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Summary: How does a good girl go bad?Based on a true story, told in the author's own words,
without polish or prose, this haunting tale of addiction, family secrets, abuse, sexual misconduct,
destruction, crime and.... recovery!One day at a time, one page at a time.Learn of this
remarkable and brave story.

About the AuthorMax Gunther was born in England and emigrated to the US when he was 11.
He attended schools in New Jersey and received his B.A. from Princeton University in 1949. He
served in the U.S. Army in 1950-51 and was a staff member of Business Week from 1951 to
1955. He then served as a contributing editor of Time for two years. His articles were published
in several magazines and he wrote several books, inlucidng The Luck Factor (9781906659493),
How to Get Lucky (9781906659981) and The Zurich Axioms (9781897597491). He is very lucky.
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publisher: KodelEmpire.comEmail: info@kodelgroup.com or
visitwww.stevietenderheart.comThis work is solely the responsibility of the author and does not
necessarily reflect the views of the publisher. Any resemblances to persons living or dead are
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ExcusesSECTION FOURLife and Even DeathSECTION FIVEFuneral and MishapsSECTION
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God the GloryABOUT THE AUTHORDEDICATIONThis book is dedicated to my loving husband
of 22 years. Tom, without you, your unconditional love for me and support throughout the years
of my gambling addiction and recovery, I never would have made it back to reality. You have
made me a better person for not just giving up on me, and for always knowing the true woman
you married all those years ago. We both know now that no matter what life throws at us, we can
weather any storm that comes our way. We deserve to have peace and serenity for the rest of
our days together. I also dedicate this book to all those who suffer from this illness, or those who
may be afflicted with this insidious, insane addiction. Know that there is help out there, and
hope, if you choose recovery. This illness is treatable, and there is life after gambling addiction.
Our path to recovery may be rocky or difficult at times, but you know you’re not alone.There are
others out there sufferingfrom this destructive addiction.PREFACEI truly hope by sharing my
own storyand experiences with my battle over this illness will inspire others to seek help,or catch
you before you fall.Not one more person has to ever choose deathas the final option to stop
gambling.Don’t let shame destroy you and your family.THERE IS HELP AND SUPPORT.You
deserve, and are worthy of,a long, happy and fulfilling life …“without” compulsive
gambling.ACKNOWLEDGMENTSThere are so many special people I would like to
acknowledge, who have helped me on my path to recovery, and in making this book a
reality.First, to my awesome friend, Julie Hall, for taking me on as her personal challenge and
sifting through all of my notes and pages and typing. Without your help, kindness and faith in me,
this book wouldn’t have seen the light of day. Thank you for your hard work and for being able to
read my writing.I’d also like to thank my “angel” from Heaven, Boyd Sherbourne – a fantastic



addictions therapist. I will be forever grateful for your stern, but honest counseling. Thank you for
your honest and educational recovery guidance. You have truly given me, my marriage and my
life back. There is nothing I could do or say to repay you for what you’ve done in my life.To my
family and my friends, and everyone I hurt along the way. I hope someday I can make amends
with each one of you, and hope you can someday forgive me for the hurt or pain I caused. I am
deeply sorry to each and every one of you. I hope I can somehow regain your trust in me, no
matter how difficult this will be to accomplish. I miss my family and friendships.To my best friend,
Debbie B. You, I miss the most. We were like sisters … friends for so many years. I miss having
you in my life. There will always be a small space in my heart that only you can fill. Also Debbie’s
mom, Ms. Lilly. Know you’ll always be my true mom. Your love and guidance in my life growing up
will always be treasured in my heart.Thanks to Judge Pat Wolke for giving me that second
chance, so that my past mistakes will not follow me, or define me, as a person, for the rest of my
life.To my friend, agent and publisher who believed in me. You told me straight out, in the coldest
of truths, that I am not a writer, but that I had a story to tell … and you would help me tell it.
Thank you, Steve, for your provocative title, for Stevenson’s insightful quote, for reminding
readers to gently see me as a young girl before it all went so terribly wrong, and for making it
possible for me to be heard! Together, we will “Pay it forward”.To Sonny, for your exciting cover
and illustrations, soft edit, compiling of my book, and your mad skills in general. Thanks!And
lastly, to Gamblers Anonymous (G.A.) and the 12-step guide. Since I don’t have a support group
or fellowship, I use your books and materials daily, to keep me on the right track in my
recovery.“The cruelest liesare oftentold in silence.”Robert Louis StevensonBefore I write about
the woman I am,you need to know the girl I was. SECTION ONE“The Early Years”Just another
ordinary day.I awoke to another cold and rainy morning in Southern Oregon to find my husband
had already left for work. I saw the newspaper on the kitchen counter. I grabbed a cup of coffee,
sat down and began to read. I came across a small headline that read, “Woman found dead in
motel room.” The story was about a local woman who was in her late 50s. She was found dead
in a motel next to a large Indian casino, about 40 miles north of where I live. I’d been to that
casino many, many times.I started to get this sick feeling. The woman’s name was withheld until
they could notify her family. She was found on the floor with a gunshot wound to the head. Police
said it looked like a suicide. They found a note on a table that simply read, “I couldn’t stop
gambling. Please tell my family I’m sorry.”The police did rule her death a suicide. Just then, I
saida prayer for this woman’s soul, and for her family. Even though I never met her, I could have
been her. I knew what torment and pain she felt before she died. I felt as though hands were
grasping my throat and that someone had taken a sharp knife and pierced it right through my
heart.See, I too had been an addicted gambler up until about four and a half years ago, so I
understood the hopelessness that woman must have felt. I too experienced the pain of feeling
like the only option you have left is to commit suicide. Needless to say, both of my attempts
failed, which landed me in the hospital … twice, then into a mental and addictions crisis center
… twice. It was a turbulent four years. I’d been on suicide watch both times, because I was so



low and broken from the addiction. I just wanted to die. Why? To find some peace.Reading this
article got me thinking of those dark years of emotional torment and very disturbed thinking. I
finished reading the story and I had tears in my eyes. I started thinking about the hell I went
through, so I couldn’t help but grab the box that I had in my closet of gambling addiction books,
my journals, and all the educational materials I’d received from the countless times I’d tried to
stop my gambling addiction.I’d been in and out of treatment groups and counseling so many
times. I attended 12-step support groups, therapy, even church, for more than eight years.
Recovery is not an easy thing.As I finished the article about this nameless woman, I wiped the
tears from my eyes. I was so inspired by this woman’s story. It gave me a “call to action,” to write
this book. I have gained so much knowledge through treatment programs, 12-step support
groups, and listening to others talk about their gambling addictions and experiences. My own
story of journal entries are relied upon daily. They remind me of the horrific times I had with my
addiction. They keep me from ever getting too complacent with this devastating illness. I thought,
”Why not put all of this in a book, to share with others what I’d been through, so other people out
there who may have a problem with gambling, who feel lost, alone or hopeless, can know they
are not alone?” No one should ever have to choose death over their own sanity.Many people
aren’t aware that compulsive gambling addiction has the highest suicide rate. I started reading
through my many journals I had written in. It’s a form of therapy, which I’d learned in my treatment
programs. All the pain came rushing back, while reading some of the “dark entries, from when I
was in the crisis center. I also was slapped in the face with the reality of what I’d done to others in
my addiction, especially what I’d put my husband of 22 years through.There were two things that
stood out to me right away, when I first tried to attain recovery. The first was how I got so hung up
on just wanting to be “normal” again. The second was just how powerless this addiction makes
you feel – the true loss of control over your gambling, once you cross the line into uncontrolled
compulsive gambling.Baffling ExposureAnother part of this addiction that baffled me was the
medical side of the disease. When you see people with drug or alcohol addictions, by most
outward appearances, you can usually tell when someone is under the influence. With a
gambling addiction, the chemicals in your body have the same effect as substances do for other
addicts. I just could not wrap my head around that. Gambling addicts have the same types of
physical symptoms such as the shakes from withdrawals, feeling sick to one’s stomach, sweats
and chills. The feelings of fear, hopelessness, emotional and mental blackouts and suicidal
thoughts after a gambling binge orrelapse, and after the reality of the devastation you’ve just
caused financially … feeling the loss of control, and powerlessness over being able to stop
gambling. You’re on edge and stressed all the time, and often thinking about how, when and
where you will gamble again, and how to get the money. There is a never-ending gambling cycle.
It runs in many phases. This was the most important thing I learned later on, in intense therapy,
with a guy who came to my aid in 2006. I will share more about that later in this book.I learned
with the cycle of my addiction, it goes in an insane cycle when you cross the line into
uncontrollable gambling. I also learned there are many reasons why we turn to compulsive



gambling in the first place. It can be from childhood or adult traumas, or events like child abuse,
sexual abuse, or mental and emotional abuses. It could be from some underlying behaviors, a
death, or that you may have grown up with addicted gamblers. You use it as a coping skill or as
an escape from everyday life.The cycle of my addiction starts with the winning phase. At first,
you seem to win often, which makes you want to gamble more often. I remember how the
feelings of excitement build, and how I thought I could win enough to make all my dreams come
true, and pay off my bills. That’s when you start increasing the amount you bet, and how much
money you bring to play with. I’d tell everyone how I won all the time. (Red flag of denial.)Then
you’ll go through the losing phase. That is, when I noticed I was gambling more by myself. That’s
when I started to lie and cover up the money I lost, and when I started to obsess about gambling
all the time. I started to borrow money from family and pawned some jewelry. Bills started being
late and I noticed a change in my attitude and personality.Finally, after several years, I got into a
desperate phase. I started feeling hopeless. I fought with my husband a lot, and I blamed our
financial problems on things other than my gambling. I lost time from work, family and friends. I
was gambling every chance I got, then more credit cards and more debt. I stole, lied and
cheated. My reputation and good character was damaged. All that and more happened before I
got help.The Woman in the MirrorI used gambling to get reactions from people who didn’t
communicate feelings or from people who had hurt me.I know I’ve always had a compulsive type
of personality and high anxiety most of my life. I had to always be moving or engaged in
something. While in treatment, and during my first time in the crisis center, I found out I suffer
from severe depression and severe anxiety. I started on medications for both, in November
2002. I also remember, while in the crisis center after being there only a few days, I was getting
ready to take a shower and I looked at myself in the mirror. I didn’t recognize the woman looking
back at me. I’d always been a fun, bubbly, caring person, but this woman looking back at me, I
didn’t even recognize. I also was suffering with mood swings and sleep problems and felt as
though the medications I was taking weren’t helping these symptoms. I sure wished they could
come up with a cure or a pill for addiction.TriggersI had a constant emotional battle in my head
as to whether to gamble or not. There were constant urges and triggers. I had developed ugly
behaviors and habits from my addiction. The worst feelings of addiction occurred when
gambling became more like work than fun, or a form of entertainment. In the desperate phase,
you are constantly gambling to chase the money you have lost, and all you really accomplish is
digging a bigger financial hole.Therapy JourneyAs I write this book, I’m going to use it as a
“Therapy Journey,” as a way to look back and honestly see what my gambling addiction has cost
me, financially, spiritually and emotionally. It’s another way for me to take full accountability for
my actions, because I still have a lot of amends to make to a lot of good people, family, friends,
co-workers and employers.To those I have hurt through my addiction, I am deeply sorry for the
pain I caused, and I hope someday they will be able to forgive me.Sadness & DevastationMy
addiction took and gave me so much sadness and devastation. I lost relationships with close
friends and family and almost lost my 21-year marriage. Trust and good character are very hard



to regain when you’ve hurt others. I lost my good reputation and jobs. I became a cheat and a
liar. I stole from others, became a criminal, and committed illegal acts, all for the sake of my
addiction. Finding employment is difficult due to my criminal record and I owe money to people I
can’t even remember. I owe friends, family members and creditors, probation and court fees,
and I’m still paying off my restitution from 2006.There are many reasons why I gambled. Of the
reasons I listed earlier, I’m sad to say, I had experienced most of them. I remember when I went
to a 12-step support group meeting for the first time. They were reading out of a yellow “Combo-
Book,” at a Gamblers Anonymous meeting. They read that gambling was an emotional illness,
and many people recover from this addiction not knowing why they gambled in the first place.
They also read that this illness can’t be “cured,” but can be “arrested.” Well, I must say, I wasn’t
feeling too good about those statements. I started to feel some dooming panic.Needing my
parents’ loveI found that there were other people going through some of the same things with
their addiction as I was. The amount of money lost to our gambling may have been different, but I
didn’t feel as though I was alone in this insane disease.There is a lot more to the addiction than
just placing a bet or being in action. I learned to use my addiction as a way to cope with feelings
and disappointments that I had pushed deep down rather than dealing with them. I would
gamble to escape reality, which was very immature in retrospect. I was selfish and only cared
about myself. Just as the addiction makes you selfish, so does recovery. Recovery requires hard
work and the desire to want to stop gambling. You have to put those first, before everything else,
to get well again.For me, I know the problem started a long time ago. As I was growing up, I had
this nagging feeling of always having to prove myself to others, especially my parents, and I
wasted a lot of years doing just that. The only thing I ever wanted was my parents’ unconditional
love. I became emotionally drained after years of waiting to hear they were proud of me. My
parents were not the type of people to share their feelings or emotions, so it led me on a long
journey of trying to win their approval of me.Bah Bah Black SheepIt seemed I was destined to be
the black sheep of the family, and seemed to be treated as such as I got into adulthood. I think
that’s where I got my feelings of a sense of entitlement, later on in my life. Because of the way
my family had hurt me so much through the years, I used my addiction to hurt them. But the only
one I really hurt was myself.Growing up, I just wanted to be heard, or acknowledged. That’s all.
We didn’t have any family history of gambling problems. When my parents had friends or family
over, they would play cards, or my mom would play bingo every now and then. My dad was in the
Air Force, so she’d go to the air base at Norton to play bingo. My sister and I would tag along
sometimes and we’d win things like irons and toasters.Belts, Handles and SpoonsMy family
background was like any other family – or so I thought. My mom was a homemaker, and she’d
baby sit other children to make a little money on the side. My dad was career Air Force. I was
born in New Jersey and lived there until I was 7 ½. I had an older sister, Rose, and an older
brother, Rob, and a younger sister, Angela, who was born a few years after we moved to
Southern California.My dad finished his tour in Vietnam in January 1970, and got his last
transfer orders before retiring in 1975 from Norton Air Force Base in Highland, Calif. My parents



bought a home in Highland and that’s where I grew up until I moved away, out of state, to Grants
Pass, Ore., in May 1987.I had a fairly normal childhood up until I was about 11 or 12. That’s
when I was sexually abused by a close family friend. It was the most awful, shameful thing for a
young girl to have to go through. I watched the value and respect I had for myself be stripped
away each time it happened. I wanted so desperately to tell someone, but the fear and anguish
put upon me by my abuser held me back. He said no one would believe me, or they would say I
was a liar.My parents were the kind of parents who were a little “unconventional” when it came to
punishment. I’m not saying my parents were bad parents, just that by today’s standards, some of
the physical discipline we received could be considered abuse. I’m also saying that, for me, it
was traumatic events that bothered me later on in my life. For example, one of the events that
occurred which really bothered me was when my mom sent us kids to the store to get her a
couple things. She gave my brother extra money to get us an ice cream cone at the store. We got
outside, my sister’s ice cream fell on the ground and she started crying, so Rob went back to ask
for another and the clerk told him, “No.” Rob wanted Rose to stop crying, so he went over to the
Brach’s candy bins and took a couple of pieces. He got caught by the owner, who knew my
mom. So, my mom had to come pick us up from the store.ADDICTEDTO DIMESConfessions of
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who have helped me on my path to recovery, and in making this book a reality.First, to my
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miss the most. We were like sisters … friends for so many years. I miss having you in my life.



There will always be a small space in my heart that only you can fill. Also Debbie’s mom, Ms.
Lilly. Know you’ll always be my true mom. Your love and guidance in my life growing up will
always be treasured in my heart.Thanks to Judge Pat Wolke for giving me that second chance,
so that my past mistakes will not follow me, or define me, as a person, for the rest of my life.To
my friend, agent and publisher who believed in me. You told me straight out, in the coldest of
truths, that I am not a writer, but that I had a story to tell … and you would help me tell it. Thank
you, Steve, for your provocative title, for Stevenson’s insightful quote, for reminding readers to
gently see me as a young girl before it all went so terribly wrong, and for making it possible for
me to be heard! Together, we will “Pay it forward”.To Sonny, for your exciting cover and
illustrations, soft edit, compiling of my book, and your mad skills in general. Thanks!And lastly, to
Gamblers Anonymous (G.A.) and the 12-step guide. Since I don’t have a support group or
fellowship, I use your books and materials daily, to keep me on the right track in my
recovery.“The cruelest liesare oftentold in silence.”Robert Louis Stevenson“The cruelest liesare
oftentold in silence.”Robert Louis StevensonBefore I write about the woman I am,you need to
know the girl I was.Before I write about the woman I am,you need to know the girl I
was. SECTION ONE“The Early Years”Just another ordinary day.I awoke to another cold and
rainy morning in Southern Oregon to find my husband had already left for work. I saw the
newspaper on the kitchen counter. I grabbed a cup of coffee, sat down and began to read. I
came across a small headline that read, “Woman found dead in motel room.” The story was
about a local woman who was in her late 50s. She was found dead in a motel next to a large
Indian casino, about 40 miles north of where I live. I’d been to that casino many, many times.I
started to get this sick feeling. The woman’s name was withheld until they could notify her family.
She was found on the floor with a gunshot wound to the head. Police said it looked like a suicide.
They found a note on a table that simply read, “I couldn’t stop gambling. Please tell my family I’m
sorry.”The police did rule her death a suicide. Just then, I saida prayer for this woman’s soul, and
for her family. Even though I never met her, I could have been her. I knew what torment and pain
she felt before she died. I felt as though hands were grasping my throat and that someone had
taken a sharp knife and pierced it right through my heart.See, I too had been an addicted
gambler up until about four and a half years ago, so I understood the hopelessness that woman
must have felt. I too experienced the pain of feeling like the only option you have left is to commit
suicide. Needless to say, both of my attempts failed, which landed me in the hospital … twice,
then into a mental and addictions crisis center … twice. It was a turbulent four years. I’d been on
suicide watch both times, because I was so low and broken from the addiction. I just wanted to
die. Why? To find some peace.Reading this article got me thinking of those dark years of
emotional torment and very disturbed thinking. I finished reading the story and I had tears in my
eyes. I started thinking about the hell I went through, so I couldn’t help but grab the box that I had
in my closet of gambling addiction books, my journals, and all the educational materials I’d
received from the countless times I’d tried to stop my gambling addiction.I’d been in and out of
treatment groups and counseling so many times. I attended 12-step support groups, therapy,



even church, for more than eight years. Recovery is not an easy thing.As I finished the article
about this nameless woman, I wiped the tears from my eyes. I was so inspired by this woman’s
story. It gave me a “call to action,” to write this book. I have gained so much knowledge through
treatment programs, 12-step support groups, and listening to others talk about their gambling
addictions and experiences. My own story of journal entries are relied upon daily. They remind
me of the horrific times I had with my addiction. They keep me from ever getting too complacent
with this devastating illness. I thought, ”Why not put all of this in a book, to share with others
what I’d been through, so other people out there who may have a problem with gambling, who
feel lost, alone or hopeless, can know they are not alone?” No one should ever have to choose
death over their own sanity.Many people aren’t aware that compulsive gambling addiction has
the highest suicide rate. I started reading through my many journals I had written in. It’s a form of
therapy, which I’d learned in my treatment programs. All the pain came rushing back, while
reading some of the “dark entries, from when I was in the crisis center. I also was slapped in the
face with the reality of what I’d done to others in my addiction, especially what I’d put my
husband of 22 years through.There were two things that stood out to me right away, when I first
tried to attain recovery. The first was how I got so hung up on just wanting to be “normal” again.
The second was just how powerless this addiction makes you feel – the true loss of control over
your gambling, once you cross the line into uncontrolled compulsive gambling.Baffling
ExposureAnother part of this addiction that baffled me was the medical side of the disease.
When you see people with drug or alcohol addictions, by most outward appearances, you can
usually tell when someone is under the influence. With a gambling addiction, the chemicals in
your body have the same effect as substances do for other addicts. I just could not wrap my
head around that. Gambling addicts have the same types of physical symptoms such as the
shakes from withdrawals, feeling sick to one’s stomach, sweats and chills. The feelings of fear,
hopelessness, emotional and mental blackouts and suicidal thoughts after a gambling binge
orrelapse, and after the reality of the devastation you’ve just caused financially … feeling the
loss of control, and powerlessness over being able to stop gambling. You’re on edge and
stressed all the time, and often thinking about how, when and where you will gamble again, and
how to get the money. There is a never-ending gambling cycle. It runs in many phases. This was
the most important thing I learned later on, in intense therapy, with a guy who came to my aid in
2006. I will share more about that later in this book.I learned with the cycle of my addiction, it
goes in an insane cycle when you cross the line into uncontrollable gambling. I also learned
there are many reasons why we turn to compulsive gambling in the first place. It can be from
childhood or adult traumas, or events like child abuse, sexual abuse, or mental and emotional
abuses. It could be from some underlying behaviors, a death, or that you may have grown up
with addicted gamblers. You use it as a coping skill or as an escape from everyday life.The cycle
of my addiction starts with the winning phase. At first, you seem to win often, which makes you
want to gamble more often. I remember how the feelings of excitement build, and how I thought I
could win enough to make all my dreams come true, and pay off my bills. That’s when you start



increasing the amount you bet, and how much money you bring to play with. I’d tell everyone
how I won all the time. (Red flag of denial.)Then you’ll go through the losing phase. That is, when
I noticed I was gambling more by myself. That’s when I started to lie and cover up the money I
lost, and when I started to obsess about gambling all the time. I started to borrow money from
family and pawned some jewelry. Bills started being late and I noticed a change in my attitude
and personality.Finally, after several years, I got into a desperate phase. I started feeling
hopeless. I fought with my husband a lot, and I blamed our financial problems on things other
than my gambling. I lost time from work, family and friends. I was gambling every chance I got,
then more credit cards and more debt. I stole, lied and cheated. My reputation and good
character was damaged. All that and more happened before I got help.The Woman in the MirrorI
used gambling to get reactions from people who didn’t communicate feelings or from people
who had hurt me.I know I’ve always had a compulsive type of personality and high anxiety most
of my life. I had to always be moving or engaged in something. While in treatment, and during my
first time in the crisis center, I found out I suffer from severe depression and severe anxiety. I
started on medications for both, in November 2002. I also remember, while in the crisis center
after being there only a few days, I was getting ready to take a shower and I looked at myself in
the mirror. I didn’t recognize the woman looking back at me. I’d always been a fun, bubbly, caring
person, but this woman looking back at me, I didn’t even recognize. I also was suffering with
mood swings and sleep problems and felt as though the medications I was taking weren’t
helping these symptoms. I sure wished they could come up with a cure or a pill for
addiction.TriggersI had a constant emotional battle in my head as to whether to gamble or not.
There were constant urges and triggers. I had developed ugly behaviors and habits from my
addiction. The worst feelings of addiction occurred when gambling became more like work than
fun, or a form of entertainment. In the desperate phase, you are constantly gambling to chase
the money you have lost, and all you really accomplish is digging a bigger financial hole.Therapy
JourneyAs I write this book, I’m going to use it as a “Therapy Journey,” as a way to look back and
honestly see what my gambling addiction has cost me, financially, spiritually and emotionally. It’s
another way for me to take full accountability for my actions, because I still have a lot of amends
to make to a lot of good people, family, friends, co-workers and employers.To those I have hurt
through my addiction, I am deeply sorry for the pain I caused, and I hope someday they will be
able to forgive me.Sadness & DevastationMy addiction took and gave me so much sadness and
devastation. I lost relationships with close friends and family and almost lost my 21-year
marriage. Trust and good character are very hard to regain when you’ve hurt others. I lost my
good reputation and jobs. I became a cheat and a liar. I stole from others, became a criminal,
and committed illegal acts, all for the sake of my addiction. Finding employment is difficult due to
my criminal record and I owe money to people I can’t even remember. I owe friends, family
members and creditors, probation and court fees, and I’m still paying off my restitution from
2006.There are many reasons why I gambled. Of the reasons I listed earlier, I’m sad to say, I had
experienced most of them. I remember when I went to a 12-step support group meeting for the



first time. They were reading out of a yellow “Combo-Book,” at a Gamblers Anonymous meeting.
They read that gambling was an emotional illness, and many people recover from this addiction
not knowing why they gambled in the first place. They also read that this illness can’t be “cured,”
but can be “arrested.” Well, I must say, I wasn’t feeling too good about those statements. I started
to feel some dooming panic.Needing my parents’ loveI found that there were other people going
through some of the same things with their addiction as I was. The amount of money lost to our
gambling may have been different, but I didn’t feel as though I was alone in this insane
disease.There is a lot more to the addiction than just placing a bet or being in action. I learned to
use my addiction as a way to cope with feelings and disappointments that I had pushed deep
down rather than dealing with them. I would gamble to escape reality, which was very immature
in retrospect. I was selfish and only cared about myself. Just as the addiction makes you selfish,
so does recovery. Recovery requires hard work and the desire to want to stop gambling. You
have to put those first, before everything else, to get well again.For me, I know the problem
started a long time ago. As I was growing up, I had this nagging feeling of always having to prove
myself to others, especially my parents, and I wasted a lot of years doing just that. The only thing
I ever wanted was my parents’ unconditional love. I became emotionally drained after years of
waiting to hear they were proud of me. My parents were not the type of people to share their
feelings or emotions, so it led me on a long journey of trying to win their approval of me.Bah Bah
Black SheepIt seemed I was destined to be the black sheep of the family, and seemed to be
treated as such as I got into adulthood. I think that’s where I got my feelings of a sense of
entitlement, later on in my life. Because of the way my family had hurt me so much through the
years, I used my addiction to hurt them. But the only one I really hurt was myself.Growing up, I
just wanted to be heard, or acknowledged. That’s all. We didn’t have any family history of
gambling problems. When my parents had friends or family over, they would play cards, or my
mom would play bingo every now and then. My dad was in the Air Force, so she’d go to the air
base at Norton to play bingo. My sister and I would tag along sometimes and we’d win things like
irons and toasters.Belts, Handles and SpoonsMy family background was like any other family –
or so I thought. My mom was a homemaker, and she’d baby sit other children to make a little
money on the side. My dad was career Air Force. I was born in New Jersey and lived there until I
was 7 ½. I had an older sister, Rose, and an older brother, Rob, and a younger sister, Angela,
who was born a few years after we moved to Southern California.My dad finished his tour in
Vietnam in January 1970, and got his last transfer orders before retiring in 1975 from Norton
Air Force Base in Highland, Calif. My parents bought a home in Highland and that’s where I grew
up until I moved away, out of state, to Grants Pass, Ore., in May 1987.I had a fairly normal
childhood up until I was about 11 or 12. That’s when I was sexually abused by a close family
friend. It was the most awful, shameful thing for a young girl to have to go through. I watched the
value and respect I had for myself be stripped away each time it happened. I wanted so
desperately to tell someone, but the fear and anguish put upon me by my abuser held me back.
He said no one would believe me, or they would say I was a liar.My parents were the kind of



parents who were a little “unconventional” when it came to punishment. I’m not saying my
parents were bad parents, just that by today’s standards, some of the physical discipline we
received could be considered abuse. I’m also saying that, for me, it was traumatic events that
bothered me later on in my life. For example, one of the events that occurred which really
bothered me was when my mom sent us kids to the store to get her a couple things. She gave
my brother extra money to get us an ice cream cone at the store. We got outside, my sister’s ice
cream fell on the ground and she started crying, so Rob went back to ask for another and the
clerk told him, “No.” Rob wanted Rose to stop crying, so he went over to the Brach’s candy bins
and took a couple of pieces. He got caught by the owner, who knew my mom. So, my mom had
to come pick us up from the store. SECTION ONE“The Early Years”Just another ordinary day.I
awoke to another cold and rainy morning in Southern Oregon to find my husband had already
left for work. I saw the newspaper on the kitchen counter. I grabbed a cup of coffee, sat down
and began to read. I came across a small headline that read, “Woman found dead in motel
room.” The story was about a local woman who was in her late 50s. She was found dead in a
motel next to a large Indian casino, about 40 miles north of where I live. I’d been to that casino
many, many times.I started to get this sick feeling. The woman’s name was withheld until they
could notify her family. She was found on the floor with a gunshot wound to the head. Police said
it looked like a suicide. They found a note on a table that simply read, “I couldn’t stop gambling.
Please tell my family I’m sorry.”The police did rule her death a suicide. Just then, I saida prayer
for this woman’s soul, and for her family. Even though I never met her, I could have been her. I
knew what torment and pain she felt before she died. I felt as though hands were grasping my
throat and that someone had taken a sharp knife and pierced it right through my heart.See, I too
had been an addicted gambler up until about four and a half years ago, so I understood the
hopelessness that woman must have felt. I too experienced the pain of feeling like the only
option you have left is to commit suicide. Needless to say, both of my attempts failed, which
landed me in the hospital … twice, then into a mental and addictions crisis center … twice. It
was a turbulent four years. I’d been on suicide watch both times, because I was so low and
broken from the addiction. I just wanted to die. Why? To find some peace.Reading this article got
me thinking of those dark years of emotional torment and very disturbed thinking. I finished
reading the story and I had tears in my eyes. I started thinking about the hell I went through, so I
couldn’t help but grab the box that I had in my closet of gambling addiction books, my journals,
and all the educational materials I’d received from the countless times I’d tried to stop my
gambling addiction.I’d been in and out of treatment groups and counseling so many times. I
attended 12-step support groups, therapy, even church, for more than eight years. Recovery is
not an easy thing.As I finished the article about this nameless woman, I wiped the tears from my
eyes. I was so inspired by this woman’s story. It gave me a “call to action,” to write this book. I
have gained so much knowledge through treatment programs, 12-step support groups, and
listening to others talk about their gambling addictions and experiences. My own story of journal
entries are relied upon daily. They remind me of the horrific times I had with my addiction. They



keep me from ever getting too complacent with this devastating illness. I thought, ”Why not put
all of this in a book, to share with others what I’d been through, so other people out there who
may have a problem with gambling, who feel lost, alone or hopeless, can know they are not
alone?” No one should ever have to choose death over their own sanity.Many people aren’t
aware that compulsive gambling addiction has the highest suicide rate. I started reading through
my many journals I had written in. It’s a form of therapy, which I’d learned in my treatment
programs. All the pain came rushing back, while reading some of the “dark entries, from when I
was in the crisis center. I also was slapped in the face with the reality of what I’d done to others in
my addiction, especially what I’d put my husband of 22 years through.There were two things that
stood out to me right away, when I first tried to attain recovery. The first was how I got so hung up
on just wanting to be “normal” again. The second was just how powerless this addiction makes
you feel – the true loss of control over your gambling, once you cross the line into uncontrolled
compulsive gambling.Baffling ExposureAnother part of this addiction that baffled me was the
medical side of the disease. When you see people with drug or alcohol addictions, by most
outward appearances, you can usually tell when someone is under the influence. With a
gambling addiction, the chemicals in your body have the same effect as substances do for other
addicts. I just could not wrap my head around that. Gambling addicts have the same types of
physical symptoms such as the shakes from withdrawals, feeling sick to one’s stomach, sweats
and chills. The feelings of fear, hopelessness, emotional and mental blackouts and suicidal
thoughts after a gambling binge orrelapse, and after the reality of the devastation you’ve just
caused financially … feeling the loss of control, and powerlessness over being able to stop
gambling. You’re on edge and stressed all the time, and often thinking about how, when and
where you will gamble again, and how to get the money. There is a never-ending gambling cycle.
It runs in many phases. This was the most important thing I learned later on, in intense therapy,
with a guy who came to my aid in 2006. I will share more about that later in this book.I learned
with the cycle of my addiction, it goes in an insane cycle when you cross the line into
uncontrollable gambling. I also learned there are many reasons why we turn to compulsive
gambling in the first place. It can be from childhood or adult traumas, or events like child abuse,
sexual abuse, or mental and emotional abuses. It could be from some underlying behaviors, a
death, or that you may have grown up with addicted gamblers. You use it as a coping skill or as
an escape from everyday life.The cycle of my addiction starts with the winning phase. At first,
you seem to win often, which makes you want to gamble more often. I remember how the
feelings of excitement build, and how I thought I could win enough to make all my dreams come
true, and pay off my bills. That’s when you start increasing the amount you bet, and how much
money you bring to play with. I’d tell everyone how I won all the time. (Red flag of denial.)Then
you’ll go through the losing phase. That is, when I noticed I was gambling more by myself. That’s
when I started to lie and cover up the money I lost, and when I started to obsess about gambling
all the time. I started to borrow money from family and pawned some jewelry. Bills started being
late and I noticed a change in my attitude and personality.Finally, after several years, I got into a



desperate phase. I started feeling hopeless. I fought with my husband a lot, and I blamed our
financial problems on things other than my gambling. I lost time from work, family and friends. I
was gambling every chance I got, then more credit cards and more debt. I stole, lied and
cheated. My reputation and good character was damaged. All that and more happened before I
got help.The Woman in the MirrorI used gambling to get reactions from people who didn’t
communicate feelings or from people who had hurt me.I know I’ve always had a compulsive type
of personality and high anxiety most of my life. I had to always be moving or engaged in
something. While in treatment, and during my first time in the crisis center, I found out I suffer
from severe depression and severe anxiety. I started on medications for both, in November
2002. I also remember, while in the crisis center after being there only a few days, I was getting
ready to take a shower and I looked at myself in the mirror. I didn’t recognize the woman looking
back at me. I’d always been a fun, bubbly, caring person, but this woman looking back at me, I
didn’t even recognize. I also was suffering with mood swings and sleep problems and felt as
though the medications I was taking weren’t helping these symptoms. I sure wished they could
come up with a cure or a pill for addiction.TriggersI had a constant emotional battle in my head
as to whether to gamble or not. There were constant urges and triggers. I had developed ugly
behaviors and habits from my addiction. The worst feelings of addiction occurred when
gambling became more like work than fun, or a form of entertainment. In the desperate phase,
you are constantly gambling to chase the money you have lost, and all you really accomplish is
digging a bigger financial hole.Therapy JourneyAs I write this book, I’m going to use it as a
“Therapy Journey,” as a way to look back and honestly see what my gambling addiction has cost
me, financially, spiritually and emotionally. It’s another way for me to take full accountability for
my actions, because I still have a lot of amends to make to a lot of good people, family, friends,
co-workers and employers.To those I have hurt through my addiction, I am deeply sorry for the
pain I caused, and I hope someday they will be able to forgive me.Sadness & DevastationMy
addiction took and gave me so much sadness and devastation. I lost relationships with close
friends and family and almost lost my 21-year marriage. Trust and good character are very hard
to regain when you’ve hurt others. I lost my good reputation and jobs. I became a cheat and a
liar. I stole from others, became a criminal, and committed illegal acts, all for the sake of my
addiction. Finding employment is difficult due to my criminal record and I owe money to people I
can’t even remember. I owe friends, family members and creditors, probation and court fees,
and I’m still paying off my restitution from 2006.There are many reasons why I gambled. Of the
reasons I listed earlier, I’m sad to say, I had experienced most of them. I remember when I went
to a 12-step support group meeting for the first time. They were reading out of a yellow “Combo-
Book,” at a Gamblers Anonymous meeting. They read that gambling was an emotional illness,
and many people recover from this addiction not knowing why they gambled in the first place.
They also read that this illness can’t be “cured,” but can be “arrested.” Well, I must say, I wasn’t
feeling too good about those statements. I started to feel some dooming panic.Needing my
parents’ loveI found that there were other people going through some of the same things with



their addiction as I was. The amount of money lost to our gambling may have been different, but I
didn’t feel as though I was alone in this insane disease.There is a lot more to the addiction than
just placing a bet or being in action. I learned to use my addiction as a way to cope with feelings
and disappointments that I had pushed deep down rather than dealing with them. I would
gamble to escape reality, which was very immature in retrospect. I was selfish and only cared
about myself. Just as the addiction makes you selfish, so does recovery. Recovery requires hard
work and the desire to want to stop gambling. You have to put those first, before everything else,
to get well again.For me, I know the problem started a long time ago. As I was growing up, I had
this nagging feeling of always having to prove myself to others, especially my parents, and I
wasted a lot of years doing just that. The only thing I ever wanted was my parents’ unconditional
love. I became emotionally drained after years of waiting to hear they were proud of me. My
parents were not the type of people to share their feelings or emotions, so it led me on a long
journey of trying to win their approval of me.Bah Bah Black SheepIt seemed I was destined to be
the black sheep of the family, and seemed to be treated as such as I got into adulthood. I think
that’s where I got my feelings of a sense of entitlement, later on in my life. Because of the way
my family had hurt me so much through the years, I used my addiction to hurt them. But the only
one I really hurt was myself.Growing up, I just wanted to be heard, or acknowledged. That’s all.
We didn’t have any family history of gambling problems. When my parents had friends or family
over, they would play cards, or my mom would play bingo every now and then. My dad was in the
Air Force, so she’d go to the air base at Norton to play bingo. My sister and I would tag along
sometimes and we’d win things like irons and toasters.Belts, Handles and SpoonsMy family
background was like any other family – or so I thought. My mom was a homemaker, and she’d
baby sit other children to make a little money on the side. My dad was career Air Force. I was
born in New Jersey and lived there until I was 7 ½. I had an older sister, Rose, and an older
brother, Rob, and a younger sister, Angela, who was born a few years after we moved to
Southern California.My dad finished his tour in Vietnam in January 1970, and got his last
transfer orders before retiring in 1975 from Norton Air Force Base in Highland, Calif. My parents
bought a home in Highland and that’s where I grew up until I moved away, out of state, to Grants
Pass, Ore., in May 1987.I had a fairly normal childhood up until I was about 11 or 12. That’s
when I was sexually abused by a close family friend. It was the most awful, shameful thing for a
young girl to have to go through. I watched the value and respect I had for myself be stripped
away each time it happened. I wanted so desperately to tell someone, but the fear and anguish
put upon me by my abuser held me back. He said no one would believe me, or they would say I
was a liar.My parents were the kind of parents who were a little “unconventional” when it came to
punishment. I’m not saying my parents were bad parents, just that by today’s standards, some of
the physical discipline we received could be considered abuse. I’m also saying that, for me, it
was traumatic events that bothered me later on in my life. For example, one of the events that
occurred which really bothered me was when my mom sent us kids to the store to get her a
couple things. She gave my brother extra money to get us an ice cream cone at the store. We got



outside, my sister’s ice cream fell on the ground and she started crying, so Rob went back to ask
for another and the clerk told him, “No.” Rob wanted Rose to stop crying, so he went over to the
Brach’s candy bins and took a couple of pieces. He got caught by the owner, who knew my
mom.  So, my mom had to come pick us up from the store.
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Grady Harp, “‘The cruelest lies are often told in silence.’ - Robert Louis Stevenson. Arizona
author Catherine Townsend-Lyon makes her wiring debut in a book – ADDICTED TO DIMES –
that is as much a memoir of her troubled life as it is coaching guide for people afflicted with
addictions. While Catherine focuses on addiction h-to gambling (her own malady form which she
has recovered), her writing is such that is helpful to all manner of addictions – the addict’s mind
set, the highs and lows of addiction, and finding the path to recovery.As is the case with author’s
who elect to share personal experience with the topic engaged, Catherine shares the childhood
and early adulthood etiologies for developing her gambling addition, and she is unafraid to share
the extended lows of coming to grips with addiction. Now in year 8 of recovery she is active in
the passion of working with other addicts in the addiction & recovery communities. Her blogging
and personal appearances are a testimony to her desire to aid other addicts – advice from one
who has ‘been there, done that – such as her title as an Expert Gambling Recovery Blogger all
about Gambling Addiction on "Addictionland" of Author & Founder, Cate Stevens.In the Preface
to her book she states, ‘I truly hope by sharing my own story and experiences with my battle over
this illness will inspire others to seek help, or catch you before you fall. Not one more person has
to ever choose death as the final option to stop gambling. Don’t let shame destroy you and your
family. THERE IS HELP AND SUPPORT.’ And from this supportive stance Catherine details her
childhood, the abuses she tolerated, the attempts at marriage – every secret s reveals in
detail.As for what follows, the synopsis offers the following: ‘How does a good girl go bad?
Based on a true story, told in the author's own words, without polish or prose, this haunting tale
of addiction, family secrets, abuse, sexual misconduct, destruction, crime and.... recovery! One
day at a time, one page at a time. Learn of this remarkable and brave story.’Catherine’s book will
doubtless be beneficial to those suffering form additions. It is also a fine manual for those who
are impacted by addicts’ lives, offering concepts of how to be supportive and part of the healing
process. Polished prose it is not, but important information is here – and the rawness of the
prose makes it more immediately meaningful. Grady Harp, January 15”

Joan(Joni)Brown, “Hearts Journey "Addicted to Dimes" by Cathy Lyons. I read this book the
moment I received it and could not put it down. Cathys recovery journey and steps taken so
touched my heart and reminded me of the struggles I too faced on my personal journey. The
experiences and how she handled her illness and came to the realities of this addiction will
touch anyones heart who reads this and all who too want to stop the Insanity of our shared
Addiction. My hope is that all suffering with this addiction have the opportunity to read this
book...the authenticity, the emotional impact this addiction has on our lives and the steps she
took to turn her life around..and the challenges she faced in doing so..I related much to her
emotional battles..and torment she went through in taking steps and reaching out for help and
seeking that help. through ga. and support groups. and doctors. Her turning her life around will



give all who read this book HOPE. and Encouragement. and the knowledge that they too are Not
Alone and strength to seek out the needed support and come to see..our lives and those that
are precious to us..is soo worth the journey to wellness and peace of mind.I truely hope all
suffering and all on this path daily one..have an opportunity to read this book.."Addicted to
Dimes". I have been on this journey for 12 years. and in reading her book, I would recommend
this book to all, as I related so much and too has encouraged and Inspired me to continue and
stay on this precious path so with her..and be grateful and thankful today..Thanks Cathy for your
book...it really touched the heart and soul of me....Excellent Read...Heart to Heart..One
definitely knows they are not alone in reading this..our HP at work in this book in sharing your
story. a "Gift" to us.thanks again for sharing your amazing journey and giving HOPE, and
Reaching out to others..That it can be done. to believe and never stop believing!love and peace.
to you and family. . Thank you!!Joni b...”

Cynthia, “An Honest Look At Gambling Addiction and Why.... This is a very well-written,
informative book. I like the way the author tells it in such a personal way. She has overcome so
much and is now helping many do the same. So her struggle becomes real to the reader, not just
the statistics. It isn't for those looking to recover; it is much deeper than that.Catherine shares the
backstory of how easy it was to become addicted to gambling and shares all the reasons HOW
and WHY... I highly recommend this book.”

Janet K. Wheeler, “OPEN, HONEST AND VERY, VERY REAL. Curiosity initially brought my
husband and I to this book. I had become acquainted with Catherine through our recovery blogs
and was anxious to hear more of her story. Although my husband is a chemical dependency
counselor and he and I have both worked in sexual addiction recovery for many years now,
neither one of us were all that familiar with the dynamics of a gambling addiction. It wasn't a
surprise, however, to discover that although the acting out takes a different form, the fuel behind
it is so very, very similar to every other addiction. One of the objectives in our own ministry is to
spread the word that most addicts aren't ogres or reprobates, just hurting people that were trying
to find a way to survive and got trapped. Cathy adds another very rich voice to that chorus. She
tells her story with incredible honesty and vulnerability. Her straight-talking style speaks directly
into the hearts of those who are facing their own addictive struggles as well as those who are
fighting to understand how someone could get so hopelessly entangled in something that has
the potential to destroy their life. She successfully transforms what was once destined to be a
journey into destruction into a message of hope!”

Andy Smart, “Blunt Real Raw Real Life. I must admit that I haven't read anything like this before;
that someone's life can plummet so out of control and how it affects others around them. Indeed
as the book went on I felt as I was plummeting with the author as well.I think it must take a lot of
guts to come clean like this, especially as the work took a year in the making. Maybe it was a



cathartic healing process for the writer.Some things I read here made me gasp and stop reading
to absorb what gambling addiction does. Catherine Townsend-Lyon recalls her actions and the
actions of those around her vividly in great detail. I am sure that anyone with such an addiction
will benefit from reading it. Maybe better than a series of group sessions!It certainly makes me
value what I have in my life and not to take anything for granted.An inspiring read.”

Saffie, “Gripping and helpful for addicts. A hard but gripping read, which shows how addiction
can be devastating not only to yourself but to others around you.This must have taken courage
to write and will definitely help others with gambling issues.”

pipeythewelder, “Demons. Really enjoyed this book as we all have are demons, its how we deal
with them that makes us special.Its a very easy book to read and would recommend it to
anyone.The author Catherine and her husband tom have my upmost respect. Hope you enjoy
it :)”

Dennis Cardiff, “A very inspiring read. This is a great book for those facing addiction of any kind.
The author describes the journey of her addiction to gambling and what it cost her and her
family. it is direct and honest in its approach. It details the gradual loss of self control that is so
satisfying at the time; but costs so much in the way of trust, time, family savings and a house.
One day at a time she rebuilt her life and now teaches others how to do the same. I highly
recommend this book.”

Matthew Coscia, “At the end of the day problem gambling affects us all in one way or another..
Problem gambling is something that affects us all.You might be in the process of trying to get
your life back on track because you or a loved one has had a gambling problem.You might be a
child that is being denied a proper childhood because one of your parents is a problem
gambler.Or you may have recently lost your job because too much money is being spent online
providing little to no economic benefit instead of being spent in our local communities, in local
businesses and supporting jobsAt the end of the day problem gambling affects us all in one way
or another.Catherine Townsend-Lyon has done a great job bringing attention to this often taboo
subject through this bookIt appears the Government has abandoned this issue and the impact
globally is going to continue to worsen as gambling products become more accessible through
smartphones and other devices. We need more people like Catherine to highlight the
destruction that gambling can create, get the conversation started and help make the changes
that need to happen.Addicted to Dimes is very insightful and while it is tragic what Catherine
went through, it is great that she is using her first hand experiences, understanding and telling
her story to help others.Keep up the great work”

The book by Catherine Townsend-Lyon has a rating of  5 out of 4.3.
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