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Good Afternoon to all who gather here today.

I have been asked to share with you today my experience as someone who has lost my only brother to drugs.

My Brother Daniel died on the 22nd June 1997 of a drug overdose. He was just 21 years old, with his whole life ahead of him.

He was a sensitive and caring person who was dealt some terrible life experiences, that coupled with him suffering depression made it hard at times to deal with every day life.

As a loved one I found it difficult to deal with the lack of services and information available at that time to help people with mental illnesses.  My parents and I found ourselves trying to assist Daniel with his illness with no real idea of what he needed and very little support to help us through.  I often can’t help but wonder if the appropriate services where available to Daniel would he still be here today?

As Daniel tried to survive the best way he knew how, he found what he believed to be his sanctuary in drugs.  But as they took hold him, aspects of Daniel’s behaviour changed dramatically. He became increasingly unpredictable and at times physically and emotionally aggressive.

His usual placid persona turned aggressive when he couldn’t access his money when he needed a hit, yet the next day he would return to being the person that we knew and loved.

This was probably the worst part of Daniel’s dependence for me to deal with, every time he took me to my limits the real Daniel would appear and give me hope that everything will be ok.

But unfortunately things proved not to be ok.  It was one day that I met Daniel to collect some money I had leant to him. We met in Garema place in the city and as he was getting the money out he waved at a lady walking past, she then approached us and produced a large quantity of drugs. Although Daniel abruptly sent her away I was left stunned and shocked that drugs could be accessed in such a public place during the day so easily.

I think for me this was the moment that I realised that Daniel was not going to be fine. I had a sudden feeling that he wasn’t going to make it.  It was shortly after this that we received the knock on the door from the police to advise us that Daniel had passed away.

I will never forget the way I felt that day and the months that followed. The constant feeling of disbelief and the hoping that this was one of Daniel’s jokes and that he would turn up laughing in his usual cheeky way.  This disbelief turned in to frustration that I could not change the cause of events, however desperately wanting to go back and make everything alright.

After Daniel died my parents and 1 were faced with the daunting task of telling friends and family what had happened.  As it turned out we where gifted with so many good friends and family who supported us through this time and stood by us unconditionally.

But as time marches on and new people come into my life I find my self being confronted with the question that I dread the most “Do you have any brothers and sisters?” I am then faced with the difficult decision as to whether to tell them about Daniel or avoid the uncomfortable silence associated with the truth.

This saddens me that society on a whole has a stereo typical view of people dependent on drugs and that it is seen as a failure by the family. And in the majority of cases this is not correct and especially for Daniel who had a loving family who would have and did do anything for him.   Drug dependency is not a choice that anyone makes, it is due to inexperience and clouded judgement from outside influences that causes people to find themselves dependent.  No body would ever choose this life with a clear mind.

If I could ask one thing today it would be that citizens and law makers understand that this is an illness not a life choice and as such facilities should be made a available to ensure that no more families need to loose their son, daughter, sister or brother to drug dependency.

I thank you all for allowing me to share my brothers story with you today and hope my experiences and thoughts will in some way make a difference.

Thank you.

