
“LOUISE, LOUISE, WAKE UP! HE’S DONE IT AGAIN.” 
 
  “What? What are you talking about?” I asked.  
 
 You see, part of  my PTSD is being easily triggered by 
waking up in an emergency.  Often waking up to abuse-- 
yelling, screaming, and violence--has made it so I am very 
confused when I wake.   
 
I remember  not knowing where I was at that moment, or 
what was happening.  I remember the blank confusion in 
my brain as my partner's voice screamed,”LOUISE, I 
NEED YOU NOW!”   
 
I sat up abruptly, shaking my head, my eyes barely  
coming into focus. 
 
 “Get out here,” Don begged. I could hear the urgency, the 
fear. I KNEW. There was no question -- Wiggs must have 
overdosed again, . I knew -- the only thing that could 
cause my regularly calm man to scream and panic was 
the sight of a person dead on our living room floor.   
 
I went to jump off the bed, remembering I only have one 
leg only a moment later. So I hopped over to the door, 
balancing myself as steadily as possible.  I made my way 



all the way to the living room, desperately trying to get 
there without falling.    
 
There he was, my friend, my dear best friend whom I’d 
revived from overdose so many times, his face completely 
white. My partner leaned over him, giving him the oxygen 
he so desperately needed.  
 
 In that moment, I did not feel love or compassion.  I felt 
rage. 
 
I skipped over to him as fast as I could. I couldn’t  
remember the last time I had  felt this furious.  I was so 
GODDAMN mad.   
 
 My partner looked relieved when I was finally at my 
friend’s  side.  I looked at Adam --his cold, white, lifeless 
face and his blue lips.  I could see the bone structure so 
clearly in that  thin face.  Oh, how I hated him.  I felt fury in 
my heart.   
 
My hand reared back, and I slapped him as hard as a 
person could.  His slack flesh moved just as if I had hit a 
dead person.  It felt good, though, it felt really fucking 
good.   
 
“How could he do this to me again?” I thought.  



 
This after over a year of daily overdose reversals and 
throwing him out of my house because I simply could not 
watch the inevitable happen.  He was not the same man I 
ran the roads with delivering syringes and naloxone and 
performing overdose reversals on others.   
 
Adam--Wiggs, as I called him---had been my harm 
reduction partner and friend for the last 15 years.  Never 
did I think our relationship would be strained by overdose.  
He was the one who taught me how to stay calm in the 
face of trauma and urgency.  He was always so strong 
and even minded.   
 
We taped an overdose and aired it on CNN with Sandjay 
Gupta to help change laws around naloxone. We fought 
together for Good Samaritan laws and now …. I was 
accusing him of carelessness. Now, I could not help but 
wonder if he pushed the boundaries because I was there 
to revive him. 
   
This was someone who in my mind was already dead.  I 
grieved his loss after every overdose.  This was the 
trauma of watching your loved one die every day, over and 
over, with only you standing in between their life and their 
death.  
 



God damn it…. could he not figure out how much dope he 
could do?  Hell-- I told him I couldn’t do dope with him 
anymore.  
 
Adam knew I did not want him using around me.  It had 
become our regular fight.  He knew better than anyone  
how the police longed to put me in jail. They would surely 
charge me for his death. I wanted to be there for him, but 
this was a real fear of mine.  
 
My arm swung back again to hit Wiggs.  This time, a hand 
grabbed my wrist and my partner’s scared eyes caught 
mine.  “What are you doing? Bring him back first!.   
 
I shook my head as if the confusion was still complicating 
my thinking.  
 
 OH MY GOD.  What was I doing?  
 
 I slowed down.  Began to breathe  the necessary air into 
my friend.  Finally, panic went through my heart.  What if 
he died?  What if he didn’t come back this time?   
 
“Fuck.  Fuck. Fuck,” I remember thinking, “how did he get 
any drugs?” How had this happened again?  
 



 I hated him because I knew what this meant.  I hated him 
because the Adam I knew was gone to me.  I had closed 
myself off to him. I knew Adam would  die like my 
daughter, like all of the other people who had died.  It was 
simply a matter of time.  
 
 It was  easier to blame him than all of the shit I didn’t  truly 
understand.  It was  easier to tell myself he did  not care 
about life than to face the god awful truth that we had so 
little control over this new fentanyl-contaminated 
environment.  
 
I knew that one day I would not be there to bring him back.    
I knew one day this would be the end of my dear friend 
Adam.   
 
The truth is we don’t have a chance--none of us do..  
We’re doomed, because of a poisoned drug supply and 
the deadly stigma which keeps us terrified of the hospital,  
unable to seek medical assistance.  My anger, the pain, 
the hate I felt  slapping Wiggs-- it belonged to our policies, 
our drug war, our situation, not my dear friend.   
 
I brought him back that day, and a few times after that.  
Our relationship became more strained than ever.  We 
retained only the shell of a friendship that had once been 



so full. Was it the drugs, or was it the drug war?  Our love 
lacked the oxygen it needed to live. 
 
 I was unable  to see that none of his actions were  about 
me---they were about  him. We too often think people are 
using at us, dying at us--but they are simply surviving, the 
best they can.  
 
Yes, Wiggs is dead--no longer here to laugh with me or  
cry with me.  We loved each other through pain I cannot 
revisit.    He loved me as my life changed. He loved me 
when I longed for death and could not see a way through.    
 
Some people would hear this story and say drugs stole 
Adam’s life.  They would be mad at heroin. The fact is that 
policy stole Adam’s life---hospital policy which left him to 
die of endocarditis, hospital policy which required he have 
no friends or family present in his room because he was a 
known injection drug user. 
    
I miss my friend. Life is less beautiful without him. 
  


