When Ben Ashmore decided surgery was the only way left to kick a heroin
problem, he recorded his experiences in a weekly diary. Lena Corner was given
exclusive access to the ups and downs of life with a naltrexone implant.

diary of an implant

Week oune

Before I go into detox, the doctor has to take
some blood samples. He finds it almost impossible
to find a vein and it takes him nearly an hour

to get the tiniest sample. Towards the end of my
addiction [ was injecting such huge amounts,

it could take up to four hours to find a vein. I'd
usually have to go in with a needle an inch and a
half long and dig deep. I am prescribed morphine
to try and get my habit reduced prior to going to
Spain. I take some but continue my habit all the
same. The last hit I have is in Manchester Airport
just before my flight.

In Spain I'm met by one of the medical staff and
driven straight to the clinic. 1 am taken to my room
and offered lunch, but can’t eat anything. I fall
asleep and am woken by the doctor for an
examination. By midnight my nose is running and
I'm in withdrawal. I don’t remember much until
three days later.

They put me on a cocktail of tablets and when I
wake up I feel absolutely normal. It was just like
waking from a deep sleep. Have no discomfort at all.
Feel like this right through until Saturday morning
when [ am taken in for my implant. They insert the
naltrexone pellet into an inch-long incision using a
big syringe. An hour later I'm in a taxi.
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Week two

My brother can't believe how well I look when he
picks me up from the airport. That evening I take my
sleeping tablets and have another great night's sleep.
The following morning I call the clinic. I couldn’t
extol the virtues of the experience highly enough.
Then the sleeping tablets run out. The clinic sends
me a prescription for temazepam.

Almost immediately my feeling of well-being has
died. On Tuesday night I have two hours sleep, the
next few nights just three. [ have become listless and
irritable. As the days roll by I get more and more
fatigued and start feeling terrible. By Friday it's
getting so bad I drive to York district hospital, pull up
in the car park, and sit there trying to work out how I
can convince them to take the implant out. I just can’t
get the thought of heroin out of my head. I have
become absolutely obsessed with the idea that [ have
to score.

I feel, more strongly than I have with another
detox, that I can’t cope. I tell my wife I am on the point
of relapse. On Saturday I really bottom out. I've never
felt worse in my life physically, mentally or spiritually.
I spend the night pacing backwards and forwards, and
in the end decide I will tell the hospital if they aren’'t
willing to take the implant out, I'd rip it out myself.

Week three

I'm still feeling very poorly, my body temperature is
all over the place and I'm sneezing all the time but
am starting to feel a little better. I still don’t trust
myself though. I know I'll relapse as soon as this
implant runs out.

On the Thursday I go to a funeral, which means
driving from York to Scarborough. By the time I get
home, [ hardly have the energy to get out of the car. I
can’t describe how intense it is, absolute exhaustion.
[ get into the house, sit down and can’t move, not
even to go to the toilet.

Get in bed and take four temazepam. Awake
again at 3am. That’s been the pattern all week. I am
getting stronger and I'm putting on weight, but by
11am exhaustion sets in. My frame is still quite
skeletal, but at least I don’t look like something out of
a horror film.




Week four

The pressure has really been on this week, My

brother has been subsidising us for four months now,

we owe him £30,000. He told me he’s approaching
the point where he can’t do it any more. We have no
income of any type so we’ve got to sell the house
now. My wife is very bitter and tells me on a daily
basis it’s my fault.

I'm a couple of weeks away from this implant
wearing out and I'm getting worried. I speak to the

clinic about getting a six month implant but they tell

me it will cost another £1,100. [ can’t afford that, I

can’t even afford the tablets 'm taking. In a couple of

weeks I'm going to be totally unprotected. That
scares the hell out of me because I know I can never
go through this again.

Week five

On Monday night I drive down to an NA meeting
in York, park outside and sit in the car. [ am really,
really low and depressed. What stops me going

in is that I just don’t feel very much like sharing,

I just don’t want to listen to anyone else’s
problems.

Drive home and sit down with my wife. We
talk for hours. My black mood lifts and our
relationship seems good again. Sex has never
really been on the agenda because my wife has
regarded me as dirty in some way, although I
have never shared needles or even taken drugs as
part of a group. Anyway, I get lucky for the first
rime in three years! That's definitely put a smile
on my face.

I decide to stop taking clonidine and, amazingly,
although I still feel sweats occasionally,

[ feel ok. I think I might even have prolonged the
_issue by continuing to take it. [ also find,

rather worryingly, that [ am actually starting to
look forward to taking the temazepam. I enjoy the
feel of it washing over me. I decide to stop taking
them too and after a couple of restless nights I'm
into a regular sleep pattern of seven hours a night.
The weakness is still there, and I spend a lot of
the day yawning. But before [ was shot by 11am,
now I can get through to 6-7pm.

| {pend the night pacing
backward§ and forward(, and
i the end decide | will
tell the hofpital if tkey aren t
willing to take the implant
out, I'd rip it out mme\f.

Week (ix

[ feel great. 'm feeling very optimistic about the
future, although we’re still under the cosh financially
and the house is on the market. This Saturday a
milestone comes up for me: the naltrexone runs out.
I can tell this from my pee, it's virtually gone already,
as it’s not nearly as cloudy as it was. But I feel very
calm about it.

Tell the clinic there is no way we can afford
another implant... but the point is going to come
when I'm going to have to deal with life without
a naltrexone buffer, so why not now? I feel
mentally strong enough to deal with it and I've
got spare naltrexone tablets if I feel weak. The
clinic said I can get in touch at any time for support.
I know that to relapse again would be my choice
entirely. More importantly, [ don’t think I can
physically go through with this ever again. My body
would never cope.
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