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t's so addictive
'|'|' mda I(ES 'I. N0sSe pl | IS When the police car pulled me over, my first

thought was “Why am I getting a ticket?” It was

Grﬂndmﬂ Dﬂk seem I|I(E 8:30 p.M. and 1 was on my way home from

Target. My baby girl, Cameren, was asleep in

ca ndy ME h.u m ph e'h:l m i ne her car seat. After telling me that [ was

driving five miles over the speed limit, the

officer started asking my-partner, Derek,

|5 fUl’iGUSIY Spl’EUdiT‘lg from a lot of questions. Who was the man

who'd talked to Derek in one of the

rural areas, where it's home-  soreaistes? We didn't know—just a

stranger who'd said hi. Did we have a

b reWEd . i nto our C”’i es an d walkie-talkie? No, I said, getting more

b b h | bl bewildered by the minute.
i e All of a sudden, five more patrol cars
SUDUrs. W O IS vulnerapies pulled up, their lights flashing. The police
ordered us out of our car so they could

O{Te n ! e}(hﬂu Sted new moms search it. Derek told me not to worry: The
. police would realize that they'd made a
Wi th 2‘4/ 7 de m':lﬂdS . Herers mistake and let us go. But Lh:re was some-

thing I'd forgotten. “What's this?” an officer

The CGUﬂOnﬂry tﬂle OI: one demanded, holding up a capsule of white

d h F I I powder from my purse.

- t- I'd never been so terrified in my life. I'd

mom-nex Ooor wno fe just been caught with methamphetamine. |
didn't know it at the time, but the man in

| ntD ﬂdd I Ch on an d th en Target had been caught shoplifting Sudafed,

which contains ingredients used to make meth, and
f‘:}ug ht her WGY bGCk the police thought Derek and I might be running a lab.
The officer told me to get into the patrol car with
Cameren, while narcotics detectives tested the powder. Soon
a female officer got into the car and read me my rights. | burst
into tears when she patted me down. How could this be happen-
photographs by Jonathan Sprague ing? [ was barely 20 years old and had never been in any trouble. >
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why moms turn to

12 million Americans have now tried methamphetamine

upper-income women ages 23 to 33

lose weight ofter being

pregnant boosts their energy

raises their self-esteem

less expensive

easy lo get

Chronic meth abuse can lead 1o

anxiety, hallucinations, paranoia, uncontrolloble rages, heart problems, and even

stroke.

addiction ond ireatment, go to www.orchidrecoverycenter.com.

By the time I arrived at Linn County Jail. in Cedar
Rapids, lowa, on that March night in 2005, it was close to
midnight. | had to get naked in front of a female sheriff
for a humiliating body search; then I was given a green jail
uniform, photographed, and fingerprinted. [ was escorted
to a cell and locked in with three sleeping women. | lay
down on a metal bunk bed as quietly as possible. All night
long, I shivered under the thin prison blan ket. I was afraid
I'd just ruined my life—and I nearly had.

instant attraction
Derek and I had met in June 2003, at a friend's birthday
party. He was five years older than me, tall, and good-look-
ing. But what immediately attracted me was that he was
the quiet one in the crowd, and I'm shy, too. We started
seeing each other every day, then moved in together.

After we'd been living together for three months,
Derek, who is now 25, told me that he'd been using meth,
on and off, for about a year. I was shocked—I'd never
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taken any drugs, not even pot. A few
days later, he showed me a tiny bag of
white powder. “Want to try some?” he
asked. T hesitated, but I trusted Derek.
“Just a little,” I said.

He poured the meth onto a piece of
foil, held a lit match underneath, and
inhaled the smoke. Then it was my
turn. The rush was immediate. I was
filled with energy and felt like I could
do anything. Soon, | was doing meth a
few times a week, staying up all night,
cleaning the apartment and having
intense conversations with Derek.
When I took meth, shyness disap-
peared; | could talk for hours. It was
like life had become one big party.

I began needing more meth to get
the high [ craved. I gave up my dream of
becoming a makeup artist and quit
school. I avoided my family. That is,
until the day I found out I was pregnant.
That changed everything—I was so
afraid it would hurt the baby, I quit cold
turkey. | had no withdrawal symptoms
and didn't even crave the drug.

middle- to

weary—and weak
Cameren was born on November 23,
2004, healthy and beautiful, with
blonde hair, big brown eyes, and dim-
pled cheeks. I set out to be the perfect
mom. | used hand sanitizer before 1
touched her, and boiled her bottles. But
Cameren was waking up every two hours and | was worn
out. | knew just what would perk me up—and [ started
feeling that familiar urge,

I felt guilty when I started smoking meth again, but I
also told myself it was helping me be a better mom. A few
puffs gave me the energy to clean the apartment, do
Cameren’s laundry, run some errands, and still be wide
awake whenever she cried. I was very careful, though,
never to smoke around Cameren. I'd wait until Derek got
home, and the two of us would put our baby down
securely in her crib, turn on an air purifer to keep smoke
away from her, and go downstairs to light up. I somehow
managed to convince myself that by doing it this way, I
could take care of my habit—and my baby.

Then I ended up in jail. Because  had such a small
amount of meth, | was charged only with a misdemeanor.
I was given a court date and released without bail. A few
days later, a caseworker from the Department of Human
Services (DHS) arrived at our door. She told us that we



had until midnight that night to show up at a nearby
hospital for a urine test for meth. We were terrified.

Later that week, the caseworker returned, with a
police officer, "We're here to remove Cameren from your
home,” she announced. I ran to the crib, screaming, "Why
are you doing this?" Derek started yelling that they had
no right to take our child. But we both knew what had
happened: Our drug tests had come back positive. I was
hysterical, crying and asking to hold her one more time.

For five frantic days the only thing I knew was that my
baby was in foster care. Then my mother was given cus-
tody of Cameren, and [ was allowed to visit her a few
times a week. It was a relief, but [ hated leaving her and
coming home to an empty crib. I'd hold her toys and cry,
wondering if I'd ever get her back. She got so attached to
my mom that there were times when [ visited that my
baby didn't even want me to hold her.

crash-and-burn time
Still, I kept on smoking meth. [t was crazy: The drug was
what had caused all the problems, yet | turned to it to take
away the pain. On the bad nights, I stayed up, talking to
my mom on the phone, and aching from missing my baby.
My parents helped me find a lawyer, who negotiated a
deal: I would enter a drug treatment program, perform 20
hours of community service, and pay a $§550 fine. For six
months, I'd be on probation, and if | stayed out of trou-
ble, the drug charge would be cleared from my record.
But we still wouldn't get Cameren back. In fact, DHS
assigned us a new caseworker. She immediately suspect-
ed that I was still on meth, and warned me that if I didn't
get my act together, [ could lose my parental rights per-
manently. That scared me enough to say, “Just tell me
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Cameren down
to sleep and lay
down next to her.
I love you,’ | whis-
pered. Getting my
child back would
be better than any
drug. By the time |
eft that night, my
meth craving had

vanished , , of three in Pelham, New York.

what to do.” The caseworker felt it would be easier for
Detek and me to get sober if we didn't live together, so he
went to live with his parents, and I moved in with my
grandmother. She also told me about an lowa self-help
group called Moms Off Meth. I took her advice and went.

At my first meeting, on May 25, 2005, [ was high.
When it was my turn to talk, I was surprised at how emo-
tional I got. Tears were streaming down my face as |
shared my story about being arrested and losing my
daughter. I was overwhelmed with the guilt and shame of
admitting, for the first time, that I'd become an addict—
and was in danger of losing Cameren forever.

Then other women told me that they'd all been down
that road, they'd dealt with it, and theyd stopped using.
Nearly every mom in the room had seen her child put into
foster care thanks to meth addiction. | looked at these
moms and thought, “If they can do it, by God, so can 1.”

Withdrawal made me feel miserable this time. You
want to lie in bed, you're very tired. You sweat. You feel
nauseous. But every Wednesday, | went to Moms Oft
Meth. It was inspiring to hear what the other women were
doing to stay clean. And I told them something that
worked for me. One night the craving got so bad that |
called my mom in tears. "Why don't you come over?” she
said. Although it wasn't one of my scheduled visits, she
figured that the caseworker wouldn't mind. How could it
be bad, if seeing my daughter helped remind me of why |
had to stay sober? I played with Cameren, and hearing her
laugh and coo helped so much. I put her down to sleep and
lay down next to her. "I love you,” I whispered. Getting my
child back would be better than any drug, I thought. By
the time [ left that night, the craving had vanished.

When Derek saw my success at staying off meth for sev-
eral months, he joined a treatment program, too. We began
dating again, and helped each other stay sober. In

September 2005, I went back to college. The
next month, [ completed probation—and
rejoiced when the drug charge was offi-
cially wiped off my record.
Soon [ had much more to cele-
brate. On January 20, 2006,
Cameren moved back home with
me, If [ stay clean, I'll regain full
custody later in the year. That'sa
challenge I'm up for: This whole
mess made me realize that | need
to be with my daughter. Getting a
second chance to be Cameren's
mother is the greatest gift of all. @

Lisa Collier Cool is an award-
winning medical writer and mother
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