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What am I doing here? That was the big question on my 

mind on September 21, 2009, the day I arrived in Grants 

Pass, via the Greyhound bus. My parents and sister live 
here and without warning I thought a surprise attack would 

be the best way to gain their sympathy. I called my parents 

and my dad met me in town. In his wisdom and wit he 

asked me if I had a plan as to where I would stay or if I was 

just passing through. It was the response I expected, but 
not the one I was hoping for. He spoke of a place that I 

might be able to stay while I figured out what to do. Thirty     

minutes later we arrived at the Gospel Rescue Mission. A 

long road had brought me to a place I had never even          

considered. My life growing up was awesome so I couldnõt 
put blame on family. I married the day after I turned 20 and 

my wife and i had twins on August 9, 1980. I couldnõt even 

buy, alcohol yet I was a husband and a father of twins. We 

had the same struggles as any couple does, yet I was 
blessed with the ability to provide for my family. I followed 

the examples of my youth and never went without the 

needed things in life. I still canõt pin point the day that     

alcohol began to take over. In my mind I thought I could 

handle it and keep it a secret from everyone including my 
wife. I began to control finances to make sure my desire for 

alcohol was always met. The bills suffered and I slowly gave 

up all the best things in my life for the òpleasureó of     

drinking. I hid alcohol everywhere, and took it with me,  
hidden from others, on family events, vacations, camping, 

little league games etc. Little did I know that it wasnõt  a  

secret, but just overlooked to keep the peace. When I was 

called on my issue I said, ò I can handle it. I can quit        

anytime.ó (and I did on many occasions). Each time I went 
back full throttle into my alcoholism. I stopped caring as 

much when the kids were out on their own and spent less 

time at home. I made excuses at work as to why my      

performance was down. TV became my best friend, taking 

me out of the world of reality. I let alcohol win over me 
and as family got involved to help me I pushed them away. 

My wife later became very ill and developed dementia. She 

lost all memory of me, but we were and are still married. 

Because of this I turned to the bottle even more. I could 
finish a fifth of rum a day with no problem. Life became a 

survival. I made just enough for rent and booze. I had three 

houses packed full of hard work that all disappeared down 

my throat. It is amazing that my body held up through all of 

it. So this brings me back to the door of the Gospel Rescue 
Mission.  

Reid Trumble 


