
Letter 2


Dear: [parent name]

You’ve been working with fdac now for a few months - I’m sure it hasn’t been easy. I’ve written down some memories from when I was halfway through; you might recognise some of what I’m saying in your own experience so far.

Before I started with fdac, my life was a mess. Every day I’d go to work and then reward myself by getting high. I didn’t think I had a problem because I didn’t think I was hurting anyone. When I was referred to fdac, I didn’t want any part of it. But the pain and heartbreak of being separated from my daughter made me realise that if I ever wanted to be a father to her again I would have to change and fully commit to fdac. I knew my daughter had to come first.

At first, I did all of the right things - I never missed a meeting, I did all of my tests and I even started going to the gym. I tried to change my circle of friends so that I could avoid people who just wanted to get high with me. Then about halfway through, I put myself in a bad situation by going to a party where there were drugs. I tried to resist but couldn’t - I was filled with regret afterwards. I stopped going to the gym and I let anger and disappointment get the better of me. I felt like I had let myself and my fdac team down, but most of all, I’d let my daughter down.

When my drug test came back positive my worker called me in to talk about it. At first I lied because I was scared of losing my daughter for good. But I realised that I had to take responsibility - I’d messed up. I told my worker the truth, and to my surprise, I wasn’t judged. Instead, they made it their mission to get me back on track. I started going to the gym again and living a healthier lifestyle. It was really hard work, and some days I came close to giving it all up, but I can now see that it was all worth it.

After 18 months of fdac, I got my daughter back. Every day, I think about the time I relapsed, because I never want to feel that pain again. It was a hard lesson to learn but it reminded me that setbacks will happen; big and small. What matters is how we pick ourselves up afterwards.

From: A parent who didn’t give up
