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M I K E s o m e r v i l l e

“"is was far from a shining moment, 

but the humiliation that I felt was de!nitely one of the more 

de!ning moments 
of my life.”

You are in charge of doing the footwork; 

God takes care of the results. Get into action. 

                   Get out of results.  
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I RAN out of cocaine very early Monday morning, Memorial Day, May 25, 1992. If 
someone had said the previous Friday, “Mikes, you will do your last line of cocaine 

and drink your last glass of Southern Comfort this weekend,” I would have told them, 
“F**k you! I’m going to do coke as often as I can and die by the time I am 30.”

It’s good to have goals. It’s good to have a vision. "ey describe what the mountaintop 
will look like and feel like when you “have arrived.” At the age of 24, having used 
cocaine for about three years straight, it really seemed like a good goal to continue 
drinking, using drugs, and lying, and then kill myself at the age of 30. "is is just an 
example of the way I brainstormed—which can be a downfall for many, but has proven 
to be my driving force.

"e !rst time I drank alcohol, the !rst time I saw a girl naked (up close), the day I 
graduated with a Bachelors degree in electrical engineering (whew! I was done with 50 
to 60 hours of homework per week!), my !rst trip to Duns River Falls in Jamaica, my 
!rst drug-free spiritual experience, and the !rst time I ate a piece of homemade banana 
bread from Julia’s as I traveled up the Honoapilani Highway—these are all thoughts 
that $oat/buzz/rattle around in my wonderful, God-given supercomputer: my brain. 
When I am feeling creative, I refer to this as brainstorming. When I am honest enough 

with myself to acknowledge that I am procrastinating, I call it screwing around. Mix the 
two together and some might say, “Mikes, you’ve got life balance.” Balance bores me. I 
believe in living on the edge, giving 110% at 80 miles per hour. However, I admit there 
were times I took that to extremes—after all, I had preplanned my death at the age of 
30! However, I believe that life is not a dress rehearsal…even though I had rehearsed 
the scene that was being played out on this particular Memorial Day more often than 
I care to count.

I had run out of cocaine many times—it’s not like I ever stopped before I ran out—I 
mean c’mon, let’s face it, if I could use cocaine “normally”… well, shit, I’d use it every 
day, all day… for the rest of my life. Oh, and an important thing about this fantasy is 
that neither I nor the loving friends and family that God has blessed me with would 
experience any negative consequences as a result of my drinking, using and lying. 
Reality Check: Fat chance! "e sober, loving, caring people around me experienced 
more emotional disappointment watching me bottom out than I probably did while 
“numb” from chemicals.

I’m a run-of-the-mill addict and alcoholic, which is totally sweet because the 12 step 
programs work real well when you:a) do what is suggested by the 12 steps;

A) seek the guidance of a spiritual guide and mentor for the journey through the 
steps;(We call those sponsors. I call mine Bill.)

B) aren’t a self-proclaimed intellectual and spiritual giant whose behavior while 
drinking and using, or even while sober, makes you somehow terminally unique; 

C) surrender.

Surrender. Succeed. Win.
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After I ran out, I took a handful of sleeping pills, !nished o# the Southern Comfort I 
had in my apartment, and then passed out.

I woke up about 1:30 p.m. that Monday. I was so freaking pissed that I had not been 
able to just fall asleep and die. As I relive that day in my mind, I’m pretty damn grateful 
that God had other plans. Nice work, God. I owe you a smoothie!

When I ran out, naturally, I called my dealer. I called him that afternoon and got 
his voicemail. BASTARD! Every time my dealer answered the phone, he was my best 
friend. Every time my calls went to voicemail, I freaking hated that guy and said to 
myself, “Dude, I gotta get a more responsive connect… one that maybe even delivers…
”Brainstorm!

One of the very famous commercials on late-night TV at that time (shocker that I’d 
be watching TV in the middle of the night) was the 1-800-COCAINE commercial: 
“"is is drugs; this is your brain on drugs… any questions…”  Google it. "e message 
is true—even if you hate fried eggs.

I called that number and even though I could barely speak (when using coke, I would 
chew on the back of my tongue for hours, so it would swell up and I’d sound like a 
person with… well… a swollen tongue), the guy on the other end of the line, who was 
a recovering addict, somehow understood when I mumbled, “I think I have a serious 
cocaine problem, and I need help.” I was expecting him to say, “No problem, sir, for 
$25,000 you can come to our treatment center for 28 days and we will help you with 
your problem.”

To which I would had answered, “Dude... If I had $25,000 I would not have a 
cocaine problem, I would have an inventory management/supply-chain management 
problem...” I’d explored some treatment programs before and made the executive 
business decision that it was more !scally responsible for me to use cocaine—buying 
it in $1,500/week increments—than it would be to spend $25,000 for treatment… 
Brainstorm.

To my amazement and pleasure, the guy on the other end could totally relate to my 
situation. He had been there and he told me how he was able to get sober. I’ve never 
forgotten that guy. I’ve never used cocaine again, either… I owe you more than a 
smoothie, God.

Next, I called my girlfriend. She and I hadn’t really spoken for a few days… or weeks... 
that part is kind of blurry. She was surprisingly happy to hear from me. I believe the 
constantly blinking light on my answering machine had some correlation between her 
need to know if I was okay and my lack of communication with non-cocaine producing 
humans… I basically had no use for people who could not procure me blow… until 
now.

I said, “I’ve had a pretty bad night (my “nights” lasted anywhere from 12 to 36 hours… 
sigh), and I’m wondering if you can come over.”

“Sure. Can I get you anything?”

“Yeah, I’m out of smokes. Can you pick me up a pack?”
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“Sure.  I’ll come on over.”

“Cool.  Oh, yeah, while you’re at it can you pick me up a bottle of Southern Comfort?”

“ummm… (pause) Okay…”

When she arrived, I had forgotten (or was numb to the fact) that I was naked, 
sweating profusely, and had Mexican blankets pinned up on my walls, covering up 
the windows—mainly because my version of “partying” by this time was:

a) buy as much cocaine as I could a#ord
b) come back to my studio apartment
c) cover up all the windows
d) crawl around on the ground, naked, sweating, talking to bugs…

Brainstorm!

She entered, I grabbed the bottle of SoCo from her hands, opened the top and 
chugged it like it was Evian. After gulping for about 20 seconds (and almost !nishing 
the bottle), I wiped the little dribbles o# of my mouth and face with my sweaty right 
wrist.  I looked straight ahead and saw this poor girl’s eyes open quite wide, with a 
look of disappointment, sadness, fear, concern… I’m sure she was wondering, what 
the heck do I do with this freak of a boyfriend I have… ugh…

"is was far from a shining moment, but the humiliation that I felt was de!nitely one 
of the more de!ning moments of my life.

I ended up passing out at her apartment for about 3 days and then on "ursday, May 

28, 1992 at 6:30 p.m., I went to my !rst 12-step meeting.  I have not had a drink or 
drug (any mind-altering substance that a#ects me from the neck up) since that day. 

Gratitude. Surrender.

Upon arriving at my !rst meeting, I sat in the front row.  When they asked if there were 
any newcomers present, I raised my hand and said, “Hi, my name is Mike, and I’m a 
cocaine addict, and this is meeting one, and I have about a million left to go…”

Hey God, I’m very clear that you put those words in my mouth that day. "anks.  I 
owe you a smoothie.

"e next seven years of my life, I was very engaged in my recovery… being in recovery 
is an additional level of spiritual consciousness from being just physically “sober.” To 
me, it means that I get to feel free. I am able to give back to others. By sharing my 
experience, strength, and hope with others, I get to stay sober one more day—for 
another 24 hours. And thus I recover.  I *get* to go to work today, to pay my taxes, to 
feel sadness, as well as joy, in the extreme… AMAZING!

From about 2000 to 2002, I did not take care of myself. I share this with you because 
whether you are an addict, an alcoholic or a “normie,” I believe it is crucial to take care 
of yourself. Whatever that looks like, de!ne it for yourself. Architect the life you have 
always dreamed about living. You are in charge of doing the footwork; God takes care 
of the results. Get into action. Get out of results.  

In February of 2002, I had an attractive girlfriend, a house in San Diego, a Range Rover, 
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a Rolls Royce (it was my ‘’British car period”), another German convertible, and two 
houses in Mexico. I was making a six-!gure income. For the life of me, I could not buy 
myself happy. I was miserable. I was not living the dream! I was doing it wrong. I didn’t 
have a spiritual connection and was eating like crap. On top of that, I was smoking 
about two packs of non-!ltered cigarettes a day and working 12 to 14 hour days. Even 
worse, I was not attending 12-step meetings. I didn’t have a sponsor.  I didn’t have a 
coach. I also wasn’t praying every morning for guidance or thanking a Higher Power at 
the end of the day for the wonderful experience(s) I got to enjoy during the previous 24 
hours. I was a horrible employee. I was a horrible boss. I was broken.

My best (or worst) thinking resulted in me sitting on my girlfriend’s bed, holding her 
unloaded 9mm Glock handgun. I put it up to my lips. To this day, I can still taste the 
oil smell… the “gun” taste of it.

Of all the experiences I have had in my life, be them de!ning or re!ning moments, that 
is one that I wish I could delete from the database. It sucked. I pray you never get to a 
point where you think “o%ng” yourself is the best solution. 

Brainstorm… F**k "at! "at’s a Brain Typhoon.  

Breathe…

"is voice in my head said, “"is is not a good idea…”

YA THINK!!!???

I put down the gun and got up. Grabbing my bag, I walked downstairs and said goodbye 
to my girlfriend’s son, who was in the kitchen. "en I told my girlfriend, “I’m done.”

** Here’s an important safety tip: Don’t date girls who have to carry hand guns because 
their ex’s are on America’s Most Wanted…  Just sayin… 

"is was also a time in my life when I looked at the people who I had surrounded 
myself with and realized that I was not choosing the healthiest ‘teammates’… Indeed, I 
needed a Brain Washing—no more Storming.

I spent the next few years of my life trying to get back to a spot where I would be 
comfortable in my own skin. I was really freaking lost.

I got back to the basics of reaching out to people and asking for help. I got a sponsor and 
started going to meetings regularly… daily… twice a day. I also regained a connection 
with a Higher Power , who I reach out to in di#erent ways today. Praying has become 
my new norm—I pray on my knees and while walking or standing at the urinal or in 
the car. I pray before going on that really scary ride at the Del Mar Fair where you free 
fall 100 feet and get such an adrenaline rush that you shake after it stops at the bottom. 
Sometimes I pray that one ride on it will be enough. It rarely is. I pray at both weddings 
and funerals. I pray at the beach. I pray with my girlfriend. I hold the hand of another 
brother who is on a journey that he !nds very uncomfortable and share my stories with 
him, hoping it helps them be grateful for all the imperfections in their life that are “big 
deals” or “complicated”…  Life is a gift… Bring it!

Have you ever responded to a friend or loved one who genuinely asks, “How are you?” 
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with “It’s complicated, you wouldn’t understand?” THAT’s BULL! It’s only complicated 
because you are making it that way. Stop that. Make a de!ning moment in your life and 
the life of your trusted friend by taking the negative energy out of this “too complicated” 
situation.

Call your best friend, right now, and share this!

Tell them they are AMAZING. If you can’t do that with your best friend, get a new 
one.

Call your mentor, right now! Tell them how important they are in your life.

(As I was writing this, I thought to myself, ‘I wonder if anyone will really do this? I hope 
they do. "at would be a wonderful thing for you and the recipient. So, I put down my 
laptop for all of three minutes and called my sponsor and mentor, Bill.)

If I ever have the pleasure of meeting you one day, you may assess that I am quite lively, 
sometimes very lively. I’m also animated and speak quite quickly. You might even say, 
“Mikes, are you clean and sober for 19 years or have you been using for 19 years?” 
HAH! I am VERY happy – passionate about topics that involve helping others help 
themselves. Today, I’m naturally “ca#einated” and have a passion for life that frequently 
exceeds my expectations.  I am in love with me… all of me… with all of my self-judged 
imperfections. I bet God thinks everything about me is perfect! 

If I can live the dream, so can you. Remember, I’m nothing special—just a precious 
child of God doing the best that I can with the level of awareness that I have at this very 

moment. I am no better and no worse than you.

Do it.

Surrender. Succeed. Win.

Live the Dream!

If you’re not, you’re doing it wrong.

I have no right to be here if I’m not adding value. I would be honored to add value to 
your life if I may. Let me know how I can help. 

De!ne the next moments of your life.  Architect them. Live the Dream!

Ask for help. Send me an e-mail letting me know how I can help you or sharing how 
you 

Live the Dream:
info@AmazingLife.us

You can call me if you’d like to report your success: 
My phone number is +1 760-89-MIKES.

Lemme know how it goes.
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All great leaders have faced 
situations that can be viewed 
as obstacles or opportunities. 
It's what they did with the 
situation that makes them 
who they are.

For the !rst time, comes a book project, solely based on an individual's 
De!ning Moments of "Courage".  You will hear from successful 
entrepreneur's from di"erent walks of life as they share which decision 
in their journey created the critical moment of courage to take a 
de!ning step in one direction that led them to their success today.

Additional info
Barcode ?

Publisher details

Question: 

What did YOU 

learn from your 

experiences?
As John Maxwell once said, 

"Change is inevitable. 
         Growth is optional."




