By Marie Dobson

HE IMPACT OF DRUGS IS DEVASTATING.
They affect anything and every-
thing around them. Abusing drugs is
like willingly jumping into quicksand.
The more you mess around in it, the
faster you sink. Many times people fail
to realize how far they have sunk before
the quicksand closes over their head.
Growing up we had the epitome of
the “All-American” family. I was raised
with four brothers and sisters in a very
rural town in Wyoming. My mom ran
the town daycare and my dad worked
for the town as well. Around the age of
twelve | was taken out of school along
with my two other sisters by my mother.
I remember her taking us home and ex-
plaining this would be the last time that
we would see our family. She allowed
each of us a backpack to take whatever
we wanted that would fit, and the op-
portunity to write my family a good-
bye note. While getting ready to leave,
my oldest brother Gordon had skipped
school not knowing what was going on
and had come home. One of the hardest
things I have ever had to do was look
in the eyes of my oldest brother and see
them filling with tears, something I had
never witnessed. Because both of the
boys were in legal trouble, they were
not allowed to leave the state of Wyo-
ming.
My mom then took us all the way to
Washington. It was there that I learned
the severity of the situation. Both of my
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parents were highly addicted to crys-
tal meth, and now that I look back, I'm
amazed that I did not see any of the
signs. I remember going weeks with-
out seeing my parents and being taken
care of by my sisters. Or going weeks
without any food in the house, with no
electricity or heat. Then after being so
low for so long, we would wake up to
the house completely rearranged and
spotless. Both of my parents would be
awake, my mom typically cooking, and
my father working on various projects
throughout the house. I looked forward
to days like this, when the house was
warm, and clean, and both of my parents
were there. To me, that was normal.

My mom had the choice to either stay
in Wyoming and end up dead, or take
the three girls and leave. Her addiction
to meth had brought her to the brink
of suicide. I remember the times when
I would go into my parent’s room and
find my mom locked in the closet with
a gun. My mom would crawl out of the
closet, and then carry on like nothing
was wrong. My naiveté kept me un-
knowing to the family secret.

At the time, | was so angry at my
mom for taking me from my family. It
took me years to realize the amazingly
selfless thing my mother did for us. Had
we not left when we did, I guarantee
my mother would not be here, and my
future would definitely not be going
where it is. The best thing either of my
parents has ever done for me is remove
me from my life in Dubois.

My sister Casianne decided she
would rather be back in Wyoming, so
she left Washington and went back. Un-
fortunately, that was probably one of the
worst decisions she could have made.
Back home in Wyoming, the drug situ-
ation with my family only intensified.
My brothers were soon introduced to
meth, and cocaine. It took them years
to recover from the hold drugs had on
them. Neither of them made it past their
sophomore years in high school. Al-
though Casianne was able to graduate,
she too fought a losing battle to drugs. |
remember coming home every summer
to visit, and just noticing how drasti-
cally the drug had affected my family.
Even now that my family is clean and

sober, the lasting impact drugs had on
them is evident. Every one of my fam-
ily members that used drugs has false
teeth, including Casianne who is only
twenty one years old.

Out of my family I will be the only
one to continue on to college. I absolute-
ly believe that is because of the impact
drugs have had on my family and my
life. Had they not experimented with
drugs, every one of my siblings would
have graduated. They would have ca-
reers, instead of working paycheck to
paycheck. Even if you can conquer your
addiction, any time you abuse drugs, it
is a losing battle.

The impact of drugs is devastating.
Even though my mother was only able
to successfully save two of her children,
to me that is amazing. Autumn and I
would most likely be in the same situa-
tion as the rest of my family. My mom’s
efforts are reflected in the drive that
both my sister and I possess.

Autumn thrived in Washington. Af-
ter she graduated, she had plans to at-
tend Washington State University to
study childhood education. However,
her dreams took her elsewhere. She is
currently working as an intern at our
church, and studying to be a Pastor.

Although I personally have never
battled addictions with drugs, watch-
ing my family struggle with them was
enough to prove to me that drugs aren’t
worth it. It isn’t worth losing your life
and your family to gain a temporary
high.

Some may look at my experience as
negative; however, I would not change
a thing about my childhood. Had I not
been surrounded by drug abusers I may
not know the impact they have on one’s
life. Watching my family loose against
drugs pushes me to strive. [ want some-
thing more for my family than what was
provided for me. Because I deserved
better than meth, and I still do. &
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