpose. 
The wind was out of my sails. My wife left me, I had received help from the two rehabs I vacationed 
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in, I was still drinking, and my family had abandoned me even more than they had when the family 
disintegrated in England. I was on my own, alone with a bottle of booze.

I was in state of confusion. On the one hand, my family was so wrapped up in their own individual 
survival that to have an alcoholic son was a disgrace in their eyes I was convinced, and most likely 
correct in that assumption. I felt shame and worthlessness. I thought that getting married; having a 
career and making money provided a success in their eyes. I desperately wanted their approval. My 
mother disliked me because I reminded her of my father. My father was wrapped up in his eternal goal 
of travel and escape, possibly escaping the fact that he even had a family, or maybe it was something 
even more than that. My sister was going through her own battles of marriage and unrest, childbirth 
and finding her own way without a map. My brother was completely lost in the mix. He returned 
to his birthplace in Connecticut with my mom after England and was in high school trying to make 
sense of a family that seemed to never have been one. I’m sure from as far back as he can remember.

I had no one to talk to. There was no support at home. What home? There was no base, only 
accusations and anger. I would reach out so many times from that lonely cave, and all I would get, it 
seemed at the time, on the other line, was unconditional hate, blaming, and loss of human kindness. I 
couldn’t remember, as I sat there, the last time I felt any unconditional love. My family did not believe 
in unconditional love. It was as foreign as all of the towns I had lived in up to that point in my life.

A new set of strangers every couple of years; all of us in the nuclear family must have felt it. Felt it 
alone. We were given no direction to go, perhaps the blind leading the blind. That’s how I felt as I sat 
there with a broken heart and no road map to get myself out of that trap of self-pity and disillusion 
of a rather crappy family hand. Because I chose to be with my wife’s family over my own, of whom I 
was embarrassed, I was told, “I betrayed the family”. Now, I was being punished because of that fact. 
Not only had I betrayed the family, by going to college, getting a job, getting married, striving to be 
happy, but I also betrayed them by having “caught alcoholism.” This was another trap I found myself 
in, self-pity. Did it ever occur to either one of my parent’s that maybe, just maybe, moving thousands 
of miles, uprooting their children, innocent children, time and time again, in my case five different 
high schools, with anger and hostility being the status quo of their marriage—did any of those facts 
perhaps have something to do with their own flesh and blood’s sadness and confusion? It seemed the 
old fashion way of an unkind word or a smack with a wooden spoon was a better remedy for bringing 
up an innocent child. These were the consistent negative thoughts that turned into patterned thinking 
on my part, creating a vicious cycle and ultimately creating depression and more drinking that only 
served to continue the cycle.
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It seemed to me that my parents were only happy when things were miserable. If they were 
unhappy, they were going to make sure you were unhappy too. This is what I was thinking, when 
thinking about where I went wrong. Was I a bad person? Was I unworthy of love? Was I a failure? 
Was I a loser? Was there any use in going on? Was I unworthy of happiness or joy? Strange questions 
running through my head at the age of 28, as I should be grateful and happy I had a job and a place 
to live, decent people whom I met in business and socially. I should just take this “career” and realize 
that I was following in my father’s footsteps, never getting out of his shadow, for every place I looked 
on the map he had already been there. It was like a competition. Everyone in this splintered nucleus 
was thrown from the tornado and placed, not in Kansas, but anywhere USA and forced to cover for 
themselves and answer questions like, “where are you from?” with, “who are you?” and “how much 
information should I give this person?” Or, the more astute assessment, “how much time do you have 
for me to answer that question honestly and accurately?” etc., well, you can see how exhausting it 
really was.

On the back burner was the alcohol itself and the damaging effects it was having on my whole 
being. It was here that I was fogged in, faced with truth about the poison called alcohol.

I had no idea that while I was asking all of these questions in the dark of my apartment on Beacon 
Hill, I was slowly killing myself with the booze. I had some of the answers but those seemed to raise 
more questions, and the merry-go-round continued, as I really had no REAL idea that alcohol was 
taking aim at my heart, liver, brain, stomach, lungs, kidneys and pancreas. I also had no clue as to the 
profound depth to which this insidious cycle would take me.

It was exhausting. For each person, there was a different answer. Most people didn’t have time to 
hear the “full story” and couldn’t care less. I was at that critical stage where reputation mattered in 
business, and if I was going to continue in the insurance field, I had to develop some kind of sound 
bite that would be a one size fits all, designed not to confuse or mislead people and render me as 
illegitimate, but to make life a little easier to answer. I had strived so hard to fit in. No matter where I 
went, it seemed I couldn’t get a firm hold on the rock I was climbing. In fact, I was scaling rocks that 
were out of my element, not that I had one to begin with, but yet a glimpse of what I would like that 
element to be.

A buddy of mine from my year in Michigan called me up one day and asked if I would be 
interested in going to Norway for the 1994 Winter Olympics. I jumped on the chance. A vacation 
from my problems! Yeah! That’s what I’ll do. Go back to Europe and party with the rest of the world. 
I left my job, a girl I was dating and my questions behind. What a great adventure. We flew into 
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Amsterdam, then Stockholm, spending a few days in that fair country of Sweden, then jumped on a 
train the next morning bound for Oslo, arrived in time to watch the opening ceremonies at our hotel 
and headed up to Lillehammer the next day. We rented a couple of rooms from a nice Norwegian 
family, and from that base saw the most spectacular sporting event I had ever witnessed. It was like 
world peace day. The crowds were mostly from Norway, but every country was represented with flags, 
native clothes, smiles and joy. You could feel the love. Norway was the big winner carrying home 15 
gold medals. All of the bars and restaurants at the end of the day’s venues, sang the song, “We are the 
Champions”, by “Queen”, and it rang loud and true. Tommy Moe won the gold for the United States 
in men’s downhill skiing the first day and my Swedish buddy from Michigan and I met many other 
Americans in the little town of Lillehammer, 23,000 souls big, toasting to good health, prosperity and 
happiness. It was what I needed at the time—a break from my self-hate and deep sadness that I could 
not seem to shake back in Boston.

1.4 million people filtered through that tiny hamlet in the middle of the Norwegian countryside. 
I was one of them. I was somebody. I am worthy. I am not a piece of garbage to be thrown out. Yet 
when I returned to Boston, I was feeling the effects of the alcohol and that only reconfirmed those 
feelings that I had. The Christmas prior to that, I spent a third of the $6000 dollars I made from the 
sale of my only asset, my Ford Escort, partially on presents for my mom, brother, sister and father. I 
had invited my girl friend, Chris C., originally from Orlando, Florida, whom I also loved very much, 
to see my mother in Simsbury and the result was negative. Her comments towards me were hurtful 
with remarks like, “you look like Ken and Barbi”, and my resentments grew. Therefore, the emotional 
pain was then compounded by my need to dry out after the intake of all that Goldshlager, and so 
my new company set up another rehab in New Hampshire, Seminole Point. An old hunting lodge of 
sorts, tucked away in the woods of frigid New England, it offered kindness and some sort of light out 
of the darkness I was beginning to feel. I picked up smoking cigars at the rehab and even had a couple 
of cigarettes. At the age of 28 I picked up something that as a child I personally helped nag my parents 
to quit. I must really be a bad person. I smoked for the next 14 years. It went by that fast.

After getting back to Boston, after a two-week stay, I decided that another move was in order. This 
time, I could walk and move. I rented a condominium at 42 Anderson Street, still on Beacon Hill, 
and it also was time to get a dog. I bought another golden retriever, named it ‘Stowe’, for obvious 
reasons and walked it around the Common every night I after getting home from work. Chris and 
I bought her down on Cape Cod sometime in March of 1994. I managed to stay sober for two 
weeks. I drank for no apparent reason. I was over my marriage, but there was something else wrong. 
I attended AA and attempted to get into the “program”, but it wasn’t working. The girl I was dating 
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seemed supportive, but I just couldn’t live with the stigma of being an alcoholic, I felt “less than” . . . 
not worthy.

At times I was seemingly unable to give love or receive love and every time I was happy, even if 
for one second, something in my brain told me that I shouldn’t be feeling this way, it hinted in a 
subconscious sort of way, ‘you should feel guilty, unhappy, ashamed, unworthy and unloved.’ Talk 
about your ‘stinkin’ thinking’! (credit Senator Al Franken of Minnesota). It would go on to say, 
‘you should accept the fact that you don’t really have a home and that you never will. You rent an 
apartment that is too expensive, you are just like your father, you only think of yourself, and you have 
no reason to think anything will change for you. Tapes— old sad, mean spirited memory tapes, that 
meant nothing to anyone else, but they were all I could hear. No love dare enter this soul. It is not 
worthy. This was the general self-talk that dominated my thinking and waking hours.

As I said, I was one sick individual, or at least, that is how I viewed myself. I went back to Seminole 
Point and upon discharging, my mother got on board with the idea that I needed a halfway house. 
They wanted to send me to Florida to a place called “Nu-way” outside of Palm Beach. That’s all I was 
told. I had never been in trouble with the law. I paid my taxes. I did not cheat. I did not steal, and 
did not lie, except about my drinking. I went to church when the rest of my family did not, I was 
honest about my struggle with alcohol, being afraid to tell somebody, anybody how I felt. I was so 
confused and alone. I felt no one would believe me, moreover, I felt that my story had no validity, 
which was the hardest aspect of this mental torture. I felt like my own mother was passing judgment 
on me for being human. She would have rather seen me in a house full of strangers who, by the way, 
many of whom were court appointed to be at this halfway house. Yes, my favorite thing in the whole 
world—to not know anyone all over again and be gone. My resentments towards her were deep and 
profound, thinking that she wanted to condemn me to a life not worth living. That she wanted to 
claim New England as her own private kingdom and banish anyone who disagreed with her about the 
color of the sky. My feeling was that it was “she” that had me believe (when I did not know that I had 
the power to just turn her off in my own head, that she did not own me, and it was, after all, none of 
her business to begin with, rather, I made it her business) that I was a bad person who was failing to 
get good, when in reality I was a sick child who was trying to get well. (These were all very real feelings 
that I had and I include them to confirm how the alcoholic loses all power of reason, and forgets that 
when well, he or she can regain the power that they thought they did not have, or ‘thought’ they lost, 
which is the true WIN for any human being, and is often misunderstood and help is not usually of 
a human kind) . . . At that moment in “time” I was a sick child with no home and no road map to 
guide him, in short, I felt like I was left for dead.
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When I realized where I was in Florida, it was too late. I was thrown into a situation that was 
unfathomable. Lantana is outside of Palm Beach, yes. The brochure on this place, however, did not 
contain any pictures. It was a hellhole. I was put into a four-man room with people I had never met 
and forced to listen to AA Nazism. The group of men who lived at “Nu-Way”, for the most part, had 
had some trouble with the law. They were forced to live there via the court system of Florida. The 
objective was to get a job, detailing cars or the like, go to 4 meetings a day, literally, then sit in those 
meetings at said establishment and spiral downward. At least it seemed that way to me.

The self-pity was on full alert. It was as if this family of mine wanted the only child in that family 
to finish college and establish residence all by himself on Beacon Hill, to wind up serving fries to 
wealthy stewards of industry in Palm Beach or more to the point, pick up a drink and live his life 
well outside of their established fiefdoms in Connecticut and San Francisco. That’s where I was, full 
of anger, resentment, self-pity and despair. My girlfriend must have been in on it, because she told 
me a few weeks later that she shacked up with some guy in my Condo and went on a vacation with 
him to Martha’s Vineyard—true love. Enter paranoia to the mix. So there I am in Lantana, my Miata 
and everything that I could pack into it. Just like the good old days in New York. A similar pattern, 
that’s what “they” saw. They were right. But, my anger told me differently, it told me they were only 
interested in sweeping me under the rug, and I let them. I started to believe that maybe I belonged 
with these people and my Dad would ask, “do you think you are better than them?” “YES!” I would 
say to myself! You raised a son who didn’t break into houses or act out when you moved him all over 
the place, you horses ass! My mother looking down her nose at me with some false ego I didn’t even 
know, nor cared to. Yet I was stupid enough to believe her. I was very angry with my parents. Later, 
I would come to understand that I was no “better” than anyone, how could I be, if we are all the 
same deep down inside, I was not special in that sense. However, I would come to understand, or 
comprehend, that I am unique, and so are you . . .

So I left. I drove south to Miami and drank, this time for vengeance. I hated my family. They 
wanted me out of their lives when all I wanted was to be validated as a human being, let alone be their 
first-born son. It was a nightmare. I drank into oblivion. I wasn’t sure I wanted to live. My condo 
that I worked so hard to attain was taken from me. My sister’s now ex-husband was nice enough to 
move my stuff out of Beacon Hill and my mother was kind enough to store it for me, as ransom for 
admitting that I was a sub-standard human. Pond scum. Now homeless and more alone than before, 
she had her revenge upon my dad, as my paranoia and resentment began fermenting into an even 
more poisonous brew.
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My role in this was unclear at the time, but it became evident in this sick power struggle between 
my parents. My father called my girlfriend at my condo in Boston and somehow tracked me down in 
Orlando. He flew out to Orlando from San Francisco and I was convinced to drive out to California 
with him to get “help”. I was not sure where this was going but the thought of staying in Florida, with 
this massive heartache, made me yearn for the open road. Familiarity. The only home I knew. I was 
free from writing the words that set me free. I did not have to face the truth about my parents. The 
fact that they were human beings as well, not equipped to deal with profound alcoholism. The sadness 
it brings is a gift I received when I looked at it for what it was, I could not conceive of it back in 1994. 
I was in a deep and dark hole. Being 29 years old and completely baffled by what had happened and 
how to mend all of these broken fences seemed not only an impossible task, but one I would not wish 
on my worst enemy.

We drove Interstate 40, the southern route; the other’s I 70 and 180, traveling east to west, or west 
to east. The familiarity soon wore thin and I realized that I had just lost everything I had worked for. 
Ten years of building a life, torn down to nothing but a few clothes and the Norwegian art I brought 
back from my trip. It was a tight fit. I drank a few beers on the way, all along seething inside. I was 
caught in a trap. On the one hand, it was great of my father to show enough interest in me to save me 
from going over the edge in my present circumstance, on the other, I knew that this was a temporary 
fix, and by the time I heard the “plan” to place me in another rehab, send me off to another “half-way 
house”, and speak to me as a far less than an equal human being, let alone his oldest son, spoke to me 
on this tortured ride to nowhere.

My father was on his way up in the corporate world. His plans seemed to be paying off for him, 
but no one else in this non-family unit. The illusion of a family had been destroyed and the villain 
was I. At least that was the conclusion I had back then. My mother, no doubt, was probably overjoyed 
to get me off the east coast entirely, and my father reveled in being the parent who cared, at least 
that is what my mom told me later, and I believed her. A façade I bought into. There seemed to be 
an ulterior motive for anything my father did. His non-chalice attitude with his kids proved that. 
I saw it much clearer than my younger siblings. His grace with strangers was magical, but when it 
came to unconditional love, it was as nonexistent as my mother’s. I was holding out hope to get back 
to Boston and figure this thing out, because I was not going to leave it to my dad, who would not 
even let me stay at his house on Russian Hill in San Francisco. “After a couple of days, you will go 
to Redwood City Hospital, detox and attend basket weaving classes with the rest of the loser’s who 
drink too much”. He did not really say this, but my resentful mind would make up conversations 
based on assumptions that I made about what other people were thinking. He may have been sitting 
only inches from me in that tiny Miata, but he may have been on Pluto, the now ‘non-planet’ that 
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we all grew up with. These were all of the irrational thoughts that were pulsing through my head as 
we entered New Mexico. Some of these thoughts were based in some kind of reality, like the previous 
‘loser’ comment, but that was someone else’s perception of my reality at the time. I felt like I had lost 
all of my power. Indeed, I had. The first step of the ‘twelve steps’ of Alcoholics Anonymous had presented 
itself, “We admitted that we were powerless over alcohol—and that our lives had become unmanageable.” 
I was familiar with this step, as I had now been to four “rehabs” and a half-way house and was now 
on my way, 3000 miles west to a state that I never really liked, to live out my existence on this rotten 
planet without booze and without my girlfriend from Boston. I was powerless and yet determined to 
get that power back by any means I could muster. I could not spell surrender any better than I could 
spell AA. In short, the disease that I had was calling the shots, the drink made the decisions for me 
and was about to make another one right that second.

Somewhere around Albuquerque, New Mexico, I had had enough. I wanted out. I was completely 
lost. “Lost in America”, just like the Albert Brooks film, except, in that film, Brooks still had the 
company of the beautiful Julie Haggerty. I told my Dad, “Fly back to SF, along with a few other 
explicatives, and I left him there, at that truck stop. I grew up with truck stops. I figured he was a big 
boy and could find his way back to “his” life in San Francisco. I headed north, back to Colorado. I 
didn’t know where I was going, but I knew that back in 1965 I was born somewhere, and on this birth 
certificate in my pocket it said, Colorado. So I took that map out and pulled into Telluride. I knew 
how to ski and maybe I could make a life for myself as a ski instructor, or something.

However, I was still malnourished from the trip to Norway, even though it was almost October. 
The leaves of the Aspens were glorious as I drove with the top down and drank my beer. It was I and 
that was it. I had no idea who I was. Everything that I thought was right was wrong. I was taught 
values by the church, but there was no evidence of any in what I determined was a wasted life. I had, 
as a child, looked up to my father with such love. Same thing with my mother, and yet I had been 
rejected. I couldn’t get that out of my head. I kept drinking. I figured, who in any meeting of AA 
could begin to understand what the hell I was talking about, if I were to give a full report of my state 
of mind, body and soul? Who could understand this “man without a country” pity pot bullshit? I 
thought, “ who really cared?” In order to love someone, you have to love yourself, well, how the hell 
was I supposed to love myself, when the very family who put me through that childhood, now blamed 
me for being an alcoholic and simply wanted me to be written off as a bad debt? It was as if I were 
some kind of financial investment that they planned on cashing in with. Thoughts like these persisted 
throughout my eternity-like stay in the parking lot of the ‘Snowflake Motel’ in Aspen, Colorado. My 
body was getting tired. My ideas were getting fewer. Reality had set in. I knew that I wouldn’t last 
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the winter without getting some help. I was so engulfed now in that fog, that I couldn’t see my way 
to Utah. Someone else did.

I made it as far as Green River, very appropriate, considering I was the same color as the meandering 
river that runs through this southwestern Utah high desert town of about 2000. I-15 ran its course 
West on it’s way to L.A., Los Angeles, and Green River sits as the only oasis with 90 miles of desert 
on either side. I checked into a ‘Super Eight Motel’ and turned on the air-conditioner. The walls of 
the hotel room were brown like the rock formations outside of my window. The sun setting outside 
of that lonely space also included the summation of all of my plans to break out of the trap I was in. 
To understand who I was, where I was, why I was and how I was. No one had asked those questions 
for many years. That is where I felt the completeness of the word lonely, really comprehending it’s 
truest, deepest meaning. It was worse than awful. Yet it felt more real than the lies I had been telling 
myself.

The phrase, “How are you?” has become like Kleenex, a one-size-fits-all question of concern, but 
instead of addressing the reason for the sneeze, we put forth our best intention and expect the same 
limited response, “I’m fine, how are you?” or the like, and before long one’s emotional connectedness 
becomes like the desert that surrounds him, void of life, with no trees, only dry desert brown rocks. I 
decided to get some beer, so that I could do some serious “thinking”.

I called my father from that hotel room back in Utah and he agreed to meet me in Salt Lake City 
and drive me the rest of the way to California. We met at the airport and it seemed like the worst 
moment of my life, driving back to a city I lived in when I was six, back into the world of dependence. 
We arrived at his flat on Russian Hill and I immediately called the girl who stole my condo and was 
crushed to learn that she thought we should ‘wait’ to talk, say, in six months time. It was as if she had 
read it out of an Alanon (support group for loved ones of an alcoholic) manual for ex-girlfriends to 
receive alimony payments via your misery by being with your family. Later that night someone broke 
into my Miata three flights downstairs from my Dad’s flat on Larkin street. I could see the guy from 
the window three stories up. It was surreal. Some f—cking thief was taking my belongings that had 
traveled 5000 plus miles, literally taking them out of the now broken driver’s side window, pulling out 
my green polo bag with all of my souvenirs from Norway, along with a crystal Polar Bear from Florida 
and everything “special” from my condo in Boston—personal stuff no one else would want. I was 
enraged. I ran down the stairs onto Larkin Street at full speed after the thief on his bike. He was on a 
f ’ing bike! He flew down the hill toward Ghiradelli Square and disappeared. I remember chasing him 
all the way into the square, looking like a madman about to take someone’s head off, as I asked some 
passer by, my face bright red with adrenaline and sweat, “have you seen a thief on a bike!” Perhaps 
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wondering if I had lost my mind, confusing reality with the movie, “The bicycle thief ”. I walked back 
up the hill a beaten man. I was shaking and as I cried, my dad, in a kind moment of compassion, 
promised me he would get me another polar bear. He knew how much that polar bear meant to me, 
as I have always been a big fan of the arctic wildlife, the Polar Bear, the Orca, the Arctic Fox, the 
fragile land that we all take for granted, and it seemed this bicycle thief had stolen my identity. He 
had taken the rest of who I was and rode down a hill and vanished out of sight.

As my dad comforted me, rage began building, the opposite emotion of what I needed at the time. 
My anger and my resentments were now my shield upon which I would wage war. I was still young 
and I could rebound from this and thus, my mind became closed to the “stigma” of alcoholism and 
the weakness it stirred up in my soul. I would fight that weakness and win this war. I had turned a 
corner that night and did not even know it. The drink was beginning to take the man. Everyone else 
could see it but me. And “everyone” was beginning to become finite, as I had a taste of it in Florida 
and Utah. I was becoming much like the island of Nantucket, out in the Atlantic Ocean, all alone, in 
the middle of a hurricane of alcohol, battered again and again by the waves of cruelty and misfortune. 
Being disoriented enough to make the rash decisions that kept me from any safe harbor and prisoner 
to its clutches—it was as if the island itself offered the illusion of freedom, when in all actuality I was 
running toward the self imposed prison of alcohol, as it was now beginning to look as if I needed 
the booze in order to keep me from losing all hope of happiness. Booze was actually winning this 
psychological war that I was engaged in. Surrender to the winning side. I had to lose the booze to 
win the war. I could not conceive of that philosophy yet. The presentation of the word, “surrender”, 
and its deeper meaning, was not clear to me at that time. As I was not welcome in my father’s condo 
on Russian Hill, I did what I was conditioned to do, run from one “living situation” to the next. 
Never finding an answer, because I was looking in the wrong place, it was not “out there”; it was in 
here, inside all of the “fog” that surrounded it. My being, my inner child, my soul, my connection 
with the source from whence all creation comes and will return too, was who I was running from 
and for what, shame? Shame from the “thoughts” of another human being who was in no position to 
judge anyone, via a couple of “role models” who, I mused in anger, one did not really want the job 
of being a parent and two, were not that good at it, for they had faulty intelligence, as do 99.99% 
of the American parents and guardians, let alone our insane political leaders, and forget society as a 
whole. That’s right, society as a whole, as I was holding onto that resentment with both hands. I was 
re-stuck in a state where I was more in the state I was in prior to this waste of gas. When I began my 
“rehab” in the state of California in the late Spring of 1994, I thought for all intents and purposes 
my life was over and it certainly was not helped by my father’s cold attitude and basic “saving me by 
driving me back to California and not inviting his oldest son with a real problem to live under the 
same roof for maybe even a week? One week?” A little love and understanding in regard to my heart 
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being splattered all over a rock again, might have been in order for the big German jerk. No, I again 
thought with the most negative aspects of my self-pity, “the only emotion I have ever received from 
my father is ‘don’t touch that’.” That pretty much sums it up. Don’t touch that, i.e. his heart. Which, 
what I would find out a few years later, was exactly what formula I would follow, for it was the only 
role model that I had for love. I was love and I knew that more than many, however, now that I was 
back in a foreign country—California—and I had no friends, no school, no apartment, no girlfriend, 
an alien father who was emotionally unavailable, seemingly no support from above, and with no real 
direction—yeah, by the time I went to that Redwood city rehab, I was ready to give up on the world 
and the one thing that I knew, somehow always knew, even though I didn’t know it at the “time”, I 
would always have—Love.
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This map represents the odyssey I took in my “search” for a home to call my own. Although it 
may not look like distances that are that far apart, these points of geographical interests that I 

experienced, are not only far in distance, but worlds apart in the culture, it’s people and the great 
diversity that represents this wonderful country of ours.
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Grandma Elizabeth and Michael on a cable car in San Francisco 

Day with Grandma at the San Francisco zoo 
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Michael in Golden 
Gate Park, San Fran-
cisco, California
“ lookin for ducks” 
circa 1966 

Recovering from the 
big fall, Hartford Hos-
pital, Hartford, Con-
neticut circa 1973 
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“Chatham Light” 
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.Mom Dad 
and me, San 
Francisco,
California
circa 1968 

My mom and me, 
Denver, Colorado 
circa 1965
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Halloween, Simsbury, 
Connecticut

(On the road again) with 
Melissa and Marcus 
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Humpback whale breaching in Stellwagon bank off the coast of 
Cape Cod, Massachusetts 

Humpback whale tail— Cape Cod 
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Five year old Michael in San Francisco , circa,  1970

Michael and Dad at the Golden gate  bridge, SanFrancisco , circa, 1968



84

ChapTer Three

“San Francisco’s Fog”

So off to rehab I went in sunny California, circa, 1994. I guess it wasn’t really sunny that day. San 
Francisco in the fall is pretty bleak. It rained the whole way there and I was in a true fog, by any 

definition you wanted to define it by. The rebab was in Redwood City where I “dried out” for a couple 
of days, fueling the fires of astonishment and awe at where I was and why had this happened. A couple 
of days later, I was released from the hospital and put into another “sober home” in Saratoga, not far 
from where we lived in Los Gatos only 10 years prior. I stayed away from the drink and attended AA. 
My best friend from my childhood was long gone and I was left with my father, who was distant. 
I tried hard to fit into my new environment, but was trapped in this time warp machine. I didn’t 
really believe I was back in California, and it was then that I met with one of my Dad’s friends in the 
business world.

My father had suffered a heart attack and when I arrived at the hospital close to Portola Valley on 
the Peninsula, my father had a bunch of tubes hooked up to him. I was sober and it was painful to see 
him like that. I was still a mess myself but my father’s business colleague, James Pollack, was a good 
man and took interest in my situation. My father was fine after a few days and he was told to go on a 
diet. He went back to San Francisco and I was left all alone to try and figure out the myriad of tapes 
playing between my ears.

I went to my new “room” I was renting from a lady in Portola Valley, California, south of the City 
of San Francisco by a good 50 miles, a horse community that sits next to Woodside. Both towns are 
thick with Redwoods, towering hundreds of feet in the air. Mountain Bike trails took me to the top 
of the coastal mountain range and from there I could see the Pacific saying hey! Time to go surfing!
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I had let the therapeutic community go, and like all communal living, ideal it’s not—so I left.
Attempting to get a handle on just what alcoholism was, trying to figure out whom to be friends 

with—trust, and building back some kind of life is very difficult. Anyone who has been there 
understands that. Getting to the other side alone is a task that seemed impossible at the time, so I left 
the illusion that I would have a family life behind. My mother, sister and brother were so far away 
and they had written me off, as they were not interested in this sojourn of mine and nor was I. So at 
least we had that in common.

I moved to Santa Cruz, the year was 1994, and the season was midsummer. As if I had not met 
enough strangers in my life, trying to figure out whom to be friends with and building back something 
of an existence, was now “my life”. A broken record was the best metaphor I could come up with. A 
life back in Boston that I was forced out of via professionals I trusted. Let me repeat, I had never been 
in trouble with the law, I was a professional only 5 months prior and living in my own condo that I 
paid for, with no one helping me in any way, shape or form. If this was the recipe for “intervention” 
I was at the mercy of a myriad of people who made decisions for me in my “own best interest” and 
with that, imparted their opinion of me, and in my defenselessness I believed anything they told me. 
“In my defenselessness, my innocence lies”. This is critical because I was beginning to rely on others 
to tell me that I was OK, and I was beginning to doubt them. I was beginning to doubt everyone, and 
thus, felt the aloneness that only the alcoholic truly feels. It is the bottom when you doubt yourself, 
have no faith left in God and seriously doubting your place in this world. I was there and it is a living 
hell on earth.

I had not had the opportunity to grow and therefore was innocent. “In my defenselessness, my 
innocence lies. In my defenselessness, my innocence lies”, I kept repeating to myself.

My rationale for moving to Santa Cruz was simple. I remembered it being a place of peace and 
happiness, even if it was for a short time when I was 17. I was 29 now and the only thing that had 
really changed was my address a few times. I had a great childhood if you look at it from a piece meal 
perspective. Helping myself to that pie, I stayed sober for a couple of months and traveled the coastline 
of the Pacific by myself. Capitola was one of those places. “Pizza-My-Heart,” was one of those reasons. 
A stand-alone pizza joint in the heart of this small community by the ocean offered that small peace of 
mind, with the Pacific Ocean meeting the coastal hills of northern California. They served slices and 
the local favorite was New York style with feta cheese and olives. I would sit on the beach and watch 
the tourist’s go by. “Was I a tourist?” “What is my purpose?” “Can I be happy too?”

I did not know the answer. I was incapable of any concept. I was the tide.
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Eventually those tides brought me to Rancho Mirage, California—”The Betty Ford Center”. My 
company had put me on disability and thus, I was receiving money from them. The insurance I had 
afforded me a negotiation and a 16-day stay. I was moving up in the world of rehabs. This was my 
seventh one, including a “dual diagnosis unit” called Belmont Hills, where it was thought I might 
be suffering from Obsessive Compulsive Disorder or “OCD” and “ADD”, attention deficit disorder. 
Well, whatever it was that I “had” my family seemed to be pushing me to the furthest point on the 
map of these United States—southern California. “My grandmother lives there, and I think she loves 
me,” I remember saying to myself. Although, even as a kid visiting my aunt, uncle, cousins and my 
grandmother, loving them with all my heart, I was not a big fan of that region of the country. Too 
many people, but I boarded an Alaskan Airlines flight that morning at SFO and arrived in April to 
the high desert community of Palm Springs and the Palm Springs International Airport.

A man met me at the airport, a driver from the Betty Ford Center, a nice volunteer, who drove 
me to Rancho Mirage and the Eisenhower Medical Center. This facility is one of the finest medical 
institutions in the world and the Betty Ford Center is one of the specialties this fine medical facility 
has to offer. I offered the 2000 dollars I was told would be my “co-pay” and was led to my room. Most 
rehabs are two man rooms. The idea is that isolation is one of the alcoholic’s troubles . . . isolating 
from family or friends. This point was lost on me, because for all intents and purposes I had no family 
or friends, as I felt like everything that I was had been ripped away, the family and friends, were all 
long gone. I could not keep up with me, how was anyone else supposed to? . . . friends-wise that is.

I settled into the routine that most alcohol and drug rehabilitation centers prescribe, group 
meetings, lectures, medical information, detox, AA, the 12-step program of recovery, physical exercise 
and diet. The latter is a piece of the puzzle I forgot about and I wish I hadn’t. The stay there was 
good. I met a lot of people from all over the country with the same ailment I had, an addiction to 
one substance or another. Alcohol was mine. I was not in bad shape, really, and I detoxed in a few 
days. The group meeting was in McCollum Hall, one of the two men’s dorms, where we all shared 
our personal history with our drug of choice and shared war stories, as to our plight at being in that 
rehab facility. The overwhelming love that came out was extraordinary. People signed my “Big Book”, 
a book I have to this day. We received a medallion upon “graduating” and were set up with after-care 
counselors to determine what the next step should be, taking into account your family and friend 
situation, etcetera.

My father was staying in San Francisco and I was not welcome there. I wasn’t welcomed there to 
begin with. My mother had no desire to come out to the “family week” and I decided not to have one, 
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as I rationalized that there wasn’t really enough time, as the insurance would only pay for 16 days and 
I used all of my money from my company for my co-payment. I was receiving about 2000 dollars 
from my company’s long-term disability program that I had opted for when I was a real person in 
Boston. My counselors at Betty Ford graduated me anyway and we opted for another halfway house 
in either Colorado or Newport Beach in Orange County, California. I chose the latter.

I received a ride from someone in the rehab, as I was on my own. Traveling across a desert once 
again with the clothes on my back, I arrived at 46th street, Newport Beach! The old run down shack 
was tucked in with all the other shacks on the north side of Newport Beach. The town was a mix. 
Rich, wannabee rich, and surf poor. I was the latter. The rent was six hundred dollars per month, had 
a roommate and 12 other sober people living under the same roof. Most of these folks were misplaced 
and sad to be there. The house rules were that there was no drinking or drug use, a curfew, and a 
house meeting every week. Emulating the “laid-back” southern California lifestyle, it gave me the 
opportunity to really get into the meetings, make friends and establish some kind of a life. The AA was 
good, especially the men’s meeting in Corona Del Mar, “Heliotrope”, a town just south of Newport 
Beach. I rallied from the fog for a while. I worked hard on the first three steps of AA. The first being 
“That we admitted we were powerless over alcohol—and that our lives had become unmanageable.” Two, 
“Came to believe that a power greater than ourselves could restore us to sanity”. Three, “Made a decision to 
turn our will and our lives over to the care of God, as we understood him.”

I had a problem believing the first one. Perhaps because I had beat myself up so much, but 
moreover, the pain of abandonment that continued to haunt me. I was still in a fog about who I was, 
where I was, and what I was. To simply put me out there with no real support from immediate family 
and expect me to survive, let alone thrive, seemed far fetched to me, thus, I suppose I was lacking 
support, real support and it was that lack of love and my own denial of the disease I had, that led me 
to now answer the questions I had already posed for myself. Even my family on my dad’s side had no 
real use for me. I was an alcoholic. “I’ll bet my grandpa, who I never knew, who was a social worker 
and professor of some kind at the University of Chicago would have loved me—unconditionally.” 
I remember saying to myself, as I felt so useless, worthless and washed up . . . I felt as low as one 
could feel about oneself. Why? Because I thought what other people said was the gospel truth. I was 
wrong.

I had about 5 months sober, a period of sobriety I had achieved before after my first rehab back 
in Salem, Massachusetts. I had established a condo costing the same amount of money as the sober 
house and the room I rented from a lady near “Fashion Island” in Newport’s mega-rich area suited 
my tastes, whatever I was aiming for is still quite unclear. It was this balancing act I was doing. On 
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the one hand, I had some money during that relatively short time I was in Newport, 2000 dollars 
a month, but with catch. I was to have an “attending physician’s statement,” signed every month 
by a psychiatrist, who I saw on a weekly basis. It helped to meet with him, because I felt that I was 
talking to an educated person who might understand the confusion I felt. The medication of SSRI’s 
or selected serotonin re-uptake inhibitors, were thrown in my general direction, but in retrospect, it 
didn’t help. A physician who was also a psychiatrist back in New Hampshire’s Spofford Hall had told 
me years prior that I didn’t have OCD and that was backed up years later in Boston when I visited 
the “Mad Russian” who told me the same thing. It mattered not. I would soon run out of money and 
the fear of economic insecurity became paramount in my decision making process.

All of the self-knowledge I had obtained at that juncture did not help me. I picked up a drink in 
Newport Beach’s boardwalk area on 32nd street called the “Beach Ball”, a bar I ran by every day on my 
jogging route. I had spent the entire summer getting in shape and searching for a new mate, that I 
lost sight of getting in touch with myself. I didn’t know how. I was an island unto myself and the fog 
seemed to return with a vengeance. I had popped a few vicadin for some real pain I had in my back, 
helping a neighbor, and the next thing I knew, I was staring at a Heineken beer, all frosty, sitting on 
that bar I was so jealous of, filled with ‘happy people’, or so I thought, partying the summer of 1995 
away. That beer led to others and I soon found myself on an odyssey of free fall. I found out all about 
the Orange County detox circuit. Charlie Street, Casa Del Sol, Stanton “detox”, among others of 
equal or similar stock, were the refuge of alcoholics who had no family and no money. I was broke. 
I was caught in a merry-go-round of getting sober, or detoxifying the alcohol that was beginning to 
eat me alive, then picking up the booze, and repeating the same action. I would get a few months put 
together and then one phone call back “home” to Connecticut or to San Francisco would put me in 
a tailspin that would always lead to the “fuck-its” and beer.

I did attend Hoag Hospital’s 28-day rehab in Newport twice while I was there. My insurance 
was still going and I was able to give the rehab shot another try. I had met a girl from Laguna Hills, 
California, as it was after another stay at a money-sucking-scam-sober-house called “Wits End”, that 
I rented a place, a house with my dog, Bear, a golden retriever I rescued from the Huntington Beach 
Animal Shelter. The house was far away from the revolving door of Orange County. Ocean Beach, a 
part of San Diego, was the place to be, I thought to myself. Laid back as the day is long, San Diego 
would be a good break from the crazy social life of AA in southern California. I couldn’t stay sober in 
Newport. I was in a rip tide that reminded me of my days as a youth in Los Gatos.

I recall being out there years ago, boogie boarding on 26th street beach in Santa Cruz. One day, I 
caught a wave and lost my board. Being in that rip-tide and in heavy surf, my only option was to dive 
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under the oncoming sets of waves, always coming back to the surface to be greeted by yet another 
wave, repeat that over and over and one gets to the point of exhaustion, drowning. The waves were 
sometimes alcohol, sometimes emotion. I couldn’t be the observer, because I had forgotten who I was. 
I was a scared kid who at the age of 31, had not even grown up. My family had ostracized me, and I, 
desperately trying to hold onto any imagination of what I thought my family was. That is what I had 
failed to see, that it was an image of what I thought a family should be. Love, kindness, compassion, 
forgiveness were words as foreign as all of the places I had been forced to move to and from. The 
conversations with either one of my parent’s were often hurtful and damaging, too painful to word 
any more than I already have. Being 31, I should have been able to let go of this and move on. I could 
not. I was in a vortex and it, whatever it was, had me.

It was only a month after moving into my house in Ocean Beach that the recovery home in 
Newport Beach called again. This time it was an old hotel on the Balboa Peninsula in Newport. I 
was stupid enough to buy into “the more money you spend on recovery, the better your recovery will 
be” philosophy, so I moved into this converted hotel that was being run by a criminal. I spent 2000 
dollars to move in, as that was the monthly rate. It was an extension of a twenty-eight day program. 
A competitor down the street had a similar set up called “Sober Living by the Sea”, cute name, with a 
better snake oil salesmen. They get the top dollar for recovery in southern Cal, 10,000 dollars for the 
first month at Sober Living, so I felt as if I were getting a bargain at this dump. Well, it turned out 
that I learned less than I already thought I knew, as the owner of said rehab recovery house split with 
all the rent. That’s right, the owner of the extended stay $2000 dollar a month rehab facility took all of 
our collective money and ran, leaving us high and “dry”. I was still unpacking from the Ocean Beach 
move to really notice the upheaval, as my ego used it to further the distance for my recovery.

My girlfriend had a horse and I took some peace in that. Orange Park Acres, another horse 
community, had good trails and there is a lot to be said for Equine therapy. Anyone who has been 
around animals knows what I am talking about. Suffice to say, the roller coaster that was southern 
California continued. I rented a house up on “top of the world”, the top of the many impressive hills 
in Laguna Beach. It was an A frame structure of some kind. One room with a small bathroom and a 
loft that you entered by climbing a steep staircase, 85-degree pitch, perfect for someone who drank a 
lot of beer—with the bathroom being on the first floor. We stayed in that loft for the wet season, the 
winter of 1996-97, and one day I drove back up the hill, three and a half miles up, to the homestead, 
and pulled another geographical cure out of the hat. I thought that maybe it was time for another 
move—Vail, Colorado.
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We packed up our stuff, shipped it out to Longmont, Colorado, a town north of Denver, and 
crammed as much as we could into the Miata, now sporting 16-inch wheels and low profile tires, 
the high lease and headed off into the sunrise. We brought Bear with us and made it to Georgetown, 
Colorado in a little less than 30 hours. I had given up on the idea of putting the plug in the jug, and 
so when we called Vail from our hotel room 80 miles to the east, and found a place to call “home”, 
everything looked up. We arrived in Vail, a resort that I had never skied, only seen through the eyes 
of a 14 year-old boy, so many years prior, traveling with my family, when we were on the way further 
east to a place called Vermont.

We unpacked the car in Edwards, a town a few miles west of Vail. We set up jobs on the mountain 
and settled in. However, my girlfriend at the time, Linda, voiced that her heart wasn’t in it. Who could 
blame her? I was drinking more now than before and I had dragged her out of her natural element to 
a foreign concept and explained to her with love, that Colorado was an awesome place to be. Young 
people living a good life away from the grind of the city, as I told her with complete conviction, “it 
was better than southern California, that’s for sure.” She didn’t buy it. She made an ultimatum and I 
caved. We drove back to southern Cal and I was deeper in the vacuum bag. I remember how deflated 
I felt and as my “funds” were beginning to dwindle and my experiences at “Charlie Street”, a ten day 
rehab in Costa Mesa, California, hard core, with no drugs to detox and little else but the support of 
a great group of men who understand the true nature of alcohol abuse, becoming more frequent, I 
knew it was a time for a change.

In 1997, I called my mother and sister in Connecticut and they agreed that I should come out 
to start again on the east coast. We packed our bags and jumped in her new Honda, as my Miata 
was now history, and began the epic journey across the country again. Earlier that year, I had tried 
that on my own. I had flown back to the origin of my graduation home, a home I truly LOVED, 
from college at the University of Vermont—Martha’s Vineyard, an island off the coast of Cape Cod, 
Massachusetts. I was looking for a clue, as to where I had gone wrong. With my failed marriage, with 
my relationship, with my drinking, my nuclear family, and continued unrest that lurked under my 
soul, I had no idea where to start. I was as far from a Nomad as you can get, and yet I was one. The 
records prove that.

When I was back there, in the late fall of 1996, by myself, sitting at the bar of the Navigator 
Restaurant in Edgartown, I drank to the good old days. Ten years ago, I was sitting at this same bar 
with a host of friends, complete with a job just outside of the window at the Edgartown Yacht club. 
I was on that high from graduating college, naive in the true ways of the world, the people in it, and 
places of intention from which they come. As these thoughts melded into others, when I looked up 
at the television over the bar, I noticed, for the first time, a hurricane bearing down on Cape Cod. I 
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was in full flight from reality. I was on another “journey” like the one I took to Colorado, except this 
time I was all by myself. I had flown to Logan in Boston and the trip to Martha’s Vineyard was one of 
pure chance, as in hope, that I would find my way. Right into a bloody hurricane!

Hurricane Edwourd, that struck New England in October of 1996, was a category 3 storm. The 
town of Edgartown was battening down the hatches. The bar was closing, I was buzzed, and I had a 
couple hundred dollars in my pocket and a return ticket “home” to California. The guy next to me in 
the bar said that he had a sailboat moored in the Edgartown harbor just outside of Walter Cronkite’s 
house on the hill. I thought it sounded like a plan. We jumped in the dingy, started the engine, and 
arrived just in time for the hurricane to hit full force. As I tried to climb onto the yacht, I fell out 
of the dingy and into the Atlantic. I was wearing a thick leather coat, jeans and hiking boots. As my 
friend had already jumped aboard this 80-foot white sailboat that simply said two words on the back, 
“ Florida”, leaving out the first name for obvious confidential reasons, I thought this was going to be 
where I died. I was drowning. I could not get my body up the wire “fence” protection adhered to the 
deck of the boat and the winds were already howling at 90 mph, sustained. This man who I did not 
know from Adam, somehow lifted me from the ocean and placed me on the deck of this beautiful 
ship. There was no one else aboard.

I ran into the cabin and immediately hailed the harbor patrol for help. They were less than helpful. 
I looked down at the wind speed indicator, whatever the hell it’s called, and it read 110 mph! Good 
God! I’m in the middle of a bloody hurricane on a bloody f ’ing boat! I looked at my friend, who was 
as cool as a cucumber and asked to use his phone. I called my girlfriend back in California and told 
her the situation, “I’m, in, a, hurricane, on, a, boat . . . click.” I was cut off. I looked down at the rich 
wood of the galley—Teak, and began to shake. The waves were bouncing the boat up and down a 
good couple of feet, it felt like six feet, and my courage was beginning to waver. My eastern European 
friend handed me a glass with rum and sugar—”grog”, an old sailor’s drink. I sat down to think. What 
could I do? I was on a sailboat with a total stranger who just saved my life. I continued to shake. I was 
not that drunk. I calmed down.

The next moment was one I will never forget. My friend asked me if I wanted to see something. I 
replied, “why not?” He opened up the large captain’s chest and in it were stacks of thousand dollar bills 
wrapped in cellophane. The chest was completely stuffed with millions of dollars! I was now in more 
shock than I was before. I had to choose between looking at all of that money and worry about the 
hurricane. I chose the former. He asked if I wanted any, he indicated I could take whatever I wanted. 
I thanked him, but said no. He smiled and handed me a movie and indicated an open door down the 
hall, the captain’s quarters. I followed the path to the door and opened it, closed the door and thanked 
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the Lord. I didn’t feel worthy of prayer, let alone talking directly to God. I turned on the TV, set the 
VCR and began watching the movie he had handed me, “The Graduate”, starring Dustin Hoffman. 
I watched it four or five times. During that period between 7 pm and 6 am, I rocked up and down 
with the boat, alone and in relative silence. The Simon and Garfunkel songs of my childhood were 
effective and effortless in taking away my fear and putting me at peace in a world of disarray on so 
many different levels. I knew that peace could reign even in the midst of a hurricane. Harmony still 
existed in my heart. I doubt I realized it at the time, however.

I had not seen my friend all night. I had not left the captain’s quarters. It was sunrise and I went up 
on deck. That is where he was, looking over the boat, inspecting for damage. Surprisingly, there was 
no damage, save the dingy that took a dive in the wind. The rain continued to fall, almost sideways, 
stinging my face, as the wind was still blowing at forty plus knots. It was an extremely slow moving 
storm, and as a few of the sailboats that were nearby had found land awkwardly, we fished a vessel out 
of the harbor, as it was floating on by this two-name ship. I said goodbye to my friend, as I truly can’t 
remember his name, but thanked him as I rowed the wooden rowboat ashore with one oar. I launched 
myself out of that rowboat, and staggered with my newly born ‘sea legs’ up the deserted streets of 
Edgartown and rented a room at the Harbor Side Hotel, a little ways up Winter Street. I slept for 
a good 16 hours and after showering and shaving, I made my way to the ferry to get off the island. 
I arrived in Falmouth, where I jumped on a bus and jumped on a plane bound for “home”—Los 
Angeles International Airport, southern California.

So, you see my trepidation at this trip back to New England as we drove east on Interstate 15. The 
trip was uneventful, other than the occasional beer along the way. I was supposedly sober and thus, 
wanted to remain as close to the water wagon as possible. I remembered all of the conversations my 
mother and I had had. Everything that I was feeling was still valid and I was not going to be treated as 
sub-human anymore. It was a mistake to go back. We arrived in Simsbury, my old hometown, to my 
mom’s house decorated by my sister with a banner saying “Welcome Home”. I cried. I was happy to 
be back. I had come a tremendous way in the three years since I left my home in Boston. However, I 
immediately felt less than. I felt that I was looked down upon and this fueled the drinking, as I simply 
wanted some validation for how I felt as a human being. Let alone as their son and brother. We had all 
been through it, yes? Were they better people because they had a home and food in the fridge? That 
they even had a fridge? It was like that.

So it wasn’t long before I left for Boston with my girlfriend, and I went into a bar for a beer and 
she got lost, panicked and drove back to Connecticut. I was left high and dry. Had I not been here 
before? I made my way south; back to Cape Cod, where I finally ended up at Gosnold, a rehab in 
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Falmouth. I was lost. My mother would not accept my collect calls from Boston, as all of our money 
was back in Connecticut and my girlfriend had just driven back there. I was fortunate to get help at 
that juncture, as I was at my last straw. I believed in my heart that I could stop drinking and I was 
worth saving. I knew it. Yet, back in 1997, it wasn’t clear to me.

After two weeks at Gosnold Rehabilitation Center, she called and explained that she had enough 
of the great state of Connecticut. As it turned out, she and my mother were like oil and water, another 
problem out of my control. She thought Colorado was out of her element, wait until she gets a load 
of Cape Cod! She came up to the Cape, and as we had shipped her horse out from California and we 
had our dog, “Bear”, with us, it was only a matter of time before she left to go back to California. We 
had rented a cottage in Dennis, right on route 28, and I had attained employment with some horrible 
phone company, New England Telephone Company, telemarketing, and one day I came home and 
she was gone. She had simply left—with the dog and horse. Damn, there goes my equine therapy! I 
was not going back to California. I had seen enough, only visits from now on to the “Golden State”, 
thank you very much. So, I did what any world traveler would do—spend the winter of 1997-98 on 
the great island of Nantucket, thirty miles south/southeast of Hyannis harbor on the mainland of 
Cape Cod—an island in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean.

A buddy of mine had a home out there and I moved to the island with the thought of drinking 
in mind. Plenty of company there, the population of Nantucket usually shrinks to about 10,000 
people in the winter compared to 150,000-200,000 in the summer. With plenty of bars to drink in, 
and my friend being a builder on the island, he had rented a pretty awesome ‘upside down’ house on 
Surfside Beach. Looking out into the Atlantic day or night from this tricked out deck, complete with 
a telescope, I was in heaven as the stars could not have been brighter. The cold Nantucket nights, that 
penetrated my very being, brought the awesome power of that island into focus. My friend was going 
through his own stuff with his wife and kids who lived in town, so I mostly kept to finding a job and 
going out at night. Occasionally we would have a party at the house or go out to the Atlantic Café. I 
found a job with Island Airlines, which added to my collection of odd jobs. It was interesting how the 
fog would shut down the airport on a frequent basis. I had no idea what a metaphor that fog would 
end up being.

Time marched on and soon it was time for the ‘Christmas Stroll’, an event that takes place the first 
week in December on the cobblestone streets of this splendid tiny, tiny city. All of the community 
participates in decorating trees that line the streets at this time of year. The lights are spectacular and 
there is much joy to be a part of—even if for a moment, and the moment is all any of us have anyway. 
That was what it was like. I had been reduced to only being an outsider. There was no other way to 
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look at it. I felt as though I had to beg for my parents’ acceptance, when it was 180 degrees from that. 
I hadn’t come full circle yet. If I could have seen into the future I might have said to my pal, Matt 
Graham, “hey look! It’s the Nantucket Police Department Christmas tree! Watch out though, if you 
get too close to it, or touch it in any way, you might just get the $hit kicked out of you!”

I had met another girl on the island, of all places that Christmas stroll, Nancy, a nurse practioner, 
and she stayed with me at my house on Nantucket a few nights, as she was over for the stroll with 
some friends and we had hit it off. She left, and we stayed in touch. So much so that I moved to 
Connecticut, her adopted home town of Branford on Long Island Sound, for a short time, well south 
of Hartford. I had lost any desire to get well. Why? What’s the point and besides I was drinking like 
I drank when working in Boston, no more than the average Irish immigrant in a 750-dollar suit. I 
lived on the south shore and took a job with someone in the insurance/IT world, a position I should 
have moved solidly towards—at least on paper. My boss was a great guy, Joe Markland, from the 
ranks of the same insurance company I had worked for years ago—UNUM. His company, Starnex, 
was a successful blend of the employee benefits world I had come out of, secretly admonishing, and 
the computer industry, as technology was rapidly advancing, marrying the two disciplines, if you 
will. My commute was hell, as I traveled I 95 from Branford, next door to New Haven, where Yale 
University is, to a town in Massachusetts, Franklin, just outside of Boston—well over two hours one 
way. I took the job to try and “get normal” and it didn’t work. I was drinking as much as before, a 
good eight beers a day, and this continued until I had had enough, as my Dad had moved his business 
to New York, and I was offered a job by DMR consulting in Edison, New Jersey. I recall being on the 
phone with him while I still lived in Connecticut, and I asked him a simple question, “when is the 
interview?” My dad responded, “This is the interview!” My dad is a man of few words.

I had come full circle once again, and this time I planned on taking advantage of this “Fast Track” 
program of MIT grads and the like, all of whom excelled in computer science and math. My father 
tried and I thank him for that, but I was not ready for another commute, this time from Avon-by-the-
Sea, where I had rented a small one bedroom apartment, to Edison, New Jersey, sixty plus mile one 
way, 1500 tollbooths and a lot of attitude on the Garden State Parkway. I gave it the best ‘college try’ I 
could, but in the end, after a month or so, I resigned from the company. I told them ‘no thanks’ and I 
left. I would not make it. I did not want to live in the city again and this job was well over my head. I 
could have done it if I had a chance to dry out and set up shop again in a foreign place, complete with 
adjusting to the new attitudes of the people, a new political landscape, this time the Jersey Shore, and 
as it was getting onto winter again, the winter of 1998-99, I figured what the hell, I will move back 
to Colorado. I called Breckenridge and set up a time to be at the job fair on or around Halloween of 
1998. It was another 2000-mile journey I would do on my own. This time I packed up my used 240 
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DL red Volvo, with Connecticut plates, and headed west again. I was in that Vortex of movement, 
energy and tides that all seemed to collide with my intention. My intention to be happy and enjoy a 
good honest life with a person I love, who inspires you, who enjoys the better part of this experience 
on this little blue rock I call Earth. To love and be loved unconditionally, this is what I wanted—what 
we all want. To get back to that kid I was in so many places, in so many circumstances, in so many 
hurricanes. To be understood. To take a breath, to live, to truly live and put all of the things of the 
past in some type of logical order that made some kind of sense to me. I was drowning in a sea of 
information, regret and general self loathing, seeking solace in a career that had nothing to do with 
who I am as a person, and the alcohol that I was taking into my body was being used to kill the pain 
I was in, hence killing me at the same time. I had no idea that my body was mutating into alcohol, 
that every cell was now more or less dependent on the molecule of alcohol as the sustenance for the 
body and mind, and soon to almost take over the spirit as well.

I made my way west in my 1986 Volvo. I was proud to be going back to Colorado to start my life. 
It was a long needed break. I was headed for Breckenridge, a ski resort 67 miles outside of Denver. 
I took a job as a kid’s ski instructor, and set up shop in Dillon, on the other side of the reservoir. It 
is a beautiful place to live if you ever get the chance. Summit County was home for a while. I was 
alone though, and it was hard to really make any friends. I rented a room in a beautiful Chalet that 
overlooked Lake Dillon and Buffalo Mountain and Red Spire. The forms of water that frequented 
my sight, as my bedroom window looked directly out at Lake Dillon and on some days, the water 
vapors froze to the evergreens creating what they call ‘ghost trees’. This picture of heaven was only 
diminished by the fact I had no one to share it with. I drank occasionally, but focused on my job, 
teaching kids how to ski. Most of the kids that were on the mountain were just that, kids. I was 
now 33 and dangerously old to be doing such a radical thing like giving up on the corporate world 
and moving to the mountains. It was a great experience though and I highly recommend it. The 
Christmas Eve service at the “Lord of the Mountains in Dillon”, a gorgeous Lutheran church, was the 
most beautiful “Silent Night” I have ever been a part of. I felt a deep sadness, but I was grateful to be 
feeling anything as I listened to the Lutheran minister speak of love and peace. I walked back up the 
hill of Oro Grande Drive, my little street and it was then that I experienced a true silent night. The 
hot tears of loneliness fell on the fresh snow. I did feel something, as I looked up at the blackness of 
the night, lit only by the sharp white specks of light, I did feel something alright, I just didn’t know 
what it was . . .

This right of passage into manhood was tough to take. I didn’t feel like a man, at the age of 33, 
and yet I didn’t fit into being a ski bum either. It was really scary. I had this old Volvo with 200,000 
miles on it and I was living on a steep sloped driveway up this other hill, and I had to drive a good 
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15 minutes up to Keystone Mountain, where I taught kids how to ski. I was thankful we didn’t have 
a lot of snow that year. It was hard enough to get up the road to park, let alone teach kids how to 
traverse the mountain when it’s their first time skiing and they’re visiting from Tennessee. Altitude 
sickness often affects kids when they are over 10,000 feet above sea level. That mac and cheese looks 
great coming back up, especially when it gets all over your ski parka!

I couldn’t take any more drinking. I was starting to drink more and more. I didn’t drink in the 
morning, but I drank at night and it was getting ugly. I thought that I might need help again and so 
I traveled to Denver, to a hospital, where they detoxed me for three days. My Volvo was still up in the 
mountains, so I was thankful for some help from one of the crew, the manager, a great guy, who got 
me back up the mountain to Dillon, retrieved the car, packed and headed back down the mountain 
where I headed north to Boulder. From there I continued in a northwest direction—Estes Park, where 
I was fortunate enough to be admitted into Harmony Foundation, another rehab! Yes, it was another 
hunting lodge. It was a large building that looked like a turn of the century hunter lodge retreat. 
There were animal heads, “trophies”, that filled the room. Most of the animals were from Africa, as 
that part of the experience was a little unsettling. The fireplace was nice, as the snow began to fall 
with authority. The rehabilitation center was on par with Betty Ford, as far as the national surveys on 
substance abuse facilities go around the country, in the top five along with Hazelton of Minnesota 
and Florida and Father Martin’s Ashley in Maryland and Cottonwood in Tucson, Arizona.

I couldn’t help but remember our trip as a family to Kenya when we lived in England. It was 
surreal really, thinking about the fact that my parent’s honeymooned in Estes Park. It seemed weird 
to be getting well in one of the best rehabs in the country, for 28 days this time, and perusing the 
dead animal heads on the wall and thinking of our trip to Africa where the only hunting we did 
was shooting too many rolls of film, as evidenced by my mom’s box of classic photos from Africa in 
1982, proving that we as a family were not big game hunters. Thus, I had a mix of emotions flooding 
through me, as I pondered the question, what next?

The grounds of the facility were magnificent. The compound was built on at least 1000 acres and 
it maintained the main house, with that large “living room” and with plenty of room to talk with 
friends, along with the lecture hall, the small group rooms upstairs, and the rooms for the newly 
admitted. There was a large cafeteria that served the best prime rib you have ever tasted, as their chefs 
produced the best food I have ever eaten, with a special focus on diet and rebuilding the bodies and 
minds of people who had been abusing them with drugs and alcohol for such a long period of time. 
The “front yard” was enormous, complete with a half-mile walking circle that looped around the 
complex as it stands at the foot of Trail Ridge road. Rocky Mountain National Park looms at the top 
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of that trail that is closed from October until May. The drifts of snow are usually eight feet high when 
the plows open up the road in the spring. 15 Cabins, male and female, sit off to the northwest of the 
Main lodge and two occupants “camped” in these nice, warm wooden buildings, complete with a 
desk, a lamp and plenty of writing paper. Elk would wander into the camp at night and we would see 
them in the day. Snow fell and I was playing disk outside. It was awesome. I learned a lot. However, 
when it came time to “graduate”, the pressure was on, as Harmony lacked the one thing all good 
rehabs need, good aftercare facilities in the Denver/Boulder metro regions.

My car was stuffed with all of my worldly possessions. Stuffed. As I pulled out of the driveway 
of that magnificent place, and rolled down the hill southeast to Boulder, I remembered that I had a 
few beers in the back seat, Budweiser. I pulled onto the campus of CU, University of Colorado, and 
cracked open a cold one. As I sipped it, on that cool spring morning in 1999, with echoes of the snow 
that fell the night before clinging to the Flatirons of Boulder, the huge granite ‘boulders’ that literally 
rose right out of the earth from the plains that surrounded them, thousands of feet into the air, along 
with the Ponderosa Pines that lined the mountain-like campus of this great university, I thought 
about what I was doing. I was drinking a beer after learning more than I had ever known about this 
disease called alcoholism. I was out of answers. I knew that I wanted to start a life again, yet I also 
new that I couldn’t be an alcoholic, because no one would love me. I would be alone and replanted 
in yet another big city, this time as an adult and asked to fend for myself. One of my roommates in 
the main house while I was at Harmony gave me the key to a condo he and his family were not using 
in the tech center of Denver, DTC, and I was very thankful. Great people are from Colorado, these 
folks from Castle Pines were no exception. God Bless them for helping me. I was obviously in need. 
I had this problem with the stigma of the stupid physiological ailment I had. However, this was the 
city. I was, as far as I knew, an insurance man, right? I was healthy—I could drink beer and socialize 
with normal people, right? I was worthy of being happy right? So you see, on the outside I looked 
perfectly normal, and yet, on the inside, I was so unhappy, I was wrapped up in the ego, and as I have 
heard it in the halls of AA many times, “I was an ego-maniac with an inferiority complex.” But, that 
was not the truth either.

The fact was that I was confused. I was falling into the same trap with the booze that I had always 
done. I would drink only a few and quit, let’s say when I was at that serene 1.2 BAL, (blood alcohol 
level) where all the fog was lifted and I could see more clearly. However, I was also more aware of 
just how “screwed up my life” was and how angry at my parent’s I really was. How dare my mother 
say anything to me regarding her interpretation of my life and how I was supposed to live my life in 
Denver! These were the thoughts that ran through my head when sitting in the CU parking lot. I 
called her several times from Harmony and got nowhere. Just the blame game and “pack your bags 
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folks! We’re going on a guilt trip”! Do not pass go and do not collect 200 dollars!” It was always like 
that. It was as if she coined a cliché response back when I was stupid enough to let her get to me and 
believe what she said was the gospel truth. Wow, was I naïve and impressionable. To think I wasted 
those years, or at least hurt myself with taking anyone’s words to heart before my own and God’s—
that was a lesson I had to learn. What someone thinks of me is none of my business. I take that to 
heart now, because I cannot afford resentment against anyone anymore. That is the truth directly in 
action from the Big Book of Alcoholic’s Anonymous.

So I got back on the horse. I was offered a job with AON Corporation, a giant broker-like Marsh, 
Inc., based in New York, as I was in the Boston office, but this was based out of Chicago. I took the 
position, selling another “hot” product that no one wanted to buy, and did the same exact thing I 
did before. I was making a little more than 40,000 dollars a year plus bonuses. But the progression 
of alcohol continued, and I could not operate on the same cylinders as I used to. I socialized at the 
various hot spots around Denver, like all of the other yuppies. I took in sporting events, like the 
Colorado Rockies and the Colorado Avalanche. I went skiing and had a pretty good time. However, 
I was not bouncing back from the hangovers like I did in the past, there was a shade of doubt in my 
step. I felt like I was plunging back into the abyss. However, after starting a life again in the good city 
of Denver, I was still a functioning member of society.

The relationship that I was in for almost 3 and a half years with a girl, Karin that I had met in 
Denver, had a house with in Washington Park, and did love very much, began to wane, however. I 
suppose it was partly because of the fact that I was not interested in getting well, and partly, again, 
because on the outside I was just fine. I was working hard and making plenty of money for our house 
and our dogs, a Mastiff and Great Dane, Jake and Duke, but the alcohol had a better grip on me and 
the “fast lane” life I was living in was getting the better of me, my relationship, my priorities, and 
even my Faith. I was going through the motions, devoid of spirit, as the spirits of chemicals to which 
I was addicted, ran the show—and for this I was deep in shame and regret. This added to the self-hate 
I had already horded for myself, and every day added to that deepening debt within my own soul. I 
was caught in a vortex and did not even know it.

I had been down this road before, I thought, and things were getting blurry. I had my faculties, 
however, my need to drink alcohol was now at the point of necessity. If I didn’t drink in the morning, 
I would get sick. I shook and was losing weight. I felt as though I was beyond the help of rehabs, as 
I had visited another in the spring of 2002, Cottonwood, in Tucson, Arizona. Another state-of-the-
art rehab on Roy Roger’s old dude ranch in the high deserts of southern Arizona, that provided a 
wonderful setting for a movie, but failed in its attempt, as I was deep into the disease. I had seemingly 
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lost all hope. I left a house, two dogs and a good life because I was too sick to know how to get help. 
There was no one left.

There was no way to tell this incredible story, other than bits and pieces of a very meandering way 
of growing up. Even in healthy relationships with a member of the opposite sex, I was hindered in 
some way by the fact that I didn’t love myself enough to give myself a break and know I had many 
friends to countless ‘kids’ my own age. I just lost track of them via a series of random moves all over 
the map. As soon as I felt normal or somewhat happy, I would drink and be those yuppies, I guess I 
was trying to be, because that’s what college tells us to do, that’s what our parents’ expect, and before 
you know it, you’re a trained seal in a show, performing for everyone but yourself and not even 
catching a glimpse of who you really are—deep down inside. Probably a good person, who needed 
some space to breathe. I must have known this somewhere inside that decaying body of mine, via all 
of the chemicals, and therefore went on into the fog, simply seeking the truth, only a couple hundred 
meters above the ground. I said goodbye to my girlfriend in Colorado as she dropped me off at the 
airport in Denver. It was a sad day. I left all of my stuff with her, as I told her I was leaving for New 
England, principally Nantucket, to write and put some perspective on what a purposelessness my 
life had become. I had good intentions, but the alcohol clouded them. Not evident by my outside 
appearance or demeanor, nor by my real soul, but by the damage that alcohol was beginning to really 
take on my mind and malnourished body. I was heartbroken in so many different ways and I felt like 
it was entirely my ‘fault’, like I was a defective part in a machine that I was not really a part of. So 
many questions, so few answers . . .

When I arrived that day in Boston, July of 2003, with the new LL Bean backpack and my attaché 
case with my journal and portfolio, as all of my stuff from Colorado was put in storage in Denver, I 
took a bus from South Station in Boston to Hyannis on Cape Cod. A short trip that would land me 
back in a seemingly endless fog bank that lasted three years plus . . .

The steady progression of the booze became evident later on, as I steamed over to Nantucket on the 
Grey Lady two. The catamaran moves fast on the waters of Nantucket sound. Moving at forty knots 
southeast, the fine passenger ferry flies with ease and elegance through the various weather patterns 
that fill the northeast with such variety. This particular day, the sun was blazing down on the deck, 
and I was happy to be back in New England again. I had been away for so long, and although I was 
once again in heartbreak land because of Colorado—the failed attempt to get back into the corporate 
world, the failed relationship with a girl that I did love, more than I loved my first wife, and the fact 
I wasn’t ready to face the stigma of being an alcoholic. As I gentlemanly-like sipped on my cold beer 
on that hot late July day of 2003, I thought of how happy I was on the Islands and Cape. I thought 
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that if I could find a niche in this world, that I could make some contribution, such as Shakespeare 
said back in the days of the Indians, before America became what it is today, “All the world’s a stage”. 
I may just get to contribute a verse, as I thought to myself, “what will be mine?”

I arrived in Nantucket at about noon. I was clean-shaven; I was dressed like any other tourist. I 
had arrived from Denver, not a drunk or belligerent hoodlum, but the soft-spoken gentle soul that I 
am. I must have looked like I had just got off a mountain, however, as my backpack is a state-of-the-
art climbing backpack. The old North face bag contained my Coach attaché case and all of my new 
clothes were clean—no drugs or even hard booze. I had showered like always and I looked fine from 
the outside. Yes, I felt very sad on the inside, but I was making the best of a bad situation.

I booked a room at the bed and breakfast up the street from town, and slept as well as I could. 
I had just lost everything in this world once again. My dogs, a Mastiff I raised from a pup named 
Jake, and my Great Dane, Duke, who was a German Mantle, whom I personally picked up from the 
Denver airport a couple of years prior to my thought at that moment, my home that I helped build, 
a girl who couldn’t handle my drinking, and some good friends who I disappointed. I wasn’t running 
from any person or entity out there, I was running from my thoughts. I was in pain. I could not put a 
handle on why, but it was clear to me that I was not going to be good to anyone unless I put a finger 
on why I was so sad. Nantucket was a sacred place to me. I felt safe there for some reason, and that 
thought gave me new hope as I walked the streets of this hamlet in the middle of the Atlantic and 
wrote in my journal.

Alcohol is a depressive, yes, but it only acts as an agent to cloud the reason, to dull the senses and 
distance yourself from your eternal source. I didn’t really know that at the time. I was caught up on 
the first three steps and couldn’t even conceive of the others. What I didn’t realize at the time was 
that I was beating myself up for attempting to get well in the first place. I had been in and out of 
the “program” since 1991, a full twelve years. I had seen a lot of AA, rehabs, high class and low class, 
remembering the movie, “A River Runs Through It”, and how it was acted out in a real episode in 
California just a few months prior.

Before I left Denver permanently, I had been out drinking in San Clemente, California. I had 
gone back California, to a rehab, Hoag Hospital’s 28-day program, and had already relapsed. I was 
only there for a short period of time, but the narrow streets of San Clemente, just south of Newport, 
all had Spanish named streets like, “Oro Grand”, the street I lived at in Dillon, Colorado. At the end 
of a long night of drinking with some brave guys heading out to Iraq that next day, I climbed back 
up the hill to find my 1990 Chevy Nova—as I had downsized from a 2002 Volvo 70s. The long and 
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short of it was I was lost in a driving rainstorm, and I could not find this car anywhere. I walked and 
walked and walked. About 2 am with the streets shut down and no one around, I went into survival 
move. I found a Lincoln Town car parked on one of these streets that I couldn’t even spell, let alone 
read, as they were in a foreign tongue, and climbed underneath the vehicle to get out of the rain.

Sounds crazy, but it kept me dry, as I did not want to get soaked as the temperature on that rainy 
day in February of 2003 was hovering in the 50’s and with a good 20 mph wind it could be curtains 
if I didn’t find shelter soon. Hence the car, to prevent any chance of hypothermia, and as I was resting 
under this car, a torrent of water, similar to a youthful river in Colorado, swept through me on a B 
line to the Pacific, which was convenient for the water, as the ocean was just below my feet. I climbed 
out of that river and dropped by a ‘Del Taco’ to see what condition my condition was in. It was 
condition red. The good people of that restaurant chain in southern California knew it. They took me 
in, even though they were closed for the night. I shook and tried to warm up with a blanket, towel 
and coffee. It was sunrise before I walked out that door. “No car and no more home in Denver”, I 
wrote on the beach of Madekat on the western shores of Nantucket. Thoughts all streaming together 
as one river of consciousness, meaningless and profound simultaneously, came together as one—like a 
musical piece by Mozart, followed by Bach. However, the music was not at all that beautiful, in fact, 
it sounded a bit like a bad rap song.

So as the morning came, the good “real” tourists ate their overpriced breakfasts and headed off to 
learn all about the history of Nantucket, or visit the beach, or whatever one does on Nantucket on a 
beautiful sunny, summer day. I packed up my new backpack and headed out the door. To get an idea 
how big this backpack is all you have to do is picture Neil Armstrong on the moon. My mobile ‘home’ 
was complete with a stuffed athletic bag and a nice Coach attaché case with the good remains of the 
life I had left in Denver. As I judged myself, my insides based on other peoples outsides, thinking, 
even though I drank, I did go to work at a “job” I despised on so many different levels and I was an 
upstanding member of society. I had values and it was sad that I even had to question that. So many 
people had used that stigma of alcohol against me and even though I wasn’t running from the law, 
I felt less than those other tourists that stayed at the bed and breakfast. I was deep in that fog even 
though there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. I felt “apart from” for the first time in my life and this feeling 
scared me. I suppose it was due to the fact that I had no real “plan” and that it had been roughly ten 
years since I lost my home in Beacon Hill and went on that ten year odyssey around the country 
and abroad—not having any clear direction other than the stars to navigate me and a ‘compass’ that 
showed the ‘road less traveled’ was clearly mine, leaving me feeling more unique and isolated than 
before. I had very little in common with anyone now, and much as I tried to fit into the “norm” of 
society, I was haunted by the many failures of my past. These triggered negative responses in my head 
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and my self-worth was at an all time low. The drink was not yet taking the man, as I was still writing 
and had enough money to keep me on the island for another week. It would be profound and I would 
be discovered for the great adventurous soul that I am, found on Nantucket, where all good things 
happen . . .

It was high noon, and I walked up to “Straight Wharf” and looked out at the beautiful Yachts 
that fill the marina. Hadderas, Ocean Yachts, Boston Whalers, and sailboats bigger than the one I 
spent the night on back in 1996. I was in a good mood. I had a few Budweiser’s on me from the night 
before and I walked down to the first pier I saw, striking up a conversation with one of the owners of 
a boat docked only a few feet away from me. We talked for a few minutes, and the next thing I knew, 
there were a couple of Nantucket police officers standing next to me. Young, with a ‘not too bright 
look’ in their eyes, cops. They informed me that this pier was private property and warned me not to 
enter that pier again. I complied. I am not a confrontational man, never having had a problem with 
police officers in any part of the country or world. I had never had any problems with the police on 
the island—EVER.

I left for a walk on that beautiful day and returned to the dock where the ferry comes in. I 
walked down another pier, not connected to the pier I had been to previously, and struck up another 
conversation with a polite dockhand on another large vessel. The next thing I knew, a man’s voice 
said, Mr. Mosier, I spun around and responded, “yes?”, with the officer responding by saying, “you are 
under arrest.” I was in shock. I was arrested by the same two cops I had spoken with only moments 
before and thrown into the little Nantucket jail, a tiny building on India Street perpendicular to Main 
Street. I sat in jail for five hours that day, until about 6 pm. Finally, it seemed like an eternity, the 
bail commissioner arrived, an old person from the town, who took my 40 bucks and sent me on my 
way.

I had missed the entire day on Nantucket because I walked down a dock that clearly was not the 
same dock as before, and imagined was arrested because I looked out of place. Furthermore, the dock 
I was originally on was not a private dock, none of the docks around the straight wharf are private 
and yet I was singled out. Winter backpack on a sunny tourist day on Nantucket, yet, I was a tourist! 
I had not been charged with anything except “trespassing” and that was a trumped up charge anyway. 
Combine that experience with the hospital “trespassing” charge and you can see where I felt a little 
paranoid.

This brings me back to the actual incident. After getting out of jail for the second time with charges 
of “trespassing” after going for some counseling at the Nantucket Cottage Hospital for depression and 
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not getting too much in the way of help, sitting outside of the hospital with a beer in hand, minding 
my own business, and arrested for ‘trespassing’ that next day and going through the same procedure 
with the bail of forty dollars and wasting another precious day on the island, not to mention beginning 
to wonder if I was being ‘marked’, as I was, I went across the street to the Atlantic Café where I was 
determined to enjoy the rest of the day. The cops told me not to ever return to straight wharf or I 
would be arrested again. Sounds like a police state? No? You bet it is. How was I supposed to get off 
the island? I had a feeling that these cops were watching me. I am not, by nature, a loud or aggressive 
man, nor paranoid. However, that was about to change, for after I ‘got out’ of jail the second time, 
the police had held onto my backpack, on purpose, I assume, to mess with me, and it had everything, 
I mean everything my life had been reduced to in it. I had reasoned with them that after arresting me 
at the hospital parking lot, where I was literally not causing any problem whatsoever, and getting out, 
that they MUST have my backpack, but they claimed they did not. I went in again, an hour later 
demanding that they take another look, as I wanted off the island, but they were not only no help in 
the matter, but, I discovered later, were behind it all along. I am a writer. I am a photographer. I am a 
musician. I was a tourist who happened to be having a bad day because of the bad elements that had 
taken over the police department of Nantucket. As I drank, as I had every right to do, at the Atlantic 
Cafe, I thought the crazy crap that just happened to me was behind me, I was wrong. The same two 
cops were waiting for me outside. I didn’t even see it coming. I had done nothing wrong, and yet in 
some kind of sick sadism practiced by Sgt. Chrétien, I was about to find out what it felt like to have 
your head “slam dunked” onto the sidewalk twenty feet outside the window where Kelly Fournier and 
her best friend, Jennifer Pask, were having an early dinner. The time of the incident must have been 
around 4:30 or 5 pm, on August 2, 2003, as the initial fiction that was written by Sgt. Chrétien and 
his partner Mr. Watson, a photocopy of Chrétien’s police report, as he alone, Chretian, did the deed. 
According to the witnesses, and my own recollection, I calmly walked out of the café, was approached 
by Chrétien, who began to harass me on India Street. As we stood on the sidewalk of India Street, 
again, directly across the street from Kelly’s view from the Atlantic Café, now under new ownership 
by the way, he asked me to take my hands out of my pockets, and as I had done absolutely nothing to 
deserve more inhumane treatment from these “men sworn to protect and serve”, I ignored the request 
because I did not want to be handcuffed once again. I was, like the poor Indian afore mentioned, 
petrified of these animals who called themselves cops. I am not the type to be afraid, and I had never 
been in any real trouble with the law, and thus, had no real fear of being hurt physically. I was simply 
not in the mood to be put into a small jail cell for the night on Nantucket, a place that was still one 
of my favorite places on planet earth. The verbal abuse of the officer was palpable, very real and I was 
beginning to fear for my safety. His tone and demeanor suggested that he was about to do something 
really horrible, and as I surrendered to his demand that I take my hands out of my pockets, I looked 
over at the Atlantic Café and wondered what was going to happen next. He frisked me down, finding 
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nothing, as the police still could not “find” my backpack and thus, knew that I had nothing in my 
pockets, as I had just left the jail only a few hours earlier. Nonetheless, Chrétien placed handcuffs on 
me, as I was assuming he was “taking me to jail”, when suddenly I lost my footing, and was being 
forced very quickly to the ground. With my hands handcuffed extremely tight behind my back, and 
the ground coming up very, very quickly now, I realized that the good sergeant Chrétien had tripped 
me and had intended great harm to my person. I could feel Chrétien’s hand on the back of my head, 
directing it into the sidewalk of India Street. I wish that I could say that I remember hitting the 
pavement, but that memory comes out in nightmares of someone bashing my head in repeatedly. In 
fact, I had held that belief up until I found out the truth in 2006.

You see, it took 3 years, almost to the day, for me to clear up enough from the trauma and the 
fear, to accept the truth of what happened to me and have the courage to stand up and fight for what 
I know is right. When I woke up in the Nantucket Cottage Hospital and I could not see out of my 
left eye, both of my eyes were swollen shut. I had sutures that ran the entire length of my eyebrow. I 
noticed that a cop was sitting by my bed, that I was handcuffed to that hospital bed and that I was 
being given the silent treatment—I began to lose it. I was paralyzed by fear. A fear that I read about 
in college and as a history major at UVM, I had read quite a few bizarre tales of human cruelty over 
the centuries. This was beyond cruel. I was told nothing, as I had been in a coma for 18-24 hours, 
remembering nothing of court on Nantucket, where they had apparently decided to “section 35” 
me to a horrible prison named “Bridgewater”. So, without any of this knowledge I was being led to 
a 402 Cessna, the same plane that is featured in the sitcom “Wings”, at the same little airport I had 
worked at as a ticket person/baggage handler years before. I boarded with two armed police officers, 
both Nantucket badges and flown to Hyannis airport on the Cape, where I was put on a white van 
and taken to a place called “Bridgewater”—I had been assaulted by a sworn officer of the law, a 
peacemaker, and subsequently thrown into a lock down 30 day jail sentence. I was rubberstamped by 
a little known law on the books here in Massachusetts called section 35, that I was about to find out 
was the right of any family member to effectively commit a “loved one” to what amounts to the poor 
man’s version of a rehab, or what the state of Massachusetts deems as reasonable treatment for alcohol 
and drugs—The Massachusetts Center for Alcohol and Substance Abuse—MASAC. May you never, 
ever have to go there!

I was so scared and alone, that I thought I was going to die. Walking on a dock with a backpack? 
What was this world coming too? I was minding my own business and trying to work some things 
out. I am a writer, a college graduate and a former citizen of the island. I had summered there many 
times and had friends who built million dollar homes on the island. I had complied with their wishes 
of not going on the dock. I had been there only a couple of days, I was not a homeless bum, as this 
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corrupt governing body in Nantucket would be most likely to say about anyone who didn’t fit a 
certain profile that they deemed appropriate to bolster the local economy, line pockets and believe 
that they truly were above the law—free to beat the $hit out of anyone they wanted to and get away 
with it. Free to almost kill me! Which was the sole INTENTION to begin with.

I was charged with disorderly conduct and resisting arrest. I was in their custody and that horrible 
day was sent to a state prison rehab, a real prison with thirty-foot high fences, with razor wire, all 
electrified, all part of the prison itself a prison known as . . . Bridgewater. MASAC, the Massachusetts 
Alcohol and Substance Abuse Center, a prison for drunks in the bay state, I had no idea, having been 
a resident and taxpayer in Massachusetts for years, never knowing that such a horrible place existed. I 
was in shock and had no time to contact anyone, as I was in critical care and completely out of it from 
the beating that I took from the now Sergeant Chrétien, as he has been promoted since this incident 
in 2003 . . . although, we will see how long that position holds out for the good sergeant after the law 
suit is settled.

.
The trip to Hyannis led me to a bus that brought me to the detention center called MASAC. I 

thought to myself as I was riding up there, not knowing where I was going at that juncture— “who 
is watching the people in authority in this country?” “Give a little man, a little power and see what 
you get, sounds like the war in Iraq to me,” I concluded, as all of this fell during that equally horrible 
period in this country’s history.

So we entered this razor wire compound of six buildings. I was led to a holding tank where I was 
stripped of my clothes, my belongings on my back, and painfully led to a building called Alpha. This 
was where they brought all of the people who were “sectioned” by a judge or government psychiatrist 
who deemed one guilty with a rubber stamp. I was out of it. I was so severely beaten that I was happy 
to just lay down in a bed and cry, to make an attempt to heal. They pumped me with 100 milligrams 
of Librium every four hours and kept me sedated with 20 other men in a jail within a jail. After a few 
days, I regained some of my composure to access the situation. I had arrived at Logan about 7 days 
ago. I had said goodbye to my girlfriend back in Colorado, as she had driven me to the airport. It was 
a nice goodbye, as I recall, and there were no real hard feelings, it was just sad, as I remember us both 
crying. I looked in the reflection of the stainless steel mirror that looked back at me, and I could make 
out an image of a man with two large black circles covering most of the upper part of the face, stitches 
in his forehead and a lip that caused pain when he moved it. The pain in my back was so severe I could 
not walk erect. I had large black and purple marks all over my body. I had so many pains in my head 
that it was impossible to think. All I could do was sleep. That is what they wanted, drug them up and 
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tell them they are not under arrest, but under the ‘section 35’ in the Massachusetts system of helping 
people who can’t help themselves. I was in jail for 30 days and I had no other choice.

I moved from the “Alpha” to another barrack called “Bravo” where I bunked with 20 other men 
who had met the same fate. There were two other barracks called “Charlie” and “Delta” and I was 
beginning to think I was in Gitmo. The “boot camp” mentality of the men and women who worked 
there was evident, but as I began to heal from those life-threatening wounds, I found that most of 
them were compassionate people who even if on the outside seemed like bad asses, were just average 
Joes who took home a paycheck like everybody else. I know that a few of them were mean spirited, 
but for the most part, I had no problem with any of them, as they called us to “order” 5 times a day 
for “count” as we marched off to the chow hall for some of worst food you could possibly imagine, 
macaroni and cheese that glowed in the dark or the ‘turkey ham steak’ that was actually a piece of 
fried bologna. Not enough of this third world cuisine was enough for me, however, as I was on a 
mission to get well. I ran in these little blue sneakers they provided all of us, sort of like boat shoes, 
but for criminals and shot hoops in the “yard”. There were two “classes” for an hour every day, and 
AA meetings in the chow hall at night. There was a pay phone and a TV in the barracks, and I made 
friends with some of the guys in this surreal place called Bridgewater.

In the old days, it was a boot camp. Whether it grew or evolved into what it is today, is up for 
debate. University of Massachusetts at Amherst bought the division and attempted to create a real 
place of rehabilitation. I’m not sure that I was in the mood for education from these counselors, 
whom I did not trust at the time and yet did, because they meant well and were working in an intense, 
unloving environment where most of the guys there were from South Boston and their families had 
sectioned them for reasons that varied as much as the personalities of the inmates at Massachusetts 
Alcohol and Substance Abuse Center—a prison for drunks and drug addicts who are rubberstamped 
by the system and tossed away like garbage that society no longer wants. I could feel their pain. Even 
though I had lost everything, I was gaining my health back and had optimism for the future. I wasn’t 
sure how, but I had such a strong Faith in God that I felt like things were going to be OK.

After thirty days of this torture and a few phone calls to my girlfriend back in Colorado, calling 
collect, with an operator on the other end of the lonely pay phone saying to my former girlfriend, “an 
inmate at Bridgewater State Prison is calling for you, will you accept the charges, the charges will be 
4.26 cents for the first minute . . .” I felt like things had really hit rock bottom and I could go back 
to Colorado and get well. I was released from that dungeon and I headed up to Boston as fast as I 
could. I had no idea where I was going, but I was not going into any “sober” house or rehab, as I had 
been tortured and almost killed by this experience. I had no support, no love, no hope and no future, 
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but I knew that somehow, someway, everything was going to be OK. I was deep in the fog and it was 
getting thicker.

The hospital’s account of what actually happened was clouded by the corrupt police department of 
Nantucket. “To protect and serve”, a phrase that holds no water on that island, as there is shame upon 
them. When I first began doing research for this book, I requested as much information as I could 
gather and I received the hospital records, from the Nantucket Cottage Hospital, and the attending 
physician at the time Dr. Butterworth, I’m not sure if he is a doctor or plays one on TV, but I am sure 
that he was in bed with the Nantucket cops.

After the beating I received at approximately 7 pm on August 2, 2003, his report is supplied 
verbatim— “Chief Complaint: Patient is a 38 year-year-old male who was admitted through the 
emergency room with a chief complaint of acute intoxication and facial injuries post fall in police 
custody. Status post facial and head injuries after fall in police custody . . .

“This patient apparently has been seen several times in the emergency room recently and was 
unsuccessfully sent to Gosnold for a detox admission where he left 20 minutes after arrival. The 
patient states it was because he was told he would not be allowed to stay there beyond the acute detox 
period because he was not a Mass resident. At any rate, the patient has been arrested three times in the 
past 24 hours by the police for trespassing, disorderly conduct, and finally for disorderly conduct and 
resisting arrest. After his arrest in the evening on August 2nd, the patient apparently fell while resisting 
arrest and sustained facial injuries. He was brought to the emergency room where he was found 
to have a facial laceration, which required suturing. He had bleeding from his nose and extensive 
bruising around the left eye. CAT scan of the head was performed which was negative. C-spine was 
performed which was also negative. The patient was found to have a blood alcohol of .418 and the 
decision was made to admit the patient for observation post head injury, particularly in view of his 
degree of intoxication.”

Until I had received this report by “Herr Doctor”, I remembered a few more things that got 
swept out to sea. First, I had gone to the hospital on the 25th of July seeking help. I was in need of 
someone to understand this real setback I was in. I was reaching out to the physicians of this hospital 
and community in general and I trusted them as I told them what I had been through. Perhaps not 
perfectly, and it was soon clear they did not care, as the records clearly show. The notes from the triage 
nurses confirm this fact.

I went back to the hospital again, naïve of me, thinking that I might get a better answer than 
a band-aid. I remember talking with the physician at the hospital as she told me that my alcohol 
intake was beginning to hurt me. I thanked her for her kind words and I left the hospital. Outside, 
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I had stored a 40-ounce beer under one of the bushes. I was beginning to feel the effects of alcohol 
withdrawal coming on. I sat there, alone, in the parking lot and tried so hard to think of anything 
happy. As I sat there, a couple of cops, who appeared out of nowhere, but perhaps the doctor called 
them, and instead of getting any help that day, as I was as pleasant as I could be, no verbal abuse to 
the doctor, she had effectively sent me to jail. I was thrown into the holding cell again, as I already 
explained, at the little jail for “trespassing”. They had indeed ‘marked’ me. Instead of compassion, I 
believe there was some criminal intent on the minds of the “police force” of Nantucket. For as soon 
as I had posted another forty bucks to the town (a relative large sum of money for me at that time 
and place), and headed over to the Atlantic Café, where I consumed three or four drinks, I almost 
lost my life.

At approximately five-fifty pm I was, according to the first medical report, brought in on a stretcher 
with injuries checked off as head, face, lip, and nose. It apparently occurred “just prior to arrival” 
and the first words that are written on the Nantucket Cottage Hospital’s report are as noted in the 
“context” page, “fell to ground while resisting arrest and alcohol.” Another at 1745, “pt. To ER via 
ambulance. : Altercation NPD officers, 2 degrees resisting arrest per NPD, pt was creating a nuisance 
walking in and out of traffic and yelling at police at police station, when trying to subdue pt. Pt. Fell 
to ground trying to break his fall.” The stay in the hospital was overnight and as I read through the 
medical records it seems that good old doc Butterworth sent me off to jail to get help. I was severely 
beaten by criminals, who masquerade as peace officers and get a doctor, and I use that term loosely, 
who doesn’t know the difference between falling down and an intentional blow to the head. Yes, I felt 
like screaming, “I broke my fall with your hand on my head as you smashed it into the cobblestones 
of Nantucket. I was a tourist. I only was looking at the beautiful boats! I had no desire or will to start 
any trouble with ANYONE! I had not been to Nantucket for years. I came out to live and work there 
back in 1997. I have never had a run in with any officer in the Massachusetts prior to this incident 
in 2003. I am a taxpayer. These mongrels of society have brought shame and dishonor to Nantucket 
and it is noted.”

The only scribbled information of the records from the hospital that I could decipher, were those of 
the Nantucket Fire Department, crew members, four, and it was dated 8-2-03. Reason for call: “man 
down”. Narrative, “receive call for a male w/facial injuries upon and male pt. Surrounded by police 
in handcuffs and probably bleeding from the nose and facial cut over left eye. Pt. Semi-conscious and 
reported that pt was active intoxicated and resisted arrest adding PD’s attempt to subdue patient. 
Patient fell and struck his face on pavement. Patient unable to answer our questions and resolved 
to something patient something later to NCH w/o incident.” “Vitals not taken due to hands being 
cuffed enroute to Nantucket Cottage Hospital.” Report taken by an M.P. of the NFD. Interestingly, 
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the fireman had enough honesty to write down that they could not take my pulse due to the fact that 
I had handcuffs on. Not to mention the fact that help was not called until after Kelly Fournier, one 
of the witnesses ran out of the Atlantic Café screaming that the man they just assaulted is bleeding 
severely from the head area.

It was the longest train ride up to the south shore of Boston I can remember. My head was 
spinning and I arrived at the Quincy train station and I got out of the area of mass transportation. I 
was homeless in Boston. All I had to my name was the plane ticket back to Denver, where I had said 
goodbye amicably, and the clothes on my back. I was in no mood to hear anything from anyone. I 
grabbed some forty-ounce beers at a liquor store and sat by myself down by the harbor on a wooden 
bench. I was alone. I drank those beers slowly and methodically. I drank like a gentleman, pouring the 
cold beer into a Dunkin’ Donuts cup and gently allowing the rank malt liquor to find its way down 
my esophagus and into my belly. The taste was rancid. I didn’t care. I needed this booze now more 
than ever. I was shut out of my family, I lost my home of three years in Denver, had been laid off my 
job with Aon Corporation, had lost my animals, my dignity, my intention for good (or I thought I 
did), and my health was a big question mark. I was feeling like a man who was about to die.

I finished off the three 40s and began to think of what to do next. It was getting dark and even 
though there were no clouds on that early September day, I knew that the fog was coming. I walked 
over to a McDonalds and with the two bucks in my pocket, ordered a cheeseburger. All of my stuff 
was in the police barracks back in Nantucket, my backpack—the only thing I had left from Colorado 
along was my Coach attaché case and portfolio with the notes from the Nantucket Library and 
Athenaeum, hopefully intact. I was so angry. I was angry and hungry. After eating a cheeseburger, I 
asked the manager if he had an extra quarter pounder he might be willing spare, as I was homeless and 
out of money. He laughed at me; I turned, angrily, and strode out of that Quincy store by opening 
the door with my foot—a little too much foot . . .

The next thing I knew, a couple of Quincy cops were right there and they asked me what I was 
doing. I told them I was eating my cheeseburger and minding my own business. I was handcuffed and 
dragged off to jail. I looked at the police report later and it simply said, “suspect caused slight damage 
to the door, a scuff mark, and fled the scene on foot. Apprehended with hamburger.”

I spent the night in the Quincy jail and saw the Judge the next morning. She was a nice person, 
and released me with a 121 dollar fine for the “damage” to the door and informed me that I was to 
appear in court the next day on Nantucket for the trespassing, disorderly and resisting arrest charges. 
I told her that was my intention, and thus proceeded to go back to Cape Cod that very day. It was 
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now early September and my mind was unsettled to say the least. As I was now homeless, I stayed at 
the Noah shelter, a homeless shelter in Hyannis and woke up the next morning, showered and walked 
a good mile to the ferries. I caught the Grey Lady 2 at 5:30 am to make it in time for court that 
morning. When I arrived in the courtroom, there was a hushed silence. A blond haired young man 
approached me and told me I looked great! The first kind words I had heard in quite some time. He 
told me that he was amazed that my face had healed so quickly from the wounds I had endured. He 
asked me if I took any pictures of the “incident” for which I was being arraigned.

The thought had not occurred to me. I had no desire for confrontation. I simply wanted to clear 
my name. I was assigned this kid as my attorney, as I had not two nickels to rub together, assigned to 
my name, and I was introduced to the ‘chief of police’, Mr. McGrady, and my attorney told me that 
the two charges of “disorderly” and “resisting” would be dropped if I agreed, in writing, not to sue the 
town of Nantucket, so here it is you wonderful man who is no longer chief of police in Nantucket, “I 
promise not to sue Nantucket, if you promise to give back the peace and serenity I once felt about the island 
of Nantucket!”

There is your written promise. The thought of suit against these individuals never crossed my 
mind. It was not in my nature to sue, but is it now. The lawyer who was representing me told me, in 
confidence, that I had quite a case, in fact, many people for the next three years told me that it was 
a ‘7 figure’ case. Hands down. When I looked over the medical records, January of 2007, it became 
very clear to me that even the good doctor Butterworth had a hard time lying on his affidavit, in the 
language of his own words, regarding the FACTS as to how I actually received those vicious blows to 
the head—he was also remiss in mentioning the fact I was seeking help and his words were written in 
such a way as to imply that I was a trouble maker of some kind, who came to the island of Nantucket 
to antagonize the poor, suffering Nantucket Police Department by looking at some boats and asking 
some questions of a hospital where I thought I might get some real, actual real HELP . . . his words, 
are, as follows—”At any rate, the patient has been arrested three times in the past 24 hours by the 
police for trespassing, disorderly conduct, and finally for disorderly conduct and resisting arrest. After 
his arrest in the evening on August 2nd, the patient apparently (apparently?) fell while resisting arrest 
and sustained facial injuries.” I wonder what he gets from the town every year as a kick back? I hope 
it’s a nice coffee shop Jack.

I left that courtroom with a little more than suspicion. I even asked my attorney if he would 
represent me if I decided to sue, he said, “I would love to, but I have to live here.” Something John 
Coffin might have said 340 years ago. To one of the Indians perhaps?
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I don’t know about you, but I had seen enough. I headed out with some worry though. These 
bastards might try and arrest me at the straight wharf again. I asked someone and they said it was a 
distinct possibility. I went to the police station and collected my backpack and my bag and headed 
out the door. I ignored the real fear of being rearrested by these sadists and even though I hadn’t had 
a drop of alcohol in twenty-four hours, I was shaking, not so much from withdrawal, but from raw 
fear.

I took a bus this time to Logan. I got there a little before six and jumped on the first flight back to 
Denver. I had no plan. I was simply going to tell anybody I could what had transpired. I thought that 
I might get some compassion somewhere. I thought it was worth a shot. I arrived late in the night, 
now a September morning, and I looked out the window and knew I had nowhere to go. It was like I 
was in a bad dream; the airplane was my new home now. I could sleep and eat and be in a new place 
where I could start all over again . . . I stayed at a friend’s house and fell asleep on the floor at around 
3 am. My buddy’s house was near Washington Park, where my old house was, a house that up until 
a couple of months ago was mine. I woke up early and walked the half-mile or so up to the ‘Denver 
Square’, on S. Pennsylvania Avenue, and rang the doorbell. My ex-girlfriend, not happy to see me, 
indicated in some kind of sign language that she wanted me to leave my bags and get off the porch. 
Her words, “just go, leave your bags, and come back later. I told her through the security door that 
we installed, I was exhausted and I just wanted to see my dogs, Jake and Duke. I thought that they 
would understand. She would have none of it. She closed the door.

I walked down to our Volvo that she now drove and my old Jeep. I looked up at the house, my 
bedroom, and the two trees that loomed high above that quite city street in the nice quiet neighborhood 
of Washington Park, Denver, Colorado. I began rationalizing. I lived with these people; I woke every 
morning, put on a suit and went to work. I didn’t drink full time. I was making an effort to go to AA 
meetings and stay with a career that I had no respect for. I thought about my relationship with this 
girl. Was it all about the fancy restaurants and wine drinking? Was status really all that important in 
the grand scheme of things? Weren’t Love, Light and Frogs what it was all about? If love can’t survive 
in the good times anymore then it had no chance in the bad. I knew it was a two way street. I was 
not the villain here. We both had a role to play and as they say in AA, we split the house, ‘she got the 
inside and I got the outside’. Well, as I mused on my cleverness, two cops showed up at my porch and 
I realized that I was in trouble. Bloody hell! She called the cops? I was not drunk or verbally abusive. 
I didn’t even raise my voice. I was just sitting on my porch trying to figure out what to do on such a 
beautiful morning in Colorado. My God, it had become a cliché.
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I was booked into the Denver City Jail. The charges were trespassing. TRESPASSING! Are you 
$hitting me? I kept my cool and listened to the young public defender trying to chew bubble gum 
and practice law at the same time. It was painful to watch. He advised me to fight the “charge” as it 
would be considered a domestic violence case, as she was my ex-girlfriend and all. I reasoned that he 
was correct and he said that I would have to wait for a trial date, in the Denver county lockup. Great! I 
just get out of this hellhole Bridgewater for looking at some boats, take a beating, promise to promise 
not to sue, fly back to see my dogs and get arrested all within a month and a half. Unbelievable. I 
waited in that jail in Denver for three and a half weeks until I received a restraining order from her 
saying not to drop by the house for a while. Wow. “What a gal”, I said to myself in a full on self-pity 
pot. Sorry to say, but that was a low blow. As someone said in the Denver County lockup—”love 
don’t dial 911.”

So I threw in the towel in Denver. I called that bubblegum chewing’ lawyer and told him I was 
ready to make a deal. Yeah, that was way up on the Denver county court system docket. Michael 
Mosier’s ‘trespassing charge’, a man with no record other than the big crime wave on Nantucket, was 
somewhere on the docket between the overdue parking tickets and someone’s radio being too loud. 
So I got out of jail and stayed the hell out of Denver. I was now, as they say, really homeless. I was 
shrugging it off, even though deep down inside I felt like I was dying. I remember cool nights in 
Boulder, a town so far away from the Fairview High School of my youth. Geography had blended 
with experience and ever the two shall meet, or so the new cliché now goes. I set up shop at Boulder 
Creek. I read a lot. Every day I would rise from the homeless shelter, just outside of town, and walk, 
or if I could scrape enough together, take the bus. It was free on certain days of the week. Even though 
I was only there for a month or so, it seemed like a year. It was a sad situation in Boulder. I had 
been reduced to begging for money to buy beer. I was not “gone”, but sick, physically, mentally and 
spiritually. I was seemingly “broken”, but I found my way to a church where I met with an Episcopal 
priest at a service that I attended. The female priest was kind and giving. I sat down with her and told 
her what had happened.

She seemed to understand, at least what I could sum up in an hour of conversation. I told her 
that I wanted to go to Utah. I needed bus fare to get there. She arranged for one of the parishioners 
to give me enough money for the one-way ticket to Salt Lake City. Why did I choose Salt Lake City? 
Because I thought the Mormons would be a good influence on me. They didn’t drink and I had a 
colleague counterpart of sorts, in another lifetime it now seemed, with AON Corporation, who lived 
in Provo. If you ever want any rest, I’m talking real sleep, the Marriot in Provo is your best bet. They 
roll the streets up at 5 pm.
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So I packed up my LL Bean backpack and headed to the bus depot in Boulder. I boarded the bus 
and said goodbye to the Boulder of my youth. I arrived in Denver and waited for a bus at the dirty 
downtown Denver bus station—Greyhound. I boarded the bus at 10:30 pm on a warm and windy 
day, forty-eight hours before Halloween. The temperature outside was 80 degrees Fahrenheit. I slept 
on the bus. I was wearing shorts and a polo shirt, and I assumed the weather would be reasonable 
until I arrived in Salt Lake. It was not. I awoke somewhere on I—80 and looked outside my window 
seat. The snowdrifts surrounding the miles of wooden “blizzard” fences that line interstate 80 that 
runs east, west, or west, east on the high plains of Wyoming, were mounting with the white stuff. The 
snow was coming down sideways. I was cold. My backpack was stowed under the bus that contained 
all of my winter gear . . . so I shivered in silence. I did not even have a blanket.

A few minutes later the bus skidded into a semi-flat bed truck, and we were forced to pull over and 
wait for the cops to arrive. They took forever. By the time they took statements from everyone on the 
bus, some developing back injuries or internal injuries, we were sent on our way, it was already twelve 
hours into the trip, a trip that usually takes eight hours to accomplish. We got as far as Evanston, 
Wyoming when we pulled over at a truck stop, as the driver of the bus had run out of “hours” that 
he was legally able to drive in a sitting. Thus, we were forced to wait for another four hours for a 
replacement bus driver to take us from the southwestern territory of Wyoming into Salt Lake City, 
only another couple of hours—due south. The early winter weather took its toll on my survival skills. 
I couldn’t get my backpack out of the bottom of the bus, while waiting at the ‘Marathon’ gas/truck 
stop and so I smoked my Marlboros outside and admired the scenery. As I had only one hundred 
dollars in my pocket, I wasn’t about to spend it on sundries like candy or soda. I bought a hot dog 
and inhaled it. We waited, and around 5 pm, another driver showed up to relieve our driver of his 
responsibilities. He was good-natured about the whole thing and we were happy to get back on the 
bus and head “home” to Salt Lake City—”Utah chapter”.

The problem was I had no home. We pulled into the bus stop and I rushed to put on some warm 
clothes. I was shaking pretty well, from the fear and the cold, but I managed to put on my Northface 
parka and gloves, my snow boots and my hat. I strapped on my backpack, picked up my fifty-pound 
clothes bag of the same name, Northface, and headed out the door. It was getting dark out but even 
in this fear-laden shiver, I could see how beautiful this city really was. The Mormon Temple was the 
jewel in the crown of this fair village, and I marveled at all of the lights. There was a story about the 
man on top of the temple who was looking east and blowing a long horn. I was not sure about the 
significance of this, but if you ask a Mormon, I’m sure they will be glad to tell you.
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I asked a few people where the homeless shelter was. As it was now snowing quite heavily, I got 
some strange looks. I looked like I had been skiing the backcountry in Park City and was dropping off 
my laundry in town, or something to that effect. I had not had a drink in twenty-four hours and was 
beginning to feel quite sick again. Someone told me that it was down this avenue or that one, so I just 
started walking in a general direction that these good folks gave me. The snow was now covering the 
wide avenues, with the street signs all saying strange things like, “50 East 40th, 500 North Temple”, or 
something to that level of incomprehensibleness. I was told later, the address actually gives direction 
because the streets all originate from the Mormon Temple itself, located in the heart of downtown 
Salt Lake City.

All directions lead from this structure. So this address would mean somewhere east and north of 
the temple that equals one city block. I had no google or blackberry or even a compass, so I followed 
the words of others and swallowed what was left of my pride and trudged a mile or so in the blizzard 
that now offered a two feet of fresh Utah snow, grateful that it was lighter than the snow in Denver. 
In fact, it held very little water, and was easy to navigate my feet through. I was especially grateful for 
my snow boots, I was given at the homeless shelter in Boulder—they were a lifesaver.

I arrived at the homeless shelter with no booze on my breath, as that was not an option. I had been 
told that the beds were nicer if you were not drunk. This was not a party and I was trying to keep my 
emotions in check. I felt like crying every step of the way. The streets were deserted and the lights that 
illuminated the wide avenues played with the large snowflakes that were falling at about two inches an 
hour. When I turned the corner I was greeted by a long line of indigent men from this wealthy city, 
men, who like myself, had a story. Most of these men had been wearing those clothes for weeks. The 
line had a man with a dog chained around a garbage can and I watched as he walked across the street 
and spat into a Salt Lake City cop’s open window. He walked back over to the front of the line and 
there was some hooting and hollering going on, but I kept my head down and waited. A half hour 
later, the line began to move and I slowly moved towards the front of the homeless shelter.

I was greeted at the door by a nice young volunteer who asked if I had been drinking, I told her 
no, and was asked to fill out an information sheet. “Where do I begin,” I thought, and filled it out 
as bravely as I could. I was told because I had not been drinking that I could stay across the street at 
the dry shelter. I was grateful, as the other men were forced to take a mat and sleep in this rather large 
auditorium. It seemed a little safer going across the street. I was shown to my room, a large room with 
bunk-beds assigned for each individual, as I stored my gear in the tight space with eight other guys, 
ate a sandwich that they provided, and watched TV for a thirty minute span. It was a good meal. I 
walked back to the room I was assigned and crawled up to my assigned bed and fell asleep. I was not 
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too sure of the guys in that room at first, but they seemed, eventually, OK to me and when I awoke to 
the sound of a counselor of some kind telling us we had to be out by 5:30 a.m., I put on my warmest 
clothes and headed out the door. Two of the guys in my room walked with me back to the bus stop, 
as I could think of no other place to keep warm. It was dark outside and the walk to the bus ‘shelter’ 
was a long, dark one.

The snow had piled up during the night and it was up to my knees in some spots. We trudged 
through the snow and wind, arriving back at the bus stop where we looked around for the answers. 
They, my companions, were probably in they’re 20’s, and I did not want to burden them with too 
much of my story, so I asked them to watch my backpack and assorted gear. I was in need of a beer. 
I walked up to a gas station that I hoped would sell 3.2 beers like they do in Colorado. They did. I 
bought a six-pack of tall Budweiser’s and headed back to the bus station as fast as I could go. I arrived 
back at the bus station and thanked the guys for watching my stuff. I went into the grimy bathroom 
and began chugging the beers. I drank a few in the stall and poured the rest into a coffee cup, saving 
a few for later. I took one of the trains to the library, a large glass building with levels transparent to 
the streets below. I had no email address or anyone to email to, as my newfound friends did. I felt as 
if I were wasting my time, so I said goodbye and headed back out into the snow. I walked back up 
towards the temple and found out that only Mormons could enter, so I walked across the street. A 
large building the size of several football fields stood ominously across that avenue. I walked up the 
steps of the Mormon Conference Center, or Latter Day Saints, and parked my backpack in the corner 
and asked if I could sit down. I was welcomed and they asked if I would like to take a tour. I replied 
yes and they said it was OK to leave my stuff.

We, a group of ten tourists or so, were led by a man with a nametag and a blue blazer up to the 
auditorium where he began to tell the story of Brigham Young. He was the founder of the Church 
of Latter Day Saints (or was it some other guy from Missouri?) and built the Mormon Temple many 
years ago. The snow on my jacket was beginning to melt, and I felt safe. I listened and looked at all of 
the beauty of this building. The 5-story organ was the centerpiece for the choir that sang there. I was 
amazed at the strength of the building. For a few moments I forgot where I was, what my circumstance 
had become and I was at peace. I stared at the monoliths of paintings that lined the walls. Pictures of 
God and a waterfall on the roof of the complex, I was happy that someone was enjoying life, and I 
said a few prayers while I was visiting.

My tour ended after about 45 minutes, and I asked one of the volunteers if he knew anyone in 
Provo. I was from Denver and I mentioned, briefly, my situation. He told me that he could not drive 
me down there because I was homeless. I didn’t blame him. I was certainly not drunk, far from it, 
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but, I’m sure I looked out of the ordinary, especially to these good people, and I found it refreshing 
that they did not offer any advice or sermon regarding the plight I was in. They asked me if I needed 
any money and offered me twenty dollars. I thanked them and headed back out into the storm. The 
snow was not tapering off and as I headed east, I found a small park up the road, with a little river 
running through it and I stood under a large evergreen tree and sipped the remaining three beers in 
my backpack. I was tired. I finished those beers and headed down to the indoor mall by the temple.

I entered the mall and found a McDonald’s, ordered a quarter-pounder with cheese, fries and a 
Coke. My life savings were dwindling. I had roughly 40 bucks left. I was not feeling sick yet and I 
was thinking of what to do next. I had been in Utah for a little over 24 hours and I was now truly 
concerned for my life. I walked out of that mall after browsing and walked down one of the main 
avenues and found an Irish bar. Murphy’s pub in downtown Salt Lake was all decked out in Halloween 
decorations. The bartender was dressed up as something, and I sat there for the next eight hours and 
nursed three or four beers. I met a nice guy from the area and his brother and they said, after I told 
them the “Planes, Trains and Automobiles” story—I was welcome to stay for as long as I wanted at 
the apartment they had in town. Kevin, and his brother Kelly McCall, will always be heroes in my 
book, took me in—God Bless them for helping me.

I was so grateful for this. We rode over to the place after a long night of drinking, thereby starting 
my “re-entry” into normalcy, or some sense of it. I don’t think that was a word I could comprehend, 
but it seemed close enough for me at the time. I did not want to think. I took a job at a local pizza 
joint, and learned how to make pizza from scratch. I could walk to the job and even though I was 
drinking up to 24 beers a day now, just enough not to get sick, I still made it to work every day, sober 
for the most part, as I didn’t drink before or during the shift.

One day, after my buddy and I went up to Park City for a Thanksgiving party, in a friend’s 
(1982) Lincoln Town Car, stretch limo, white, in another blizzard that dumped 4 feet of snow on the 
mountain and city that cold November day in 2003, I had a grand mal seizure outside of the pizza 
place. I woke up and the paramedics were attending to me. I was terrified. I shrugged it off though, 
and continued to drink. I was not going to let a little seizure slow up my progression in society. I had 
only been there for a few months. There were little things that happened that gave me some hope. 
Seeing the lights of Salt Lake City during Christmas is something special. The Olympics had been to 
city two years prior, and the town had that special sparkle that Lillehammer had, a spirit of good will. 
I am grateful for my friends in Utah. They gave me hope. I had no idea that I was suffering from 
PTSD and that I was now in complete denial of what the alcohol was finally doing to me. The drink 
was taking the man. I was in terror all of the time. Any loud noise or enclosed space bothered me. I 
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was in constant paralyzing fear that I had never, ever experienced before. I had been down before, but 
not like this. It was an irrational fear of authority that had me in real pain, psychologically, and it was 
this new frontier of psychological distress that was putting me into a vortex of paralyzing irrational 
phobic distress, that only alcohol, and alcohol alone, could temporarily fix. I had no idea that I was 
suffering what most war vets face—severe PTSD and the fog of terror that goes along with it. I was 
stuck in a foreign land with no historical significance to me and I had no way out.

Sometime in February of 2004, I was up in Park City, Utah. Ski resorts such as ‘Deer Valley’ 
and the ‘Canyons’, are nestled in the Wasatch Mountain range that once supported the old mining 
town, now home to the Sundance Film Festival. It was a cold and sunny day with four to six feet of 
fresh snow on the ground. The town was alive with music and the air smelled of food. I remember 
being there and shaking Danny Devito’s hand. I told him I liked his work. I enjoyed the atmosphere, 
ducking in to Eric Stein’s Lodge for warmth and maybe a few beers. I don’t remember how I got 
home. I had blacked out. In fact I don’t remember anything past that particular date in time. The sun 
was out—people, movies, snow, and then . . . Boston.
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ChapTer four

‘The Miracle’

Just like that I was back in Boston. Sometime in February of 2004, I had mysteriously arrived at 
Logan Airport, via air I assumed, from Park City, Utah. I woke up in the airport terminal with my 

backpack and all of my stuff. I remember walking out of that terminal and into the bitter cold, taking 
the ‘T’ into Boston on the blue line and making my way to the Pine Street Inn, a homeless shelter 
in Boston. I recall standing in line for the lottery, where they pick names out of a hat in the morning 
so you were assured of a bed. I was really sick and I needed to drink. The fear factor was so high now 
that it was all I could do . . . but to rise when they told me to, at 5 in the morning, and walk with my 
backpack to Chinatown and the Korean owned liquor store, where I could buy a 40 ounce beer or 
two if I found $1.99 in change. I would purchase these in order to drink them as inconspicuously as 
possible on the streets of Boston, fending off the four horsemen and terrible nausea that I felt every 
morning. The shaking was becoming more turbulent, and my fear of having another seizure was 
forefront in my thought process. I was dying.

I must have asked for help from someone, as I had forgotten all about the “ham burglar incident” 
in Quincy, because I was arrested again for not paying the hundred bucks I owed them for the scratch 
on their door. I went in front of that same Judge who I had seen only a few months ago, relatively eons 
ago, and had no answer for him in regard to the money that I owed the court. I was displaced and 
“down and out”, and when I told them the truth, i.e. that I flew back to Colorado and got thrown in 
jail for ringing my own doorbell, and subsequently came back to Boston, for some unknown reason, 
oh yeah, because I wanted to and this town was my home, that I was sad and did not know what 
to do, they immediately sectioned me, like it is some kind of a revolving door for people who have 
nothing and simply want help.



Michael Mosier

119

The only help I needed did not come from a corrupt bureaucracy like the one in Quincy, where 
courts can deem you unfit to be in society due to the fact that you just lost everything and need a kind, 
loving hand to help you find your way. A horrible place like Bridgewater does nothing to help, rather, 
it makes one paranoid and in fear for one’s life. My mother was instrumental in putting me in there, 
as I was again, stupid enough to believe the government “psychiatrists” who feed off of other people’s 
misery. There is one lady up in Quincy, who embodies everything that is wrong with our society. She 
sits in a trailer outside the court room, listens to your sob story, gleans all of the information that she 
can from, in my case, my mother in Connecticut, who gives out the information that I had been to 
a rehab for alcohol, gives that to an uncaring “judge” and ultimately, sends poor people to a ‘prison-
like rehab’—effectively sweeping people under the rug. Big business for not only the revenues of 
states around the country, but for private enterprises that lock up non-violent offenders to the tune of 
hundreds of billions of dollars of profits every year. (see Arizona private prison systems).

A prison not unlike ‘Gitmo’, as there is no trial or due process. I thought to myself, “they want anyone 
who does not look like them, act like them and above all think like them, to be put away, especially 
if they have already been put into that system by someone like the sad, pathetic Dr. Butterworth and 
the corrupt cops on Nantucket.” My anger was so intense that I could not see straight. I suggest that if 
you visit this island of mine, you take this book with you. Maybe the good “doctor” at the Nantucket 
Cottage Hospital will sign a copy for you. Maybe he is writing his own book on how to lie. He did 
not believe that I fell on August 2, 2003—but that I was viciously assaulted and left to die on the 
sidewalk as the violent cop and his buddy McGrady, “chief” of “police”, lied about their crime against 
another living, breathing human being. “These people should be put away,” I bitterly thought, as I 
tried to forgive them in my heart. So if you go to Nantucket, make sure you bring your lawyer with 
you, as you just might need one. “Mr. McGrady, you are a criminal. Chrétien, you are not human.” 
One last bitter thought that I now turn over to God.

What strikes me as odd is the fact that I was always raised to tell the truth. I was in need of help, I 
had no ‘record’ of any kind, had never been in trouble in Massachusetts, or Colorado, and as I almost 
died on the mean streets of Nantucket at the hand of a sick cop, sent to a horrible place, where I was 
so alone and scared, still having nightmares to this day regarding that incident, I was at my breaking 
point. I was now in the Vortex and my mother was involved again, as she was when she and my 
counselors at my second rehab in New Hampshire thought it might be a good idea to give up my six-
figure a year job, my condo in Beacon Hill and independent life, for a slum in Lantana, Florida. It was 
now being repeated ten years after the ‘fact’ and it seemed more malicious this time. I was in shock. 
They sent me back for the now, with interest included, 300 dollars that I owed them in Quincy. A 
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very long spiral from the 37th floor of the John Hancock Tower and a 3.5 GPA, at my alma mater, the 
University of Vermont. I was now worthless trash, even by my own mother’s standards.

Let me tell you something that is said so often by those in the know . . . there is no water like 
Bridgewater.

Just so you get the point of how horrific it was, I will try and recall it the best I can . . .

I could not fathom it. It was like a nightmare. I was being sent back to a place that represented 
everything that had gone wrong with my life. I was in really bad shape, though I had no will to fight. 
I sat in that holding cell with bunch of other people and as a government psychiatrist interviewed me 
and I told her my situation, I literally surrendered. They told me that the “ham burglar case” was still 
in play, and, because I did not have two nickels to rub together, I knew that I would return to that 
horrific place known as ‘Bridgewater’, and just like that, the court appointed quack rubberstamped 
me again to MASAC. Same drill as before. I was in worse shape though. The detox was horrific. I was 
given 100 mg of Librium every four hours in “Alpha” along with a drug called Haldol, a powerful 
drug that made me go into a delusional state of mind. I was hallucinating from the combination of the 
original trauma, malnourishment and acute alcohol withdrawal—not to mention the deep, profound 
fear. The drugs that they were giving me and the treatment I received was right out of a Stephen King 
novel, and I was put into a solitary room without anything other than a thick blue blanket that kept 
me “warm”. I was naked and alone , in and out of consciousness. I was in there for two weeks.

Two weeks later, I was released from the prison within the prison, and put into general circulation. 
“Charlie” this time. Same group of guys, a lot of 18-25 year olds, who were clean-cut kids for the 
most part. I made friends with most of the ‘Southie boys’ from Boston and we all made due with the 
crappy food and the robotic guards who must have hated that place more than we did. As I had no 
one to write, I spent most of my time reading from the Bible, or any other books I could get my hands 
on. One in particular struck me as odd. A book all about OCD, my “ailment” and I read with great 
enthusiasm. I thought that there might be something to this, that I really don’t have OCD and that 
maybe that psychiatrist up in New Hampshire was right. I am only a garden variety alcoholic who had 
some old tapes in his head—from growing up maybe? Negative tapes that played over and over in my 
head, things that are no longer true because they weren’t true to begin with—hello! Coping skills for 
this set of problems was not in the playbook when I was growing up.

This, of course, I did not know at the time. I was now officially pond scum. The people that ran 
that place didn’t think so, though, and were eager to get me into the ‘Hope House’, a halfway house 
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for men in the South-end of Boston. I had been accepted and upon my release back at Quincy court, 
I was assigned a probation officer and time to pay off the three hundred dollars I owed them. I was 
now considered a sub-standard human being. I was thinking about the water that had flowed under 
the Museum of Science Bridge in Boston and the running path I took every day. I recall the spring 
days looking out at the Public Gardens of Boston, walking back to my apartment on Beacon Hill and 
just how much I had really lost.

I had thirty days of “sobriety” under my belt, and I felt fine. I did not go to the Hope house.
Instead, I bought some beer. It may sound insane, and to the average person it is. To drink alcohol 

again was a form of committing suicide. However, I was not in a good place. My family had left me 
for dead. There was no one else. I met some people who helped me in the state I was in, and for that 
I am grateful. I wandered aimlessly though, and in my defenselessness, I was told things about myself 
that were not true. I had people who enjoyed controlling and tough love. Accent the tough with my 
mother, in fact throw out the love altogether. I was told that I was worthless and no good to anybody, 
and I believed her back then. After all this family of mine had been through, you might think there 
would be a bone of compassion in the mix. None. She had made part of Connecticut her own private 
fiefdom and I was not invited because I was an alcoholic who looked and talked like his father. I say 
that now not out of anger any longer towards my own mother, but for posterity sake, for that is truly 
how I felt at that time, keeping me sick in my own miserable resentments. So I wandered. The merry-
go-round in my head kept spinning, and because I had her in my life, as my worst advocate, I made 
the mistake of letting other ‘do gooders’ into my life. I was homeless again in Boston, and I made my 
way back to the Cape and Gosnold.

I appreciated the help from a friend who took me in to sleep in his artist studio. It was a large 
inhospitable building in Dorchester, a rough town, south of Boston. I would walk around this city 
and “maintain” the BAL so as to prevent any seizures and as it was early spring of 2004—it rained 
a lot. Cold wet drops, and as I continued to drink the raunchy malt liquor from the foreign owned 
liquor store in the very diverse population of Dorchester, I began to feel as though I was not going 
make it. My friend had some other “ideas” as to God knows what, and I began to get that feeling, so 
I headed to Cape Cod on the bus, as I reminded myself that things were not that bad.

I was very vulnerable and it was obvious to everyone that a good stiff wind would knock me over, 
so people did the best they could around me. I know that all who were involved in the cleanup effort 
meant well, and hopefully they did not have any ulterior motives—if they did, I forgive them.
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I went through Gosnold and the recovery center after, and rebounded again from the detoxification 
process. I found a sober house in Falmouth, ‘Lakeshore’, on Cape Cod and settled in for the summer. 
I took two jobs and worked very hard. I biked to work, meetings and the beach. I was feeling good. 
Again, I appreciated the gesture on the part of my friend, who was now very much in my business, 
as well as my mother, and therefore felt more and more like an inferior “charity case”. I was fragile, as 
are all alcoholics are who are piecing their life back together; proving what the old saying says, “if you 
are not going to help an alcoholic, don’t hurt one,”—she seemed to be ignorant enough to employ 
the former. This is how I felt. Whether or not it is based in reality is neither here nor there. I did not 
have “real” support other than a slap on the back and “don’t let the door hit you on your way out”—I 
was alone in a communal living situation, with strangers who did not reflect love and belonging in 
any sense of the word.

I had met a girl from at Gosnold and we had stayed in touch. She called me from Quincy and 
asked me if I wanted to stay with her up in her condo, I hesitated and debated in my sober house, 
thinking that she was drinking and that maybe I could handle alcohol after all.

My roommate at the Lakeshore House, a nice sober house on a lake in Falmouth, had already 
scared the living bejesus out of me, and I was already thinking about the winter. Suffice to say, I made 
a bad decision. I drank again in Quincy and the next thing I knew, I was on a plane to Vegas to get 
married. Her idea. Let’s just say, what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas. I did not have a good time. 
The summer of 2004 was nothing more than a struggle between drinking and not drinking. It was a 
horrific reminder of how far down the scale I had fallen and that my mental capacity to handle life’s 
problems was getting less and less—as the PTSD, that I did not even know I had, had now taken 
over my entire life. I had to do “rituals” or “defense mechanisms” in order to stay calm and out of 
“jail”—very real and palatable, as I was in such fear of that horrible place called “Bridgewater” that I 
could not attend meetings where there was any mention of jail, the mention of which would put up a 
wall of fear and from there I was in a state of constant paralysis—whereupon opening a closet would 
put me in a tailspin, and simply focusing on simple everyday things was beginning to be impossible. 
I was in such fear that I could not see straight. Alcohol was the only thing that took that fear out of 
the picture.

There was the occasional ray of hope here and there, but there was one more incident, that occurred 
on a day that I went to court. I actually got married at the Quincy Town Hall, not the smartest 
move and because of the daily drinking, the money that I had saved from the two jobs on the Cape 
evaporated. Therefore, I had no money for court that late 1994 September day, the day I showed back 
up at court in Quincy for the ‘ham burglar case’, walking up the steps to that Quincy court to ask 
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for more time to pay the fine for the door that ‘Ronald’ made. The probation officer, who had a real 
problem with people, a real reactionary, made sure that I was sent off to Bridgewater, for the third 
time. I had been by to see the “court psychiatrist” who had talked with, you guessed it, my mother 
and because she truly loved me, listened to a stranger who I thought was a friend and told that state 
government official who cared nothing about saving human beings, rather, lining the coffers of the 
town of Quincy, everything she wanted to ‘know’, subsequently sending me off to Bridgewater for the 
third time—all because I could not afford to pay the fine of $300.

I was marked by creating a file that my mother was more than happy to help them with, explaining 
like she did back in New Hampshire to the counselors at Seminole Point, that I should leave my home 
in Boston for a half-way house in Florida, leaving my home that I had built on Beacon Hill. Always 
check someone’s motives. My “friend” wrote me in Bridgewater and had ulterior motives of his own. 
He and one of her friends showed up at Quincy court, after my release, and let the judge know that I 
was planning on going to a holding tank for displaced “losers” like myself and await a bed at another 
half-way house in Malden. I was forced to live there, as I had no alternative, and even though I was 
not court ordered, I had to abide by their rules, i.e. pee in a cup. Most of the guys were there via the 
court system.

I was sober though, and my “friend” helped me buy my mom and sister and family presents, as 
I could not afford them. I maintained a job while at the sober house, making pizza at Sbarro near 
the “T” stop of Downtown Crossing—downtown Boston. I took the orange line, as I did when I 
commuted from Essex, working in this very same area as a professional employee benefits consultant. 
It was OK, and I appreciated the kindness of my mom and my friend, buying some new clothes 
for me, as all of my suits, coats, skis, bikes, childhood books, and some things that you can’t put a 
price on, were all thrown out by my ex-girlfriend back in Colorado. So, after that humiliation, I got 
through the holidays of 2004 without a beer. I even worked a twelve-hour shift on New Year’s Eve, 
taking the train “home” to Malden and was asleep before the revelers were even warmed up.

I woke up that next morning and went back to work. My “other friend” from the
South Shore of Boston asked me if I wanted to come back and live at that condo she and her father 

lived in. I stupidly said yes again, and this time she was in pretty bad shape, as her parent’s sectioned 
her to ‘Star rehab’ for women and I was left there to my own devices. I kept that job in Boston, but 
I began drinking again, and I once again began the spiral. I had my mother on the one hand, who 
was not proud of the fact I went through all of that pain, went to a sober house and visited them at 
Christmas in Connecticut, (of which I took a bus to), and was treated in the same belittling way she 
had always treated me. When I really piece it all together, I concluded that she had some deep down 
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issues that had nothing to do with me, and with that notion, the tapes began to play . . .”how could 
they?” . . .” I was just an innocent child!” . . .”I was never a bad kid.” . . .”I did well in school.” . . .”I 
did well in a business that I had no respect for.” “I had done nothing but grow up and try to be as 
good a son as I could.” “I helped her when no one else would, when my father bought her the house 
that she lives in to this day.” . . .”A whole autumn’s worth of stripping wallpaper, with a steamer that I 
burned my skin with, does that count for anything?”—these were all of the “tapes” that kept playing 
in my head. I felt as though I had been stabbed in the back. I felt all alone, that third and final time at 
Bridgewater. Isolating for 30 days with resentment, self-pity and anger all feeding at once, effectively 
swallowing me whole.

I picked up my friend on a bleak February morning in 2005, at her rehab, and said goodbye 
the next day. I lost interest in talking with anyone, because I had been so badly burned, by my own 
family, let alone some human being who had ulterior motives for helping out another fellow human 
being, I felt betrayed and abused. I did not trust anyone, because I felt like someone had taken my 
soul and left this shell of a man, who had no hope, no love, and no future. The word future now 
was a word filled with images of jails and some really rough characters from South Boston and the 
like. I felt as though someone in Utah hurt me somehow, as I could not believe, in my heart, that I 
was alive and well in Cape Cod. That, despite what happened to me on Nantucket, and the whole 
Utah thing, that I was unscathed and perfectly healthy. But, my mind would not let it be. Perhaps I 
should more accurately say, the unconscious guilt that was a left over from my failed marriage and all 
of the misadventures afterwards, seemingly forced me into constantly second-guessing myself. Men 
in America have it pretty rough, they are considered the providers and expected to be strong, but in 
reality men are the weaker sex and need far more help than women, emotionally, as I found out when 
I began the emotional cleansing process. I left for Martha’s Vineyard. I worked during spring of 2005, 
landscaping and staying in a youth hostile. I worked until my body couldn’t take any more. I was 
a lost soul. I had lost everything that I ever owned. I lost my self-respect, my self-love, my love for 
animals and the hope of a healthy relationship. I lost my hope for humanity, the bigger picture, I lost 
sight of any accomplishments I had achieved because I was stupid enough to believe my own family, 
I lost any desire to drink, yet I had to, I lost sight of what was really important—love, light and frogs.

Love is universal and pure, like a river of fresh water on a Colorado mountain. Light, being the 
spirit of God shining in all, as we are children of the source. Frogs being the environment, this little 
blue rock I call Earth—”home.” We all live here. Everyone.

I thought about this as I sat at Bismore Park in Hyannis. It was there that I found hope. The 
happy news is that it is real, this thing called hope. It is also true that there still and always will exist, 
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true unconditional love. Love transcends everything, seeing through the sadness of suffering, creating 
new life in a seemingly broken man. I look at what transpired during the next six months of 2005 
and into March of 2006, and on the outside it looked like it was a lot of drinking, on my part. That 
love created a breathing space for me inside the avalanche I had been caught up in for the past 3 plus 
years. I needed a break. I needed someone to tell me that I wasn’t crazy and that this hell I had been 
through was not all my fault. I needed to know that I was not the bad guy. I needed to know that I 
was worthy. I needed to know that no one owned me. I needed to know that good does still exist and 
that I was and am a part of it—I always was. That I could stand up for myself and tell the world what 
I had been through. I did not have to be ashamed. It was not my fault. I needed that winter to get it 
out of my system. I needed to know that I could give back because I was built to love and be loved. 
That I was a worthy citizen who has accomplished something in this world and even without a lot of 
help from the regular or normal source for love—family—I could see, or rather, saw beyond ‘their’ 
petty bull$hit and prayed for them to get better themselves, “when you point the finger at someone 
else, you have three pointing back at yourself ”—thereby releasing them to accept themselves and not 
attack others, because of the anger within their own souls is theirs, not mine. These were the words 
that were rolling around in my head, as I shifted back and forth from my higher self, to a hurt child 
who was angry, in fear of everyone, everything and living in irrational thought patterns that seemed 
to feed of one another.

The specifics of my situation at that point were grim. I was homeless on Cape Cod. I was so 
ashamed and full of fear that I was paralyzed. There was, however, a glimmer of hope within me, 
deep within me, around that same area that houses all of that peace and little inklings of joy that 
occasionally spilled out into the world in the form of laughter or connection. It was that day that 
during the summer of 2005, almost 2 years since the incident itself, the incident that had consumed 
my life, to the point I thought that Michael Mosier, college grad, was no longer on the planet, and that 
person had been replaced with an empty shell of a man, a man without country, family and almost 
out of faith. Not a pleasant situation. The PTSD, a very real and scary condition that was affecting 
every decision I made and every feeling that I felt, was as strong as ever. It was as if some imposter 
moved into my brain and began telling me things that were not true, yet I believed them. Such as, you 
are a ‘bad person’ and you will never get better. I could believe all of that from a conscious as well as 
an unconscious perspective. It was on this day, as I walked down Ocean Street to Bismore Park, and 
asked someone who worked in one of the small shacks or shanties as they were called, if I could use 
the beach chair that was sitting outside of the small wooden structure. She was very kind and obliged 
and so, having my medicine available (3— 40 ounce beers) and the prospect of having 3 hours of 
peace on a beautiful summer day in Hyannis, I relaxed for a few moments. I was so happy. I had no 
home, but for that moment, I was happy. I must have shown it, because another lonely soul asked if 
he could sit down and join me and I ended up talking politics with this guy for the entire afternoon. 
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As the sun began to set, or at least make the effort in that general vicinity, I thanked the kind lady 
who offered me the beach chair, wished the fellow republican well and moseyed on back to the Noah 
Shelter, where I had stayed the night before. I had been back from the Vineyard now for a few days 
and although the money was not gone, it was getting bleaker by the second.

The problem with being homeless is the little things that you take for granted. For example, 
taking a shower in the morning is a production at a homeless shelter. You sleep in a dorm like room 
with 25 men, I say sleep as an indication of intent, and awake at 5 am so as to get a quick shower, 
freeze while getting dressed and try to swallow down some food as you are forced out into the cold, 
or on that upcoming day warmth, to go about your business of getting yourself back on your feet!! 
Good Luck! However, on that day, Luck and God were about to give me some Love. I met Patty on 
another beautiful day in July of 2005. When you sleep at a shelter, it starts with getting there. So, 
let’s take the example of yesteryear and go over what transpired as soon as I left Bismore Park that 
afternoon. I had to be back at the Noah Shelter, a homeless shelter in Hyannis, Massachusetts that 
has a caring staff and kind people who work and volunteer at the shelter, by 4:30 pm. If you are not 
there by that time, you might not get a bed for the night. The nightly meal is served at that time and 
the Noah shelter does a great job feeding and attending to the people in her care . . . I was certainly 
one of them. That particular night, I arrived and as it does not stand out in my memory, I did have 
a good feeling about things. Nirvana no, but a sense of something turning around, although looking 
around me would soon spoil any good feelings I was beginning to develop. These are the barbs of 
being homeless, the risk of becoming despondent and desperate and God Forbid, hopeless. When 
one loses hope, one loses everything. If you feel the sense of separation as a unique feeling, it is not. 
Most people are unconscious of it, and have not a clue as to what I speak of, even in this paragraph. 
I did not. As I sat there, looking around me, in complete separation and isolation, with that queasy 
feeling in the stomach and a general terror in my heart that I had learned to conceal very well, I ate 
whatever was on the menu for the evening and stowed my gear in the little room where the workers 
would take the patron’s backpacks, suitcases and duffle bags of all shapes and sizes, as the small facility 
closed it’s doors for the night.

A lot goes through your head when you are homeless. You try and piece back the events that 
brought you to such a lowly state and the weight of the unconscious and conscious guilt is often times 
too much to bear. Therefore, any solutions or ways of healing are missed, as you attend to your various 
aches and pains, your mental state of “this close to terror”, and your “plan for the future”, forget about 
the present (ironically the only thing we have) because for lack of a better word, “it sucks!” So, the 
cycle of fear continues and the only one who suffers is you—or I, in this example. Sitting on the cot, 
a basic army cot, metal frame with springs and a plastic mattress that looks like it is from the WWII 
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era, brings the reality home. The shelter gives you a bag and in it contains a sheet, a pillowcase and a 
blanket. I took the bedding and went to the back of the shelter where the large dorm room was filled 
with a sea of army cots. Finding the numbered bed, I made said bed and forced myself go back out 
into the main room and get a cup of something to drink. When you are homeless, you try and get any 
comfort you can, because being in the elements 24/7 is no joke. Your whole body is cold most of the 
time and that is the reason you often times see people on the streets with heavy coats on, even in the 
middle of a summer. The thought of a warm bed to these men and women who live day to day and 
sometimes, minute to minute is reflected in their eyes. Eyes of complete surrender to the God that 
abandoned them, or that is how they feel, because I felt that way to. I have never, ever, felt anything 
worse. When you see, and more importantly ARE it, it for the first time, that face of desperation, 
bereft of hope and love—it breaks your heart open so wide that you wonder if you ever had a heart 
to begin with.

There are all kinds of differences in homeless people, and why wouldn’t there be—homeless people 
are not a sub-category of human. In fact, most of the homeless I work with now at “Our Lady of 
Assumption” are wonderful people who simply lost there way, or the economy of the times forced 
them into the situation that they now find themselves in. That July night, as I sat in that bright 
fluorescently light lit room, forcing a glass of milk down, I remember never allowing myself to fully 
accept that I was actually sleeping in a homeless shelter and that I had been rendered homeless. 
Denial. It was this lack of acceptance that kept me in the dark for quite a while. Not just in the dark 
about this whole sad story of mine, of which I was wholly identified with, but in the dark about the 
truth to who I am—and who you are. I was selling myself way short and for what, the appeasement 
of someone else’s assessment of who I was? I was allowing myself to be a victim and to live by default. 
In other words, the system was taking a hold of me and telling me who I was, what my potential now 
was, what I was to think and to hell with anything else—as I was ever falling out of the viewfinder. I 
was becoming a statistic. This was the big problem with ‘falling down’ in our society and that is also 
the problem with the human race, our lack of compassion for our fellow man. We are all children of 
God. All of us, and to know that is to look into the face of God. I find myself laughing out loud now, 
with complete joy in my heart for no reason whatsoever. I can feel it as I write these words on my 
little computer, in my little loft, in my little town of Osterville, Massachusetts. A town I love with all 
I AM. That is what I was searching for, all of those years, and found of course, for it is not without, 
but within, where true salvation lies.

I digress, this feeling I have was not a reality in 2005, at least not without alcohol to bring me out of 
the shakiness I had, dispelling the fear residing in the deepest part of my heart. From that fear, anger, 
an anger that can only be described as RAGE. My rage towards the Nantucket Police Department had 
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not yet come to the surface, as I was too afraid to be angry, or better yet, I had no idea at the time that 
fear turns into anger— that anger and time produce rage. What does one do with that rage? Stuff it! 
That is what 99% of American males do. I cannot speak for the fairer sex. So, the feeling I had inside 
of my being, that I later found out was fragmented, needing real healing western medicine could not 
provide, something that I will explain in greater detail later in this book, was one of pure fear—not 
having the time to evolve into the more subtle emotions of anger, resentment, self-pity, jealousy, envy, 
etc. The resentment that I carried from my perception that the “world had done this too me” was a 
very real one, but contorted and ugly. It lived within me, as writer E. Tolley would describe as a “pain 
body”. When I first read, “The Power of Now”, by E. Tolley, I was blown away. This was, as I call it 
now, duck to water stuff. Again, I am ahead of myself.

The answers were certainly not coming that night, and as I listened to the carefully choreographed, 
symphonic snoring of 20 grown men in a small room with no sound proofing, I was seemingly going 
deeper into the sadness, with no way out. I had no idea that my mind, or I should say my ego that 
thought it was the mind and in control, was making the calls and that I was caught up in a vicious 
cycle of FEAR. This was coupled with the fact that the country was also caught up in fear and 
war was the operative word. War, war, war—is not good for children, animals or any living things. 
Wars in countries where we have no godly business being—places like Iraq, Afghanistan, and covert 
operations all over the world. But, the biggest war man faces is the war within him—war with what 
he “thinks” he is.

The modern day couch psychologist idea of ego is generally someone who is self absorbed and self-
centered; a narcissist is another clinical term for it. But, it is much deeper than that. Human beings 
have carried emotional signatures, as Michael Brown calls them, forward from their ancestors since 
the beginning of civilization. The ego has become so powerful that it has almost taken mankind over 
the brink. It has taken down civilizations one at a time and has no other purpose than to grow and 
keep you and me away from the sunlight of the spirit. It has been told to me that the ego is like the 
flame on a candle held up to the sun. When seen in such “light” one cannot help but feel encouraged. 
This is the answer. I remember reading many times in the “Big Book” that the ego must be smashed. 
This is truth. For why would you want to hold onto something that is designed to keep you from joy, 
peace and love, your natural states of being? Why? Because the ego’s voice acts as a fog bank to the 
voice of truth—the real you. You are truth and you do not even know it. The truth and you cannot 
be separated and that fact alone should cause you to jump up and down and celebrate with great 
enthusiasm. Of course, when you are all “alone”, alone with the ego, and the fear of going out into 
that “cold” world again fills you with terror, it is understandable that you would feel a sense of despair 
and hopelessness. That self-pity and victim-hood would be your calling. That self-pity and despair 
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is what kept me from the sunlight of the spirit and almost caused me to give up. I am by nature a 
very optimistic person and therefore, to get to the level I was at was hard for even me to embrace, 
let alone my friends and family, who had fallen off one at a time. Usually with harsh words of anger 
that distanced me even further, causing more guilt, conscious and unconscious, to well up within me 
and with a solution wrapped up with an addiction to alcohol, it was not surprising that I was exactly 
where I was supposed to be. Of course, I did not know that at the time.

As the morning light streamed into the windows of the Noah shelter, I shivered and wondered 
what was next. I was not desperate, nor was I pessimistic, I still had love, light and frogs in my heart 
of hearts and the courage to find an answer to all of these riddles . . . I knew that there was an answer, 
yet it was eluding me. Of course, the answer was not “out there”, but in the very being that attempted 
to eat some form of breakfast, but whose stomach could not quite hold it down. I know that I was still 
on a beer maintenance program, one that allowed me to numb the deepest pain and shame that I felt 
and to put some kind of an air on, that allowed me to “function” in society, although it seemed like 
wherever I went, I just did not quite fit in anymore. I felt like wherever I was, that I was the proverbial 
round peg being and I was at that point, not even comfortable being that round peg, let alone fitting 
nicely into a square hole. Nothing made sense, everything was upside down, the shame and fear that I 
had within my own heart was ever present and because I had no idea how to make it right, the journey 
of pain and doubt continued. I grabbed my backpack from the storage room and headed out on my 
own again. As it was a beautiful day, I thought I would head back to the boats, the Hyline ferries at 
the Hyannis harbor, the same place I was the day prior.

I walked down Main Street, Hyannis, to the little train station where the transportation center sits. 
Next-door is a small liquor store, where I had purchased my beer in days past. I bought the standard, 
3 forty-ounce beers, and headed down to the docks. I had no idea that my life was about to change 
forever. I noticed the same beach chair that was there yesterday, so I popped my head into the small 
shanty and expected to see the same girl who was working the day before, but there was another girl 
there. I looked at her and was taken aback a little and became self-conscious of everything that had 
gone wrong in the past 5 years, especially what happened on Nantucket. So, with everything I could 
muster, every ounce of courage, I asked this equally nice woman to the one the day before, “can I 
ask you a question?” I will never, ever forget the response, “sure”. To one who had been through a 
personal war, this simple act of kindness, a positive response to a question, equated to someone taking 
a giant boulder from my shoulders. I looked at her, and she at me, which was kind of scary because I 
felt ugly and unworthy. I had no self-esteem left and that was obvious. “I must have done something 
to deserve all of this, so I must be a bad person”, the voice of the ego was screaming in my ear. “You are 
a homeless man now and no longer a member of the human race,” it might as well have been saying, 
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as I fumbled around for words that echoed of failure and fear. What in God’s name do I have to offer 
this girl? I was smitten, I have to admit, by, as I found out with my next question, Patty’s beauty 
and her kind eyes. So, something inside of my being must have blurted out, “Can I ask you another 
question?” “Sure”, was the response, “would you like to have dinner with me?” Although, at the time, 
I had only $100 left to my name, I was able to get myself together to go out on a date. The thought of 
being humiliated never really occurred to me, as I did not think that her intention. “How was I to tell 
her anything about me, under the circumstances?” “Should I tell her what happened to me?” “What 
will she think?” “Where should I say I am staying?” “Who would believe the truth?” “Moreover, who 
would care to even listen without pre-judging me?” It was the prejudging that was killing me, eating 
away at the core of what I thought was left of my being, my soul, my essence. “Should I take another 
chance at love?” “Who could ever love me the way I am now, as opposed to the way I viewed myself 
only a few years ago?” “If I could not love myself, as they say you have to do before you love anyone 
else, than how on God’s green earth could anyone love me?” What was done on Nantucket could 
not be undone, the anger of my life situation stemming all the way back to how my parent’s treated 
me when I was a kid and moving me all over kept me in that state of non-forgiveness, and thus, cut 
off from the light of the spirit, like being cut off from the vine, cut off from life. The ancient feeling 
of separation that we all feel, homeless or not, is very real in our society. This is, of course, where all 
of the fear comes from, the ego’s attempt to convince us that we are somehow separated from the 
God that created us, that we somehow offended him by drinking too many beers or taking too many 
drugs. I was caught up in the first testament God of punishment and fire and yes brimstone, whatever 
brimstone is. Yes, I was in a very dark cycle of pain and punishment. From the words and deeds of 
people that I knew hurt me in Colorado, and me allowing those ego’s to hurt me, to the words of even 
my own family that I allowed to penetrate my soul as gospel truth. That was my dilemma, I was too 
afraid to face the past and weed out all of the crap and stick to the truth, go through the pain and have 
enough faith to get to the other side, to get to the other shore, to get over the world and forgive it, that 
was the mission. Although, at the time, I had no idea that was what my soul was crying out for.

The most important aspect of where I was at was “the Fear”. I cannot stress that enough. Fear. To 
break the spell of fear is paramount to healing. To go right through it seems to be the only way. To 
surrender to the good that is, that has no opposite, the good that you already are and simply let it fly. 
Having faith and letting it ride is perhaps the scariest proposition of all. For what if Faith and God 
and Love don’t work? What if the omniscient, omnipresent, omnipotent power of God who works 
exclusively with divine light and love is not enough? What if that same God that I just described, 
who lives within you is not enough to break the spell of some old thought pattern that has been lying 
to you for all of these years? This little lying voice, a combination of tapes in your head from your 
mother and father and all of the people that you have ever met, this negative voice that is only satisfied 
when you are not connected to the light of the spirit and therefore, not being your true self, it is only 
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then that the voice will allow you to be at “peace”, a manufactured peace, sometimes chemically, but 
often times created by a defense mechanism that is clearly defined to keep you safe from other ego’s, 
for that is what you see people as, threats to your own unstable and fragile ego, that is feeding you 
the false premise that it, EGO or ego, is the end all be all, the alpha and omega, the center of the 
universe—is the TRUTH, when it is nothing but the opposite. The point is to have FAITH, and 
what that means is to have FAITH! Let go of any doubt or false idols. To know the truth does not 
mean that you retreat into falsehoods again. To the ego, the truth is death. Death is of course another 
useless journey that you can simply leave up to God, but the ego would have you believe otherwise. 
To truly live means to fear no death, for why would you fear anything that does not really exist? This 
is a fact that the ego does not want you to know. For if you know the truth, it will set you free and 
there will be no more need for an ego.

The problem with dating is that it is basically an almost impossible attempt to get to know someone 
within a couple of hours and determine if you are compatible with them. Usually, you want to tell 
the person a few good things about yourself and try and keep the crying to a minimum. Yes, real men 
do cry. However, on this night I felt oddly “myself ”, or a close rendition of myself, the core of who I 
am, and thus, took Patty to the “Thirsty Tuna”, (actually it was her suggestion), an outdoor restaurant 
across from the new Hyannis Harbor Patrol. We had a great time, in fact, and from that moment on, 
I have not been apart from her for more than a few days. We have laughed a lot. A good amount of 
laughter cures almost any broken heart and if you combine that with unconditional love, the love of 
God, and an opportunity to let someone in, letting them know the terror I was in, for example, had 
the effect of a miracle. At that moment in “time”, I was at ease, perhaps for the first time in at least 5 
months, or 5 years, or 4 decades. I was myself that evening with Patty and letting go of the fear for 
that short amount of “time” must have given me some of my heart back, because it was no longer 
frozen. We had some drinks and some laughs at the Thirsty Tuna. I spent that night in the back of her 
Honda Element and spent at least a few nights at her house. I had an incident with her son, Nikki, 
who I actually met the first night as he was taking a piss on his mom’s car, as I was sleeping in the back. 
He did not know that I was there and I heard one of his friend’s say, “dude, why are you pissing on 
your mom’s car?” Another incident took place a few days after I had just met him. We had some words 
and as I was in such a state of fear, I felt as if I was going to have a major panic attack. It was scary.

The next day, her ex-husband walks into her bedroom, as I was in her bed watching some morning 
television. He burst into the room and said, “Are you one of Nikki’s friends?” I answered in the 
negative and he proceeded out the door. I thought at that juncture that I might die soon, so I walked 
out into the hostile world in my bare feet, approached his car said, “I want you to know that I have 
nothing but good intentions.” Not that I needed to say that, which is the God’s honest truth, but 
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I feared men who appeared to be bullies (this man was, 6’4” and a former defensive end for the 
Northeastern Wildcats) and Nantucket was still fresh in my mind, furthermore, I was not in any 
shape to fight anyone, nor did I want to. What I did not know at the time was that I had PTSD, and 
any form of confrontation appeared to be life threatening and thus, the whole situation made me 
extremely uncomfortable. I immediately slipped back into the fear thoughts, “thinking” I was not 
going to make it, feeling in more fear than I had ever felt, because I had never shared with anyone, 
other that a few other people who could not help, the whole Nantucket scare. The fact that I could 
not come out and tell someone something as horrific as that, made me feel that much more alone 
in this world, and added to the guilt, shame, anxiety, frustration, despair, terror and bewilderment. 
Hiding all of these horrible emotions is not an easy thing to do, and it is really hard if you are now 
dating someone you are falling in love, possibly to have a life with—all the while looking directly at 
the roadblock to progress in front of you.

How could I possibly be OK? It seemed like an impossible scenario, and yet Patty had the attitude 
that I used to have, “let it go”, BE, not from a recovery bumper sticker, but from the heart, a real love 
that gave me back some of the “remembering” that I so desperately needed at the time. Patty is truly 
an angel of God, and has the humility not to profess it. She must have known how to cure the real 
problem, for every problem has a solution. If you think yours does not, your ego talking directly to 
you. Surrendering to the winning side does not indicate weakness; it is as St. Paul says, “that which is 
brought into the light becomes the light.”

The problem I had was TRUST or a lack of it. This was slowly built back up when Patty and I began 
to cruise all of Cape Cod. During the winter of 2005 and into 2006, even though I was drinking, 
was a time period where most of the healing took place. There is no doubt that I made marked 
improvement when I shared my Nantucket experience with Patty. Knowing that living with her 
children was not going to be a good idea at that juncture, we decided that renting a room somewhere 
for a few months might bring me around enough so that I could tackle this whole emotional baggage 
stuff, the severe, delayed onset, PTSD, and maybe things would work out OK. I rented a room at a 
little motel called, “Seaview”, in Craigsville Beach, a little town next door to Osterville. The room 
looked directly out onto the Nantucket Sound and the “backyard”, as the owner called it, consisted 
of a great marsh. The fact that I could keep my clothes in one spot for more than one night and the 
fact that I could drink in peace and “sort things out” in my own mind, lent me the space I needed to 
begin to heal.

This “cruising” all over Cape Cod, the whole reason I came back, meeting this incredible woman, 
who did not want anything from me, other than, perhaps, to heal emotionally, was the hallmark of 
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my recovery. Not AA, not “tough love”, although I now understand and forgive the situations that I 
found myself entrenched within, because of that tough love, not calling my FAMILY, that would come 
later. No, the one thing I needed most of all was unconditional love, love that has no opposite.

Love is not an emotion. Love is a state of being. Love does not judge. Love does not yell. Love does 
not punish. Love conquers all. The fact that I had a roof over my head, a little breathing room to face 
all of the demons that had gathered both inside of my own heart and head, to face “out there” (the 
world that seemed so hostile and alien, uncaring and brutal, unforgiving and violent), was paramount. 
Seemingly impossible obstacles to navigate, seemed to be less monstrous and terrifying when there is 
someone standing by, who does not judge or does not find the crack in your armor that has kept you 
alive, as far as you are concerned, and attempt to exploit it—leaving you defenseless and vulnerable to 
attack from the very real and scary world that does exist “out there”—when you have lost your way. 
The “leaving it alone” for a while and just “cruising” like I did when I was a teenager in California, 
was just what the doctor ordered.

One of the biggest hurdles I had was to “unlearn” all of the “recovery”, the ego driven recovery, 
that I had learned from all of the rehabs I had been in, all over the country, many of them conflicting. 
The core principals of AA make perfect moral sense and should be part of everyone’s makeup, but to 
conclude that one must make a group of addicts, many of who are still very sick, your end all be all 
to recover from whatever the real problem is, does not make sense. Why would you not want to reach 
out to and embrace ALL of the universal knowledge that would heal you permanently from the ills 
that have befallen you? In other words, would you not want the Holy Spirit to enter your life, make it 
whole again, and put you back into the natural state of LOVE that we all deserve to be in? Why would 
you wish to label yourself as anything? Do you not see that to put a label on something is attributable 
to the ego? The fact is you, we, are all whole and perfect as we were created. Period.

Try telling this to an “alcoholic” who has been brainwashed into thinking that AA is the only way 
to GOD. The 10 years that had gotten behind me because of my “thinking” problem was part of 
my unconscious guilt trip that all started when my parents first thought that I had a problem with 
booze. It is no wonder that people do not really get better, for they feel that they owe the world an 
explanation for their behavior, when the world is actually quite over their actions. The only one who is 
still carrying it around was I! I drank at it with ferocity in Boston, when my ex-wife Laura came back 
from a 2 week all expense paid for ‘trip’ with her corporate new best friend and left me in the dust. 
That was the “sentiment” that I kept “re-feeling” over and over and over again. The problem with the 
alcohol, which is like the world, it’s neutral, feeding on that non-forgiveness and thus, keeps one in 
victim mentality.
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My days at the Seaview motel were as such, I would wake up in the morning, Patty would arrive, if 
she had not spent the night, and we would go driving all over Cape Cod. I cannot put into words the 
relief I felt when I was not JUDGED. This brought about the miracle. Perhaps the worst thing you 
can possibly do to a person who is hurting is to judge them. The only thing that they really need is to 
feel worthy of your love. Love, of course, can take on many forms, and if you are able to get away from 
societal distortions surrounding the concept of LOVE and keep it in its purest form, you might just 
find out how great and precious you really are to not only this world, but to the universe as a whole. 
This EGO, the grand ego I like to call it, is actually one mind, like the HOLY SPIRIT is; however, “it” 
represents all of the opposites of GOD. All of the lower emotions, such as fear, anger, hate, jealousy, 
envy, and resentments that all stem from a lack of love, which is the only sin.

Sin is a word that was derived from an archer, who, with bow in hand, fires off his arrow and when 
the target is missed, it was called, in ancient times, “sin”. The ancient authors of the First Testament 
used that as a metaphor to what we now refer to as original sin. When viewed in this light, sin no 
longer seems so forbidding and damning. For God does not punish and is quite separate from what 
is actually going on in the world. We were given “free will” to co-create with God and thus, when we 
“sin”, we are simply missing the mark of what we were aiming for. It does not mean that we are going 
to “hell”. A word that is just a description for the state of mind we experience when we believe that 
we are separate from that which created us. It is impossible to be separate from God. Your reality is 
such that you are an eternal being and this little planet earth is not your home, it is a temporary plane 
of existence in which you are given the privilege to LOVE ONE ANOTHER! God is in your enemy 
as much as he is in a saint. The ego in you, however, recognizes the ego in me or as I like to say, “the 
jackass in me recognizes the jackass in you!”— A point of parliamentary procedure.

That is when the fun starts, when you finally get to start living. There is no better feeling in the 
world than to be free of hate . . . to be free of the fear of holding on to old resentments and fears and 
keeping them polished and ready to bring out on a moments notice, so that you don’t get “hurt” by 
the big, bad world again. When you no longer have a “bone to pick” with someone and you forgive 
the bone, forget it and move on, for it is all an illusion anyway, you release your brother and release 
yourself simultaneously. It all happens at once. Holding a grudge is akin to banging your head against 
a wall, it feels so good when you stop. There is no need to keep going back and making sure that 
you did it right. Simply stopping the banging of the head does the trick—you just have to let it GO. 
Period.
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However, sometimes you have to back up before you can go forward. In my case, the winter of 
2005 was the most magical time in my life, not because I was driving all over the place I considered to 
be my adopted home along with VERMONT, but because another human being gave me the GIFT 
of space, which in turn, gave me “inner space”, something that E. Tolley brings out so well in his 
work . . . That inner space is the purpose, the primary purpose, and responsibility of every adult living 
on this planet. Getting at it requires a little discipline and a lot of forgiveness, as with a caterpillar that, 
just when he thought the world was over, became a butterfly.

The problem with the world is that it is based in a “time and space” continuum, and thus, “waits 
for no man”, and so the world, according to God’s creation, man, thumbs his nose at the prospect of 
inner peace and light and therefore, introduces itself once again. Patty basically gave the world the 
proverbial “finger” and made me feel as if I were important enough to save. I recall going back up to 
Boston, just prior to Halloween in 2005, as I was still in somewhat of a pinball machine, with people 
who meant well, but did not have the depth of knowledge to really help me. The things I speak of 
now, I had no clue about, and even if I had had a clue, probably would not have acted on them at 
that time and place. Something came over my life during that period and began to bring me out of 
the abyss I had fallen into.

Of course, going back up to Boston was something of an obligation, as I had a set of keys to an 
apartment in Beverly, on the north shore, where I was going to stay with some people I had met at 
TSS, an extension of Gosnold, the 12 step rehab I had found myself being caught up in. That part of 
the story was as much a part of what I am talking about as anything else. When one is placed in the 
care of another human being, or a rehabilitation center, like Betty Ford or Gosnold, one is vulnerable 
to the “ego” that is still clearly present and ironically gets in the way of true liberation from the grip 
of addiction. Resentments usually follow rules and regulations (when hypocrisy shows it’s ugly head) 
and thus, the whole dilemma with treating alcoholism and drug addiction. The true problem with 
the whole thing when you boil it down is this—acceptance. It is easy to accept love, joy and peace 
into your heart, when you are in a surrendered state of being. When you are surrendered to all that 
is, and you have resolved your resentment problem by forgiving them, all of them, and you reach a 
jumping off place, a place of pure faith and willingness to be open minded to be HONEST. Honesty 
with oneself, it seems, is the key that unlocks all doors and truly does set one free. Who does not wish 
to be joyous, happy and free? No one. Although, there are usually plenty of people who seem to want 
you to feel the way they do—miserable. That is a choice. Believe it when I say—you have the right 
to choose to be in LOVE rather than fear. It sometimes takes courage, but putting your faith in what 
created you seems to offer no logical alternative.

Another big hurdle is getting over the physical, mental and spiritual draining that the use of mind-
altering substances promulgates. This is coupled with the intense need or desire for the drug to alleviate 
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the intense guilt, shame and general angst that one feels and being in this state of vulnerability, the 
addict is open to anyone’s interpretation of his or her “problem”, that is more often than not equated 
by his or her self worth as a human being. Usually this is a misunderstanding, but sometimes the 
addict is treated harshly by family, friends and society as a whole and this continues the vicious cycle 
until it is broken either by divine intervention or more often than not, the addict falling off the cliff 
and never being seen or heard from again. The sad story is summed up by people saying whatever it is 
that people who feel the need to judge say, and so the cycle is set up for the next person, and to him 
we say, “do it our way or end up like so and so.” This is the state of affairs for most addicts, and I was 
right in the thick of it. On the one hand, I could not stop drinking long enough to conceptualize any 
of the truths that I write of now, and so, prior to meeting Patty, I had become fragmented into two 
people, the “addict” and the “recovering addict”. Both of whom do not come close to representing 
the wholeness that IS a human being, for by definition you have already put a label on someone 
and thus, rendering that person a fragment of what he or she used to be, creating a very real feeling 
of “less than” and sometimes “better than”, giving full reign over the human being to the ego, that 
is more than happy to continue this cycle, as it is a better alternative to death, which talk of “us all 
being ONE” and “sunlight of the spirit” represents for the manmade ego, a collective ego that is out 
of control on planet earth.

Let me repeat myself, so as not to cause any confusion. I was on the verge of death, but ironically 
it was the drink that saved my life. As I was still in touch with Patty on the Cape, and as I sat in 
my apartment in Beverly surrounded by boxes and chaos, a very familiar scene for me, except this 
time I was all by myself and I was getting sicker by the day, physically, mentally, spiritually, and so 
on—I made as much of a “conscious” decision to get back down to Cape Cod. The fear factor was 
huge. The demons I faced were many, the Nantucket Police Department being the biggest fear of all. 
Irrationality, is fear in its worst form, for even though it makes no intellectual sense, you still feel as 
if it were as true as the day is long. It was irrational for me to think that the Nantucket Police could 
hurt me anymore, yet I had nightmares to prove otherwise. It does not matter, when you have PTSD 
or just the general human condition, what people say to you, it is your own interpretation of events, 
thoughts, situations, your own personal past and the people, places and things around you that make 
up your well being, and if you are coming from a place of FEAR, your perception is distorted and 
thus, false. You are now in a position of weakness and anyone who takes advantage of that simply 
makes matters worse.

Coming from a position of POWER, real power generated from the Holy Spirit, or whatever you 
wish to call the one and only true connection to what is real, puts you in a position to always be in 
alignment and thus, never in need. To be in that state, puts you at maximum capacity to Love, that 
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is to say, to give love to others, which is what we are all built to do. We get it confused, for we all 
“think” we need to “get” something from this world and in all of the “getting”, we miss what is really 
important—the Present. When surrendered and living in the NOW, there is nothing you need and if 
you read your bible with “real eyes”, as the author Michael Brown so insightfully states in his book, 
“The Presence Process”, you will come to know the truth for your own—the truth resides in you, just 
as it resides in me, and how could the truth be in need of anything? How could that which is eternal, 
the alpha and omega, need or want when by definition gets its wanting by giving. The adage, “it is 
better to give than receive”, is all about this example. Your purpose, your true purpose, is to give and 
by doing so, receive. Paradoxes have difficulty in the United States of America, as does the concept of 
being. Ours is a “doing” society and therefore, anything that is directed inwardly is considered to be 
a waste of “time”.

The fear was not isolated to my case on Nantucket. It was all around me, and as I was about to 
find out, the people whom I “randomly” met in my daily activities, often were “messengers” designed 
by the universe to resolve my inner conflict. The key to this is to first dismiss the messenger, then 
get to the message. When you “get the message”, whatever that message is, you are then responsible 
to really “feel it”. Normally, this is not a good feeling and again, for the western world hell bent on 
always feeling good, the good with an opposite, bad, it is not surprising that most people will give up 
on doing the real work that is necessary for a complete transformation to occur. Why is this so? Lack 
of discipline and a society that values the cart before the horse. If you had something wrong with your 
car, would you go out and get a car wash? If the engine needed repair, you would go to a qualified 
mechanic, trust him to make the correct repairs, leaving both your ego and his out of the equation. 
The problem is, unlike an inanimate object, the human being is subject to countless distractions and 
“roadblocks” that keep him from attaining the only real purpose in this life—to keep the inner space 
clear of the insanity of the ego, rising above its frequency and discovering an outer purpose that meets 
the needs of your own being as well as those around you.

Patty was more of an angel than an angel was, as I struggled now to just get out of bed to get in the 
car and go to church that Sunday in early November. My whole body seemed to be going downhill 
and I was not sure why. Malnutrition was the problem, that and drinking White Russians all day. 
There is a fine line between getting through the pain and general human condition stuff and killing 
yourself with booze. On the one hand, I “needed” that booze or should I say, I needed the freedom 
to drink without someone telling me otherwise, so that I could feel like a citizen again, like a college 
graduate and a good human being. I knew that I was deep down inside, but for some reason that 
damned fog was too thick and I could not get at the sunlight of the spirit. Heck, I did not really know 
what that was, yet did. That was the frustrating part, and with the booze, that serenity level would 
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happen at about 2.3 BAC, allowing for serene contemplation and clarity, such as this, allowing for 
grand plans to be made and executed, such as my trip to Nantucket—a grand plan when I left on a 
plane from Denver International Airport in July of 2003. I had that real feeling, but it was buried 
deep down and not having access to it created more frustration. Although, once I got to Nantucket, 
I did not really even need the booze, as I was in heaven just being there.

Patty told me that Christmas, when she took me to AA meetings at “Our Lady of Victory”, a 
Catholic Church in Centerville. People would stare at me, as I must have looked like living hell. 
I could barely walk and I must have lost 40 pounds, as I was very thin and fragile. Basically, I was 
caught up in a catch 22. If I did not drink, the panic and despair became to great and I could not see 
the forest for the trees. If I continued drinking at that pace, my body would give out. I was damned if 
I did and damned if I did not. This was coupled with the feeling of unworthiness, of believing that I 
was somehow a “bad” person. Perhaps with the help of “God” and the strangers I had met at the small 
AA meetings here on the Cape, I would finally be able to pull out of this thing. Again, the problem 
with that was with me and with any other addict who was trying to help me, most of the information 
was watered down truths from Bill Wilson, the author of the “Big Book”, and thus, not helpful to 
me. I was as Bill says in his book as he describes himself, beyond human aid. So, there I was, front 
and center at the church I grew up with, all of the ghosts front and center, as I thought the spiritual 
would come to me, much as I fantasized I would be swept away by some “holy spirit” and see a great 
light and be at peace once again. You do not get well by osmosis. You have to work at it. Once you 
are there, you would not trade it for all the tea in China. Again, this has nothing to do with booze. 
This has everything to do with the “inner purpose” that Eckert Tolley speaks of in his first book, “The 
Power of Now”. The bigger problem I had now, was the conflict of the Catholic Church and this new 
information that Patty had brought into the light. Of course, Patty was very subtle about this, as her 
Dad, Roland Marsan, had a similar issue with the Catholic Church. Of course, many people that I 
met in AA, coast to coast, were “recovering Catholics”, a rather cutesy phrase that always made me 
a little sick to my stomach, but made sense nonetheless. I was not ready to let go of my “faith” and 
thus, the only thing that was keeping me alive. I knew the Arch Bishop of Denver, Charles Chapu, 
and went regularly to Mass at “the Good Shepherd” and the “Immaculate Conception”, the Cathedral 
in downtown Denver. My faith never, ever failed even though there were some very dark moments, 
and it was precisely those dark moments, when I look back on it, that my true faith was revealed. 
For it is not in dogma that we find God. It is through the Christ in all of us and the recognition of 
that fact. We are all able to rise above the low frequencies of fear, anger and hate, being at one with 
all that is, forgiving oneself and others and moving into a state of non-resistance, non-judgment and 
non-attachment that if successful, brings about a peace of God that can only be summed up by these 
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words from “A Course in Miracles”, “Nothing real can be threatened, nothing unreal exists, herein 
lies the peace of God.”

Of course, the Christmas of 2005 was not a Christmas of spiritual enlightenment. Although, the 
fear was not as pronounced and as a test, I decided to see just how brave “I” was, as Patty and I jumped 
aboard the Grey Lady II a week before Christmas and headed to Nantucket! Yes, that little island 30 
miles or so from where I was staying, and if I would have brought my telescope, I could have watched 
Sgt. Chrétien get his groceries, his whips and his chains. I am not sure what the purpose of going 
over to Nantucket was other than the fact that there was determination in me yet, to disallow that 
man, Chrétien, from taking away Nantucket and the Christmas Stroll, something I was introduced to 
when I lived in Beacon Hill on Spruce Place. The lights that light up that little island are striking and 
historically inspiring, oh yeah, I wanted to go! That is exactly what I am talking about, physical abuse, 
especially assault that leaves you with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder, keeps you in a prison of sorts, 
in your mind, filling you with fear and second guessing yourself all of the time, with the irrational 
thoughts penetrating every cell of your body. This is what I decided to face and “prove” to myself that 
they could not take the Christmas Stroll away from me.

We boarded the Grey Lady 2, at the Hyannis Harbor, Hyline port on Ocean Street, early on that 
cold December evening. The anticipation of going back to Nantucket filled me with every emotion in 
the book. The fear was not there on that night. Even though I was donning a disguise of a mustache 
and some novelty glasses that were purchased, no, I am just kidding. The reality was it was a fantastic 
journey. The trip itself, the thirty miles across the Nantucket Sound, can be rough, smooth, rainy or 
sunny. Cold as hell or the warmest day on record, that is the magic of the ocean. As it was December, 
there was a little nip in the air, and as Patty and I enjoyed the fine vessel, a sleek two hull, we made 
our way to the fabled island. Passing by Brandt Point on my right, I noticed just how small it looked 
next to the large catamaran. The journey used to take 3 hours, with the speed of the cat that was 
cut by two-thirds and the smooth jets of the boat, allowed one to drift and ponder the beauty of the 
season and the wonder that defines it. The gentle ghosts of our forefathers certainly were with me, as 
my heart was filled once again with joy. The two things I loved most in this world, Nantucket and 
the mode of transportation—sailing on the water, was filling that void that had been with me for so 
long.

We docked at “Straight Wharf”, and I could feel a small lump in my throat growing as I swallowed 
it down. It was dark now, and as we looked around at all of our fellow passengers dressed in the colors 
of the season, I forgot about how I was feeling inside of my soul. I knew that Patty knew, so she smiled 
at me and told me that she loved me. I held her hand and we stepped out into the cool night air, 
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holding the railing and guiding our feet down the ramp, that I am sure has some nautical terminology, 
but it escapes me . . . although the word “plank” came to mind, arrrrrrrrrrgggggghhhhhhh! AHOY! It 
was so beautiful, as we made our way up from the ticket office to the cobblestone streets of the great 
island of Nantucket!!

Merry Christmas! I mean it! I love Nantucket! As the spirit of Christmas came over me like a ton 
of bricks, I was filled with that feeling that comes when you feel like all was lost and you found out 
you were wrong. I was so filled with gratitude. I remembered then that love must never hold tight, but 
let go . . . the paradoxes were coming fast and furious now and I dare not utter them to this wonderful 
girl who found it in her heart to love me when I could no longer comprehend the word, let alone its 
true meaning. If you ever experienced “The Grinch”, by the blessed Dr. Suess, you may know where 
I’m coming from. Only a few years prior, two to be exact, I was so lost, yet the spirit of LOVE came 
forward and gave me a kiss.

As I walked up the Main street holding Patty’s hand, we looked at each other and then looked at 
the little trees that lined the street filled with every light one could think to illuminate. The warm 
shops, restaurants and houses were all inviting and kind again, as if the season itself was determined 
to heal me. At least that was my deepest wish. I pointed out the second grader’s tree, adorned with 
homemade ornaments and a star on top of the towering four-foot pine, with the names of each student 
in the class on the hand made ornaments, carefully hung with care on each delicate branch. Hot tears 
of joy fell from my eyes, as just for that moment, the sunlight of the spirit was breaking through. I 
felt like breaking down and sobbing, hugging anything that would allow me to hug it. Emotions and 
memories from every angle seemed to be coming at me and I let them. I let them. I let them.

Surrender, if only for that moment was perhaps the breakthrough that brought me to where I 
gratefully write the words you are now reading. That was the definition of magic, that moment, and 
Patty made it all happen, along with all of the angels, saints and guides that never, ever left my side. I 
know this now, because even in the memory of it, I weep with joy.

I don’t recall much more of the evening other than having some chowder and a beer, and as we 
were to catch the last ferry home, along with everyone else, I said my private farewell to the beauty 
of the Atlantic, and boarded the cat bound for the mainland. It was late, perhaps 11 or so in the pm, 
and I was very tired. Tired is not the right word. Have you ever been so exhausted that every bone in 
your body aches and the breath that you take in is labor intensive? Shadows were falling across the sea, 
yet as I looked out onto the sound of Nantucket, in awe, at the millions of stars that gave more of the 
light that was so freely given to me on the island, I began to put things into perspective.
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As I walked in from the deck and settled next to Patty, I attempted to sleep. The rolling of the 
waves under the vessel rocked me into a dreamless doze, as I rested my head on Patty’s shoulder. For 
the most part, the boat was quiet, as we all were taking in what we just experienced. However, there 
was one man who would not stop with his annoying chatter. The perfection of serenity was being 
thwarted by this guy, who seemed to be coming from my dream, or was it from the cabin? No, it 
could not be someone from the boat, who would be such jackass as to ruin my celestial reunion with 
God and all that is right with the world? But, the voice continued to annoy my peace. I was now 
awake and gathering some anger towards this person . . . how dare he! I was now wide-awake and 
getting pissed off. Yes, I was getting pissed off. “We blah, blah, blah . . .” “and then we, blah, blah, 
blah . . .”, my blood was beginning to boil, “and then we blah, blah, .blah,”

Now I am not sure what I said, although there are some who could tell you, but as it was told 
to me, I stood up, and walked over to the man who was responsible for stealing my serenity, my 
possible redemption and, yeah, that was it, my redemption! I was convinced this man and his boorish 
communication with his fellow revelers was taking my only chance at salvation and I was going to let 
him know that and anything else that I could think of . . . and so I did. “Excuse me, sir, you are a fool 
and are holding everyone on this vessel hostage with your boring stories that serve no purpose other 
than to annoy me and all within an earshot of your happy horseshit!” I could feel every angry emotion 
welling up within me. Chretian, bullies in general, all of the moves, all of the losses, all of the pain, all 
of the heartache flooding every muscle and fiber of by being . . . building . . . . building . . . . building. 
“You sir, are an imbecile!” “Not only are you ruining a perfectly lovely ride back to the mainland with 
your drivel, but you have single handedly taken away the serenity that I have so desperately worked so 
hard to get back.” “Have you no shame, sir?” I could hear Patty in the background before I sauntered 
over to the guy like John Wayne in a saloon about to square off and punch the guy in the nose, “no, 
no, no, no, no . . . . .” but by then I was already well into letting him know what kind of a father I 
thought he was, as Patty told me the look on the face of the family was one for the photo album. Just 
imagine coming back from a lovely evening of fun on Nantucket and this 6 foot 2 man walks over 
to your party and lets your Dad know what an asshole he is or is not, of course as I was not talking 
to him, and thankfully, as security was alerted, I must have come to my senses and snapped out of it, 
because they brought me to the front of the boat, as Patty assured them I was not a threat, and talked 
me down from the mighty perch of intolerance I had climbed out onto. Still indignant, I sat back 
down in my seat and quietly enjoyed the rest of the trip.

Having no outlet for one’s loss and emotional turmoil is not healthy. This was a fact that I had 
to come to terms with. The problem with that is where does one start from, where does one jump 
off? From where I was starting from, as you have read my history up to this point, what would you 
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have done? Putting down addictions that have “kept you alive”, is the hardest thing in the world for 
a human being to do. When irrationality rules your life, and your confidence is shot, when you are 
living by Paul Simon’s words, “I am a rock”, where no one can wound me anymore, not my mother, 
not my father . . .”I have my books, and my poetry to protect me, I am shielded in my armor, hiding 
in my words, safe within my words, I touch no one and no one touches me . . .” except that guy, and 
the lights of Nantucket during the most sacred time of the year for me and this wonderful woman 
who has taken me under her wing . . . yeah, I’m a rock alright. More like a big baby, who was in more 
pain than he knew what to do with. As the lights of Hyannis lit up the December sky, I was touched 
with a moment of profound sadness, at the prospect of returning to the hotel room and the television, 
a device that had become a security blanket for me, keeping me safe from the reality of thoughts in my 
head that would haunt me again and again, unless I fought them off with a myriad of meaningless, 
although they meant a lot to me, defense mechanisms. These mental “deals” that I would make with 
the “voice” in my head, a non-descript voice, that we all have, to some degree or another, telling me 
mostly negative things. These negative thoughts were then to be fought in hand to hand combat, or so 
it felt, as my blood pressure would invariably rise and the good feelings that I had when I was on the 
ferry, especially heading over to the stroll, vanished into thin air as if they never existed, or worse yet, 
that I ever experienced them. This was the kicker. That voice in my head, the negative culmination of 
every negative experience, word, deed, and idea and person (s), place, and thing (s), dominated my 
very being, causing me to self doubt, even to the point of my simple everyday movements. It was a 
way to cope with what had happened to me and thus, I was paralyzed in a state of fear. This is what 
PTSD is. The stress of the original trauma, was replaying itself over and over in my everyday life, and 
bringing me further and further down.

Of course, alcohol was the great equalizer, and at a serene .25 BAL, the fear and memory of trauma 
disappeared. Of course, one cannot maintain a BAL like that indefinitely, so as the drop in BAL 
occurred, the fear rose simultaneously. This vicious cycle continued for the next 60 days, as January 
and February of 2006 were spent in that hotel room. I feared to go back to any type of rehab, as 
nothing had been solved in regard to the assault I still suffered from needlessly and the condition of 
my physical body was such that I weighed in at 160 pounds, when I was an athletic 210 just a couple 
of years before. When one is such fear that the outside world looks like a beast whose only desire is 
your end, one is likely to stay in the safety of the proven process of pain that is known, not unknown. 
The world had become a hostile, alien place where everywhere I looked, I saw anger and scorn, hate 
and enemies. I had become fragmented to the point that a trip to the bathroom needed many defense 
“mechanisms” in place and all the courage I could muster.
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As my fear increased, I began to see movies and television shows as “real”, and in order to combat 
the treachery and sickness that I witnessed on that silver screen, that I used to enjoy so much, I would 
invent more “defenses” that would be more effective than the previous ones, successfully launching 
me out of the horror show that I had found myself in. Long lost loves from the past, sometimes all 
of them, would show up in a movie I was watching, for example, Chevy Chase, Goldie Hawn and 
Charles Grodin in, “Seems Like Old Times”, a film that I liked in particular because of the great one 
liners like, “looks like it’s going to be a fine wine party.” The butler, Chester, stated to Charles Grodin, 
the district attorney for the state of California, who battles with Goldie Hawn’s first husband, Chevy 
Chase, who I love, and who happens to be a writer and is still in love with her. As she and Grodin 
entertain the Governor of the State of California, the Governor says, “do you notice that I don’t 
panic? I don’t panic because I’m the governor.” Goldie Hawn turns to him and responds, “that’s why 
I voted for you Stanely.”

Suffice to say, you can only watch that movie in the state I was in for so long. Patty shuttled me 
all around the Cape the rest of that winter. We saw it all. I will never, ever forget the kindness and 
attention that Patty gave me. “Love one another, as I have loved you,” Jesus said 2000 years ago, and 
to me, it might as well have been last week. Love is the answer, one of those magical Beatles once said, 
and as GOD as my witness, it is the TRUTH. As I stayed in that little room for at least another month, 
watching all of the “movies” that got me through, there were quite a few . . .”Caddyshack”, “The Blues 
Brothers”, “Trading Places”, “Midnight Run”, “The Big Labowski”, “Joe Versus the Volcano”, “Office 
Space”, “Legends of the Fall”, “A River Runs Through It”, it’s bittersweet. I think of these movies. 
These classics, with this list only representing a small portion of the films like, “What about Bob?” 
that literally, through humor, also saved my life.

At that point, books were not an option, as they did not get to my heart fast enough. When 
I think of it, the silver screen can still sweep you away into a different realm, with circumstances 
that you can relate to, thus not feeling so alone. The problem with that, and getting lost in those 
mediums, is that the basic “problem” of living is still there. I no longer see living as a problem, but in 
the winter of 2005, the only glimpse of joy came from being with Patty, and when she was not there, 
the movies. As Bill Murray said to Richard Dreyfus in, “What about Bob?”, an A movie with a dry 
sense of humor, that cuts to the core of your very being, as Richard was writing Bob a prescription 
from his “problems”, and Bob thinking it was coming in the form of a pill, but the paper from the 
prescription pad simply said, “Take a vacation from your problems”. With that, you see Bill skipping 
away from the good doctor’s vacation home in Lake Winnipesauke, like a little kid, and responding 
to the note with a grateful and boisterous, “Have a great vacation family!” He then winks at “Dr. Leo 
Marvin” and says under his breath so no one could hear him in the vastness of the New Hampshire 
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countryside, “me too”. All Bob, or any of us for that matter, was looking for, was LOVE, and even 
though he was looking in all of the wrong places, Love was the answer, if we let it in, forgive others 
and ourselves. It happens even when it is not presented to us with a big red bow.

I could take each and every one of those movies, dissect them and discover exactly what it was that 
made me so joyful in watching them. What was it? Truth? Truth. Even in the depths of a depression 
that did not allow me to see that light of day, to taste the sugar on my tongue, to know the person I 
really am and why I am really here; love had a way of breaking in and answering those fundamental 
questions. The nugget of truth that emanated from John Belushi’s mouth, when he said in “Continental 
Divide”, smoking his last cigarette in order to impress his new girlfriend who was a scientist of some 
kind in Colorado, studying the behavior, migration patterns and general life of the American Bald 
Eagle flying around the intermountain west. As she pleaded with him to hurry up, he puffed on the 
very last part of what I could only guess as Marlboro Reds, and muttered something to the effect, “can 
you just not bother me, while I take this last puff?”

As with the metaphors in all cult movies, like “Joe versus the Volcano”, a classic early 80’s movie 
starring Tom Hanks and Meg Ryan, and the problem of a “Brain cloud” that Joe, a guy who is working 
as a medical supply person in a horrible factory, has been diagnosed with, coupled with a dominant, 
inhuman boss named Mr. Waturi. Joe is convinced that he is dying of a “brain cloud”, a made up 
disease by some quack MD, (who was actually an employee for a wealthy trader who happens to be 
Meg Ryan’s father). As Joe, Tom Hanks, handles this news from his “doctor” and walks from the 
dismal doctor’s address on the factory grounds, he notices an old lady with a very large Great Dane. 
Joe hugs said Great Dane and walks back to his shabby little office, where he lets it go on his boss, Mr. 
Waturi. With nothing to lose, he states with authority and under no uncertain terms, I paraphrase, 
“How can you stand working here in this cesspool with these lights, these lights that ssssuck all of the 
energy out of you? He continues on to say he notices the beauty of Meg Ryan’s character, the way her 
dress sounds when it moves, and when she talks, the sound is like honey, a honey that I have tasted 
for the first time . . . he then looks at Waturi and goes to his desk and clears it out, the lamp from 
Hawaii, a Ukulele, and the book “The Odyssey”. He then turns to his boss and says, “you know Mr. 
Waturi, It took me 3 years to do this work, work I could have done in 2 or 3 weeks! Do you know 
what I would do with that time Mr. Waturi? It is like gold, gold in my hand . . . and for what? $300 
bucks a week!” “That’s the news, I traded my life for a lousy $300 dollars a week!” “I ought to knock 
your head off, Mr. Wahoowaturi!” “I’m not going to though. I’m going to leave you here. What could 
worse than that?”

As Joe meets his fate, step by step, never seeing the staircase, Meg Ryan’s character continues to 
evolve into the woman who takes him to the volcano from where they both leapt. Survived the journey, 
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ahhhhhhh, a real journey, via their luggage. Luggage that I am grateful that I do not have to carry on 
my back any longer, or in my heart, as the “brain cloud” that was Tom Hank’s character’s diagnosis 
is actually not to far from the truth, for it is the fog of my non-remembering and my only “mistake” 
or “sin” that I am guilty of—not being myself and having the knowledge that no one can take that 
love away, no matter what happened to me—REJOICE! Most of this Odyssey that I have been on 
has been steered by other “personalities” or egos. The bigger the ego, the more I was impressed with 
the person, and as I had no real person to emulate, especially when I found myself in the grips of the 
addiction and I was left for dead, I found that movies were something that I could cling to, as I did 
with books only a few years earlier.

Oh yes, that little voice that tells one, that you are not good enough, not smart enough and 
doggonnit people do not like me! (my friend Al Franken, the Senator of Minnesota, said it in reverse), 
is infinitely smaller than the being you are—the sun behind the little flame you pretend to be. The 
difficulty in the transition to life was physical, and then mental and then spiritual. I had to walk 
through the door. The promise is within you now. May it be your journey on into light of day, may 
you rise to find the sun, you will find your way . . . morning ray, a promise is within you now . . . the 
promise is within you now . . . . .I listen to the Celtic Women sing and that voice that was so loud 
and obtrusive is gone and has no power. It had none to begin with. Nothing real can be threatened. 
Nothing unreal exists. Herein, lies the peace of God. This is what it is. The voice that existed is just 
that—past tense. As the softer, more subtle voice grows in strength, the harmony, the realness of what 
you know to be truth, becomes your reality. The climb up the physical is steep and tough, there is 
no doubt of that. It is not usually something that you see in the movies, such as “28 days” or “girl 
interrupted”, as the “happy endings” that Hollywood offer are just that happy. This incorporates the 
dualistic world that we live, as there is also an “unhappy”, and actually just watching either one of 
these films is going to make you unhappy, or physically ill, as the acting is just horrible. Putting that 
aside we have all seen the physical withdrawal and as I have already written about it, let’s just say the 
move to my home in Osterville was fuzzy.

To my best recollection, this is what occurred. We moved into 02655. I was sober six days, when 
I collapsed in our home and was rushed to the Cape Cod Hospital. I was missing a letter B and a 
number one. Thiamin. Most of my family, my mother and sister and, of course, Patty, were with me 
in the hospital. I do not remember much of it. Dr. O, who was helping me detox at home, was there 
at the hospital and it was not known if I was going to survive. I was so badly malnourished and in 
such fear that I must have “checked out”, and that is the reason the doctors gave me a 50/50 chance 
of coming out of it, as I was in a coma for at least 5 days. I do not remember seeing my mom or 
sister. I remember seeing Patty and her kind eyes, saving me from my fear. One day, a creepy guy in 
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a wheelchair came in and told me he was a psychiatrist and he was trying to section me back into 
Bridgewater! I still have nightmare about that guy who looked like the boss of John Goodman’s 
character in “Monster’s Inc.”. Somehow, Patty fought off those people who wanted to put me where 
they thought I would be best suited, that is exactly what I have been through my whole life, and I, 
sitting there in that hospital bed, was going to fight to save myself. I was listening to the wrong voices, 
but I had no idea of that . . . these people that tried to help, and those who did not, may or may not 
have meant well, and regardless of there intention, I forgave them. It was only after all of this that I 
began to understand the words of Bill Wilson, one of the authors of the “Big Book”, and co-founder 
of AA, when he said, “the ego must be smashed” . . . and as I realized that had already occurred both 
literally and figuratively on the fair island of Nantucket in 2003, I also began to understand the phrase 
from another source, “in my defenselessness, my innocence lies”, taken from “A Course in Miracles.” 
And finally, I gave up the fear, surrendering that “last useless journey”, the fear of death, to a power 
much greater than myself. To quote Scott Peck, “that made all the difference.”

Offered now are several brief addendums regarding Lighthouses, whales, PTSD, alcohol, a geological survey 
of Nantucket, an epilogue as well as acknowledgments . . .

“Our seafaring people are brave, despise danger, and reject such precautions of safety, being cowards only in 
one sense, that of fearing to be thought afraid.”

-Benjamin Franklin

The history of the ocean light is a long and stormy one. Bonfires were the earliest signals for 
guiding boats at night, and the first lighthouses were little more than fires of coal or wood set atop 
an open tower. Early lighthouses consumed huge amounts of fuel—one on Scotland’s Isle of May 
burned a ton of coal on a single windy night—and their unfocused light was quickly diffused. Sailors 
close enough to see the fire might be too close to change course. Worse yet, one bonfire looked like 
another, so such signals were of limited use to mariners unsure of their bearings.

Toward the end of the eighteenth century, a sharp increase in commerce created demand for more 
and better lighthouses. Poorly marked coasts saw the wreck of many a vessel that had journeyed 
safely across the ocean. Approximately one vessel a day was lost to shipwreck in 1800, according to 
a reputable insurer. Fortunately, the same technology that fueled the growth of manufacture and 
trade held the promise of better lighting. When glass became available, the previously open lantern 
rooms, for instance, could be furnished with candles or lamps rather than with coal or wood. Though 
dimmer than bonfires, these substitutes became brighter when backed with reflectors.
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As early as 1669, a flat mirror was used at the Landsort Lighthouse in Sweden. By the eighteenth 
century, experimenters were learning what form of reflector worked best. The usefulness of a reflector 
stems from the fact that the angle of a ray of light falling on a surface (the incident ray) is equal to 
that with a flat reflecting surface. The ray merely returns in the direction from which it came with 
diminished strength, and while spherical, most of the rays are merely directed back toward the light 
source. A parabolic surface, however, reflects rays back toward the viewer in a beam of concentrated 
light equal to the diameter of the reflector.

The first parabolic reflector for navigational purposes may have been devised by Liverpool 
dockmaster William Hutchinson, in 1763. By the end of the century, at least eleven lighthouses on 
the south and southeast coasts of England were equipped with parabolic reflectors. The Swiss chemist 
Aime Argand developed the Argand Lamp in 1782. The principal feature of this lamp was a new 
kind of wick, hollow in the middle so that air could pass through its center. The greater combustion 
that resulted produced a cleaner, brighter flame than the older solid wicks. With improvements that 
followed, such as a curved glass chimney that created a draft and so steadied the flame, an Argand 
lamp could produce a light as bright as eight candles. Lighthouses have always been expensive to build 
and maintain,

.
The second lighthouse of the British colonies was a mere harbor light, built by the town of 

Sherburne (later named Nantucket) to assist vessels entering the harbor—a treacherous passage with 
a sand bar and crooked channel. On 24 January 1746, the town voted two hundred pounds to build 
a wooden lighthouse on Brant Point, in the expectation “that owners of, or others concerned with 
shipping, will maintain a light therein.” No house was provided for the keeper, who must have lived in 
the nearby town. The light had a troubled history. It burned down in 1758, was rebuilt the following 
year, and then blew down in March 1774 by “the most violent gust of wind that perhaps was ever 
known there.” By this time, the town was a bustling port, and, when it was rebuilt, the colony granted 
the town permission to collect light dues from vessels using the port for maintenance. Thus, things 
stood at the start of the Revolution. The unfortunate light, however, was destroyed and rebuilt five 
times more in the course of a lifetime. In 1901, the sand bar having shifted permanently, the light was 
rebuilt at the outer harbor, where it still stands today.

This “Whaler’s Light With Nine Lives”, as it has been called by some, has a great truth about 
it. Established before this country was born, Brant Point Lighthouse has welcomed countless 
Nantucketers’ home from the sea. The light survived the American Revolution, witnessed the greatest 
age of Nantucket whaling, and later watched whaling’s demise. Brant Point then bade “farewell” to 
many Nantucketers’ lured away by the Gold Rush just after a third of the town was consumed by 
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fire. Decades later, Brant Point light saw mainlanders come to summer on Nantucket. Islanders, 
summer people, and tourists alike all thrill to the sight of this smallest of lights on their approach to 
Nantucket. When departing, the same people superstitiously throw their pennies overboard as they 
pass Brant Point Lighthouse. Few among us would not dare to do so, bidding farewell to this “good 
luck light” and ensuring that we will gain some day be “coming ‘round Brant Point.

Brant Point Lighthouse has always been a sentimental favorite of Nantucketers, and tourists alike. 
More than a good luck charm, it is also an apt background for a photograph of a father and son 
fishing from the sandy beach that gently surrounds the light, or a pleasant spot to watch endless boat 
traffic entering and leaving Nantucket harbor. Once seen, the picture-book quality of Brant Point 
Lighthouse is never to be forgotten. Brant Point Lighthouse sits guarding the entrance to Nantucket 
harbor from a sandy point where Brant geese were once so abundant the area was named for them. As 
already noted, the light has had a turbulent history, having been built first in 1746 and subsequently 
rebuilt eight times—in 1758, 1774, 1784, 1788, 1825, 1856, and finally 1901. Home to a thriving 
native community in the mid-seventeenth century, Nantucket’s relative isolation soon attracted 
English settlers from the Massachusetts Bay Colony. Seeking refuge from the religious rigidity of the 
Puritan establishment on the mainland, the early colonists first planned to farm and graze sheep on 
this sandy bit of land. Like their Indian neighbors, they too learned that nautical pursuits were more 
fruitful.

Fishing was an important part of the settlers’ livelihood from the first, but soon enough a new 
source of income and resources became apparent: Right whales, whose migrations brought them close 
along Nantucket shores in the winter. The Indians taught the settlers what they knew about hunting 
the whale, and the colonists soon developed considerable skill. Combining this with entrepreneurial 
talents they brought from England, the newly arrived Nantucketers rapidly developed an industry 
based on the capture and processing of the whale.

Whaling proved extremely profitable from the start. Quite quickly, Nantucketers became renowned 
for their whaling expertise, and soon virtually all business generated on the island was related to 
whaling. In colonial times whale oil was a valuable commodity, even more so than modern-day 
petroleum.

An excellent source of illumination and a superb lubricant, the fruit of the whalers’ harvest was in 
great demand, and as a result Nantucketers’ prospered. In 1712, the first Sperm Whale was taken by a 
Nantucket whaler out in “the Deep”, as distinguished from along the shore. Producing a high-quality 
oil, the Sperm Whale was obviously worth traveling any distance to capture, and so Nantucket’s whale 
fishery began its development into a global enterprise. In the next century and a half, adventuresome 



Michael Mosier

149

Nantucketers would make of the sea an intricate network of well-traveled waterways leading around 
the world from their island home. A few miles west of what is today Nantucket town, early settlers 
had built the village of Sherburne on the rather small and shallow Capamet Harbor at Capaum. 
Within three generations, tumultuous storms had washed large quantities of sand into the mouth 
of the harbor, rendering it useless. By 1722 the town had moved to its present location on the 
more suitable Great Harbor, today called Nantucket Harbor. This body of water was deep and well 
protected, ideal for the whaling ships so vital to the townspeople’s livelihood. In 1795 the relocated 
settlement took the name of the island—Nantucket, an Algonquin word that has been translated, as 
I stated before, “far away island”. Lost in translation some say, “land far out to sea”, probably a more 
accurate description of the mystery that is Nantucket. It is a land that is far out there, in the sea. 
With the ever increasing “whale industry” the population of this tiny hamlet in the Atlantic grew in 
size. With need to support the growing commerce, Straight Wharf was built in 1723, permanent and 
tangible evidence that the little village was on its way to becoming a thriving seaport whose people 
would be renowned as seafarers. The negative was that the sea was not always a kindly master. The 
wrecking of vessels, loss of valuable cargo and the drowning of entire crews was an all too common 
occurrence. The joys of prosperity were clouded by those tragedies. Coastal trade, of necessity a year-
round venture, was carried on in largely uncharted water and subject to severe New England weather. 
As whalers pressed on into the “Deep”, it was sometimes their own home waters that proved most 
perilous. There arose a pressing need for ways to increase the safety of mariners and their ships.

At the mercy of winds and tides, a ship might approach Nantucket at any hour. Early on, lanterns 
burning in windows at night and local knowledge were the sailors’ only guides through the dark 
channel into the harbor of Nantucket (the Sherburne) Town. The arriving mariner had to be alert to 
nuances of wind and current as well as to the dangerous Nantucket Bar, a long shoal extending two 
miles off the north shore of the island from Madaket all the way to Great Point. Directed only by the 
wind and his own skill, a ship’s master had to rely on the most subtle of clues to reach safe harbor. 
As commerce increased, it was obvious that more than lanterns burning in windows would soon be 
needed to guide ships safely into the Port of Nantucket. A need for more Light emerged.
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A thought

Luke 6:27-38 Seventh Sunday in Ordinary Time.

Jesus said to his disciples: “To you who hear I say, love your enemies, do good to those who hate you, bless 
those who curse you, pray for those who mistreat you. To the person who strikes you on one cheek, offer the 
other one as well, and from the person who takes your cloak, do not withhold even your tunic. Give to 
everyone who asks of you, and from the one who takes what is yours do not demand it back. Do to others as 
you would have them do to you. For if you love those who love you, what credit is that to you? Even sinners 
love those who love them. And if you do good to those who do good to you, what credit is that to you? Even 
sinners do the same. If you lend money to those from whom you expect repayment, what credit is that to you? 
Even sinners lend to sinners, and get back the same amount. But rather, love your enemies and do good to 
them, and lend expecting nothing back; then your reward will be great and you will be children of the Most 
High, for he himself is kind to the ungrateful and wicked. Be merciful, just as your Father is merciful.”

“Stop judging and you will not be judged. Stop condemning and you will not be condemned. Forgive and 
you will be forgiven. Give, and gifts will be given to you; a good measure, packed together, shaken down, 
and overflowing, will be poured into your lap. For the measure with which you measure will be measured 
out to you.”

As the days of the killing of the great mammals that share our “home” with dwindled to a few 
countries such as Japan, Russia and Norway, I go back to the days of my youth, where, even though 
landlocked in Connecticut, I was always fascinated by the great Monarch of the

Sea, and the books compiled by the late and great saint Jacques-Yves Cousteau . . . the real 
reason I love Nantucket, the fact that they don’t kill the most beautiful animal on planet earth, the 
Whale . . .

“The seas of the earth are vast. But, paradoxically, in that vastness there are few chance encounters. 
The waters, like the land, are covered by a network of paths and highways. Every species of life in the 
oceans has its route, and there are routes for every season. Nothing in this elaborate web of traffic has 
been left to chance. It has all been worked out in detail. It is all rigorously controlled by biological 
factors. And it works out greatly to the advantage of seafarers like ourselves whose mission it is to 
observe, and try to understand, the creatures who inhabit the seas.”
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“In March of 1967, “Calypso” was following one of these great underwater highways. Years before, during 
the spring, we had sighted sperm whales, or cachalots, here in the Indian Ocean near the equator. And 
again in 1967, during an extended course of observation in the Red Sea and the Indian Ocean, we had 
seen them once more. I knew, therefore, that we could count on sperm whales being here again at this time 
of the year.”

“The relations of man and animals are always mysterious. The gulf separating the two seems virtually 
unbridgeable. But the most difficult creatures of all in the sea to approach and understand are the great 
mammals. Face to face with this mountain of flesh, with the tens of tons of living tissue that constitute 
a cetacean, man’s perplexity has been considerable; and his attitude, variable. The first emotion was, 
understandably, terror. The Leviathan of the Bible story about Jonah (the narrative is in the second chapter 
of the book of Jonah) bears witness to man’s fear when confronted with a being so tremendous that it defies 
human understanding. And the age of Jonah and long afterward was a time when natural phenomena were 
expressed in myths, or in terms of religious or poetic significance. Upon the heels of this relatively innocuous 
era, there came another, less innocent: the age of the hunt. And then, still another, even less harmless the age 
of butchery. At this latter stage, whales were regarded as an economic factor, an industrial product; and so 
avidly were they pursued that, with the development of modern weapons and the tilting of the scales in favor 
the hunter, several species of whale were threatened with extinction. The harpoon cannon not only destroyed 
myth, legend, poetry, and Moby Dick, the white whale; it also brought into question the very survival of the 
largest beings on the face of the earth”.

“In the twentieth century, whale hunting has been limited and controlled by national laws and international 
agreements. This was done at first, for obvious economic reasons, at the insistence of whale hunters themselves. 
Later, public opinion, catalyzed by more humane reasoning, began to insist on the preservation and protection 
of whales. Nonetheless, it seemed impractical to leave the whalers unemployed; and so, a certain amount of 
whale hunting is still allowed. Whales, in other words, are still being killed. And they are being killed, as 
ridiculous as it may sound, so that dogs and cats may be fed “seafood platters.”
“Ships of the Soviet Union and Japan hunt whales in order to obtain whale oil. American, British, Dutch, 
and Norwegian ships, however, have practically ceased all whale hunting. Whaling by French ships—usually 
at Gabon and Madagascar—has always been at best sporadic. Some were killed during a short period after 
World War II, when fatty materials were otherwise in great demand and in short supply.”

“Despite the continuance of whale hunting—which, at least so far as the Western world is concerned, is 
hardly justifiable from an economic standpoint—the relations between man and whale have changed; and 
this evolution, which is primarily psychological in nature, is irreversible. The whale is no longer fair game. 
He is no longer, in man’s mind, merely a colossal prey, the handsomest trophy of all. By the same token that 
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is no longer a sign of virility to fell an elephant with a single explosive shell, it is no longer a manly act to 
destroy a great whale with a shot of a cannon. What has happened is that man has become convinced—and 
we hope to be able to reinforce that conviction—that the whale is the greatest and most intriguing of nature’s 
marine marvels, the most stupendous form of animal life in the seas.”

“In Melville’s time, it was fashionable to emphasize the “ferocity’ of whales. Today, we are astonished at 
the gentleness of whales, at their extraordinary diving ability, at the fact that they have the ability to 
communicate with one another. And we are touched by their highly developed maternal instinct.”

“Aboard “Calypso”, we have learned much from our experiences with whales. We know especially that 
contact with whales is not impossible. We are not forever cut off from our brothers, the mammals who, eons 
ago, chose the sea rather than dry land for their world. In order to attain even that knowledge, however, it 
has been necessary for us to tempt fate, to take chance, to run risks; and we have done so. In the course of 
our contact, the observation that emerges most clearly is this: it is very rare that a cetacean, even one that we 
have disturbed, or surrounded, or chased, shows any sign of aggressive action. Of course, everything depends 
upon the species of the whale, and on circumstances. But, even so, we can say that, up to now, not a single 
man of “Calypso” has been harmed in any way during our sometimes hazardous encounters with whales. 
Indeed, we can assert that whales have shown every sign of being docile creatures, every indication of 
wishing to spare man—and particularly divers—from harm.” Too bad we can not say the same for man.

“This being said, I must emphasize that there is a great mystery in this apparent respect of whales for man. 
For there is nothing simple about any aspect of the relations between the monarch of the sea and the ruler 
of lands of the earth.”

Professor Nathaniel S. Shaler, under the direction of the United States Geological Survey, made a 
geological study of the island in 1888, which was the subject of an interesting bulletin published by the 
Department of the Interior as Bulletin 53. In it he says, “The island of Nantucket occupies a position 
which makes its structure of great interest to the geologist. It lies near the extreme southeastern 
point of a great salient of lands and shoals forming the southern front of New England. This district, 
unlike the mainland of New England, exposes none of the older rocks; it is composed of sands, 
gravels, and clays, which were brought into their present position during or immediately before the 
last Glacial Period. It should be noted that the Island of Nantucket is but a small fragment of a vast 
sheet of this glacially transported matter. The greater part of Plymouth County, Massachusetts, the 
whole of Cape Cod, the larger portion of Martha’s Vineyard, and the whole of Long Island, with all 
the many islands and islets at its eastern extremity, are the dissevered remains of a great shelf formed 
of the debris brought to the present position by the glacial ice and by the streams of water which 
flowed beneath it.”
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“As will be seen from the map, the form of the island of Nantucket is rudely crescent; its shape may 
be compared to that of the implement known as a bill-hook. Its extreme length in an east and west line 
is about eleven miles. The westernmost mile of this length is formed by a sandpit, which is constantly 
varying in its extension. At present this sandpit has only about one-third of the length indicated on 
the map, so that the permanent part of the Island may be estimated at ten miles in length. The north 
and south width of the Island does not at any point exceed seven miles, but the northern, three miles 
included the spit of Great Head are made up of blown sands and detritus carried to its position by 
the currents of the sea; so that the part of the area which was formed during the glacial period does 
not exceed four miles in width. This measurement is also variable, for Great Head has lost 1,400 feet 
in length since 1784.”

“The surface of the island, though varied, has a narrow range of height, the loftiest point being 
about 90 feet above the level of the sea. Through its central part there extends a series of low but 
extremely numerous and irregularly shaped hills of glacial drift. On the western part of the Island this 
hill belt comes to the shore which forms a boundary of the island; on the eastern part the hills are cut 
transversely by the coast, forming the bluffs which face the sea from Siasconset to Squam Head. On 
the southern half of the Island this line of low drift hills declines into a plain of sand, which extends 
with gentle slope from the base of the hills to the sea, terminating in a series of low bluffs rarely 
exceeding twenty feet in height.”

“The coast line of the Island is cast in a set of very gentle curves united by lines of straight shore. 
On the southern and eastern faces the shores are either straight or very gently convex; on the northern 
coast the sea line exhibits no convex curves. This conforms to the general rule that long gravelly shores 
which face the open sea have, prevailingly, a straight or slightly convex form.”

“The details of the shore line of this Island present many interesting features, most of which 
can be noted in connection with the geological structure of the Island, but some of them may best 
be considered in this general sketch of its topography. The most remarkable of these topographic 
peculiarities is that which is commonly known as Coatue, including the harbor and the beach of that 
name, and the promontory of Great Head.”

“The configuration of the shores is even more peculiar than that of the bottom. On the south the 
boundary of the bay is quite irregular, being decidedly more indented than the general face of the 
island, for the evident reason that it protected Coatue Beach from the action of strong waves. On 
the north shore of Coatue Bay the low dune-covered Coatue peninsular has six small crescent-shaped 
bays, of which five are very distinct in their outlines and have about the same size. Three bays are 
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each a little less than a mile wide, and the base of their curves is about two hundred yards from the 
lines, which connects their promontories. From each more out into the bay, a sandpit, which is not 
delineated on the general map, but which, if presented, would add much to the peculiarity of their 
aspect. The cause of these peculiar projections is not plain. They are possibly due in some way to the 
action of the tidal currents, which sweep up the bay with much speed and move the finely grained 
sand with considerable ease. From a superficial inspection it appears that the tidal waters are thrown 
into a series of whirlpools, which excavate the shore between these salients and accumulate the sand 
on the spits.”

“It is evident on inspection that the process which brought about the construction of these bays 
is still in operation. On each of the headlands separating the basins there are traces of very recent, if 
not still active, building out of the point toward deeper water. On three of the points there are small 
salt-water ponds. These pools are enclosed behind a low beach wall, formed during some great storm 
by the waves of the bay in which they lie. The lagoons are not clearly traceable on the other points, 
but they all have general form and structure shown.”

“Coatue Beach, on the southern boundary of which lie the above described bays, is in itself a 
remarkable bit of shore topography; it clearly belongs to the class of barrier beaches such as are 
originated along coasts by the breaking of the waves in shallow and variable accretions; even in its 
narrow width we can trace a number of low walls which mark the line of the sea at various stages in the 
process of its growth. The whole of these sands have been thrown up from the bottom of Nantucket 
Bay. When we come to consider the successive changes of level of this Island we shall find that this 
beach affords us evidence of some value as to the nature of these movements.”

“The long sand strip known as Great Head is the third element in this peculiar topography. This 
promontory is essentially like many others on the sandy shores of our coast. It will be observed that 
while the elevated and older portion of this spit trends in a northwest and southeast direction, the 
submerged and more recently formed portion, which is covered even at low water, has an axis nearly 
at right angles to this trend, and also that this under-sea part is much more irregular that the emerged 
portion. This sudden change in the direction of the spit may very properly lead us to the conclusion 
that there has been considerable change in the course of the currents which have swept these shores 
in recent times, a change dependent on the alteration in the shape of the lands, which has in turn 
affected the action of the sea.”

“In connection with the shore line of Nantucket, we should notice the fresh-water system of the 
Island. This is extremely peculiar. There is not a single well-defined stream on Nantucket. The only 
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approach to brooks is a few obscure channels between ponds where the water has, excepted in times 
of flood, a feeble current. This absence of streams is due to the great porosity of the sand and gravel 
deposits. The fresh and brackish water ponds are quite numerous. They are divisible into two tolerably 
distinct classes, viz., the sub circular ponds, which are scattered irregularly through the sand hills, and 
which range in size from a few score feet to a half a mile in diameter, and the elongated ponds have 
axes which trend in the direction of about of about N. 30 degrees E. They are larger in the western 
than in the eastern half of the Island. These singularities of position depend upon their relation to the 
relation to the remarkable shallow valleys in which they lie. Their peculiar form and arrangements 
have been given them by the conditions of the Glacial Period.”

“While the northern shore of Nantucket extending west from the harbor of that name to Madakat 
Harbor, presents a remarkably straight and unbroken face to the sea, the southern border of Coatue 
Bay or sound is very deeply indented. The straight shore is the normal form of the coast line, where the 
materials exposed to erosion are of a very uniform nature, which is assaulted by waves of considerable 
power, such as break upon this coast composed of such materials, assumes when it is not exposed to 
the action of strong current and powerful waves, as the inner shore of Coatue Bay must have been 
exposed before the present beach was constructed.”

“The lowest deposit exposed on the Island consists of a bed of clay, generally blue and compact, 
scantily intermingled with pebbles and sand, the whole forming a deposit which is probably to be 
classed as till of bowlder clay. Usually this is below sea level. The surface of this clay deposit seems to 
be cast into at least three very broad and low arch-like elevations with lesser hummocks upon them. 
Next above this undulating surface of the lower clay is a mass of stratified sand. Boulders were at 
one time much more numerous than now for lack of structural stone or good brick clay has made it 
necessary to use them in foundation of retaining work.”

Rev. Dr. Ferdinand C. Ewer, who made a prolonged and careful survey of the Island, the result 
of which appears in his map, in a communication to the Nantucket Inquirer & Mirror of December 
24, 1881, took the position that the time was, during the Glacial period, when Nantucket was not an 
island, and Saul’s and Trott’s Hills were some 700 feet in height, and the breakers rolled on a beach 
fully sixty or seventy miles to the south. The whole region of Southern New England, he theorizes, 
was elevated at least six hundred feet above its present height, and Nantucket was one of a series of 
hills, rather than an island, surrounded by the lower lands of what are now the bottoms of the sounds 
at the north and St. Georges Banks at the east and south. Subsequently the continent sank and the 
sea gradually advanced, until it beat upon the beaches of Surfside and ‘Sconset, poured around over 
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the lower lands forming the sounds, leaving Nantucket, Martha’s Vineyard, Block, Long and Staten 
Islands in their insular state.

During the Glacial Period the ice was enormously thick and its tendency was to move south. In its 
movement rocks were torn away from hills and mountains, and moved miles, away from their original 
locations. The lower rim of the enormous ice cap lay along where Nantucket, Martha’s Vineyard and 
Long Island now stand, and as the ice melted the material carried by the ice was deposited, and the 
islands were formed.

In Nantucket’s early life, he says, Great, Brant, and Smith’s Points did not exist and there stood 
above the level of the sea three, if not four, islands—Coskata, the body of Nantucket, Tuckernuck, and 
possibly Gravel Island. Dr. Ewer thinks the South east quarter, South Pasture, Smooth Hummocks, 
the Pasture, the Plains and Great Neck were the natural product of the melting of the ice and the 
washing down of its burden of “till,” and that Altar Rock, Table Rock, Split Rock and the rock north 
of the ‘Sconset road were left unmoved. The melting was copious and as the somewhat parallel 
streams coursed to the South they formed the valleys and the basins for the ponds, the outlets to the 
ponds being eventually closed as the bars of beach and sand formed. Subsequently the Island sank 
and the sea surrounded it and the battering of the waves tore away portions of the shores and formed 
the points.
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epilogue

Although I never served this great country of ours, I felt an obligation to impart my knowledge of 
Post Traumatic Stress Disorder and alcohol—define what it is, explain what happened to me and 

how I came out the other side. The spiral I was in during the years of 2003, 2004, 2005, 2006, 2007 
and a portion of 2008, was due, in part, to my avoidance of the memories evoked by the experience 
of August 2, 2003. By writing down my feelings and thoughts on a piece of paper, I was able to sift 
through the clutter that kept me paralyzed in a state of fear that acted as a perpetual cycle; sapping 
my energy and leaving me unable to absorb the bigger picture of life all around me.

As I de-programmed the years of negative self talk and retrained my mind to avoid the trappings 
of irrational thought produced by the fear originating from the PTSD, severe delayed onset; I could 
see the world with more clarity, thereby bringing peace and joy back into my every day experience. 
Without fear, I was myself once again, if not better, for I was able to shed much of the really old 
programming from my childhood, a real win-win.

The ongoing lawsuit against the town of Nantucket was settled a few days before Christmas, 2011, 
not much, but it was the principal that counted, as the truth always shines through the darkness. I 
write and work as a photographer full time now. I am also active in several causes that will hopefully 
meet the needs of our fragile planet and the animals that share it with us. World Wildlife Foundation, 
Habitat for Humanity and The Sea Shepherds are among those. I write “Michael’s blog”on my 
website—seacapecod.net daily, blending original written work with wilderness photography. I am 
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working on a new novel as I write these words, available in the spring, an ‘ode, if you will, to our 
employment situation in the United States of America, or the lack therein . . .

I want to say a few words about Roland Marsan. Even though he may not be on this earthly plane, 
his presence is, and that can be seen in the eyes of Patty, as well as her two wonderful sisters, her 
mother and her children. It was through the lens of his Nikon, years ago, capturing the beauty that is 
Cape Cod, as well as the islands of Martha’s Vineyard and Nantucket, that rekindled that same love 
inside of me. Love is a funny thing. For the paradox is simply this—we all possess the privilege of 
giving love, and in doing so receive it instantaneously. I had forgotten that. I think back to my own 
family, whom all live in different parts of the country, and realize that distance cannot lessen the love 
that was restored through what was in all reality a complete transformation of who I thought I was to 
begin with. I carry my Nikon with me wherever, whenever I can, and truly strive to SEE the beauty 
that still exists everywhere you look. There is heroism all around, if you look with loving eyes, and 
many people strive for high ideals. The Brandt Point Lighthouse is a symbol of the love that Roland 
gave to his family while he lived here on planet Earth. Whenever I look out onto the Nantucket 
Sound from Dowses Beach here in Osterville, looking east towards Chatham, I can see the light 
shining from another lighthouse, “Chatham Light”, and I will forever be reminded of what has been 
given to me so freely. I wish the same for you and yours. Peace~ M
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Post Traumatic Stress Disorder—an addendum

Regarding PTSD, Post Traumatic Stress Disorder, and how I came to suffer from this invisible 
disability, you simply have to look back at my history, much like looking back at the history of 
anyone who suffered from a traumatic experience of one kind of another. I had never been in any 
real “trouble” with the law, and considering myself a law abiding, caring, gentle human being, the 
events that took place on August 2, 2003, were horrific. The arresting officer, Sgt. Chretian of the 
Nantucket Police Department, had placed me in handcuffs, (according to witnesses who have signed 
an affidavit), as I gave no resistance whatsoever, and as I gave up the struggle of the game that was 
being played at my expense, the last thing I remember was him tripping me and forcing my head 
into the cement sidewalk below face first. I was, as described earlier, unconscious for roughly 18 
hours at the Nantucket Cottage Hospital on Nantucket and when I woke without the aid of sight, 
as both eyes were badly swollen shut with sutures above my left eyebrow that extended from one side 
to the other, I noticed that I was handcuffed to the bed. After being dragged to the little courthouse 
on Nantucket in a hospital gown, a hazy non-memory, I was told nothing other than I was being 
taken to a place called “Bridgewater”. I was “sectioned” there for 30 days in a place called MASAC. I 
became profoundly afraid while in this prison, for that is where I believe I went into cocoon of sorts 
and became vulnerable to the disease called PTSD. This thought was backed up by doctors who later 
explained to me what PTSD was, for I had no idea that I was suffering from an invisible disability, 
and thus, it was not until I began work on this book, to get well myself, that doctors diagnosed me 
with the disease of Post Traumatic Stress Disorder (severe delayed onset). My symptoms are centered 
around being “on guard all the time”, intense profound fear that was difficult to explain in any kind 
of rational terms, fear that I would hurt somebody, and being numb, or feeling numb, not being able 
to “feel” like I used to feel.

After visiting my primary care physician in February of 2007, almost four years after the incident, 
I was told that because of the symptoms, I should seek help from a psychiatrist who may be able 
to help me. I was living, and I use that word lightly, for I was not living at all, but I was breathing 
a life of pure fear, a paralyzing state of fear where every thought seemed to be against me, for the 
experience seemed to turn me on myself. I felt as though it was my fault that the officer decided to 
slam-dunk my face into the cobblestones of Nantucket. Was that fear as well? Of course it was, for 
I was in fear that this “officer” would come and get me again. And to a certain degree, I carry that 
fear of that man to this day. Dr. O’Brien could see the pain I was in, psychologically, and thus, made 
the referral to Dr. Whaley MD in Chatham, here on the Cape. I was diagnosed with PTSD right on 
the spot. Dr. Whaley treated my symptoms for 2 plus years, mixing medications, mostly SSRI’s, or 
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selected serotonin reuptake inhibitors, that are supposed to increase the amount of serotonin in the 
brain’s delicate chemistry, but the medications were not that effective. I was simultaneously treated 
by Dr. Darbyshire, who, as a psychologist, and more to the point, a terrific psychotherapist, saw me 
on a weekly basis and helped me through much of the irrational thoughts and fears that have plagued 
me since the assault. The most powerful treatments, however, came in the form of non-traditional 
western medicine—Rheiki one was given to me by Lynn Delaney, a spiritual leader based in Brewster 
and it probably saved my life, I will be forever in her debt. Rheiki is an energy healing technique that 
was passed down from ancient Japan and it is based on Love, something I was sorely missing. There 
is more about Rheiki in another section of this book, but suffice to say, that it has the power to heal. 
I also visited a Shamin, Don Cameron, who is famous here on the Cape for his equally healing work, 
through the subconscious, or as they say, the “underworld” . . . It is in this underworld, or as western 
psychiatric professionals would call, “the subconscious”, many things can be pealed back, like an 
onion, and healed from within. These “extreme” measures that I went through simply to get out of 
the constant feeling of “impending doom” was well worth my while and I would highly recommend 
looking into it for yourself or anyone you love who might suffer from this most debilitating of 
diseases, PTSD, for it is invisible to everyone but the one suffering from it—making living in the “real 
world” a seeming impossibility.

Dr. Eric Kandel, a Laureate professor at Columbia University in New York City, leading 
neurobiologist and Nobel Prize winner with his work regarding the brain is worth noting. His work has 
helped us better understand memory and the relationship between biology, psychology and psychiatry. 
In 1939 he fled Vienna, Austria and the oncoming Nazi invasion of that sovereign country, making it 
the United States of America. Dr. Kandel was, like me, a modern European history major, although 
at an inferior university, Harvard, and gained his medical doctorate from New York University. Dr. 
Kandel speaks of “memory” as paramount to understanding how we respond or react to our world. In 
the 1950’s psychoanalysis came into being and Dr. Kandel, and admirer of Sigmund Freud, became 
interested in the subconscious. However, the issue with psychoanalysis lies in the fact that it cannot 
be clinically tested, as it can be today at the microbiological level. His now famous marine snail was a 
creature that he gives credit to—to the point of putting his Nobel Prize around the snail’s neck. The 
simple molecular structure allowed for true testing of trauma and it’s relationship to memory and 
thus, the reaction to stimulus. He proved that the response increased in it’s magnitude when only a 
tapping occurred—hence the relationship between memory and trauma—new short term memory 
into new long term memory. The enhancement of stimulus, enhanced reflex response strengthens the 
connections between the sensory neurons and motor neurons. Offensive stimulus repeated, produces 
an alteration of the genes in the brain. Synaptic connections actually increased with the switching on 
the genes. Genes and experience=different brains.
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Biology of mental processes is the new frontier into understanding how the brain works—
understanding memory . . . the biological basis of behavior, or biology based psychology. Memory, in 
an article in the Dana Institute by Ben Mark, about Ben Mark, dated November 3, 2008, states that 
“memory nourishes human existence and informs every aspect of cognition, but its key role in a wide 
range of mental disorders often goes unrewarded. To quote Mr. Kandel again, “memory gets recruited 
in a variety of mental disorders,” the growing list includes posttraumatic stress disorder, depression, 
addiction and schizophrenia, in addition to Alzheimer’s disease. “We now realize that memory is 
something that is very susceptible to disease.” “Memory serves as a vital evolutionary purpose. When 
one of our species’ ancestors found a food source or encountered a dangerous predator, its memory 
of the event and the results of any actions it took would influence how it would handle similar 
events in the future,” according to Steven E. Hyman, provost of Harvard University and professor of 
neurobiology at Harvard Medical School. “These are systems in the brain that have to do with survival, 
and survival has to be automatic.” The process of associating threatening or rewarding situations with 
an appropriate physiological response produces “implicit” memories (outside of consciousness). This 
is especially true of stressful events. Stress changes how the brain records events, as hormones such as 
norepinepherin stamp in otherwise forgettable details.” “We always remember where we were when 
Kennedy was shot,” noted Rose. By removing the repressors in the brain that normally keep memory 
in balance, a stressful experience enables what Hyman termed, “one-time learning”, as when a child 
learns in one trial that he should avoid touching a hot stove and never forgets thereafter. Though 
vital to survival, this mechanism can go awry to debilitating effect—persistence of memory. In some 
people, their system becomes “sticky”, Hyman said. “They experience a life threatening experience or 
situation, such as a car accident or act of war and memory of the incident, becomes intrusive. This 
stickiness describes post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD). If Alzheimer’s disease is characterized by 
a deficit of memory, then post traumatic stress disorder might be described as a surfeit, specifically 
of the traumatic memories that provoke intense cognitive responses. People who have PTSD exist in 
a state of constant physiological arousal. The amygdale, an almond shaped structure in the temporal 
lobe of the brain linked to both memory and fear processing, becomes hyperactive during negative 
and even so called neutral experiences, in which there is no threat. Other brain structures function 
improperly as well. “Many diseases of the body, (such as PTSD) are problems with homeostatic,” says 
Eric Kandel, meaning that processes are overly excited or inhibited by an imbalance of chemicals, in 
t his case neurotransmitters in the brain. Such an imbalance occurs in clinical depression, another 
disorder touched on by the scientists that hinges on emotionally inappropriate responses to memories 
and events. In both PTSD and depression, researchers have identified some of the chemicals at work, 
from which they have developed therapies. People with PTSD can benefit greatly from cognitive 
behavioral therapy, or even exposure therapy (going right at the deepest fear one might have and 
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realizing that it is not real) in which the patient’s judgment of past experiences is either talked out, 
or re-lived through facing the trauma itself and realizing that the memory of it is not a real event, 
and hence of no threat whatsoever. Patients may also be prescribed pharmaceuticals, or a mixture 
of therapy and drugs. “In depression, CBT works quite well,” said Kandel. Even without drugs, 
behavioral therapy influences brain chemistry, changing how a person experiences and therefore, 
remembers events. Similarly, people with PTSD can work with therapists to develop their ability 
to reappraise memories of traumatic events, de-emphasizing the stressful aspects and altering the 
memory itself.

On Frontline, dated May 17, 2010, airing on PBS, a documentary exposing the truth behind 
victims of war, in this case the Iraq War, and their subsequent diagnosis of PTSD . . . the name of 
the piece is titled, “The Wounded Platoon” . . . The center of the expose was Fort Carson, Colorado 
and the soldiers who were based there. There have been 36 suicides in the past five years on the base, 
as many coming back from war have not been able to make the transition to home life in the United 
States. What are these invisible wounds of war? In the population of soldiers at Fort Carson, since the 
year 2002, the number of cases involving PTSD jumped from 26 to 1120, a rise of over 4000 percent. 
Depression, anxiety, paranoia, “feeling like you were in Iraq again, checking the rooftops for snipers”, 
as one young vet put it. In 2005, Fort Carson was not prepared for this increase in mental health 
issues from returning troops from the frontlines of Iraq. Most soldiers avoided seeking help for they 
felt they would be ridiculed if they did by their fellow soldiers and society at large. “It was very easy 
to convince people that I didn’t need help,” said one soldier. Col. David Clark (Ret.), commander, 
1/506 Infantry, stated, “that it is a natural thing for a man who is a soldier, to think in his mind, if I’m 
having a problem to indicate that I have a weakness, that will reflect poorly on me . . .” The STIGMA 
is very real indeed, and that is what we need to overcome. One third of soldiers at Fort Carson said 
they didn’t need any help, but many of them were seeking solace elsewhere. Steve Nash, a 19-year-
old veteran of the Iraq War after returning home, turned to cocaine for it was, “the only thing that 
could calm me down.” He only wanted to do drugs, “because it gave you a sense that everything was 
peaceful. “If your mind was wandering,” he said, “before and you had trouble shutting it off, drugs 
like cocaine worked.” The number of soldiers failing drug tests rose 3000 percent in the first 3 years 
of the Iraq war. Many soldiers that came back from the war were trying to suppress the PTSD via 
cocaine and alcohol, a common practice to distract one’s mind from the symptoms of PTSD. Robert 
Alvarez, psychotherapist, Colorado Springs, “We have to keep asking the question, “why?” in order 
to get at the root cause of the PTSD.” Said Nash, “I have a problem in dealing with life, so when I 
go to cocaine, I don’t have problems anymore.” Having nightmares, constantly on guard, my feelings 
were numb, concerns that you might hurt or lose control with someone, are some of the most typical 
symptoms of PTSD and they seem very real, very real indeed. Nash was released from the army 



Michael Mosier

163

without a PTSD diagnosis and thus, unable to receive benefits from the Veterans Administration. The 
problem lies in the communication such as the commander mentioned before stating this about Nash 
and the lack of knowledge that is so glaringly obvious in many of the “leaders” of men in battle. Said, 
the commander, “I have no recollection David Nash had PTSD (even though medical records prove 
otherwise) and needed help, and, uh, and if he had I would have sent him to get help.” This same 
commander felt he deserved the, “other than honorable discharge” from the army, which amounts 
to a misconduct discharge. For being honest and asking for help, this was Nash’s reward from the 
United States Army. His former commander then continued, “If a soldier thinks its natural to come 
back and lean on things like drugs and alcohol as a way of self-medicating process, instead of going to 
seek help, he’s wrong minded, he’s not thinking through that very clearly.” This is the problem. The 
chicken and egg dilemma—because there’s a stigma from the get go, many soldiers turn to alcohol 
and drugs because it IS the only escape (they truly believe) from their symptoms of post traumatic 
stress disorder. Not the other way around, commander.

However, he had more to say, “the army can’t cure all the ills of society, the army is gotta be the 
army. And the army’s gotta train on and be ready to fight to country’s fights. You’ve still got a mission 
to do; you can’t do it with this guy. He came from society and needs to go back to society.” These are 
the words and the central message soldiers receive when returning home from say, a fifteen-month 
tour of duty in the most dangerous places on planet earth. Returning home to a country that they 
were defending with their lives, and then, ironically, not wanting them setting foot in their back yard. 
You can see how PTSD can go undiagnosed and indeed, worsen with so many of our soldiers coming 
back home and not being at home themselves—the greatest loss of all. Today, Nash is wandering 
around the United States, getting odd welding jobs where he can find them.

During the “surge” in 2006, where the United States sent in more U.S. soldiers to fight the 
insurgency that was ripping the country apart, traumas exploded. The soldiers were now more exposed 
to the harsh reality of war, and thus an exponential increase in PTSD cases emerged. The soldiers 
began seeing more casualties, and according to many accounts became “numb”. One soldier put it 
this way, “If you don’t go numb, you will go crazy.” Deployment from twelve to fifteen months did 
not help matters. As we follow theses soldiers through 2007, a third tour of duty began to show 
its toll. Another soldier explained his story best when he explained how he would stop loading his 
weapon because he felt like he was a danger to himself or others; the psychiatrist on duty at his base 
diagnosed him as “fit for duty”. This, according to many independent experts was a good example of 
the supply and demand problem with most of the armed forces during this conflict. Many soldiers 
described the situation with their brothers as, “complete mental breakdowns.”
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The army began using medications to treat the onslaught of PTSD cases. Ambian, a powerful 
sedative, along with SSRI’s, or selected serotonin re-uptake inhibitors, were distributed to the troops 
like so many M&M’s. The improvement in supply lines as the war situation improved, allowed for 
more of the drugs to become available to more troops. These drugs enabled the army to keep soldiers 
diagnosed with PTSD on the battlefield. PTSD, however, is a very difficult disorder to treat, said one 
top ranking official named Col. George Brandt, head of Behavioral Health, Fort Carson, said, “I can’t 
change the days that occurred, the events that occurred, go back and effect the “memories” of them, 
until we start talking about them.” He went on to say, “I want to manage that effectively, if I can 
treat it there and maximize the recovery, that could be valuable.” Most outside civilian psychiatrists 
disagree with medications being given to soldiers due to bad side effects. One such doctor is warning 
of a “black box” syndrome, with many of the SSRI’s and sedative being deemed as, “inappropriate for 
a war zone.” The black box warning with these anti-depressants, according to Dr. Joseph Glenmullen 
of Harvard Medical School stated that, “they can make people suicidal and cause a variety of other 
side effects, such as insomnia, anxiety, agitation, irritability, hostility, impulsivity, and aggression. All 
of which could obviously become critical in a combat situation.” He went on to say that, “Ambian 
is one of the new class of sleeping pills all of which now carry a warning that they have alcohol like 
effects and can make people less inhibited and specifically, warn that people should not perform 
hazardous occupations while on these drugs. I would consider being in a combat zone, being in a 
hazardous situation.”

“It was hard to find someone who was not on Ambian”, said one soldier said, “it would get you 
high, it would help you sleep, help you remember things, it lowered your inhibitions, all of that stuff.” 
He said in passing as if prophesizing, “they shouldn’t give Ambian to soldiers in Iraq.” This raises the 
question of whether it is a good idea, and according to General Peter W. Chiarelli, Vice Chief of Staff, 
U.S. Army, “I’ve gotta trust that those professionals down range, would not prescribe those drugs if 
they felt there would be issues with those drugs, um, in theater. But, I do know that drugs when they 
are properly administered, can be very effective at working on some of the issues we’ve seen from 
our soldiers.” The warnings on these medications states that patients should be closely monitored for 
potential side effects, but because of the tactics of the “surge”, most of the soldiers were away from 
the main base, had no access to any medical whatsoever, and thus, were impossible to monitor for 
potential side effects. Whether changing a dose, up or down, is always the critical stage in reaction 
to the effects of an SSRI or sedative like ambian—especially the withdrawal. When withdrawing, the 
reactions, both psychologically and physiologically, can be devastating and thus, intensify the PTSD 
and could cause suicide, homicide, or any number of destructive behaviors.
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Traumatic brain injuries, or TBI’s, are now reported in over 300,000 soldiers. According to General 
Stephan Xenakis (Ret.), military psychiatrist, most sensitively effect executive functioning. That part 
of the brain we use for judgment and decision making, when we are in situations of intense emotion. 
So if a person is effected, they don’t have the controls that they did before.” Combine PTSD with TBI 
and one can see how vulnerable these soldiers are to over-reacting and done what they did in combat. 
This begs the question as to whether or not we are serving our troops as well as they have served 
us? There have been some changes at Fort Carson, but as of this date, one quarter of the psychiatry 
positions are unfilled. Robert Alvarez states, “What is going to happen now? We have so many more 
of our young men coming home, scattered across the United States, and are in much need of help 
for so many are still suffering needlessly.” As one of the soldiers from Fort Carson said so eloquently, 
“there is true help out there, you can get unstuck do something with your life and not have to “fight 
for wars that we don’t believe in.” He goes on to say that joining a group of other soldiers, talking 
it out, is the best ticket. Following our young veteran Nash, he went back to where he believed the 
PTSD started from to begin with, the day he lost his best friend to enemy fire back in 2005. He went 
to the grave sight of his fallen friend and thought about what a therapist told him of the horror of 
war. He had pointed out that to dehumanize the “enemy” is giving up a part of ourselves. You need 
not accept another human beings definition of morality, of what is right and what is wrong, (in this 
case the military). You can undo that “hard wiring” of the brain’s memory of an event that may have 
only been a split second of your life, but have held on to it destroying your present, you can let it go 
now, forever. Moving into a more positive light, is all your body, mind and soul need to join back in 
the realization that it was, and always will be whole to begin with—and it was never, not so.

It was told in as story by Kevin Trudeau, a noted author and teacher/healer, who told the story 
of how Elephants are trained for the circus. When they are small, they are chained to a small stake 
that is put in the dirt so they don’t go wandering off. Because they are small, they cannot move from 
that space. However, when they “grow up” logic would seem to dictate that they could easily pull 
up the small stake with little, to no effort. But, because of the “hard wiring”, “neuropath ways”, or 
more to the point, the neuro-transmitters (the highway of communication within the brain), the 
little elephant still “thinks” that even though it is now a giant, strong massive beast, that they still lack 
the strength to move beyond the point of being “tied” down to a simple “thought” that “seemed to 
define who they were, what they could do, how they could think, where they could go, and just how 
high they can fly! This is the great fact for anyone suffering from PTSD. IT IS CURABLE. There is 
no doubt in my mind that I, like the elephant adult who, even though obvious to everyone else, has 
the capacity to pull that stake right out of the ground and move about at will. The thoughts that 
were stuck in neutral, all while having one’s foot on the accelerator of the “flight of fight” mind, were 
nothing more than a hardwiring conditioning of the assault I personally suffered through, keeping 
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me hidden in a cave of panic, hyper sensitivity and alertness, racing negative thought patterns, fear 
of other people’s motives, and most alarmingly a general numb feeling for the pain of remembering 
was, so I “thought”, far worse than the true pain of shutting of myself, from myself, from the real 
world that is only LOVE, the opposite of fear. Hence, the whole concept of ridding oneself of the past 
altogether, being as free as WE were all meant to be to begin with.
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An Addendum on Alcohol

An author’s note: the quoted portions of the upcoming text are taken from the book “Under 
the Influence”, by the fine author and physician Dr. Milam. As it is difficult to ‘re-write’ scientific 
fact, I took the liberty of giving the reader’s the straight truth from the ‘horse’s mouth’ as it 
were, for there is no other way to convey this important information without sound, scientific, 
empirical evidence. Thank you Dr. Milam, for you helped me when I did not know help was 
‘out there’ in the form of breaking the myths that surround such a powerful, ancient drug such 
as alcohol.
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Alcohol—Facts and Fictions

Let’s clear the air like a nice, cold northeasterly winter wind. There are many misconceptions 
that are out there about alcohol. These misconceptions lead to misdiagnosis and, in most cases, the 
misdirection for the person that has this disease. So let’s look at these and shed some light and truth 
to the matter. Many people believe that will power has something to do with it. That if, “he really 
loved her, he would stop drinking.” There are many beliefs like this. One might argue that explaining 
the truth about alcohol is a way of avoiding taking responsibility for taking the first drink. That is 
true if, and only if, the person addicted to alcohol, or people who love and care for that person, know 
the difference between fact and fiction. I will mention some of the most common of these fog based 
realities now.

Psychology. “The alcoholic has a weak disposition, and if they loved me, they would see that.” 
The fact is alcoholism has nothing to do with the psychological makeup of a person. Alcoholism is a 
physiological disease first and foremost. This nation of ours has produced some major bullshit over 
the years. Case in point, the “NIAAA” or “a giant waste of time spent by bureaucrats on the federal 
dime, pretending to care. Back in the dark ages of the 70’s and, hey why not, today, the National 
Institute for Alcohol and Alcoholism provided congress with just enough ignorance to kill off half of 
California. With statements like, “My opinion is that it (alcoholism) is a weakness, because otherwise 
we could attribute all our weaknesses to a disease,” stated the mid-evil Representative Samuel Devine 
R-Ohio, way back in the Brady Bunch era of 1974. He and Alice must have been hitting the sauce 
with Sam while grocery shopping for Mrs. Brady, as she was in the dark and felt weak and stupid, 
because, “The people in Washington know best right? Perhaps I’ll ask Mike, when he gets home 
from putting together those ridiculous houses, or designs, that all look the same—I wonder if he’s 
drinking?” “Speaking of drinking, I’m almost out of wine, damn it! I’ll bet that darn Greg drank it. I 
always knew that kid was into the booze.” “The Brady Bunch” television show missed an opportunity 
to educate the American public on the truth about alcohol consumption.

Morris Chafetz, the DIRECTOR of the NIAAA had this to say to a “special task force” on December 
17, 1973, “I do not believe that alcoholism is a disease. It is a symptom of a myriad of psychological 
and social problems.” One of which is the NIAAA. My personal favorite is Columnist Jack Anderson, 
an wise old sage of the era, who was giving a speech and passing a stone at the National Conference 
of Religious and Lay Leaders in the year of 1979, “The problem is real. There is something about 
morality that either makes a nation strong or saps its strength (I am one of the latter). Drunkenness 
corrodes society . . . Alcohol and drug abuse is greater than a personal problem, although it is that 
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(and I would like to ask who took the last Heineken from my mini-bar?) . . . Anything that degrades, 
despoils or debilitates human personality is evil. Anything that enlarges it is good.” Yes, give it up to 
the real heroes of our political and religious sectors of this fascinating country. Separation of Church 
and State, yes, but when it comes to alcoholism, “we stand unified in our ignorance and stupidity, not 
to mention lazy, misguided, sadistic and the essence of evil that truly exists in this country.” Have you 
ever gone to a big city? Have you ever noticed how many liquor stores are on every corner, especially 
in predominantly poor and minority neighborhoods? Do you question the reason? Do you Mr. Jack 
Anderson?

Fog. Where is the lighthouse? The professionals at the highest level cannot get it straight because 
of the human ego. Therefore, anyone trying to get help is at the mercy of over-worked, underpaid 
professionals who may have once had an interest in helping people, but fell off the wagon of hope 
years ago. The overpowering money machine of alcohol is really a big bullhorn, it screams at painfully 
high decibels. Anything else, something that just might save your life, is reduced to a random piece 
of truth, hidden in someone else’s agenda, trying to break out and say, “Hey, it’s OK; so you have a 
problem with booze—remember that booze is the problem, not you.”

“Back in the 70’s there was a magazine called “Human Behavior”, which conducted a survey of 
attitude toward disabilities and booze. The study showed stunning results, which are still true today—
why would anyone, or better yet, how could anyone be enlightened with this result, “least acceptable”, 
bottom of the list, alcoholism and mental illness, superceding ex-convicts, hunchbacks, dwarves, 
diabetics, amputees, heart patients, paraplegics, and epileptics.” A fact that proves that society views 
this disease as purely moral, a moral weakness, sub-human.

We put the cart in front of the horse. The belief that at the bottom of every drunk is a psychological 
problem creates chaos for the alcoholic. Sure, some do have mental issues, such as depression, anxiety, 
mood-swings, irritability and general unhappiness, but most of these, if not all, disappear when the 
plug is put in the jug. This is no easy task, but if you don’t leave five minutes before the miracle, you 
win. It is that simple. You get your life back. You are reborn. I am living proof of that.
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*Congeners

“The percentage of alcohol in distilled liquors is commonly expressed in degrees of “proof” rather 
than as a percentage of pure alcohol. This measure developed from the seventeenth-century English 
custom of “proving” that an alcoholic drink was of sufficient strength by mixing it with gunpowder 
and attempting to ignite it. If the drink contained 49 percent alcohol by weight or 57 percent by 
volume, it could be ignited. Proof is approximately double the percentage of pure alcohol. A 100 
proof whiskey is, therefore, 50 percent pure alcohol; an 86 proof whiskey is 43 percent alcohol. Pure 
alcohol is a colorless, somewhat volatile liquid with a harsh, burning taste, which is widely used as a 
fuel and a solvent for various fats, oils, and resins. This simple and unpalatable chemical is made to 
look, taste, and smell appetizing by combing it with water and various substances called congeners. 
Congeners make bourbon whiskey taste different from Scotch whiskey, distinguish one brand of beer 
from another, give wine it’s “nose” and sherry its golden glow.

Congeners include a wide variety of substances, many of which appear to have no business in a 
beverage designed for human consumption.’ Inorganic substances such as aluminum, lead, manganese, 
silicon, and zinc are frequently found in alcoholic beverages, as are glucose, fructose, acetic and 
lactic acids, carbon dioxide, small amounts of vitamins and minerals, salts, acids, ketones, esters, 
carbohydrates, and various other alcohols including propyl, butyl, hexyl, octyl, decyl, methyl, and 
fusel oil. In minute or trace amounts, most congeners are harmless, but they have also proven toxic 
and even fatal for unsuspecting drinkers. Cobalt, for example, was once used to increase the foamy 
“head” in certain beers. Years went by before researchers finally linked the mineral with a rising cancer 
rate in beer drinkers.”
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BAL—Blood Alcohol Level

“When human beings drink alcohol, it travels rapidly to the stomach, where approximately 20 
percent immediately passes through the stomach walls into the blood stream. The remaining 80 
percent is transferred from the stomach to the small intestine, where it is then absorbed into the blood 
stream. The concentration of alcohol in the body is measured in terms of the blood alcohol level—
BAL. This is simply a measure of the percentage of alcohol in the blood. A .05 BAL, for example, 
indicates approximately 5 parts alcohol to 10,000 parts other blood components. When a person 
drinks more alcohol than his body can immediately eliminate—at the average rate of approximately 
one-half ounce per hour, the equivalent of 1 ounce of 100 proof whiskey or about 3 ounces of wine—
alcohol accumulates in the blood stream, and the BAL rises. As the BAL rises, the drinker’s behavior, 
thoughts, and emotions are increasingly affected, with severe disruptions in behavior occurring at 
high BALs. A person with a .10 BAL, for example, is considered legally “under the influence” in the 
United States.

The more you drink, the higher the BAL. There is no getting around that. Weight can alter a BAL. 
A 200 pound-male has more water than a 150 pound-male, thus the body is able to dilute the alcohol 
and thereby, decrease the amount of alcohol in the former to a .15 BAL if he drank 8 beers, while the 
latter would have a higher .20. Sex is another factor that affects the BAL. Females reach higher BALs 
because they have more adipose tissue (fat), which is not easily penetrated by alcohol. Hormones also 
affect the BAL. With the same intake of alcohol, women experience the highest BAL’s (premenstrual) 
and the lowest BALs on the first day of their menstrual cycle, fluctuations which are almost certainly 
caused by changing hormone levels. Food is another factor that can alter the BAL. An empty stomach 
has no other foods with which to dilute alcohol and slow down its absorption into the blood stream. 
As a result, the BAL rises more rapidly in those who drink on an empty stomach. When there is food 
in the stomach, particularly high protein foods such as cheese, meat, and eggs, the absorption rate is 
slowed down.

The type of mixer also affects absorption. Water and fruit juices slow the process, while carbon 
dioxide speeds it up. The carbon dioxide in champagne and carbonated mixers such as Coca Cola, 
ginger ale, and quinine water rushes through the stomach and intestinal walls and into the blood 
stream, carrying alcohol along with it creating a rapid rise in BAL. The strength of the drink will also 
have a significant effect on absorption rates, with higher concentrations of alcohol resulting in more 
rapid absorption. Pure alcohol is generally absorbed faster than diluted alcohols such as 86 proof gins, 
which are, in turn, absorbed faster than wine or beer. An unusual effect may occur, however, in certain 
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drinkers. Alcohol taken in concentrated amounts can irritate the stomach lining, to the extent that it 
produces a sticky mucus which delays absorption. Furthermore, the pylorus valve, which connects the 
stomach and small intestine, may go into spasm in the presence of concentrated alcohol, trapping the 
alcohol in the stomach instead of passing it on to the small intestine, where it would be more rapidly 
absorbed into the blood stream. As a result, the drinker who downs several straight shots of alcohol in 
an effort to get a quick high may actually experience a delayed effect. Finally, the temperature of the 
beverage affects its absorption, with warm alcohol being absorbed more rapidly than cold alcohol.”
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Alcohol and the effects on the human body

“Once in the blood stream, alcohol is distributed throughout the body in simple diffusion. Its 
small and relatively simple molecular structure allows it to pass right through cell membranes and 
mix in the entire water content of the body. The brain, liver, heart, pancreas, lungs, kidneys, and every 
other organ and tissue system are infiltrated by alcohol within minutes after it passes into the blood 
stream. Alcohol’s immediate effect on the brain is most unusual. The brain is usually protected from 
chemicals and drugs by an electrical-chemical filter system known as “the blood/brain barrier,” which 
makes sure that only very simple molecules such as those of oxygen and water can pass through. The 
simple molecular structure of alcohol allows it to penetrate this selective screen and gain easy access 
to the brain and its extension, the spinal cord.

Consequently, alcohol has immediate and profound effects on behavior. At low doses, alcohol 
stimulates the brain cells, and the drinker feels happy, talkative, energetic, and euphoric. After one or 
two drinks, the normal drinker may experience some improvement in thought and performance. As 
the BAL rises, however, the amount of alcohol in the brain also rises, and alcohol begins to disrupt the 
brain’s electrical and chemical circuitry, causing complicated behavior changes. With large amounts 
of alcohol surging through the brain’s labyrinthine passageways, the central nervous system cells can 
no longer function normally. The brain malfunctions, and the major visible effect is a change in the 
drinker’s psychological and emotional state. After several drinks, the normal drinker may begin to 
show signs of intoxication. He may become emotionally demonstrative, expressing great joy, sadness, 
or anger. He may begin to show signs of motor in coordination, staggering slightly when he walks, 
knocking his drink over as he leaves the table, or slurring his words. If he continues to drink, his 
vision may blur, and his emotions, thoughts and judgment may become noticeably disordered.

When the blood alcohol concentrations reach very high levels, the brain’s control over the 
respiratory system may actually be paralyzed. A .30 BAL is the minimum level at which death can 
occur; at .40 the drinker may lapse into a coma. However, when the alcoholic is at the middle or 
later stages, he may act as normal as if he had only a few. The tolerance, as discussed before, allows 
the alcoholic to function at high levels of productivity, and no one would have a clue that they were 
at a lethal dose that would put most in a coma. At .50 BAL, respiratory functions and heartbeat slow 
drastically and at .60 most drinkers are dead. The body, in the meantime, is doing its best to eliminate 
alcohol. Small amounts are eliminated in the urine, sweat and breath, but the primary site of alcohol 
elimination is the liver, which is located on the right side of the body. This vital organ is responsible 
for numerous life-sustaining processes, including the control and elimination of drugs and chemicals 
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which are toxic to the body’s cells, and the conversion of various nutritional substances into materials 
which can be used in the life processes of cells—processes such as eliminating wastes, making repairs 
and creating new cells.”
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Process of Alcohol Elimination

“As I have already stated, but cannot be reiterated enough, the process of elimination begins as 
soon as alcohol enters the liver. An enzyme called alcohol dehydrogenase (ADH) attacks the alcohol 
molecule, quickly removing two hydrogen atoms to create a new substance called acetaldehyde. Since 
acetaldehyde is a highly toxic agent that can produce nausea, rapid heartbeat, dizziness, headache, and 
mental confusion, if present in the body in large quantities, the liver quickly initiates the second step 
in the elimination process. It employs another enzyme with a similar name, aldehyde deydrogenase, to 
transform acetaldehyde into acetate. Acetate is then converted to carbon dioxide/water and eventually 
eliminated from the body. During these two steps in alcohol oxidation, a great deal of energy is 
released. In fact, with ordinary rates of alcohol metabolism, almost the entire energy needs of the liver 
can be satisfied. Most of the acetate is passed into the blood stream and oxidized to the carbon dioxide 
and water in other organs. The energy produced in these reactions contributes to the overall energy 
needs of the body. These needs may be met by substituting alcohol for other foods. This explains why 
alcoholics often neglect eating for several weeks at a time.

The conversion of alcohol into acetaldehyde and acetate is an efficient process in most drinkers. 
The liver works at maximum efficiency, converting alcohol at the rate of approximately one-half 
ounce per hour, until all the alcohol in the body is broken down and its energy released to the cells. 
The liver is then able to return to its other duties. If alcohol is present in the body in large amounts 
for long periods of time, however, the liver must work constantly to break it down and flush it out. 
The liver’s preoccupation with alcohol results in the neglect of its other duties and, as a result, toxins 
accumulate and nutritional functions are disrupted. The health and vitality of the body’s cells, tissues, 
and organs begin to suffer.

Alcohol is both a stimulant and a sedative. In small amounts it is a true stimulant directly to the 
nerve tissues. In large amounts, however, it is a sedative. A shot of whiskey, a glass of wine, or a bottle 
of beer will trigger a variety of stimulating responses throughout the body.
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Alcohol—stimulant or depressant?

Numerous studies report that low doses of alcohol increase blood flow, accelerate heart rate, step 
up the conduction and transmission of nerve impulses, and excite simple spinal and brain stem 
reflexes. Performance on highly complex problem-solving tasks is improved with low doses of alcohol, 
memory and concentration are sharpened, and creative thinking is enhanced. Anyone who drinks can 
attest to the stimulating effects of low doses of alcohol. After a drink, or even a few sips, the average 
drinker feels warm and suffused with a sense of well-being. Ideas multiply, confidence increases, 
frustrations ease, and feelings of comradery, amusement, and contentment swell and grow.

For most people, the world definitely seems a better place after a drink or two. Through simple 
conditioning or learning, even the anticipation of a drink can trigger some of these pleasant effects. If 
it were not for these stimulating effects of alcohol, most people would soon lose interest in drinking. In 
fact, when alcohol’s sedative effects begin to take over after several drinks, the pleasure and excitement 
of drinking are gradually cancelled out, and the average drinker simply stops drinking. A built-in 
deterrent to overdrinking seems to be working in most drinkers, somewhat like the natural deterrent 
to overeating which most people have, although the mechanism is different. The average person 
enjoys sweets, for instance, and will eat candy if it is offered. Some people will eat two or three, and a 
few will gobble down the whole box. Most people, however, will feel sick if they eat more than a small 
amount of concentrated sweets.”

The same holds true for drinking. The average drinker is unable, comfortably, to drink more 
than a few beers, a glass or two of wine, or several mixed drinks. The benefits of drinking are usually 
available only with low doses of alcohol, and when sedation begins to override the stimulation, the 
average drinker ceases drinking. Another deterrent is the toxic effect of several drinks in the normal 
drinker—the nausea, dizziness, sweating, and other unpleasant sensations. The point at which alcohol’s 
stimulating effects are overshadowed by the sedative and toxic effects varies from drinker to drinker. 
For some, one drink is the limit. For me, the progression of the disease took me to polishing off a 
thirty pack by myself, just to maintain my chemical balance, or imbalance as it were. When I started 
drinking it was very much the aforementioned description. Social drinking. Anticipation of that buzz 
was very much on the mind of this drunk. It began with the addiction to the stimulation, the “scene” 
of drinking, be it at a bar, a restaurant, a parking lot out in the rain in Dorchester, Massachusetts where 
I needed the alcohol in order to survive another day—downhill with no commercial interruptions.
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Alcohol and Tolerance

Alcoholics develop an increased physical resistance to alcohol’s effects, “tolerance”. I could drink 
two or three times as much as my colleagues at business parties and act the same as if I had only 
had a few. This is how alcohol gets you. How could I be an alcoholic when I held down all of those 
corporate jobs, did well in school, had nice homes to live in and two or three cars in the driveway? 
I was not only oblivious to what alcohol was doing to me, I was convinced that my body was non-
alcoholic, or I should say, that I was not an alcoholic, because I did not fit into the criteria of being 
one. Homeless bums on the street were my mental picture of the alcoholic, as I ran every day around 
the Charles River when I worked as a suit in Boston. This now makes sense as I could continued to 
drink and get all that “pleasure and stimulation—LET’S GO TO VEGAS BABY!” while my friends 
are looking at their watches and calling it a night, knowing, as they stagger out of the bar, they would 
have a hang-over the next day.

Alcohol’s fun ends though. Believe me. After a few drinks and even more for the alcoholic, depending 
on the tolerance of the individual, the average person will begin to experience a slowing down in his 
mental and physical reactions. He may not be able to grasp the thread of the conversation—for me this 
began in college—reflexes are delayed, speech begins to slur and one’s gait becomes unsteady. As the 
average drinker continues to pound those buds, the alcohol increasingly depresses the central nervous 
system, and sleepiness, mental sluggishness, and physical in coordination intensify. Binge drinking in 
college, where young kids who are unfamiliar with the dangerous effects of alcohol, have been known 
to drink until they lose consciousness, is unfortunate, because alcohol taken in large enough doses to 
cause unconsciousness is dangerously near the amount needed to paralyze the respiratory center, shut 
off the breathing apparatus, and kill the drinker.
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Addiction

Addiction-producing drugs, according the World Health Organization (WHO), are those drugs 
which produce in the great majority of users an irresistible need for the drug, an increased tolerance 
to the effects of the drug, and physical dependence on the drug, manifested in severe and painful 
symptoms when the drug is withdrawn. Examples are heroin, morphine, and codeine. Heroin is 
addictive for almost 100 percent of its users; morphine is addictive for some 70 percent. With these 
drugs, addiction occurs after approximately four weeks of use, and the addict typically graduates to 
quantities well above the normally lethal dose, usually from twenty to one hundred times the initially 
effective dose.

Alcohol does not qualify as an addictive drug under the WHO guidelines simply because it causes 
addiction in only a minority—approximately 10 percent—of its users. Furthermore, addiction to 
alcohol for some requires a period of years, not weeks, to become established, and tolerance may be 
only three to four times greater in some alcoholics than in non-alcoholics.

It is also difficult to place alcohol in the category “habit-forming drug,” defined by the WHO as 
a drug capable of causing an emotional or psychological (rather than physical) dependence in the 
user and which can be withdrawn without causing physical harm or pain. Of course, it does not fit 
snugly in this category because it does cause physical dependence in a minority of its users, and those 
users definitely suffer both physical and mental anguish when the drug is withdrawn. Alcohol, then, 
belongs in a category somewhere between the habit-forming and addiction-producing drugs. The 
WHO labeled it “intermediate in kind and degree” between the two categories of drugs, and this 
does not go far enough to describe how truly cunning and baffling, not to mention powerful (as it is 
described in the Big Book), it really is.
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Alcohol’s energy

Most people who know anything about this disease realize that the effects of alcohol cannot be 
generalized for both the alcoholic and the non-alcoholic. For most drinkers, alcohol is not addictive; 
yet for the minority who are alcoholics, the criteria of true drug addiction are fulfilled: increased tissue 
tolerance to the drug, a physical dependence on the drug with physical withdrawal symptoms, and an 
irresistible need for the drug when it is withdrawn.

Alcohol is a food. Hard to believe, but true. Because it contains calories, it is food. Rich food. One 
ounce of pure alcohol delivers about 170 calories when broken down in the body.

Berton Roueche wrote a book published in Boston called, “The Neutral Spirit: A portrait of 
Alcohol”. Here is a quote from his book where he correlates actual food sources with pure alcohol: 
“That approximates the caloric vigor of a dozen Blue Point oysters, one broiled lamb chop, a hard 
roll, an average baked potato, a glass of milk, or a large orange.” As a concentrated source of energy, 
alcohol thus ranks among the very richest foods. Only the fats, which assay around two hundred and 
seventy calories per ounce, are richer. Alcohol’s calories are quickly available to the body and require 
the cells to do relatively little work to release them. Unlike most fats, proteins, and carbohydrates, 
which require one to four hours of soaking in the digestive acids secreted by the mouth, stomach, and 
small intestine, alcohol requires virtually no preparation before being absorbed into the blood stream 
and distributed throughout the body. The breakdown process in the liver is relatively simple, and 
within minutes after ingestion, alcohol’s calories are supplying the body with a boost of energy.

Unfortunately, these calories are empty, containing only tiny amounts of vitamins, minerals and 
amino acids. Without sufficient amounts of these essential nutrients, the cells cannot replace damaged 
cell parts, create new cell materials, or carry on the normal everyday function of a living, healthy 
cell.

Alcohol’s energy kick is, therefore, its most beneficial and potentially most deadly characteristic. As 
normally consumed, alcohol is usually in the body in small amounts and for relatively short periods 
of time, and its effects are therefore temporary. Furthermore, in small amounts, alcohol’s benefits are 
noticeable and the penalties nonexistent: the cells receive a quick jolt of energy, the heartbeat accelerates, 
the brain cells speed up their communications, and the drinker feels euphoric and stimulated. The 
chemical causing these pleasurable effects is easily eliminated in an orderly and efficient manner, and 
the body then returns to normal activities. The brain cells quickly recover from their alcohol bath, 
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the liver cells return to their everyday functions, nutritional materials once again flow in adequate 
proportions and amounts to the cells, and waste materials are efficiently eliminated.

In large and continuous amounts, however, the penalties of drinking far outweigh the initial 
benefits. The drinker is taking in so many calories from alcohol that he will automatically require 
fewer calories from other, more nutritious foods. Alcohol also disrupts the cells’ ability to take in 
and use nutrients from other food. It interferes with the absorption of various vitamins from the 
gastrointestinal tract, inhibits the absorption of numerous amino acids, and increases the loss of 
certain vitamins in the urine, including thiamine, pyridoxine, and pantothenic acid. As a result, 
even if an alcoholic is eating well, alcohol denies him the full nutritional benefit of what he eats. Put 
another way, alcohol literally robs the body of those substances, which are essential to life. Thus all 
alcoholics develop malnutrition regardless of what or how much they eat.

Anyone who has experienced the pleasant stimulating and euphoric effects of alcohol will find it 
easy to understand why 150 million people drink alcohol. I was one of those people. I used it the same 
way everyone else did—stimulation, euphoria, relaxation, and perhaps, mild intoxication—EFFECT. 
The 64,000 dollar question is not why alcoholics drink, but why does the MOTIVATION to drink 
become exponentially stronger the more they drink and how often they drink. Let’s put away the 
fiction and open the mind.

Abraham Lincoln made a statement in an address to the Washington Temperance Society, in 
1842—”In my judgment such of us who have never fallen victims (to alcoholism) have been spared 
more by the absence of appetite than from any mental or moral superiority over those who have. 
Indeed, I believe if we take habitual drunkards as a class, their heads and their hearts will bear an 
advantageous comparison with those of any other class.” He was enlightened, and our best President 
thus far in our short history as a country.

I started drinking like my cousin in Long Beach, California—to feel the effect. Little did I know 
that even though we are only a year apart, and he went to an inferior school, Harvard, we drank the 
same. We went to a party to feel euphoric, stimulated, relaxed, or intoxicated. In my 20’s I drank 
mostly to celebrate life. The cool fact that I was young and in the world! It was a rush. I drank mostly 
when happy. Both my cousin and myself drank in different circles, but they were similar to one 
another. I’m sure he has his stories that he wouldn’t want to tell his mom. Like my non-alcoholic 
cousin, I learned to drink different brands of beer and I probably surpassed him in college with my 
intake of beers at his dorm at Harvard.
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The “addictive personality”, which originated from “alcoholic personality”, is a term that was 
thrown around in college and is downplayed by any serious health professional and yet I left Harvard 
Yard a different man than my cousin. I began drinking more and more often. It is said that an early 
alcoholic is often moody and depressed when not drinking. He angrily denies that he is drinking too 
much, blames his drinking on his nagging wife or his slave-driving boss, and stubbornly refuses to 
stop drinking. His promises to cut down are broken within days or weeks. His marriage slowly and 
painfully deteriorates, friendships dissolve, and interest in his work wanes.’ Sounds like the 90’s to me! 
The 80’s too? I’m sure the 60’s and early 70’s were OK for me, however.

To everyone else, it appeared that I was a normal drinker. However, the best social lubricant that 
I could find in my Narnia journeys was booze. It began, like any other habit. The only difference was 
that I couldn’t stop, and it stopped working—NO MORE EFFECT. The only way to uncovering the 
mystery is to look beneath the surface.

The accumulated evidence shows that no one X factor causes alcoholism; it is impossible to make a 
person well from the disease. No magic pill, no wand or thing of man. The fact is that I, and the millions 
like me around the globe, have an abnormal metabolism. The horse is now in front of the cart. Medical 
studies have only been able to derive that the number one reason for alcoholism is physiological, first 
and foremost. There are a number of differences between my cousin and myself, biologically. When 
you add them together, these “predisposing factors” explain the alcoholic’s vulnerability to alcohol 
and the onset of alcoholism. If I had never had that first Coor’s or Natural Light when I was a kid, I 
never would have become addicted to alcohol, therefore, would have had a different experience than 
the one I have already described. While the experts agree that psychological factors do not specifically 
cause alcoholism, they can influence the alcoholic’s attempt to control his drinking and his reaction 
to the addiction. While psychological, cultural, and social factors definitely influence the alcoholic’s 
drinking patterns and behavior, they have no effect on whether or not he becomes alcoholic in the 
first place. Physiology, not psychology, determines whether one drinker will become addicted to 
alcohol and another will not. The alcoholic’s enzymes, hormones, genes, and brain chemistry all work 
together to create his abnormal and unfortunate reaction to alcohol.
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Acetaldehyde

Charles Lieber, chief of the research program on liver disease and nutrition at the Bronx Veterans 
Administration Hospital, found that the same amount of alcohol produced very different blood 
acetaldehyde levels in alcoholic and non-alcoholics. Much higher levels were reached in alcoholics. 
Lieber theorized that this unusual buildup of acetaldehyde was caused in part by a malfunctioning of 
the liver’s enzymes. Marc Schuckit, a psychiatrist and researcher at the University of California in San 
Diego, took this acetaldehyde difference in alcoholics one step further. His studies confirmed that, 
in alcoholics, the breakdown of metabolism—is performed at about half the rate of “normal,” i.e. 
nonalcoholic, metabolism. It is this slowdown in metabolism, which apparently causes acetaldehyde 
to accumulate. The question was whether the enzyme malfunctioning was caused by heavy drinking 
or preceded heavy drinking, the chicken or the egg? Does the alcoholic drink too much because his 
body is somehow abnormal or does his body become abnormal because he drinks too much?

Lieber discovered that the liver mitochondria in alcoholics are abnormal and unable to change 
acetaldehyde into acetate at as great a rate as in non-alcoholics. Significantly, this low capacity was 
evident even in the early stages of heavy alcohol consumption, indicating that the alcoholic’s cells 
are altered before he starts drinking heavily and continually. Schuckit’s studies with the offspring 
of alcoholics also indicate that the metabolic abnormality exists prior to heavy drinking. Like their 
alcoholic parents, the children of alcoholics (who before this experiment had never drunk alcohol) 
were unable to convert acetaldehyde to acetate at normal speed. Heredity is clearly implicated in these 
studies.

Alcoholics, then, appear to have a liver cell malfunction, which causes acetaldehyde to accumulate 
when they drink. Unfortunately for the alcoholic, acetaldehyde is a dangerous substance to have 
around in any quantity. Directly irritating to the cells and capable of hampering cellular activities, 
acetaldehyde can also react explosively when combined with other chemical substances. In the liver, 
Lieber suggest that the rising levels of acetaldehyde disturb many of the intricate activities of the 
cells, making it even more difficult for them to get rid of acetaldehyde, if present in large quantities 
for long periods of time. Moreover, acetaldehyde’s harmful effects are not confined to the liver. High 
acetaldehyde levels can inhibit the synthesis of proteins in heart muscles, leading to impaired cardiac 
function. In the brain, a piling up of acetaldehyde can lead to bizarre and complicated chemical 
reactions. When acetaldehyde flows through the brain, it competes with other chemical substances 
known as brain amines (or neurotransmitters) for the attention of certain enzymes. Acetaldehyde 
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wins this competition and, as a result, blocks the enzymes from accomplishing their primary duty of 
inhibiting the amines’ activity.

If acetaldehyde stopped interfering with the brain’s chemical activities at this point, addiction to 
alcohol might never occur. Acetaldehyde, however, is a volatile substance, which reacts with just about 
any other chemical, which happens to be in the vicinity. The brain amines, which have been piling 
up while the acetaldehyde preoccupies their enzyme, interact with acetaldehyde to form compounds 
called “isoquinolines.” These chemical agents are responsible for a number of fascinating and far-
reaching events.

Like acetaldehyde, the isoquinolines suppress the enzyme, which is responsible for deactivating 
many of the brain amines. The isoquinolines also release stored brain amines. In mice, they can 
aggravate alcohol withdrawal symptoms. For alcoholics, the isoquinolines have one characteristic, 
which makes their other properties pale in significance. They are astonishingly like the opiates, and 
researchers suggest that they may act on the opiate receptors in the brain, thus contributing to the 
addiction of alcohol. Addiction to alcohol is traced back to a liver enzyme malfunction, which results 
in a buildup of acetaldehyde throughout the body, according to these experts in microbiology and 
human anatomy. Their assertion that alcohol addiction is physiological seems impossible to ignore. If 
your brain had an unusual amount of acetaldehyde because of a misfiring liver and those molecules 
interacted with your brain amines to create isoquinolines. These little monsters trigger your own 
personal compulsion to drink more and more alcohol to counter the painful effects of the progressive 
buildup of acetaldehyde. Hence the vicious “cycle” that is so often referred to when one speaks of an 
alcoholic. The obvious psychological symptoms, as we Americans are all about the personality, are 
summed up before we look at the physical nature of the disease.
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Ethnicity and Alcohol

“Ethnic susceptibilities to alcohol seem to solidify the argument. Jews and Italians have low 
alcoholism rates, about 1 percent. Native Americans have extraordinarily high rates, somewhere 
around 80-90 percent. Once again, physical factors, not psychological, social or cultural factors 
explain these different ethnic susceptibilities to alcohol. Dr. Bert Vallee and his colleagues at Harvard 
Medical School have been studying biochemical and genetic aspects of alcoholism. They have 
isolated fifteen different forms of the alcohol dehydrogenase (ADH) liver enzyme and discovered 
that the number and variety of these enzymes vary widely from person to person. The complex 
patterns appear to be genetically controlled, and different racial groups have atypical variations of 
the number and type of these “isoenzymes.” Vallee suspects that each combination of isoenzymes 
reacts with alcohol differently and determines the person’s specific physiological response. Flushing, 
nausea, violent behavior, sleepiness, and hyperactivity, for example, are probably brought about by 
the drinker’s specific groupings of isoenzymes. Vallee’s findings help to explain the abundance of 
research showing different physiological reactions to alcohol among various ethnic groups. Fenna, 
for example, discovered that a group of Native Americans were unable to oxidize and eliminate 
alcohol as quickly as Caucasians; and Wolff found that Japanese, Koreans, and Taiwanese had aversive 
reactions, including flushing and mild intoxication with alcohol doses causing no obvious reaction 
in the majority of Caucasians. He ruled out the possibility that this reaction was acquired or learned 
by testing Asian and Caucasian newborn infants and finding similar responses. Researchers have also 
found higher levels of acetaldehyde, alcohol’s highly toxic breakdown product, in Asians than in 
Caucasians after drinking alcohol. These high acetaldehyde levels are probably the result of enzyme 
deficiencies; the flushing and nausea that result could explain why Asians tend to drink sparingly or 
not at all.

Another interesting finding of research is the discovery that a direct relationship exists between 
the length of time the ethnic group has been exposed to alcohol and the rate of alcoholism within 
that group. Jews and Italians, for instance, have had access to large amounts of alcohol for more than 
7,000 years, and their alcoholism rate is very low. Alcohol was first introduced in quantity to the 
northern European countries, including France, Ireland, and the Scandinavian countries, some 1,500 
years ago, and the rates of alcoholism are relatively higher there. Native Americans, who suffer from 
extremely high alcoholism rates, did not have large supplies of alcohol until approximately 300 years 
ago. The Indians of Nantucket were introduced to alcohol and look what happened to them, they lost 
their homes, families and livelihood, although it was probably more sinister than that.
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The overall consensus, of countless professionals, provides clear evidence indicating interplay of 
various hereditary and physiological factors—metabolic, hormonal, and neurological—which work 
together and in tandem to determine the individual’s susceptibility to alcoholism. According to most 
experts who know what they are talking about, the truth, it would be a mistake to simplify the 
interactions in the body, making it appear that one specific gene, one enzyme, or one hormone is 
solely responsible for a chain of events leading in a straight line to physical dependence and addiction. 
Even a slight difference in the number or type of liver enzymes, for instance, could alter a person’s 
drinking patterns, preference, and problems. Yet, while additional predisposing factors to alcoholism 
will undoubtedly be discovered, abundant knowledge already exists to confirm that alcoholism is a 
hereditary, physiological disease, and to account fully for its onset and progression.”
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The three stages of Alcoholism

As I have said there are three stages in this disease. First is the early, or adaptive stage. I was in 
this stage when I was learning how to drink, basically the ages of 16 to 21. All of the places we 
moved, alcohol was readily available, and unbeknownst to me, this is when the unsuspecting child 
is able to increase alcohol intake and still function “normally”. Most diseases have some kind of a 
sign; alcoholism is silent, and in fact it proves to both the alcoholic and the observer that he is not 
sick, because he can drink more than you and function as well, if not better, in daily activities. This 
proves tragic because the alcoholic has little or no warning of the deterioration inevitably to follow. 
Neither the early stage alcoholic nor his friends have reason to suspect that he is suffering from a 
progressive and often fatal disease. The disease is difficult to recognize or diagnose in its early stages 
because the symptoms are so subtle and so easily confused with normal reaction to alcohol. No pain 
or visible malfunction is involved. The early alcoholic does not complain, has no reason to visit a 
doctor because of his drinking, and does not suffer when he drinks. Indeed, he appears to be just like 
all other drinkers. He has hangovers when he over drinks, but so do his friends. He enjoys drinking, 
but so do his friends. He looks forward to his evening cocktails, but so do his friends.

In this early stage it is difficult, if not impossible to convince the alcoholic to stop drinking. Why 
should I have stopped? I did not feel sick and in fact I did feel better when I drank. I was highly 
functional. Who else did I know, when I was twenty five, working at the John Hancock Tower in 
Boston, putting in 12 hour days, running and lifting weights 6 days a week, and “living” the American 
dream, that could drink a twelve pack and do it all over again the next day? No one comes to mind. 
I had no idea what harm it was actually doing to my body.

There are no signs, other than the amount of poison I took into my system. I had no idea that 
I was fueling a molecular war inside of my body. This is the mistake that I made and that society 
makes, when viewing the disease of alcoholism. The visible signs that most attribute to the disease are 
physiological functioning, severe withdrawal symptoms, personality disintegration, or the inability to 
control the intake. Most of the world assumes, before those outward signs appear, that the alcoholic 
and non-alcoholic experience the same physical reaction to alcohol. The truth is that in this early stage 
of alcoholism, the body is reacting abnormally to the consumption of alcohol, and his disease begins 
long before he behaves or thinks like an alcoholic. The reactions or adaptations of the body’s cells 
to alcohol remain hidden in the early stages of the disease, but they are nevertheless happening. In 
months or years, the cells will have been so altered by alcohol that the alcoholic’s behavior and thought 
processes will be affected. Then the disease will not longer be hidden, and the alcoholic will clearly 
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be in trouble with alcohol. In the early stage it is almost impossible to recognize. It is characterized 
by adaptations in the liver and central nervous system, increased tolerance to alcohol, and improved 
performance when drinking.
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Adaptation

A general biological rule holds that when any bodily system is under stress it either adapts or 
suffers damage. Adaptation is actually a tool for survival, with which I have a lot of experience. This 
helps the body and mind endure stressful changes in internal or external environments. Adaptation 
responses occur rapidly, spontaneously, and in most cases, without the person’s conscious knowledge. 
To cite the obvious example, muscles that are stressed grow and get stronger—fundamental principle 
of exercise. Overstress, of course, will damage the muscles. In the onset of alcoholism, adaptation 
is central. Alcoholics initially experience physical stress whenever they drink. A drinker’s enzymes, 
hormones, and numerous chemical processes are thrown out of balance by alcohol, and the normal 
ebb and flow of materials into and out of the cells is upset. To counteract this confusion, the cells 
make certain changes in their structures. These adaptations gradually allow the cells to work smoothly 
and efficiently even when alcohol is present in the body in large quantities. In fact, the alcoholic’s cells 
become so competent at using alcohol for energy that they choose alcohol over other energy, or food, 
sources.

For the alcoholic, however, alcohol is a distinctly unlovable and ungrateful guest. Although it 
gives the cells a rich supply of energy and provides stimulation and sedation in different amounts, 
these benefits are inevitably turned into stiff penalties. Gradually alcohol attacks the cells, destroying 
their delicate chemical balances, eating away at the membranes, and deforming the cell innards. If 
the alcoholic continues to drink, the penalties of drinking sooner or later outweigh the benefits as 
the alcoholic gradually progresses into the later, deteriorative stages of the disease. The length of time 
between adaptation and deterioration varies from one alcoholic to the next. For some alcoholics, 
adaptation occurs rapidly, and within weeks or months after first taking a drink, the alcoholic is clearly 
addicted to alcohol. In other cases, many years go by before the earliest symptoms of adaptation and 
addiction develop.

The critical point, however, is this: the preliminary adaptation begins before the alcoholic starts 
drinking heavily and, in fact, causes the heavier drinking. Adaptation does not occur because a 
person drinks too much. On the contrary, when a person starts drinking more, and more often, and 
the pattern persists, he is displaying one of the first symptoms of alcoholism.

“The adaptation which occurs in the early stage of alcoholism is of two kinds: those affecting 
the metabolism of alcohol, and those taking place in the central nervous system and contributing 
to addiction. Both types of adaptation have direct effects on the alcoholic’s ability to drink large 
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amounts of alcohol without becoming intoxicated (tolerance) and actually to function better when 
he is drinking than when he is not drinking (improved performance).

Metabolic adaptations take place primarily in the liver, where most alcohol metabolism takes 
place. But the brain is also capable of metabolizing small amounts of alcohol, and evidence suggests 
that the brain’s metabolic activity, like the liver,s, increases through various adaptive changes. The 
Microsomal Ethanol Oxidizing System (MEOS) is the key to understanding this phenomenon. In 
most alcoholic and nonalcoholic drinkers, the alcohol dehydrogenase (ADH) pathway (operating 
primarily in the liver) eliminates approximately two-thirds of the alcohol present in the body. Because 
of a liver enzyme abnormality, however, alcoholics are unable to eliminate the alcohol breakdown 
product acetaldehyde as quickly as nonalcoholic. As a result, acetaldehyde builds up and threatens the 
cells with its toxic effects. The liver has an amazing capacity to adjust and adapt, and when necessary, 
it apparently gears up an additional system for processing alcohol. This system has been identified 
by Charles Lieber and he explains that in alcoholics MEOS adapts by increasing its activity—the 
enzymes responsible for oxidizing alcohol are increased, and new cells are created. As a result, the 
alcoholic’s ability to convert alcohol into acetaldehyde also increases. Unfortunately, the ability to 
tolerate and process very large doses of alcohol does not sufficiently improve his inability to eliminate 
acetaldehyde. Most of the incoming alcohol is still directed to the deficient ADH pathway. Thus, 
both MEOS and the ADH pathway produce ever-increasing levels of acetaldehyde. A vicious circle 
begins when the alcoholic must drink more to maintain a level of alcohol sufficient to override 
and block the devastating effects of the rising level of acetaldehyde. This is the basis of the 
alcoholic’s “physiological imperative” to keep drinking once he starts that is regularly mistaken 
for a psychological compulsion to drink.

The mitochondria are tiny structures within each cell, which are responsible for releasing energy 
from food. Since alcohol contains a richer supply of energy than most foods and since this energy is 
easily released, alcohol is a ready source of fuel. In alcoholics, the mitochondria apparently attempt 
to capitalize on this rich energy source by changing their structure to accommodate large amounts 
of alcohol. Normal mitochondria are round with clearly defined outer walls and inner structures; 
in alcoholics, the mitochondria become enlarged and misshapen, and their inner architecture is 
redesigned. These adaptations may, in part, be an attempt by the mitochondria to enable the body to 
process more alcohol so it can benefit from alcohol’s abundant and readily available energy.

Unfortunately, for all that alcohol gives the cells, it eventually takes much more away. Electron 
micrographs of chronic alcoholics’ liver cells depict an eerie battle-ground: the mitochondria are scattered 
haphazardly, some grotesquely misshapen, others with gaping holes in their membranes, and still others 
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white and vacant, bled dry of everything inside. Once again, it seems that the cells’ early adaptations 
support the heavier drinking that eventually leads to widespread cell injury and death.”

There is no specific line I crossed over to reach the “middle stage of alcoholism”, but here are a 
few of the characteristics I went through while in this stage during my 20’s and mid-30’s. I began to 
notice that I could not bounce back the way I used to. Gone were the five-mile runs in Boston every 
day. Going, was the high or pleasured effect from those micro-brews and occasional mixed drink. I 
began to wake in the morning with a sense of impending doom, and was feeling anxious about my 
jobs, relationships and general outlook on life. I had been to enough detoxes and rehabs to know 
better, and yet I could not see the writing on the wall. My attention was solely on the booze, and I had 
no real idea why, other than I was told I was an alcoholic and a disgrace to the family. The penalties 
for drinking were deterioration. Organs and systems that once welcomed the large doses of alcohol 
and tolerated its toxic after effects were slowly being damaged. I began to suffer more and enjoy less. 
I found the “hair of the dog”, or an “eye-opener”, worked best to calm those frayed nerves and put 
me in “touch” with my higher self. When I drank, after I got home from work, I felt better. When I 
awoke the next day, I felt worse. The cycle continued for a seeming eternity. Thus, it is stated by most 
professionals that the middle stages of alcoholism include physical dependence, as experienced in 
acute and protracted withdrawal syndromes, craving, and loss of control.

Physical dependence was a term that I could not bring myself to face. I was beginning to understand, 
perhaps not comprehend, that this might just be progressive after all. In the adaptive stage, when the 
cells of the central nervous system change their functioning to accommodate alcohol, the alcoholic’s 
tolerance increases, and he is able to drink greater quantities of alcohol without becoming drunk—me. 
As I drank more and more often, to get the desired effect, the cells of my body were soaked in alcohol 
for long periods of time. The cell membranes became increasingly resistant to alcohol’s effects, and the 
mitochondria within the cells increased in size and shifted functions in order to accommodate the alcohol. 
With these changes, my adapted cells were able to live and thrive in an environment where alcohol was 
continually present in large amounts. This status quo continued as long as I did not drink more than my 
cells could process—as long as I drank within my tolerance zone; (around a 2.0 BAL) towards the end of 
my drinking. When I over drank my tolerance, my cells would be overwhelmed, and I got drunk.

When I stopped drinking, my addicted cells were suddenly thrown into a state of acute distress. 
They had become unable to function normally without alcohol. The cells’ distress when alcohol 
is no longer present in the body, the BAL drops, evidenced in various symptoms known as “the 
withdrawal syndrome.” This demonstrates the fact that physical dependence exists— the visible sign 
of addiction.
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Withdrawal Syndromes

The withdrawal syndrome occurs in two phases: the acute withdrawal syndrome, which is 
experienced immediately after the alcoholic stops drinking and lasts up to a few days; and the protracted 
withdrawal syndrome, which lasts for months and even years of abstinence if the alcoholic’s nutritional 
balance is not restored. Most people are familiar with the former. The latter is, for me, one of the 
contributing factors for my countless relapses. This is another key to understanding alcoholism and 
why it is so hard to overcome it. The acute withdrawal explains why the alcoholic is in such a mental 
and physical state immediately after he stops drinking and why the urge for a drink is overpowering; 
the protracted withdrawal syndrome explains why the alcoholic continues to be depressed, shaky, and 
irritable many days, months, or even years after his last drink, and why so many alcoholics return to 
drinking after a period of sobriety.

I was the sick when I stopped drinking. This confuses most people. Our bodies have adapted to 
the constant presence of alcohol—our cells are accustomed to functioning with alcohol as their major 
source of energy and stimulation and as an antidote for the ever-present toxicity. Therefore, when the 
alcoholic stops drinking the body rebels and demands more. Blood vessels constrict, cutting down on 
the flow of blood and oxygen to the cells. The blood glucose level drops sharply and remains unstable. 
The brain amines serotonin and nor—epinephrine decrease dramatically. Hormones, enzymes, and 
body fluid levels fluctuate erratically. The body’s cells are malnourished and toxic from long exposure 
to large doses of alcohol and acetaldehyde. These chaotic events cause fundamental disruptions in the 
brain’s chemical and electrical activity. As soon as the blood alcohol level begins to descend, the brain 
cells, or neurons, become excited and agitated. The entire brain is affected, as the sensitive neurons 
send out highly disorganized and chaotic distress signals. The brain is, in a sense, short-circuiting, 
and the resulting pandemonium creates numerous psychological and physiological problems for the 
alcoholic, including profound mental confusion, memory defects, lack of muscular coordination, 
convulsions, hallucinations, paranoia, violent or fearful behavior—all the symptoms associated with 
the acute withdrawal syndrome.

“In the early stages, the major withdrawal symptoms are anxiety, tremors, and agitation—symptoms 
that many non-alcoholics also experience after a night of heavy drinking. As the disease progresses, 
however, the alcoholic’s withdrawal symptoms become more and more severe, and he may eventually 
suffer from the alcoholic hangover, convulsions, hallucinations, and delirium tremens (DT’s). The 
withdrawal symptoms vary according to how long he continues to drink without stopping. In general, 
the more the alcoholic drinks, the more he will suffer when he stops drinking; if he drinks for a week, 
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he will suffer more than if he drinks for one or two days. Furthermore, the frequency, duration, 
and intensity of the symptoms vary from one alcoholic to the next, depending on constitutional 
differences, malnutrition, and other diseases or medical complications. The simultaneous or alternate 
use of other drugs can also increase the severity of the acute withdrawal syndrome.”

“Often the first evidence of the alcoholic withdrawal syndrome is a shaky and agitated feeling the 
morning after drinking and the growing desire for a remedy for these symptoms. In the early alcoholic, 
the cells are mildly agitated when alcohol is withdrawn. While the symptoms are uncomfortable and 
unpleasant, they last for a relatively short time and are not incapacitating.” I could get up, shower, 
commute to work, run around the Charles River, do my “corporate thing” and return home every 
day for 17 years, the same amount of time I have been affiliated with the disease concept and AA. 
It got harder as I went along, but in the beginning it was very easy, too easy. Other mild withdrawal 
symptoms include nervousness, weakness, insomnia, vivid dreaming, nausea, excessive perspiration, 
loss of appetite, and impairment of memory. These symptoms are often dismissed, as with me 
(potential alcoholic that I was), as “normal” reactions to an excessive alcohol intake, particularly in 
the very beginning of the disease.

There is camaraderie in this, especially in college and the bar scene when young people first move 
out of the protective environment of their hometowns. The experiment is alcohol, your body, your 
mind and your soul. Many people are caught up in the euphoria of the event and thus have little or 
no warning of the problem, until the disease has a firm hold of their biological chemistry. When I 
visited my doctor in Manchester-by-the-sea back in 1990, I could not even spell AA. I had no idea 
what that was, as it sounded like a cult of some kind. My doctor prescribed some Xanax and told me 
to slow down in my drinking. He did not know that alcohol, in any amount, was lethal to me. The 
process of progression had rendered me a slave to craving. If I swore that I would only have a few beers 
after work, instead of 6, things would return to “normal”. What I did not know was that the panic 
attacks and “dis-ease” I was experiencing in the morning had nothing to do with anything external, 
it had everything to do with the cells in my body screaming for more food—alcohol. I was caught in 
the pinball machine. I had not yet become the pinball in the pinball machine . . .

I like the word anguish. This better describes the alcoholic when he or she is withdrawing from 
the drug. It is older and far more accurate. Most people talk of anxiety, but this refers only to the 
psychological whereas the former refers to both the physical and emotional, thus describing how the 
alcoholic is truly feeling. This state of hyperactivity in the central nervous system explains why an 
alcoholic reaches for a drink in the morning. It is not because we are bad people trying to get good. 
We are sick people trying to get well. In this example it is only for that 24-hour period. To “feel 
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normal” and fight this war that is raging within us. The cells, which are dependent on it for energy 
and stimulation, become agitated when it is suddenly not available. The alcoholic, as the headache, 
eye-ache, dizziness, nausea, and anguish characteristics of the hangover appear, experiences the cells’ 
distress.

Alcoholics feel physically wretched during a hangover, but they also feel deeply and profoundly 
ashamed. From past experience, they know better, but they got drunk anyway—why? Ignorant of the 
powerful workings of the addiction, the alcoholic can only blame himself or herself. Remorse, self-
loathing, and guilt therefore go hand in hand with the throbbing headache and queasy stomach. Some 
students of alcoholism believe—wrongly—that these emotions are actually responsible for causing the 
pain of the hangover. “The increasing misery of the hangover is not due to the headache, the nausea, 
the cold sweats, the chills and fever, or even the shakes,” writes psychiatrist Benjamin Karpman, “but 
to the emotional pain which accompanies them—the guilt, anxiety, self-accusation, the sense of 
hopelessness and despair.” Karpman, like so many professionals out there, put the cart in front of the 
horse, and do not recognize the alcoholic hangover is not an emotional illness, but a very real and very 
painful physiological disorder. Then the alcoholic is caught in the pinball machine, and is actually the 
pinball itself. He drinks because his body needs to, and in the case of myself, a late stage recovered 
alcoholic, has to in order to stave off the possible fatal consequences of detoxification. Thus begins the 
vicious cycle of adding more alcohol, detoxing it from the body, and so forth. It is clear to me now 
why the general public observes this behavior as weak-willed and pathetic. No wonder many of the 
people who observed my own behavior, my family etc., believed that I was psychologically unstable, 
self-destructive, and perhaps suicidal. Without an understanding or knowledge of his addiction, they 
have no way of knowing that my irrational behavior was beyond my control.

As I began to deteriorate physically and emotionally in January of 2006, I was deep in the hole, 
a very dark and scary hole of the disease. The later symptoms of withdrawal all came true for me 
in the last three years of my drinking. I had a seizure in Salt Lake City, I was having convulsions, I 
hallucinated while the good folks at Bridgewater pumped me with all of those drugs, 100 milligrams 
of Librium every four hours and a healthy dose of Haldal, an anti-psychotic which put me into a 
delusional state. I had not experienced anything like that in the early or middle stages; hell, I didn’t 
even know how to spell AA! Late stage alcoholics who drink heavily for long periods of time are prime 
candidates for these severe withdrawal symptoms.
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Delirium Tremens (DT’s)

“Alcoholic convulsions are similar to grand mal epileptic convulsions and involve loss of consciousness 
and bodily control, extreme rigidity or tenseness, and jerking movements. They may be triggered by 
a number of physical disorders brought about by the withdrawal of alcohol, including extremely low 
blood sugar, low levels of certain hormones in the blood, malnutrition, and the accumulation of waste 
products and toxins in the blood stream. Hallucinations, like other symptoms of withdrawal, indicate 
a profound disorder in the central nervous system. They are usually terrifying for the alcoholic as they 
involve such horror-film ingredients as butcher knives, ghosts, excrement, bloody body parts, ants, 
bees, lions, and rodents. However, not all hallucinations are frightening and horrible; mine were mild 
as I thought I was on a giant ship, while I was at Bridgewater. Delirium Tremens (DT’s) referred to 
as “the horrors”, are the most dramatic and dangerous expression of withdrawal. Translated directly 
from Latin, “delirium tremens” means “trembling delirium” or “shaking insanity”. The DT’s typically 
begin three to four days after the alcoholic’s last drink, when alcohol is completely eliminated from the 
blood stream, and they usually last anywhere from three to seven agonizing days. Alcoholics who are 
severely malnourished and have been drinking heavily for prolonged periods are the most common 
victims, but brain injuries and other traumas or medical complications can aggravate withdrawal and 
trigger DT’s in early and middle stage alcoholics.

An alcoholic in DT’s is mentally disoriented, hallucinating, and unable to control the movements 
of his body. Like all other symptoms of acute withdrawal, however, the DT’s have any number of 
outward expressions. Some alcoholics experience violent and terrifying hallucinations, others become 
aggressive and dangerous and still others may sweat and shake while concentrating intently on playing 
a game of cards with a nonexistent deck.”

Mark Twain’s description in Huckleberry Finn illustrates this point of what happens to the victim’s 
body and mind: “I don’t know how long I was asleep (Huck Finn describes) but all of a sudden there 
was an awful scream and I was up. There was pap looking wild, and skipping around every which way 
and yelling about snakes. He said they was crawling up his legs; and then he would give a jump and 
scream, and say one had bit him on the cheek—but I couldn’t see no snakes. He started to run around 
and round the cabin, hollering, “Take him off! Take him off; he’s biting me in the neck!” I never see 
a man look so wild in the eyes. Pretty soon he was all fagged out, and fell down panting; then he 
rolled over and over wonderful fast, kicking things every which way, and striking and grabbing at the 
air with his hands, and screaming and saying there was devils a-hold of him. He wore out by and by, 
and lay still awhile, moaning. Then he lay stiller, and didn’t make a sound. I could hear the owls and 



Michael Mosier

195

wolves away off in the woods, and it seemed terrible still. He was lying over by the corner. By and 
by he rose up part way and listened, with his head to one side. He says, very low: Tramp—tramp—
tramp; that’s the dead; tramp—tramp—tramp; they’re coming, but I won’t go. Oh, they’re here! Don’t 
touch me—don’t! Hands off—they’re cold; let go. Oh, let a poor devil alone! Then he went down on 
all fours and crawled off, begging them to let him alone, and he rolled himself up in his blanket and 
wallowed in under the old pine table, still a-begging; and then he went to crying . . .”

No matter how violent, distracted, or peaceful the alcoholic might seem, the DT’s are clearly a 
sign of deep disturbances in the brain and throughout the body. The condition is so stressful that any 
other medical complication occurring simultaneously, such as gastrointestinal problems, pancreatitis, 
or heart and liver disease, can cause a fatal breakdown in the alcoholic’s already seriously overstressed 
body. In some instances, the trauma of DT’s alone may be severe enough to precipitate a massive 
coronary, brain hemorrhage, or respiratory shutdown, any of which can be fatal. The mortality rate 
of untreated patients suffering from DT’s is about 20-25 percent, which is estimated to be some forty 
times higher than the withdrawal fatality rate for heroin addicts. The DT’s would undoubtedly kill 
even more alcoholics if accidents, suicides, or other diseases did not kill them first. Most alcoholics, 
however, either recover or die from their disease before reaching this most severe and life-threatening 
stage of alcoholism. The DT’s could be virtually eliminated if all alcoholics receive medical 
treatment during acute withdrawal. The incidence of DT’s will continue to be a problem in this 
country as the number of the rehab centers in the United States continues to decrease. Thank you to 
all of the insurance executives throughout the United States of America for making this a reality for 
so many suffering people out there!

“Even if the alcoholic is able to endure the acute withdrawal syndrome without taking a drink 
to relieve the anguish, his troubles are not over. The majority of alcoholics continue to be anxious, 
depressed, nervous, and fearful long after they stop drinking. Alcoholics abstinent for months and 
even years may complain of insomnia, depression, agitation, moodiness, and an overwhelming desire 
for alcohol. Because so many alcoholics experience these symptoms to some degree, many people 
conclude that the alcoholic is and always has been psychologically troubled. Experts label those 
alcoholics who suffer recurring psychological or emotional problems “neurotic,” “anxiety prone,” 
or simply “immature”. These alcoholics are sometimes put on tranquilizers or sedatives in hope of 
alleviating their mental suffering.

The sober “recovering” alcoholic is baffled by his continuing depression and anxiety, and he 
too, may conclude that his problems are primarily psychological. His hopelessness and despair are 
overwhelming and he is haunted by questions, which already appear to be answered in the affirmative: 



Taking Fog to Nantucket

196

‘Am I simply an emotionally unstable person who drinks to ease my problems? Will I always return 
to drinking because I am so weak and psychologically sick?’ When his problems persist, the sober 
alcoholic is frustrated and afraid. He may very well believe that he was better off when he was drinking, 
for alcohol always seemed to ease his problems. These persistent problems are not caused by any 
inherent psychological flaws or emotional weaknesses, but by the physical disease itself. The depression 
and anxiety are actually long-term (or protracted) withdrawal symptoms, and they indicate that the 
cells are still suffering from the damage caused by alcohol. The healing process is not automatically 
completed when the alcoholic stops drinking. Alcohol has created widespread destruction throughout 
the body, and the cells need time to heal.”

They also need help if the healing process is to be rapid and complete. Most people are ignorant of 
this FACT! A word of advice to anyone who wants to help an alcoholic: don’t hurt a sick person while 
they are in this stage. Most family members say that they are supportive, and yet, when the sick and 
suffering person needs help the most, family and others tend to back out on their emotional support, if 
there was any there to begin with, and say and do things that are cruel, especially to the alcoholic who 
is as confused and sad about his or her situation as anyone, and in most cases doing the right thing. If 
you are not going to help an alcoholic, don’t hurt one. The major causes of the protracted withdrawal 
syndrome are malnutrition, hypoglycemia, autonomic nervous system dysfunctions, cortical atrophy, 
and brain amine depletion. Each of these physiological abnormalities needs to be understood in the 
context of alcoholism.
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Malnutrition

“Malnutrition plays a large part in all of this pain. All alcoholics are malnourished to some extent 
because excessive alcohol intake interferes with the body’s ability to absorb and use various nutrients 
regardless of what the alcoholic has been eating. The cells, of course, are dependent on an adequate 
supply of nutrients to perform their everyday functions, heal themselves, and create new cells. Alcohol’s 
massive assault on the structure and functioning of the alcoholic’s cells cannot be reversed just by 
removing alcohol from the body—abstinence alone does not make malnourished cells healthy again. 
The cells need vitamins, minerals, amino acids, proteins, fats, carbohydrates, and they need them 
in therapeutic amounts and proportions. Without an adequate supply of these nutrients, the cells 
cannot get on with the long process of repairing the damage done by excessive drinking.”

I had no idea this was of paramount importance. Most rehabilitation centers, the few that are left, 
do not stress the importance of diet enough in the recovery equation. There was a lecture at Betty Ford, 
designed food at Harmony, and a mention of it in half a dozen others. Most recovering alcoholics 
do not even know that they are suffering from nutritional damage, and even if informed about 
their condition, they probably do not realize that a balanced diet and nutritional supplements 
will help them make a rapid and complete recovery. As discussed above, they are more likely 
to suppose that their physiological distress is caused by psychological problems—a misconception 
widely shared by society and by most therapists as well. Another aspect of malnutrition is chronic 
low blood sugar or hypoglycemia—commonly overlooked by professionals. This condition, which is 
prevalent in both early and late stage alcoholics, is usually caused by diseases or disorders in the liver or 
endocrine glands which affect the body’s ability to store and release blood sugar or glucose. Alcoholics 
have various malfunctions in liver enzyme activities, which may result in a decreased ability to convert 
glycogen into glucose. A malfunction in the activity of the endocrine glands may also be involved.

Another area in which the healing process is slowed or blocked if malnutrition is not addressed 
is the central nervous system—also damaged from alcohol. This includes autonomic nervous system 
dysfunction, cortical atrophy, and brain amine depletion. Large amounts of alcohol taken over a 
prolonged period of time can upset the orderly workings of the ANS, which is responsible for overseeing 
the work of the involuntary glands, the cardiac muscle, and the smooth muscles such as those of the 
digestive system, the respiratory system, and the skin. Particularly during the first months of sobriety, 
the alcoholic may show signs of tremor, excess perspiration, and rapid pulse and heart rates—all signs 
of malfunctioning in the autonomic nervous system. These disturbances are found in lesser degrees 
in an alcoholic abstinent for up to two years, and they lessen further as sobriety lengthens. As in the 
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treatment of hypoglycemia, comprehensive nutritional therapy will promote more rapid healing of 
the ANS and an end to the alcoholic’s continued suffering.

“Approximately half of late-stage alcoholics experience measurable deterioration of function in the 
cortex, the layer of gray matter blanketing the two hemispheres of the brain. The cortex is involved 
in a number of functions, including the major senses of sight, hearing, touch, taste and smell, the 
direction of conscious movements of the body, reasoning, and memory. Damage to one or more of 
this function may be permanent, but most alcoholics with cortical damage will gradually recover 
normal functioning as the period of sobriety lengthens and the body is allowed to heal it. Nutritional 
therapy is once again a crucial element in ensuring improvement and promoting rapid recovery.

In alcoholics, the levels of at least two brain amines—serotonin and nor epinephrine—are 
significantly lower in the protracted withdrawal period, apparently contributing to the alcoholic’s 
continuing depression, anxiety, tension, and irritability. Brain amines are the substances responsible 
for transmitting chemical messages from one brain cell to another and regulating various emotional 
states. The amines usually return to normal activity after several weeks or months of sobriety, although 
insomnia and nightmares may persist for years. A decrease in serotonin, in particular, seems to be at 
least partially responsible for persistent sleep disturbances. Studies have shown a connection between 
decreases in serotonin, insomnia, and disruptions of deep sleep. With comprehensive nutritional 
therapy, however, sleep disturbances are rarely seen after the first weeks of sobriety.”
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Craving

Craving is the overwhelming need for a drink. You have seen it hundreds of times in movies, 
television, radio, or from your family or friends, co-workers, etc., ‘I need a drink’ and this is for the 
alcoholic—”craving”. Like everything else in alcoholism, craving is progressive. During the early 
stages, craving is related to the benefits the alcoholic experiences from drinking—the alcoholic wants 
to drink because drinking makes him feel so good. In the middle stages of the disease, craving becomes 
a need—the alcoholic needs to drink because his cells are physically dependent on alcohol. In the 
deteriorative stages of the disease, the alcoholic drinks more directly for the purpose of relieving the 
psychological and physiological distress of withdrawal. In AA, there exists a saying, “The man takes a 
drink, the drink takes a drink and the drink takes the man.” This was as true for me as anything else. 
I am not sure when I crossed over to a late stage alcoholic, but when I did, probably around 39, it 
was no longer “an event”, but a dreaded necessity. I could not live without booze in my body. This is 
what I needed to tell myself and not beat myself up about it. I was under the direction, physically of 
the alcohol, and the adaptations of my own body, as it had been conditioned to the desired effects of 
alcohol and the consequences physically therein.

Craving has gradually evolved into an overpowering obsession—the alcoholic craves alcohol 
because it is the most effective remedy for the pain he feels when he stops drinking. Early in the 
disease the alcoholic can usually control his craving for alcohol, and since there are so few penalties 
associated with drinking and so many benefits, he feels no need for control. As tolerance increases and 
physical dependence sets in, the alcoholic gradually loses psychological control over his physiological 
need for alcohol. Finally, will power, self-restraint and the ability to say “no” have no power over 
alcoholic craving. The physical need for alcohol overshadows everything else in the alcoholic’s life. It, 
like Maslow’s “hierarchy of needs,” in regard to the human being as a whole, takes over everything—
even breathing.

A great controversy surrounds this experience of craving. Most experts agree that alcoholics 
experience a physical need for alcohol whenever their alcohol intake is delayed during a drinking 
bout. This physical need is caused by the acute withdrawal symptoms—the alcoholic’s great physical 
distress when his BAL starts to drop. In an effort to forestall these painful symptoms, the alcoholic 
keeps on drinking. Disagreement prevails, however, over whether the alcoholic actually needs a drink 
in between drinking bouts, or just thinks he does. Withdrawal symptoms are no longer present, many 
experts insist, and the alcoholic therefore is motivated only by a psychological need or desire to drink 
again. E. M. Jellinek, the renowned author and “authority” on alcoholism, once wrote, “The alcoholic’s 
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continuing complaints seem to be indications of insufficient adaptation on the symbolic level to an 
alcohol-free life.” Jellinek appears to be saying that the alcoholic feels sorry for himself because he 
can no longer drink and that his problems at this point are therefore basically psychological. The 
opposite is true, as it usually is. Most of the alcoholic’s problems are caused by a physiological need 
to relieve these symptoms. The abstinent alcoholic will continue to suffer from protracted withdrawal 
symptoms until the healing process is complete. Without NUTRITION and therapy, the alcoholic 
may never fully recover.

“Loss of Control” is a term that people like to throw around. What does it mean? Usually someone 
who is mad at someone who drinks too much looks at the person, not the problem. To equate the 
disease with the person is simple ignorance. Be that as it may, the alcoholic progressively loses control 
over his drinking, and he no longer is able to restrict it to socially and culturally accepted times 
and places. He often drinks more than he intended, and the drinking continues despite extremely 
punishing consequences. He may drink in the morning, at lunch, in the middle of the night; he may 
drink in the car, the bathroom, the garage, or the closet as well as the tavern. His drinking behavior can 
no longer be disguised as normal or even as heavy drinking. His inability to stop drinking—despite 
his firm resolution that he will stop after one or two—is a striking confirmation that he is physically 
addicted to alcohol.

The alcohol loses control over his drinking because his tolerance decreases and the withdrawal 
symptoms increase. The alcoholic’s tolerance, which was so high in the early stages of the disease, 
begins to decrease because his cells have been damaged and can no longer tolerate large amounts 
of alcohol. While tolerance is lessening, the withdrawal symptoms are increasing in severity. The 
alcoholic is now in the dangerous position of needing a drink because he suffers terribly when he 
stops drinking, but being unable to handle the high levels of alcohol his body needed to relieve the 
symptoms. He has also lost the ability to judge accurately how much alcohol his body can handle. 
As a result, he often overmedicates himself with alcohol, drinking to the point where he either loses 
consciousness or becomes so violently ill that he is forced to stop drinking.

“Loss of control does not happen all of a sudden, nor is it always characterized by the alcoholic’s 
drinking everything in sight. Loss of control occurs gradually and is sometimes evident in the early stages 
of the disease, when the alcoholic occasionally over drinks his tolerance. The effects of overdrinking 
are extremely unpleasant, however, and the early stage alcoholic will make every attempt to drink 
within his tolerance level. At this point in the disease, he is usually able to exert considerable control 
over his drinking and thus can usually avoid the penalties. The middle or late stage alcoholic may start 
drinking in the morning in an attempt to alleviate the tremors in his hands, the queasiness in his belly, 
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and the ache in his head. The first drink works quickly, and the second drink makes him feel almost 
normal. Soon, however, his blood alcohol level begins to descend as the alcohol is gradually broken 
down and eliminated, the acetaldehyde level builds up, and the alcoholic starts feeling jittery again. 
He throws down another drink, and then another, in an attempt to forestall his agitation and anxiety. 
Some alcoholics may never drink in the early morning or never after dinner, but the progression will 
still be there. A drink or two may be “necessary” at lunch.

Lunch may stretch out until mid-afternoon. For the rest of the workday, the alcoholic may sip 
from a bottle hidden in his desk. He may have a drink as soon as he gets home, and his pre-dinner 
drinks may step up in number.” This was my case. I found myself very careful of the number of drinks 
I was drinking, especially when I became aware of the disease. The progression of alcoholism is what 
is happening to the body and its amazing biology. It has nothing to do with moral fiber, will power 
or the state of the union. It is what it is, and the faster one takes action, i.e. putting the plug in the 
jug, the faster the body can recover. The protracted withdrawal cycle is something that should be 
addressed, and diet has a big role to play in that healing.

This cycle of drinking is, in fact, an effort to relieve the impending withdrawal symptoms—
impending doom—and it may go on for some time. It’s a race against time, biological clock, an alcoholic 
biological clock, and alcohol somehow loses its ability to neutralize the increasing ANGUISH. The 
alcoholic is forced to stop drinking because he either passes out or becomes acutely ill. The alcoholic 
who drinks to this extreme has clearly lost control.

The late, deteriorative stage of alcoholism is where I ended up after all of the controlled drinking I 
could muster. There is an interesting quote from Benjamin Parsons, an English clergyman, in “Anti-
Bacchus: An Essay on the Crimes, Diseases, and Other Evils Connected with the Use of Intoxicating 
Drinks, circa 1840”. “Among all sources of disease, alcohol stands preeminent as a destroyer . . . . 
This pestilent principle generally seeks for asylum where it may practice its deadliest deeds in some 
important and vital organ of the body. It sometimes makes the brain more particularly the seat of its 
venom, and victim of its cruelties. At another time, it hides itself in the inmost recess of the heart, 
or coils around it like a serpent; now it fixes on the lungs; now upon the kidneys, upon the liver, the 
bladder, the pancreas, the intestines or the skin. It can agitate the heart until it throbs and bursts, or 
it can reduce pulsation until it becomes impalpable. It can distract the head until the brain sweats 
blood, and horrified reason flies away and leaves the man a maniac or a madman . . . . I never knew a 
person become insane who was not in the habit of taking a portion of alcohol daily.”
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“Once again, although, the distinction between the middle and late stages of alcoholism is somewhat 
arbitrary, it can be identified as that point at which symptoms associated with adaptation to alcohol 
are gradually overcome by symptoms that reflect increasing toxicity and damage to body organs and 
systems. The alcoholic’s tolerance to alcohol is progressively lessening because of cell damage in the 
liver and central nervous system, and his withdrawal symptoms are increasing in severity. The late-
stage alcoholic spends most of his time drinking, since otherwise his agony is excruciating. When most 
people think of an alcoholic, they think of him in this final stage of the disease: destitute, deathly ill, 
mentally confused, and living only for alcohol. Yet his deterioration began long before this last stage, 
in most cases years before any physical damage became apparent. Deterioration, in fact, began in the 
early and middle stages of the disease, when the cells became physically dependent on alcohol, until 
finally there were so many alterations in normal functioning that the disease could no longer remain 
hidden, and emerged full-blown.

During the late stages of alcoholism, the alcoholic’s mental and physical health is seriously 
deteriorated. Damage to vital organs saps the alcoholic’s physical strength; resistance to disease and 
infection is lowered; mental stability is shaken and precarious. The late-stage alcoholic is so ravaged 
by his disease that he cannot even understand that alcohol is destroying him. He is only aware that 
alcohol offers quick and miraculous relief from the constant agony, mental confusion, and emotional 
turmoil. Alcohol, his deadly poison, is also his necessary medicine. If the alcoholic continues to drink, 
alcohol will kill him in one-way or another. Estimates vary, but according to one source, one-third 
of alcoholic deaths are from suicides or accidents such as drowning, fires from passing out with a lit 
cigarette, head injuries from falling, accidental poisoning, or car crashes. Those who survive these 
hazards are destroyed by direct and massive damage to body organs and systems.

It is of interest that only 14 percent of the deaths actually caused by alcoholism are labeled as such. 
Most statistics on deaths caused by alcoholism are based on middle and late-stage alcoholics who show 
some physical deterioration or damage from drinking. The early-stage alcoholic is rarely diagnosed as 
such, and thus with death statistics, the leading cause of death would probably be accidents or suicides 
rather than medical complications. The tragedy of the disease is that most alcoholic’s die before their 
disease is diagnosed, or more importantly, treated with love, unconditional love. Without that, it is 
very hard to recover. Statistics show that causes of death for a group of alcoholics are as such—big 
picture, 67% die of medical consequences and 33% die of other causes, such as suicides, accidents and 
drowning. Of that former percentage, the numbers break down as follows: 30% cardiovascular disease, 
24% Cirrhosis, 14% “general alcoholism”, 15% Upper G1 and Lung Cancer, 10% other causes, and 
7% Pneumonia. As the disease progresses into the final stage, alcohol destroys in a shotgun approach, 
hitting the heart, liver, brain, stomach, lungs, kidneys, and pancreas. The alcoholic dies when one 
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specific organ stops functioning, but every vital organ suffers massive damage. The major medical 
consequences of alcohol drinking include heart failure, liver disease, gastrointestinal disorders, cancer, 
respiratory tract disease, pancreatitis, and malnutrition.

Heart failure is a major cause of death in alcoholism. High levels of alcohol and acetaldehyde 
apparently act directly on the cell membranes in the heart muscle (myocardium), altering their shape 
and functioning. Various enzymes then leak from the cells, cell mitochondria are damaged, and the 
cells are slowly infiltrated with fat. The symptoms of alcoholic cardiomyopathy (disease of the heart 
muscle) are heart palpitations and labored or difficult breathing. Neural and chemical mechanisms 
that regulate the heart may be overcome. Death is commonly caused by cardiac arrhythmia (abnormal 
variations of heart beat), another common condition among untreated alcoholics and a contributor 
to heart failure. Most alcoholic heart problems are reversible, particularly if treated in the early stages. 
Removing alcohol from the body and protecting the alcoholic through the acute withdrawal stage 
are the first priorities. If the heart muscle is extensively damaged, bed rest and dietary control may be 
necessary.

Alcohol also does a number on other organs in the body—the liver being the prime target. The 
body needs fuel to continue functioning, and its major fuel sources are carbohydrates and fat. The 
liver is the major organ for converting these substances into energy. When alcohol is in the body, 
however, the liver has a choice. It can either use alcohol or the fat and carbohydrates for fuel. Because 
alcohol requires less time and effort to oxidize than these other sources of fuel, and the calories 
available from its breakdown provide a rich and potent energy “kick”, the choice is quickly made. The 
liver uses the alcohol as a fuel, the carbohydrates are stored as glycogen or converted to fat, and the 
fat is kept in storage.

Thus, whenever alcohol is in the body, the liver uses it for fuel rather than the more difficult and 
time-consuming fat. This substitution of alcohol for fat as a fuel is not restricted to the alcoholic but, 
in fact, occurs in everyone who drinks a significant amount of alcohol. The non-alcoholic drinker, 
however, usually drinks only for short periods, with relatively long periods of abstention in between. 
When there is no alcohol in the body, the fat is pulled out of storage and converted by the liver into 
energy to fulfill the body’s needs. Alcoholics, on the other hand, keep a fairly constant supply of 
alcohol in the liver, and as a result, fat accumulates.



Taking Fog to Nantucket

204

Cirrhosis

Alcohol contributes to the buildup of fat in the liver in another major and potentially disastrous 
way. Large amounts of alcohol trigger various hormonal discharges, which mobilize the fat stored 
and deposited in other body tissues, and move it toward the liver, which must make room to store it. 
Surplus fat also circulates in the blood stream as triglycerides. As fat accumulates, it begins to crowd 
the highly specialized liver cells, many of which suffocate and die. This condition is termed fatty 
infiltration of the liver. As more and more liver cells are injured, the fat deposits increase causing the 
liver to swell. A healthy liver is normally neatly tucked away behind the rib cage on the right side and 
cannot be felt at all. But as the fat and swelling increase, the inflamed liver can be felt by pressing up 
under the bottom rib. In advanced cases, the swelling can extend down to the pelvis on the right side. 
The typical person with a severe case of alcoholic fatty liver has been drinking heavily for weeks or 
months, has no appetite, and suffers from nausea and jaundice.

In some alcoholics, large numbers of cells are sick and begin to die, and the liver becomes inflamed, 
swollen, and extremely tender. This condition is known as alcoholic hepatitis. The alcoholic with 
hepatitis is nauseated, feverish, jaundiced, and complains of abdominal pain. Both fatty liver and 
hepatitis are reversible with abstinence from alcohol and good nutrition to promote healing. But if 
the alcoholic continues to drink, so many of his liver cells may be destroyed that scar tissue begins 
to form, signifying the condition known as cirrhosis of the liver. Cirrhosis occurs in an estimated 
8% of alcoholics, about seven times as often as non-alcoholic. A cirrhotic liver is a plugged up liver, 
something like a drain that is clogged. Blood cannot flow smoothly through the congested organ; it 
backs up and is gradually saturated with toxic materials. As the poisoned blood flow reaches the brain, 
the cells become poisoned and sick, profoundly affecting the alcoholic’s behavior and emotions. The 
toxic alcoholic is confused, his thought processes jumbled and rambling, memory and judgment 
muddled. Even his balance and equilibrium may be affected.

As the scar tissue in the liver accumulates and ages, it also constricts, choking the blood vessels 
and cutting off the blood supply to the remaining liver cells, which causes further cell death. If the 
alcoholic continues to drink, the combined effects of fatty liver, hepatitis, and cirrhosis have additional 
serious consequences. When the blood can no longer circulate freely through the congested liver, the 
pressure created causes the small blood vessels in the head, face, and chest to rupture, resulting in 
tiny, spider like patterns of broken blood vessels called spider angioma. As the body’s blood vessels 
become constricted, alternate routes to the heart must be found. One route is through the thin-walled 
and delicate veins of the esophagus. The increased blood flow through these veins can cause them to 
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dilate and like a bicycle tire blown up with too much air, rupture and hemorrhage. Bleeding from the 
esophageal vessels (or varices) is evident when the alcoholic vomits up fresh blood. These hemorrhages 
are obviously dangerous and one of the major causes of death of cirrhosis victims.
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Ascites

Ascites is another complication of the pressure created by a cirrhotic liver. Specifically, ascites is a 
symptom of pressure in the lymphatic system. When the pressure grows to great, lymph leaks out of 
the vessels, accumulating in the abdomen, which then swells. Ascites is sometimes mistaken for the 
common and relatively harmless beer belly, but a swollen stomach in a heavy drinker should be a clear 
warning of serious trouble in the liver.

Many other serious and sometimes fatal complications occur as a result of cirrhosis. Because so 
many have its cells are dead or injured, the liver’s ability to detoxify poisons is greatly reduce, and 
potentially dangerous chemicals build up in the blood stream. One of these is ammonia, which can 
cause personality changes, lethargy, coma, and death. Bilirubin is another chemical, which builds up 
in the blood when the liver is plugged up with scar tissue. This orange bile pigment is a breakdown 
product of hemoglobin, and its accumulation causes yellowing of the skin, or jaundice. As liver 
damage progresses, other essential chemical and hormonal substances are produced at a slower rate 
because the liver is simply not functioning normally. Among these is prothrombin, an ingredient 
necessary for clotting blood. As the prothrombin level decreases, the alcoholic may bruise easily 
and bleed excessively from a small cut or scratch. He may have bleeding gums, frequent and severe 
nosebleeds, or bleeding under the skin. If the prothrombin level gets too low, the alcoholic is in 
danger of dying from internal hemorrhage.

Up to the point of scar tissue development, the liver has extraordinary regenerative powers, and 
amazing transformations take place when the liver is given proper food and nutrients, rest and no 
alcohol. The body slowly eliminates the accumulated fatty tissue, the liver rebuilds itself, the blood is 
cleansed of its impurities, and the chemical balance in the brain is gradually restored. If the alcoholic 
continues to drink and if scar tissue begins to form, however, the blood vessels will be gradually 
choked off and the liver cells will sicken and die until the formerly mighty and complex factory of 
the liver is reduced to a decrepit, fragile structure clogged with poisons, wastes, and dead cells and 
incapable of sustaining life.

Gastrointestinal Disorders are part of the downward spiral of the late-stage alcoholic if he continues 
drinking. The stomach is the site of astonishingly powerful chemical reactions, which can reduce 
substances as difficult to digest as fish bones, toothpicks, and gristle to a soft mush, which is then 
easily transported through the small intestines and eliminated from the body. Something has to 
protect the stomach from digesting itself in this process, however, and this role belongs to the mucous 
membrane, which lines the stomach, and to a layer of specialized cells directly beneath the mucous 
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membrane. One of the most important parts of this protective barrier is the cell membrane, which 
contains a layer of fats and proteins tightly cemented together to prevent leakage of digestive juices. 
This multilayered barrier allows the digestive enzymes to do their violent work while protecting the 
soft stomach walls from being dissolved in the process.

In the early and middle stage alcoholic, alcohol sabotages this intricate protective system by 
assaulting the fat and protein layer of the membranes and weakening the tight links between the cells. 
Digestive juices may now leak through the cells and onto the membranes. The lining of the stomach 
may then become seriously inflamed, a condition known as gastritis. Gastritis can be severe enough 
to cause bleeding, and its symptoms include indigestion, bloating, nausea, headache, and abnormal 
increase or decrease in appetite. Ironically,

The best temporary first aid for gastritis is alcohol. Researchers have graphically depicted the 
amazing transformation of a stomach raw and inflamed after a prolonged drinking bout to a “normal” 
stomach after just one or two drinks. Taken in large enough amounts, however, alcohol will once 
again aggravate the inflammation. Ulcers are also very common during the high tolerance phases of 
early and middle-stage alcoholism and less frequent in the late stages of the disease when tolerance 
is lowered. Ulceration corresponds with an increased secretion of hydrochloric acid in the early and 
middle-stage alcoholic. Late-stage alcoholics have lowered levels of hydrochloric acid secretion and 
this only get’s worse the more alcohol is continually pumped into the bloodstream.”

*again, some quotes and all of the scientific information obtained via the fine work done in the 
book, “Under the Influence”, by Dr. Milam. My greatest thanks to you for your work, hopefully it 
will continue to help people world-wide.
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of my fiancée, Patty Marsan, who I consider one of the greatest people I have ever met. Her wisdom 
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To Lynne Delaney, a dear spiritual friend from Brewster on Cape, a big thank you, as I am 
indebted to you for truly healing me when there was little hope left in my heart. Steve Driscoll, 
my “primary care physician”, although he probably would prefer a different title, deserves the same 
sentiments that I just gave Lynne—for the healing that I received from you, cannot be matched in 
this country, or any other, by any physician, MD or otherwise. You are a gentleman and a scholar sir, 
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thank you. To doctors O’Brien, Whaley and Darbyshyre, who helped me realize the degree to which 
I was suffering from PTSD, or post-traumatic stress disorder, what it was, how I had come to have 
this “invisible disease” and how it could be treated. I thank you from the bottom of my heart. The 
importance of facing the “fear”, and going right through it, was highlighted by another gentleman 
that I met along the way, Michael Brown, the author of “The Presence Process”, who was giving a 
seminar at a spiritual center in Yarmouth, (on Cape) called “One Light.” He was giving this talk about 
the healing properties described in his book, a book I would highly recommend to anyone interested 
in healing themselves from whatever may be blocking them from true joy and peace, our true selves. 
Thank you for showing me the way. Along the lines of true selves, I wish to thank my website guy, 
and good friend, Hank Henderson, whose website company “vantagesites” launched my website 
seacapecod.net, and my blog “Michael’s Blog”— that also saved my life. What a great guy, thank 
you Hank! I wish to thank Father’s D’avingon, and especially Father Johnson (Fall River Diocese), 
for their kindness and grace during the most difficult times of my life. I want to thank Romeo, who 
maintains my parish, “Our Lady of the Assumption”, here in Osterville, who gave me friendship 
when I needed it the most. I wish to thank the choir, especially Grace O’Conner and Anna Crebo, 
choir director and organist respectively, who gave me back the gift of music, music that had been 
missing for so long . . . I am eternally grateful to you all for your extreme kindness and love—again, 
all too rare in this world . . .

I would like to thank Keith Olbermann, whose show,”Countdown, with Keith Olbermann”, only 
on Current TV, gave me the courage to see through corruption and injustice, I will forever be in your 
debt. You are a true scholar and gentleman as well, sir, and may the wind always be at your back and 
the sun shining gently on your face.

I want to thank many members of the local AA groups here on Cape Cod, along with Gosnold 
Treatment Center, TSS, NORCAP and all of the counselors at those facilities dealing with alcohol 
and substance abuse every day. They are heroes of mine and get little in the way of recognition or 
compensation. They go all out to help those that often times don’t even know they need help. God 
Bless them all.

I would like to acknowledge and thank Pablo Gonzales, who allowed me to stay in his Dorchester 
artist studio in the middle of February of 2004 for a few weeks, thanking him for his friendship and 
the Bob Dylan concert on my birthday—very apropos. I would like to acknowledge another person 
who also helped me out of the cold, Kelly McCall, and his brother Kevin, who invited me into their 
life when I drifted out to Salt Lake City, Utah. Along with introducing me to the “Sundance Film 
Festival”, Kelly was a true friend whom I was happy to be with as we took his mother to see all of the 
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lights of Salt Lake City during Christmas season—quite a sight indeed. God’s speed Kelly! A special 
acknowledgement to Karin M. from Denver and Boulder— for her Love and gifts of our dogs Jake 
and Duke, a Mastiff and Great Dane— I will never forget you. I’m only sorry that I could not get 
well while living in the great state of Colorado. My best wishes to you, your mom and aunt, who were 
nothing but kind and loving, generous and gracious—God’s speed to you all. I want to thank all of 
the people who loved me, even though I probably did not love you back as well as I should have— 
especially Jill and Luke Duster, Jessica and Chip Donatone, and to Arch Bishop Chapu, of the John 
Paul II Seminary. All wonderful people in their own way, and always a pleasure to be around—God 
Bless you all as well.

I wish to acknowledge my little sister Melissa and all of her heroism, I love her and thank her and 
wish her God’s speed . . . she knows. I wish to thank my little brother Marcus out in Jackson, Wyoming, 
may your snow board ‘shreds’ be long, deep and wide! I wish to acknowledge my own mother and 
father, whom also I love very much. My mother for her bravery, honesty and Love—for always 
making a home wherever we lived, for making me practice my Viola, tending to me when I broke my 
leg and always being straight with me, giving me back all that I am—virtues that were instilled in me 
since before I can remember. I love you mom and I thank you. For my father, my deepest love and 
thanks—always offering Love and kindness, always gentle. Thank you for driving me to Viola lessons 
at the San Francisco Conservatory of Music and paying for a world-class education, via the schools 
in England and the University of Vermont. I thank you. I would like to the University of Vermont, 
the history department and Professor Hutton who showed me my own scholastic gifts, my fraternity 
brothers at Sigma Phi, BSL, and all of the friends I made during my 3 years at that fine institution 
of higher learning—I love you all! I would like to acknowledge my high school(s), Green Mountain 
(Lakewood, CO), Fairview (Boulder, CO), Leigh (San Jose, CA), and American Community School 
(Cobham, England) in the county of Surrey. To all of the friends (Guy Slater, Petra Kamerback and 
Steve Madsen for their humor and great friendships) and teachers I met while there— I wish you all 
the very best and I will not forget any of you. I wish to thank Harlaxton College, near Nottingham 
Forest in the midlands of the U.K., as well as Evanston University, in Evanston, Indiana and all of the 
great friends I met while I was there, with a special hello to Jane Singer and Butler University. Also, 
a thank you to Heather Black, of Stowe, Vermont and Sun Valley, Idaho, whom I reconnected with 
after all of these years . . . your friendship was a big help in getting, as you said, “my family back, 
which was and IS, partly, a big part— YOUR FRIENDS!” My best to you, your husband and your 
daughter Lexi—keep playing that Viola! I also wish to acknowledge, in case they didn’t hear the first 
time, my little brother, Marcus Mosier, in Jackson, Wyoming, who has played an equal part in my 
re-connection to the people I love—I would do anything for that young man, thank you for being 
such a cool little brother, I love you. And to my sister, Melissa, my sincerest thanks for visiting me 
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when I was really sick here on Cape, for your love and for just who you are—a great person who is a 
blessing to know. As well as her wonderful children, my nieces and nephews, all of whom are world 
class people—Amanda, Lucas, Alex, and Christopher— may your light continue to shine as bright 
as the sun, with many years of happiness to come. Also, a thank you to Don, my mother’s husband, 
my step-father, an all around great guy, true “rocket scientist” and caretaker of those afore mentioned 
kids—they could not have a better grandpa.

While on the subject of University of Vermont, a special acknowledgement to Kerri Wolfson, 
and her friends on Chappaquiddick (Martha’s Vineyard), who introduced me, after graduation from 
U.V.M., to the Edgartown Yacht Club and the beauty and splendor of Cape Cod and the island of 
Martha’s Vineyard in particular. If it were not for them, I would not be writing this acknowledgement 
page you are reading right now. Thank you and God bless you all. I also wish to thank Laura Truba, 
and her mother and father, Betty and Jim, whom I loved very much, thanking them for their love and 
kindness when we were married. Thank you for our time together in Michigan and the generosity 
and true Love you gave me in the great town of Essex, Massachusetts. You will be forever in my 
prayers—GO BLUE!

I want to thank Matt Graham, a builder and former roommate on Nantucket when I spent a winter 
on that island in 1998, who offered me true friendship. I would also like to acknowledge John Fallon, 
and his family here in Osterville, for also giving me friendship in 1998—they are great people. Nancy 
Maillet also deserves a thank you as well, for my “rescue”, as I was just not quite ready to take that leap 
into the world of writing on a rock in the middle of winter— 30 miles off the coast of Massachusetts. 
I would also like to acknowledge Hoag Hospital (Newport Beach, CA), Harmony Foundation (Estes 
Park, CO), Cottonwood (Tucson, AZ), and Charlie Street in Costa Mesa, California whose plaque 
in the Spartan dining room inspired me so many moons ago—it reads, “Grateful people are happy 
people, those who aren’t, aren’t.” A special thank you to the Pine Street Inn (Boston), Jesus Saves 
(Denver), Father Bill’s (Quincy) and the homeless shelter in Salt Lake City, who offered me warmth, 
something to eat and a shelter from the coldest, darkest winters.

Finally, I want to thank some people that are not with us any longer on this earthly plane. I want 
to first thank my Grandmother Mosier, who has always been in my life, but more importantly was 
paramount to my re-connecting to who I really am via the written word. I began writing her religiously, 
so to speak, while she was being cared for at “Little Sisters of the Poor” in San Pedro, California. Her 
kindness and love showed me the way and I will never forget the goodness and greatness of the nuns 
who cared and loved her until she passed away at the age of 104. I love you grandma! I want to thank 
my grandfather Oddie Aakre, and Grandma Aakre!, who also passed away recently. His love and 
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kindness was unmatched and I will never forget the fishing trips we took from his home that he shared 
with my other grandmother, Grandma Aakre, whom I loved as much as anyone I have ever known, in 
Colorado Springs, a place we visited often in my youth. My first Rainbow Trout was on one of those 
special trips that were instrumental in seeing me through the toughest times of my life—I love you 
Grandpa! To my other Grandpa, who also hailed from Colorado, Chet Ball, I know you are with me, 
even though I can’t give you a hug—yet, I love you too! And to my father’s father, Grandpa Mosier, 
whom I did not know, but did and do, I want to thank you. For the love you gave my father, was 
passed on to me, and I will always honor that love, until I pass from this earthly plane . . .

There are so many people that I have failed to mention, but know this— that everyone who 
touched my heart, I will be forever remember you and feel richer for knowing you. For that is what 
I have discovered in this odyssey, it was never about getting the love “out there”, but discovering the 
love within myself that I could now give to the world freely— without any commercial interruptions. 
By discovering this, I found that by giving Love, I actually received Love. The Love that I was looking 
for was really within me all along. Thank you all and may God always bless you and yours, now and 
forever. Peace~ M

May there be peace on earth, and let it begin with me.
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