CHAPTER 11 
CHERRY BLOSSOM 


	The cat was out of the bag, as the saying goes.  
Jill’s sisters, Anne and Layla, were in town for the Thanksgiving holiday that terrible year of 2002. It was the year Eddie left and the year Grandma Marlene had died. Jill was not only penniless, but months behind in her bills, on the verge of having the utilities shut off, and living hand to mouth to buy the opiates she needed each day to avoid getting sick. Her younger sister, Layla, had her own story about painkiller addiction. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Jill, the middle child, recalled Thanksgiving the previous year. She remembered feeling like her aching eyeballs might drip right out of her skull, following the endless rainstorm of infinite tears – like the 40 days and nights of torrential rain in Noah’s tale.  A person like Jill could cry and not stop her whole lifetime, as if God’s wrath was upon her, too. What would happen to her eyes after 40 days or 40 years? Would they pop out of her head from all that pressure? Jill was certain that if a god did exist at all – he hated her. And she had no idea why, or if she could even understand such reasons, and it was not of much importance to her anyway. Playing guessing games with images in her mind was the last thing she needed to do. Having had a mental illness made her even more skeptical about religious beliefs, and anything coming from “God.” Jill knew that a person’s own mind could be his or her worst enemy.
She sat on the front steps of her mother’s house that November of 2001, her head buried in her folded arms, trying to cope with the insufferable discomfort, and hating Eddie for his abusive and disrespectful treatment. Eddie had a way about him, not to mention an ugly tone of voice that made her want to kill him. Anne had come out to help. She hugged Jill, and told her that she loved her, and didn’t want to lose her in any way possible; but nothing could make the extreme, restless agitation subside: not even sisterly love.
Layla came out shortly after Anne went back into the house.  Jill confided her current marital problems, explained what a bastard Eddie was, and why, (which she’d also done with Anne), but with Layla, she also admitted to going through codeine withdrawal.  
Jill knew from some of Layla’s past remarks and bits of talk here and there, that her younger sister had also had a problem with “hard drugs,” so Jill felt safer telling her about it than anyone else.  
	“That sucks,” Laya said.  “Codeine withdrawal sucks.”  
	Statements of empathy didn’t lessen the pain she was feeling.  That was the nature of the beast: only an opiate fix could solve her problem.  
But Jill had gained Layla’s trust, and her younger sister began telling her about her own problems with opiates, specifically heroin.  
Jill was envious that her sister had “home delivery” in NYC.  But her heroin connection suddenly, inexplicably disappeared.  She never found out what happened to the guy.  But she’d gone through withdrawal on her own, and somehow survived.  The one thing she was grateful for during her ordeal, was finding a fat little bag of dope between the books in her bookcase, where she hid her cache.  On a number of occasions, Layla spoke excitedly about finding it; it was a virtual miracle. Jill fantasized about a similar stroke of luck. But searching every nook and cranny in the house was no fun, ultimately unproductive and disappointing, not to mention frustrating. Like Jill, Layla hadn’t used intravenously.
Despite the weeks of snakes, bugs, insects and arachnids crawling through the cracks in the walls and ceilings, shivering in three nightgowns and a quilt in 90-degree heat, and having to move into the bathroom of her NYC apartment, Layla continued to flirt with painkillers, but in a somewhat wiser, more controlled way.  She still encountered problems and suffered the consequences.  Opiates had no mercy.  Still, somehow it seemed as though withdrawal was easier to tolerate for Layla, and she’d gone through it many more times than Jill had.  Jill simply could not cut it.
Eventually, Layla’s heroin use became limited to special occasions, which tended to be three or four times a year, at most.  She claimed that the drug was turning her into a maniac, a real freak: she began acting crazy, weird, and wild, and not only that, she claimed it shut down all her bodily functions: that she couldn’t eat, piss, shit, come, or menstruate when she used dope.  
For Layla, using heroin had reached the point where she had no choice but to stop.  There were no longer any pros, just a long list of sickening cons.
She had a doctor in NYC who was aware of her habit, and prescribed Darvon and Valium. When she did have to endure withdrawal symptoms, she’d arrange it around her sleeping hours, or take enough Valium to knock herself out for a few days.  Jill, having a child at home, had no such options.   
Layla continued to use for years before finally giving up opiate drugs. She eventually used only pills, not heroin, and this included Methadone pills that Jill obtained on the street, and stupidly, regrettably, provided for her sister, and caused her a terrible withdrawal ordeal. Jill was angry with herself for having done that to her sister, even though she was only giving Layla what she wanted. Jill believed her actions were wrong.
But in the end, Layla was taking only antidepressants, and claimed that those helped her feel better, as much as all the other shit had. Jill wasn’t sure if Layla was being completely honest. Jill’s antidepressants never made her feel any better.  Was Layla telling the truth? Jill recalled getting lots of lengthy explanations from Layla about why she stopped, and this made her older sister suspicious: Jill knew from the past that Layla was often lying when she tended to over-explain.
Perhaps her little sister just didn’t want any more involvement with Jill (especially after the Meth), when it came to “alternative music,” their code word. Layla might have had several reasons to lie. Perhaps she was afraid of their mother finding out, since Eddie had a big mouth, and had ratted Layla out to Eve, as well as Jill, on a few occasions, since Eddie was such a mean old bastard.  
Eddie always had something against Layla - he thought of her as Eve’s Little Princess, who got all the affection and love from the mother, while Jill was starved for attention.  That’s the way Eddie saw it.  He liked Anne, but not Layla.   
According to Philip, giving up opiates was extremely difficult, and the prognosis for anyone was poor. Philip suggested that Layla wasn’t entirely honest, and Philip knew lots and lots of cases, thought at Methadone clinics, that’s where the failures generally are. Jill didn’t know what to think.
In Buffalo, there was no doctor anywhere, outside of the Methadone clinics, where you could have opiate drugs prescribed on an outpatient basis, for the intention of helping regulate a drug problem. If you didn’t have a broken back, spine, or other injury causing chronic, severe pain, the alternatives were few and far between. According to Stanley, Carmine had been in numerous car accidents, and had hip and knee replacements.  If so, he was taking full advantage of it.  It seemed that Carmine had doctor’s appointments almost every day and spent a lot of time in pharmacies.
Opiates could be purchased via the internet, but when Jill compared the prices to the cost of the same pills locally on the street, it was ridiculous. She wasn’t willing, or even capable of paying three times the street value, as well as risking an un-trustworthy seller, getting ripped-off, having a customs seizure, or possible arrest, and her name on record somewhere as having bought drugs online.  
She actually did buy Xanax on the internet twice - pills from India that were fairly-priced and securely packaged, but thanks to Eddie, it turned into charity work for Stan and Jack, so Jill didn’t benefit much from her purchases.  
Jill had provided Layla with a web site where she could buy codeine pills, and her sister had used it quite often for a long time.
Eve knew little about Layla’s drug history. But now their mother had plenty of knowledge about Jill. She didn’t commend her middle daughter for being the pillar of strength she once did, now that her “crutch” was exposed. No more marveling about how powerful she was, how she’d crushed her spouse in the marital war. Even though Jill did.
Even though she “won,” it was hard to see it that way.  She didn’t feel like a winner.  She was hurt and didn’t think the wound would ever heal. One thing was for certain: the situation could never return to what it once had been. Her mind, or heart, was scarred. At first it seemed like there was the “old Eddie” and the “new Eddie.”  
Later she realized that she simply would never have the same love for the man again. That was an impossibility.  And that’s what she lost - her love for him. The “old Eddie” never was.
Anyway, thinking of the “old Eddie” as being “dead” or having died, was a valid way to look at it. The old Eddie was a lie, a poser.
As time passed, she became glad when she recalled dragging his heart through the dirt, making him cry, making him suffer. He deserved it, every bit of it. It was what he asked for.  His dramatic walk out the door and not coming back had backfired. In a year, his money and all his fun and friends were gone.  
It was the beginning, for Eddie, of pain. And Jill would not be there for him anymore. No woman he’d treated that way would ever want to help him. Other women would have done much worse than Jill did - some would have let him sleep in a ditch or driven him to the City Mission - or given him change for the bus instead. Or just kicked his butt out and told him to walk.  
Jill remembered Cherry Blossom West, a psychiatric hospital she’d spent time in at age fourteen, having been sent by a quack psychiatrist who was perhaps crazier than she was at the time.  
Cherry Blossom East was a drug rehab center out in the Styx. The place had faced near-bankruptcy time and time again, but was kept alive by one man single-handedly, Judge Russell.  He routinely sentenced people to 30 days of rehab at Cherry Blossom, following their jail terms.  
Jill was signing herself in voluntarily.  She wasn’t going to spend a month; only 4 to 5 days for detoxification.  County Hospital was an alternative, but based on past recollections, Jill believed Cherry Blossom was likely the better choice.  
Maybe at County they’d recall her being a mental patient, even though it was more than a decade ago, and they’d tie her in restraints the moment they saw her face.
For cocaine abuse, which Jill thought might be a more insidious and harder habit to beat (although there were supposedly no physical withdrawal symptoms, just intense psychological cravings), the detox period ranged from 1 day to more than a week. It was usually a shorter length of time than for opiate drugs.
Jill just wanted a new start, a chance to begin again and make up for all the mistakes she made, and Cherry Blossom promised to give her that.       
	Cherry Blossom West was on Delaware Avenue not far from where she lived. She parked her car in the rear lot.  
Since Jill had health insurance in addition to Medicaid, it was difficult for her to get through the admissions process. She was feeling worse by the minute. But she told the nurse that she was already half-detoxed, and the woman responded, “Oh, no, that’s not good.”
	“Not really,” Jill said. “I’m so sick I could throw up.  I feel like I’m gonna die.” She said it like she meant it, and she did.
	Phone calls were made, coffee breaks and lunch breaks were taken, and Jill paced up and down the long hallway, waiting for the verdict: she imagined the King of Cherry Blossom, weighing it out, sitting on his throne at the headquarters of an unknown location, with receptionists, nurses, and higher officials briefing him, having some small influence on Jill’s behalf. She had no idea what was going on. Were they going to turn her away because she didn’t appear poverty-stricken enough? Jill was nowhere close to middle-class or upper-class – not since she’d left home at nineteen. She never had any substantial amount of money of her own.   
Another hour passed.  
‘If I could buy some drugs on the street around here, I’ll walk out of this worthless joint right now.  Fuck them,’ she thought, moving her lips, attempting to comfort herself.  She wanted a tranquilizer and wished she hadn’t left her bottle of Ativan at home. But she did, so that the pills wouldn’t be confiscated.
	Finally, the nurse had good news.  
“The van is coming soon to pick you up,” she said. “It’s okay, they’ll admit you.”
	“Is it 100% certain?” Jill asked.  She didn’t believe it was, but the nurse would not confirm.  
‘Maybe they’ll kick me out when I get there,” Jill added.  She had a way of expecting the worst of all outcomes, because that’s often what she got, and she wanted to be prepared.
	The driver walked in and told Jill he was ready to go.  He threw her suitcase in the rear storage area of the van, and she climbed in the back seat. She was allowed to smoke in the van.  The ride calmed her. She liked the notion of leaving her life behind and heading towards an unknown future.  If only it was somehow for real, and she’d never have to return to her old life…  
	She managed to avoid thinking about James for a while, but now she knew she was going to miss him, and the guilt and remorse was driving her to tears. She wondered if her little boy would ever forgive his mom.  
It was of some concern to her that neither of her sisters ever had kids of their own, and her mother would be going to work every day. Would they be competent taking care of her son?  Jill didn’t trust anyone other than herself to fill her motherhood role. Images of disasters preyed on her mind.  Feelings of relief and anxiety were intermingled, and the weight was heavy on her chest. There was pressure behind her eyes, of tears welling up and receding again. She looked out the window to clear her mind of the intense clutter. She loved the brisk autumn air.   
	Once Jill arrived at Cherry Blossom East, she didn’t have to wait long to receive attention. A big “bruiser,” a large woman with tattoos on her forearms, wearing a lab coat, told her to urinate in a cup, and supervised her in the bathroom to make sure she hadn’t smuggled in her own concoction.  
The results of the test were produced quickly. Jill overheard the supervising nurse on the phone, reciting the new patient’s prescription.
	“Methadone, twenty-five milligrams. Ten milligrams of Valium every four hours as needed.” Jill smiled. It sounded as if she’d be getting the maximum.
	The head nurse, Charlotte, called her in.  
	“What did the urine test show?” Jill asked, upon entering the room.
	“Just what we expected,” she replied abruptly.
	Jill was silent for a long, drawn-out moment.  
“Opiates and Benzodiazepines,” Charlotte said, giving in and answering her question.
Charlotte had Jill sign an agreement that she would put forth her best effort not to abuse caffeine: coffee, it referred to, generally.
The place started to seem like a prison. Charlotte explained the rules to Jill. Jill listened patiently and asked a question or two about policy. When the nurse said something about “a courteous, professional manner,” Jill interpreted it to mean that the patients were obligated to be considerate and un-aggressive towards the staff.”  	
While Charlotte read, Jill saw in her eyes a glisten of 
intelligence. She explained that it was the other way around; that the staff must behave courteously and in a professional manner towards the patients. Jill never heard such a rule at any of the psychiatric hospitals she’d had the misfortune of residing in, and knew it was a much-need practice in those places. She wondered if something like that would ever be added to the “Patient’s Bill of Rights” at the Big Four WNY nuthouses: Buffalo General, ECMC, and the Buffalo Psychiatric Center (“The Big House.”) The fourth was Cherry Blossom West, but she didn’t know if it differed much from East.  
‘Even if it was on the list of rights,’ Jill decided, ‘none of the staff would pay attention to it anyway. Perhaps it was already a patient’s “right,” a courtesy which was never observed.
Cherry Blossom West, a private hospital, was by far the best of the four major mental hospitals in the area. Humane treatment was of extreme importance, a fact that was demonstratively clear in its absence, which could be seen at the other three meat markets. But Jill couldn’t really make any judgments about Cherry Blossom West, since she hadn’t been there since she was fourteen or fifteen.  
Here at Cherry Blossom East, Jill would have to be strip-searched. The nurse let her go behind a barrier and keep herself half-covered. She watched Charlotte turn one sock inside out, then the other. She checked all her pockets and looked in her shoes. She turned everything inside out and upside down.  
She wanted to see any scars or tattoos.  Jill had a poorly-made India ink tattoo of a cross on her middle finger from her adolescent days, and another, better tattoo on her shoulder that Eddie had bought her for her birthday when she was thirty-six. Jill also had a butterfly tattoo on her wrist, like Janis Joplin, and a “heartbreaker” tattoo on her chest, too low to be seen above a shirt collar.  
She’d later acquired a dog’s head to the left with a wolf’s head to the right, on her other shoulder, and beneath that the Libra scales of justice, with one scale way up and the other way down, to show the lack of justice Jill perceived in the world.  Using her body as a canvass was something she planned to do more of: getting tattooed was addictive. She had no interest in piercing. To her, that was an unnecessary pain ritual. 
She showed Charlotte what scars she had. There were so many small ones that Charlotte told Jill to stop pointing them out by the time she’d gotten to about half of them, and Jill noticed that she didn’t write anything down. Jill hoped she wouldn’t; she didn’t want any form of permanent identification on record.  The joke was that there must’ve been hundreds of file folders on Jill; so many, that trying to limit the information in them was a ridiculous and impossible task. But no one had ever seen her tattoos and scars before.
Years ago, Jill tried to destroy all traces of her past by tearing up and burning the writing she did, pictures she’d drawn, and photographs of herself. The times she was schizophrenic, eliminating all evidence of her existence had been standard procedure.  She had some regrets about this. There were photos she wished she hadn’t thrown away.
	One difference between Cherry Blossom and jail, Jill thought, was that in prison they would go up your orifices looking for drugs and weapons. Here, that would be the way to smuggle stuff in. A nurse admitted this fact at one of the group meetings.  Jill knew something else that this nurse didn’t mention: that the best or second-best way to get drugs into the place was to have a visitor smuggle it in.  
Smoke from crack cocaine (“ready rock”) was often in the laundry room, and occasionally in the women’s lavatory. The staff knew about this.  Jill once noticed the sweet smell outdoors behind the main building. There was no fragrance in the world like it. It made Jill crave coke, which she sometimes did, but wasn’t so compelled that she’d act on it.  It was under control.   
People had sex in the laundry room, an activity that was also prohibited at Cherry Blossom. Statistically, the disease Buffalo drug addicts were afflicted with most was hepatitis B, but at Cherry Blossom alone, the most prevalent, contagious disease was genital warts.
One could accomplish just about anything, if he or she was sufficiently determined, creative, and resourceful enough.  Straws and containers like bottles and cans were stolen and used for smoking crack, and heroin was cooked on the foil lids from juice containers. The patients were always a step ahead of the staff.     
A resident’s son gave his mother a candy bar, and the staff became hysterical. Everyone was talking about it. It was an innocent chocolate bar, but a potential means of bringing in illegal substances that could harm or ruin someone’s detox.  According to a staff member, “Someone could’ve injected drugs into the candy bar with a needle.”
There were patients who’d been off their “drug of choice” for 
ten or more years, and then relapsed. Most of the residents were court-ordered to be there, and many had been admitted for the tenth or fifteenth time.  
But Jill did hear something hopeful and positive from one of the patients on her first day: “Relapsing is part of getting well.”  This made Jill feel better. All she’d gone through, and everything she’d go through, was a lifelong process that could be considered “moving forward.”
When Eddie was in Cherry Blossom, his roommate was a 
black man in his early thirties who’d been in a Jersey jail for 17 years. A girl arrived during Jill’s stay who did an 8-year sentence in Albion. C.B.E. was an interesting place, and considerably different from the psych hospitals Jill had frequented up until thirteen years ago. Anyone mentally ill was shipped from East to West, as soon as the insanity was discovered.  
A young man ran around the halls naked and said that God commanded him to do so.  He was immediately transferred to Cherry Blossom West.  “That was a strange request from God,” the nurse telling the story commented.  The few people in the room laughed.
	Jill made the mistake of telling “the greeter,” another resident, that she was Eddie’s wife. Jill didn’t know that “greeting newcomers” was the woman’s job; she’d thought she was an especially friendly person who she could confide in. The greeter instantly set out to the task of informing every single person on both floors.    
Eddie had just left Cherry Blossom, and Jill found out that he’d been the most popular person at the place, having been elected chairman by his peers the week before he left. Jill stressed that he was her “ex.” No one would stop talking about it, and Jill found it hard to tolerate. For her entire stay, she was known as “Eddie’s wife.”  
“Don’t forget to say that ex!” someone said.  
Jill stopped saying it, and just said “husband” once she realized it had become so obvious.
People would say, “Give Eddie another chance,” and “Eddie says he loves you and wants to come home to you,” without ever hearing Jill’s perspective.  
Not only did she have to bear being known as “Eddie’s wife,” but she had to put up with those who sympathized with him – liar and bullshit artist that he was. No one seemed interested in her side of the story, so she divulged little if any of it to anyone.
	In the beginning, Jill was glad to learn some things about her deadbeat ex, such as how much money he’d blown.  But the residents were smart and knew not to divulge information about Eddie to her, breaking his confidentiality. In another hospital, such as a psych ward, Jill could have gotten away with tons of information. If she ever returned, she’d do it right, and have her own identity, rather than a piece of someone else’s. She’d gone in too soon after Eddie had left.  She never should have told anyone she was his wife.  
One story she heard about Eddie was from a dark man in his mid-thirties. He said “Eddie was funny.” He said he always slept in the nude, and he woke in the middle of the night once and walked down the hall to the men’s room.  A nurse demanded to know what he was doing. “’I’m taking a piss,’” he said.  
Everyone laughed.  
From then on, Eddie wore shorts to bed.  Jill recalled bringing them to the front desk at West, to be delivered to Eddie via the hospital’s shuttle van.
	Eddie had spent in excess of thirty days at Cherry Blossom.  He didn’t think highly of the counselors; he said they all thought they knew everything. He only liked one of the staff, a Puerto Rican named Jesus, whose job seemed to consist of nothing more than walking around the hallways all day. He and Jill had never spoken, except for the day Jill left. He said, “Tell Eddie to call me.  I might have a place where he can stay.” Jill relayed the message, but Eddie never called him back.
Jill complained to her counselor, Robin, about all the 
religious goings-on. She’d find herself participating in chants, discussions in cryptic messages and catch-phrase philosophies, hand-holding and prancing around in circles, dancing in the lounge - activities she didn’t understand or particularly care about. She just wanted to be detoxed, make up for her mistakes, and move on. She didn’t think religion should be mixed with medicine.  
“Take what you want from it and disregard the rest,” Robin advised.  
Jill could have thought of that herself. She wanted Robin to explain what it all meant - at least something just to summarize Cherry Blossom’s philosophy, so she could understand what all the shit was about that she was doing.
	Jill told her that she called her doctor’s office to ask for help with her addiction. The nurse on the phone acted as if it was no big deal and didn’t even make a note or mention it to the doctor.
“They don’t know,” the counselor said. “They really don’t know.”
Jill had read on the internet that withdrawal symptoms from heroin included fever, seizures, coma, and death. Doctors should therefore know about it.
Every time the nurses asked Jill about her withdrawal symptoms, instead of telling them about physical problems, she’d talk about how she’d cry and cry. She wasn’t thinking about the days she had vomiting, diarrhea, restlessness and kicking, sneezing attacks, and a general feeling like hell. She would affirm the symptoms when the nurses recited them. She didn’t believe mind and body were separable, so she never tried to make distinctions between the two. Tearfulness was considered a mental or emotional symptom by the nurses, not physical.  Heroin use itself caused people to cry for little reason, Jill knew, so she labeled it a symptom.
When she bawled her eyes raw on the hallway payphone, talking with Jimmy and asking his forgiveness, the nurses ignored this, even though patients kept pointing it out. It was Jill’s primary symptom, and the nurses were careful not to say anything about it.
Jill tried to explain to Jimmy why he couldn’t be with her at Cherry Blossom, and how she wished he was sixteen so he could come and visit her. She said she was in the hospital because of her health, or due to “problems,” and that she had to “go to the doctor’s room.”  
The boy was angry about her spending time with the doctor instead of him. She tried to explain that what she was doing was best for both of them. A child his age couldn’t understand.  And maybe it was better that way, Jill thought. She was afraid that when he grew older he’d hate her for what she’d done, including abandoning him for these four or five days.  
Jill feared the day he might think his mom was a “bad person,” or that she’d done “bad things.” There would be the stigma, and the illegal aspects to deal with and talk about, and resolve. But Jill had faith in James. He was her beautiful, brilliant boy. She would always do her utmost to keep communication with him open. That, she believed, was the most important thing. But she knew it wasn’t always going to be easy.
A black girl told Jill that she “still had her kids,” but knew women who had their children taken away “just for doing drugs.”  Jill didn’t think that was fair or even rational.  
A girl she’d gone to school with, Barbie, who was super feminine, had become a marijuana addict. It was to the extent that her “friends” became more like “foot-soldiers,” enlisted by her to obtain her daily rations of pot. Perhaps Barbie couldn’t really help that, her addiction was so powerful.  
“Give me a buzz! Literally!” she’d laugh, when she wanted someone to call her on the phone and obtain marijuana for her.
It was the 1990’s, and Jill had given up illicit drug use, with few exceptions, for nearly ten years.  She never touched reefer or weed; the only pot-smoke she inhaled was secondhand.  Barbie had three children who were her greatest joy; motherhood seemed to be her calling in life, and Jill considered her the best mother in the world, the best mom she ever knew. Her parenting skills never ceased to impress Jill.  
By now, maybe she had four or even five kids, Jill thought.  The notion never crossed her mind that Barbie’s children could be taken away; that would have been tragic and absurd to Jill. 
There was another girl Jill knew, in a slightly different situation. She lived in the projects, where poverty was widespread, and frustration sometimes led to crime. This girl also seemed, to Jill, to be an excellent mother. She put the kids to bed early at night, and then the partying began. The children often came back down the stairs, and the alcohol, cigarette, and pot smoke filled the lower half the house. Too much wildness, Jill saw. But she still believed the woman was too good a mother for her kids to be taken away. The children would suffer the most.
Jill mentally compared Rick’s “wife” Buffy, who had had four 
kids. This was the example Jill understood least.  Buffy’s first husband, Marty, had a decent job and she depended on him to support the family. He became a crack addict. Jill never learned who he was or what became of him. Buffy was so poor she had to steal, and she was taking drugs herself; it must have eased the pain of a broken family and shattered life. She’d been repeatedly sent to jail, and all of her children were placed in foster homes.  
Poverty was wicked. Buffy’s life was a tragedy.  All the people within this drug subculture, as well as those in mental health, carried tragedies within them, weighing on them like cinder blocks, sapping their life’s energy.
‘The world is such a horrible, tragic place,’ Jill decided, ‘that you can’t possibly take it seriously. If you did, you may as well put a bullet in your brain.’  
‘You have to laugh at the horrors as if they’re some sick jokes that evil, god-like spirits are creating to toy with us.  They laugh at our tragedies and suffering like cats enjoy torturing mice.  It sure makes more sense than a loving, spoiling God, to me.’ Jill mused. ‘Who could ever believe something like that? I don’t know anyone living a blessed life,’ Jill thought, though she knew some people did – though nobody who’d ever waste his time with her.  
She recalled all the young children with cancer, and the poor mothers who took them to the hospitals each day, mothers who had four other kids. ‘How could a person live under those circumstances? How can you survive if you’re just thinking about these things too much of the time… Why do people just assume that life is preferable to death anyhow?’
	Jill thought about Jake. He held onto his depression like his walking stick.  “Tunnel vision” was his favorite word, and every time Jill saw him his problems were further and further unveiled, and the unwrapping of layers had no end in sight.  No light at the end of Jake’s tunnel. Was something at the root of it all? Could it ever be dug up, if there was some kind of core, root, or origin?  Or was Jake just plagued by an endless sadness that had no rhyme or reason, just his current, joyless circumstances?
He praised the clinic for “free drugs,” and on the other hand, complained that they were deliberately shorting his dose: one of the dispensing nurses, he claimed, had a junkie husband, and was stealing for him. Anything positive had its flip side. Jake tried to see the good but was constantly discouraged and disappointed. That was his pattern, his style and personality - the way he experienced life.  
Something foul or wicked always lay beneath the surface in Jake’s world. His daily ordeals seemed to amount to irrelevant details.  Jake would probably live and die, never understanding himself, never really having lived, never finding those truths he desperately needed. He tried religion, but Jill saw those efforts as way off-track. Jake was confused and didn’t know where to look for answers. Who did?
It was as if this was the state of everybody she knew, 
everywhere in the city, the country, maybe even the world. Jill patronized the low places. Her friends were lower-class people.  She didn’t know the high life, the good life - people who had their shit together. Maybe Jill needed to see this missing part of the world, to feel better or more optimistic.   
But Jill knew that friends of her mom’s, and everyone was screwed-up, she saw, even those with money and no vices or addictions, no psychoses or other forms of insanity. Society - America - was crazy, perhaps, and no one normal could be sane.  
Jill was one of the sanest people she knew, and she’d gone through much internal warfare to accomplish so much. It wasn’t worth it. The price for survival became higher and higher, and she’d spent almost all the energy she had to keep sane and alive.
 Drugs helped to make a person feel better. The reasons people resorted to chemically-induced states was harder to address and treat, than it was to take peoples’ kids, lock them up, or keep them under constant surveillance.  People simply didn’t care.  And why should they?  No one cared about them.  If you didn’t care about yourself, you were lost.  
And so often, it seemed to Jill, economic reasons were behind each door. “Always accept an economic reason over a psychological one,” a professor had said.  That was America - money was valued more than humanity. People enjoyed a degree of prosperity, compared to other nations: the vast majority in the U.S. didn’t starve - at least the level of starvation wasn’t even close to what it was in other, poorer countries. But the cost to human beings was immeasurable. Human life was dispensable; it had little value.
The present solution for Jill’s addiction was “wearing handcuffs.” In the beginning, the “handcuffs” saved her. But now that she’d been patronizing the clinic for two years, seven days a week, with little hope of ever getting off Methadone, it was as if the cure was worse than the original problem. Did she make a mistake? She thought back to the detox she had tried. Could it have worked? Maybe she should have tried it again before the last resort. 
She recalled the job she’d obtained at Cherry Blossom. She was supposed to wake people at 6:00 AM.  For three days straight she knocked on all the doors on time, but after that she began sleeping too late to carry out the task. No one seemed to notice, and no one ever complained. She’d been proud about having a job, and now that pride was gone, replaced by the shame of having failed.
Just like at the psychiatric hospitals, people in rehab were friendly, and making friends was easy. Jill learned a lot from these people (as long as it wasn’t about Eddie) and heard a lot of stories. There was an old man who’d been an opiate addict for forty-something years. He had a long history on and off drugs.  If only the years of using were counted, Jill guessed it would have added up to more than twenty. He never used the needle.  He was afraid.
He told Jill that the nurse at the window harassed him whenever he asked for Valium. She’d ask what his symptoms were and why he needed it. “Because we’re fucking junkies, you stupid bitch!” he said.
That was the funniest thing Jill had heard in a long time.  The nurse always asked her, too, why she wanted the Valium, and she kept forgetting to have an answer prepared.  “Anxiety” was what she’d end up saying.  The nurse wasn’t stupid.  
The old man also told her that at one time he went to the clinic at Sister’s. He said they kept raising his dose higher and higher, even though he urged them not to do so. He wanted to take a small maintenance dose, 20 or 30 milligrams, and they raised it against his wishes, to 50, then 60, and before long it was up to 100, 120, and then 130. He saw that Sister’s was just out to control him. He became so enraged, he quit going.
“Weren’t you really sick, for weeks?” Jill asked.
“Of course I was sick!” he said.  
“How long did it take before you started feeling better?” she asked.  “It must’ve been weeks and weeks.”
“It was six months!” he said.  “For the first few months all I could do was stay in the house.”
“Why did you put yourself through that?” Jill wondered.
“Well, when you get mad…” he answered, not having any further answer. “I was mad.”  
Jill knew she couldn’t tolerate a period of torture that long, no matter how angry she became. The guy had guts, she thought. But as he had said, “Anger makes you do things.”
During the initial detox period – before the 30-day rehab began - most people slept the days away. Jill didn’t sleep as much as others.  Maybe she didn’t realize how tired she was. But every time she lay down she’d slumber away for hours. She didn’t like waking up foggy. She was taking too much Valium.
Detox was better than rehab, she thought. A person in rehab had more responsibilities. They were obligated to attend meetings and activities all day. The few people in detox didn’t have to; they could rest. Jill had never been so busy in her life, even though she was only a detox patient.
The favorite activity of the patients was eating. Whenever it was mealtime, they made a beeline for the white, double-doors of the cafeteria. There was always heavy trading going on.  Someone would swap a bowl of cereal for a piece of cake, a cup of green beans for carrot coins, a slice of bread for juice, oatmeal for fish sticks, a plum for a peach. There were street negotiators and fast talkers. Food, at Cherry Blossom, was the commodity, the item of value.  
Jill enjoyed the trading. Sometimes people just gave food away if they didn’t want it. A couple of the residents sold cigarettes to make money. But with food, there was no money involved - it was just eats for eats. Most people gained weight, and lots of the people needed to; Jill had gained ten pounds.
Some of the patients knew Carmine. Many residents knew each other on the outside. One girl had bought Methadone pills (“Doans”) from Carmine. Carmine was a firm believer in the barter system. Since Jill had computer skills, he hired her to do some jobs, and the payment wasn’t money - unless money was what she chose. It was actually a wise practice, since it covered up the drug dealing aspects of the relationship.
Carmine acquired many employees.  These people, like Jill, were subordinates in a way, since they worked for him.  He was the man with the goods.  It was more like a business relationship than a friendship, though Jill considered the two of them friends.
Jill didn’t think Carmine was the slickest or cleverest entrepreneur in the world - and she was far from the best web designer - but she liked the way he did things.  He never tried to cheat anyone.  He was an honest person, and honesty and integrity were the rarest traits of all in the drug world.  Carmine was someone she could trust, and she was always honest, and he knew he could trust her as well.  They always came through for each other. 
Eliminating the bullshit was so important.  Jill would deal with Carmine over Rick and Buffy anytime, even though the monetary cost was higher.
Besides that, Jill admired Carmine for his big balls, though she acknowledged that many things he did were because he was compelled by addiction.  But he was a tough guy, an Italian tough guy.
Jill could never be a drug dealer, even if she had no kids.  She wasn’t tough and mean enough to deal with people; and she was too paranoid.  Carmine must have nerves of steel, she thought.  Much of his self-employment consisted of bopping around the city on errands all day, attending doctors’ appointments, waiting in pharmacies, and meeting people at various places.  He drove 60 miles out of town sometimes to do business in another county.  
If Jill dealt, she’d have a coronary, expecting the cops to raid her house and arrest her at any moment.  Even though she never sold drugs, whenever the dog barked or doorbell rang, she became paranoid.  Even when the phone rang, it sometimes made her nervous.  It was like that much of the time, though she knew the police had little interest in ‘end users.’ 
Before succumbing to detox, Jill had gone to a walk-in doctor recommended by Jake, and related a fictional story about her lower back hurting.  Doing something like that in the past would have been unthinkable.  It haunted her that she crossed a line she’d never crossed before.  These things made her feel like a “whore.”  The stuff controlled her, made her do things she wouldn’t normally do, and it was hard for her to get this self-image of herself as a drug-whore, out of her mind.
It was worse since Jill had always considered herself a responsible and mature person.  She never tried to avoid responsibility in the past.  She would have never thought she’d allow an addiction to go so far.  Five years ago she wouldn’t have believed she’d become the person she was now.
The doctor seemed to accept Jill’s story about her back, and gave her prescriptions for Darvocet, a weak opiate, and Somas, a strong muscle relaxant.  
“It’s just a muscle spasm!” the doctor exclaimed, after seeing that she had no difficulty moving or bending at the waist.  For hours after the doctor’s appointment, Jill continued to limp slightly, as if her back hurt.  For some reason, she kept up the ruse for a long time.   
	She tried to detox herself with the Darvocet.  It was her last attempt to solve the problem on her own, before giving up, and going to Cherry Blossom.  It was about the same time Wolfie was threatening to open the can of worms in front of her mother.
The thirty Darvocet pills didn’t help.  They were a generic 
type that made her feel worse - terrible - like the Darvon-n’s she’d gotten from Stan.  They worked fine for him, but they didn’t mix right with Jill at all.
She had the worst Thanksgiving of her life in 2002.  The previous Thanksgiving it was Codeine; now it was up to five bags of heroin, or four 10 mg Lortabs at a time, or two 40 mg Oxycontin per day, or as many Dilaudid pills she could cop.  
She had that awful feeling inside; she wasn’t herself: her mind felt like it wasn’t right, or that it wasn’t hers somehow, and she’d sneeze thirteen times in a row, as if she had out-of-control allergies.  She did all she could do to avoid throwing up.  Opiates were unforgiving.  She was as sick as a squirrel that ate a handful of Prosac.
The generic Darvocet made her feel like she’d taken a large dose of Haldol.  The world seemed surreal.  Time moved at half the speed.  She’d go up and down the stairs repeatedly, trying to do something about the restlessness and sense of time not moving, of not having some kind of stimulation, or the feeling of normality she needed.  Somehow it seemed that if she’d go up the stairs it would help, then it seemed that if she’d go back down the stairs it might help.  It was crazy.  She didn’t know whether to take more pills or fewer, or to stop completely.  The experience was just another hell she’d survived.
  She complained to her mom that the pills the doctor prescribed to “detox her” didn’t work, and that she felt worse.  Her mother was suspicious about the story to begin with, and kept asking questions.  This was the first time Jill learned that her mom asked lots and lots of questions whenever she didn’t think she was getting the truth.  She later found out that Eve’s friend Deake had disclosed to her that this doctor had been recommended by Stan and Jake.  
Jill cried and cried on the front porch at her mom’s that Thanksgiving Day, just like the last, and her sisters hugged her.  Anne said again that “they didn’t want to lose her in any way.”  
She believed her mother had hostile feelings.  At best, she was unsympathetic, definitely unkind.  Jill tolerated it because she hated herself; she knew she made bad decisions, so she supposed that punishment and grief were welcome; they helped with the guilt.  She’d confirm to anyone who’d ask that she’d done wrong.  
Praying to God when you don’t believe in Him is not something you do unless you’re suffering an unbearable Hell, a merciless torture.  Even though Jill knew the punishment didn’t always fit the crime, and consequences weren’t always proportionate to actions, it seemed she was glad when she suffered, especially when it was over.  She acted in self-destructive ways, not understanding why she’d do such obviously stupid things to herself: it must’ve been unconscious guilt, she reasoned.  Why would anyone bring demons to their door?      
Eve was a Moralist, and Jill was immoral.  Smoking cigarettes was bad.  Ditto for taking pills.  Most of what Eve knew she’d heard on the news, in movies, or on T.V.  Labels like junkie and addict gave rise to stereotypes and a stigma that did not qualify as genuine understanding - not only for Eve, but for most of the population.  Few people really understood addiction; ignorance was prevalent, and that was perhaps for the best, for most people - though not for the substance abuser, to say the least.  
  It was a life few people knew about.  Experience was the best teacher, Jill believed, even though it could kill you.  Eve was now learning a little about things she never had any interest in.  Jill had brought her mother grief yet again, and assumed that Eve was angry and resentful, though she denied any hostility.
Eve’s friends were extremely different from the people Jill hung around with.  Her mother was part of the “art crowd,” the “artsy people,” the educated, creative, constructive, and productive.  There were rich and poor, but these people were from an older generation, for one, and for another, they generally had their lives in order, and their heads more or less together.  Some may have been nicer, sweeter, perhaps just kinder people, since they could afford to be, and perhaps they had more common sense, were smarter, or had just made better life decisions.  They were intelligent in different ways.  They had good jobs or were independently wealthy; they were mostly upper class or upper middle, in terms of their values, attitudes, and manner, if not economically as well.  They were in some way successful.
It seemed that lots of artists were gay, and that applied to 
both men and women.  Jill suspected that her mother had homosexual tendencies, but Eve denied this.  Jill didn’t wholly believe her.  If Jill’s mother didn’t understand her, the same could be said of Jill: she did not understand her mother.  
Eve would state that she liked women better than men - in all 
ways except when it came to sex - and that just didn’t make a whole lot of sense to Jill.  Eve was always putting men down, and saying how wonderful women were.  Almost all of Eve’s friends were women, and almost all of Jill’s friends were men.
	Lots of the men the mother and daughter knew seemed to have major problems, faults, or shortcomings, but Jill saw good, responsible, mature men all the time; they were just “taken” or “unavailable” even as friends somehow.  You’d have to be very lucky to find a good guy, Jill believed.  Maybe it was a “Buffalo” thing; maybe not.  Jill had been out of circulation for a very long time, and had always hung out with “low people” since she was a teenager.  
She passed on those “too low.”  She wanted more from a friendship than just doing charity work.
But Jill loved her mom and even admired her in some ways.  Eve had more common sense than anyone, and in social matters, she was the first person Jill would go to for help or advice. Eve was intelligent and well-educated.  She was in graduate school and always getting A’s. She had a great vocabulary, and Jill could rely on her usefulness as a dictionary.  
However, Jill saw that her mother’s education was lacking in the sciences, which were the subjects Jill studied most in college - Social and Natural Sciences.  Oddly, this was the source of many disagreements between the two. They argued often. Neither of them could tolerate the arguing, but it was difficult to make it stop. Eve blamed Jill 100% of the time, and never accepted 1% of the responsibility for the arguments herself. This reminded her of Eddie. Neither accepted responsibility for their own doing.
Eve was highly adept at imposing guilt on others. Jill therefore blamed her mother for many of the problems she experienced, and many of the obstacles and adversity she had to combat her entire life - and was still battling. She suspected much of this was due to the relentless guilt her mother had instilled.
Jill’s father once said that some days when Eve got out of bed in the morning, she would be right, and everyone else would be wrong that day. Eve’s father, Jill’s Granddad, had been the same way, always lecturing about moral issues.
Mother and daughter were as different as noon and midnight, and maybe this was one reason it was so hard for Jill to understand her. Perhaps Eve put up barriers.  She might have some “hidden core” just like Jake, Stan, and Eddie. Or perhaps if you removed layer after layer, as if from an onion, until the last of the onion skin was gone, there would simply be nothing left at all. 
Once, Eve confided to Jill that as a kid, she drew a picture of her family, and made herself the biggest character in the drawing. This explained a lot to Jill.  
Eve continued to work while Jill was at Cherry Blossom, and it was mostly Jill’s older sister Anne who looked after James.  Jill learned, her first day in the rehab hospital, that when Eddie left the place, he headed straight for Jill’s house, broke a window, and let himself in.  He then called over to her mom’s, and told Aunt Anna and Uncle Aaron, triumphantly, “I’m in the house, and I’m staying.”  
The two felt that they had to put Jimmy in the car-seat, run over to Riverside, and throw him out.  It was a difficult, unpleasant, unwanted event.  Anne and Aaron had mixed feelings about Eddie - anger yet pity - and Jill was sure they didn’t enjoy acting as “bouncers.”  
Jill had been uneasy about something like this happening; she worried about what Eddie might do while she was away.  She wished she’d waited just one more day and dealt with him herself.  Why did she allow her siblings to be burdened by him?  She was also concerned about her little boy.  Jill knew she could have handled the situation better, and it was her problem.  She wished she could beat herself up.  She’d never done as many bad, stupid, wrong things in her life as she had these past three years.  There was no way she could ever make it up to Anne and her boyfriend. 
The past couldn’t be changed.  Jill apologized numerous times, but of course that wasn’t enough.  She knew Anne and Aaron had gone through a terrible time with Eddie.  Residing at Cherry Blossom, Jill’s hands were tied.  She should have waited.
You can’t go back into the past and make changes, though there’s not a person alive who’s never wanted to do just that.
Cherry Blossom East was much different from what she remembered about Cherry Blossom West, and totally unlike all the other mental hospitals she resided in as a teenager and young adult.  Paranoia became a problem when Jill was fifteen.  She was diagnosed as an undifferentiated schizophrenic once – the very last time hospitalized, and “paranoid schizophrenic” most of the other times.  She’d been admitted to Buffalo General four times, to Erie County Medical Center four times, and once to the Buffalo Psychiatric Center.  It seemed that Jill had always harbored a secret.  She didn’t always like having a secret.
She was in Cherry Blossom West four times in her ‘teens, though back then she never had any psychotic illness.  She had stresses from her dysfunctional family life, and social matters at school, but was firmly grounded in reality.  Her psychiatrist then was a cynical depressive with insanely dumb ideas that he must have believed were genius.  At the time Jill saw him, he kept her under vast amounts of pressure with his threats and ultimatums of the week, and this she’d also survived.   
Surviving had a price.  Now she had to think back and wonder sometimes: had she been worth salvaging?  In other words, was it worth it?  One thing she knew was that she’d never be willing to go through it all again.
She tried to determine when that first seed of paranoia was planted, if it was sometime during her meetings with Dr. Kenneth.  Whatever the origin, it rebounded and escalated when she reached puberty.  Maybe her recreational drug use alone was sufficient to bring it about to this intensity.  It amounted to too many paranoid drug trips.  Those effects were cumulative.  She stayed in the clouds too long, and never planted her feet firmly back on earth.  Maybe she wanted to destroy her mind because she hated herself and her thoughts.
All that ended around the time Jill met Eddie.  She’d gone to ECMC for the last time at age 26.  She considered her mental illness a chapter in her life that was closed.  It was history – close to fourteen years past – and now she was 40.  She hadn’t seen the inside of a nuthouse in so long she rarely thought about it anymore.  She retained the lessons she learned, but she believed she was living a new era of her life, and those memories were stored in a lockbox under the bed, perhaps never to be opened again.  
She was 23 when she met Eddie.  He was 35, twelve years her senior.  They married in August of 1991 when Jill was 27.  She gave birth to Baby James a month after she turned 35.  Jill became a drug addict at age 37 and went to Cherry Blossom at 38.  She didn’t want to be in and out of hospitals like career mental patients, or chronic drug users who were court-ordered to go.  That would have been too much like repeating the past, and she never wanted to go through that again; she couldn’t survive it twice.  She wasn’t the bionic woman.
Jill went to a “downers” meeting, and heard an unbelievable tale.  A black girl in her forties, a self-proclaimed drug addict and prostitute, spoke, and began talking about an experience she had as a teenager.  “These two guys kidnapped me and took me to their apartment and raped me for three hours.  They put it in everywhere that would open.  I didn’t know it at the time but there was a dead twelve-year-old girl in the closet.  The other day I woke up screaming and every part of my body hurt the way it did that day.  I got away, and I had to run naked outside on Genesee Street.  I didn’t know it at the time, but there was a dead eight-year-old girl under the bed.”  
Jill wondered how many more dead bodies there might be.
“I woke up and every part of me was hurting like it did that night.  They got a life sentence in Attica,” she added.
A couple people asked questions, and the woman just repeated, “They put it every place that would open.”  Someone wanted that clarified, but the meeting ended.  
There was also a “woman’s meeting.”  Jill was surprised to hear all she heard.  The nurse in charge did all the talking; she lectured the whole hour.  She said that when she decided to join the army, she didn’t even let her husband know she enlisted.  It was none of his business.  
She ended with, “The things we do to ourselves…”  That’s all Jill could remember.  There was too much new information to retain.  She’d never been to a women’s or feminist group before and found that many things that never occurred to her, applied to her to a large extent.  She needed to go to another women’s meeting, and hear about all these things again, as soon as she could.  Jill was amazed.
Her next opportunity was at the clinic.  It was before Jimmy started Kindergarten.  Jill slept too late to get there at 10:00 AM and missed all but the first two meetings.  She knew the woman who ran it was angry with her, so she didn’t go again.  It didn’t make sense to her to miss eight weeks and all of a sudden show up again.  Next time it re-started from the beginning, Jill would join.  Either that, or she’d find another woman’s group somewhere else.  Maybe she should ask Eve.  Jill didn’t want to be in a place full of lesbians, though.
At the clinic, the women had talked about depression mostly - issues that applied to men and anyone else. She was somewhat disappointed but knew that two meetings weren’t enough to make judgments. She did acquire some interesting facts about Dart.  It had been worth going just for that.
At Cherry Blossom, the Methadone was always ready for Jill on time, just as she began to feel sick. It was scheduled every 24 hours, the length of time Methadone was supposed to last. 
The nurse, Charlotte, explained the detoxification procedure to Jill - how her dose would be reduced from 25 milligrams after the first two days, then to twenty, then fifteen, ten, and then five, and she’d go home.  Jill didn’t want to be away from Jimmy for so many days.  She asked to leave a day early. The nurse agreed and lowered the dosage even more quickly. She skipped from twenty to ten.
When Jill left Cherry Blossom, and was in her home environment again, the cravings returned immediately. She wasn’t sick, but she was jonesing out of her mind. She couldn’t think about anything else. Every second of every twenty-four- hour day, all she could think about was heroin. She knew it wasn’t going to be long before she gave in to her nasty habit again. The cravings were simply too intense. The “new start” was crumbling in front of her eyes.
Her abstinence lasted two days. But after that, she managed to stop for weeks at a time, but the jonesing continued. The drugs were all she could think about. She might have been slightly ill physically, but if not, the psychological aspect was too much to withstand. It was so much like physical symptoms, it was hard to tell the difference.
Jill recalled the van ride back to Cherry Blossom West. It was short and quick. Eve had taken Jill’s car while she was away and used it for her own needs. She said she didn’t want it left in the hospital parking lot, stating that it wasn’t safe. Eve picked Jill up in it, with Jimmy in his rear car-seat. Jill sat in back next to him.
“Look who’s here!” Eve said to Jimmy.
The boy smiled, and the smile never quit, but he refused to utter a word. He was too angry with his mom. It took weeks and weeks to persuade him to forgive her. Since the day he was born, this was the only time they’d been apart. She didn’t know if she’d ever forgive herself, even though she knew she did the right thing, what was best for both of them.
Jill thanked her sister Anne for taking good care of Jimmy.  She was grateful to the people who loved her and cared about her. She was lucky to have that much. A lot of people didn’t. Jill never appreciated her family as much as she did when she was at Cherry Blossom. And for a long time after she was out, she didn’t forget the help and support they’d given her. Somehow, she finally had proof that her family cared.  She was glad every day for the support of her mother and sisters.
She never told her father. Perhaps Anne did, though she claimed she’d told him that she wasn’t around because of the flu.  If her dad knew, he never said so. For most people, it was still a secret.
Eddie ratted Jill out to Eve several times. That was his revenge for Jill’s rejection of him, and one more reason – as if she needed any more - for her to hate him. He threatened to tell the police also, if she didn’t let him move back with her, but she ignored his blackmail, and he didn’t carry out his threat to call the cops.  What pissed Jill off to no end was that Eddie never said a word about his own problem. His addiction was ten times worse than hers ever was, but he criticized Jill and called her a junkie, never saying a word about his own $250,000, intravenous cocaine addiction.
Jill didn’t want Jimmy repeating much to his grandma anymore either, and although she’d changed Carmine’s name to “Richard the Rabbit,” when James grew older, he yelled, “Richard is not a rabbit!”  Jill apologized and agreed but said that it was his nickname. She called her son, “Roo,” ever since he was born, though he wasn’t a kangaroo, and that made some sense to him.  She didn’t want to confuse or upset the boy. Being pregnant, and so happy that way, made her think of the nickname “Roo.” Jill still called him that often, even though he was now five years old.      
Luckily, most of her connections had moved, and it was a long time before she knew Carmine’s new home address. He’d kept it secret for a long time. She’d never allow anyone to say any incriminating words in front of her son again.  
Jill wanted to be James’ heroine and a good role model.  Having two addict parents wasn’t a good beginning for the boy.  It wasn’t the worst way to start life, but it was a concern.  Jill was going to quit smoking cigarettes for James. She only smoked in the basement and outside. She would stop smoking before he was ever at the age to start, but planned to quit much, much sooner than that. She needed to find the time she had the energy to expend the effort, and the determination to go through with it to the bitter end, until it finally became easier – generally that was two to three months. Preventing Jimmy from ever becoming a smoker would be one of the best things she could do for her son. 
Jimmy seemed to have already won in terms of the bad genes Jill carried – the genes that contributed to her later schizophrenia. It appeared that Jimmy received the best of both parents: Eddie’s calm and stable personality, Jill’s brains, and the best physical features from both of them. He was a beautiful, charming, brilliant, and healthy boy.  
Wherever Jill brought him, he was the center of attention.  People at the clinic would say he was the cutest and the smartest child they’d ever met. So many people admired the young child.   Jill was a proud mama duck parading her little duckling.  
But sometimes, she considered James “the supplanter,” which was what his name meant in baby name books.  He was someone who “took someone else’s place.”  All the attention and glory were now his: Jill was just “Jimmy’s mom” and that might as well have been her name. She’d never be anything but 2nd anymore, in terms of anything and everything.
  She stopped associating with Stan and Jake for the most part. They’d gotten too many free bags from her, and both owed her money. Stan did eventually pay Jill back with Oxycontin.  Jill sold Jake’s tools for the money he owed her and claimed they had simply disappeared from her trunk. She suggested that the mechanic might have stolen them.  
Jill refused to be taken advantage of anymore. She didn’t want any more middle men, even though it meant paying more for less. It was worth the extra cost to trade with someone honest and dependable. Besides, she was getting better deals from Carmine because of her work on his web site, and because they’d become better friends.
Stan became temporarily homeless, and Jake was headed that way. She ran into Jake at the clinic occasionally. He rented her garage space for a clunky white van he wasn’t using, for $25 per month, and never seemed able to pay. He avoided her, never called with explanations, or tried to communicate about his problem, and this is what made her angry. So she’d put notes in sealed envelopes and get them to him via one of the clinic security men, and once that was done, he’d come over with the money pretty quickly. She wished he’d just take his van back out of her garage; it took up too much space and made it hard to get things in and out.  She hated having to hunt him down every month or two for the rent money.    
After almost two years had passed, Jill, cup number, 2551 at Dart, hardly ever used illicit drugs anymore. She had a problem, but now she had help. She could go to the clinic for as long as she needed or wanted. Some people went for twenty years. Jill heard from a counselor (Yvonne, the one who ran the women’s meetings) that three years was about the right length of time it should take to get your life back in order.  
Jill set her sights on three to four years. She wanted to gradually reduce her dose at her own pace until she could get off the Methadone. Yvonne also said that a girl at the clinic had reduced her dose from 130 to 15 milligrams. Hearing this made Jill feel better, more optimistic. Eddie said that Methadone was a life sentence. He said the stuff gets into your bones, which is what makes it so hard to quit. Philip said there was no way to get off it without going through some discomfort. Jill thought she’d reduce her dose 5 milligrams at a time, until she got it way down – as long as the doctor would be agreeable and give her the reductions she requested.  
One thing bothered Jill: she began abusing Benzos and also caffeine, in the form of two or three pots of coffee per day. She didn’t understand herself or why she was doing this. She decided she’d have to talk to Philip about it, or preferably the counselor at Horizon she was now seeing (since getting counseling every two months was now a mandatory part of Horizon’s policy) named Roseanne. Jill didn’t hate her. She seemed okay, based on two visits. Roseanne said Jill could come in and talk to her more often if she liked. 
The clinic had saved her when she needed them. She genuinely appreciated the help she received from Dart, and the humane treatment the addicts got from the staff.  In the mental health system, no one ever showed her any respect. (And understanding? Don’t even wish for it.)  Those places were generally ineffectual and harmful to clients. The Dart clinic was different. They kept you in chemical bonds, but you were regarded a human being and treated like one, like everyone else.  The stigma didn’t seem exist at Dart. Finally, there was a “low place” that Jill could appreciate. It made Jill feel a little bit better about the world, and the people in it.  
