





| am made terrible
by the threat of a true intuition
into destiny’s implacable black loom.
| fear the reckless blade | have become,
the open razor, careening the hysterical arc
of absolute night toward an oblivious frontier.
| go accused of collusion with every black star
boiling in blasphemys crucible and invite suspicion
from alchemys solacious heart of violence.
My position, to this day, remains un xed
and | am an exile, more of myth composed.
Su ering to house acute disharmony in cold secret
| provoke disaster by the murder of loves insipid charities.
And though suns excel in this, and other worlds,
I am ill within the province of my own horizon.
| would thieve perfection
in the conspiracy of an instant and adroitly end
this unrevised motion from horror to horror,
if not uncertain of my own mind and its
dissected cults of cynicism.
By the false suns of subterfuge | am forced
to bloom in darkness primary, and in dangerous
obscurity gestate more toward what goes unimagined.
By deviance | am reduced, becoming mystery’s black seed,
and by its unseen wire am attached to invisible constellations
of empty bribery, in motion beneath the city’s owering
heart of stone. | am toward malicious conspiracy moving,
toward the horror in the walls. | am not forgiven
testimony’s furnace and exact measure of agony
but become a single circle of bone exhumed
into this killing eld, to translate the ine able
from among this brutal poverty
of silence.

Luke Franceschini
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Edited for Entertainment

| started speaking to people about 5 years ago. | would tell them my story about addiction.
| still remember the first time, | was full of anxiety and very uncomfortable, my hands
were sweaty and my heart was beating out of my chest. | had practiced what | wanted
to say but when it came to the crunch none of it came out the way | had planned. After
doing this on a daily basis for a period of time | started to become more comfortable with
the process, and then kept progressing to the point were | am now full of confidence
most of the time and | always say what’'s on my mind if it's appropriate.

My public speaking moved on to bigger forums with hundreds of people whom | didn’t
know. It was my story that they wanted to
hear, but it’s very personal to me and there’s
a lot that | don’t wish to share with general
public.

One night at one of these forums there were
video cameras and people filming for TV. |
didn’t have much experience with television
besides watching it, so | didn’t pay much
attention to it. After the forum it was not
made clear that they wanted to edit and
televise some of my speech from that night.

After a week or so | saw on the internet a
show about addiction. | recognized the
presenter from the night of the forum. Half
way through the show they played a clip of
me speaking that night. | was repulsed by
the editing they had used and realized that
these people were much more interested in
entertainment then the truth and recovery
from addiction. | felt like my privacy had been breeched and developed a lack of trust
with people in this industry who have to produce a story at someone else’s expense.

Today | am not interested in speaking on TV or radio because of this experience. | still
really enjoy speaking to people who have a genuine interest and how we can help each

other.
Anonymous
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On the other side

My son was entering his 7th detox and | was taking him there. In his skeleton state with
not much else to his name but his red bag and a few clothes we walked through the
entrance together. | remember it well as he was greeted with great delight by the staff
who obviously liked him and loved him, but not quite as much as |.

| was his contact person and also on his phone list. | was as familiar with the intake
process as he was. | was grateful that he could start his journey yet again, who knows
this time might be it. As far as family go during this process it is always full of hope. It
is so hard not to get caught up in the dream that from one week or 10 days forward he
would be clean forever .... Maybe not!!

As always the plan is that he
has no contact for the first two
days and then can be phoned
if you are on the phone list. |
il was very excited and yet very
apprehensive. A mixed feeling
that | was not yet used to. Still
not used to! To hold hope and
§ be realistic that this could end
il up with him using again. Also

knowing that anything in the

way of an attempt to get clean was a wonderful thing.

After two days | rang to speak to my son. All | was told was that they could not put me
through to speak to him. | asked why | couldn’t speak to him and asked whether or not
he was still there. They said “due to the Privacy Act, we are not able to answer your

avail. The Privacy Act. How it feels to be on the other side.

| was his main contact, | was on his phone list and all | wanted to know was whether he
was there or not. | think it would be a great idea if on admission, there is a box to tick
that says “If | choose to leave this facility | authorise for my contact person to be told”
.... Yes or No.

In my case my son would have been happy for me to know. For me it would have saved
a great deal of angst and upset. It is only when you are a loving family member that has
been through all the ups and downs of active addiction over many years do you feel
the gut wrenching pain, yet again, of not knowing where they are. | think this could be
prevented and lot of unnecessary pain eased.

My son'’s journey still continues, as does mine.

Anonymous
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Do No Harm

| have been on both sides of the fence. | used drugs and alcohol for many years and
found myself in need of community services on numerous occasions. | have now worked
in community services for as long as | once needed them. While studying in AOD it was
drummed into me how important it was to respect a person’s privacy and confidentiality.
When | started my first job | diligently read the “rights and responsibilities” to my clients
and ensured all paperwork was dully signed and that they understood exactly what and
where and how the information would be used.

| also remember when | broke the rules. When | have made the choice to break the
rules you could say it was having “the best intentions” for the client. Best intentions or
not, it can cause trouble. Other services call up requesting information and the process
of disseminating client information through the appropriate channels and guidelines can
be arduous and time consuming. It is easy to take short cuts. On the other side | have
denied giving information believing that to do so would be breaching client’s right to
privacy. When it comes to light that confidentiality has been breached, the client can
feel betrayed thus the therapeutic relationship is corrupted, for now and possibly in the
future for that person.

Back in the early 90’s | knew someone who was Hep C positive. There was little
information for professionals and service users about the illness at the time. Clients or
patients were asked the question about their Hep C status and the information would
be forwarded to other treatment services. My friend was diagnosed by her GP who, in
turn, informed her boyfriend when he went to consult the GP on another matter. My
friend had already informed her boyfriend, but the notion of a GP breaching this kind of
confidentiality staggered us all.

These days | am able to negotiate the rights of my clients as well as get the information
to relevant parties in regards to their treatment and care. If | am unable to get a signed
form to release information | make a quick call and get verbal permission which | case
note immediately. | am more equipped to deal with “pushy” people requiring information.
| supervise students and chat about privacy and confidentiality which includes giving
them permission to say “l am unsure about what you are asking, | will call you back”.

Do no harm, as they say. When | was a service user | believed my worker had my best
interests at heart. As a professional | know that to be true. When | used drugs my life was
not black or white and the professionals that helped me most worked in the grey. If they
didn’t bend rules | doubt if | would have received the necessary help.

Anonymous
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Double-edged sword

When | retired a few years ago | suddenly had more privacy than I'd ever had before.
Especially during the day while my wife was at work. It was great at first, being able to
do whatever | wanted, whenever | wanted. But after a while | got bored with reading,
bored with filling my days with mechanical tasks that were no real strain on the brain. So
| decided a little drink at lunchtime might spark me up. It did. But after a while | needed
two or three little drinks at lunchtime to carry me through until it was time for pre-dinner
drinks in the evening. Pretty soon | was having a slug of brandy in my morning coffee
and had finished the rest of the bottle of wine | opened at lunchtime by mid-afternoon.
Finally it got to the stage that as soon as my wife left for work | had my first drink for
the day. And then | drank steadily until it was time to get semi-sober before my wife got
home at night. Of course it wasn’t too long before she realized what was going on. She
could smell my boozy breath. She could see my red glassy eyes. Despite my lies and
protestations that she was invading my privacy, she searched for and found my private
stash of booze. Of course | was stricken with remorse. | begged for her forgiveness. |
swore I'd never drink again. And she gave me another chance. And another. And even
another. But eventually we reached the end of the road. | could continue my boozing
in private, but not with her, not in our family home. When the crunch came | somehow
marshalled my thoughts within my alcoholic haze, and made an appointment to see my
GP. As a result | attended the day program at Delmont Hospital on a weekly basis for
three years and have been sober now for nearly six. And my wife and | are still happily
married.

In the meantime what did | learn? Simply that privacy can be a recipe for disaster if it is
combined with boredom and booze.

When | started attending Delmont | did so in private. That is, nobody knew about it
except my wife and our grown-up daughters. | made up stories, when necessary, about
why | wasn’t available on Tuesday and Thursday mornings. | also made up stories about
why | wasn’t drinking on social occasions with friends and acquaintances. | said | was
on medication. Or on a diet. Or having a bet on how long | could go without booze. Then
one day | realised | was telling lies, just like | used to in my boozing days, to protect my
so called ‘privacy’. | thought ‘Screw this!" and started telling people the truth, namely |
don’t drink because | am an alcoholic. And those wonderful folks at Delmont Hospital
were sorting me out.

So what else did | learn? Sometimes we put too much emphasis on our personal privacy
for the wrong reasons. A few months back | discovered an interesting fact. The incidence
of alcohol and other drug addiction is much higher in western countries where there is an
individualistic culture with a strong emphasis on personal privacy, than in countries with
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a collectivist culture where the value placed on personal privacy is much less. Go figure!

It wasn’t privacy, as such, that was the problem in my case. It was what | chose to do with
it. It was my choice to use my new-found privacy when | retired to become a full-blown
alcoholic. It was my choice to tell lies during the early stage of my recovery in order to
preserve my privacy. And it was my
choice to reverse these choices.
The point | want to make is that we
all have the right to privacy, and the
right to make choices about how
we use it. Provided we don’t use it
to harm other people, of course.

The need for privacy in recovery in
order to protect individuals from the
stigma associated with alcoholism
was recognised by the founders
of Alcoholics Anonymous in 1935.
They also recognised the healing
power for individuals who choose
to tell the truth in a safe, secure
environment. The combination of
the two has driven the success of
AA (and subsequently NA) over
the past 80 years. But despite the
advances that have been made and
the knowledge gained during that
time, the stigma that is attached
to addiction is still alive and well in
many quarters. | would still be very reluctant to include ‘alcoholism’ as part of my medical
history on a job application form. So the founding principles of AA and NA remain as
relevant today as they were all those decades ago. So too are the laws and regulations
that protect our privacy, including those that protect us from the possible consequences
of the stigma associated with addiction. We should be very concerned and on our guard
when our government tells us it wants to change these laws, for whatever reason.

What have | finally learned about privacy? It is a precious thing. But it can be a double
edged sword in certain circumstances. So don’t waste it. Use it wisely.

Alex A.
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In Memoriam: Gordon Storey
We wish to acknowledge the life of Gordon Storey who passed away in March
2015.

Gordon was the founding CEO of SHARC in 1998, when the organisation as
we know it today evolved from the US Society. His passion and vision were a
driving force behind this development.

Gordon was also behind the idea of APSU and had laid the ground work for
the founding and the future development of APSU.

With Gordon we lose a great advocate for the value of personal experience
and against stigma and discrimination, but his legacy remains in our work.

Thank you, Gordon.




Mayday

It is me quiet to invent

It is in this quiet me sits

Like the other fragmented ghosts
Yearning for it to be magnificent

These hollow, mercifully darkened,
Sadly dilapidated and ageing holdings of
Our benevolent incarceration.

But it is me who wants to be free

And in its being me embrace it

Without the eight signatories, me finally released
Without your permission, me embed in your spirit
Then follow you home.

Snaffling it up as history

The living come in their luxury cars
Purchase in the surrounding tourists
shops

The feed needed for their perpetually
renovating homes

Then visits the inmates of Mayday late
at night

At its best held within the streaming
bands of opaque light that is that big
white moon.

But it is me who wants to be free

And in its being | embrace it

Without the eight signatories, | am finally
released
Without your permission, me embed in your spirit
Then follow you home.

The time to re-invent

Is deafening as it screeches by
For me it has no granite

No ashes to hold

Only the pauper’s grave

Facing the wayward way

Each of us rejected by the devil
With me bones layered in the ground like
wafers,

Me follow you home.

by Denize Rightly (denizenrightly.com)

15| FLIPSIDE



140 Grange Road, Gamegia VIC 3163
Ph: 03 8573 1736 Fax: 03 9572 3458
Email: apsuisharc_ong.au
wwwapsuanline.ong.au




