


 
Published by
Hybrid Global Publishing
301 E 57th Street, 4th fl
New York, NY 10022

Copyright © 2018 by Lou Alpert

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by
in any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the Publisher,
except where permitted by law.

Manufactured in the United States of America, or in the United Kingdom when distributed
elsewhere.

Note: Some names and identifying details have been changed to protect the privacy of
individuals.

Alpert, Lou
Surrender: A Love Letter to My Daughter
LCCN: 2018963258
ISBN: 978-1-948181-32-7
eBook: 978-1-948181-33-4

Cover design: Joe Potter / www.joepotter.com
Original cover art: courtesy of Oliver Peck
Copyediting and interior design: Claudia Volkman
Photo credits: author photo, James Edward; cover photo, Dylan Hollingsworth

http://www.joepotter.com/


CONTENTS

Foreword by Scottie Collins
1. Good Morning, Sunshine
2. Meet Crystal
3. Intervention Road Trip
4. From Detox to Dallas
5. And a Child Is Born
6. Ponte Vedra
7. Relapse—Can We Talk About It?
8. From Detox to Homeless
9. Hard Choices
10. The New Normal
11. Jail Time and Phones
12. Tom and More Phones
13. Back to Jail
14. Ponte Vedra 2016
15. Year Two—Still Homeless
16. No Win
17. Heroin Baby
18. From CNN to Mending Fences
19. Anger
20. Broken
21. Grieving and Healing
22. Impermanence, Sorrow, and Letting Go
23. We Can Do Better—We Must!
Epilogue: from Crystal



CHAPTER 1

GOOD MORNING, SUNSHINE

On Friday, December 1, 2017, I received a text from my oldest son
at 6:57 a.m. saying, “Hi. Can you call me as soon as you’re awake?
It’s not an emergency. Everyone is fine, but I need to talk to you
please.”

I called him back. He was at the gym working out and watching
TV. He said Crystal was on CNN shooting up heroin in an alley . . .
visibly pregnant and being confronted by an Albuquerque policeman.

I immediately googled the story, and for the first time since
August 2015, other than mug shots, I saw my daughter. It was a new
story for CNN and their audiences—another sad story to focus us on
the opioid crisis in America and the efforts of a good-hearted
policeman—but it was a five-year long story for me and mine. I knew
Crystal was a heroin addict, I knew she was living in a park in
Albuquerque, and I knew she was pregnant. To be honest, she
looked significantly better than I would have expected. Compared to
how she looked in 2013, when my son and I first pulled her off a floor
in Santa Fe and convinced her to go to detox and rehab, she looked
pretty good. She was a better addict now; she had been at it for a
while.

But seeing the visible pain in her face, the tears, the obvious
pregnancy enhanced by a reporter’s cutting and mapping of the
story to show the maximum drama . . . it brought me to my knees. I
watched the video several times and then did what I had done best
for the last five years. I shut down my emotions, compartmentalized,
and began making phone calls to my other seven children to give
them a heads-up.



Once the calls had been made and the conversations had, I was
alone. The fears that had wracked my brain and sat in the pit of my
stomach every day since 2015 jumped to the surface. I started trying
to figure out how I could save a copy of the story from the internet
before it went away. Yes, I am that tech savvy—I thought it might go
away, and I was desperate not to lose the image. I printed it, but I
wanted to keep the video; I wanted to hear her voice and see her
move. After my mother died, I kept a voice message on my phone
until the phone died. Listening to my mother’s voice was a way to
escape for a moment and forget that she was really gone.

It was the same that day. I was afraid Crystal would die, just as I
had been afraid she would die every day since she put the needle
back in her arm. I was worried that this would be the last visual
record I would ever have access to. I called my daughterin-law in
Denver to see if she could figure it out. I then had an awkward
conversation with a guy at my office who was good with techy stuff.
By the time I realized I couldn’t copy a CNN story and save it to my
desktop, it had gone viral. I like my life private, and as I watched the
story spread across the internet, I felt exposed. I was furious!

When Crystal started using in 2013, I was clueless about heroin.
It was not in the headlines like it is now, or at least not in the
headlines where I was living in Dallas, Texas. Over the last five
years, I have gone from believing I could fix her addiction to
believing I did fix her addiction. I thought I could control it, hide it,
ignore it. The power of the drug was something I couldn’t fathom,
and the power it had over Crystal was beyond my comprehension.
She moved to a needle quickly and heroin had her! The things she
was willing to give up and walk away from: a life with people who
loved her and believed in her, a roof over her head, a bed, food, a
shower . . . in the end, none of it mattered—just heroin and a little
meth!

As for me, I went crazy in my own way. I spent hours on the
internet reading blogs and stories written by parents who had lost
children to heroin or were fighting to save ones still struggling. I
looked at the statistics for success, which were discouraging at best.
I read about people who had blown through their savings and lost
everything trying to save a child. I was told that Crystal was no



longer the person I thought I knew. She was a liar, a user, a cheat,
and a criminal. I found no real answers or solutions—just lots of
warnings.

I had announced early and often to my family and friends that I
would not let Crystal and her addiction take me down like so many of
the people I was reading about on the internet. I was so sure that my
own history of dealing with addiction would keep me from drowning. I
knew the Serenity Prayer by heart; I’d been using it for forty-five-plus
years. I had attended Al-Anon meetings and worked the steps. I
thought I had this, and I thought I could protect my family from the
fallout. I had made the decision to bring Crystal into our home
without much input from my other children, and now I was terrified of
the ramifications of that decision. I wanted to believe I could keep it
all together . . . one big happy family.

As Crystal’s disease progressed, so did mine. My kids were
basically grown, but are children ever truly grown in a mother’s
eyes? I wanted to protect my babies. I certainly didn’t want to dump
my craziness on them. I was still in denial, unwilling to accept what
was really happening. I was working two jobs and dealing with the
ramifications of a divorce that had left me living in an apartment and
trying to get back on my feet. I was selling real estate and working at
a school; I couldn’t just curl up in a ball. I did what I thought was the
next best thing; I compartmentalized my emotions as well as my
heroin addict.

Being vulnerable and asking for help is not in my DNA. I’m more
comfortable in the role of a caretaker and fixer. I don’t like being the
focus of attention or admitting when my life is hurling out of control.
My group of friends became smaller, and my trust group became
tighter. I had a couple of close friends that I shared pieces of the
story with, but I didn’t share it all with any-one—or at least I didn’t
share the grief, fear, regrets, and anger that were growing inside me.
Most days I functioned, knowing each time the phone rang, it could
be the call—the call where they told me she was dead. Other days I
longed for the call just to have it over; the uncertainty was the worst.
I prayed.

I thought about her funeral, where she would be buried, and what
she would want. I honed in on a little cemetery near White Rock



Lake close to where I grew up. I had always loved it. I tried to find
pricing and then realized I had no money to buy funeral plots or pay
for a funeral. And then I wondered if Crystal would even want to be
buried . . . she was always such a free spirit. Cremation and
spreading her ashes across the ocean seemed more appropriate.
The places our minds can go when left to wander unchecked . . .

When I didn’t hear from Crystal for six weeks, I called the morgue
in Albuquerque to see if they had my daughter. It was a surreal
phone call, but when the medical examiner called back, she was
incredibly kind. She asked about height, coloring, tattoos, and other
identifying features. She didn’t have Crystal. I then ended up on an
Unidentified Persons website and spent hours looking at drawings,
photos, and facial reconstructions of unclaimed dead throughout the
United States. What happens to someone’s life that results in them
being completely alienated from family and friends, dead and
abandoned? A child in Pennsylvania, an elderly man in Texas, a
young woman in Kansas . . . so many. Such a sad and dangerous
rabbit hole to go down. When Crystal eventually called, she told me I
was overreacting. I probably was. At that point she’d been in jail a
couple of times; they had her fingerprints, and I realized she’d be
identifiable. I just didn’t know if anyone would call me.

I talked less and prayed more. Prayer and meditation became my
refuge. I worked out too much and started spending more and more
time isolating myself. I became very good at “swim crying” so no one
could see the tears. I felt like a complete failure. On the days when
Crystal escaped her compartment and came barreling into my day, I
would find myself crying uncontrollably. Embarrassed, I would
apologize to people for letting my heroin addict get out of her box. I
certainly didn’t want to make anyone else uncomfortable. We are
truly ill-equipped as a people to react to uncomfortable situations.
Besides, more often than not, the reaction was, “I’m so sorry; you
must feel terrible.” I did feel terrible; I felt terrible my daughter was a
heroin addict, but I did not put the needle in her arm, and I refused to
own that one.

It became harder and harder to be with people and make casual
talk; their lives seemed so light, almost silly. I had grown up in crazy,
so I learned young how to put on a face and function through a



crisis. I could do my work and show houses—that was a familiar
comfort zone I knew how to play in. I told myself I liked being alone.
Raising eight children, I’d never had much opportunity to experience
that. Rather than feeling the feelings and reaching out, I numbed
myself and shut down my emotions. The funny thing was that I don’t
think anyone even noticed. Why would they? I was oblivious myself!

On December 1, 2017, when the CNN story first broke, I felt
completely exposed. It wasn’t any sort of anonymous story; Crystal’s
full name was flashed on the screen along with pictures of her. I
could no longer hide from any of it, and as the stories continued, my
phone rang, the story went viral, and Face-book exploded. Then
there was another story, this one more heart wrenching than the first.
With cameras in her face and the policeman, reporter, interventionist,
and camera crew in tow, I watched Crystal refuse to get on a plane
and go to rehab. I felt like Crystal was being exploited.

The reporter who wrote the story emailed me. It turned out that
he lived in my neighborhood in Dallas and we knew some of the
same people. He told me there were numerous people actively
working to get Crystal help. I didn’t email him back. Even though he
said he wasn’t trying to get more information for the article, he was a
reporter and that was his job. I called my minister crying, and I don’t
do that. There were more stories and TV appearances; a Go Fund
Me Account was set up by Ryan Holets, the police officer who had
found her in the alley; and finally a “State of the Union” appearance
by Ryan, his wife, and Crystal’s adopted baby.

Could I understand a twenty-seven-year-old police officer who
saw a suffering young woman and believed he could save her?
Absolutely. I had done the same thing when Crystal was sixteen.

I am Lou. I am Crystal’s mother and she still calls me Mamma.
This is my journey—walking back into the light . . . no more secrets.
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