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A candid narration of the slippery road down to alcoholism and its harsh effects on the alcoholic
and his family. The experiences are moving, eye-opening and captivating. The lessons learnt in
this book are not just for alcoholics, but also for siblings, parents, children and friends of
alcoholics and, in fact,for all members of society.

From Publishers WeeklyPsychotherapist and longtime resident teacher at the Kripalu Center for
Yoga and Health in Lenox, Mass., Cope applies the compassionate insights made in his book,
Yoga and the Quest for the True Self, to this guide to the Yogasutra. Attributed to Patanjali, a
second-century sage, the Yogasutra barely mentions the physical postures now identified as
yoga. But the 196 trenchant entries, scholars say, contain the body of wisdom gleaned by those
who sought, through direct experience, the inner workings of body, mind and spirit. This wisdom
tradition (raja yoga), Cope says, is as effective today in diagnosing and healing "ordinary
unhappiness" as it was centuries ago. Drawing parallels between ancient yogis and Buddhists
and Western theologians, philosophers and poets, Cope argues that the yogis uncovered the
roots of fear, illusion and self-deception. He focuses on the eight limbs of yoga (ethical
behaviors, disciplines, postures, breathing practices, sense withdrawal, concentration,
meditation and enlightenment) to demonstrate their effects in the lives of modern practitioners.
Readers will readily identify with at least one of the challenges discussed —be they failed
relationships, dysfunctional families, unrealized ambitions and compulsive behaviors. Beginners
will find it helpful to read the Yogasutra, provided in an appendix, before diving into the personal
stories and Cope's sympathetic commentaries. (June)Copyright © Reed Business Information,
a division of Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights reserved. --This text refers to an out of print or
unavailable edition of this title.About the AuthorStephen Cope is a psychotherapist, senior
Kripalu yoga teacher, and author of Yoga and the Quest for the True Self. He is currently Senior
Scholar in Residence at the Kripalu Center for Yoga and Health in Lenox, Massachusetts. --This
text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission.
All rights reserved.Chapter 1THE SECRET STRENGTHOF DISILLUSIONMENTSAMVEGA:
TURNING AWAY FROM THE BONEDuring the summer of his “breakdown,” all Jake knew was
that he couldn’t go backward, and apparently he wouldn’t go forward. The experience of direct
involvement with the present moment was just the place in which he had previously been unable
to dwell. He was determined now to stay put. He knew that, paradoxically, some great success
was buried within his failure. He sensed that he had had some kind of awakening. But what was
it?Yogis call this state samvega–a complex state involving a kind of disillusionment with
mundane life, and a wholehearted longing for a deeper investigation into the inner workings of
the mind and the self.1 Samvega, as described by the contemporary Buddhist monk Thanissaro



Bhikkhu, involves “at least three clusters of feelings at once”:the oppressive sense of shock,
dismay, and alienation that come with realizing the futility and meaninglessness of life as it’s
normally lived; a chastening sense of our own complacency and foolishness in having let
ourselves live so blindly; and an anxious sense of urgency in trying to find a way out of the
meaningless cycle.2Samvega is a developmental state not mentioned in Western psychological
texts. It brings with it a realization that objects of grasping (money, fine things, titles, fame, even
people–when seen as objects) cannot supply any true satisfaction. It involves a radical
realization that all objects are intrinsically empty of the capacity to feed us in the way we really
want–or need–to be fed.A classic Buddhist teaching story describes this realization:A dog
stumbles across a bone that has been exposed to the elements for many months, and is
therefore bleached of any residual flesh or marrow. The dog gnaws on it for some time before he
finally determines that he is “not finding” any satisfaction in the bone, and he thus turns away
from it in disgust. It is not that the bone is intrinsically disgusting; it is rather the case that the
dog’s raging desire for meat just will not be satisfied by the bone . . . when he wakes up to the
truth that the bone is empty of anything that will offer him satisfaction, he becomes
disenchanted, and spits it out in disgust.3Of course, the symptoms of samvega arise only after
extensive experimentation with “the bone.” Tibetan teacher Chögyam Trungpa Rinpoche says it
elegantly: “The shoe of ego is only worn out by walking on it.”4 For many of us, objects of longing
gradually reveal themselves to offer no real happiness. No matter how hard we gnaw on them,
we find no meat on the bone. Samvega then arises with a linked complex of symptoms, many of
which Jake was now experiencing. These can include:• A puzzling failure of previous sources of
satisfaction• A heightened concern with authenticity• A deepening pull toward an intuited interior
world• A sense of urgency about realizing deeply hidden gifts and talents• A global and diffuse
sense of internal disorganization–equal parts psychological and spiritual• A deeply felt internal
imperative to stop business as usual–or, as Jake said, to “get quiet”• A call to explore a path that
might give transcendent meaning to the enigmas of lifeOne of the harbingers of the
developmental imperative of samvega is that we–like Jake–begin to hear ourselves muttering
about our Old Life and our New Life. Out of the blue, we begin to feel like captives in our lives–
lives which may have fit comfortably for years. Our well-known world begins to feel stale and
dead. Gradually we start hankering to leave for the New World. We begin to feel imbued with the
spirit of our Seeker ancestors. We want nothing more than to leave the Old Country. This internal
movement presages a profound reorganization of the psyche, a redirection of the energy of
longing, and a completely new relationship with the world of people, places, and things.Even
though this developmental stage is as common in human life as adolescence, one will search
Western psychology books in vain for a clear description of its causes and trajectory. We
ordinarily attempt to fit the complexities of samvega into our old, usually pathological, categories.
We trivialize it as “midlife crisis,” or we wonder if it is not really just neurotic depression, or
regression–as Susan Goldstein did when encountering Jake’s version of samvega.But contrary
to the typical Western view, the kind of “breakdown” in which Jake found himself is not a



regression into the past. It is not a pathological state. It is not a move backward at all. It is, rather,
a step toward the possibility of a vastly expanded way of living in the world.In yogic texts, the
word samvega is often translated as “vehemence,” because it brings with it an unshakeable
resolve to develop into a fully alive human being. Patanjali introduces the term samvega in the
first chapter of the Yoga-S¯utra–using the word to indicate a “wholehearted” (or “vehement”)
determination to find a way out of suffering.For those who seek liberation wholeheartedly,
realization is near. How near depends on whether the practice is mild, moderate, or intense.
(1.21—22)Yogis found that even though this state of “vehemence” carries with it a tremendous
amount of feeling and power, it does not disturb the mind–rather it calms the mind. (In the
summer of his breakthrough, everyone noticed that Jake was not disturbed. He was calm and
profoundly “resolved.”) Samvega is a kind of passion that does not create suffering–but, rather,
generates the happiness that comes with the sure knowledge of freedom. Because the state of
samvega is so full of possibilities, it is often referred to as a state of “emergence.” Through the
practice of yoga, says Patanjali, we can emerge from the traps of ordinary suffering. How quickly
this emergence takes place depends on the intensity and persistence of our practice.NIRODHA:
STOP THE WORLDWhen samvega emerges, it brings with it an altogether new hunger: the
hunger for internal quiet. We seek this quiet not just because we’re exhausted by living at right
angles to life–as Jake certainly was–but also so that we can see more clearly. It becomes
obvious that in order to know our true nature, we will have to stop the world. Stop the world! The
Native American shaman Don Juan gives precisely this advice to his student Carlos Castaneda.
“In order to become a man of knowledge, a warrior-traveler, you will first have to learn to stop the
world.”5What does this mean? In order to see clearly, to examine how things work, we will have
to stop our lives, slow things down, look carefully–like the person who has suddenly discovered
she has created the mother of all knots in the shoelace of her boot. We must stop. Slow down.
Look. Examine. How did this happen? How does this work? How can I reverse this? We will have
to deconstruct the very way we perceive and rebuild it again from the ground up.Stop the world.
The impulse toward stillness is the central movement of the contemplative life. Monastics
through the ages have described it: One intuits some precious new interior self. One sneaks off
into the woods like an animal, builds a nest for the birth. Guards it ferociously. And waits in
silence.Says Thomas Merton, one of the great Catholic contemplatives of the twentieth
century:The true contemplative is not one who prepares his mind for a particular message that
he wants or expects to hear, but is one who remains empty because he knows that he can never
expect to anticipate the words that will transform his darkness into light. He does not even
anticipate a special kind of transformation. He does not demand light instead of darkness. He
waits on the Word of God in silence, and, when he is answered it is not so much by a word that
bursts into his silence. It is by his silence itself, suddenly, inexplicably revealing itself to him as a
word of great power, full of the voice of God.6Jake had an urgent need to stop the world. And he
discovered, as all strivers do, that when the mind is still, our true nature begins to reveal itself.
Out of stillness, like the early morning mist on the lake, emerges a thinking that is not thinking–a



wisdom beyond thought. Out of stillness emerges, effortlessly, a subtle world of experience for
which we had only longed until now. It is real. It rolls itself out in waves as we get still, quiet,
concentrated, and settled.The path of classical yoga is organized around the relationship
between inner stillness and wisdom. The first two sutras in Patanjali’sYogasutra are:Now, the
teachings of yoga.Yoga is to still the patterning of consciousness. (1.1—2)The Sanskrit word
nirodha, which Patanjali uses in the second sutra, means “stilling, cessation, or restriction.” This
stilling is both the path and the goal of yoga. Its appearance at the beginning of the treatise
signals its centrality in Patanjali’s technique.“Yoga is to still the patterning of consciousness.”
Yoga is to still the thought waves of the mind. Yoga is to bring a natural quiet to the mind and
body–so that we can, for the first time, see clearly. And in this stillness–miraculously,
outrageously–the knots undo themselves.Inner realities emerge.As both Merton and Don Juan
understood, inner stillness opens a doorway in the mind. A little trapdoor we have rarely noticed.
A sec... --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.Read more
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My Side Of The StreetOne Man’s Journey from  Alcoholism to SobrietyChris Lyimo        

AcknowledgementsI have always wanted to write a book. I attended a Storymoja workshop on
inspirational writing and found I had something to write about. The life of an alcoholic is one of
limited existence. The release from bondage to a fulfilling sobriety is a truly inspiring journey.I am
grateful to all those who trudged with me along the road to a happier destiny and to all my
teachers who helped me open up to the sunlight of the spirit. I dedicate this book to them. I could
not have written it without their encouragement and patience.Thanks to Betty, my literary
midwife.Thanks to all of Bill’s friends, you are my teachers.I’m grateful to the Storymoja team
who gave me the marching orders to write this book. Thank you for believing it was possible way
before I did. Thank you to Patricia Karani and Kingwa Kamencu for the many hours of editing.
And to Katy Migiro, who did the final edit: a special thank you for polishing the rough-cut work
into a gem.My immense gratitude goes out to my mother who has been through it all and is still
standing. This is her story in many ways, as much as it is mine. Her courageous and enduring
spirit is an inspiration.

About the authorChris Lyimo is an addictions consultant and inspirational speaker. He has had
careers in film, counselling, hairdressing, human resources management, and addiction
treatment. He lives in Nairobi.DedicationI dedicate this book to Rugz, God’s sobriety gift, and
truly a reason to carry on. And to all my new pals who never saw me under the table. I thank you
for your understanding, love and laughter. You keep this new life fresh.

The Street“Your kanyamu does not look like theirs . . .”I was seven when my elder sister, Angela,
uttered those words. There we were, the two of us upstairs, outside the bathroom door. In the
bathroom were my twin sister, Brenda, and my mother. I could hear the water running in the
bathtub. And as had happened many times before, my sister was going to have a bath right after
my mother was done with hers.“Why can’t I go in? I still don’t see why I am always being left out,”
I cried.“Because your thing does not look like theirs,” she repeated.I am not sure why I did not
continue with this line of conversation. Maybe it was the fear instilled by Angela’s rising voice or
the confusion created by this kanyamu business. She did not explain what a kanyamu was. The
only body part I could think of that was different was my penis. But I couldn’t understand why it
was an issue. I always shared the bath with my sister.I felt left out and I wanted to belong – I so
wanted to belong. Instead, I felt alone and unwanted. I really wanted in and my penis was not
helping. I had the wrong equipment. I hated being a boy, the only boy in an all-female
household.The messages I got about men from my mother and my sisters were always negative.
When I misbehaved, my mum’s usual comment was “. . . just like his father”. Men were losers.
And there was evidence for it. There was one uncle who used to be violent. There were times he
would come and demand money from my mother and we were forced to hide under the bed. My
uncles loved their drink. There was even a story that my grandfather collapsed in a bar.Many



years later, as I was struggling to overcome alcoholism, I relived this incident outside the
bathroom with a therapist. I was trying to deal with issues from my past, what Melody Beattie in
her book, Codependent No More, calls Family of Origin Work. The intention is to get rid of
unresolved hurts and painful memories that may lead us back to drinking. I recalled the entire
experience, the background, the feelings, and the conversation. The memory remained vivid and
painful. I realised that it was a key moment in the development of my troubled identity.Growing
up, I was always afraid: afraid of playing with the boys, afraid of playing with the girls. Afraid of
joining in; afraid of being left out. I was different. Standing out always meant that someone else
stood “in” and I looked bad. Trust me, I learned long ago that we are not created equal. Some are
created to win and others to lose. I do not miss my childhood at all.Today, possibly as a legacy of
the negative messages I got about masculinity, I wear earrings and eyeliner, tweeze my
eyebrows and go for the occasional facial. I am a trained hairdresser. I love cooking and I am as
straight as they come.

The Reluctant AdolescentBrenda and I were fourteen, standing nervously at the entrance to
Carnivore. We could hear the thumping music and see the shimmering lights inside the
nightclub. She sashayed effortlessly past the massive bouncers in their tight-fitting black suits
and black bowties, the universal uniform for hired muscle. I was denied entry. I challenged them
in the mousiest voice, attempting to be assertive: “You just let my twin sister in. Why not me?”I
honestly figured that they would change their minds and grant me access to the tantalising adult
world beyond the wooden swing doors. I couldn’t believe my eyes when one of the bouncers
promptly went to find Brenda, who was already doing whatever they did in there.Needless to say
Brenda did not speak to me for the many days afterwards. I was also angry with her. I could not
figure out how it was my fault that we were fourteen.Becoming a man with a twin sister who was
very popular was agony. I would watch the guys coming to tune her and I hated them. Some
were bad boys from our neighbourhood, Nairobi West. They were rough and macho and I hated
them for getting girls all the time.Later that year, I graduated to their league when I got my first
girlfriend, Anne. She was eleven. She was beautiiifuuul. She had light brown skin, warm brown
eyes and long natural hair that was often tied back with a ribbon. Her electric smile instantly
dispelled my melancholic moods (before I met her, I spent hours brooding silently at My
Window). She lived 25 houses away at Number113/8 Kifaru Crescent. I used to watch her from
behind the net curtain in my mum’s bedroom with the lights off at sunset. She always went to
buy milk carrying an old green, yellow and orange kikapu . She had removed her school tie. The
royal blue tunic with the white blouse and slippers just did it for me. I was in love.I did a lot of
watching and thinking behind that curtain. I formed opinions about the whole community, my
next-door neighbours, the ones next to them, and the ones next to them. The Farukis, who were
Punbaji, lived right opposite us. Next door were the Luhya bachelors. After that were the
Kalenjins, including that annoying guy who came to borrow a newspaper only to start preaching
passionately about Jesus Christ.One evening, I was watching the Farukis enviously, thinking



how lucky they were to have a dad who loved them. His kids, Ejaaz and Ruhila, would always
wait for him to return from work, either by matatu or driving his maroon Fiat station wagon KQQ
186. Many a time Ejaaz left us in the middle of a game – rounders, marbles, or shake – to dash
to his dad 150 metres away. I was so jealous. I remember one evening saying to myself, with
tears flowing down my face: “One fine day, I will be happy like them.”It was just before the
streetlights came on. Some kids would still be playing shake on the road while others were
playing kati. My mum had put the radio on in her room to drown out the noise from Brenda’s
friends who were always in our house.My Prime Minister, as I would later call her, passed by the
house, carrying her faded kikapu as I listened to “Sundowner” on the Voice of Kenya English
Service. I just loved Lenny Mwashegwa’s voice as he presented the next song, maybe Kenny
Rogers or New Edition.That evening, I decided to ask Anne to be my girlfriend. I had this sneaky
feeling that it wasn’t how people became boyfriend and girlfriend. Who could I ask? Brenda?
Heck, no! I’d be the laughingstock of the estate and beyond. I mean, I was in Form 2 while she
was . . . um . . . in Standard 6.I agonised for a whole week before I decided how I would ask her. I
didn’t even go to My Window of Thoughts that week. I couldn’t stand seeing her. I chose to wait
for her to pass by on Friday. I thought this was quite strategic of me because she never bought
milk on weekends so it would give her time to think about my request.So there I was, Friday
evening at my window. That day, we were eating chapattis, as we did every other Friday. I could
hear Edwin tinkering with the jiko and rolling the dough. On this day, I decided to sacrifice the
pleasure of eating the first hot chapo that he would cook, a customary ritual that we’d always
shared. I saw Brenda walking towards the house with one of her guys and felt anxious because I
didn’t want her to see me talking to Anne, but they came inside and she stomped up the stairs,
loudly as usual, to play a tape. I got even more anxious because I couldn’t let her find me at My
Window. No one knew that I peeped at the world from here.There was Anne, right on time. Her
school tie was around her waist. Wow! That was a new one. And it looked so hot. She looked hot.
I was sweating. I left the bedroom and ran to the stairs, which I took three at a time to get to the
front door. Tippy, our dog, yelped as I stepped on its tail. I slowed down just as I reached the
gate, so I could look casual and unruffled as I opened it and stepped out into the street. I must
not give away my pounding heart. There she was. Radiant yet terrifying.“Hi,” I began
nervously.“Hi – how are you?”“Um, I wanted to ask you something and you don’t have to give me
an answer now, but even if you want to . . . um . . . you can . . . um . . . I guess, still think about it
kwanza . Me, I don’t mind. Sawa? ”“But you haven’t asked the question,” she said, smiling but
looking puzzled.“It’s hard.”“Ask anyway.”“Ok . . . here goes.” I took a deep breath. “Will you be my
girlfriend?”I don’t know who bolted first, her or me. I felt like it was the greatest and the worst day
of my life. I had done the most courageous thing ever, but also the stupidest. That weekend
stretched on for eternity. I did not go to My Window even once, despite the strong urge to do so.
I even attempted the rare feat of doing my homework.I would know on Sunday.It was around
5.30pm. She was going to the kiosk and I was at My Window. She slowed down when she
neared our house. I was meant to see her, and I did. I went downstairs, darting a quick glance



into the mirror to check whether my face was well-oiled and my hair combed. Vanity has always
been a weakness of mine.I reached the road and asked her if I could escort her to the kiosk. She
smiled and said yes. Wicked. I didn’t say a word until she had bought her milk and we were back
at my gate.“Did you think about my . . . proposal?” I asked.“Yes.”“And?”“When I give you my
answer, I am going to take off,” she warned.“Um . . . ok.”“The answer is yes!” And she was gone.I
didn’t mind. I was momentarily frozen, as if she had slapped me. Then I started to breathe again,
my body tingling with elation.Our romance didn’t last long, as I was soon to fall in love again.
With booze.My drinking binges brought out all my inadequacies. Anne was beautiful, really
beautiful, and she was perfect. I started getting jealous of her. I decided that she was too perfect
for me. Something had to be done about this nonsensical state of affairs. I had to break up with
her before she broke up with imperfect me.As we took our customary walk one evening around
Kifaru Crescent, I told her that we had to break up and that it was her fault. To reinforce the
blame, I hit her. It came as a shock to me, and most certainly to her. It was not part of my
breaking-up script. I left quickly before she could respond.It took me 20 years to apologise.
Naturally, Anne had moved on, but my guilt and shame had not.I never forgot Anne – because
you always remember the first person you kissed and fell in love with.

Every Day is New Year’s EveAlcohol had always been part of my life. When we were three
months old, my twin sister and I were given a teaspoon of honey and milk laced with brandy to
get us to sleep. I am told it worked like a charm. When I was about five years old, Cinzano and
Coke was a favourite drink, especially when we had guests in the house. We always had
guests.The first time I got drunk was when I was eleven. It was New Year’s Eve, 1982. At around
8.30pm, I was sitting with my friend William on the bonnet of a rundown Volkswagen.“Wacha ,
tonight we’re allowed to stay up to after midnight,” I told him excitedly.The junked car was one of
many in Tysons Estate. It seemed natural for each estate to have its fair share of scrap vehicles.
They served as planning HQs for our secret missions with unclear agendas. It was a mystery
why their owners kept them, when it was obvious that reviving them would be akin to climbing
Mount Kenya backwards. I was pretty sure that it wasn’t in service of our games.It was a Friday,
day of chapos again, and I went into the house to eat. Characteristic drumbeats signalled the
start of the VOK News. My mother, Aunty Lily, and my neighbours Tony and Jimi, watched as the
deep-voiced Norbert Okare read the day’s mizururo by His Excellency the President. The
weather forecast by Nguatah Francis was the best part, because it meant the news was nearly
over. Tonight, the end was extra special because it brought us even closer to the magic hour. We
played a bit of Ludo before moving on to Monopoly. Time seemed to have slowed down to 120
seconds per minute. It dragged and dragged and dragged.Finally, it was time to assemble and
wait. It was 11.45pm. I had a dustbin lid tied with a rope to my neck, which I had secured from a
neighbour with a promise to return it. I was too excited to lie. Everyone had something, as long
as it could produce sound, or better, a loud noise. There were horns, real drums and makeshift
tambourines. Most of us made do with dustbin lids. Sticks had been acquired from various



sources as drum sticks.We waited. The excitement was just awesome. Ten! Nine! Eight! Seven!
Six! Five! Four! Three! Two! One! HAPPY NEW YEAR!And the march began.About ninety
minutes later, the estate looked like the scene of a riot. We dumped trash onto the driveways of
empty houses. As if this was not shameful enough, we threw dustbins on Mombasa Road. We
thought it was great fun. But it was not just hooliganism that made this night exceptional for me.
At about 2am, Tony, Bernice, Nyawira and I went to Tony’s family house where we were each
given a glass of wine by his dad. His dad was great. He told us funny stories about how he met
Tony’s mum in London. I wondered why he had to go all the way to Britain to meet someone who
was also from Kenya. Tony’s mum, on the other hand, did not seem happy that we were given
wine.The wine was tasty and sweet. I wondered why they called it “the adult’s drink”. It was
nothing like the sour Tusker that my mum drank.We went off to Bernice’s house, where we had
another glass of wine. There was no dad in the house, and we were very noisy. We finished up at
my house, where the march had started. We met my mum at home, and she was drinking
Johnnie Walker and soda with Aunty Helen, Mama Ciiku and Mama Steve. They were playing
some LPs on the record player. The Christmas tree lights flashed on and off in the corner,
illuminating the shiny decorations and cotton wool.After we arrived, the house became noisy
with our chatter: it sounded like we had brought the march home. But Mum was tipsy and in a
good mood. It was now after four in the morning and people were still up and about in the estate.
The New Year was real, and everything smelled of a new beginning. The chilly wind outside, and
my thoughts of joining a new class at school in a few days, put me in high spirits. The Christmas
clothes that our sister Angela had sent over from England, where she was studying, were still
shop fresh.My mum offered us a bottle of Black Tower wine to share among ourselves. This was
the best New Year I’d ever had. It was even better than my birthday, which fell on May 1st, a
public holiday, and more so, being a twin, always attracted special attention. And this was better
than that? Oh my! I was in Heaven. I was feeling lightheaded and everything that anyone said
seemed so, so funny. And I felt so happy. I could not remember ever feeling happier. I loved New
Year’s Day.I did not have that feeling again until about three years later, when I was fourteen. We
had been on school holidays for about a week. I don’t remember where I got a drink from, but
that day I got really sloshed. All of a sudden, I had that feeling and I immediately made the
connection. My happiness on New Year’s Eve was not a function of the calendar but the booze.
Now, every day could be December 31st. Wee wee . . . what a discovery! I drank that whole
December holiday. There was always alcohol in the house and it wasn’t locked up.I started
missing school for extended periods. Absenteeism led to guilt, which led to the discovery that
when I was drunk I felt absolutely no guilt. When I went to school, I would always carry a letter
from my mother. More often than not, the letters did not seem to explain the absences, but the
teachers always accepted them as sufficient “legal documents”, as they called them.One time I
refused to go to school ostensibly because our school, Strathmore, was opening for a new term
before all the others. This was not cool. And besides, it was before my birthday. Schools never
opened before my birthday and this particular year, I decided, was not going to be any different.



Somehow, I got away with it, and when I did eventually show up, I was armed with the all-
important letter.The more I stayed out of school, the more I drank. The fear and guilt peaked
during exam times. I regarded examinations as personal vendettas by the examiners to find out
how much I did not know. I vindicated them by showing them how right they were. This led to
more guilt and fear, which was assuaged by more alcohol.My mother became a hostage to my
alcoholism. She did try to stop me drinking but I became immune to her shouting. It was
inconsequential. She regularly bailed me out of trouble, which minimised my motivation to stop
drinking. Our rows followed a predictable pattern. We would have a major fight about something,
usually money. I would damage her property and steal her money. Yet, a fortnight later, we would
be sitting in a pub drinking together. She drank quite a bit at that time.I could always charm her
into giving me money to go out for a drink. She was a socialite and she knew the who’s who of
Nairobi. She’d moved to Nairobi in the 1960s, and she wanted to emulate the settlers’ wives. So
she sent us to private schools and took out loans for us to go overseas. She wanted me to be
like the other students at Strathmore. The assumption was that those kids always had money. So
she gave me money to drink. She knew it was not for porridge.When I was in Form 2, she
arranged for me to see a psychiatrist. The doctor asked me how many beers I took at any one
time.“Well, about three or four Exports,” I lied. In reality, I was already drinking eight to ten bottles
at a time.“And where do you get the money to buy so many beers?”With those few words, my
commitment to counselling evaporated. If four beers were many to him, what if I’d told him the
truth?I attended further sessions simply to appease my mother. I also enjoyed the attention it
earned from my friends. I felt quite important to be seeing an exciting sounding medical
specialist. I started glamorising my illness. It seemed the only time anyone paid me attention. My
participation in life was directly proportional to the likelihood that someone was watching me. I
enjoyed the attention, so much so that I even started doing chores around the house with a
cheerful attitude.I tried to employ the same tactics at school. In a mathematics examination,
which I knew I was going to fail, I wrote “I have no father” on the paper. Mr. Otieno, the teacher,
called me aside as we were coming from the chapel after lunchtime prayers.“I read your
comment on your answer sheet, and I thought it was . . . quite interesting. Could you tell me more
about that?” he asked.“Well, it’s just that, um, I feel I am not doing well in school because I have
no dad at home.”“Chris, that’s just an excuse,” he remarked with a cross between a sneer and a
smile. “I mean, if you had one leg, does that mean that you cannot do well in an exam?”“No,” I
admitted reluctantly.
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Cub Gichenje, “I was touched and inspired by his very personal confrontation of the events in his
life and that he has come out on the other si. A very honest account of events. I was touched and
inspired by his very personal confrontation of the events in his life and that he has come out on
the other side a better and stronger individual. A great read for anyone struggling with any form
of addiction.”

Genghis, “Really touching writing.. I like the book.It made me want to be a better
man.Considering that the writer went on to start a really great family after all this, the book just
gives me hope and more hope.”

mzbee, “Totally loved this book.. Chris writes very well, and his honesty is to be applauded.I
cried with him in his dark moments of despair, and was so happy when he hit rock bottom and
finally parted ways with the enemy/ the bottle.He has made me appreciate just how bad a
disease alcoholism is.I want to read it all over again.”

The book by Stephen Cope has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 4 people have provided feedback.
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