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I lost my daughter Pamela on March 27th 2010 to a heroin 

overdose. She was nineteen years old. 

Pamela's struggle began when she was a senior in high school. 

Pamela left me a journal on her journey of being an addict. She 

writes about first being curious about ~ugs and their effects. 

Then she shares how she felt her long time friends no longer 

wanted her around. 

She did not feel she could get in with another "click" and began 

hanging out with the outcasts, as she calls them. 

These outcasts were using perscription medications. 

I am a stay at home mom. I was Pamela's softball coach and 

was at all school functions. 

I knew her friends and their parents. 

I taught my kids to work. Pamela began work at the age of fourteen. 

She bought a car at age sixteen. She paid her insurance, paid for 

her phone, clothes and entertainment. 

At the age of eighteen she was managing our local pizza hut 

restaurant. 



Pamela was a high school graduate and completed her first year of 

college. 

Not what society thinks an addict would be doing. 

After her high school graduation I knew there was a problem. I 

figured she was experimenting with marijuana and alcohol. 

But, she was always at work, was home for curfew and at the 
" 

dinner iable when not working. 

I figured after the summer she would go away to college and get 

away from these people I did not know. 

Little did I know that after I dropped her off at college she was 

detoxing. 

There were many phone calls from her crying and not feeling well. 

I figured it was homesickness and she would be alright. 

After her second semester she called to tell me she had 

transfered to a school closer to home. 

After she came home things got much worse. She was not 

coming home, we were not getting along, she attacked me 

physically. 

This was not my daughter. I realized something was very wrong. 

When I confronted her she attacked me. I did get her into a rehab but 

she left after two days. 



A month later she came to me and told me she needed help and she 

had a bed waiting for her in rehab. 

Pamela completed thirty days. While she was in recovery, I got 

help for myself. We were able to talk to each other and worked 

some things out. 

After the thirty days she went to out patient and meet~ngs. 
~ 

She began relapsing. She met other addicts. As she says ~ 

she got in more trouble after rehab. She stole from me, she lost 

her drivers license and got arrested for theft. 

I learned there was nothing I could do. We had already ran out 

of money for medicine, therapists and doctors. 

There was nothing more I could do. I was not as educated then 

as I am now. 

Thirty days is not enough time. That's all my insurance would 

pay for. Pamela was not ready. She needed more structured time. 

She needed more counseling and clean time. 

She came out of rehab believing she could beat the addiction. 

She got a job, got her license back. Enrolled back into school. 

Things were looking up. 

She kept relapsing till the last time. 



If Pamela had cancer or any other disease I could have gone 

anywhere and gotten all the help she would need. 

I would have gotten help for the whole family. 

I can not begin to describe the horror of seeing your child gone 

to this world. 

Of calling a funeral hom~, choosing a casket, a cemetery plot, 

flowers, mass readings, prayers and songs. Standing beside 

her casket, saying my last goodbye. 

Who plans for that? 

When society hears of a family who is living with an acceptable 

disease they can not do enough. 

There are fund raisers, community support and people care. 

We had none of that. 

Its starts at home, right. We as parents must have done 

something wrong. 

My husband and I are your typical middle class family. We 

get by the best we can. 

We are not addicts. 

I had to find out all I could about what happened to my little girl. 

We are a world of pills. Insurance will pay for these drugs but 



won't pay to get you off them. 

Take this if your sad, take this if you have pain, take this if you 

can't sleep, take this if your overwhelmed. 

My Doctor asked me if I needed something to deal with my grief. 

I learned this was a disease. It took me a long time to accept it is 

a disease. 

Addicts choose to use, yes, at first they do. 

They do not choose to have these drugs take over their brains. 

Whether prescribed by a doctor, given to you by a friend or as 

teenagers trying to fit in. 

Once addicted your brain fights, it craves these drugs till the day 

you die. 

That's what make this a disease, a disease of the brain. 

When pamela passed I felt very alone. Eventually and 

sadly I found I was not alone anymore. 

I began to meet other parents who lost their children. 

it is a pain in my heart every minute of every day. 

I began going to schools. I spoke to our senior class. 

Talked to principals and counselors. 

I had a district wide art contest and began a scholarship award. 



I was invited to join our heroin task force and have been 

honored to work with District Attorney Jack Whelan, county 

council Dave White and Mario Civera, along with the other 

members. 

They have been sincere and truly care about what is happening 

in our schools and communities with this ~pidemic. 

A few of us are working on becoming a Pennsylvania chapter of 

N.O.P.E. Narcotic overdose, prevention and education. 

NOPE has a program for middle school, high school and parent 

presentations. They are a non profit program out of Florida. 

My wish is for parents, families and friends to begin talking. 

Do not say, not my child. 

To educate our young children on addictions. 

Fourth, fifth and sixth grade is not too young as this is when they 

begin using. 

If you you have a suspicion, do not be embarrassed to ask for 

help. 

I knew something was wrong with Pamela, I just did not know 

how serious it was. 

We must remove the stigma. 



We must remove the shame. 

We must question our doctors. We must lock up our 1nedicines. 

We must not deny there is a problem. 

it is an honor to speak for you today and I thank you. 

And, thank you my Pamela, I love and miss you my 

beautiful •irl. 




