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Chris Hobbs – Personal Story 

 
Growing up in Caerphilly 
My name is Chris and I’m 33 years old. I was brought up in Caerphilly and lived 
with my mum, brother and my sister. My dad wasn’t around much when I was 
growing up as he lives in Malta, but from the age of 3 till about 15/16 years old, I 
used to go to Malta to visit him every year.  
 
The relationship I had with my mum wasn’t great, but I knew she cared about me. 
It was a relationship that was more about giving me material things, than giving 
me or showing me love. For example, if there was a new tracksuit out that week 
that I wanted, then she’d get it for me.  
 
There also wasn’t much discipline in my upbringing. I remember I got suspended 
from school for fighting - the only thing my mum wanted to know was whether I’d 
won. She’d tell me to forget about my homework and to go out and play instead. 
She wasn’t worried about me going to school. In fact, if I told her I was worried 
about an exam that was coming up, she’d tell me to take a day off school.  
 
When I was in primary school, my brother (who was 22 at the time) got married. 
During the summer holidays, before I went to Comprehensive School, I stayed 
with him and his wife for a few days. My brother used to work nights and so I was 
left with his wife and their baby in the evenings. One night, his wife came on to 
me and we ended up sleeping together. It happened again for the next couple of 
nights until my mum came to pick me up and take me back home. I was 11 years 
old and my life changed from that point on. 
 
My brothers wife told me that I couldn’t tell anyone about what had happened 
between us. She threatened me by saying that if I told my brother he would 
blame me and beat me up, and if I told my mum then she would disown me. As I 
was brought up as a Catholic she also said that I had committed the major sin of 
adultery - this is something that I have struggled with ever since. I was left feeling 
like the situation was all my fault, and that if I told anyone I would be disowned. It 
was over twelve years later before I was able to tell anyone about what had 
happened. 
 
A few days later, my brother came home from work and found a note that his wife 
had left on the table. It said that she’d left, and she’d taken their son with her and 
wasn’t coming back. To this day, my brother hasn’t seen her or his son, and he 
still doesn’t know what happened between me and his wife. There isn’t a day that 
goes past where I don’t think about, and regret, what I did. 
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Soon after, my brother moved back home with my um and I. He got really 
depressed about his wife leaving him, and he developed MS [Multiple Sclerosis] 
soon after. This put a lot of pressure on the family, particularly on my mother. I 
blamed myself completely for what was happening to him, but I kept it bottled up 
inside and started rebelling quite a lot. It began with me missing school and 
eventually it escalated into crime and drug use.  
 
I wasn’t exactly an angel before what happened with my brother’s wife, but I was 
pretty sensible and kept myself out of trouble. I would say I was a well-behaved 
child. I used to enjoy staying in, playing board games and watching films with my 
sister.  However, after what happened, a different Chris Hobbs came out and I’m 
still battling with that guy till this day.  
 
I started to rebel, and began hanging around with some of the local boys who 
were known for causing trouble. I was staying out late and wouldn’t come home 
until the early hours of the morning. I also started stealing cars with these boys.  
 
I think I was about 14 when I started messing around with cannabis. A few of us 
had put our money together so we could have a couple of spliffs. None of us 
knew how to roll, but eventually we managed to do it and smoked them. Getting 
stoned was brilliant. Everything felt so much better when I was stoned, and I 
could block out all of the guilt that I was feeling. We’d agreed that we’d only 
smoke once a week; however, that soon turned into twice a week and then three 
times a week. I used to bunk off school so I could go and smoke some weed. I 
spent all of my pocket money on it and began shoplifting in order to get some 
more. I even stole a video from my school so that I could sell it to buy more 
weed.  
 
There would be nights where the boys and I would sit around, smoking weed and 
talk about our lives. One night we were talking about who we lost our virginity to. 
I knew in the back of my mind that I lost my virginity to my brother’s wife, but I 
couldn’t tell them that. I used to make something up that I’d lost it to some girl in 
Cardiff who they wouldn’t know. I used to think about what had happened a lot, 
but then I’d smoke more weed to block it out.  
 
When I was about 15 I was introduced to speed. I wasn’t taking much, just 
having some every now and again. I was also drinking at this time as well, it felt 
good to block everything out. I think I only really thought about what had 
happened with my brother wife’s when I was on a come down - and then I’d feel 
really bad about it so would want to use more to block it out. My usage began to 
increase as I tried to keep everything locked away.  
 
By the age of 17 I was quite into the club scene, which is pretty normal at that 
age. However, for me it meant that I started taking pills and snorting coke. I also 
started smoking crack; the come down from that was awful, it wasn’t like anything 
I had experienced before.  
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I was seeing a girl called Jess when I was 18. I can remember sitting in the 
house with my mum and Jess one night and we ended up in an argument. I can’t 
remember how it started, but I can remember getting really angry with her. I 
ended up punching the window through on one of the doors in my mum’s house. 
But this wasn’t the only time I got angry. I also punched the window through on 
the car because of something Jess had said. I ran away crying as I couldn’t 
believe what I had done. I ended up running to a friend’s house and telling him 
about it.  
 
I can still remember his exact words. He told me to “let doctor xxx sort out all 
your problems”. I didn’t know what he meant, but the next thing I knew he was 
pulling two needles out from a drawer along with this brown substance which he 
started cooking on a spoon. I didn’t really know what it was, but I do now. I’d 
heard all about AIDS and the dangers of needles, so I made sure that he used 
clean needles. He then tied this rubber thing around my arm and injected me with 
what he’d been cooking.  
 
As soon as it hit, all my feelings, and everything that had been building up, just 
went away. I don’t want to glamorize it, but the only way I can describe is by 
imagining that you’re on an iceberg, completely naked and your freezing cold. 
Then your mum comes up to you with a massive warm duvet, that’s been sitting 
on a radiator, and wraps it around you. From that one injection I felt loved, 
protected and safe. I’d say from that point on I was addicted, not physically, but 
definitely mentally.  
 
After the first time my friend had injected me I knew I wanted more, but I didn’t 
know what do with it. My dealer kept on talking about smoking your own foil so I 
used to get a sheet of foil and make some kind of tube out of it. I really didn’t 
know what I was doing with it, but I was getting a similar effect to that first time so 
I must have been doing something right. I was smoking it on and off for about 6 
months. Every time I had a bad day I would turn to heroin. My using got worse 
after that, until I had a habit.  
 
When the boys I was hanging round with found out that I was using heroin they 
gave me a right ear full. They couldn’t believe that I was using with the boy who 
had given me the heroin. They told me that he was bad news and had made a lot 
of good people turn bad. They didn’t agree with what I was doing, so they took 
me under their wing and made sure I had nothing to do with him for a while.  
 
To get me away we really got into the clubbing scene in Swansea. My best mate 
was selling a lot of ecstasy, speed and coke at the time, so we used to hang out 
together as he liked having someone with him who could handle themselves 
when he was dealing. So I was clubbing with him, making a lot of money, and 
taking a lot of uppers. Things started to fall into place as I bought myself a car 
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and Jess and I were going to move in together. Everything was signed and we 
got the flat.  
 
Things went alright with Jess for a while but she didn’t approve of my drug use 
and clubbing lifestyle. Cracks began to appear in our relationship. Then one day I 
came in the house to find she was gone. She’d moved back in with her mother 
with no explanation, just that she didn’t want to live with me anymore. This was a 
really down time for me. 
 
I ended up giving up the flat and moving back in with my mum. Things were hard 
as I was getting over my relationship with Jess, mum was semi-caring for my 
brother and my step-dad was being violent towards my mother. My mum was 
also on my back about getting a job, all the time asking me when I was going to 
get one and if I had been looking for one. She kept telling me how I’d lost a good 
girl and that I had nothing now and that I always mess things up. I couldn’t take it 
anymore, and all I could think of to numb the pain was heroin. 
 
I started sneaking out the house and buying £10 worth of heroin and smoking it 
in my bedroom, and then sneaking out again to buy some more. It just made 
everything go away. It would make me feel like I had no worries and I didn’t care 
about myself. My use progressed from about one bag a day to three bags a day 
and more again, but my tolerance built up and I wasn’t getting the same buzz 
that I used to. So a friend of mine told me that you get a better buzz from 
injecting, so from that point on I started injecting. As soon as I started injecting 
my drug use just got worse and worse. 
 
My mum knew about my using but I don’t know if she knew how bad it was. One 
day she had been going through the washing to put it into the machine and was 
checking all the pockets of the clothes. She reached into the pocket of my jeans 
and a needle, which has been left with the cap off, went right up under her nail. 
She didn’t shout at me, but she wanted to know how much I was using and if I 
was being safe. She’d known that I was smoking it, but she hadn’t realised I’d 
started injecting it. She took me up the clinic to get tested for AIDS and hepatitis 
with her, and made me get the vaccinations for hepatitis A and B. Both test 
results came back negative. However this didn’t change things, and in fact my 
using seemed to get worse. It became uncontrollable - to the point where I was 
falling asleep when I was injecting myself.  
 
I can remember one incident, just a few days before Christmas when I was about 
20 - I had decided to give up heroin. I was huddled up next to the radiator with 
my duvet around me and I was shaking. My mum said that she couldn’t stand it 
anymore and put me in the car and drove me to my dealer in Caerphilly. She 
gave me £10 to buy some heroin and then she drove me to the chemist where 
she bought some clean needles and brought me back to the house. She told me 
that she couldn’t be there to see me inject so I had to go to my room, but she 
wanted me to come back down so she knew that I was ok. An hour later I was 
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back downstairs watching a film in a pair of shorts. It’s crazy how quickly your 
body can change as soon as it gets that hit of heroin. 
 
My drug use got worse and worse, and I was using as much as I could get my 
hands on. I was selling everything that I owned just so that I could buy heroin. 
This one time my mum bought me an Addidas tracksuit and trainers for my 
birthday. They were both white and it looked really smart. I needed some heroin 
and so I went to my dealers house to ask for it on tick [which meant I would pay 
him back at a later date]. He said no, but then he said I looked smart and he’d 
give me a £10 bag for what I was wearing. I told him he was mad - the tracksuit 
cost about £70 and the trainers were about £60. He just put a £10 bag on the 
table and said it was mine if I wanted it. My need for heroin was so great that I 
stripped off and handed him my tracksuit and trainers. Realising I had nothing to 
walk home in he offered me a smelly old jumper and trousers as well as some 
old man shoes.  
 
As I was walking home, I had this £10 bag in my pocket, but all I could think of 
was how much I smelt. I just wanted to get home and get clean. Finally when I 
did get home I started cooking up the heroin on the spoon, but because I was 
clucking and shaking so much, I dropped the spoon. The whole lot was gone. I 
was gutted – I’d sold everything for nothing. It just made me feel useless and 
disappointed in myself.  
 
Things started getting out of hand - I was using more and selling things from the 
house to pay for it. I was also getting into fights a lot, because in Caerphilly, 
heroin users were regularly attacked. Even now, eleven years on I still get people 
threatening me. I had to leave a club the other night because the bouncer was 
someone I knew from Caerphilly, and the tension between him and me was 
getting too much.  
 
The final straw for my mother came one night, when she found out that someone 
had held a switch blade to my throat. There was a line of blood around my neck 
where they had been holding it so tight to me. By this point, my mum had had 
enough and couldn’t take it anymore. She said that living with me was like living 
with a zombie – I wasn’t living any more. She said that I had to leave. 
 
She arranged for me to move into a hostel in Cardiff called Tressillian House. I 
asked her what I’d done wrong and she told me that my using was hurting her 
too much. I could understand that, but I didn’t want to live in Cardiff, I wanted to 
live at home. But still she said that it wasn’t safe in Caerphilly as people had 
threatened me with knives. I was forced to leave home. Unfortunately, the way 
my mum went around getting me out of the house was really shady, and it is 
something that I am still struggling to forgive her for.  
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Moving to Cardiff 
Overall I spent nearly three years living at Tressilian House, during which time 
my drug use escalated. My life revolved around getting and using drugs. I did 
make some attempts to get help for my drug use, but nothing ever seemed to 
work as I just wasn’t ready to deal with my past. 
 
The first time I went for help was when I visited Inroads [A street drugs project]. 
They told me to visit CAU [Community Addiction Unit] as they should be able to 
offer me a substitute prescription. They assessed me, and I thought, ‘great, it’ll 
be a couple of weeks and I can get sorted’. They told me they would write to me 
but, after about four weeks, I still hadn’t heard anything so I called them and I 
was told that there was a 12 month waiting list!!   
  
I had no idea what to do after I was told there was such a wait. So I turned to 
selling heroin. I was making enough to keep my habit, but I began using more 
than I was selling. I was taking a hell of a risk by doing it, but I felt like I had no 
other option. Things got really difficult at that point. I didn’t take much care of 
myself, mostly because I didn’t care about myself anymore.  
 
Due to my injecting I had damaged a number of veins and I was forced to start 
injecting in my foot. My foot became really swollen so I went to the hospital and 
was told that it was an abscess and to treat it I would have to stay in hospital. I 
told the doctor that I had an addiction problem and I couldn’t stay there. He then 
told me that, although he couldn’t make me stay there, there was an 80% chance 
of me losing my foot if I didn’t stay. I stayed in hospital but I arranged for 
someone to bring me up £20 worth of gear everyday. I was in hospital for 3 
weeks.  
 
Towards the end of my stay at Tressillian House, things weren’t going very well 
for me. I had made friends with a couple of working girls, although I wasn’t 
involved with making them go out on the streets to work. Every night, when they 
came back from work, they would have a big lump of crack and a big lump of 
gear. That’s when I started smoking crack. It wasn’t just every other night, but 
every night for quite a while. It got to a point where people were telling me I 
looked awful. I remember weighing myself and I was about 8½ stone.  I just 
thought, ‘there’s no way out from here’. The girls kept on coming back with more 
and more drugs, and I just couldn’t see it stopping.  
 
There have been times when I have considered suicide, but I couldn’t go through 
with it. I’m Catholic, and suicide is one of the biggest sins that you can commit. I 
even considered prison, thinking that if I could stay in prison for a couple of years 
then I’d be able to sort myself out. It was quite a scary time for me as I was 
desperate to get off the drugs, but I could see no way out. 
 
I knew I had to get out of Tressillian House so I went for an interview to go into 
Housing Link [a housing association]. I was accepted, and moved in there. At this 
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point I was about 24. Housing Link is meant to be much stricter on drug use than 
any of the other hostels, however it was just the same as the others - it was just 
kept quieter. My drug use just kept getting worse and worse and I really didn’t 
know what to do. The only thing that helped me at that time was my key worker 
Julia, she’d always take me in the car if I needed to go to the doctors, or if I had 
to go to court. She really helped me out.  
 
However there was another woman who worked there, who took an instant 
dislike to me. One day she told me that she was going to search my room, which 
I had no problem with. I had a number of DVDs, which I kept on a shelf and she 
went through every single DVD case that I owned. She was about three from the 
end when she found a syringe and a spoon inside one of the cases. I honestly 
had no idea that it was in there. As a result, she gave me a warning and told me 
that if it happened again then I would be out. However she didn’t carry on the 
search - once she had found the syringe and spoon, she didn’t care about the 
rest of the room.  
 
A few days later, she came back wanting to search my room again. Once again 
she went straight for the DVD cases and went through each and every one until 
she got near the end and found another syringe in there. I was told that I had 20 
minutes to get my stuff together and get out. I didn’t think that was fair as if she 
had completed the search the previous time then anything incriminating would 
have been removed. I honestly had no idea that there was any equipment 
hidden. I went to see my key worker but there was nothing she could do to help 
me and I was kicked out. 
 
After I left Housing Link I went to Sheffield and lived in the Salvation Army and in 
a car for about a year. Things were really hard up there as I didn’t know where 
my next meal was coming from. That was a really low year for me. At that point in 
my life it felt like I had nothing to live for. I couldn’t see past getting my next bag 
of gear. 
 
I ended up moving back to Cardiff and soon after I moved in to the Salvation 
Army. I was 27 at this point and I lived in the main hostel there for about 3 years. 
During that time I was still using a lot of heroin and I started dabbling with crack 
again. I really didn’t want to live, I would have been happy to have died. Every 
time I used gear I would hope that I would go over [overdose]. I felt that I had 
nothing worth living for, and I saw no way of me ever changing the way my life 
was. 
 
I can remember this one time I was walking up along a main road and I saw a big 
articulated lorry coming towards me. I had no money, I was clucking and I didn’t 
want to live - so I just closed my eyes and jumped in front of it. The lorry swerved 
and missed most of my body, however the wing mirror hit me straight in the face. 
It completely knocked me out and I dislocated my wrist, my finger, my hip and my 
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leg. When I was in hospital they asked me why I did it and I told them why. No-
one offered me any help.  
 
I went back into the Salvation Army when I left hospital and they explained that 
they were setting up the Bridge Programme [a drug and alcohol rehabilitation 
program run within the Salvation Army]. They asked me if I wanted to start on it. I 
told them I’d love to, but they then told me that it would not be up and running for 
about 7 months. I asked them what I should do before then and they told me that 
I should just carry on using. Which I did - to a huge degree. 
 
One day I looked in the mirror after I had injected myself in my neck and I was 
pale, drawn and I had a trickle of blood running down my neck. What I saw 
looking back at me from the mirror really scared me. I really, really wanted help.  
  
Not long after I first heard about the Bridge Project, my mum organised for me to 
go over to Malta and to stay with my dad. I thought it was just what I needed, a 
fresh start in a place where no one knew me or what I’d been doing – I was 
determined that I was going to get clean. After the first 24 hours I started to 
withdraw and it just continued to get worse. I can remember sitting there in a long 
sleeve top shivering, even though it was about 80º F outside. I couldn’t take it 
anymore, so I went out and found some people who were selling heroin. It 
completely ruined my holiday. 
 
I was meant to be in Malta for about two weeks, but after only 5 days I was told 
to come home. I was really gutted about it - I’d gone over to another country to 
see my family who I hadn’t seen in so long, and all I cared about was getting 
money and buying gear. I look back now on what happened and I’m 
embarrassed and really disappointed in myself. I remember coming back with a 
lot less than what I went over there with. I sold my mobile phone, a chain - the 
whole lot went. I even lied to my family by telling them that I was robbed. When 
my uncle heard, he came over to the hotel with a fair amount of money for me. 
Straight away I went out and spent it on heroin. When I got back to the hotel after 
buying heroin, I sat on my bed and cried. I couldn’t believe what I had done to 
them, and how I must have looked. The only thing, other than drugs, that I spent 
my money on was a tattoo of the Maltese cross. 
 
Every time that I tried to get off heroin and the other drugs I failed. Each time it 
was like another kick in the teeth. I think it made me start to believe 
subconsciously, that I was never going to get off them - I was on it for life. The 
more I tried, and the more I failed, just meant that I stopped trying as I knew that 
I’d fail again - it was a real knock to my confidence. I just kept thinking, ‘this is it, 
this is me done’.  
 
When I came back from Malta my using was sky-high, I think this was because I 
was so depressed about what had happened over there. But then the Salvation 
Army worker came back to me again and told me that the Bridge Project was 
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opening in a few weeks. A few weeks felt like ages away, especially as the 
landing that my room was on had quite a lot of people using heroin on it. I asked 
her to move me as I was just using too much and I couldn’t handle it anymore. 
Luckily the rooms had already been built for the Bridge Project, and she said I 
could move in tomorrow if I wanted to. I jumped at the chance, and I moved the 
next day. A few weeks later someone else moved in. Before I knew it, there were 
about four of us who had moved in and lessons were starting. 
 
When I started the Bridge Project my habit was at its worst. I was buying 2 grams 
of heroin every other day, and I was stealing a lot to fund my habit. It would cost 
me £50 for those 2 grams and then I’d buy a £10 bag in the evening if I had run 
out. My use was out of control. In addition to that, I was smoking crack, mostly 
because one of the people I became friends with had a crack addiction - so I got 
caught up in that as well. On top of that, I was also using valium at the same 
time. I knew three people who were getting 20 x 10ml a week and I was buying 
all of them, plus valium that other people had from abroad. It got to the stage 
where I was taking about 200ml of valium a day on top of every thing else. Even 
though I was using that much, it still didn’t give me a high - my tolerance was just 
sky high and I was using just to feel normal. I would have to use crack to keep 
myself alert throughout the day, but then use heroin to calm myself down before I 
went to bed - my life was all over the place.  
 
The staff on the Bridge Project said to me that if you want to come off heroin then 
you have got to have lost the desire for it. If you don’t want to do it then you won’t 
do it. I realised that I had lost the desire for it, I didn’t want it anymore. But still it 
took me a while to break my using habits. 
 
I met a girl in the Bridge Project who worked as a prostitute and earned quite a 
lot of money so used to buy about 4 grams of heroin and some crack to bring 
back to the hostel. She was the type of person who would help you out if you 
needed it, but people started to take advantage of that. They’d pretend that they 
would pay her back another time, but she never saw any of it. I, on the other 
hand, would pay her back so she used to either come into my room or I’d go into 
hers and then we’d share some of the heroin. That’s when my drug use really 
went sky high. We would be smoking about £80 worth of crack in a night. This 
went on for quite a while - even when I got put on a script for methadone we 
were still using together.  
 
The Bridge Project has a policy of doing urine tests once a week. Once I was 
stabilised on methadone I was expected to be giving clean urine samples. It was 
only when I started to get warnings because of giving positive urine samples that 
it finally started to sink in - if I didn’t stop, I’d be back on the streets. So I had to 
tell my friend that enough was enough. This was really hard as she lived on the 
same landing as me, and I’d hear her come in at night and automatically know 
what she was doing. A few times I slipped and went over to use with her, but 
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then I’d realise again that things had to stop. Because she’s let me have 
whatever I wanted, I found it really difficult to keep away. 
 
She ended up getting kicked off the Bridge Project landing, which I suppose was 
lucky for me as I don’t think I would have been able to change my drug use 
otherwise. I managed to cut down my crack use quite easily - for me, crack was 
more of a mental addiction, whereas heroin is physically addictive and your body 
knows when it hasn’t had any.   
 
As we were the first group of people to join the Bridge Project, we had to wait for 
our methadone scripts to be sorted. Week after week we were told that they 
needed more urine samples from us, or we were told that it would be next week. 
I’d feel let down when nothing was happening, and it seemed that I was no closer 
to getting put on a script. The more I felt let down, the more I was using. I tried 
my hardest to try and cut down my injecting and just smoke it as my body was 
one hell of a mess. It wasn’t until three months after I moved onto the Bridge 
Project that finally I got my methadone script.  
 
It wasn’t until I was stable on methadone that things really started to change. 
Before then I was using heroin on top of the methadone to keep the withdrawals 
away, but instead of a £10 bag lasting me a couple of hours, it was now lasting 
me a couple of days. When you’re first given methadone they start you on a very 
low does and then they increase it by about 5ml/10ml a week. I think I started on 
30ml with increases of about 5ml and then got stable on about 80ml. It was a 
long process, but you just have to keep at it. I think when I got to about 70ml 
things started to change for me.  
 
The doctor told me that 70ml should hold me, however, I did have a slip. I think 
that was more because it was a habit than because I felt I needed to use. I don’t 
think it helped the fact that all the people I was friendly with were still using. 
Although you aren’t meant to use on the premises, it was really hard to get away 
from it. So by the time the Monday urine test came around, I still had heroin in my 
system and received a verbal warning. The Bridge Project policy was that you 
were allowed three warnings, the first is a verbal warning, the second is a written 
warning and then the third time you’re out.  
 
The thought of being kicked off the landing really scared me, as I had no idea 
where I would live if it wasn’t there. I couldn’t risk going back to another hostel 
where I knew my using would just spiral out of control again. I think that warning 
really made me sit down and think about my life and the reality of where I was. I 
just thought, ‘I’m going to have to be strong’. Initially, I found not using heroin 
quite strange because I was so used to using. To finally not be using, and still 
feel OK, was quite an odd feeling. One of the things that I found difficult to adapt 
to was that I used to get quite excited when I would prepare the heroin - mostly 
because I was thinking about having the buzz that heroin gives you. But 
methadone doesn’t give you that excited feeling before having it. Over time this 
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became much less of an issue for me and I began to enjoy my life without using 
heroin. 
 
The following Monday I was tested again and it came back negative. All the staff 
were really impressed with me and they kept saying “well done, well done”. They 
were even telling other members of staff and so throughout the day I’d have a 
knock on my room door and someone else would come to congratulate me. It 
made me feel really good, but more importantly it made me not want to use.  
 
After a few weeks on the Bridge Project I was assigned a key worker. She was 
really good and helped me out a lot. She used to chat to me about normal things 
which helped me to build trust in her. We were both big fans of the TV series 
Prison Break, so we’d always talk about the latest episode and what had 
happened.  
 
One day I mentioned to her that I had been feeling really down and my 
depression felt like it was getting worse. She told me that I should go to my GP to 
talk about it with him, which I did. The doctor asked me where I was on a scale of 
1 to 10 and I told him that either I was a 1, or I was a 10. He then told me that I 
should come back next week as he needed to discuss some things with his 
colleagues. When I returned I spoke to him and one other person for quite a long 
time, and eventually he diagnosed me with bipolar depression. When bipolar 
depression was explained to me it all made a lot of sense and I began to 
understand my mood swings. My anti-depressants were changed and I didn’t feel 
so down anymore. I began to feel stronger everyday. It got to the stage where if 
someone was using gear in their room, I’d just walk out of there and leave them 
to it. Even on bad days I was able to say no.  
 
I think the reason why the Bridge Project worked for me was because they didn’t 
put any pressure on me. They didn’t tell me that I had to do X by a certain date or 
I was out, like some other places do. Instead they let me realise things in my own 
time, and they would be there for me if and when I needed them. Also, I think the 
Bridge Project works because it isn’t one strike and you’re out. They realise that 
things take time and so they give you chances if things go wrong. They also let 
me work at my own pace, which really helped as I didn’t have to rush anything. I 
think overall the Bridge Project just allowed me to get stable and to get fit and 
healthy again, particularly as I was able to eat proper meals. I even started going 
on the sun beds for a few minutes a day, as the methadone script was making 
me all pale and drained. I was also buying new clothes as well as all my money 
wasn’t getting spent on drugs.  
 
I can remember looking in the mirror one morning, and actually liking what I saw. 
I started meeting non-drug users and doing normal things and I thought to myself 
– I like this life. People on the Bridge Project were also telling me I looked well, 
and staff members kept asking me if it was the same Chris Hobbs they met a few 
weeks ago. Even the canteen lady told me how I was looking much better. I can 
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remember the manager asking to speak to me on my own, and my immediate 
thought was “what have I done now?”. Instead, he told me how well he thought I 
was doing and looking, and he encouraged me to keep the good work up. I had 
noticed a change in myself, but it was still surprising to hear others telling me that 
I was looking much better and I was doing well. 
 
I really didn’t want to start using again, as I was enjoying my drug-free life - 
people telling me that I looked much better, and being able to buy things again. I 
started taking care of myself, making sure I had clean clothes, a shower and a 
shave - I really liked the feeling it was giving me. It may sound strange but I had 
things again - a mobile phone, a playstation 2, CDs. Everything was just so much 
better. The money I had in my pocket was mine, and I was able to treat others, 
go to the cinema and generally have a good time.  
 
On the Bridge Project we used to have to give blood samples to track our general 
health, like to see if we had any liver or kidney damage or blood-borne viruses. 
We had to wait three weeks for the results and it was so nerve-wracking 
wondering what my results would come back with. I’d always been careful about 
sharing injecting equipment, but you never know, especially considering the life 
that I had been living. Thankfully all my bloods were fine, and my liver and 
kidneys was in excellent condition. It was such good news to hear - not only was 
I off everything, but my health was in a good condition. This gave me more 
motivation to carry on. I now knew that I had the potential for a long healthy life 
ahead of me. 
 
Although everything was going well it wasn’t all plain sailing. I had a lapse after I 
had been on the Bridge Project for about a year. My mum had come down to visit 
me and she brought news of my brother who wasn’t very well and we also had a 
big argument. It really annoyed me that she was going off at me about it. So I 
went back to the hostel and went up to a different landing and knocked on a 
dealers door. I tried to find some foil, but no-one had any as they were all 
injecting. But I didn’t want to do that, I knew that was not good – but I justified it 
to myself that I could smoke it and that would be alright. Eventually I found some 
foil, but as soon as I had smoked it, I felt guilty straight away. It happened on a 
Friday and all I could think of was the urine test on the Monday. In the office they 
had a chart of how long each drug stayed in your system for. I looked up heroin 
and it said that it can stay in your body anywhere from 3 or more days. I thought 
if I drank loads of water then it might get out of my system before Monday – I 
started drinking litres and litres of water and getting myself really worked up.  
 
When Monday came, before they had the chance to test me, I told them exactly 
what had happened. At this point, I would have been on my last warning so I 
would have been chucked out. All I could think of was how nice my room finally 
was, with all my posters and all of my things in it. I was really worried that I’d be 
chucked out and go back to my old ways. When I told them, they didn’t give me 
an earful about what I had done, instead they were more concerned with why it 
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had happened and how I could prevent it in the future. The manager told me that 
because of the rules he should be asking me to leave, but he said that because I 
had done so well and come so far, that he was going to give me another chance 
- but if I had another slip I would be asked to leave.  
 
From that moment on I literally kept myself away from everyone. The only person 
I hung around with was a lad who only smoked cannabis and wasn’t involved in 
the drug-using lifestyle. The only reason he was there was because his girlfriend 
had chucked him out and he had no-where else to go. We became quite good 
friends and we used to play cards together and just chat about our lives. He 
became someone who I could talk to and count on. I’d been talking to him about 
being on methadone and we talked about reducing my methadone dosage. He 
was really egging me on and supporting me, so I spoke to one of the staff about 
reducing my dose. At first the staff seemed quite surprised, but they were really 
pleased for me. I felt ready to do it.  
 
We set up a reduction plan and I started reducing by about 5ml a week. The plan 
was to reduce by 5ml a week until I was down to about 25/30ml and then I would 
be swapped over to subutex. They began reducing me and I dropped down to 
65ml and then to 60ml the following week and felt fine. However, by the third 
week when they dropped me down to 55ml, it started to get more mentally 
difficult. I had stopped eating and I wasn’t sleeping properly either. I had also 
become quite moody with people as well.  
 
One day I didn’t go to lessons and so my key worker came to find me to see if I 
was OK. I told her I just wanted to be left alone, but she wouldn’t take no for an 
answer and told me that I had to go to class. I said I didn’t care and she could 
kick me out if she wanted to. She knew something was wrong, as she’d known 
me for quite a while by this point, so she stayed and tried to get to the bottom of 
what was bothering me.  
 
I told her not to worry about it, and I was just paying for something that had 
happened a long time ago. But she still wouldn’t drop it, and eventually I told her 
what had happened with my brother’s wife. After I had told her everything she 
just sat there saying nothing. So I said to her, ‘I know your thinking what I did was 
wrong’. And she said, ‘No, what I’m thinking is what your brother’s wife did to you 
was totally wrong, and you shouldn’t be taking the blame for it’. I didn’t agree with 
her as still I felt it was my fault. I know I was only 11 years old but I knew right 
from wrong and yet I slept with her. I can still remember how she told me if I told 
anyone that the priest wouldn’t be happy with me, my brother would beat me up 
and my mum would go mad.  
 
My key worker tried to make me see that it wasn’t my fault. She asked me how 
I’d feel if a 22 year old guy had sex with an 11 year old girl. I just thought that 
was sick, as its a little kid. She said, ‘well, that is exactly what happened to you’. 
But still I couldn’t see – I thought that it is different when you’re a boy. She sat 
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with me and told me that I had to realise that it wasn’t my fault, no matter what 
anyone else had said to me. I think today I don’t blame myself as much for what 
happened, but to a certain degree I’m always going to feel partly to blame for it. 
Before I used to feel like it was 80% my fault and 20% her fault, whereas now I 
feel it’s about 60% my fault and 40% her fault. 
 
After telling my key worker about what had happened, it felt like a huge weight 
had been lifted from my shoulders. She tried to show me that maybe I was using 
to hide behind something, whereas I’d always thought I was using because I was 
a bad egg. I think it was something I definitely had to bring out into the open in 
order to move forward in my recovery. Before, I would sit there thinking about 
what had happened and I would want to use. Speaking to my key worker and 
other professionals about what had happened helped me to cope much better 
and it gave me the strength to move on.  
 
Whilst I was on the Bridge Project I met Sian (now my fiancé). She made a 
massive difference to my life and I began to see that I could have a happy future 
ahead of me without using drugs. The Bridge Project staff were initially quite 
concerned about me starting a relationship whilst I was in treatment, as they 
thought I needed to focus on my recovery. But, against their guidance, I moved in 
with Sian. I found that leaving the hostel was a great help to me as I was no 
longer surrounded by drug users and drugs. Living with Sian meant that I was no 
longer around the temptation of using drugs. Although I was not living at the 
hostel I still continued on the Bridge Project. 
 
After discussing my past with my key worker I began to feel a lot better and 
stronger in myself. I started reducing my methadone again and when I got to 
20ml I swapped over to Subutex. They start by increasing your dose by 4ml a 
day and then once you are stabilised they aim to bring you down quite quickly. I 
didn’t get on with subutex at all. I think I was on subutex from start to finish for 
about 2 weeks. While you are on methadone, you’re almost sedated in a way, 
but when I moved onto subutex all my emotions and memories started flooding 
back and it became overwhelming. I literally felt like I was going crazy and I was 
acting in ways that were very out of character for me. I became suicidal and 
aggressive, and I just could not handle it at all. That was one of the scariest times 
in my life. 
 
As subutex was having such an awful effect on me I decided that I would come 
off it dead. My other option was to go back on methadone, but I felt that I was so 
close to the end that it would be better to just stop everything. Sian got some 
DVD’s and for a few days we locked ourselves in her flat. It was a horrible time 
both physically and mentally, but after a few days I began to feel better. For me it 
was worth going through that to then be completely drug free. 
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Adapting to a drug-free life 
I think that drug users need more preparation for what to expect once they’re 
clean. I think most people just think that things are going to be great and there 
will be no problems. I was not prepared for the mental side of things, or having to 
wait ages for my sleep patterns to return to normal, or having to learn how to fill 
my time. I didn’t think about, or realise, ‘What do I do after the Bridge Project? I 
think being on heroin, is like being in a coma, so for about 10 years I had been 
asleep and I didn’t know what had been going on. 
 
I can remember visiting the library, just for something to do and I had a mild 
panic attack. It had been so long since I had done something normal that I didn’t 
know what to do. I sat there really paranoid, thinking people were staring at me 
and whispering about me. Then I noticed that the security guard was looking at 
me strangely and I just had to get out of there. I ran across the road and into the 
car park and I went right to the top of the car park and just sat there with my head 
in my hands and started crying. I was so embarrassed - I couldn’t even go to the 
library because I didn’t know how to act normally.  
 
There are still things now that I’m still learning to do. It’s only because Sian has 
been helping me that I’ve managed to do more things. For example, I still forget 
that I have to pay for things in a shop as I’m so used to taking things - Sian will 
look at me and ask me what I’m doing. I also get anxious if we go out for a meal 
as well, so she normally orders for me as I’m not sure of what I need to do. Living 
in the hostel you get everything done for you, for example, all your washing is 
washed, dried and handed back to you. Then you go into the big world and you 
need to re-learn everything. I’ve had to learn what a normal life is - getting up, 
having a shower and then watching telly. There are people who don’t have any 
emotional support or advice on what a “normal” person does, and so they end up 
going back to using as they don’t know anything else.  
 
I can remember one time Sian and I had an argument and she told me she didn’t 
want me staying at her house that night and I should stay in the hostel. I didn’t 
want her to leave me, and I told her she couldn’t leave me on my own. She said, 
‘You’re a 30 year old man, of course I can leave you on your own. I’ll see you 
tomorrow morning and we’ll talk about it then’. I didn’t believe that she was going 
to meet me, but she said she would. So I left and went back to the hostel and I 
literally sat on my bed and I put the telly on and didn’t know what to do.  
 
I’ve never had to deal with an argument before, without using drugs. But this time 
I really didn’t know if I should watch telly, see one of the boys or say my prayers 
and go to sleep. I sat there for ages having an argument in my head about 
whether I should just leave it and wait until the morning, or to walk up to see her. 
I ended up walking back up to her house in the pouring rain to see her. But when 
I knocked on the door, she asked me what I was doing there and that she’d told 
me that she needed a night to herself and she meant it. I thought if I kept on to 
her she’d give in, but she didn’t.  
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When I got back I really didn’t have a clue what to do. I got changed and got into 
bed and lay there with my head on my pillow trying to get to sleep, but it just 
wasn’t working. I managed to last about 2 hours and then my mind started to play 
tricks on me. One minute I’d be thinking if I bought one bag and had a quick 
smoke I’d feel so much better and there was no chance I’d get addicted as it had 
been so long. On the other hand I was clean and I was enjoying it so I didn’t want 
to do it. My mind just went on and on like that for ages, until I couldn’t take it 
anymore. 
 
I convinced myself that I needed gear if I wanted to sleep. Eventually, after 
battling with myself for hours, I bought some heroin as I believed that it was the 
only way I was going to get some sleep. I used it and then went to sleep. Even 
now my mind tries to convince me that scoring is the right thing to do and it’s 
normal. It can convince you to do things you’d never thought you would.  It really 
is amazing what it can do, even now I still battle with my thoughts and I’ve been 
clean for a while.  
 
When I woke up in the morning I felt so guilty about what I’d done. I went and 
met Sian and she said we’d forget about what had happened last night, it was a 
petty argument. But because I don’t like lying, I told her what I’d done the night 
before, which caused a massive argument. I don’t think she realised at that time 
that I didn’t know how to cope. I know I’m 33 and it is embarrassing, but at the 
end of the day I’ve been addicted to drugs for over 15 years and I didn’t know 
what to do with my time. This is something that I have had to deal with and learn 
since I stopped using drugs, but slowly I am learning how to adapt to and deal 
with ‘normal’ life. 
 
I had quite a big lapse at the end of November last year (2006). I was struggling 
to cope with a lot of emotional things that were going on at the time, and Sian 
and I had just moved into a new place. I had people offering me gear and as 
always the drugs were whispering in my ear, ‘take me and it will make things 
better, things will be easier’. I eventually had some, then one time became two, 
and two became three etc, until a habit is all I was left with. It was a massive step 
backwards. I didn’t want to let Sian down so I kept it all a secret. I would go out 
for a packet of fags and then come home about 6 hours later refusing to tell Sian 
where I’d been. I’d then go to the toilet and sit there smoking until I fell asleep. 
Sian and I kept arguing because she thought I wasn’t interested in her anymore.  
 
A few weeks later she found on that she was pregnant, and we were both really 
happy, if a bit surprised. I realised then that I had to tell her what had been going 
on for the past 4 months, but I didn’t know how. How do you tell someone you’ve 
been lying to them for that long? I couldn’t even think of how I’d start that kind of 
conversation and I was so scared of losing Sian and the baby.  
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Sian could tell that something was wrong with me so she wrote me a letter telling 
me that she knew that I was doing something and if I was completely honest with 
her then she’d support me no matter what. That letter was one of the hardest 
things I’ve ever read, I was shaking and crying as I read it. She said that if I 
wasn’t honest with her, then she wouldn’t be able to help me. After I had told 
Sian that I was using again, she told me that she was so proud of me for being 
honest with her, and she knew that it would have taken a lot of guts to have done 
that.  
 
I’d been seeing my counsellor on and off for a while, but I realised that I needed 
her help more now if I wanted to get myself sorted.  Luckily I had been to see my 
GP six months earlier and he had put me on the waiting list for a methadone 
prescription. My counsellor tried to have a word with them, explaining that I had a 
baby on the way, but they said I was still on the waiting list. 
 
Sian had about 5 months left of her pregnancy and my using was still out of 
control. I was using and selling a lot. I wanted to buy things for the baby, but Sian 
didn’t want any of the money I made from drug dealing to be spent on the baby 
as she said it was drug money.  
 
After going to the top dog of the CAU, my counsellor eventually got them to 
agree to a shared care arrangement with my GP, as long as I could find a GP 
who would agree to it. I managed to find a G.P who agreed to carry out the 
shared care with CAU and I was absolutely over the moon. A month went by and 
I had no news, no letter, absolutely nothing from CAU. I told my counsellor that 
I’d not heard anything and she marched into CAU offices and demanded to know 
what was going on. They claimed that they’d not heard from my GP, whilst my 
GP was telling me they’d not heard from CAU. They told her that they would sort 
it, but still we were waiting to hear from them. After about another month and a 
half of waiting, my counsellor wrote a letter explaining that I’d been on the waiting 
list for 8 months. Within 4 days of the letter being sent I had a letter through the 
post saying I could start my methadone program as soon as I came into the 
CAU.   
 
They started me on 30ml, but in addition to that I was still smoking about a teenth 
of gear a day. Sian was worried about how much I was using and suggested that 
I cut down. I did try but my habit was too big. I lied to her and told her that I had 
cut down. I was in the toilet smoking away and then I’d come out and she could 
barely understand me. She knew I wasn’t cutting down as she could see how 
much I was using and the effect it was having on me. 
 
One night it really changed for me, I was talking to Sian and the baby kicked me 
for the first time. I got really emotional, especially when I found out that we were 
having a little boy. I knew I couldn’t do it anymore. So I told all the people who I 
was dealing to that I wasn’t dealing anymore and that the police were watching 
my house so I wasn’t going to do it again.  
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The week I stopped dealing I saved up enough money for 2 teenths for myself. I 
thought I can drink my methadone and then use it if I’m hurting. I thought I would 
be able to control myself and only use it when I was clucking – but very soon I 
had used it all up. When my dosage went up to 50ml, I had used all my gear and 
I had nothing other than methadone holding my habit. I started to struggle for a 
while, but Sian told me that I could do it and we were going to sit in the house, 
watch DVD’s and get through it. I didn’t have any heroin for the whole of the 
week, my legs were hurting and I was in a right state, but all I could think of was 
my unborn little boy. It took until I was on 80 ml of methadone, before my habit 
was being held.  
 
I went in to see my counsellor and told her that I felt fine on 80ml - I wasn’t using 
and I was handling it. She said to me, ‘yeah, that’s nice, but trust me, the mind 
can play tricks on you’. So they increased me to 90ml, and I thought I was going 
to stay on that, but when I went to the chemist the following week my dose had 
increased to 100ml. The following week, they had increased my dose again and I 
was now on 110ml. I told CAU that I didn’t want to go up anymore, but again they 
said I should go up another 20ml. This time I was firm with them and said no. I 
was fine on 110ml, I definitely didn’t need another 10ml.  
 
A week after my dose had been increased to 110ml I asked if I could have my 
dose brought down. The person I spoke to told me that, ‘they didn’t think it was a 
good idea if I came down as I may have a lapse and lose everything’. She also 
said that she’d been working there for many years and that these things can 
sneak up on you. It was really frustrating that they didn’t listen to me. The 
methadone dose was so high that I used to sit there and fall asleep mid-
sentence. I could hardly get out of bed in the morning, and my eyes would be half 
shut and I’d be slurring. But still this woman wouldn’t listen and she told me that, 
‘we don’t want to be rocking the boat now, just stay as you are for a few months’. 
 
It’s now been about 5 months since I have been on 110ml of methadone. Every 
time I have an appointment I ask if I can reduce, but I am always told that it is 
best that I stay on a high dose so that I won’t relapse. Although I explain that I 
am not happy being on this dose, to date, they do not listen to me. I can see their 
point in that they do not want me to relapse, but being on this dose affects my 
day-to-day life. It is especially difficult as Sian and I have a young baby and Sian 
is left doing everything in the evenings. I would be happy just to reduce to 100ml 
to see if I could stay more alert throughout the day. 
 
My life at the moment is looking good. I’m really happy living with Sian and our 
beautiful baby boy. I do still have dark days but I am learning to cope with these. 
Most importantly I have learnt how vital it is for me to tell people how I am feeling. 
I find that if I am depressed just talking about it with Sian, my counsellor or a 
friend can really help to bring me round. I think that I have learnt what happens to 
me if I keep things bottled up inside. 
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There are still some things which I am having to get used to. There are times 
when I go for walks around Cardiff and it’s quite likely that I’ll bump into someone 
who I used to know through using. I never know how my brain is going to react or 
what I should say to them. So I’ve learnt to avoid situations like those and stay in 
the house or not go out by myself to areas where I am likely to know drug-users. 
It’s all about avoiding situations where you could relapse.  
 
I think one way to adapt to a drug-free life is to find a group of friends who you 
can relate to, who you trust and who don’t use. I met Sian and had a baby with 
her and she became my best friend. I think it’s also a good idea to try and avoid 
people who are using or who use recreationally. This is because once you have 
been using drugs for a number of years your brain becomes wired a certain way, 
and so you may automatically start joining in with them. It’s hard to know what to 
say as I’m still finding it hard, trying to get out of those routines that have been 
ingrained into me. I’m getting there though and what I would say to other people 
is to just stay focused and you will get there. It is an up-hill battle but I much 
prefer where I am today. Although life is hard it is good – so much better than 
when I was using. Nothing is worth doing if it’s easy, putting in hard work means 
you appreciate it more.  
 
I really thought there was no hope for me, but there was and there is. People 
may not want to help you but just persevere, persevere, persevere. My life today 
is the best it’s been all my life. I have a girl who loves me, and my little boy. I 
have my health. I still suffer a bit with depression, but I feel like I have come on 
so much in the past couple of months. All I need now is a nice 3 bedroom house 
and my life will be sorted!! 
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