From Rock Bottom to Recovery: My Story of
Hope, Redemption, and Purpose

If you had asked me a year ago whether I thought I would ever be completely abstinent from
drugs and alcohol, I probably would have told you to kick rocks. The idea of living a life without
substances seemed impossible. At that point, my life was nothing short of chaotic. I was
homeless, living on the streets, and somehow, I had convinced myself that I was okay with that. I
was lost, without direction, without purpose, and without any real hope for my future. My life
had become completely unmanageable, and addiction had taken me to places I never imagined I
would go.

The hardest part to accept when I look back on those years is that I wasn't raised to live that way.
I had a good upbringing. I came from a family that instilled morals, values, and the importance
of hard work in me. I knew right from wrong, and I had people in my life who loved me and
wanted nothing but the best for me. Unfortunately, once addiction took hold of my life, those
morals and values went completely out the window. The person I became during my years of
active addiction was almost unrecognizable compared to the person I had once been.

My relationship with drugs and alcohol didn't begin until my early twenties, but once it started,
all bets were off. I have never been someone who does anything halfway, and unfortunately, that
mentality carried over into my substance use. Everything I did, I did to the extreme.

It all started when I went away to college. At the time, I convinced myself that drinking and
partying were simply part of the college experience. Everyone else was doing it, so why
shouldn't I? Looking back, I realize that everyone else wasn't doing what I was doing. Sure,
people went out and partied on the weekends, but I was partying almost every night. While other
students were waking up and going to class, I could barely drag myself out of bed. I wasn't there
to get an education anymore. I was there to learn how to get messed up, and I think it's safe to
say | earned a master's degree in that.

What makes that chapter of my life especially painful to reflect on is the opportunity I threw
away. | had received a scholarship to play baseball at my state university. Playing baseball at that
level had always been a dream of mine. I had worked hard to get there, and I was given an
opportunity that so many young athletes would do anything to have. Yet somehow, even that
wasn't enough to stop me from destroying everything I had worked toward. Eventually, I was
kicked out of school, lost my scholarship, and watched one of my biggest dreams disappear
because of my addiction.

Unfortunately, that was only the beginning.

After leaving college, my drinking and drug use spiraled completely out of control. Not long
afterward, I received an OUI, which would become the first of many legal consequences I faced.



Over the years, | became what you might call a frequent flyer at the county jail. I was given
chance after chance to turn my life around. Judges, family members, friends, and people who
genuinely cared about me tried to get through to me. But no matter what consequences I faced or
how desperately my loved ones pleaded with me, nothing seemed powerful enough to make me
stop.

I was fortunate to have a family that continued to give me opportunities, even when I had done
very little to deserve them. No matter how badly things were going in my life, there always
seemed to be a family member willing to give me a job or help me get back on my feet. I will
forever be grateful for the love they showed me. However, looking back, I can also recognize
that some of that help unintentionally allowed me to continue living the way I was living. As
long as someone was there to catch me when I fell, I never had to fully face the consequences of
my decisions.

For years, I justified my behavior by telling myself that I was only hurting myself. That was one
of the biggest lies I ever told myself. The truth is that my addiction affected everyone who loved
me. My family lived with constant fear and anxiety, never knowing whether the next phone call
would be from a hospital, a jail, or someone telling them that something terrible had happened to
me. They also lived with the worry that I would show up asking for money, a place to stay, or
help getting out of another situation I had created.

At the time, I didn't recognize how manipulative I had become. I knew how to say the right
things, make promises I had no intention of keeping, and convince the people who loved me that
this time would be different. I took advantage of their compassion because my addiction had
become more important to me than anything else.

Eventually, after years of chaos, broken promises, and disappointment, my family had reached its
breaking point. They could no longer continue providing me with places to live, bailing me out
of trouble, or protecting me from the consequences of my own actions. I found myself homeless,
living on the streets, and doing whatever I felt I needed to do to feed my addiction.

It was a lonely, miserable existence.

I had gone from being a young man with a promising future, a college scholarship, and a family
that believed in him to someone who had lost nearly everything. My dreams, relationships,
self-respect, and sense of purpose had all been consumed by addiction. What is even more
difficult to explain is that, at the time, I had become so accustomed to living that way that [
almost accepted it as normal. Chaos was my normal. Instability was my normal. Waking up
every day not knowing where [ would sleep or how I would get through the next twenty-four
hours was my normal.

I wasn't living anymore. [ was simply surviving.

October 25, 2025, became a turning point in my life.



That was the last time I stepped foot in jail. After years of running from consequences, hurting
the people who loved me, and destroying opportunities, I had finally reached my breaking point.
I was exhausted. Exhausted from the lifestyle, exhausted from the consequences, and exhausted
from being the person I had become.

Through what I can only describe as a miracle, I was given another opportunity. I was allowed to
enter into a Maine Pretrial Services contract and attend a recovery program. That program was
HFGC Recovery Network, and I can say without hesitation that walking through those doors
changed the direction of my life.

When I first entered HFGC, I was lost and broken. I had spent so many years living in survival
mode that I didn't know what a normal, healthy life was supposed to look like anymore. I didn't
have much confidence in myself, and I certainly didn't have a clear vision of what my future
could be.

What I found at HFGC was something I hadn't experienced in a very long time: genuine hope.

I found a community of people who understood where I had been and didn't judge me for it. I
found clinical staff, owners, and individuals throughout the program who treated me with care,
compassion, and respect. They saw something in me that I had stopped seeing in myself. Rather
than defining me by my past, they encouraged me to recognize my potential and start building a
future worth being proud of.

For the first time in years, I began to believe that maybe my story didn't have to end the way I
had once expected it to.

Recovery has not been easy. In fact, this past year has been one of the most challenging years of
my life. I have had to face things about myself that I spent years avoiding. I have had to learn
how to take accountability, rebuild trust, manage emotions without substances, and develop
healthy relationships. I have had to accept that I cannot change the damage I caused in the past,
but I can choose to live differently today.

And that is exactly what I have worked to do.

One of the most meaningful parts of my journey at HFGC has been the opportunity to grow
within the program. I started by taking on responsibilities as a volunteer coordinator. From there,
I was given the opportunity to become a house manager, where I could help support other
individuals navigating their own recovery journeys. Today, I am proud to say that I have become
part of the HFGC staff.

When I think about that progression, it is almost difficult to put into words what it means to me.

I went from being someone who couldn't manage his own life to someone who now has the
opportunity to help others rebuild theirs. I went from being a person who constantly needed help
to someone who can offer guidance, encouragement, and support to people facing the same



struggles I once faced. I went from having no direction to discovering a purpose and a passion
that I never knew existed within me.

Today, I genuinely look forward to waking up in the morning.

That might sound like a small thing to someone who has never experienced addiction, but for
me, it means everything. I no longer wake up consumed by the need to find my next drink or
drug. I no longer have to wonder where I am going to sleep or what consequences are waiting for
me. Instead, I wake up knowing that I have responsibilities, people who depend on me, and an
opportunity to make a positive difference in someone's life.

I have been given the opportunity to rebuild relationships with my family and become someone
they can be proud of again. More importantly, I have begun to become someone I can be proud
of. That is something I never thought I would be able to say.

One of the greatest gifts recovery has given me is the ability to look at my past differently. For a
long time, I viewed my experiences as nothing more than failures, mistakes, and wasted

opportunities. Today, while I would never wish the pain of addiction on anyone, I recognize that
those experiences have given me a unique ability to connect with people who are still struggling.

When someone tells me they feel hopeless, I understand that feeling because I have lived it.
When someone tells me they have lost everything, I know what that looks like. When someone
says they don't believe they can change, I can look them in the eyes and tell them that I once
believed the exact same thing.

I don't have to pretend to understand their struggles. I have been there.

That is what makes the work I do today so meaningful. I want to be a role model within my
community and an example of what is possible when someone is given an opportunity,
surrounded by the right people, and becomes willing to make a change. I want the person who is
sitting in a jail cell, sleeping on the streets, or feeling completely defeated by addiction to know
that their life does not have to stay that way.

I also understand that recovery is not something I can take for granted. Just because my life looks
different today does not mean I can forget where I came from. I have to continue making the
right decisions, surrounding myself with people who support my recovery, and holding myself
accountable. Recovery is not simply about putting down drugs and alcohol. It is about changing
the way I live, the way I treat others, and the way I view myself.

As I reflect on the past year, I cannot express enough gratitude to HFGC Recovery Network. The
clinical staff, owners, and individuals who have supported me throughout this journey have
played an incredible role in helping me get my life back. They have given me opportunities that I
never imagined [ would have, shown me compassion when I needed it most, and continued to
believe in me as I learned how to believe in myself.



The love, support, and encouragement I have received throughout this program have changed my
life in ways I will never be able to fully repay. The best way I know how to show my gratitude is
by continuing to grow, remaining committed to my recovery, and extending that same
compassion and support to the next person who walks through the doors feeling as lost as I once
did.

If you had told me a year ago that I would be living the life I have today, I would have laughed in
your face. I couldn't imagine a life without drugs and alcohol, let alone a life filled with purpose,
responsibility, meaningful relationships, and genuine happiness.

But here [ am.

I am no longer the person who was content living on the streets. I am no longer the person who
threw away opportunities, manipulated loved ones, and allowed addiction to dictate every
decision. I am someone who has found hope, rebuilt relationships, discovered purpose, and
developed a passion for helping others.

My past will always be part of my story, but it no longer has to determine my future.

A year ago, I was simply trying to survive another day. Today, I wake up wanting to make a
difference in someone else's.

I cannot change where I have been, but I can continue to choose where I am going. And if there
is one thing I hope people take away from my story, it is this:

Recovery is possible. People can change. And no matter how far someone has fallen, their
story is not over.

I am living proof of that, and I intend to keep proving it every single day.



