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     At five years old I had a child like trusting innocence about my relationship with a watchful loving leprechaun who never left my side. I could always count on him to comfort and guide me as my world around me seemed to be falling apart.   In my imagination my leprechaun, would prompt me to venture out into the world with little to no fear of what was in front of me, or who I would meet. I had a magical curiosity about the world that encouraged me to be an explorer, to question the people and the world I lived in, about why it was the way it was.  My innocence would be stolen and my childlike trust was violated by a family sickened with sexual abuse and alcoholism. The abuse had robbed me of my childhood but it could not take away the confidence and the profound since of purpose that I felt deep inside of me to rise up and stand in my majesty. At eleven years old a spiritual rebellion began with in me, my awakening personality began to follow the spiritual guidance that was coming from deep within rather than the established rules and doctrines of church and society. This rebellion would give me a victory that was long overdue, I was emancipated by the courts from my undeserving and abusive parents, placed into states custody and foster care. Convinced that God did exist he had heard my prayers for help and the songs I would sing in his praise I felt victorious. This victory was short lived as this now thirteen year old young girl could not possibly understand the double edged sword she now carried. Life was bitter sweet; I would no longer live in the family that I was born into. I would have to find my way in the world alone in a family where I was “the kid they saved,” I felt like a hand me down kid.  The next thirty five years of my life would be spent, being of service in my foster family as I owed them a debt of gratitude I felt would never be justly pay back. I felt a need to reward myself for a war well fought and won as a child.  I would become an over achiever at work climbing the corporate ladder of success, I succeeded at everything I tried. I was a winner even at the risk of others being losers. I started using drugs and alcohol as the path to escape the great emotional torment and suffering I felt inside, I never felt good enough. I would become a woman that I or anyone else no longer respected, loved or trusted. I fell away from any God I knew, the magic and curiosity that existed as a child was long gone. The confidence and self-esteem that had survived my childhood, hid from me afraid of myself and others, I had become my own worst enemy.

      During this time I would have moments of clarity or an intuition about myself that, I was allowed to do as I wanted with little or no resistance from others my since of entitlement was growing out of control. I was now living in the darkness, evil and Satan had become my masters.  I was receiving awkward approval from others in situations where I would normally receive strong disapproval for my actions. I was becoming spiritually prideful and grandiose in my drug induced delusional states, I perceived compliance from others as a since of power and control. My ego was developing a narcissistic, manipulative motive behind every thought, action and behavior I had. I could no longer discern reality from my delusions I was slipping into the darkest places where only evil resides. In these moments came awareness and clarity and an overwhelming responsibility to do the next right thing or pay the highest price a soul can pay spiritual death. I like to think of it as the dark side of the light chasers. I was like a girl whispering in the wind, I could not hear the call, and I would choose evil over good. The conflict I felt in the depths of my soul was tremendous, my DNA screamed out to me as the heavens opened up its hollowed doors and all of my relations became my judge, jury and executioners. I was losing touch with reality as Aliens from the farthest reaches of the universe where attempting to come to my aid to no avail.  I was choosing spiritual Seppuku to be lost in Hades forever my spiritual light was fading fast. The spiritual death I would experience next would be yet one more chance for me to redeem my lost soul. I was suicidal I had lost it all, was in jail, facing a ten year prison sentence for crimes I committed under the influence of methamphetamine’s. I would soon learn that I had had a spiritual experience and I was about to have a spiritual awakening.

     The spiritual awakening in my life has been a slow evolutionary journey that resulted in a spiritual revolution of my personality causing a change in my life that beckons me to this day. To trudge a spiritual path that was illuminated for me to be a seer, healer and spirit teacher, to up hold a spiritual contract with my creator.
     My journey of recovery is nothing short of a miracle but the price I was to pay to redeem and keep my soul would come with a high price, would I be willing to pay the fiddler one more time? Which master would I pick? The bottle or Jesus, what was my choice to be? What would the outcome be of my choices? Have you ever taken a leap of faith? What would you do to save your soul?

     My name is Marsha and my earliest memories of my leprechaun was in Delores Colorado I was 5 years old, we lived in a beautiful farm style home that sat on a quiet street just 1 ½ blocks from the rushing Animus river that ran on the edge of the sleep little town of about 1000 people at the time. My dad worked for the US Forest Service and was a fire fighter. He is also my most favorite person in the world. I was daddy’s little girl. My leprechaun was everywhere that I went and always could be found in a tree, so that he could not be seen by others or eaten by a cat. I remember being a bold little girl with a mind of my own I did whatever I wanted whenever I wanted and did not listen to my mother at all so she rarely tried to restrain me.  I remember one Sunday morning in particularly, I got up got dressed for church and told my mom I was going to church. I was five years old and had never been to church, but I was going to church. My mom did not stop me and out the door I went. I remember skipping and running hoping not to be late. I went to the Catholic Church that was down the street about five blocks and I went in. I love Catholic churches with their stained glass windows and ornate religious figures. The priest and nuns dressed in their uniforms it made them seem so mysterious to me. I could smell the incense and the candles that burned; I loved the large pews with kneeling benches with pads on them that I would stand on. I would slip into the pew and listen to the mass in Spanish not understanding a word they were saying. To me it was like they were singing. I was fascinated by the ritualistic nature of the service. I went to Catechism that day as I was wisked away by a nun who kept asking me were my family was. I told her I had come by myself and I wanted to stay. I remember learning about Jesus and I loved it. After church was over I went across the street to the Baptist Church and went to Church there. I heard the singing and that is what attracted me to run over and see what everyone was singing about. I slipped into a pew and pretended to belong, and some lady asked me if I was coming back next week to Sunday school. Not knowing what that was I just said, “Yes, I was.” The next week I got up, got dressed and told my mom I was going to Church. I went to the Catholic Church first and was again in awe of the ceremony. I got up after church and the nun I had met the week before came to me and said, “Let’s go to Catechism.” I told her, “I can’t I have to go to Sunday school across the street. She had an angry look on her face and told me, “You can’t go to Church here and then go to the Baptist Church you must choose one and go to it all the time. I looked up at her and pronounced, “Fine I am out of here.” I ran across the street leaving her on the front steps of the church looking in awe. I liked the since of family the Baptist church had and I longed for my family to go to Church also, everyone looked so happy. I would try to tell my mom or dad about Church but they didn’t pay much attention. I would retreat to the back yard and sit under a tree and tell my leprechaun all about it, he was always there for me. My mom and dad fought all time yelling and screaming at each other, saying mean and hurtful things to each other. I can recall standing behind the door listening to their fights and I would cry. I would hold my little brother Eddie is 1 year younger than I, so he was about four years old. Sometimes after the fights my parents had I would go out and cry to my leprechaun, my little brother never saw my leprechaun and thought I was playing. I would continue to attend the Baptist church and I drag my little brother with me.   I loved to go to church and would attend with my cousins when my mom left me at their house. I have always believed in God and loved learning about Jesus. I liked to sing about Jesus most of all, my favorite songs have always been This Little Light of Mine and Jesus Loves the Little Children. My mom would say, “God Dam it,” all the time, so I thought she was talking to God. I could not understand why she wanted him to dam things. My parents never talked to me about God, but I can remember when times were bad my mom would say, “Honey everything is going to be alright.”   I had grown up not having a fear of people and was very outgoing I would talk to complete strangers about anything and I thought I knew quite a bit like the alphabet and all the states in the United States and their capitals. I would tell anybody that would listen to me, about these two things.

     My journey started at a very young age like many children do when they are born into a family structure of alcoholism and addiction. I was born in Durango, Colorado on December 29, 1958, I was one of 5 children at the time and one year later on New Year’s Day my little brother Edward would be arrive.  Both of my parents and all of the children but one would struggle with addiction as a result of our genetic make-up,

     Our family was a blended family as my mother had been married 4 times twice to the same man my three older sibling’s had a different dad than me. I will never forget the day that my dad lost his job at the U.S. Forest Service because one more time he went to work drunk. My mom was about 35 years old and she did not drink at the time but that would soon change. I remember the day well my oldest brother Richard who was 11 at the time was in reform school and would not be set free until he was 18 years old. He has a criminal mind and also struggled with addiction from a very young age as did all of us. Alcohol was given to all of us and I can remember my first drink at the age of 3 or 4. When I was five years old my parents would pack up the car with all our belongings and the remaining 4 kids. We would drive to Gallup New Mexico and drop off Debbie 8 at the time and Bruce 7 years old they would stay with their biological dad Dale Todd. Little did I know that I would never live with them again. Children don’t understand adult issues and I believed whatever my parents told me and of course they had lied to me and said we would come and pick Debbie and Bruce back up soon.  I developed resentment that day and learned not to trust adults and particularly my parents I never lived with these siblings again. 
     My parents were both chronic alcoholics and we lived in our car from the time I was five years old to the time I was eleven years old due to their alcoholism. We lived in a park in Mesa Arizona across from the Mormon Temple where my brother and I would take the daily tour so we could, “bird bath,” in the bathrooms along the way. We would become good at begging for food from the snow birds. These are old people, senior citizens, retired folks, who lived in Mesa Arizona during the winter and returned to their home states for the pleasant spring and summer months. They would gather together based on the states they come from for picnics on the weekends to socialize. My skills to tell a story had improved greatly and I would use them to my advantage to be invited to eat at their picnics. It felt a little like I was Yogi the bear and my little brother was Booboo. Our job was to, “get the pic-a-nic basket.” My father left for long periods of time to work where he could find it. He was a master surveyor and worked on road construction teams, but the money never found its way back to us. We would live in the shelter in downtown Phoenix, Arizona for some time and my park became Skid Row in downtown Phoenix. My mother would drop us off there and tell us not to talk to strangers. I was a social butterfly and become friendly with several of the drunks in the park. I loved to listen to them tell me there stories of family’s they had left behind and the dreams that never came true. I would make my brother Eddie stay right with me to keep him safe. We would sometimes nap with the drunks I remember feeling safe and loved by them. I have always loved a drunk. My mother would leave us for hours and hours. It seemed like all day long, we had no since of time. I sometime feared she would not return. We would drink pond water that the ducks swam on. I would feed my little brother duck poop, as we had no food. He would complain of being hungry so I would pick up a piece of duck poop and tell him it was chocolate. He would take a bite of it and scream, “Mart this aint no chocolate, it is duck poop!” I would laugh my head off, it worked every time.   My mother did not put us in school and to this day my brother Ed still cannot read or write.  I would learn from the shelter schools that we would live in from time to time about how to read and write, but my brother took no interest in school. This dysfunction in my family system put stress on our families living and learning conditions we did not learn to develop a since of belonging which comes from being a part of a community, church or group settings we became quite isolated as children and we had a difficult time overcoming this as adults. I would laugh and play with my leprechaun in the park. I would tell the drunks about him but they did not see him either. Or they would tell me stories about freaky things they did see, this sometimes scared me. 
     I was thankful for the times that my mother would farm us out to one of her four younger sisters as they had healthy, normal homes. These homes would be the yardstick in which I would measure my parents against and of course they always fell short. Eddie and I would experience sexual abuse by a 16 year old cousin from the time I was 5 to age 7 Ed would have been 4 to 6 years old. I never told anybody about the abuse except my leprechaun, until I was 41 years old.  I shared it with a sponsor and a therapist.
     Never being put in to school since the second grade I was hungry for education and I would seek out shelter schools at the homeless shelters. I am forever grateful for the teachers and volunteers that served to help me learn to read. Reading was the most favorite escape I had in my life, when I read I was allowed to dream and expand my knowledge of the world in which it seemed everyone else lived but not me. The next years for me and my little brother were spent in the wreckage of an alcoholic environment, no stability, no love, no attention, abandonment and fear became our friends.  Emotional, verbal, and sexual abuse would be our teachers.  

     Our nomadic lifestyle as a family led us to a little town Globe Arizona where my dad found work in the coal mines. His family is a family of coal minors from Kingman Arizona it was not a job he liked. We lived in a one room flop house over a movie theater, that I called the babysitter. My Dad was working and living in the mining camps so we never saw him. My mother was a raging nymphomaniac alcoholic by this time and Eddie and I was the last thing on her mind. She would get us up each morning take us down to the movie theater and buy us our tickets and send us into the theater. We were ordered to stay in the theater until it closed at about 11:00pm. We had to beg for food and learned to smoke cigarettes, lie and steal from anyone who would talk to us. The storytelling we did was amazing, we began to believe our own stories and reality was slipping from us. It was like we were becoming the actors in our lives the movie house had become the fun house for children of nine and ten years old. Our reality was being distorted and I had an awareness of this and it scared me to my core. My grandmother had made me remember her telephone number and how to call collect. I decided one day after my little brother and I were almost sexually raped in the flop house in the one bathroom everyone on the second floor shared. I felt a rebellion rise up in me and I screamed out inside, “no more, no more.” I planned our escape from this hell I knew offered nothing but a dead end road for myself and my little brother. I no longer cared about my parents, as I felt they no cared for us constantly putting us in harm’s way. We were disposables to them. I knew we were birth certificates to my mom for the welfare she received in three states. That morning after she checked us into the baby sitter I called my Grandpa collect and I told him what my mother and dad had been doing and I told him he needed to come and get us. Now my grandpa was sober in AA for about 20 years and knew the depths at which this disease can take a family. He took his family to the pit in the great depression living in tents camps, but his drinking always came first. So he told me that he and my grandma would drive overnight from Durango, Colorado to Globe Arizona. He instructed me that when I saw his brown nova pull up he would open the door and me and Eddie were to jump in. I was so excited I was going to, “get her.” A child of ten is not supposed to rise up and stand against her parent. I did not have this voice present in me, I told no one of my plan not even my closest friend Eddie. He was a momma’s boy and would for sure rat me out, I stayed silent. The next morning my mother did what she always did and commanded us to get dress, she liked to refer to us as her, “good for nothing little sons of bitches.” Like a robot I complied, but inside I was anticipating my big escape. We went down the stairs of the stinky, smoky, stale, flop house. I had no doubt it would be the last time for me. I grew stronger inside than I had ever felt in my life. I was going to be free. We walked outside down the sidewalk to the corner of the street. The movie theater was on the corner, we paused and just like in a movie, I saw that brown Nova coming down the street. It pulled up next to the curb my Grandfather looked ten feet tall to me, he was my hero. He got out of the car, walked around to the passenger side and opened the back door and shouted, “Get in the car kids.” I ran liked the wind and flew into the back seat of the car, turning back, looking at my mother’s face.  To this day I still see the look of shear fear and terror on it. I screamed to my little brother, “Eddie come on get in the car!” He grabbed my mother’s legs and slid down to the ground. He screamed back at me, “I am not going anywhere you fucking bitch.” My heart sunk, I was leaving my best friend, my playmate, my little brother. He chose in that moment his mother over his freedom. This would be a pivotal moment for both Eddie and me.   My brother Eddie would not leave my mom’s side for the remainder of his life. Us kids always called him, “mamma’s little boy.” My brother, at the age of 54 still lives and cares for my mother today. In his life he has had rare periods of time away from her but always finds his way back to her. I would live and flourish at my grandparents’ home in Durango for the next two years. I was put in school, had a room of my own, and remember these times as some of the best in my life. I felt loved, accepted, valued, and I flourished. I can remember the joy in these years but the guilt, remorse and hate I felt inside at my mother, brother and my dad was overbearing. I felt abandoned, lost and second hand. I was jealous, envious of other children and my cousins who had what I saw as healthy, happy, normal lives. The conflict inside me was enormous. I started stealing and smoking my grandparent’s cigarettes. I was sexually self-mutilating, unhealed from years of abuse I did not know how to accept the love I was given. My Grandparents tried as they could to help me heal and feel wanted and loved. My Grandpa would say, “I understand what your mother is going through, I hope she gets AA like I did.” 
     The Serenity prayer hung on the dining room wall in my Grandfather’s house. He and I would sit at the dining room table for hours, he would tell me stories of being a hobo drunk during the great depression. He would ride the trains looking for work, while his wife and four little girls lived in the tents camps in Arkansas. He would tell me about colorful people he would meet along the way he was an act at the World’s Fair in Seattle I think he was wax man Gloomy Gus. J.C Pennies put him in a store window and offered to give a car away to anyone who could make him move. He was burned and peed on but never was a muscle moved. He talked about having nerves of steel and would not flinch even when working with the world’s worst hang over. There was something exciting about the stories he was telling me, he lived a life on the edge. I felt he was like me he lived a double life too. He wanted to provide for his family but he proclaimed he was a drunk, a no good drunk, until he found AA, Alcoholics Anonymous or as he would say AA found him. He would tell me stories of his love for Bill W. My Grandpa and his brother Ed got sober in 1949 when AA was still new. He would rant about how they started an AA meeting in Missouri and wanted to bring AA West. His brother Ed opened up a recovery house for drunks and carried the message of AA to them. These stories were entertaining as a young girl, but I did not know what an impact they would have on my life until many years later. 
     I was conflicted on the inside and cried often about my poor me story. My escape from my pain was to run to the Baptist church down on the corner; my Uncle Cheto was the preacher.  I would also retreat to the upstairs of the home I lived in to the room of my sanctity directly across from the room where I was sexually abused 4 years, before now. I would put on Rose Mary Clooney records and sing my heart out. My most favorite song was “This Old House.” http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8QYEivb-3vg I would sing it over, over and over and dance as if no one was watching. I would sing as if no own could hear. In this place I did not care about anything I was free. My leprechaun returned to me in these days and we spent hours together, in this room and outside in the park. My freedom would be short lived. Fear of my mother’s return to take me back was imminent. I would overhear my grandparents talking about my mother calling, asking to come and take me back. I knew I was just a welfare ticket her and my resentments and fear grew.  I was learning to appreciate the moments in which I lived, day by day. Fear has a way with a person to change how they see the world a child should have no part in these game adults play.
     My mother had a way of convincing my grandparents to give her another chance to take care of me. My brain screamed out, “Oh my God, no she just wants to use me to get her welfare!” I had no voice, I would not be heard. I would shrink back into my shell like Shoe Shay the turtle did, beaten. I would later learn she had to prove to my grandparents that she had a job, a place to live, and that she was not drinking. I remember the day vividly I packed up all my worldly possession that I had obtained in two years and put it in boxes. I said goodbye to the only real home I had known, my girly bedroom. I hated boxes it seemed my whole life had been living out of a car and boxes. I had no choice, her car pulled up to the house and in she walked. She expected me to greet her but all I had was hate for her. My brother Ed now grown up into the eleven year old that he was, I barely recognized him, where did the mamma’s baby boy go? I felt like a stranger as I climbed into the back seat of the car, crying and screaming, “Please don’t make me go, she is goanna do what she always does! She is a liar.” I trusted no one now; I could not see my leprechaun he had abandon me to. I felt such great heart pain all the way into my stomach, I felt dead. 
     The car ride to Albuquerque New Mexico seems like a blur and took hours. I think I cried and slept, cried and slept. The only comfort that I found was in a dog they had picked up. His name as Pete Gibson; he was a cookapoo a cross between a cocker spaniel and a poodle. He would become my new best friend. We arrived at a small trailer park as I entered into the trailer that was to be my new home my mom told me I would be sleeping on the couch. Any complaint I had was met with, “you are still that ungrateful little bitch I remember.” I was put into the 8th grade and on some days I felt hope slowly returning. Ed and I were back to being friends but I would not grow very close to him as I knew my time here with them was going to be short. He had become my mom’s best ally.  I was planning my next big escape, I can remember starting to pray to a God I knew was there, but I saw as withholding. My prayers were more like begging, “Please get me out of here!” I remember thinking what had I done that was so bad that God would punish me by putting me back with this woman. Her time of compliance was short lived, as I knew it would be. She was back to drinking, whoring and leaving us for weeks at a time. Her pattern was to meet a Mexican man, “Alfolfo,” and go stay with him in his family camp outside of Santa Fe New Mexico and be his whore. She would stay drunk and was made to clean, cook and have sex with his brothers. It is a form of slavery for women who go with men in the Mexican Mafia. She was beaten up on a regular basis. She would escape and come back to us crying and say she was never going to leave us again. She would bring home enough money for the rent and some pinto beans, ham hock, flour, and oil to make some tortillas with. My brother and I knew that her time home would be short she would make a big pressure cooker full of beans and a shit load of tortilla’s and I would tell my little brother she was getting ready to leave again. He maintained that she was not and that it would be different this time.  Then she would get all dressed up to go telling us, “I am going out for a drink, I’ll be back real soon. I made some beans and tortillas for you. I love you don’t stay up to late, you have school in the morning.” My brother Ed never went to school, ever. I did and that is where I found my escape now, I loved learning and soaked in everything I could. My mom use to say, “Honey you are the smart one.” 

     I started to make friends at school it was a distraction from the out of control life I was amerced in at home. I became friends with a gal by the name of Donnie Lovelace she lived in the trailer park and we hung out together. She was in the same grade as I was. We both liked the same boy his name was John Stafford. We would follow him and his friend’s home from school teasing them as much as we could so they would pay attention to us. One day we followed John home we got his attention when he was at his house. He stopped to talk to Donnie and me. I noticed that there was an attractive young man in the driveway of his home polishing up a nice looking car, a 1963 T-Bird. My attraction moved from John to this young man so I threw a look his way. He responded with a glance back at me. I took my friend Donnie aside for a little talk to let her know that she could have John I was interested in the fine looking young man in the driveway. I asked John what his name was, he told me it was his older brother Denton. I proceeded to walk over, get his attention and start up a flirty conversation with him. It was lust at first sight, over the next seven years I would grow to love this young man. The Stafford family and their home become my shelter from the storm. My little brother became friends with a younger brother of Denton’s his name was Richard.  Ed and I would stay at their home when my mom went on her drinking excursions; she was now leaving us for weeks on end. Denton’s mom and dad, Mary and Bob knew of my mother’s recklessness and allowed us to stay in their home. They made sure we ate and had a safe place to land, they treated us like family. Eddie was a full blown alcoholic at the age of 11, we would find him repeatedly passed out after a night of drinking from Mary and Bobs bar. I was not surprised by this we had been given alcohol as children, as a beverage by our parents.   
     At the age of 12 my mother left me in the State of New Mexico, literally I refused to get into the car one more time and she drove off. I was older than my years by this time and my moral development had advanced at the speed of light as I had seen more in my life up to this point than most people will experience in a lifetime.  I felt a freedom that was long overdue and a faith that I would be better off without her in my life. I felt numb as I had to leave my little brother at the hands of his abuser one more time.  I knew this was about my survival.  I went to the Stafford’s house they allowed me to stay with them, while charges were being brought against my parents for being, “unfit.” I would be emancipated by the state of New Mexico and put into foster care and states custody. I asked the Judge what the word emancipated meant; he said I was free like the slaves had been with Abraham Lincoln. I was confused and thought does this now mean I am a slave? I asked myself, “What is going to happen to me?” I was told by the Judge that I would be placed into foster care, scared and afraid about what that meant, I asked God to hold on to me tight.

Foster care was the best thing that could have happened to me, and I have thanked God over the years for answering my prayers.  I was put into school at the 8th grade I had a bedroom in a stable home and a dresser to put my clothes in. My new family would become “The Stafford’s” they were a military family Bob was my new foster dad, and a hero in my life. He was a retired pilot a Major in the US Army for 25 years now paralyzed from the neck down caused by a car accident in Germany while he was under the influence of alcohol and valium. He taught me courage, strength and most of all to overcome adversity to face it straight on, have no fear to see the opportunity all around me.  Denton lead me to safety the day my mother left me in New Mexico it was his parents that took me in and made a home for me. Denton was two year older than I and had become my best friend we did everything together. I learned what it meant to be a friend, a sister, a daughter, in this new family of mine. It was like being in a fairy tale, like the ones I use to read about in my SRA books when I was in kindergarten. I still remember my teachers’ name it was Ms. Tinsley she was the one who encouraged me to read I still have a love for her today for those words of encouragement. I would marry this young man, Denton at the age of 19 and we would remain together for the next 33 years. We agreed we would not get married until we both found out who we were by going to college.

     I graduated high school in 1977 and attended the University of New Mexico on a Pell grant and with a desire to continue my athletic interest from high school by playing volleyball for the University. My boyfriend Denton would attend New Mexico State University in the southern part of the state and each of us was learning who we were apart from each other. Alcohol and drugs had become a recreational thing for me while I was in high school as I vowed never to be like my parents were “drunks.” I found, however in college that my use was becoming more frequent and I was losing my ability to control the amount and quantities I was drinking, little did I know I was progressing into the early stages of alcoholism. By the end of my third quarter at school I was asked to leave school, as I was not attending classes, my grades had fallen below what was acceptable. Denton had moved back to Albuquerque, we started living together, as he was also using drugs, alcohol and not doing well in school. We decided that it was time to move to get away for the influence of our using friends and be closer to family. We moved to Salt Lake City, Utah to assist taking care of his father who by now was also using alcohol quite heavily. We also got married at the request of his father and did so in Elko, NV so that we could stay in the same bedroom to sleep together while living at his father’s home.

     Denton and I loved each other dearly and we loved being married to each other the one problem was we had become, over the years, functional alcoholic/addicts. We had it all good jobs, a lot of material things, a house, and good friends, no kids as we cared for Bob for the 1st 14 years of our marriage until he passed away at the age of 47 years old and we drank or used drugs to solve all our problems by this time. We had also become workaholics my job at Holiday Inn allowed me to drink with my customers while I worked. The problem was that I lost myself in my job and thought that I was my job. The one thing that I was good at was work. I thrived at the jobs that I had. I believe that the jobs I have had in the past have laid the foundation for the things that I do in my current careers today. My pattern of progression with my career cycles is about every ten years I make a career shift and that shift leads me to nurture a new or different personality type. 

     I worked for Holiday Inn for ten years and started as a waitress then cashier, promoted to banquet manger, then sales manager, then Food and Beverage Manager.  I was given my own hotel and was promoted to General Manager I have always said I was a corporate ladder climber. The next ten years I would change careers to the Food Distribution industry I worked for Nicholas and Company. I started as a purchasing agent, and then promoted to the Assistant Purchasing Director but I was unable to maintain the sanity necessary to keep the life I had work so hard to build over the years and my drinking and drug use would be the demise of my career.

     After 25 years of alcohol and drug use my husband and I were enmeshed in a lifestyle of high risk choices, abuse, dependence and finally addiction we would take a fall. In 1997 we lost it all our good jobs, our house, our material things we were living in a tent out of our car with our animals I had come full circle a place I told myself I would never return to I had become my parents. We were digging a hole deeper than I had seen my parents dig. The disease of addiction/alcoholism has taught me that each generation is worse than the one before. I was now experiencing jails, institutions and I had attempted suicide, death had become a viable option or me. I prayed constantly, God help me please get me out of this mess, it would be 2 years before I heard the answer to my prayer.

     I had an experience in 1997 that was a clear sign from my Higher Power that my disease was progressing. My mental health had slipped into a place where I was having drug induced psychosis. I could no longer discern reality from my delusions. My, “right thinking,” errors on the side of my delusions, they win every time. I believe that the aliens are coming to take me away. I can no longer stay in the dysfunctional world of daily methamphetamine use. I cannot see any hope for the future and my present is dead to me! I got into my car I drove to Eureka, Utah, because the aliens on the radio told me to. I got out of the car and knocked on the door of a house, a woman answered. I told her, “the aliens are coming you need to leave.” She told me, “the police are coming you need to get off of my porch!” Which I did, I knew she was serious as I was. I got back in my car, drove out of town. I stopped to urinate on a monument to Jeff Beck, which was erected for his contribution of music in the world. I was pissed off, literally at the world. I was angry at music, as I had selective hearing. I would hear the alien’s giving me messages in the songs. I then drove my black, convertible, Miata out on to a road. I put my foot on the gas pedal, I shouted out! “God, this one is in your hands!” I pushed on the gas pedal with all my might. I do not remember what happened after that. My next memories are a blur. What I do remember is someone comforting me, holding me, telling me, “It is going to be alright.” This comforter was Jesus.  I would lie out in that desert for 33 hours. My car landed on top of me, after rolling three times before I drove off of the cliff. I was pinned underneath my car, I could not move. I went in and out of consciousness; my comforter never left my side. I was found by a hiker, taken to the hospital in Nephi where I lay unconscious for four days. When I came to I saw a priest walking, I thought I was in heaven. I yelled at him to come to me. He did, he shattered my hopes, and I was alive. Neither my drug use nor my misery would end and I would continue to use drugs and alcohol in excess for the next three years. My life was spinning out of control. I cared for nothing or no one. I was financially, emotionally, physically, morally, and spiritually, dead. This was a soul sickness that I knew had no cure, death was my answer. Gods answer was, "I am not done with you yet!"
     It is now March 11th of 2000 what is special about that day different from any other day in my life is that on that day I was prompted by a power greater than myself to ask for the help I so desperately needed. I made a decision to save my life I didn’t want to be the broken girl that I had become. A life riddled with alcoholism and addiction and the carnage that comes with that lifestyle. I was bankrupted in all areas of my life, financially I was in debt over 150 thousand dollars. I had isolated myself from my family for over 25 years to avoid detection of just how far down the scale I had gone. My relationship with my husband of then 25 years was strangled by our codependent using and a broken foundation, created by years of using drugs and each other. In a web of deceit and lack of trust we had no chance for survival if I we continued to deny the problem and we were the problem. I was a functional addict/alcoholic for most of life but the last three years of my using and drinking would prove to be the death of my career and myself image. I learned that for most of my life I believed I was my job title, the stress of being an overachiever and striving to be perfect at whatever I did drove my drinking and using into a death spiral. I had lost myself in my addiction my self-image came crashing down as I lost my job as the Assistant Purchasing Director for failing to take random drug testing. I would become unemployable for the next three years. I had lost everything and had a ten year prison sentence as a result of crimes I committed under the influence of drugs and alcohol. I was emotionally stranded and diagnosed with a drug induced psychosis a fragile state of delusion unsure of what was real and what was not. I physically look deranged my hair was falling out, my gums and teeth hurt and bled I was down to 89 lbs. I felt and looked broken, my spirit had no place to belong I had reached my bottom. I had lost myself I was a hopeless dope feign, I had an allergy to alcohol I was an alcoholic. I was prompted by a power greater than myself to open my insurance provider book and follow the final warning of my probation officer to get into treatment or go to prison. 

     That was the start of a journey that leads me to this wonderful place to tell you a part of my story of recovery. That girl I describe became humbled enough to ask for help I made an appointment with a therapist. I remember sitting outside of that facility and I again pondered my choices should I stay or should I go. I cried one more time as I could clearly see I had to make the choice save Marsha or die. I had to stand for me one else had that job today, so I put one foot in front of the other and I walked through the doors of what would be the rest of my life. I sat and spoke with a therapist and it was like someone had turned on a faucet as she asked me, “So tell me your story, what brought you to this place?”  It was like someone had turned on a faucet, this was the first time in my life someone asked me about me. To tell my story, why had it taken so long for someone to care about me, I was 41 years old?
     The story of pain, suffering and years of alcohol, drug and sexual abuse, was the story I told. I recall telling her, “It was not my fault! You would drink and use drugs like I did too, if you had to live my life.” I felt like a soldier that had been in a fox hole, I was beaten. Little did I know then that she would inspire me to pursue a career as a counselor, to help others as she was helping me. I told my whole story to her she offered me an Intensive Out Patient, (IOP) treatment and AA I became willing, I accepted the help she was giving me. I recalled my grandfather another of my hero’s had 30 years of sobriety in the program of AA when he passed. He planted a seed for me when I was 12, as he shared his story of alcoholism and recovery me with at his dining room table. I can still see the serenity prayer that hung on the wall and I asked myself how did he know I would need AA? This offer for treatment would become my 2nd chance and I grabbed on with all my might. I remember walking into my first meeting at the Alano Club in Salt Lake City, Utah and seeing the Serenity prayer on the wall. I knew I had arrived, it felt like home. I asked myself, “How did my grandpa know I would need this place?” I was given the tools to build a new life, new friends, new hope and a new attitude. I became a dope less hope feign, I went back to college because someone “an employer” saw in me  something I could not see in myself and he paid for my Alcohol and Drug Counseling program at the University of Utah. I became a counselor and probation officer, as those people had become my new hero’s in my recovery. Since I was a kid I have always had and needed hero’s in my life to show me the way something, someone to believe in when life was not what I thought it should be. I spoke at my college graduation ceremony and I encouraged my classmates to rise up, to meet the growing need to help others recover from this seeming helpless and hopeless state of mind, body and soul sickness that is addiction and alcoholism. For the first time in my life I was feeling a since of purpose and as a counselor I felt I could help others find their way out of the pit of addiction and find out who they really are sober. I was finding out who I really was and I loved it.  It is in these first 5 years of sobriety the Big Book of Alcoholics Anonymous came alive for me. I was living the book. I worked the steps, the steps worked me, and then I lived the steps. As a result I can see God.
     The next ten years of my recovery is a story of a wonderful journey of discovery. The spiritual path of Awakening continues to Purify the mind. Enlightenment is a step to illumination then one must pass through the Dark Night of the Soul that leads to a Unitive life, this process takes a lifetime.  I have a profound awareness that this is my last and final journey. I no longer know my purpose I am my purpose as Gods perfect design. My contract with God is simply to do his will. To be of maximum service, to him and to my fellows. I got busy in recovery I became a GSR, General Service Representative.  I was the editor for the AA, Alcoholics Anonymous meeting schedule for the Salt Lake City and Park City area, for eight years. Director of Women’s Big Book Retreat 2005-2007, 2014 and then support staff for the Women’s Big Book Retreat 2000-2013. I was a Volunteer for Women’s International conference Salt Lake City, Utah 2009. I became the Utah Delegate for Recovery Days and A&E Recovery Project 2010. I was a Volunteer for Lost in Woonsocket a non-profit recovery project for the Lost and Found in America tour 2010. This last project, Lost in Woonsocket, was a God send for me, it introduced two people in my life that inspired me to ask more of myself, because I saw them ask more of themselves. Norman Cartier, Thea Maichele were angels in my life. I saw what they did to give to back to others through the Lost in Woonsocket project. I told myself I need to do more like them. I asked God to show me the way to be involved in a project like Lost in Woonsocket. 

     My spiritual journey up to this point in my life had been a series of moments of clarity, enlightenments, and many spiritual awakenings. What I was to experience next is what I call a progression of spirituality available to us all. I was about to have a spiritual illumination. The Spiritual illumination occurs as the mind has been sufficiently cleansed and ones thinking is focused primarily on the divine or having a God Conscious.   I was finding that God would show me the way, one more time, to be of service to him and to our fellows. How could life get any better? I had been given the Keys to the Kingdom. I had been having very powerful intuitions or awakenings for the last several months and they were becoming more intense.  I was to open a recovery center to be a tool for my Higher Power. I wanted to do more to help others struggling with addiction around the world. My intuitions were visual and I was hearing voices. I was sober but it reminded me of when I was using meth. I was confused by the intuitions as I have never experienced them at the degree I was experiencing them now. I was feeling very connected with God and found myself in constant communication with him to help me with my confusion. I was telling my friends that I was a seer, one who has the ability to heal or to see or to know. I was having déjà view about my deepest past, the present and the future. I felt strange, I was seeking validation all around me, people would tell me I was strange, a little off. I was struggling for the words to describe what I was experiencing. It was much like being a new comer to sobriety. I am thankful for the spiritual teaches who appeared just when I needed them.  It was March 11, 2011 and I was celebrating my eleventh year sober. I call it the trifecta when things come in threes, great and wonderful things happen. My trifecta is 3-11-11 11 year chip. I went to the Alano Club to pick up my birthday chip. The 3pm Misfit Toy meeting had become a favorite of mine. I shared in that meeting my experience, strength, and hope about how I achieved this gift. I gave all credit to God about how I have been given the gift of sobriety which I cannot deny. I proclaimed, in my sharing that I was taking a leap of faith. I was going to open a non-profit treatment center to help others. I had no Idea how I was going to fund the treatment center, but I felt that God was guiding me to do this. I told them that, “God got me sober he has kept me sober and if I believe that he wants me to move in the direction of opening a treatment center, then he will put the people in my life that are to help me do that.” I felt new power flow in. I announce what I felt, God was directing me to do in a meeting, it was a powerful testimony of my faith in God.  I felt happiness and contentment such as I have never experienced in my life. The meeting ended, I was leaving the meeting, but I had to turn in my ten year chip, to be recycled back into the group. I handed my chip to the secretary of the group he asked me, “can I see you outside for a minute.” I said, “Yes.” We stepped outside and he said, “My name is Cord Beatty and I want to help you with your goal to open a treatment center. Do you want my help?”  I said, “Do I want your help, dude you are an answer to my prayer. Didn’t you hear what I just shared about?” I said, “I knew God would put the people in my life that would help me.” From that day forward Cord and I have been working on a series of projects that have manifested as a result on our connection in that meeting. I am forever grateful to my dear and faithful friend who heard the call and answered. He has walked side by side with me in faith, a girl could not ask for a sounder friend for life. I was aware through a series of events that were happening at the time that I was going to have to make some decisions in my life that would be life changing. I also had awareness that if I did not make the decision for “The Right” then I would suffer the consequences of that choice. My all knowing at the time was so powerful that I knew it meant my sobriety and my soul. I was conflicted in the relationship that I was in with my husband. He had started drinking again, was angry with me, his work, and the world. He was telling me that I was not an alcoholic that I should drink with him. My mind was starting to wonder maybe he was right. All the time knowing what he was telling me was a lie. The Adversary is a cruel, cunning and always on call through life.  I had been telling Denton about my intuitions as well as the conflict I was having with understanding what my intuitions meant. What was I meant to do with what I felt and understood? He had stopped believing in me, Denton remarked, “God doesn’t talk to you. F your God you are crazy.”  I knew I could not serve two masters, I had to choose. On February 26, 2012 my husband broke my heart, what he would tell me would change the course of my life the choice would be made for me. He told me he wanted to drink without control, he wanted nothing to do with my recovery, he was having sexual relations outside of our relationship, and he wanted my blessing. I told him, “I am done.”
      On April 1, 2012 I packed up my U-Haul truck with the help of some friends, Cord and Lance I headed to St. George to open my 1st Sober Living House. I have learned through my recovery if I take a step in, “The Right,” direction the next, “Right,” answer comes. Boy has, “The Right,” answers come. I started my own non-profit company four years ago called New U Recovery Inc. I have gained an enterprising personality type that has changed who I am. I am now more ambitious, competitive, and creative. I look and see opportunities all around me. I have been given a new pair of glasses.  I love being an entrepreneur I have a new energy.  My social personality type also fits my careers choices. I can be helping to others I get to solve social problems, to influence change in the recovery field. I am feeling a since of satisfaction in my careers. My current careers match my personality types to a tee. I use to joke and tell people that I was schizophrenic but the truth is I have many characteristics that have developed over the years and I have been able to feed them with the jobs that I have had. I am currently in a twelve year pattern of my current career cycle it is again changing and becoming more artistic in nature.         The non-profit company I started 4 years ago called New U Recovery Inc. www.newurecovery.com helps people and families affected by addiction /alcoholics get connected to services to help them recovery. It is a chance for me to give back what has been so freely given to me. In December 2012 Cord and I started a recovery radio show called The Been There Done That show    www.beentheredonethatshow.com I wanted to be a voice of change and recovery. To give others a place to have a voice about recovery is humbling for me. I am a face and a voice of recovery and I am here to remind people that treatment works and recovery is possible. No one gave up on me and I will not give up on another who is suffering I will pay it forward. I am currently an Executive Producer of a documentary Climb 4 Sobriety www.climb4sobreity.com I am the Assistant to the Producer Cord  in the movie Sherpa www.sherpamovie.com and help and assist in the production of the project.  I am writing a book called, “The Little Hand Book of Recovery.” Every day I am sober I will be a tool for God to help another for that I am in debt to him and my fellows. I am who; I am today as a result of whom I was every day before this one. It is like living in a state of grace that can never be lost again.
     I have a belief and faith in God that is undeniable; he has carried me my whole life in such a loving and caring way as to lead me always, as my story reflects, to education as a means of preparing me for what is in front of me. I am in a constant stage of training. I am on a journey of finding my authentic self.  I divorced my beautiful husband of 33 years Denton, because he one more time chose to return to drug and alcohol use as a means of problem solving in his life. I could not stay in the marriage as this would mean a sure loss of my sobriety, beliefs and morals I have learned how to put my sobriety first. I recoil from the thought of returning back to that girl in active addiction. We remain close, loving fellows and I pray that he will receive the gifts I have received in recovery. I knew God would be there for me when I chose my sobriety first, just as he did 14 years ago when I choose to go to treatment, just as he did, when I didn’t get in my mom’s car at the age of 12. This would be the hardest decision I would ever make. I was leaving everything I knew about me for the last 42 years I had been with and in a relationship with my husband Denton. I took a leap of faith, I packed up a U-Haul and headed to St. George, Utah where I opened my first sober living house called New U Recovery. The good news of today is that I continue to grow where I am planted and have the amazing opportunity to open The Retreat at Zion’s in St. George, Utah a Healing and Wellness Center with Cord in the heart of God’s country Zion’s National Park.
     Today I know that my fear about life is, false information appearing real. I have learned that there is a sliver of truth to my fear I have some low self-esteem opportunities. I found quite naturally that I have been on a path to living a Unitive Life, a life of service through using a Transformative Learning process.  I first had to recognize a significant problem, confronting it intensely, finding a solution, and integrating a new perspective and a new set of assumptions into my life pattern. The first step of Transformative Learning is to recognize the problem which usually comes in the form of some discomfort occurring in life which requires me to look at the discomfort honestly and intensely, (my alcoholism/addiction) which is step two of the process. This allows me to explore the who, what, when, where and why of the problem, (the 12 Steps) When the information derived from step two is analyzed, it is only then that step three occurs and I can explore the solutions that are available to restore manageability to the problem, (a Spiritual Awakening.) The forth step in the Transformational Learning process is that I have an open mind to the possibility that my current thinking about the problem is part of the problem and I must lose my attachment to life, ( a Unitive Life) Understanding these steps in the Transformational Learning process and working through them in order allows me to let go of my thinking that is creating the problem. As a result of these steps I then have an open mind to take in some new thoughts about how to resolve the current problem. I am now walking the path of a Mystic a longing to be closer to God.

     It used to be that thinking was my problem and drinking was my solution but today thinking is still my problem and education is my solution. So my friend Cord told me to look into attending the University for my Continued Education and I said, “we’ll tell me more about it,” He gave the phone number to the school. I spoke with Brooks in the admission department and within 2 hours I was an online student with a Major in Behavioral Health. Today I am on the Dean’s list and carry a 3.7 GPA for me GPA stands for Gods Prayers Answered, the writer in him is the writer in me. The following question was asked of me in class last week of class. Where would you like to see yourself ten years from now in terms of your family life, career, and education? My answer was: I would like my family to continue to be supportive and loving with each other. I would like to still be climbing mountains around the world, visiting new and different adventures in the world and carrying the message of recovery, hope and encouraging others to have a belief in themselves. I want to carry this message anywhere that I go to anyone who will listen. In my career I would like to be documenting through writing, films and pictures the magic of storytelling and the adventure that is living life to its fullest. In my education I would like to have my PhD in storytelling, a greater knowledge of film making and continue to expand my knowledge of photography. I would also like to spend time as a public speaker carrying a message of hope and love of our fellows. I want to continue to “Let This Little Light of Mine Shine.” To do any of these things I need to continue to be sober in ten years I will be 24 years sober I can’t wait to see me then.

      I have a saying that I like it is “Grow where you are planted.” This was inspired by this quote “Die when I may, I want it said of me that I plucked a weed and planted a flower where ever I thought a flower would grow.” Abraham Lincoln (American 16th US President (1861-65), who brought about the emancipation of the slaves 1809-1865) is the author of the quote.
I call my God Jehovah his name means, “Causes to Become!”
Today I am FREE
