
 

JUST MADE IT! 

Being the eldest of six rather wild Irish boys, I had to learn to fight – be a leader, and get myself 

into as much trouble as I could in my earlier days. I played hard, fought hard and succeeded 

getting into as much bother as possible. Rugby, sports and women soon replaced my previous 

fun and another demon joined in on the mess – booze! 

I must say though, my mum and dad were not boozers, both being Christian in their approach to 

life. But they had their work cut out bringing up six boys. I loved them for their application and 

dedication, but there was not much love and kisses in our childhood – just good basic food, an 

education and off to work – and I guess mum and dad considered their job of raising kids was 

over and done once we had left home. 

My life consisted of work, Rugby and parties, and then on to a happy marriage for seven years 

and three lovely kids. My downfall started when my wife left me and went to Australia. I recall 

(how could I forget?) her asking me over an evening meal, could she go to town that night to 

spend the weekend with her new lover. I agreed. What could I do? I couldn’t demand that she not 

love someone else! She also left me with my son who I brought up and, thank God, has been a 

soul mate and buddy to me. 

As my life progressed I often thought of Christian things – God, Jesus, and the day I was saved 

at 20 years of age. In my more sober moments I thought that one day I would get back to that. 

Regretfully I continued to drink more and more, feeling sorry for myself and blaming my broken 

marriage. 

I purchased a lovely cottage by the sea in the Bay of Plenty – quiet and secluded, a beautiful 

setting, right on the water’s edge. Now I could drink as much as I liked. I was semi- retired with 



no-one to tell me what to do – no-one to tell me what not to do! My neighbour also drank and we 

proceeded to spend as much time on the booze as possible – fishing and on the booze again. 

Six years later, after a heart attack and threats of doom from my doctor, I found I had less 

friends, less health, less money, and a whole lot less sense. “If you hurry”, the doctor said, 

“Terry, you might just make it!” My life was on the line – all of it – I lost everything I had, and 

that wasn’t much. 

One thing that kept coming back from my past in my sub-conscious mind was, “when was I 

going to seek my Christian past?” Or was this going as well as my health? 

 I was not sick in the head and was reasonably clear mentally. But my whole metabolism, my 

body, stomach, bowel and nerves would completely fall to pieces by about 3 or 4 o’clock in the 

afternoon getting withdrawal symptoms. 

I knew I had to do something about it. So a lady friend I was seeing at the time who was a 

Christian said she would help me. We went to the doctor and he told me the worst scenario I 

could expect. He spent an hour with me. He actually scared the wits out of me when he told me 

what could happen. He said, “There is a situation where the veins in your stomach burst through 

alcohol abuse, your heart continues pumping and your stomach fills up with blood causing you to 

vomit blood and it runs out your ears and every other exit in your body until you die within a 

very short time”. The doctor said he had seen this happen and he said, “You wouldn’t want to be 

like that, my friend, would you?”. 

I made my mind up right there and then. With the help of my lady friend I would do something 

about it and I stopped drinking that night onwards and have never had another drink. I didn’t take 

any pills or medication – just cold turkey. I just sat in an armchair and rocked backward and 

forward for month after month after month drinking water. Each day was absolutely shocking, 

with sweat pouring off me and vomiting all over the place. I couldn’t hold anything down, 

couldn’t sleep with all my nerves flying to pieces. But I kept at it and kept at it and finally I was 

admitted into the rehab at Springhill. This was a mind-boggling experience. Some of the people 

there suffered not only from alcohol addiction but also drug addiction, sex addiction, gambling 

addiction – all sorts of addictions. Some of the poor souls had many addictions and were far 

worse than me with just one addiction. When I saw some of the poor folks there I was just 

amazed as to what some had yet to go through. 

They dismantled me. It was a terrible experience to be pulled to pieces by the therapists and 

made to be like a kid, so that they could build you up again into a different person. When I came 

out the other end it was eight weeks of re-education as to what to do with my life. Christianity 

and church were involved and this as a choice I could take or leave.  

I eventually came out of all this and had to face the world all over again. As I said, they 

dismantle you and put you back together again bit by bit. When I left I said, “Could I have my 



brains back because I think I’ve left them behind”. In a jocular manner they said, “You are going 

to have to start all over again with your brain and reprogram it, Terry, and none of it’s got 

anything to do with alcohol”. 

In rehab we were compelled to do a number of exercises and one was to write an account of our 

life’s story for which we were given four weeks to assemble. Another was a letter to be written 

to the rest of the people in the rehab. Then there were unread letters to various family members. 

One letter we had to write was one to our addictions. The following was mine: -- 

Letter To My Addiction – 

“Dear Gin Bottle – I’ve lashed out at you many times, I’ve poured you down the sink, I’ve 

smashed you into a thousand pieces, I’ve loved you with all my heart, I’ve cuddled you into me 

when I’ve really needed you, then languished in the agony of your embrace. I’ve blessed my 

inner self with the forgiveness, and filled with the feeling of so much well-being inside me once 

I’ve drunk my fill of you. As well as you being my mainstay, my banker and my love you were 

also my mentor and care-giver and for nearly 40 years I’ve taken you with me almost wherever 

I’ve been. I’ve made good use of you and you have made good use of me. I’ve left you in places 

that I have forgotten; I’ve become a treasured friend of yours and all your relatives.  

My wife who you knew also thought you were a part and parcel of my life as well and thought 

that when we were married that you were my best man and took you into her life as well. Seven 

years and three lovely kids later you made your presence felt every day of our lives, to the point 

that both I and my wife were almost entirely dependent on you. When I say dependent, I mean 

you were the instigator of many of our various squabbles and disagreements, some really nasty 

and without resolve when you tore at both of us without thought of our marriage, or our family 

or our future. Finally, you broke up our lives entirely, disintegrated our family, and wrecked our 

dreams and my wife left with another man leaving me to bring up my son and separated me from 

the tender young love of my daughters in their growing years.  

My dear gin bottle, where are you now? I’ve not seen you or heard from you these past three 

months. Have you deserted me or is it me that has left you behind? We were so close to each 

other, I felt that we would never ever part. You know, the other day I met a new friend – a 

demanding yet sincere person; I felt quite in harmony with him. In talking with him I found a 

new pleasure of well-being, motivation and purpose about me. He told me of his past troubles 

too and a new way to experience life. Impressed, I thought this was more than just worth a try. I 

now need to abandon my previous mates and associates and that means you, Mr Bottle. Well, I 

asked myself, what will I do now? Toss you out and leave without you? This is surely what I have 

to do as I’m certain that the two of you will not get along with each other, and with me in 

between you can understand the mess I’d end up in.  

Think this over, Mr Bottle. You’ll need to find a better reason for staying around. You see, I 

honestly need someone with the sense and foresight to show me how to enjoy my life in a 



different way. This guy has got me believing in a very new and exciting me. He makes me feel 

good and it makes me feel really healthy too. It makes me responsive and eager. It doesn’t give 

me ……. headaches all day and all sick and remorseful. In fact, I’ve already seen the difference 

in me taking place. My girlfriend has too and shown me a wonderful new and exciting interest 

which I never saw before. So, I’ve decided firmly to leave you wherever you are. I know you will 

not be lonely; you’re charming and charismatic and will be off to find a new friend. I would 

suggest you look down that “No Exit” street on the park bench where you once found me and I 

do hope that the person you find has a sight more brains than I had. You see I have a friendship 

with another Person and His name is Jesus Christ.” 

This pretty much reflects where I was at when I left the rehab.  I went to church a couple of times 

while I was at rehab and attended my AA meetings as I have done since I left there. It all helped 

me and gave me a mainstay to get back on track. From the day I left I can honestly say I have 

never touched another drop. But I must say it was the hardest thing I have ever had to do in my 

life – going to clubs and being with other people was really hard. I used to go home and 

sometimes cry. But I got there with determination and with Christ and the church providing me 

with something that was immovable. 

It has been nine years since I took my last drink and two years since I last smoked my pipe. 

About four years ago my son came back from America on business having married an American 

girl. His mother-in-law and family also came out to New Zealand for a visit and I got on 

particularly well with her. She is a genuine Christian lady. So I went to America last year for the 

first time and spent several weeks there having a good look around. It was there that I made my 

mind up and got back to reading the Bible again. I opened up my heart again and asked the Lord 

to come and help me. My son’s mother-in-law was a tremendous help to me. She never pushed 

me but gave me time. I came back to the Lord and she gave me a Bible and I have read and read 

it. 

When back from overseas I was driving past the Kawerau Bible Chapel and I was in a bit of a 

quandary not knowing quite what to do. My little business I had started was ticking over quite 

nicely, but I was still quite lost and battling the syndrome of ‘no drink’. I had made my mind up 

to quit smoking which ended 50 years of smoking. I wondered to myself whether this church was 

Open Brethren as it looked as if it might have been, being a Bible Chapel. So I drove in with my 

little truck and said to Ronnie (who I didn’t know at the time), “Is this an Open Brethren 

church?” He replied, “Yes”. I said that I had once attended an Open Brethren church and that I 

had suffered a bit of a mix up. I became a bit tearful and Ronnie stood there with his elbow on 

the windowsill of my vehicle and he said, “Let’s pray, my friend”. 

So here I am back with the Lord after backsliding for fifty odd years in the church that I started 

off with. I opened up my heart again to Christ and He has been with me ever since. I’m so 

pleased I’ve done this. It has been a wonderful experience. Things have really started to form 

into a more positive picture now and I know where I stand, and have more purpose about my life. 



Considering I should have been dead ten years ago – I’ve had two heart attacks and should have 

died from those, I’ve been a smoker for 50 years and haven’t had cancer, I’ve given the grog 

away after many years, and also given my pipe away and I’m back in the church again. Strictly 

speaking I shouldn’t be giving this testimony and wouldn’t be had I continued drinking. 

My family around me is happy that I have done what I have done and are looking to me as more 

of a role model now. I am attending a church, albeit a small congregation, but a very genuine 

one, and one I am very happy to be a part of. It is good to be back in the arms of the Lord again. I 

pray these words may be a help to others. 

 Terry 


