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DEDICATION 

This book is dedicated to Steven with love. 

A SONNET FOR STEVEN 

You were a bird with a broken wing 
Caged by the controller's caustic love 
And yet you taught me how to sing, 
Demonic, desperate, coal-black dove. 
You were an artist of manic vision 
Gambling with every breath 
Hobbled by infra-red derision 
And tossing the dice with Death. 
You were conceived misfit-outcast, 
Crippled and lost, oh fragile one. 
A spirit too splintered to last 
As the never-good-enough son. 
Although I never honoured our pact, 
My respect grows for your final act. 



PROLOGUE 

Lady Luck is an enduring cultural icon passed down through 
the ages. She has appeared in many guises in mythology and 
literature but she is almost universally regarded with a mixture of 
love and hate. It is informative to examine the roots of her 
reputation and image in our collective consciousness. 

In Greek and Roman times men paid tribute to Fortuna, 
sometimes referring to her as the daughter of Jupiter and at other 
times as the offspring of Zeus. She was originally "an agricultural 
deity," according to H.J. Rose's Religion in Greece and Rome. 

Bernard Evslin writes that Fortuna was associated with "luck 
and vengeance" and often viewed as "the mistress of destiny." In 
his publication Heroes, Gods and Monsters of the Greek Myths he 
notes that "her name is a variant of the Latin word vortumna 
meaning 'turner' because she turned the giant wheel of the year, 
stopping at either happiness, sorrow, life or death (209). 

A similar depiction appears in H.A. Guerber's Myths of 
Greece and Rome. Fortuna was envisioned as "poised on a 
constantly revolving wheel, whereon she journeyed throughout 
the world, scattering with careless hands her numerous gifts and 
lavishing with indifference her choicest smiles" (Guerber 28). This 
image meshes well with the Franz Cumont interpretation in 
Astrologv and Religion which portrays Fortuna "as a goddess 
blind and deaf, who with unreasoning favour or implacable 
malignity makes sport of deserving and undeserving alike" (88). It 
is easy to see the origin of our modern conception of Lady Luck, 
fickle goddess of fortune. 

Elsewhere Fortuna stands for "the inscrutable Chance that 
governs human affairs"(Lattimore 154). She is characterized as "a 



wilful meddling goddess who delights in confused mortal designs 
and disappointed hopes7'(155). Furthermore, she projects a 
persona that .is both "quick-tempered and vindictiveW(l58). 

Fortuna is also connected to Servius, one of the last three 
kings of Rome. He was a Latin and generally viewed as a good 
king, according to records in Classical Mvtholonv. Servius is 
reputed to have been a slave who went on to found many Roman 
institutions including the cult of Diana. Also, he was reported to 
"have had a divine counselor and consort, in this case the goddess 
Fortuna" (Morford, Lenardon 428). This protection didn't seem 
to last because historians say he was murdered by his daughter 
who drove her coach over his body in the street. 

The thread of Fortuna's legend is twisted and complex. The 
Larouse Encyclopedia of Mythology says she favoured the 
political career of Servius but sometimes he is said to be her son, 
at other times her lover (Aldington, Arnes 225). Historians 
generally agree that Roman emperors always kept statues of 
Fortuna in their sleeping quarters. She would visit the favoured 
one by slipping in through the skylight during the night. "Citizens 
who were distinguished by outstanding good or bad luck had a 
Fortuna" (225). 

Mortals frequently resign themselves to the perceived 
indifference and cruelty of Fortuna, according to Richmond 
Lattimore. In analyzing Themes in Greek and Latin Epitaphs, he 
points out that it is not uncommon in mythology to have death 
attributed to envy of the goddess of fortune. Lady Luck often 
appears as 'knaligna Fortuna" in Greek and Latin epitaphs. 
Another recurrent theme is the idea that death is a repayment of 
debt. The epitaph of suicidal gamblers today might read: "Life is 
not given us to keep but only as a loan" or the tomb of the 
unknown gambler might bear this plaintive testimony: 'But I paid 
back the loan and went my way. All this is dust" (170). 
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The philosophy of the depleted gar 
"I received the breath of life as a loan 
had finished my time I gave it back. No1 
the charge of the Muses" (170). An all 
read: "A long farewell to you, Hope am 
harbor, I have nothing more to do with 
those who come after me" (156). 

It is interesting to note that For 
goddess of plenty in mythology. She fig 
Hercules' battles, Guerber claims. 11 
Hercules and Deianeira, Fortuna waited 
the pieces. As the story goes, Hercules 
the hand of Deianeira. Achelous was c 
confuse his opponent. Finally, he assum 
rushed at Hercules with lowered horn: 
bull by grasping the horns and refusing 
and Fortuna stepped in to seize the spoi 
well-pleased with the effect that she de~  
be one of her attributes" (Guerber 202). 

This more positive rendering of Fl 
references as well. Aldington and Ames 
following attributes: the wheel, the spl 
prow and a cornucopia. Occasionally 
225). 

Fortuna was also known as Tyche 
she is associated with abundance (La 
universally she is unreasonably cruel" (I 
divinity responsible for death and en 
personality" (1 49). 

The duality of the goddess is furth 
Myths by Robert Graves. 'Tyche is a dc 
he has given power to decide what t l  
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mortal shall be. On some she heaps gifts from a horn of plenty, 
others she deprives of all that they have. Tyche is altogether 
irresponsible in her awards, and runs about juggling with a ball to 
exempw the uncertainty of chance: sometimes up, sometimes 
down. But if it ever happens that a man, whom she has favoured, 
boasts of his abundant riches and neither sacrifices a part of them 
to the gods, nor alleviates the poverty of his fellow-citizens, then 
the ancient goddess Nemesis steps in to humiliate him" (Graves 
125). This humiliation could mark the moment where the gambler 
considers suicide. 

As historical references demonstrate, Fortuna or Lady Luck 
has been with us forever. Are we any less prone to superstition 
now? Do gamblers not call upon the goddess of fortune with 
prayers and offerings? Do we not seek to propitiate her with 
magical incantations? Are we not enslaved by the idea that the 
gods can be on our side? The gambler and spouse alike often feel 
overwhelmed by blind forces they can't control. 

Now that we have an overview of Lady Luck's past, let's 
examine the "gambling widow" syndrome? This term is used to 
describe a woman suffering the loneliness, isolation and despair 
associated with living with a gambling addict. It is similar to the 
concept of "hockey widow" or "football widow," but the 
consequences are much more serious for the family. Gambling 
addiction remains unacknowledged and invisible to the general 
public. As Gary Ross explains it in his book No Limit: "Since you 
can't smell baccarat on someone's breath, or see dice marks on his 
arm, the phenomenon is all but unnoticed" (291). 

Although this book focuses on women who live with male 
compulsive gamblers, it is not meant to ignore the population of 
female gamblers. Approximately two-thirds of pathological 
gamblers are men thus the emphasis on this group in this 
publication. In addition, at the present time, the vast majority of 



people in treatment are male. Experts in the field also observe that 
men quickly leave spouses who gamble; whereas, women tend to 
stand by a gambling mate. 



THE GAMBLING WIDOW'S LAMENT 

You are out again, supposedly working late. Should I believe 
you? A trip to the track is more likely. It doesn't matter to you 
that your children were away all summer and just returned 
yesterday. They would love to spend time with you. You said you 
would be home to help them in their rooms tonight but it is close 
to midnight and where are you? 

Yesterday you promised we would eat supper together from 
now on, like a family. Today you call at supper time and say "no 
way." 

You say we are the most important thing in your life; if we 
are, then we sure don't feel it tonight. 

I hope we never treat you the way you treat us. When you are 
home, television and the computer come first. You never seem to 
ask what we would like to do. You don't want friends over. 

You have not spent holidays with us for years; you would 
rather take trips with your buddies and spend money we don't 
have. A trip to the beach, to the park or to a show would be nice 
but I guess it's too much to ask for. Maybe in the future you will 
realize the time you spent with the horses should have been our 
time. I pray you do not pass on this disease to our boys; I hope for 
them a more caring life. 

I love you, yet I hate you. If you are truly working, I am 
sorry, but it is you who have caused this distrust. I am sad to the 
bone, if I leave or if I stay. I'm afraid I will not find happiness 
either way. Please love us before it is too late; it all lies in your 
hands, our fate. 

Love, 
Your wife and children at home 
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LETTER FROM THE GAMBLER'S DAUGHTEli 

Dear Daddy, 
You know that I will always love you a whole bunch! I ( 

even know if I have ever been mad at you. I always make 
Mommy and I leave enough room for you in bed. Yes, I kn 
have my own pretty white bed in my room, but I want to be 
to both of you at all times. Also, that way when I wake up i 
middle of the night, I can see if you're there. And if you're 
then I can wake Mom up and ask her where you are. She loo 
me and gives me a hug and her face is all wet; she smiles and 
me to go to sleep and "Daddy will be home soon." 

Well, Dad, morning comes and sometimes you're stil 
home. Mommy is mad. Even I know you're at the casino i 

still ask Mom if that's where you are. And I guess I must be 
because she laughs at me and I get another hug and a kiss. 

But, how come, when you do come home, you and Mo 
yell and I have to cover my ears, it is so loud? It scares me 
you and Mommy argue about the casino and the pool hall a 
time. I don't like having to tell you two, "Come on, let 
good." I need to be little; you two need to be the big ones. 

Daddy, if going to the casino makes Mommy mad, don' 
When you and Mommy yell, I understand some of the thing! 
are saying, and it makes me very scared. I always want us 
together. I love my brothers and my puppy; I want it to alwa 
all of us together. This is my f d y .  I don't want you to figh 
more. It makes Mommy cry. I love you both and I'm too lit. 
choose between the two of you. And I shouldn't have to. 
Love, 
Your Daughter 

XXX 



participated in the Lady Luck Project. Although no real names 
have been used in the stories, in order to preserve anonymity, you 
know who you are. Thank you for your honest and realistic 
disclosures of life with problem gambling. 

I reached out to other women who had experienced the pain 
of living with a habitual gambler and you answered my call. Bless 
you all. 

A special tribute to Marilyn Wade for both technical and 
emotional support throughout this process. I would like to 
acknowledge the assistance of the Sudbury Self Help Network as 
well. 

I'd also like to thank my friends Debbie Barkhouse, Jackie 
Damian, Sara Golling, Dawn Hancock, Helen Parker, Marj 
Reynolds, Lee Ferguson and Karen Blackford for ongoing 
encouragement and assistance. And thank you to my son, 
Morgan, for being patient while mother was busy on the 
computer. 



INTRODUCTION 

Across North America the opportunities to gamble are 
growing daily. Cash-hungry governments at all levels are using 
games of chance to help battle deficits. Lost in the frenzy to 
establish new sources of revenue are the families of compulsive 
gamblers. Ignorance of this insidious addiction has led lottery 
corporations and government bureaucrats to forge ahead with 
new casino operations and video lottery terminals. 

According to a Southam news report, "the gambling industry 
is soaring" (Sudburv Star B9). A study of Canadian gaming, 
released in 1998, revealed that 80 per cent of the households 
surveyed were spending an average of $423 a year playing games 
of chance from lotteries to bingo. Bingo-playing households spent 
an average of $677 on that activity. 

The Statistics Canada report goes on to say that "government 
regulated casinos and video lottery terminals have turned into a 
multi-billion dollar industry" with Canadians wagering $6.8 billion 
annually on some form of government-run gambling (Sudbury 
Star B9). Profits for governments have exceeded all expectations - 
with casinos and VLTs accounting for nearly 60 per cent of 
gambling revenues in 1997. 

An overview of provincial gaming revenues issued by the 
Addictions Foundation of Manitoba supports the conclusion that 
the gambling industry provides easy money for governments. 
According to Fastfacts on Gambling, net gaming revenues in 
1994-95 were as follows: British Columbia $239.9 million; 
Alberta $487.8 million; Saskatchewan $33.8 million from lotteries 
and $101.2 from VLTs; Manitoba $226.5 million; Ontario $602.5 
million from lotteries and $315.9 million from casinos; Quebec 
$687.8 million; New Brunswick $63.9 million; Nova Scotia $94.1 
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illion (from just lotteries and VLTs); Prince Edward Island 
12.6 million; Newfoundland $69.2 million (16-17). 

Although "governments are the big winners at their gaming 
bles and slot machines," compulsive gambling is largely 
isunderstood and downplayed by many government 
presentatives and even mental health clinicians. Alcoholics and 
ug addicts are easier to identlfy and sometimes less of a 
dlenge to treat. Gamblers, unfortunately, are more difficult to 
:tect and are often resistant to intervention. 

In an effort to expose the truth, many gambling widows have 
~pped forward to share their stories of life with a compulsive 
mbler. Because of their courage, families who suffer from the 
fects of habitual betting will realize they are not alone. 

The purpose of the book is to increase public awareness of 
mbling addiction and to present some helpful resources for 
milies trapped by debt and desperation. There is hope and 
sistance for everyone involved. 





TOSSING THE DICE WITH DEATH: 
SUICIDE AND THE GAMBLER 

News of Steven's death caught me at a vulnerable moment. 
His sister's call came the morning I was packing up my country 
home in preparation for a new teaching job in the city. 

Although time and distance separated us, I was immediately 
engulfed in a flood of remembrance. Numbed and shocked by his 
suicide, I wandered through the empty rooms of my house 
sobbing for what we once shared so long ago. 

In my mind's eye I see the yellow van parked near the pier on 
the San Francisco waterfront. Rain peppers on the roof; it's a 
damp, foggy day in the City by the Bay. We are both exhausted 
from arguing and mutual recrimination. In one last ploy to make 
me stay, Steve has persuaded me to go for lunch at Fisherman's 
Wharf. I am resistant and sullen but I go along just because it 
seems easier than refusing. 

Now the farewell lunch is over; our relationship is clearly 
over and I am determined to move to Vancouver. My ears are 
deaf to his pleading. I have heard it all before: the lies, the 
promises, the deals, the professions of love. This time he can't get 
to me. The gambling obsession has destroyed any connection we 
ever had as friends and lovers. I will be driving north to Canada at 
first light. Nothing can sway me now. 

Steve, like most compulsive gamblers, had a bottomless bag 
of tricks to get what he wanted. Always in the past I relented, 
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always caved in to his demands, always fell for his pledges to stop 
gambling. 

This time he sensed that I was different. My uncharacteristic 
resolve scared him and he was transformed into a whining, 
clinging child. With mounting desperation, he tried to force me to 
change my plans. 

"You're a very harsh, cruel person, you know," he said, 
rubbing his forehead. "If you leave me, I'll kill myself, I mean it; I 
won't stay here without you. Don't go. I'm begging you. 

**** 

Steve's frnal solution to the pain of compulsive gambling is 
not an isolated one. Many researchers in the field of gambling 
addiction have observed a high level of self-destructive behaviour 
among problem gamblers. 

Compulsive gambling is a serious and dangerous disorder, 
according to Robert Custer M.D. and Hany Milt, authors of 
When Luck Runs Out. They report that eighteen per cent of 
gamblers in treatment have made suicide attempts; this 1978 
figure is estimated to be well above the U.S. national average 
(Custer 23 1). 

Custer's observations are confirmed by other pioneers in the 
treatment of pathological gambling. David Spanier reports that 
British psychiatrist, Dr. Emanuel Moran, "had discovered a 
different link with gambling through his experience with attempted 
suicides." When Moran was seeking insights into gambling 
excesses in the mid-60s very little had been published on the 
subject, Spanier notes in a publication entitled Easy Monev. 
Moran apparently became intrigued with the phenomenon when 
he treated two patients who were admitted to hospital after taking 
an overdose; the psychiatrist could see no obvious reason for the 
attempted suicides. He investigated their cases and found that they 
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mth gamblers. Eventually he started attending Gamblers 
mous meetings to learn all he could about gamblers' 
ns  (Spanier 82). 
lother American researcher who has written extensively on 
~blem is Henry Lesieur. In a paper entitled "Gambling, 
2gical Gambling and Crime," Lesieur includes a passage on 
: since the act of killing oneself is a crime in most western 
ies. He notes that a study in 1970 found that one in five of a 
: of 50 pathological gamblers had attempted suicide. A 

study in 1974 reported that eight out of 53 gamblers 
med had attempted suicide. Then in 1984 a research team 
1 50 hospitalized pathological gamblers. They discovered 
! percent had made a lethal attempt at suicide, another 12 
t had made preparations for a serious attempt, six per cent 
ly rehearsed a specific plan or made a suicidal gesture, 18 
t thought of a specific method of suicide, 22 percent 
ntly thought of suicide but chose no method and ten per 
ad occasional thoughts of wishing they were dead. Only 
per cent had no apparent suicidal tendency (Lesieur 94). 

!chard J. Rosenthal, M.D., of the University of California 
a psychoanalytic perspective on the problem In his paper 
1 "The Pathological Gambler's System For Self- 
tion," Rosenthal theorizes that the gambler experiences 
F as all-good or all-bad, as perfect or useless, as a winner or 
ser (111). The gambler has an illusion of power and may 
ith danger just to test the power and show that he is in 
1. In fact, the gambler may start gambling as a defense 
nism against helplessness, according to Rosenthal. 
xenthal postulates that the gambler holds on to the ability 
out of any situation by ending his own life. In essence, he 
the suicide option around in his back pocket. "If I can't do 

~g creative or beneficial for myself," he seems to say, "I can 



at least be destructive and I can hurt myself far better than anyone 
else can" (113). Thus gambling can be interpreted as a "kind of 
micro-suicide" which he acts out regularly (1 13). 

The professional assessment of the suicidal nature of the 
gambler rings true for many distressed spouses. Donna Anderson, 
a New Brunswick gambling widow, lost her husband when he 
committed suicide at age thirty. She notes that there were many 
waming signs along the way but very little assistance is available 
for those on the edge of self-destruction. 

"I am now literally a widow," she says, 'Due in part to my 
husband's gambling addiction. When he gambled I was alone the 
majority of the time waiting and watching for him to come home, 
longing just to be with him This loneliness was similar to the grief 
I felt after his death." 

Donna admits her mate ‘%rake my heart again and again" but 
she remembers him as a kind and gentle man. A year before his 
actual suicide, she reports that he stood on a bridge and was going 
to jump off but he ended up in a treatment centre instead. 

"He told me he wanted me to be happy and he knew I wanted 
children so he 'allowed' me to get pregnant," she says. "A few 
months later he committed suicide. I cannot describe the 
emotional loss then, total despair and pain. I was alone and going 
to have our baby ." 

Although Donna was distracted and consumed with her 
gambling spouse, she has put aside her negative memories. Today 
she says, "I cannot erase the love I felt for him nor how much I 
still, at times, ache for him." 

A similar experience is related by another New Brunswick 
woman. Jane Danson lived with a gambler for five years. Her mate 
manipulated and controlled her with threats of suicide during the 
time they lived together and for months after their separation. 
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twenty and separated from the gambler thirty two years later. She 
too suffered from the manipulative tactics and guilt inducing 
strategies perfected by the compulsive gambler in her life. 

'Me gambled until he had exhausted all his resources," she 
says. "Then he would attempt suicide, thereby forcing his 
responsibilities on everyone around him He would, of course, 
recover after assuming a child-like dependency and after three or 
four months the pattern would start over again." 

Amy describes her daily routine with the gambler as "a 
constant state of near poverty." There were numerous separations 
over the years because of the gambling. She had to protect her 
own money from him and safeguard an inheritance that would 
have otherwise disappeared. 

The pattern was all too clear to Amy after years of covering 
up for her husband. He would invent a conflict in the household, 
fly into a rage and then storm out of the home to go gambling. 
Amy believes this was how he justified his desertion of the family. 

Of course, it took many years and many episodes to build up 
her strength, but Amy stopped taking responsibility for the 
gambler. Even when he ended up on skid row and "attempted 
suicide again for attention," she says she was able to detach 
herself from the caregiver's role. 

But sometimes the gambler follows through with his threat 
and those left behind are devastated. The reaction of family 
members ranges from anger and resentment to relief and release. 
Sometimes the spouse will interpret the suicide as another selfish 
act on the part of the gambler. For her it may just be one more 
example of the gambler letting the family down. 

Miriam Freifeld, a worker with a suicide survivor support 
program in Toronto, says suicide can be a shattering experience. 
She tells columnist Frank Jones that people who lose someone to 
suicide may react in three different ways: "They deny it ever 



happened. They stand frozen, catatonic, sometimes for years, 
sometimes committing suicide themselves (people close to a 
suicide are seven to 10 times more likely to commit suicide.) Or 
they move ahead to grow from the experience" (Toronto Star 
H2). 

An increase in suicide is anticipated with the compounding of 
gambling opportunities in Canada and the United States. Suicide 
claims six times more lives than murder and Canada's suicide rate 
of 3500 per year is higher than the United States or Britain 
(Toronto Star A8). Figures are approximate since suicidal deaths 
are often hidden by secretive relatives and sympathetic coroners. 

It will take future research and an exposure of the true 
statistics on suicide before the subject will receive the attention it 
demands. 

Some suicides send shock waves around the world. A highly 
publicized incident in Liverpool, England brought the problem 
home to many proponents of gambling. In April 1995 a British 

- man killed himself when his national lottery numbers came up and 
he realized he had not played them. Timothy O'Brien thought he 
had won a fortune when his six numbers were drawn. He was 
mistaken. He lost out on two million pounds ($4.42 million 
Canadian). The odds in Britain's national lottery are 14 million to 
one. 

Another gambling linked suicide was reported in January 
1995. A Sudbury, Ontario, man was found dead of carbon 
monoxide poisoning in a rented car in Alberta. Shortly before 
killing himself, he had allegedly abducted and murdered a twenty 
three year old tanning salon worker from Vancouver. After his 
suicide, police found several Lotto 649 tickets in his room along 
with books on how to get rich by playing lotteries. Newspaper 
accounts of the case report that the suicide victim was 
remembered by co-workers as a person who was always dreaming 



of striking it rich by spending most of his money on lottery tickets 
(Sudbun, Star A5). 

A New Brunswick newspaper reported a similar tragedy 
linked to gambling. According to a report from Moncton, a Saint 
John father blamed his son's suicide on VLTs. He told a news 
conference in late 1998 that his 32 year old son had taken his own 
life after a lengthy struggle with slot machine addiction. The 
gambler had confided to his family that the VLTs' spinning wheels 
"get right inside your brain" '(Times and Transcript). The bereaved 
father called upon the provincial government to ban the machines 
from both bars and comer stores. 

Captain Victor Cyr of the Salvation Army in Moncton 
attributes a series of suicides in his province to gambling problems 
with VLTs. In a letter to the editor in April 1998 he wrote that 
four suicides in New Brunswick had been associated with this 
addiction Virnes Transcript D 1 6). 

"Almost everyone I see wants to kill themselves," a British 
Columbia gambling counsellor told Southam news in November 
1998. She claimed, in a Victoria newspaper interview, that the 
suicide incidence is much higher for gamblers than for other 

,, addicts. Gamblers need special counselling because of the nature 
of the problem, she said. "It's devastating and-can take a terrible 
toll physically, emotionally, financially and sexually" (Sudbury 

A4). With creditors calling, financial ruin and family censure 
facing them, some gamblers don't see any other way out. 

Quebec has experienced its share of suicides as well. The 
Southam news network in Montreal reports that three suicides 
and one murder-suicide have been officially linked to gambling 
losses at the Montreal Casino. Quebec membership in Gamblers 
Anonymous reportedly jumped 50 per cent since the province got 
into the casino business. Surveys indicate that up to a fifth of 



those seeking help through GA have tried suicide (Toronto Star 
A12). 

The files document the case of a Montreal man of 60 who 
killed himself by running an exhaust hose from his car into his 
garage. A family member reported he had been depressed over 
serious gambling losses at the casino. In a second tragic incident, 
a widow of 48 threw herself in front of a Montreal subway train. 
Family said she was upset by her worsening finances and losses at 
the casino. 

In addition, a Lava1 man, 48, died after shooting himself in 
the abdomen. He had suffered "very substantial" losses at 
Montreal Casino. He was under the care of a doctor but unable to 
shake his depression and suicidal thoughts. 

Another tragedy tied to the casino happened when a 39 year 
old man shot and killed his brother-in-law and wounded his 
mother-in-law and uncle. Montreal police say he killed himself 
because he couldn't face out of control losses. 

These sensational cases hit the headlines, but behind the 
scenes there are many small domestic dramas played out daily 
between gamblers and their spouses. Threats of suicide should 
always be taken seriously; it is the last resort for many desperate 
gamblers. Researchers believe that the compulsive gambler looks 
at suicide as the perfect way to stop a losing streak. 

**** 

As I board the plane for San Francisco, Steve's warning 
words of self-destruction haunt me anew. The old burden of guilt 
and misplaced responsibility weighs upon my conscience. For me 
there is unfinished business in California and I must attend to it if I 
am to be at peace. 

His sister's bleak message on the phone had been 
understandably sketchy but I had no trouble filling in the blanks. 



Steve's gambling addiction had progressed incrementally after my 
departure. At one point he had won $35,000 and had blown it all 
within four months. Over the course of a decade he had won and 
lost thousands of dollars; he owed money to everyone, family, 
friends, loan companies and employers. His brothers and sisters 
were totally mystified by his irrational behaviour. 

There had been three suicide attempts known to the family 
before the final drug overdose that claimed him. He had phoned 
me several times when I lived on Manitoulin Island but I never 
detected a final good-bye in his voice. I just didn't want to believe 
he would carry out his threat 

When I land in San Francisco, his sister is waiting. She 
whisks me across the bridge to her home in the outlying county. 
Tomorrow would be soon enough to go through his old 
photographs and personal effects. We content ourselves with re- 
telling stories of his boyhood, already re-inventing his legacy. 

Late that night I curl up in my sleeping bag on the couch in 
this strange house and watch the dying embers in the fireplace. I 
see his shadow on the wall and sense his spirit cavorting nearby. 
To me he is as charming and innocent as the day I met him. He is 
his old carefree self again, child-like, fun-loving and released from 
the curse of gambling. 

AU night long a mournful December wind rattles the 
windows, shakes the house and sends the wind chimes into a 
frenzy. It keeps me on the edge of wakefulness; I feel his presence 
in the room dancing and smiling at my wonderment. 





persistent letters followed. I was drawn into a whirlwind romance 
that took me to meet him in Toronto for Canadian Thanksgiving 
and in Montreal for American Thanksgiving. By December I was 
on a plane with Steve bound for San Francisco to spend Christmas 
vacation with his parents. 

Gambling was not part of our vocabulary then. There were 
the occasional student poker nights with his photography 
classmates at the Rhode Island art school, but it all seemed like 
harmless fun. I was swept away by his youth, energy, and devil- 
may-care attitude. 

Steve sent poignant photographs he'd taken of me in Old 
Montreal and at Ontario Place. On the back of each picture would 
be a passionate, enigmatic poem declaring his love and the pain of 
separation. The bittersweet rendezvous in strange cities, the 
persuasive letters, the intense poetry, all convinced me that we 
had a future together. 

Despite the logistics of conflicting schedules and eight 
hundred miles between us, we conspired to be together. Like the 
mythical star-crossed lovers we had a sense that it was our destiny 
to be united. 

Steve sold his RISD faculty advisors the idea that shooting 
the Sudbury moonscape would be a novel photographic project; 
after all American astronauts had trained for space missions on the 
blackened terrain. So in January 1972 he packed up his camera 
gear and moved north Soon he was scouting the back alleys of 
Gatchell and Copper Cliff documenting the landscape and the 
fascinating faces of a Canadian mining town. 

Later he manipulated his student calendar so that he could 
spend the spring break and Easter with me in the north In those 
days of our courtship, we were consumed with the strategy of 
how to be together. Nothing else seemed important, not artificial 
borders, not geographical obstacles, not our age difference, not 



our religious differences, and certainly not our contrasting family 
backgrounds. I 

I Those were the naive, innocent times, the times of romantic ' 

illusion and youthful optimism Of course, there were early 
warning signs of our incompatibility, but like all young lovers, we 
were blissfully in denial. 

The turning point would come that summer when we went on 
a camping excursion to Europe. Some of my repressed fears about 
Steve's irresponsibility would be forcefully revived when we 
reached Monte Carlo. 

We had booked a six week tour that included England, 
Belgium, Holland, Germany, Austria, Switzerland, Spain and 
France. On the bus tour were singles under 30 from Australia, 
New Zealand, South Africa and Canada. (Steve was the lone 
American on the trip.) Most of us had chosen this mode of travel 
because it was inexpensive, casual and safe. The company 
brochure appealed to our sense of adventure with this slogan: 
''This isn't a tour; it's an experience." 

And so it was from the moment we left London until we 
arrived on the Cote d'Azur. It was August 3, 1972 when our 
Autotours guides introduced us to the fabled pleasures of Nice 
and Monaco. 

The shoestring budget travellers on our bus were awed by the 
crowded beaches as we drove into this densely populated, hilly 
city overlooking the Mediterranean. Monaco is home to some of 
the most luxurious tourist resorts in the world. And high above 
the commoners sits the Palais du Prince, home of the Grimaldi 
family whose members have ruled since 1297. Royal watchers on 
our tour had been fascinated by the fairytale marriage of 
Hollywood actress Grace Kelly to Prince Rainier in 1956. (She 



After many humid miles on a cramped bus, we were elated to 
pull into this Mediterranean playground. The independent 
principality of Monaco greeted us with sandy shores, elegant 
architecture and glittering nightlife. And, of course, the crown 
jewel of this lively kingdom is the Casino. 

The Casino, central as it is to tourism in Monaco, has a long 
and intriguing history dating back to 1878. David Spanier, author 
of Easy Money, describes the decor of the casino as reminiscent 
of the Belle Epoque, the elegant period extending from the 1890s 
to the outbreak of the First World War in 1914. "The gaming 
salons, with their ceiling-high murals of dark-eyed damsels in 
wistful contemplation -- what are they dreaming of, rouge or noir 
on the next spin? -- revive memories of bygone days," he writes. 
Monte Carlo continues to be "evocative of high life, princes and 
courtesans, fortunes won and lost, gold coins heaped across the 
tables and suicide in the gardens outside" (Spanier 162). 

Henry Lesieur also discusses the incidence of suicide at the 
famous gambling mecca. Historical records indicate that 152 
people committed suicide at Monte Carlo. Many of these deaths 
were aristocrats who had been plunged into unaccustomed 
poverty through gambling losses. Francois Blanc, the originator of 
Monte Carlo, was reported to employ "a special 'suicide squad' 
which would whisk away bodies so as not to disturb the action," 
according to Lesieur (94). Spanier, however, downplays the 
problem and insists that "the stories of suicides by ruined gamblers 
have been greatly exaggerated" (1 65). 

Needless to say, Steve and I were out of our league in Monte 
Carlo. The ghosts of "long vanished nobilities, with their double- 
breasted suits, high collars and cravats, with their canes or 
yachting caps, their confident roguish air, accompanied by their 
curvaceous ladies, daughters of the game, in their pearls and their 



ankle-length silk dresses" crowded us away from the tables 
(Spanier 166). 

Monte Carlo may be synonymous with the jet set, but Steve 
and I were definitely travelling economy class. Our hippie 
wardrobe of the period almost didn't pass the dress code at the 
ritzy gambling hall. Our tour planners, however, intended to give 
us all a taste of the action that has long been the exclusive domain 
of European aristocrats. Unfortunately, this glunpse into the 
world of the high rollers would have a lasting impact on Steve. 

During the day we explored some of the natural wonders of 
this pint-size country ruled by a hereditary prince. We strolled 
over footbridges high above cliffs overlooking the coast. We 
marvelled at the unusual and exotic succulents that flourished in 
the mild climate. 

Just before noon we witnessed the pageantry of the changing 
of the guird and toured vacant Palace apartments. All afternoon 
the rugged ramparts, majestic views and unsurpassed beaches 
were just a diversion from our real destination: The Casino. 

With our fellow Commonwealth tourists we looked out of 
place in the grandiose casino with its marble floors, gilt mirrors, 
and crystal chandeliers; but we presented our passports and 
entered the world's most famous gambling establishment. At the 
time I had no premonition that it would also be a passport to 
future heartache. Monte Carlo whetted Steve's appetite for 
gaming; there was no going back. 

We had set aside a specific amount of money for 
entertainment at Le Casino. Steve was drawn immediately to the 
American Room with the roulette, blackjack, baccarat and craps. 
At twenty one he was just old enough to gain admittance and just 
young enough to believe he could make a killing. 

After a couple of hours at the tables, Steve had lost the 
budgeted amount of cash and I loaned him some of mine. 



Inevitably, that was all gone too and he insisted we cash s o w  
more travellers' cheques. I refused to dip into the funds 
earmarked for the remainder of our holiday; a horrible argument 
ensued. 

It was a frightening development because it was the first time 
our personalities had clashed so violently. There we were with 
three more weeks of food and other expenses to cover, and he 
was willing to bet everything. My natural frugality and practicality 
kicked in and I was locked in opposition to further gambling. 
There was no way I wanted to be stranded on the continent just 
because he could not control himself. 

I hid the travellers' cheques. He exploded in rage. We battled 
for days after, making everyone else on the trip uncomfortable and 
puzzled. He was unforgiving; I was unrelenting. My Prince of 
Monte Carlo had lost his charm. 

The incident at Monte Carlo changed the balance of our 
relationship forever. It is from this visit to the posh and opulent 
casino by the sea that I can pinpoint my obsession with controlling 
his behaviour. From then on the four year difference in our ages 
seemed to cast me forever in the surrogate mother role. I was the 
scolding, nagging, mother-figure keeping tabs on the budget; he 
was the impish, irresponsible boy-child intent on fun at any cost. 

During the rest of our European holiday there was a certain 
underlying tension present in all of our activities. We made it back 
to London and caught our plane home to Canada, but we had lost 
more than money in Monaco. Trust had been shaken. 

We will never know what might have happened had I not 
interfered at Monte Carlo. If I had taken a hands off approach, 
perhaps the outcome would have been different. Would he have 
gambled our money away? Or would he have fulfilled his fantasy 
of becoming another Charles Wells, the Man Who Broke The 
Bank At Monte Carlo in 189 I? 



Other intimate partners of gamblers report the same 
"carefree" attitude that Steve exhiiited. It is a typical 
characteristic of compulsive gamblers that they have poor impulse 
control and that youthful exuberance can be very alluring in the 
beginning of a relationship. 

Often a person, such as myself, who is overly responsible and 
practical will be drawn to someone who displays the opposite 
traits. Part of Steve's charm was his rebelliousness and non- 
conformist approach to life. Since I came from a world of 
Protestant ethics, rules, regulations and conformity, I admired his 
freedom. 

The easy-going manner that seems so refreshing to the spouse 
in the early stages soon becomes a constant irritation. The joking 
and the non-serious outlook begin to grate as the couple gets 
older. What is charrniug in a twenty one year old is disturbing a 
decade later. At some point the spouse has to admit that the Peter 
Pan in her household is coming home later and later from Never- 
Never Land. Somewhere along the line the Prince of Monte Carlo, 
the romantic swain of the courtship days, is transformed into the 
desperate pauper rifling through her purse. 

Jackie Cassidy of Nova Scotia identifies with this portrait of 
the compulsive gambler. As she puts it, "His carefree manner 
helped to calm my worry-about-everything manner." For her one 
of the biggest attractions was the fact that he "didn't worry about 
a thing ." 

Their early courtship involved many card games with family 
and friends. This was a normal form of entertainment in their 
community and circle of acquaintances. During Jackie's 
honeymoon phase there was nothing to alert her to the hardships 
to come a few years into the marriage. 

The carefree outlook of her husband gradually became a 
source of anguish. When he gambled away all of their savings, he 



didn't appear to be concerned. He just shrugged it off and more 
often than not disappeared for days at a time. What might have 
been dismissed as boyish impetuosity in the dating days, was later 
observed as maddening immaturity as household debt mounted. 

Dorothy Canton of British Columbia relates a similar 
honeymoon interlude. She thought her mate was a fun-loving, 
exciting guy when she met him at age eighteen. By twenty one her 
partner was already betting heavily on horse races and casino 
games. In this phase he was sociable, generous and romantic to 
her. 

The image she perceived was of a funny, intelligent and 
trustworthy man. Eventually, this facade fell away and she was 
exposed to the ugly, angry and vindictive side of his personality. 

Jackie and Dorothy witnessed a Dr. Jekyll/Mr. Hyde 
transformation of their lovers in the throes of gambling fever. 
Ontario resident, Helen Adams, tells of a similar degeneration in 
her marriage of thirty three years. According to Helen, she was 
impressed with her mate's demeanor and manners when they first 
met. Although she knew from his stories that he had flirted with 
cards and dice as a teenager, she never dreamed that it was a 
danger sign. It was years before she determined that he had bee 
addicted to gambling long before they met and mamed. 

The problem was invisible to Jane Danson of New Brunswic 
too. Her first impressions of her partner were of an easy-going 
loving and trusting person. In the beginning he was respectful an 
considerate to her. 'We both wanted the same things in life," sh 
says, 'We had a start with our two children. He is very good wit 
children." 

Later Jane discovered that the persona he was projecting wa 
phony. He was manipulating her and gambling all the while. Fa 
from being the gentleman and family man, he was a selfisl 
immature and conniviQg impostor. 



Jane was romanced with promises, champagne, balloons and 
flowers; she was wooed with passionate love letters and Valentine 
chocolates, but the underlying motivation was sinister. Always the 
gambler was trying to cover his tracks and come out the winner at 
home and at the game. 'To me he is not the person I met over five 
years ago," Jane says, "He is some alien." 

Jane's alienation from her loved one is an almost universal 
reaction among spouses of compulsive gamblers. Naomi Sampson 
of the Northwest Territories confides that "it was love at first 
sight" for her and her partner. "I didn't think he was a gambler or 
a cheater," she says. As the relationship progressed, she had to 
accept that "love" had blinded her to the womanizing and the 
gambling. 

In Windsor, Trish Darwin experienced this initial attraction 
too. She mentions the shyness, the gentlemanly ways and the hard 
luck stories that aroused her sympathy for the gambler. Before 
long she was taken in by his tall tales and apparent concern for her 
and the children. "He wined and dined me," she remembers, "I 
was impressed." 

Loraine AUison, author of When The Stakes Are Too High, 
writes that she was initially impressed by her mate as well. ' W e  
we dated, Barry seemed to be in control of his life. He made me 
feel I could count on him to handle any problem. Although I was 
an independent person, I was quite at ease with this man who 
seemed able to handle anything life would throw at me. He was 
down-to-earth, calm, dependable and caring" (Allison 20). Her 
story reinforces the fact that there is often a sharp contrast 
between the person we thought we were marrying and the person 
that emerges after the mamage. Like countless gambling widows, 
Allison found herself living with inexplicable mood swings, hurtful 
lies and a "bottomless pit" of debt and despair (23). 



The shocking unmasking of the addict generally catches us 
off guard. I recall my own amazement at the surprising 
transformation of Steve right before my eyes at Monte Carlo. His 
reaction, so out of proportion to the situation, did seem "alien" to 
me. The honeymoon phase ends with the numbing realization that 
you are not operating on the same value system It feels as if you 
are from different planets. You leave the Prince behind at Le 
Casino and end up going home with a stranger. 

In my imagination he had taken on the characteristics of the 
fictional gambler in Fyodor Dostoevsky's stories. Steve was 
frequenting the "trashy rooms" so aptly described by the Russian 
author and consorting with the "awful" crowd (19). I was trying 
to draw him away from "the sordidness of all the rabble" but he 
was "a lost man" unable to give up the tables (127). I believed 
gaming was "morally homd and dirty;" whereas, he longed for the 
"strange sensation" that came with the action (20). How could I 
possibly compete with an activity that sparked a thrill at his heart 
and almost sent him into convulsions (124)? 



INTERLUDE IN THE DESERT: FROM 
LAS VEGAS TO LAKE TAHOE 

Once I was back in North America, I managed to push the 
Monte Carlo incident out of my consciousness. I resigned from 
my teaching job in Ontario and moved to Providence, Rhode 
Island with Steve. The year passed quickly as I worked at a book 
store and took journalism courses while Steve was finishing his 
undergraduate degree. After his graduation we decided to move 
to his home state of California where he would complete his 
Masters in Fine Arts. 

Moving across the United States meant a final severance of 
family and national ties for me. At age 24 I was still adventurous 
enough to look forward to new opportunities in the west. Like 
modern nomads we packed all we valued into a trailer and began 
the trek to Lotus Land. Everything was harmonious until we hit 
Las Vegas. 

Everything is based on mirage and illusion in Las Vegas; 
everything is designed to transport the visitor as far as possible 
from reality. As David Johnston tells us in Temples of Chance, 
nothing is too gaudy or artificial to the architects of this "fantasy 
world." The sole purpose of all the fake gold, simulated gardens, 
extravagant decor and flashing neon is to "win the hearts and 
pocketbooks of the people" (209). 

Once more the lure of Lady Luck was irresistible. Steve was 
seduced by the whirling wheels, tinseled affluence and pulsating 
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neon of Las Vegas. In the Nevada desert I was forced to relive the 
same tug of war that had disrupted our European trip. Again I 
found myself trying to control his gambling and force him away 
from the blackjack tables. It took tremendous persuasion to get 
him back on the road again so that we could reach San Francisco 
with some money for an apartment. 

The Las Vegas struggle was a prelude to many more similar 
scenarios. Like most gambling widows I witnessed the 
progression of his betting from casual to serious to desperate. In 
Steve's case the stages seemed to be compressed. He was 
instantly entranced in Monte Carlo and Las Vegas. The memory 
of the stimulation and the action stayed with him and he was 
constantly engineering ways to return to the casinos. 

When we lived in San Francisco we travelled periodically to 
Reno and Lake Tahoe to gamble. In the casual phase of his 
addiction, I did not oppose these trips since it was exciting and a 
novelty to me as well. Steve taught me how to play blackjack so 
that I would leave him alone when we got to the casinos. He 
would stay up all night in the city that never sleeps; I would try to 
distract him from the tables but inevitably I went to our hotel 
room alone. I slept while he gambled till daybreak. During these 
gambling holidays I experienced the first lonely pangs of the 
gambling widow's isolation. 

The lessons of Monte Carlo and Las Vegas were lost on me 
because I was caught in the denial stage. My behaviour was not 
unusual, according to Custer and Milt. They compare the 
progression of compulsive gambling to the development of 
cancer. It starts slowly and quietly; it may give no clear signal of 
its presence until it is well advanced (122). 

In this context denial means "refusing to acknowledge 
something to oneself, getting oneself to actually believe there is no 
danger at all" (123). Denial is made possible because the gambling 



2 subtle, almost invisible at first. It was easy for me to 
~k the annoying incidents, the irresponsible behaviour and 
~sual actions. 
ith this defense mechanism in place I was able to misread 
nmon characteristics of the compulsive gambler. According 
n R. Graham and Beverly H. Lowenfeld, the pathological 
:r is typically immature, aggressive, insecure, impulsive and 
~tric. In their analysis of "The Personality Dimensions of the 
3gical Gambler" they claim that problem gamblers display 
trd for social customs and mores. In addition, gamblers tend 
ulnerable to real and imagined threats as well as excessively 
lent on wives and mothers (63). 
.alter Miller, a clinician involved in outpatient treatment of 
xs, supports the Graham and Lowenfeld profile. Writing in 

_--- - - m a l  of Gambling Behaviour, Miller says the sadness, guilt, 
shame and insecurity experienced by the gambler can be absorbed 
by the action and fantasy world of gambling. The action provides 
both stimulation and tranquilization, he says. In the fantasy world 
the gambler feels important, decisive and sometimes omnipotent 
and independent (98). Gambling becomes an activity around 
which he can organize his life; it gives structure, continuity and 
meaning. "The action allows him to counteract feelings of 
emptiness or nothingness. Instead of feeling inadequate, he feels 
euphoric and powerful. It helps him stave off the ever stifling fear 
of death" (99). 

Of course, I was unable to recognize Steve's maladaptive 
behaviours at the time. I suppressed my anxiety when I saw that 
he was totally involved with gambling or with obtaining money to 
gamble. I looked the other way when I sensed that he was 
gambling larger amounts of money than he intended and 
increasing the size and frequency of his bets. 



This type of behaviour rings alarm bells for researchers such 
as Henry Lesieur. In his report to a symposium on gambling, 
Lesieur notes that "pathological gamblers become preoccupied 
with gambling in the same way that alcoholics and other drug 
addicts become preoccupied with a drug" (222). Gambling does 
not produce intoxication or physical impairment, he 
acknowledges, but it does cause economic and social impairment. 

Lesieur points out that gamblers go through specific phases in 
their addiction. For instance, the "losing phase" has been 
identified as that stage where the gambler is "chasing" his losses; 
he continues this effort despite repeated efforts to cut back or 
quit. Restlessness and irritability disrupt family life as regaining 
lost money becomes an obsession (223). Loved ones will be 
mortified to find him gambling when he is supposed to be fulfilling 
social, educational or occupational obligations. Above all he 
continues to gamble despite mounting debt and significant legal or 
occupational problems (222). 

Denial can be sustained for month? or years because of the 
nature of gambling addiction. Mary Heinernan, an American 
clinician, has conducted a comparison study of wives of alcoholics 
and wives of pathological gamblers. In her summary in the Journal 
of Gambling Behaviour, she writes that the wife of an alcoholic 
can see empty bottles, smell liquor on the breath, witness 
blackouts and physical impairment. The gambling widow, 
however, may feel a sense of vertigo, a sense that she is losing her 
mind because the signs of the disease are intangible. The gambler 
may be irritable for no apparent reason, may lash out or withdraw 
or act in a secretive manner. In addition, he may keep erratic 
hours, make excuses to leave the house and generally act in a 
bizarre manner (30). 

I adjusted to this pattern of behaviour as the months passed. 
While other couples went to vacation spots where the 
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ways insisted on Reno or Vegas or Tahoe. He had to be in 
n. 
ing this black phase of his illness, I wore my widow's 
:luctantly. The loss of my partner to the gaming halls was 
unt to death for me. I was plunged into mourning losses, 

little to do with money, as I grieved for the loss of 
onship, communication and fidelity. 
[ gradually acquired the "gambling widow syndrome," I 
-1y forsaken and abandoned. It was as if my destiny was 
bly intertwined with the choices of the gambler in my life. 
emotionally involved that I could not distinguish between 
mibilities and his obligations. When he was euphoric and 
LC, then I too was buoyant; when he was morose and 
d, then I too was suicidal. 
ies from this desperation phase show how crippling this 
ident Link can be: 

le went to Reno for a couple of days to gamble. He came 
z sad state; again he lost. Again he renounced gambling. 
he was bored with it. Oh, how I hate the old familiar 
I wish he would change but I know he never will. He is 
,d and so am I. 
ally wonder what the solution is. A vacation from each 
rhe removal of crutches? It's a terrible sickness, this 
that cripples us, makes us lazy and unable to produce. 

lot good for each other. I refuse to baby him any more or 
to excuses, promises, resolutions or aflrmations of "I 
. " 



March 13 

It makes me angry to think of how I am trapped I'r 
supposedly not tied down, but obviously my being is chained an 
paralyzed in ways I never felt before. We are too dependent upo 
one another, but we don'tpnd inspiration and sustenance in on 
another. Instead we drain creativity and sap each other 
strength. We are a bad combination, there's no doubt. I know if 
go, I will feel bereft and helpless for some time but somehow h 
will suffer more. He is too accustomed to me, my money, m 
passiveness. 

August 19 

Steve disappeared again last night. It is common now for m 
to wake up in the morning alone. How I fantasize about doing th 
same thing to him He would roll over at dawn and find the be 
deserted beside him He would feel helpless, hurt, angry, berej 
He would take it to heart as insulting and inconsiderate. H 
would be overcome with depression and curse the loneliness an 
emptiness. He would wonder why nothing matters to me. 

Almost universally, gambling widows point to desertion as 
one of the most painful aspects of loving a compulsive gambler. 
Feelings of abandonment and loneliness combined with an 
unhealthy co-dependence make the lives of both partners 
miserable. 
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ipartment, I landed work immediately in a 
ok shop. I convinced myself that Steve 
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ie spouse of a compulsive gambler, the battle over 
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:ed his habit" (25). 
ler study authored by Heineman, she warns that there 
in taking on the role of the surrogate mother. If this 
the spouse, she may open the gambler's mail, pay his 
low him to get away without contributing to the 
: of the home. The spouse who finds herself playing 
m overly responsible parent may be well-meaning, but 
ences are very damaging, according to Heineman. As 
the spouse enables the gambler to go on being 
:. "Irresponsibility is one of the components of the 
: says, "And compulsive gamblers desire nothing more 
: another person step in and be accountable for them, 

3y leaving them free to gamble" (326). 
leineman's observations are confirmed by gambling widows 
lave spun helplessly on this wheel of misfortune. 
)onna Anderson, a New Brunswick native, agrees that the 
lulsive gambler is "a good con." Her partner persuaded her 
rt with her pension fund withdrawal when she quit her job 
loved to be with him She also allowed him to use her credit 
md her personal bank identification card number. 
rhis trust led to tragic results since her husband was addicted 
ieo lottery machines. 'We suffered many material losses," 
a says. '%very time we went out he'd play the video 
ines. There would be no dancing, no interaction with other 



people. I gave him money when he wanted it and also j 

control of our finances." 
Donna's surrender of personal power to the gaml 

repeated pattern in the history of this addiction. H 
Brunswick neighbour, Jane Danson, worked herself to ex 
as a waitress only to have her husband squander her 
gambling. "I tried to help the best way I knew," she sa 
nothing seemed to work. I gave him support and enthus 
he just continued to criticize me and lie and manipulate." 

Jane reports that her mate was earning an adequate v 
carpenter but she never saw any of the pay cheques. "He 
said that his boss ripped him off or that he was making ' 
payment," she says. Then he would ask her for gas mone 
vehicle, sneak out to charge the fuel and gamble away th 
Jane provided. 

"He was so manipulative," she claims, "I found out 
lot of money he owed to people, the truck payment, corn( 
friends, family, gas bars. We were in trouble because F 
barely get money for food." 

He deceived his sister into giving him cash for g 
according to Jane, yet she never knew him to spend his n 
provisions for the family. "I would go to work crying eve 
found out about another lie or another debt," she sa 
friends at work felt bad for me; I was biking to work bet 
couldn't afford to fvc a small part on my car. I was stre 
and pregnant with my last child. My friends helped me 
food and a little money, but no one really understood eve 
was going through." 

One woman who undoubtedly understands Jane's t~ 

her counterpart in Ontario, Amy Hall. She found out 
years of marriage that her husband simply could not cc 
family responsibilities. Although he was a kind fat 
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vas an absentee parent who travelled and gambled 
were frequent separations because of "the strain of 
:tion." 
:ribes her husband as a man who "shirked his 
" and abandoned her to look after all the problems 
unily and running a home. The gambler's family 
r, she feels, when she struggled to get on her feet 
:y criticized her if she made more money than he 
L work many times to pay off his gambling debts. 
nd manipulations destroyed her faith m a man who 
: potential, in her estimation. In the early stages of 
rationalized the gambling by telling her he wanted 
)f the luxuries she deserved to make her life easier. 
:n he won $100,000 m the provincial lottery, she 
to note that none of the "so-called luxuries" came 

IS that it costs a great deal to live with a compulsive 
.osts are financial, social and emotional, in her view. 
cret to peace of mind rests in rejecting any personal 
or the gambler's actions. 
vice could certainly apply to the situation faced by 
IW, Dorothy Canton in British Columbia. She too 
igh the highs and lows of the rollercoaster 
he indicates that her mate's obsession with race 
and casino gaming contributed to her emotional 

first met the gambler, Dorothy says, "I didn't really 
ne how much he actually spent at the track; he said 
;dement and the 'high' he got from winning." 
s true that he was in a jovial mood in the winning 
uld be approachable, affectionate and anxious to 
dinner and the movies. In the losing phase, 



unfortunately, a Dr. JekyllIMr. Hyde transformation would take 
place. He would be very "cranky and ornery," Dorothy says. "I 
couldn't talk to him; he would be mentally abusive to me; 
sometimes he'd just clam up and watch tv for hours." 

'Financially, we were not doing that great," she says. "I work 
full time and my .money goes towards groceries and bills. My 
boyfhend has never really established a bank account. I tried a 
joint account but he always brought the account into overdraft." 

The gambler's family enabled her mate's habit by making his 
car payments for him, she adds. "As long as I have known him, he 
has never really had a pay cheque. The money is always taken in 
'drags' before pay day. Sometimes he goes way over and ends up 
actually owing the company. He never has extra cash for 
anything." 

Sometimes the gambler successfully manipulated Dorothy 
into accepting that somehow she was responsible for his 
problems. "Through the bouts of mental abuse, I was led to 
believe it was all my fault," she says. "He said that the gambling 
made him feel good and that I drove him nuts so this (the 
gambling) was an escape." 

"I guess I never adjusted to the gambling," Dorothy 
concludes. "I tried to ignore it." 

Ignoring it did not work for Dorothy and it did not work for 
Nancy Gilroy in Prince Edward Island either. This Charlottetown 
gambling widow warns, "It doesn't seem like a problem until it 
actually happens and even then you think it will go away or that it 
is just an impulse or a slip." 

Nancy's mate ''became obsessed with gambling," she recalls, 
and in the process became "very moody and temperamental." She 
knew he was beyond her reach when he became so attached to a 
video lottery machine that he was no longer aware of her 
presence. "I watched him while he put quarter after quarter, 



loonie after loonie, in the machine," she says, "I watched while he 
touched the buttons; I watched him while he looked at the screen. 
I sat beside him and I cried the whole time." 

Helplessness and confusion overwhelm witnesses of habitual 
gamblers. Nancy's sense of betrayal is a common reaction when 
the addiction progresses to this serious stage. 

**** 

Minimizing and ignoring the problem helped me defend 
myself against Steve's gambling too. But, inevitably, a series of 
critical events would bring reality crashing down around me. 

Since the rent was chronically overdue, the land lady began to 
phone repeatedly. Steve intercepted the calls and gave her his 
famous run-around until she grew tired of the stalling. Eviction 
was on the horizon. 

Steve considered himself to be a cunning bargain hunter. At 
one point we were in need of a different vehicle (because his 
previous "bargain" was a death trap.) He talked me into 
withdrawing cash from the bank so he could go directly across 
town to buy an advertised used car. The seller was demanding 
"cash only," Steve insisted. It had to be done quickly because the 
car was "a good deal" and would sell fast. 

Why did I have that uneasy feeling in the pit of my stomach 
as I handed over the money? Why was my mind full of misgiving 
as I watched him board the cable car and set off on his mission? 

He phoned me at work mid-way through my afternoon shift 
to deliver the bad news. The money had been lost or stolen on the 
municipal bus enroute to pick up the car. 

In the weeks that followed, catastrophe was layered upon 
catastrophe until my mind could not distinguish between fantasy 



The dark cloud of misfortune that hung over Steve's head 
would not budge. We were both inextricably bound together on 
the wheel of misery created by gambling. 

Try as I might I could never seem to get close to the 
charming character that first attracted me. Physically my Prince 
seemed to be the same person I had met that romantic summer, 
but inside his psychological make-up some alteration had taken 
place. The honeymoon had been hijacked by Lady Luck. 

In essence, I became forever spiritually connected to Steve's 
tortured soul. I never stopped trying to understand why he 
marched to a different drummer so out of tune with the rest of 
humanity. I never stopped analyzing the familial, social, economic 
and gender factors that played a part in his final act. 



LADY LUCK: INVISIBLE AND 
INVINCIBLE ENEMY 

If Steve had been lost to me through a passionate love affair, 
the situation might have been easier to understand. But there was 
no tangible "other woman" keeping him out all night; his psychic 
mistress was the legendary Lady Luck. She was a formidable 
enemy and nothing in my life experience had prepared me for the 
futility of this battle. 

As Gilbert Geis states in his examination of gambling, "the 
ethos of luck" pervades our society. In his book Not the Law's 
Business he comments that hard work plus luck is regarded as the 
key to success in our culture. Most success stories in the media 
pay tribute to the role of luck (225). Steve had bought into this 
ethos of luck and quickly abandoned conventional wisdom that 
tells us get-rich-quick schemes rarely work. 

Geis goes on to claim that "psychologically gambhg serves 
as a ritualistic flirtation with an unknown fate." Gambling also 
serves as "a kind of question addressed to destiny" and eventually 
becomes "a simulation of life itself' (225). For Steve the 
"flirtation" with Fortuna or Lady Luck would lead to obsession 
and escape from his mundane worldly commitments. 

He was impossible to reach because gambling "provides 
escape from both the uncertainty and the boring routine of 
modem life by reinforcing, in familiar and highly ritualized 
surroundings, conventions and roles that let gamblers feel, at least 
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for the duration of the game, that they are the masters of their 
fates" (Abt, Smith, Christiansen 417). My companionship could 
never compete with Lady Luck and her mythic allure. 

Like most people who live with an addicted partner, I 
brainstormed ways to control the problem I was clever and very 
resourceful; surely I could will all of this craziness to stop. 

No matter what kind of strategy I came up with, Steve was 
always one step ahead of me. He had heightened powers of 
manipulation that astound me with their complexity even to this 
day. 

Often my reaction to the gambling excesses was irrational and 
hysterical. Threats were my main ammunition. And feeble threats 
they were, since I was thousands of miles away from home and 
deprived of any network of support. 

"If you don't start pulling your weight around here," I'd say, 
'Then I'm gone; I'm not going to stick around here and watch 
you lose everything I make." 

The spectre of me leaving sometimes had a momentary 
impact on hin There would be promises to turn over a new leaf; 
he'd cajole me into going out to dinner and the theatre. He'd try 
anything to distract me from the main issue: his out of control 
wagering. 

Since I believed he could change, if he wanted to, I always 
went along with these revivals of the honeymoon phase. In my 
heart I was sure it was just a matter of self-discipline; he could 
stay away from the blackjack tables if he truly desired to quit. 

When threats didn't work, I resorted to punishment and 
deprivation of various sorts. 1 cut off his allowance like a punitive 
parent; I withdrew my affection and gave him the cold shoulder 
and silent treatment. To shame bun, I told his family about how he 
sponged off me and could not hold a job. All of this backfired and 
I ended up looking like the ogre in the situation. 



In my campaign to force Steve to live, what I considered to 
be, a "normal" life, I provided him with job leads. I showed him 
how it was done by working at two jobs myself. And I watched 
him like a hawk to make sure he was following my rules. 

My midnight vigils, long-winded lectures, and floods of tears 
were to no avail. I would come home from work and find an 
empty apartment and a hastily scrawled note on the table. Or just 
at bedtime Steve would say, "I'm just going to the comer store 
for the newspaper; I'll be back in a few minutes." He would be 
gone the entire night and I would be left gnashing my teeth in 
frustration. 

This pattern did not happen over night, of course; it was a 
routine that developed over the course of several years. In the 
years following the Monte Carlo fiasco, the gambling escalated in 
severity as I scrambled to invent new ways to counteract it. The 

1 relentless tension and anxiety destroyed my physical health as I fell 
into a condition the experts label "the exhaustion phase." 

According to Custer and Milt, spouses may resort to 
tranquilizers, anti-depressants and even suicide when all efforts to 
stop the gambling are stymied (145). Even if suicide doesn't 
become an option, gambling widows experience insomnia, severe 
headaches and diarrhea in this desperate stage. Many spouses feel 
totally defeated by the problem and unable to function. Some 
report feeling dazed, disoriented, unhinged and alienated from all 
support. 

The first ailment to manifest itself was pain in my left jaw. 
Loneliness, fear and anger combined to make me grit my teeth in 
both waking and sleeping hours. The temporomandibular joint 
(TMJ) snapped under the pressure and I ended up seeking 
treatment at a special clinic in San Francisco. 

Treatment involved cortisone shots in the jaw joint, 
prescriptions for Valium and Fiorinol as well as custom-made 



plastic retainers. Unwanted drug therapy and cumbersome 
appliances compounded my anguish The dentists paid attention to 
my physical discomfort, but no one knew how to cure my 
emotional discontent. Through it all I guess I knew there had to 
be another way to fix my life before the pain in my head would 
subside. 

My physical deterioration did nothing to deter the gambler 
from his trips to Artichoke Joe's and other gaming outlets. The 
betting was out of control and I found it increasingly more 
difficult to function at work. I had exhausted my repertoire of 
tricks to make him stop. Steve, however, had no shortage of ways 
to fool me. Lady Luck had his heart and his soul securely under 
her spell. 

Once he understood that I was too weak to block him 
anymore, Steve became more aggressive in his chase of the big 
win. He felt no qualms about leaving me alone with my illness and 
rushing to the waiting arms of Lady Luck. 

**** 

The mind/body connection is clearly underscored by the 
physical complaints reported by gambling widows. In my case the 
body mirrored what the mind could not accept. I feel the 
immobility of my left jaw was symbolic of the paralysis I felt in my 
life with the gambler. 

Researchers at the National Centre for Pathological Gambling 
in Baltimore, c o n f i  that the wives of gamblers have strong 
feelings of anger, guilt, isolation and depression. Valerie C. 
Lorenz and Robert A. Yaffee have studied the psychosomatic, 
emotional and marital difficulties experienced by gambling 
widows. In their surveys spouses report a multitude of physical 
symptoms linked to the gambler's behaviour including headaches, 
breathing difficulties, backaches and stomach problems (1 14). 



menz and Yaffee contend that pathological gambling is 
mental to family health. Since the gambler and spouse 
~lly exhibit a symbiotic or co-dependent relationship, they 
share the same symptoms. During the exhaustion or 

ration phase it is not unusual for both to report knotted 
ch, migraines, asthma, stiff neck, hives, fainting spells, 
-es, heavy perspiration or even amnesia (1 17). 
'he complaints catalogued by Lorenz and Yaffee are echoed 
testimonials of gambling widows. For Donna Anderson of 

Brunswick, her stress was revealed in chronic back pain. She 
the emotional and physical pain of living with gambling 

together into what she describes as "total despair." 
ackie Cassidy of Nova Scotia confirms Donna's experience. 
nsornnia and "problems with my nerves" were all linked to 
r over the gambling. Jackie endured tremendous stress from 
usband's addiction to video poker machines but tried to 
n strong for the sake of her children. 
Vomen who live with problem gambling often refer to "bad 
s," sleeplessness, and headaches as evidence of their struggle 
rvive. As Helen Adam of Ontario relates, overeating is 
er common signal of distress. She sought food as a solace to 
lut the pain of her mate's mental abuse. 
ane Danson of New Brunswick agrees that eating disorders 
accompany anxiety over losses. "I lost a lot of weight which 
rery noticeable," she says, "I never received any help for my 
1 problems because I felt no one was understanding what was 
ming with me." 
:onstant colds, flu and even pneumonia testified to Bobbie 
:tt's lowered resistance during the height of the gambling. 
southern Ontario woman says she would be unable to eat 
her husband was on a gambling binge. This would be 

vated by insomnia. 



Trish Darwin, also an Ontario resident, acknowledges, 'l'm 
tired all the time; I find the gambler more stressful than the three 
kids, the dog, two cats and all the housework put together." 

In the process of trying to rein in the runaway betting, 
spouses frequently collapse under the strain. Visits to family 
doctors for migraines, indigestion, weight problems and heart 
palpitations may be calls for help with underlying stress. It is a 
truism that the body doesn't lie when something is amiss in a 
person's life. Living with the financial and emotional chaos of 
gambling addiction often leads to stress-related disorders. Note 
the deterioration expressed in the following personal journal 
passages: 

March 18 

An indescribable depression and tension overtook my body. 
My stomach was in knots, my heart was wild, my breathing 
shallow; I physically could not cope. I know I can be independent 
again. All I need is the resolve to douse my compassion for him. 
He is penniless, friendless and insecure. How can I add to his 
problems by abandoning him? I had insomnia all night. I lay 
awake with horrible gut-wrenching tension and ulcerating 
anxiety. I tossed and turned and grasped for resolution. In the 
morning my body achesfrom the throes of indecision. 

May 4 

I am suffering from severe insomnia; I am running in circles, 
overextending myselfi He has borrowed another $600 to pay ofS 
his charge card. I am really disturbed by the amount of money he 
owes. He still wastes a lot of time and drinks too much to suit me. 
I still find he drags me down with his had habits. We are locked 



in pig-headed, petty quarrels. He is not living up to his promises; 
he owes his parents $3000. 

June 22 

I hate going to doctors. I feel I have to apologize for being 
there, for being a hypochondriac. I explained to her my run-down 
condition, my recurring eye infections, the bad taste in my mouth, 
the anxiety attacks, the depression. I went through the 
examination on the verge of tears. The doctor was friendly and 
chatty but I think she just thought I was living a stale lve with no 
future prospects. Somehow getting a check-up is depressing in 
itself because you use up your last option; now you have to 
complete the recovery on your own. 

September 4 

My stomach upsets are constant now. I have horrible, 
restless nights of cramps. I dare not go to new restaurants. I 
often call in sick to work and spend miserable days with diarrhea. 
Friends call and I am too weak to talk on the phone; my stomach 
will tolerate nothing. 

The retching, running, vomiting have all put a strain on my 
internal organs. I spend my days sleeping in various parts of the 
house. I try to go for a walk but the daylight hurts my eyes. I feel 
dizzy, out of it, alien. M y  bones hurt, my muscles ache and my 
abdomen is sore and sensitive. 

Another recurring pattern in the writing of gambling widows 
is vampire imagery. Terms frequently used in the journals of 
spouses include: draining, depleting, leeching, bleeding, sapping 



and robbing. Since a gambler may use stealth, cunning, disguise 
and charm to seduce the spouse, the vampire image is an apt one. 

After a debt crisis or a theft, as the following journa' 
excerpts illustrate, women often view the gambler as a species oj 
vampire. 

June 21 

Our relationship is a prison. Steve is in a particularl) 
distressed state over his losses. He really is a sorrowful thing ai 
the moment. We withdrew another $1 100 from my account today. 
There I go gambling on him again, throwing away my money, 
bailing him out. For him the well never goes dry. I let him bleea 
me some more! 

September 13 

I was at my wits' end. Another $500 was missing from m) 
bank account. I can't stand the charade any longer. I am 
supposed to have $3300 in savings but he has drained it down. 1 
demanded an explanation but he won't level with me. I am so sich 
of working and bringing home money that is leeched away by a 
ne'er-do-well. I am tired of subsidizing his sick lifestyle. What a 
burden he has become! I can't understand anyone living thai 
way, vampirizing my energy and my eforts. 

July 4 

I went to the bank to get him another $500. That realb 
depressed me. All week I have been in tears unable to face mj 
day, sapped physically and spiritually. Now I have to shell oui 
cash again. He owes Mastercharge, the loan company, and alr 
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lities. The doctor says my white blood cell count is down. I 
:eased to feel anything; I am paralyzed. I hate myself for 
too weak to overcome this sickness. 

e finally has a nine to five job. Strange. He can't handle 
tting out of bed, the arrival on time, the tedium of the work- 
world. There's something lacking in h im I accept hard 

zs a part of living but he feels he is above labour. He owes 
er $3000, money earned at a filthy, demeaning job and yet 
rtinues to feed on me without guilt. 

'e is a millstone, dead weight, poison vine dragging me 
I have no respect for him All of my efforts have been for 
t. He has depleted the proceeds of hours and hours of . 

z put in at the store. Leech! Thiej? Liar! Criminal! 
ing! He's a deceitjid, blood-sucking amoral gambler. He 
5e trusted. 

.s has been emphasized by firsthand witnesses, gambling can 
y everything meaningful in a relationship. As long as Lady 
is the central focus of the gambler's life, the spouse will 
Irate physically and mentally. Lady Luck is a faceless 
re, but her influence is deadly. 



FEAR AND INDECISION: 
THE UNDERWORLD THREAT 

I hit bottom long before the gambler in my life. Once all of 
my mental resources had been squandered, then total physical 
depletion followed. Efforts to salvage our rapport were doomed 
since Steve was operating on a different plane of existence. He 
had become a stranger, and a dangerous one at that. 

Trust had become a totally meaningless concept. He lied 
about his whereabouts, he lied about his losses and he lied about 
his intentions. There were no moral boundaries now as he stole 
the nestegg I had been hoarding for my getaway. I was a hostage 
to his compulsion. 

In the desperation phase of his illness, nothing was sacred. He 
was chasing his losses and nothing could stand in his way. Nipping 
at his heels and pumping up his mania were the loan sharks. 
Somewhere on a dark night, when he sneaked away from our 
home, he slipped over the edge into a seedy netherworld that was 
foreign to me. 

I had no understanding of the depths to which he had sunk 
until the phone calls began. Cold, menacing voices rattled in the 
middle of the night demanding loan payments. Threats of bodily 
harm and explicit descriptions of penalties for non-payment kept 
me pacing the floor. 
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: was nowhere to turn; the destruction of my safety net 
lete. No matter how I pleaded with him, no matter how 
lard I worked, there would never be an end to the cycle 

ened by colitis and nausea, I took to my bed. Hiding 
livered in dread and hopelessness. When Steve came 
n gambling, I told him that I was scared and sick, that I 
m But he abandoned me for the card games anyway. 
me, I saw my choices clearly in stark black and white: 
th. 
lonths I had been a crazed being wandering from room 

in our apartment, pondering, plotting, planning. 
and paralyzed by fear, I couldn't act to remove myself 

ituation. I couldn't see my way out of the black pit. The 
lint came when I reached such a state of dehydration 
dn' t rise from the couch 
pirit appeared to forsake my body and hover above me; 
ne to choose. Would I die or would I summon the 
3 flee this insanity? It was at this low ebb that I made 
In to live. It would still be gut-wrenching from that day 
at least I had a goal. I would save myself. 
lution is one thing; disengaging from the convoluted 
ited by gambling is another. Severing the bonds that 
; would be far more difficult than I could ever imagine. 

**** 
lnal activity is not always present. in the gambler's 
, but it is a frequent part of the desperation phase. My 
bbed my bank account but instead of charging him with 
lamed the bank teller for believing his lies. The bank 
:itution but Steve suffered no consequences. When we 
lousehold I chose to remain blind to his illegal activities. 



Years later I began to understand that I wore blinders tl 
his outlaw phase. 

The following journal excerpts from those confu! 
demonstrate my denial and disbelief: 

December 1 

I am rudderless and confised. Steve has dealt m 
blow th,at keeps me reeling in disbeliej He has stolen r 
of my bank account at least three times even though I q 
removed his name from our joint account. Iflew into a r 
time it happened but still he went behind my back and di 
my savings. He is a hopeless criminal. He is so sick and 
from reality that I cannot feel anything for h im I am s 
his selfpity and suicide threats, I can no longer be syfi 
Sometimes I wish he would jump off the Golden Gate B 
end the misery for both of us. 

January 11 

He claims that he borrowed money from a loan sh 
he was gambling, that he stole money from my accoh 
face of physical threats. How can anyone manufactur 
movie script for a life? He can 't be trusted 

We went through a bad period last spring when I M 
leaving. He begged me to stay, made protestations of 
promised to turn over a new leaj It meant nothing. He 
a turn for the worse. More lying, more cheating, more 4 
He is a master of emotional blackmail. He count 
indecisiveness and my willingness to believe in his poten 
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:nial is prevalent among women who live with 
gamblers. Like Helen Adam they report "money 
my purse" or "money missing from a joint bank 
if it was some naughty child who took it. 

of gamblers often exhibit a high tolerance for 
behaviour. Jane Danson's experience is a clear 

f this pattern. The gambler in her life followed her 
phoned her night and day, and finally broke down her 
)or. And yet she could not view him as a criminal 
sically assaulted her. "It is hard to get out," she 
I believe they will change. You want it to work out so 
ope that it will be the way it used to be." 
is the definition of "criminal" that is misunderstood 
n She chooses not to recognize bounced cheques, 
bunt books or embezzlement as criminal. Such self- 
xtuates the crisis. 
Canton recalls bailing her bofiend out of trouble 

leques to "acquaintances." There were vague threats 
car would be wrecked, legs would be broken." In 

ie realizes these were underworld "acquaintances" or 

resisted accepting the reality of her boyfriend's fraud 
:y both worked for the same company and she noted 
irregularities that disturbed her. 'Money kept going 

5 says, "And people who I would phone regarding 
mnts receivable would say they paid their bills already 
ipts. When I got together with them later, I could not 
ching invoice." She knew her boyfriend was 
from the company but she was afiaid to "snitch" on 

e of his theft would turn up later when she found 
S" or "received on account" slips in his wallet, in the 



fireplace or in his vehicle. Despite indications of suspicious 
activity, Dorothy thought gambling was "just a weak spot cC ":- " 
Her "love" kept her from turning him in. 

Downplaying the severity of the problem is the SF 

major defense mechanism Bobbie Haskett relates a brush 
mysterious phone caller that really brought home to he 
seriousness of the situation." She had been struggling to m 
a home and protect her children from the stress, b~ 
frightening day it all fell apart. 

She came home from work and noticed a strange man 
in a car at the end of her lawn. Ordinarily, this would not 
unusual sight but "this one didn't feel right to me at all," sh~ 
"As I got out of the car, I noticed the man pick up a clipboa 
write something down. I hustled the kids into the hous 
noticed the message light flashing on the phone. When I cl 
the message, it was a hang-up call. I went to the front 
house and peeked out. The car was still there. Then the 
rang." She was certain the call was from the man outsidt 
stranger mispronounced her husband's name and quizze 
about his expected time of arrival. Bobbie gave the caller 
details necessary to track down her husband. She was in a 
and would do anything to get the stranger away from her chi 

The incident profoundly shook her sense of control ov 
circumstances. She feared the caller might be "a loan sharl 
bookie or even a hired killer." It was a crucial turning poi 
Bobbie; she knew she had to get out. 

Trish Darwin openly acknowledges that criminal activi 
been present in her relationship with a gambler. 'We havc 
been arrested for fraud and forgery," she says. 'We had no I 
and three children plus our other expenses. I was absc 
devastated when my name appeared in the newspaper. I h 
months until I thought everyone had forgotten." 
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In addition to the public humiliation that resulted from a 
liaison with a gambler, Trish put up with the control tactics of her 
husband. He spied on her and scrutinized her daily routine. She 
claims he stole her wedding rings, bracelets and chains to pawn 
for gambling money. Meanwhile, he tried to bully her into 
believing she had misplaced them. 

Physical and mental abuse are apparent in Sharon Lambert's 
story too. During the gambler's disturbing mood swings, she says, 
"Sometimes he would raise his hand to strike me and then say, 
'you're not worth it'." 

She found that confrontation over gambling provoked her 
husband "to beat me or twist my arms." A twelve thousand dollar 
loan taken out by the gambler threw her into a deep depression, 
she reveals. "I knew I could not forgive the deceiving, the stealing 
money from the family and the lying." 

Her husband was incarcerated for a period of time after an 
accident in which a cyclist died. After that he continued to gamble 
even when he was in a half-way house, she reports. He abused 
other loans and charge cards to the point that retail stores were 
taking legal action against him. 

The anecdotal evidence about criminal activity provided by 
spouses is verified by other observers. For example, Henry 
Lesieur, writes that "ultimately pathological gambling results in 
crime" (162). In an article entitled "Compulsive Gambling," he 
notes that crime is often part of the roller-coaster experience of 
wins, losses and breaking even. In the long run, losses always 
outweigh wins; therefore, bounced cheques, insurance fraud and 
embezzlement become attractive to the gambler. Studies have 
uncovered a wide variety of illegal behaviours among compulsive 
gamblers. They may engage in tax evasion, burglary, pimping, 
drug dealing and theft. "Approximately two-thirds of non- 
incarcerated and 97 percent of incarcerated pathological gamblers 



admit engaging in illegal behaviour to finance gambling o 
gambling debts," according to Lesieur (162). 

David Spanier also describes the involvement of garnbl 
both white collar crime and street crime in his book, Easv M 
"Crooks and cheats are drawn to gambling like maggots tc 
cheese," he writes (177). He contends that gambling offers 
temptations to participate in "chicanery" or dishonesty; hop 
it is often hard to distinguish between criminals who garnbl 
gamblers who are led into crime (81). 'There is no doub 
there is something inherent in gambling which at 
criminality," he concludes, "And that something is ready mc 
(82). 

The headlines in Canadian newspapers trumpet this rc 
For instance, an Ottawa report says, "a gambling addiction 
man to become involved in a black-market scheme tc 
Canadian passports" (Sudbuw Star A7). According to the a 
the gambler had lost $50,000 in a spree at the Hull Casinc 
ended up pleading guilty to possession of stolen goods. 

The growth of home invasion crime has also been link 
gambling by Canadian law enforcement officials. The Glob 
Mail reports that perpetrators seem to enjoy terrorizing victi 
the process of robbing them. Drugs and gambling debt 
thought to be two factors behind many home invasions (1 
F12). 

In Vancouver a man whose soaring gambling debts tc 
sharks in the Far East forced him and his wife to become 
couriers was sent to jail for ten years. The indebted gamble 
offended his creditors when he couldn't pay back $70,000 
loan sharks told him he could turn his wife over to the1 
prostitution or he could become a heroin courier. The distr 
gambler was arrested with drugs worth $500,000 (Torontc 
A13). 
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Gambling grandpa nailed by cops after robbing bank with 
So ran the headline in a report from New York state. 

"ding to the newspaper, a 68 year old man with a bad heart 
ig gambling debts held up a bank with his grandson's toy 
3e had blown $100,000 and had run up more than $20,000 
dit card debts. He collapsed after a police chase (Sudbw 
42). 
incounters with the law often shock spouses into recognizing 
:ambling is deadly serious business. It sometimes takes a 
mg financial blow or a bizarre departure from normal 
iour to jolt the spouse out of denial. Having underworld 
s touch our lives is just the extreme end of the spectrum. For 
the wake-up call comes earlier and with far less drama. 



RUNNING AWAY FROM HOME: 
ESCAPE TO CANADA 

Threats of physical injury jarred me out of my paralysis 
will. The intimidating phone calls and the unrelenting stress dro- 
me to move from San Francisco to Vancouver, British Columbi 
In my dazed state, I hoped that the geographical solution wou 
work. 

The act of leaving was painful and complicated. My partn 
had robbed my savings account so I had to work a little longer 
build up a getaway fund. The weeks leading up to my escape we 
marred by a tense battle of wits. Steve sensed my withdrawal ar 
did everything he could to dissuade me. 

I had to stand my ground and resist his usual pattern of gifi 
romantic dinners, scenic trips down the California coast. He w 
determined to win me over again, to prove to me that he cou 
change. As always, I felt overly responsible for him He was ! 

weak and helpless, in my eyes, that I felt guilty for leaving hi 
alone. 

When he saw that his familiar ploys would not work this tim 
he invented a different approach. He started to "help" me with n 
plans to move to Canada. In his fevered brain he began to see n 
flight as an opportunity for him to be free too. His hidden agenc 
was that he would join me in a few weeks. He refused to acce 
the fact that I fully intended to be on my own. Even after I left, 1 
clung to the fantasy .that he would follow me shortly. 
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Steve's self-deception is not unusual, according to Richard J. 
:nthal of the Los Angeles Psychoanalytic Institute. "A 
lent fantasy for the pathological gambler is to start life over, 
:turn to the beginning and wipe the slate clean. There is a 
ccupation with freedom -- freedom from responsibility, 
Lom from caring about others, freedom from the suffocating 
traints of conscience" (1 15). 
When I left California, I was an empty shell. Driving a fifteen 
old car with a push button transmission and an unknown 

ianical history, I made my run to freedom The miles passed 
d y  until I started my climb through the mountains of Oregon. 
e my ancient vehicle broke down in a deserted area, miles 
l any town. 
From out of nowhere a state trooper pulled into the isolated 
stop where I was stranded. He rescued me by calling a tow 
: and escorting me to a garage. I was so petrified and 
aught that I did not recognize this reprieve for the miracle it 

During my trek through Oregon and Washington states I 
in the car, freezing and fearful, afraid to spend my meagre 

s on a motel. The unexpected car repairs had eaten into my 
;et and years of living with gambling had distorted my 
ities and my view of money. All I knew then was that I had to 
ve. 
When I passed the international boundary and the scrutiny of 
)ms, I felt as if I was home free. For me the Canadian border 
a symbol of separation from the gambling and the fear 
:iated with it. 
Soon I was perched in a tiny bachelor apartment in a West 
highrise in Vancouver. The view of English Bay and ocean- 
: freighters was stunning. Alone in a silver-fish infested 

apartment I stared at my second-hand mattress on the floor and 



the cardboard boxes I was using for furniture. I had divestc 
myself of all material possessions in order to buy my freedor 
Steve kept the car, the stereo, the television, the furniture and t l ~  
souvenirs of our European trip. When I left I gave in to his 
begging and gave him three hundred dollars to ease my conscience 
for abandoning him. 

The first few weeks in the new environment were a blur. 
Numb and vulnerable after years of insecurity, I went to social 
services to ask for assistance. It hurt my pride but it was necessary 
since Steve had cleaned me out. It would be a month before I got 
off welfare and started working again. 

My first job in Vancouver was in a greeting card shop where 
the owner refused to provide adequate heat. In December the 
female employees were working with coats and gloves on and 
drinking coffee to keep w m  I didn't stay long; I moved on to a 
cashier position in an import store in Gastown. The owner there 
was a Scrooge with the heat as well and the rats had a field day in 
the old converted warehouse at night. Needless to say, these 
inhumane working conditions did nothing to improve my self- 
esteem. 

If I had fantasized that running away from the gambler would 
bring peace, I was soon proven naive., Steve would phone me 
frequently to plead with me and to test my resolve. Soon after I 
was settled, he called to inform me that his mother had died under 
mysterious circumstances. This only served to intensify my guilt 
for abandoning him and to fear for his own eventual suicide. 

Putting a thousand miles between me and the pain didn't 
work. I carried the low self-worth and depression into my British 
Columbia home. I was functioning at a basic level, earning a 
living, but inside I was a temfied little mouse afraid to face the 
future. 



Steve came to see me twice during my sojourn in British 
mbia. He had a former high school buddy who had married a 
,dim so he used that as an excuse to come north On both 
I had to be very adamant and resist the tug of his influence. 
ried to demonstrate to me that he was employed and paying 
is debts. I comforted myself with the thought that maybe he 
d be just fine without me to manage his life. Slowly we began 
sentangle our destinies. 

**** 

Faith in the geographical cure is common among addicts and 
: who love them Other spouses of gamblers report that 
ncing themselves from the problem does not create instant 
na. Psychological ties keep gambling widows in turmoil long 
physical separation occurs. 
Many women discover that it takes more than Garn-Anon and 
:o keep a marriage together. The support groups often work 
ive the spouse just enough clarity to leave the insecure 
tion. Sometimes the spouse decides she cannot live with 
rtainty no matter how many weeks or months he has been 
1. Moving has great appeal when creditors are closing in. 
In many instances, children are involved so total severance of 
act is impossible. As Jackie Cassidy points out, "At least 
I we were separated, I didn't have to wait around wondering 
1 he would return home. If he was gambling when we were 
rated, then it wasn't dumped on my lap to look after." The 
ren miss their parent, naturally, but being apart eases the 
s somewhat. 
Jane Danson knows all too well that moving out does not 
ys bring the anticipated freedom The gambler in her life 
ted her attempts to rebuild her life and start anew. He 
led her privacy, tormented her with devious strategies to get 



her back, and disrupted her every waking and sleeping rnoI 
with his intrusions. "Because the gambler continuously viol 
me and my children in our home," she says, "I felt I had to 
shelter at the transition house. We returned home after a v 
only for the harassment and stalking to resume within the h o ~  
my returning home." Restraining orders and changes of adc 
did nothing to make a clean break from the obsessed gambler. 

Years of brow-beating and mental abuse have a long la! 
impact on the partner of a problem gambler. Once the spc 
musters the courage and the financial resources to leave the 11~ 
it is not the end of the ordeal. The gambler's debts and dis 
continue to spill over into the family's newly found refuge. 

Ontario resident Sharon Lambert emphasizes that the chill 
are affected by not having an available father when the coup 
together. After separation, the neglect may be even r 
pronounced because he may have a new lover and refuse to 
child support. Phone calls and visitations may revive pa 
memories for all concerned. 

Sharon says she thought it would be too hard being on 
own as a single parent, but at least now she feels "free in my I 
again." Even after actual separation, the legacy of his f 
thousand dollar deficit forces them to rely on social assistance. 

The past may contaminate the present, according to Bo 
Haskett. After a year of separation one of her husband's lief 
surfaced and she was forced to dredge up unpleasant memorie 

"My car wouldn't start one Monday night," she recalls 
called the CAA to come and give me a boost. When the mech 
came, he had a look at the battery and told me I needed a new 
as it looked like I still had the original in the car. I told him 
wasn't true; I had had a new battery put in one and a half y 
ago. He just shrugged and said I should take the car in a m i  
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drove the car to Canadian Tire and asked them to have a look. 
The man came out and said I still had the original battery." 

It slowly dawned on her that it was one of her husband's old 
tricks. He had "thoughtfully" taken her car in for her when she 
had trouble starting it a year and a half ago. He had told her that 
the $150.00 was needed for the new battery and she had given 
him the money with no questions asked. 

"Obviously, I never got my new battery," she says, "And my 
$150.00 ended up at the track. My husband didn't bother with a 
lot of deceptions; he just wouldn't tell me anything." 

As Bobbie's anecdote illustrates, the gambler's lifestyle may 
return to haunt a family long after separation. Unpaid bills, NSF 
cheques, outstanding credit card charges, and secret loans may all 
be reminders that the connection is still there. The hurt and 
bitterness continue because the burden of debt repayment is on- 
going. 

The spouse of a compulsive gambler may run but she cannot 
hide. Loan sharks and collection agencies may track her down. 
She may have to fend off harassment from both the gambler and 
his creditors. The gambler may bombard her with threats of 
suicide or pleas for reconciliation. Even if there is no overt 
reminder of the chaos. rest will be hard won. 



GLIMMERS OF HOPE: RECOVERY I 
BRITISH COLUMBIA 

The geographical cure offered only short-term relief fo 
distress. In my quest for peace of mind I kept on running. 
crazy spring I travelled from Vancouver to Montreal, 
Sudbury to Toronto and eventually back to British Colu 
Restless and confused, I was searching for answers. 

It is often said in the field of recovery that people reh~ 
and rehearse before they are ready to make real changes in 
lives. I had developed a very high tolerance for addi 
behaviour and continued to drift into unsuitable relations 
Oblivious to my self-destructive pattern, I selected partners 
were either chronically unemployed, alcohol abusers or 
artists. 

Accustomed to chaos in my life, I continued to guess at 
was "normal," even in my new surroundings. Eventi 
circumstances delivered me to the door of an Al-Anon met 
As a newspaper reporter I had been invited by members oi 
support group to write an article about families of alcoholics 
highlight of the evening was when they announced the winner of 
the door prize; I had won a book entitled Livin~ with an 
Alcoholic. That was the beginning of a new awareness. 

Suddenly a lot of things began to make sense. The similarities 
between alcohol addiction and gambling addiction were not 
spelled out for me but I could read between the lines. I was not 
imagining the pain; the problem was real. 
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ittending the twelve step program I started to see some 
; of hope through the fog that shrouded my senses. The 
lat other women shared made me realize I wasn't alone. 
vomen experienced the insanity that accompanies 
ive drinking and betting. 
>ugh this mutual aid I was introduced to some principles 
: me a new perspective on addiction. As soon as I was 
I didn't cause his illness and that I couldn't control it, I 

 sing of my guilt. And when I was assured that I could not 
n immense burden was lifted from my shoulders. 
the time I lived with Steve I was tormented by questions 
le human capacity for change. Living with a self- 
ve and reckless individual had left me pessimistic and 
bout human potential. I would have to listen to countless 
belate their messages of hope before I would take any of it 

rasn't that I was blind to my need for help. During the 
th Steve, there were Gam-Anon groups in the Bay Area 
s not ready for recovery. In California I had made some 
attempts to reach out when the gambling was intolerable. 

~ck of my mind I always thought I could solve it myself. I 
was ashamed to admit I couldn't control the gambler. 

Passages in my personal journal of the time show the 
arrogance and reluctance I displayed. I hated the idea of seeking 
outside help and I distrusted the mental health system: 

January 15 

We both have been depressed Steve applied for a personal 
loan but they keep putting him ofS. Then today we got a "notice 
to vacate" sign tacked to our front door. Seems the landlady did 
not receive the two mney  orders for rent. 



April 21 

I am trapped in my own depression. I feel as i f 1  won't ever 
be able to see my way clear. I have no one to talk to. I had set up 
an appointment with the Mission Mental Health Group but then 
decided not to put myself through the agony of a group situation. 
When I didn't show up, they called to scold me. 

June 11 

I was hysterical, a raving idiot, so fed up with work, with the 
gambling. I feel like I am stagnating, running on the spot, 
wasting away, slowly sinking into feeblemindedness. I hate 
myself. I despise Steve. I'm tearing myself apart. I see how 
ridiculous I am but I can't help it. I'm sick but I can't go for 
help. 

June 12 

My job gives me nervous tics andfills me with self-loathing. 
My whole life is enveloped in a deadly, oppressive gloom. I hate 
myselffor inactivity and indecision. I am resigned to unhappiness 
and stagnation. My whole concept of time, money and work has 
been shaken. Why work when heaven has just fallen in? 

June 23 

I am tom apart. I wanted to go to a therapist but the reality 
of such a move unnerves me. I reject the idea of baring my soul 
in a group or even on a one-to-one basis. Would it really help or 



woulr 
path I 

' r 
D June 

June 

v gamE 
r he'd 

a sor 
Why 
me n 
sufjcei 

( 

, see h 
, dese~ 

1 
It's a 

I 
unit i 

make 
deep 

on w 

d it just be another stalling tactic that I throw up in my own 
I feel I should be able to work things out on my own. 

Fhe virus of depression has me in its grip and won't let me 
ion. I am immobile, paralyzed, full of hate for my 
xtiveness. So far I have been unable to buy the ticket out. 

This is easily the most hopeless day of my life with Steve. 
?'s always a black cloud over his head. Even when he was 
ding and stealing money, I never really gave up hope that 
turn over a new lea$ Today made me numb. He has become 
.ry cripple, a snivelling idiot incapable of rational thought. 
do I continue to support him when my instincts have taught 
!ot to trust him? Will there ever be a time when I have 
red enough? 
3f course, I can see my weakness. I am too compassionate. I 
ow he suffers too, poor helpless, confused child. How can I 
-t him when he is unable to function in the world? 
My life is dead. No love, no passion, no respect, no future. 
11 so hopeless, so devoid of meaning. 

hentually my despair landed me in the outpatient psychiatric 
3t Mount Zion. I hoped that a counselor would help me to 
: life decisions and confirm the resolutions already shaping 
in my consciousness. Unfortunately, the counselor was not 
astute and not very sensitive either. He didn't seem to catch 
hen I told him I had been in a deep, dark hole. Instead he 



kept making furtive glances at his watch and his body langui 
betrayed his boredom He expressed no concern, no humanity, 
intuitive grasp of my problem I had the sense that I was wast 
his time as I babbled on about the gambling. 

The lesson of the day was not profound. I discovered that I 

answer was not to be found in therapy. As I had suspected 
along, salvation is found only in myself. I had yearned for so3 
bolt of lightening to strike me and open my eyes and point me 
the right direction. But no supernatural force, no external soul 
would help me to make the hardest decision of my life. 

The frustrating experience I had with the mental hea 
worker in San Francisco made me wary of seeking help 
Vancouver. But my impulsivity had led me to into a nc 
relationship with an alcoholic in British Columbia. Again I u 
driven to pursue counseling. This time I thought I was ready . 
treatment. 

I made an appointment and I outlined my problems with 1 

drinker in my life. But, far from being sympathetic, the soc 
worker informed me that she would not even talk to me as long 
I lived with an alcoholic. If I left the addict, then I was welco~ 
to come and see her! 

These encounters with mental health professionals 
California and British Columbia reinforced my isolation a 
resentment. It wasn't until I began to appreciate the Al-An 
program that I realized there was an alternative way to 
healthy. The rebuffs from clinicians were harsh but they wt 
designed to make me want to heal myself. I was a slow learner 1 
eventually I had to take responsibility for changing my own life. 

Gambling widows frequently hit bottom physically a 
mentally before they reach out to Gam-Anon, the mutual : 
group for spouses of gamblers. 
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SEEKING ANSWERS: FREQUENTLY 
ASKED QUESTIONS 

Gambling addiction is largely ignored and misunderstood by 
11 workers and government promoters of casinos. Gambling 
)ws are often dismissed by doctors and family members who 
gnorant of the disorder. As Ronald Gaudia, a clinician in New 
c, reminds us, "Compulsive gambling, although affecting 
ons of people, is a very understudied and neglected mental 
:h concern" (246). In a 1992 paper, entitled "Compulsive 
~bling: Reframing Issues of Control," Gaudia notes that many 
bling widows have criticized social workers for not being 
-e of the problem He stresses that social workers need to be 
ed to look beyond presenting symptoms, marital disputes 
money issues and other financial difficulties. Many families 
actually cover up for the gambler (244). 
As mental health professionals and ordinary citizens become 
:ated about compulsive gambling, the services for suffering 
lies will improve. Meanwhile, self-help groups will be the best 
urce for those affected by gambling. 
Outside observers and those new to the subject often ask 
tions in their struggle to understand pathological gambling. 

'HY DOES A WOMAN STAY WITH A GAMBLER? 
In my experience, deciding to desert the problem gambler is 
of the most gut-wrenching choices a person would ever have 

63 



to make. In my relationship, I had become his surrogate mothe 
In this role as caretaker I took on all the responsibilities of runnir 
a household. He could not hold down a job so I worked at tu 
jobs, paid the rent, took care of utilities, and purchased a vehicl 
We were financially and emotionally entangled. 

An integral part of the trap is the feeling of matern 
responsibility for the gambler. He becomes the helpless child wl 
can't be trusted to survive on his own. After awhile, the spou: 
feels that she is in too deep to ever break free. She may be legahy 
obligated to re-pay his loans or thefts; she may not be able to save 
enough cash to set up her own separate home. 

Invisible psychological and financial bonds keep her on the 
treadmill. The harder she labours, the more he wagers; the more 
she puts the brakes on, the more he rebels. 

In my case, I was three thousand miles from home and family 
with no support system and nowhere to turn. Many women find 
themselves cut off from friends and relatives when the gambling 
takes over. Poverty, isolation and depression combine to keep the 
spouse from leaving. 

Abuse is a reality too. Some gambling addicts hold their 
wives and children hostage with threats of violence or suicide. AS 
Valerie Lorenz and Robert A. Yaffee point out in their paper, 
"Pathological Gamblers and Their Spouses," partners may stay 
married for years in spite of some very serious difficulties. Women 
stay because they love the gambler and the children, and they also 
fear facing the world alone. Lorenz and Yaffee also warn that the 
mental and medical health community has not addressed the 
problem of physical and verbal abuse suffered by spouses of 
gamblers (123). It often takes superhuman strength to leave the 
gambler and, even then, guilt may be overwhelming. No one just 
walks away from a compulsive gambler. The fallout from such a 
tumultuous life is far-reaching and long-lasting. 



2. HOW DOES SHE KNOW ZI; 
GAMBLER? 

In the beginning, she may not 
problem since the nature of the disc 
and detect. Gambling addiction is a 1 
takes many years to reach the critic 
progress from casual to serious 1 

pattern. The spouse may accompany 
control him in the serious phase and 
desperation period. 

With my partner, the course 
classic pattern. It was poker with thc 
our vacations were in gambling pla 
Reno and Lake Tahoe. In the seric 
dens of the East Bay his second hor 
his habit in the desperation phase. 

Because compulsive gamble 
charming and clever, the spouse rr 
there is no clear cut answer to this 
destroying the security, love, trust, 1 
life, then it is certain that addiction s 

According to the Diagnostic 
@SM-IV) of the American Psycl 
several key indicators of pathologi 
preoccupied with planning the next 
ways to get money to bet. He need! 
sums in order to get the desirec 
repeated unsuccessful efforts to cl 

- .. -. . - - .  

HE IS .A COMPULSIVE 

be aware that gambling is a 
:ase makes it difficult to label 
progressive illness and it often 
al stage. Gamblers c o m n l y  
:o desperate in their betting 
t him in the casual stage, try to 
collapse from the strain in the 

of the disease followed the 
2 boys as a student; later all of 
.ygrounds such as Las Vegas, 
>us stage he made the poker 
ne. He stole money to finance 

:rs are almost universally 
lay be duped for years. Thus 
question. If habitual betting is 
xdance and harmony of family 
kt fault. 

and Statistical Manual IV 
liatric Association, there are 
cal gambling. The gambler is 
betting venture or thinking of 
; to gamble increasingly larger 
1 excitement. There may be 
ontrol, cut back or stop the 

gambling. Chasing losses, lying to family members and committing 
illegal acts are signals that the problem is out of control. 



3. HOW CAN A FUN ACTIVITY SUCH AS GAMBL. 
DISRUPT FAMILIES? 

This "fun activity" continues to escalate throughout the u 
precisely because it is viewed as fun and games. The fun qu 
evaporates when the grocery and rent money are fed to hu 
video lottery machines. Fun is also hard to find when f: 
chooses to play bingo or Nevadas instead of taking his chi1 
skating or swimming. Broken promises, empty cupboards, 
from collection agencies and bookies soon dispel any notion 
gambling is amusing. 

According to Ronald Gaudia, compulsive gambling has 
difficult to monitor since it is socially acceptable and is spons 
and promoted by government and religious bodies. In the 1 
The Addiction Process: Effective Social Work Avvroache: 
notes that gamblers are never warned that gambling ma: 
detrimental to their health or injurious to their families. The! 
bombarded with media advertisements inducing them to 
pleasure, excitement and risk with no reference to ethic; 
considerations (239). 

Senator Richard Lugar expresses a similar perspective i 
Legalized Gamblin~: For and Against. In his commentary entitle 
"Gambling Weakens the Work Ethic and the Family," Lug 
condemns leaders who look only at the explosive profits r 
gaming and ignore the impact on teenagers, businesses and th 
crime rate. He notes that the media is full of stories about citizer 
who "visit a casino instead of a restaurant or a ballpark, wh 
spend their money on a nearby instant-play video lottery game. C 
who totally exhaust their personal or family savings at the casin 
tables" (Evans and Hance 220). 

The senator feels the "get-rich symbolism of gambling 
erodes the teaching that self-discipline and self-support are tk 
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1s to success. "As gambling gains a foothold in the community, 
-2rvates the notion of the work ethic. Gambling weakens our 

y to teach our children" the values of hard work, patience, 
m achievement and personal responsibility (222). In essence, 
;ambling industry tries to convince people that gambling is an 
omic and entertainment choice divorced from moral 
tions. 
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VHAT IS THE MOST TROUBLING ASPECT OF 
lBLEM GAMBLING? 
~ompulsive lying goes hand in hand with habitual gambling. 
gambler typically covers up, cons, lies and deceives in order 
ay in the action. Moral degeneration and destruction of trust 
iallmarks of the disease. Spouses unanimously point to the 
nic lying as the major heartache attached to this disorder. 
Richard J. Rosenthal's article, "The Pathological Gambler's 
:m for Self-Deception," offers insight into this problem 
~g is a complex activity consisting of a combination of simple 
.ing, primitive denial and fabrication," he says (1 16). The 
Aer becomes an expert liar capable of inventing extensive 
es in an effort to "outwit his punitive conscience" (1 18). 
:nthal theorizes that the misstatements, the false beliefs and 
jelusions are part of a type of dissociation. The gambler in 
d or disavowal both knows and doesn't know the truth (1 13). 
This observation was borne out in my experience with a 
Aer. He lied so often and so convincingly that he did not 
v the difference between truth and deception. His moral code 
totally inverted. He robbed me, cheated me and defrauded me 
lisplayed no remorse. Mendacity is the most cruel aspect of 
xdeal. 



5. CAN THE GAMBLER BE ADDICTED TO 0: 
THINGS AS WELL? 

Cross-addiction is common in gamblers, but it is not i 

present. Some gambling widows report that their hut 
switched their addiction from alcohol to betting. In other ca? 
gambler was attending Narcotics Anonymous for a sub 
abuse problem when the gambling escalated. Cross-addictio 
confuse the worried spouse since she cannot discern the rl 
the problem. 

Addiction is simply the condition of being abno 
dependent upon some habit. The definition is so broad now 
encompasses excessive television viewing, preoccupation 
video games, and even working out at the gym Of c 
cigarette smoking, alcohol consumption and sex addiction 
part of the growing list of unhealthy dependencies in our soc 

If the gambler joins Gamblers Anonymous, the spouse 
not expect instant elimination of addictive behaviours 
gambler may retain other habits such as nicotine, caffei 
sugar. Writing in The Addiction Process: Effective Social 
Approaches, Ronald Gaudia warns that abstinence from gar 
may result in vulnerable individuals indulging in alcohol or I 

Cross-addiction is prevalent since the gambler is seeking tf 
%gk" When the addict is deprived of one sensation he ma: 
an alternative mood-altering substance (240). 

In treatment, denial and resistance to intervention are 
expected. It is imperative that the gambler be assessed for a 
and drug addictions as well as for suicidal tendencies, accc 
to Gaudia. Treating compulsive gamblers is complex Ix 
marital problems, employment issues, custody issues and fin 
crises are involved. Furthermore, Gaudia cautions, g x  
typically cannot tolerate tension or frustration; they are ad! 
to discharging tension through gambling (241). 
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Reviewing my years with a gambling partner, I see that my 
e was addicted to alcohol and drugs as well as poker. When 
first started dating he used "wake-up" pills for a variety of 
poses. He took mescaline and amphetamines to allow him to 
up all night in his photo processing lab. He also used drugs 

:n he went on long automobile trips and wanted to drive for 
; stretches at a time. Marijuana was always kept in his dresser 
wer. In the later stages of his deterioration, he was drinking 
vily, gambling feverishly and using cocaine. 
Cross-addiction complicates the nightmare of living with 

~bling. The partner of the troubled addict doesn't know where 
Focus because multiple addictions may obscure the picture. 
ldia recommends the promotion of partnerships between social 
.kers and self-help groups. It is crucial that social workers and 

groups collaborate, he says, because together they can 
front the denial and resistance. Thus an "interdisciplinary 
:tice7' is becoming the norm to address cross-addiction (246). 

S COMPULSIVE GAMBLING REALLY A DISEASE? 
Many people believe that gambling is simply entertainment 
recreation. They scoff at the idea that it may be an illness. 
American gambling expert, Robert Custer M.D., claimed in 

writings that gambling is a serious disorder. He noted that the 
vidual is driven by an overpowering and uncontrollable 
ulse to gamble. The impulse persists and progresses in 
nsity and urgency, consuming more and more of the 
vidual's time, energy and material goods until ultimately it 
ides, undermines and often destroys everything that is 
mingful in life (35). 
It is true that gambling was not officially viewed as a serious 

:ss until 1979. In that year the World Health Organization 
H.O.) classified it as a disease. The American Psychiatric 



Association caught up with the W.H.O. in 1980. Con 
gambling was then recognized as a text book disease. 

Addictions specialists are still divided on the analysis 
phenomenon. Some claim a genetic vulnerability is presen 
pathological gambler. Others who treat gamblers insist that 
depressive disorder is the real culprit. 

The consensus is that it is indeed a disease with both I 
and psychological components. Douglas A. Abbott, S ~ I  
Cramer, and Steven D. Sherrets summarize the disease c 
this way. "Pathological gambling is a chronic and proi 
failure to resist impulses to gamble and gambling behavic 
compromises, disrupts, or damages personal, family, or voc 
pursuits. Characteristic problems include extensive indeb 
and consequent default on debts and other f 
responsibilities disrupting family relationships, inattention t 
and financially motivated illegal activities to pay for gat 
(213). 

7. CAN THE GAMBLER BE CURED THEN? 
Gambling may be very resistant to treatment. There i 

room for denial with this problem since there is no t 
evidence as there can be with alcoholism. Gambling is son 
referred to as a "soft addiction" because the consequences 
immediately felt by the abuser. 

As McCormick and Taber explain it, pathological gam 
"a complex, confusing and fast-changing phenomenon." I 
article on the salient personality variables present in the gi 
they say, "He is a paradox of self-seeking and self-h 
tendencies; a compulsively generous, socially dan 
frequently exploited and always impulsive creature" (9). 

The gambler may use the pleasurable activity of bet. 
cope with unmanageable internal conflict, pressure and 
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)ugh it may begin pleasurably, the gambler soon has to 
ase the wagering to get the same "high" and this eventually 
ts in injury to health, work and family relationships. If he is 
:d to stop playing video lottery terminals or bingo, he will 
rience psychological withdrawal pains. This drives him back 
he excessive pattern. The treatment of the gambler is 
enging because it is a tenacious and powerful compulsion. 
Getting a gambler into treatment may be a struggle. In my 
rience, I spent a lot of time and energy trying to force Steve 
therapy. He ended up conning his counselor and me. He knew 
to placate both of us and continue to gamble. 
In Gam-Anon literature the spouse is advised that compulsive 
3ling is a disease that cannot be cured, only arrested. It is 
mint to see gambling in its true light, as an emotional illness. 
It is essential that mental health workers and families of 
blers grasp this reality. There is no drug or intervention or 
: of logic that will turn the gambler around. The gambler may 
lit bottom until he lands in jail or ends up in the hospital after 
cide attempt. 
Women are often pressured into staying in the relationship 
going to therapy to support the gambler's recovery. Studies 
as the one conducted by Edward E. Johnson and Rena M. 
i indicate that spousal participation in the GA program does 
seem to make a significant difference in the outcome. 
~rting in the December 1992 Psvcho1og;ical Reports, Johnson 
Nora write that the findings "were in the direction of a benefit 
:rms of length of abstinence for those compulsive gamblers 
se spouses participated in GA;" however, the influence of 
lies in relapse prevention is far from conclusive. 
Johnson and Nora posed the question: "Does participation in 
lblers Anonymous benefit compulsive gamblers?'In the 
:ct the extent of gambling-free periods was compared for 90 



compulsive gamblers. Forty four had spouses who participate 
Gamblers Anonymous and forty six had spouses who did 
Therapists have been exploring the question of whether a gam 
can be cured without spousal participation in the therapy. 
results showed that 20 of the gamblers whose spouses participi 
in GA were gambling-free for four or more years, while 24 u 
gambling-free for three or fewer years. Thirteen of the gamb 
whose wives did not participate in GA were gambling-free 
four or more years while 33 were gambling-free for three or fe 
years. In conclusion, the spousal participation factor 
"statistically nonsigdicant" (914). Again, it is a reminder that 
didn't cause the disease and we are not responsible for curing i 

8. WHAT ARE THE WARNING SIGNS OF PROBL 
GAMBLING? 

No one can predict that they are going to marry a gaml 
just as no one has a crystal ball to warn them of danger 
liaisons. Yet there are danger signals that may hint of trouble 
come. 

When I first encountered Steve, I was comfortably in deni: 
chose to ignore the self-destructive behaviour that is evident c 
in hindsight. Difficulty in delaying gratification is a primary trai 
gamblers. My partner was always looking for the easy way 
with everything. For example, he refused to wait his turn in line 
matter what the situation. He'd push other people aside, t 
short cuts and generally take more than his share of whatever I 

available. He didn't seem to have a sense of fair play; he I 

aIways paranoid that other people were taking advantage of hin 
A second hallmark of gambling addicts is the anti-sol 

personality. When I lived with the active gambler, he wo 
systematically alienate all of our friends so that we became 
isolated, bickering couple cut off from outside perspectives. 
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mbling widows report that video lottery machines 
rize the gambler and he feels no need for human contact. 
~f the machine and the action replaces the need for intimacy. 
nos the addict wears invisible blinkers in front of the slot 
le and blocks out other players. He jealously guards the 
d machine. 
lother trait often noted in compulsive gamblers is the non- 
mist attitude. Gamblers may not aspire to the same goals or 
-ds as the society at large. This was very apparent to me in 
mection to the gambler. The work ethic meant nothing to 
[e was a non-conformist in appearance, in beliefs and in 
He refused to work at a traditional job; he would not pay 

re of the expenses and he rejected the normal dictates of 
,. He was always skirting the edge of crime and living 
ously. 
retrospect, I can recall numerous instances of this deviant 
3ur. His reluctance to get the brakes repaired on our vehicle 
le symbol of his inverted priorities. In San Francisco, a city 
; for its hills and steep slopes, he insisted on driving with 
ve brakes. He had, of course, spent the repair money at the 
ick tables. 
lrther evidence of his deranged thinking emerged on a trip 
From visiting his parents in Los Angeles. We were arguing 
money, as usual, as we drove north towards San Francisco. 
heat of the quarrel, he abruptly changed lanes on the 

ty without checking in the rear view mirror. In my 
ger side mirror I caught a glunpse of a car going out of 
1 and heading for the ditch. We had forced another driver 
road. 
xgged him to stop but he just gripped the steering wheel 
pt on driving. I knew there had to be a serious reason for 



him to abandon accident victims. They could be seriously inji 
or dead for all we knew. 

My hysterical pressuring finally forced him to admit he 
driving with no automobile insurance. Since this was a crin 
offense in California, he was in a panic to flee the accident sce1 

Shameful incidents such as this were clear signals of 
demented state, yet I was unable to stop the gambling. 
continued to live a high-risk lifestyle that culminated in 
eventual suicide. 

I averted my eyes from the foreshadowing of future disasi 
I knew he loved risk and craved excitement, but I though1 
would outgrow these boyish preoccupations. He was afraic 
adult responsLbility and retreated from reality into playing ca 
Whenever there was a crisis, it was his cue to gamble more. 

Many gamblers are intelligent and highly energetic; howe 
lurking behind their competitive nature may be feelings 
loneliness, insecurity and powerlessness. It is impossible to pre 
if these traits are destined to lead to destruction. In my situat 
the seeds were sown long before I ventured upon the scene a 
was drawn into an incomprehensible drama that ended in 
senseless death. 
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9. IS SEPARATION FROM THE GAMBLER THE OF 
SOLUTION? 

This is a question that every woman must answer for her 
Every situation is unique. 

For me, separation was the only way to rebuild my healtu 1 
suffered complete physical and emotional collapse under the strr 
of living with gambling. Since my partner was not willing to he 
himself, my only salvation was to run. Some women are not 
lucky; they become paralyzed and lose their will to lil 

self. 
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ding to Robert Custer, one out of ten spouses will choose 
: as a way out (140). 
xenz and Yaffee have also discovered that gambling 
rs frequently express suicidal thoughts. One respondent in 
,tudy of the interaction between gamblers and their wives 
: "I was suicidal. I could not bear to live my life as it was. I 
red because I had no one to tell my problems to that 
itood. Life was a horror" (122). 
am-Anon, the mutual aid program for families of problem 
xs, does not suggest any one solution. Gam-Anon 
~phy states that "if the wife of a gambler is to live with this 
m, without complete self-destruction, she wiU need help for 
: 7, 

:paration without therapy does nothing to heal the long 
ig hurts that have accumulated. The spouse has become an 
il part of the game-playing in the relationship and will need 

unlearn the patterns. Divorce cannot be perceived as the 
te solution. 

lMBLING IS NOT NEW TO OUR CIVILIZATION SO 
ALL THE FUSS NOW? 
ambling is a universal phenomenon. It has occurred in all 
es; some would argue it can be traced to the Garden of 
Was Eve not gambling when she took a chance on biting 
~ple from the tree of knowledge? According to some 
ers, society is saturated with gambling motifs because "it is 
ling most people do" (Abt, Smith, Christiansen 395). 
ients argue that the demand for gambling is deeply rooted 

society and that people have been playing risky games for at 
st 4000 years (401). 
Although it is true that gambling has a long tradition, it is still 

lsidered a socially deviant behaviour. Gambling motifs are 



ubiquitous in ads, films, music and fashion. Since it is be 
promoted on a massive scale throughout North America. 
continues to raise serious questions about the capitalist sysl 
and the socio-cultural values of our nation. 

Gambling has indeed existed in all cultures at all times. I 
not a new phenomenon. What is new, however, is the widespri 
availability of gaming opportunities throughout the world. M 
researchers believe there is a direct relationship between 
growing availability of gambling and the increased incidence of 
compulsive gambling. Many critics of gambling argue that 
legalization of gambling increases public exposure to more types 
of gambling, reduces negative attitudes toward illegal types of 
gambling and encourages wider participation. In essence, 
widespread availability of gambling in its legal form leads those 
classified as potential compulsive gamblers to actualize their 
compulsion. 

As David Johnston states in Temles of Chance, "The spread 
of commercial gambling is inevitable. By the end of this century 
almost every place in America where it has not already arrived will 
join the trend" (296). Like most obervers of the gaming industry 
Johnston predicts that efforts to prohibit gambling are doomed to 
failure; gambling is part of human nature. The onus falls upon 
community groups to counteract the negative influence of casinos 
and other gaming activities with support services and more life- 
enhancing sources of entertainment and amusement. 

Yes, gambling has always been with humanity but never in 
such profusion. Compulsive gambling is consistently downplayed 
as a threat to the well-being of society. At present it is like a 
ticking time bomb tucked away in the back room of the bingo hall. 



GAMBLING WIDOWS: IN OUR OWN 
VOICES 

In this section gambling widows tell in their own words what 
happens when the other woman is Lady Luck. The following 
testimonials demonstrate the impact of gambling on women from 
all walks of life. 

The Lady Luck Project was established to raise public 
awareness about the impact of gambling addiction on families. As 
David Spanier comments in his book, Easy Money, "Across North 
America, more and more jurisdictions are looking for a new and 
painless way of raising revenue. New it may be, but painless it is 
not -- in the sense that gambling is bound to alter the economic 
and social balance in any community. For every plus there is a 
minus" (1 97). 

To research the experiences of gambling widows, I placed 
letters to the editor, and feature articles on gambling, in several 
community newspapers in Canada. Readers were invited to 
respond to a questionnaire. The personal stories included in this 
chapter were gathered from responses to the questionnaires. 

Pseudonyms have been used to protect the anonymity of the 
respondents. No real names have been used in the following 
stories. I believe that these honest accounts will encourage women 
to be proactive in their communities and come to the aid of 
families who mistakenly assume they are suffering alone. 



PRINCE EDWARD ISLANDERS CHOOSE RECOVERY 

THE NANCY GZLROY ST04 

I first met the gambler in my life through an argument. T 
attraction seemed to be that he was always living on the edg 
money was no object, things always came easily to him and I 
would always get what he wanted. 

At first, there was only a bit of gambling. It didn't involve 
lot of money. Then, it became more and more frequent with mo 
money involved. He spent less time at home and showed le 
patience; He became obsessed with gambling; nothing else seemc 
to matter and where the money came from didn't seem to matt 
either. 

During the winning phase he was usually pretty happy a~ 
easy to get along with. I feIt he was a little hyper because 1 
couldn't get back to playing the machines. 

The losing phase usually contained a combination I 

depression and guilt. He felt awful about gambling and losin 
There were fights, much crying and a lot of impatience. 

During the desperation phase there were many arguments. F 
was very moody and temperamental. He tried to act as if he w; 
in control even though he knew he was losing it. 

I did not gamble along with him But I did want to spend tin 
with him, and the only way I could do it was if I watched hi 
while he gambled. I watched him while he put quarter affl 
quarter, loonie after loonie in the machine. I watched while 1 
touched the buttons; I watched him while he looked at the scree: 
I watched the anticipation in his face to see if he would win ( 

lose. I sat beside him and I cried the whole time. I felt betraye 



;e all the things he said to me seemed to turn into lies. I got 
ed because it was taking so long and he kept saying, "Just a 
lore minutes and we'll leave." I was angry because he 
n't leave and he had no regard for how I felt sitting there 
with everyone watching. 
don't think I will ever fully accept gambling as part of my 
e. It doesn't seem like a problem until it actually happens 
ren then you think that it will go away or that it is just an 
;e or a slip. 
s I write this, he has been clean for twenty two months and 
n days. He has been trying to work the program and deal 
he disease. Everyday I think, "Could this be the day?" 
always talk about it but I think about it in some way. I 
dize it as being a way for us to learn to work together to 
)me the many obstacles that life throws our way. I 
dize it as a way for me to grow and accept the disease as a 
'him, for the rest of my life. 
3me of the deceptions and manipulations of the gambler 
ncluded cash advances from his credit cards and use of my 
:ard to get money to gamble. He would say if he won we 
go on a trip or pay off the bills. He would say he was tired 

rk and depressed because he needed more money for bills, 
iat he did have he gambled and lost. 
felt so used because I believed everything he said and I 

mght he was sincere. But he was lying about everything. Our 
 ole relationship was based on lies. I was angry because he was 
weak and he expected me to be the strong one. I felt as though 
ould never trust him because he would never tell me the truth. 

At times I felt the gambling was my fault because I thought 
iybe I was too hard on him I threatened him too much or he 
is testing me to see if I'd follow through on my threats. I felt I 
IS never important enough, but gambling always was. He would 



rather be gambling than be with me. I was always complaining 
finding fault in him so I probably drove him to gamble (or sc 
thought). 

I felt very responsible for the gambler. I displayed my feelir 
by crying or getting angry and letting it out on him I acted it c 
by leaving work early and going home to try and talk to him 
acted it out by tryihg to figure out how he was going to pay ba 
his bills and where his next cheque would go. I still fi 
responsible for him I think if he went out and gambled tomorro 
I'd try to tell everyone "mistakes are made" and "he is huma 
I'd just keep on making excuses for him and trying to cover 
what he's done. 

I think I believed his version of reality because I thought 
wouldn't gamble if he said he wouldn't. He'd always tell me t 
truth and would never lie to me, I thought. Inside of me I hopc 
'Maybe he will win big and we'll be able to do lots of things 1 

couldn't do before." Sometimes I told myself, "He'll run out 
money and it will be all over. You win some; you lose son 
Things can't always run smoothly and perfectly." 

I stayed in the relationship because I loved him and he w 
my best friend. I thought, "If anybody can change hun, I can. I 
loves me and, if he does, he'll stop for me." 

I later learned that even though he does love me, gambli 
and the addiction take over and it's tough for even the strongt 
person to fight against it. 

The satisfaction of seeing him beat the disease also kept me 
the relationship. We were planning on getting married and 
wanted our present and future lives to be filled with happine: 
joy, trust and honesty. No more sadness, sorrow or mistrust. I 
was worth the effort. I think we're worth fighting for. 

For the outside observer, it is difficult to understand why it 
hard to escape the problems of the compulsive gambler. T 



addiction is always there. E 
shoulder thinking, 'Will today 
all of our belongings? Will 
Where are the cheques going? 
Can this person be trusted wit1 
at all?" 

You feel bad about yours 
that is happening is your fault. 

Physical ailments and hc 
include: sleepless nights, heada 
work. The stress has been sc 
suicide. I also experienced a m  
and legs go numb and I can't 
hour or longer. 

There are many losses in 
You have a lot of bills that a 
extra hard to get caught up. 
money because they don't beh 
the bank can be ruined if the g 
never made the payments. Y 
things you own; they will st1 
gamble. They will sell anytllin, 
means they can get money to g 

Living with a gambler wi 
will take everything you 
understanding, the caring, and 
to make you believe that you 2 

You drove them to it. They 
anything you say will be used I 

Socially you will suffer to( 
People. You'll try to hide ani 

'ou're always looking over your 
be the day we lose our home and 
the bank accounts all be empty? 

How are the bills going to get paid? 
I money? Can this person be trusted 

;elf, you blame yourself; everything 

salth problems I have developed 
ches, iuability to eat and inability to 
o bad I have felt like committing 
iety attacks that are so bad my arms 
move or breathe properly for a half 

volved with living with a gambler. 
iccumulate and it means you work 
Sometimes people won't lend you 
:ve you will return it. Your credit at 
ambler has taken out a loan and has 
ou can lose a lot of the material 
op at nothing when they want to 
g you own for next to nothing if it 
,amble. 
ll drain you emotionally too. They 

give them, the support, the 
give nothing in return. They will try 
Ire to blame and that it's your fault; 
will put you on a guilt trip and 

3gainst you and all twisted around. 
1. You will find it hard to be around 
1 cover up what is going on in the 



relationship. You'll have a hard time trusting people and w 
think that everyone is against you. 

One key incident marked a turning point for us. He can 
home from work and he was really edgy and sort of down. I ask6 
what was wrong. Accusations were flying and finally he told n 
he had been gambling. I was shocked because I had no idea th 
was the problem He told me that he had run up his credit can 
and he was in debt. He said I didn't understand and he couldn 
talk to me. We argued some more and finally he decided he w; 
going to start going to his meetings. And I decided I would try 1 

get a Gam-Anon group started. He needed help with his disea 
and I needed help to learn how to understand that he had a disea: 
and that it was something he couldn't control. 

There was another addiction in the gambler's past. He hl 
been addicted to drugs and alcohol before he became addicted 1 

gambling. When he gave up the drugs and alcohol, he resorted 1 

gambling. I never went through that with him. 
The gambler was physically and mentally abusive to me 

number of times as well. No particular incident stands out fro 
the rest. If we'd have an argument, he'd tell me he didn't ca 
about me or about us. It didn't matter what happened, he nevl 
wanted to see me again. He would get angry and so would I; we 
push each other around. I'd slap or hit him; he'd be slapping ( 

hitting himself. We were often yelling and screaming, throwh. 
things; we even had a fight with a knife one night. Then he'd g 
out and gamble again, come home and things would start all ovl 
again. 

No suicide attempts were made but both of us threaten6 
suicide. It was just talk and a way to make the other person chec 
in to reality. Maybe, just maybe, it would finally break the two I 

us down and we would try to work it out together instead of apa 
or with foolish threats. 



abou 
over 
worn 
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t him, about us, about everything. But, I couldn't; I was head 
heels in love with him I didn't want to lose him to the other 
an, Lady Luck. When he finally decided Lady Luck was no 
:r what he wanted, I felt like there was hope. 
I'here is hope. The gambler in my life is following the 
ram and feeling better about himself. I'm still following a 
ram and we're taking it one day at a time. 

**** 

CAMPAIGN WAGED IN NOVA SCOTZA 

THE JACKIE CASSIDY STORY 

I am the wife of a compulsive gambler. Although my husband 
now attends Gamblers Anonymous, every day is stressful to get 
through after all the lies. My situation is the result of video poker 
machines which have taken over our society. Here is some of the 
background which led to our present circumstances. 

I have known my husband for a long time. We grew up 
together in the same neighbourhood and we hung around together 
in a group. It wasn't until later that we started dating and later 
married. Some of the attraction was that he didn't worry about a 
thing. His carefree manner helped to calm my worry-about- 
everything manner. 

During our courting and marriage we played a lot of cards, 
usually with his parents and siblings. We liked games like chase 
the ace and we played for dimes. There were also a lot of card 
games in the school cafeteria and "with the boys" once or twice a 
yea.. 



sat down and didn't realize they paid out until a bartender c a ~  
and gave him a couple of hundred dollars. I think it is at that sta 
he got hooked. 

The progression with the VLTs is fast and furious. A 
before I knew it, he was gambling and ow  savings were go1 
That was eight years ago and there was no such thing as Gamblt 
Anonymous here then. He stopped for awhile and then t 
machines surfaced in every corner store, bowling alley a 
laundromat in our city. The temptation was too great for him; t 
vicious cycle started again. 

I don't think there was ever a winning phase for my husbar 
If there was, I am not aware of it. I only knew of the losing phs 
when things got out of hand and he would not come hon 
usually for a weekend. No word fhom him to anyone made the 
times very hard. I used to hope he had been in a serious accidc 
so I wouldn't have to go through the "how much money tl 
time" questions. I didn't want to face the explanations to farn 
and friends. Every weekend that he disappeared was a desperatil 
phase for both of us; and we had a few of those. 

I never gambled with him I did, however, participate 
hockey pools at work. I was hoping to hurt him by my two do1 
losses. It didn't prove to be a good thing to do. 

I adapted to the gambling by making sure he had no accc 
whatsoever to my savings and chequing accounts. We a1 
separated as I did not want gambling to be part of my life. 
decided that what he did outside our home was his business. I w 
to the point of not being able to handle it anymore. I felt he sho~  
"shape up or ship out." 

At least when we were separated I didn't have to wait arou 
wondering when he would return home. If he was gambling wh 
we were separated, it wasn't dropped on my lap to look aft1 



You start lying for the gambler when they are around and don't 
show up where they are supposed to be. When we were apart, I 
didn't have to worry about that anymore. 

As always the lying was the hardest part. He would tell me 
that he hadn't gotten paid for a job when indeed he had and had 
gambled the money away. Many bank statements were "lost" 
when all the time they were hidden under the front seat of the car. 
You believe anything they tell you because you want to. Once you 
find out the stories are lies, you ask yourself, 'Was I really that 
stupid to believe all that garbage?' You start to doubt who you 
really are. You start trying to see through the gambler but that is 
impossible. 

It's easy to think you have something to do with his 
gambling. I used to apologize for being so moody and making him 
go gambling. I don't do that anymore; it's a hard step to 
overcome but I tell myself every day that it's not my fault. I no 
longer blame myself. 

I used to feel that it was my responsibility to make the 
gambler better. I finally realized that I can't do it; he has to do 
that himself. You can lead a horse to water but you can't make 
him drink. 

Gambling is such a hidden problem Their version of reality is 
so believable that you can't doubt what they say. A lot of times, 
you don't know what is happening until the money is all gone. 
The lies are told like the truth and you can't tell them apart. There 
are no smells to give it away like with alcohol addiction and no 
glassy eyes like with drugs. 

Your health suffers when you live with a gambler. My 
problems have all been with my nerves and sleeplessness. With the 
help of medication, I have been able to keep these under control. I 
feel I am too young to have been through all of this and often 
resent that part of it. 



The financial losses have been great but the bills are slow 
getting paid off. It will take some time. We were lucky we didn 
lose our home and car. But the emotional rollercoaster h 
seemed unending. We would be upbeat when there was n 
gambling and then in the depths of despair when there was a sli] 
It will be hard to regain respect, trust and love. I feel awkwar 
around people who know what we have been through. 

Gambling is hard on the children. My husband used t 
disappear for weekends and once he went for three weeks withot 
any contact with the family. My children didn't see their father fc 
over a month. My eight year old cried when she finally saw hi 
and my three year old was afraid of him He has worked har 
since that time trying to dig himself out of the hole he has dug. 

There was never any physical abuse to myself or the childre 
but the eldest went through a personality change and the youngel 
didn't really understand. I think I suffered some mental abuse bl 
I always wanted to be there for my kids. 

Because of what happened to our family, I wrote to tf 
premier of Nova Scotia to make him open his eyes to the dange~ 
of the video lottery terminals. "No child in Canada should have t 
suffer what these two have endured," I told him. "I firmly belie\ 
that these machines should be in a controlled area such as tf 
liquor is in the liquor store. There is no need to have two to thre 
machines in every store and bowling alley in the province. It 
pretty sad and I have to wonder how many lives have to k 
sacrificed for the almighty dollar." 

The keys to recovery from living with gambling are to gt 
help for yourself and the gambler. GA and Gam-Anon meeting 
are a good way to do this. Try to live your life as normally z 
possible. Cut off access to combined accounts to give yourse 
some peace of mind. Don't lie for them and don't help them 01 

of their gambling debts. 



Fmd out as much as possible about the addiction and if there 
-e any self-help groups available. Writing to provincial leaders, 
:tending public hearings and writing for projects such as The 
ady Luck Project have been a source of therapy for me. 

**** 

NEW BRUNSWICK WIDOW SHARES SORROW 

THE DONNA ANDERSON STORY 

I consider myself a "gambling widow" because I am now 
terally a widow due, in part, to my husband's gambling 
Idiction. I can equate the feelings of grief from living with a 
rogressive gambler to being the widow of a gambler. The pain is 
milar. 

My husband was addicted to video gambling. September is 
ie anniversary of his death; he committed suicide when I was 
~ght weeks pregnant with our child. 

I went with him sometimes and watched him play and tried to 
we fun with it. I guess I gave him money when he wanted it and 
Iso gave him control of our finances. I thought he had an alcohol 
~d drug problem because he was in Narcotics Anonymous but I 
zlieve this may have been something he hid behind. I'm not sure. 
was supportive of this and took time off work to go to the 
eatment centre. 

There were many losses associated with living with the 
ambler. The material losses that I suffered included loss of credit 
~d at times there was no money to buy groceries or to pay bills. I 
ave him my pension money and quit my job to move with him. I 
ave him my credit card, which he put up over the limit, and he 
[so overdrafted my account. He was a good con. 



The emotional losses were equally severe. I lost my ability to 
trust, to feel and to love openly again. He broke my heart again 
and again. He told me he wanted me to be happy and he knew I 
wanted children so he "allowed" me to get pregnant. A few 
months later he committed suicide. I cannot describe the loss I felt 
then, total despair and pain, both physical and emotional. 

The social aspect was hard to deal with Everytime we went 
out, he would play the video machines. There would be no 
dancing, no interaction with other people. I was losing my friends; 
I was having a difficult time at work and in getting along with 
people. I was distracted and consumed with him. 

Despite the emotional abuse, he was never physically or 
verbally abusive. I remember having a lot of crying episodes, 
depression and back pain. 

The turning point came when he was missing for a week and 
we found him dead at the end of that time. That's what makes this 
all so confusing; I can remember him only as a kind and gentle 
man. He was so young when he committed suicide, only thirty 
years old. 

Although there were negative things my husband's gambling 
put me through, I cannot erase the love I felt for him nor how 
much, at times, I still ache for him. 

**** 

NEW BRUNSWZCK WOMAN STALKED BY PARTNER 

THE JANE DANSON STORY 

I was the spouse of a compulsive gambler. We lived 
common-law for close to five years and we had two children 
together. Our family was turned upside down because of 
gambling. 



In the early 1990's all we heard in the media were stories 
about "the poor gambler." I have sympathy for their disease but I 
feel the "other side" has been neglected. I want people to 
understand a little about the victims of compulsive gamblers. 

I wrote a column in our local newspaper and gave my phone 
number so that other victims could reach out and help each other 
cnnp with the disease. I had no cure for it but I needed to talk to 

ne who understood. There was no Garn-Anon group; the 
st one was an hour drive to reach. 
Shortly after my article was published, I had to change my 
e number because the gambler in my life was harassing me 
11y. He kept calling me anywhere from ten to twenty times a 
I got a private number but it wasn't long before he got that 
)er too. 
Because of the harassment, I never received any calls from 

other victims. I wrote away to the United States for help to set up 
Gam-Anon here. I needed to know how it works and how we 
could help ourselves. 

It was a frustrating time because I was working full time as a 
waitress and taking care of three children and the house. With all 
the stress and depression it was too much to handle. I wanted to 
help others and help myself but the gambler was harassing me 
with letters and suicide threats. In a span of six months he wrote 
me over forty letters begging me to come back. 

He told me he had changed but the letters were lies and 
manipulations. To this day he tells me he has changed but I don't 
see it. He just got out of jail; he was on a fifteen month probation 
for fi-aud, break and enter and assault. He was caught drinking and 
driving with no license and no registration. 

For months I tried to get a restraining order but they would 
not give me one because he was not physically violent. They 
didn't understand the mental violence he put me through He did 



it again and again; he manipulated, lied, staked, harassed s 
gambled. 

I first met the gambler in my life through a friend. The fi 
thing I noticed were his eyes. He seemed bright, full of energy a 
humourous. 

He played the poker machines and I once saw him wir 
hundred dollars. Sometimes he wouldn't tell me if he won; he 
would just spend the winnings in a machine again. His mother 
urged him not to tell me if he won anything. 

I first realized he had a gambling problem when he started 
coming home from work at midnight when he was usually home 
at 6 p.m And he made up the most believable story! I always 
trusted him; I never questioned anything he told me. 

But then the lies began to pile up. He had been spending all 
or most of his money on the video poker machines. He was 
getting good money working as a carpenter but he would lie and 
say that his boss ripped him off. He also lied about making his 
truck payment. 

He would ask me for money to buy gas and then charge the 
gas and use my money to gamble. I eventually found out about a 
lot of money he owed to people: his truck payment, comer stores, 
friends, family members and gas bars. We were in trouble because 
we could barely get money for food. He would even borrow from 
his sisters telling them we needed groceries, but he never bought 
groceries ! 

Once I kicked the gambler out because I was so upset. I felt 
betrayed, unloved and used. I couldn't believe how good a liar 
and manipulator he had become. I didn't trust him He had 
become a different person from the one I first met. 

But I took him back within three days. I missed him a d  
loved him; it hurt me not having him home. And for awhile we 
worked on some t ,hgs.  He got into Gamblers Anonymous; we 



oks and watched videos on the problem I thought that 
ing was going fine. 
two years I honestly trusted and believed him I believed 

recovered. He didn't go to many GA meetings and he 
aw his counselor much, but I thought he had stopped 
~ g .  Then came the lies that would separate us again. 
icture began to emerge. My GST cheque went missing; it 
jut the gambler had signed it and cashed it hitmelf. He said 
given it to his mother. Then the commission money from 

broker job was not corning into the household. He had 
the perfect job for a gambler. He would say he hadn't sold 
anything so there was no commission. Earlier he had lost his 
carpentry job because he had stolen tools and sold them in order 
to gamble. 

We were on welfare because he wasn't getting money from 
the food package sales. He even manipulated his boss into writing 
a false statement of his earnings for the welfare office. Just before 
Christmas I had to resort to the local food bank because we 
needed food very badly. 

I found out his mother was covering for him and that he had 
spent my GST gambling. To him and his family gambling didn't 
seem to be a problem. I kicked him out again. 

Again there were counselors and GA meetings but he didn't 
want to quit gambling. He liked it too much What followed was 
an endless series of ploys and manipulations to try and get me 
back. There were candles, champagne and bubble baths for me 
after work. Valentine's day saw my bedroom decorated in red and 
white streamers with a heart-shaped box of chocolates in the 
centre of the bed. A stereo played a love song in the background. 
*'I of this scared me because it was not how he n o d y  acted. 

~y other woman, in any other situation, might have seen these 



things as sweet or romantic but not me. These acts were 
frightening and manipulative. 

Another incident happened on Mother's Day. He was 
watching the children while I was at work and he made a video 
tape to let me know what a great mother I am It is really hard to 
explain why the video was so creepy. 

He was obsessed with getting me back. One time he sent 
flowers and balloons to my place of work. Then, on my way home 
from work, I saw his truck at a corner store. I stopped and went 
in. He was in that cute little corner playing, not one, but two 
machines! I went out to the car, got the flowers and the balloons 
and stomped into the store. I threw them at him He followed me 
home and tried to lie about the gambling. He was so used to lying 
he never stopped to realize I had caught him right in the act. I 
could not believe he still tried to deny it. 

I moved but he continued to stalk and harass me. I felt sorry 
for him I wanted to help him but I needed help too. One night he 
called me in desperation saying, "I have to gamble; I need to talk; 
I need help." He wanted someone to stop him from going to a 
video machine. 

I felt responsible for him and I felt sorry for him because of 
his disease. I even felt responsible for the money problems even 
though I didn't create them He made us financially unstable 
because he owed money everywhere. I worked hard to pay back 
what I could. Then I realized that this is wrong. He is responsible. 
Let him deal with it. 

It is unreal how the gambler can twist people's minds. You 
fall in the trap because of the sympathy you have for them. For 
months after we separated people were calling me asking for my 
husband to pay back the money he owed. I just told them to kiss 
their money good-bye. 
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It was good that I got out. He was stripping me of 
xything, including money. How can you live with someone 
!en you cannot believe anything they say? His only concern was 
gamble. It did not matter if we had any food or not. I could not 
my children suffer any longer waiting for him to decide 

ether he wanted gambling or us. 
It is difficult to escape the problems of the compulsive 

nbler because they become your problems too. You are in love 
1 care very much for the person; you feel sorry for them. You 
ieve they will change and you want it to work out. You don't 
h e  how hard it is for them to stop. Having children who also 
:d their father keeps you in the relationship. 

Then you fmally understand that you can't get out of debt; 
1 can't work any harder; you've done everything you can to fix 
dl and it is still hurting the children. There is no change in sight 
1 he doesn't seem to worry as much as you do. After the 
~logies haven't worked and he continually picks the gambling 
x you and family, then this is when you get out. You escape. 

The reality is that even when you do get out, you really can't 
,ape. All of the turmoil still lingers. You wonder what more you 
ild have done. You begin to learn more about gamblers and 
re about yourself, the victim It is always a part of your life 
:n when the gambler is not. Often you feel like a failure and 
:p going through life looking for answers. 

At the end of out relationship I couldn't understand how he 
ild live with himself knowing we were in such bad shape. He 
:w, and yet, he still took the little we had to gamble. It is one 
~g not to have money, but to have hardly any and take that and 
: it in a machine instead of a child's mouth, is so heartless. He 
n't care about the bills or the children; he only worried about 
ere he was going to get money to gamble in the overpowering 
chines! 



of "you" first. You need your strength and a straight mind in order 
to take care of your situation. Go to Gam-Anon. Try to learn 
more about the disease and don't try to control it. You can't 
change the gambler. Only the gambler can do that. 

The key to recovery, I feel, is to take control of yourself. You 
are wasting your time and energy trying to control the gambler. 
Don't worry about where he is. Don't wonder if he is still 
gambling. Stop checking his pockets and checking up on him 
This is controlling you. It will drive you crazy. Let go and then 
maybe you will find a change for the better. 

**** 

WZNDSOR WIDOW RECOUNTS TALE OF DECEPTION 

THE TRISH DARWIN STORY 

I first met my husband in the bar where we both worked. The 
attraction at the time was his shyness and his gentlemanly ways. 
Also, I felt terribly sorry for him because of all the downs in his 
life and the loss of his son. 

He told me that his wife had died a few years ago in a 
horrible accident and that his baby son had died, within the first 
few days after we met. My heart broke for him when I heard that. 
I too was going through tough personal problems. I had just lost 
my boyfriend of eight years and had suddenly gained custody of 
my two pre-adolescent boys.'l was weak and easily fooled. 

He was forty three when we met so I missed all the early 
stages of the gambling. I heard he liked the ponies (racetrack) 
through people at work. I knew he was going to the track before 
work and, sometimes during work, because he would have a "hot 

94 



eve: 
WOI 

fits 
Nee 
W01 

a bc 

win 
intrc 
He. 

tip." When he came back to work, if he had won, he was on 
cloud nine and very loud. He got a lot of attention that way. He'd 
tell everyone about the thousands he had won; so, of course, 

ryone moved closer to him If he couldn't lie and say he had 
I (because someone had gone with him), he would be throwing 
and saying how many hundreds or thousands he had lost. 
:dless to say, he still looked like the big shot. I noticed he 
11d be miserable all night if he couldn't get to the track to place 
:t on his hot tip. 
The first time I went to the track with him, it was great. He 

ed and dined me. He taught me how to read the programs and 
3duced me to his supposedly hot shot, big spending buddies. 
would tell me he was winning big and I was impressed. 
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When we first met the garnbbg already seemed to be part of 
life. It was "just the racetrack" and it seemed to be what 
ryone around us was doing and talking about. I was very new 
his and he always seemed to have a lot of money on him He 
' spending it on my kids and me. I figured he was really good 
and he didn't go out with the boys drinking so I didn't mind. 
The deceptions eventually became clear. He never really had 

ife and no one died in a horrible car crash. Also, his young son 
sw six years old. (I would even accompany him to a graveyard 
isit these two "dead people" with flowers.) I figured out this 
i year into the relationship after I had already married him. 
Just before I married hrm, and the money was not there all the 
:, he told me he had cancer. Needless to say, I went over the 
e on that one. He also told me he had hundreds of thousands 
lollars that he couldn't get out of Iran and that it wouldn't be 
; before he could get it. He also said he owned a race horse; 
, did I end up looking like an idiot at the track. I was probably 
ding next to the real owner and yelling for "my" horse to win. 



In another story he told me he owned a house plus all t 
furniture and he was just waiting for the courts to settle I 
separation. Also, he said his bank accounts were frozen but tl 
everything would be okay soon. This went on for some time ti1 
found myself smoking cigarette butts off the street and steali 
food for my kids! How did I feel? I wanted to kiU him, plus I w 
three months pregnant. 

I never felt the gambling was my fault. What I did feel w 
my fault was my inability to make him quit. I thought he WOL 

listen to me and stop. 
I did try to control him and monitor the money and the plac 

he went. I felt like his mother instead of his wife. 
He made me quit work so eventually my friends disappear 

and he was the only one working. We didn't go anywhere so 
figured he deserved the gambling once in a while, almost like 
was his allowance. Plus he would beg me to let him go. 

I feel trapped. He won't let me work; he wants me home wi 
our three year old daughter. I have no friends. No one likes hi 
therefore, I have no one to call upon for help. I'm embarrass1 
that I let this happen. 

I am also afraid of what he would do if I try to leave. He's 
control freak. When he's at work he constantly calls or just sho~  
up at home. He spies on me and tells me that sometimes he 
sitting outside watching the house when I know for a fact th 
he's at work. 

I have been with him now for four years. We have rnanagc 
to rent a nice house and have nice furniture. Most of it I boug 
with my baby bonus or income tax money. He came into my li 
with one garbage bag and his pillow. If anyone should leave, 
should be him. And I have the three children to think of. 

I am ashamed of him At first I thought the gambling was k 
own selfishness for money but I'm seeing that he's no better c 



lan an alcoholic or compulsive eater. Until the gambler seeks 
rofessional help, there is no escaping his problems. I could walk 
ut and I am seriously considering that option. He is sick and 
oesn't want to get better. A lot of people don't really look at it 
s an illness so no one really believes you when you try to tell 
lem what he is really like. 

There have been physical ailments too. I'm tired all the time. 
'm stressed out. I find him more stressful than the three kids, the 
og, two cats and all the housework put together. I have had two 
ervous breakdowns. In one instance I was hospitalized for two 
leeks. The doctors didn't even believe me about the gambling; 
ley told me to learn to put up with it and to grow up! 

Now when he stays out all night gambling at our new city 
asino, I'll get really drunk. When he comes home I'll bitch at him 
)r the remainder of the day and I won't let him sleep. But I'm 
:arning; I'm learning to ignore him and shut off my emotions. 

Gambling took the place of sex in our lives. To avoid sex I'd 
:t him go gambling. I did not like him near me; he disgusted me 
ecause I felt he had no respect for me. 

The lies never end. I have lost numerous rings, bracelets and 
hains. He would pawn my jewelry to cover his gambling debts so 
iat I wouldn't know he had lost. Then he would make me go 
joking around the house for these things because I had 
misplaced" them He would sit back and watch me go crazy 
ecause I had "lost" them Of course, the truth would gradually 
awn on me and then I'd flip out on him I'd break down and he'd 
:ll me the truth through tears and promises that he wouldn't do it 
gain. 

As for our social life, we have none. I am afraid to go out 
~ i th  him because I don't know what lies I am going to run into. 
Ie tries to make himself out as a big shot gambler but I wish we 



had all the money he says he has won. I think people know hill 
and his lies now so they don't want to be around him. 

There have been a lot of critical incidents, but the one that 
threw me for a loop was when all of my jewelry including 
wedding rings disappeared. He called me names and even helped 
me rip the house apart looking for them. I stayed awake nights 
trying to think what "stupid" me did with them. 

Three months later he says to me, smiling, of course, "Honey, 
I have to tell you something. I have all your jewelry so don't 
worry about it. I can have it back in three more weeks when I'm 
done paying back a loan (from his boss)." He gambled away the 
rent money as well. 

I did believe his only addiction is gambling but lately I'm 
really wondering. As I write this he hasn't gambled for two weeks 
but I feel it's only because of the bills and the fact that it's 
Christmas time. They're threatening to cut the phone off. He said 
he had paid the bills but he had spent the money at the casino. I 
am starting to see a drug problem too. I'm wondering if he is 
switching from one addiction to another. He is on constant mood 
swings and he is able to hide his drug problem because of his 
place of employment. 

Criminal activity has also been part of our relationship. We 
have both been arrested for fraud and forgery. We had no money 
and three children plus our other expenses. I was absolutelj 
devastated when my name appeared in the newspaper and I hid 
for months until I thought everyone had forgotten. 

The physical abuse was present too. He was okay with the 
other two children until I had the baby. He was abusive when I 
was pregnant and I would hit back. When he realized I was not 
going to take it any more, he stopped. Then he started mentally 
abusing all of us. He managed to cut me off from most of my 
friends and family. 



I attempted suicide and ended up in the hospital. I don't feel 
: I really wanted to die; I just wanted someone, anyone, to 
IW that I was hurting and that the things I told my family about 
L were true. He was literally driving me crazy. 
My doctor didn't even believe me. She told me to grow up 
accept things the way they were. Needless to say, after that I 

hed my thigh wide open, took pills and alcohol in the hospital 
of which he brought in to me). That was the last time. I guess 
:eded to know if I could still feel. 
I could feel, especially when I looked at my children. I will 
hurt myself ever again. I won't let him push me that far again. 
we too much to live for. He still lies, cheats and gambles and 
still putting up with it. I am being a bit self-abusive but I am 

:ing stronger. I now have people who believe me and believe in 
He is starting to blow his own cover and get caught up in his 

1 lies and debts. 
I'd advise other women in this situation, if you have the 

mrces, get out! If not, there is free counseling for people like 

I feel we should give the gambler the benefit of the doubt and 
:r them that option first. We should go to counseling with them 
don't let them go alone, because they most likely won't go. 

.t way you'll be able to express your feelings in the presence of 
leone who can keep the situation calm Don't hold back on 
r feelings and get the kids in there too. 
If you love the person then you should stick your neck out 

them. If the love isn't really there, then don't waste your time 
mse it won't work. You'll just go down with them, and, 
denly, there won't be any money or strength for you to get 

I am a believer in God and I do pray a lot. I pray for 
ction. If I am supposed to get away from this guy, then, Lord, 



give me the boot, because I can't seem to move my feet out 
door on my own. 

I guess I feel I am going to heaven when I die because I 
living in hell right now. And I also feel I must have dc 
something wrong for this to be happening to me. I must desel 
this; therefore, I'm paying my debt. See, this is what he has dc 
to me. 

My children keep me going, in reality. I surround myself w 
them and my animals. I'm starting to take better care of mysel: 
feel that if I get and stay healthy, I will have the strength on 1 

outside and on the inside too. He had me dragged down so f 
that there was no light for me. There is now a shimmer; I knc 
I'm growing. 

He doesn't want help; we tried that and he walked out. Hc 
always going to be exactly where he is now. He isn't growing a 
he's missing out on so muck His daughter is only three years ( 
but it's going to be his loss, not mine. I'll be there for her. 

For others in recovery, I'd say, if you love him and you 
getting help, then that's great. You have to remove the hurt a 
the anger. Express these feelings in full and then try not to rek 
the past. It's the gambler's move after that. 

I guess trust would be the hardest thing to deal with Aga 
that's where the counseling would have to come in. I really do 
feel I could ever trust him again, and, truthfully, if you can't 
that back, it's best to let him go. 

I am very bitter right now because I am at a decision stage 
really have to think of the kids and myself. I feel a big step rii 
now in my recovery would be to get out. After that we'll mc 
likely need therapy to rebuild our self-esteem I think the kids v 
be okay. All the yelling and abuse will be gone and they'll be a1 
to breathe once again. As for me, I know I need help. At lei 
now I know where to go and I've got my family beside me. 



I do want to remember that he always means well. And our 
~ghter does adore him. In truth, he has been kind to my two 
ys from a previous marriage and he has never raised a hand to 

of my animals. I just wish he'd change his habits. 
**** 

ONTARIO WOMAN BATTLES MATE'S ADDICTION 

THE SHARON LAMBERT STORY 

I first met the gambler in my life in a hotel where I worked. 
drank there and I was attracted to his looks and popularity. 
He used to go to the track regularly before he met me. I went 

th him a few times but found that he got irritable and mean 
Len he didn't win; however, he was on cloud nine if he did win. 
zfused to go after a few times because, when he lost, he would 
ow the race outline on the floor, stomp out to the car and I had 
run to keep up. Then I would try to console him on the way 
me. I told him to reduce his trips to the track and to take only 
enty dollars. 

Those four times I went with him I could see that he would 
in euphoria if he won big and go to an extremely mean mood if 
lost repeatedly. He really wanted me to go and tried to tell me 
w much fun it was urging me to pick a horse. 

After we married, I said that going to the track was not a 
od idea now that there was a mortgage and the babies were 
ming along. He agreed. What I didn't know was that he was 
ing secretly. Whenever his brother and sister-in-law came to 
it, they would talk about the track. I would say things like, 
.ou never get ahead there," and "He has quit going." My 
sband always agreed with me that the track was no place to be. 



I found out later that his relatives had seen him there regularly but 
they never told me. 

I never accepted gambling as a lifestyle and he knew how I 
felt about it. That's why he went there without my knowledge. 

I wanted to believe he wasn't gambling when things wouldn't 
add up. I wanted to believe even when my mother mentioned that 
he might be gambling. I believed that he owed money to people or 
that car parts were corning in and he had to prepay them. I 
believed the car used a lot of gas and that he had to put in a lot of 
overtime at work. 

He deceived me by telling me he had to put in the extra time 
at work or he'd say he had to go help his family with something. 
When there were cash withdrawals from the joint account, he'd 
say they were for car parts or he claimed he owed somebody 
something. All of the charges on the credit card meant his car was 
really burning the gas. He protested that he wasn't earning as 
much as I estimated and would never let me see his pay stubs. (He 
makes sixty thousand dollars annually, and there is no good 
reason, other than gambling, as to why he never has any money.) 

Because I wasn't addicted to anything, and I was unfamiliar 
with gambling, I couldn't see it as an addiction. No one in my 
family was a gambler, although my mother is an alcoholic. I 
always felt, up until a couple of years ago, that I could control the 
addiction if I could reach the person and make him see how 
wrong he was. In the beginning, 1 tried to control the betting by 
telling him to spend only twenty dollars. I explained that when 
that was gone, then that would be all that he had lost. 

I never felt the gambling was my fault because I disagree with 
it totally and he seemed to agree with me. Now I realize that he 
never saw anything wrong with it. To avoid a confrontation with 
me it was better for him to lie and deceive. 
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With the confrontations came many incidences of physical 
mental abuse. When I found evidence of gambling, he denied 
%en I asked why there was never enough money to pay the 
, even though I was working, he used to beat me or twist my 
s. He cruelly said, "You think you're so smart, just because 
're a CMA (Certified Management Accountant)." Sometimes 
would raise his hand to strike me and then say, "You're not 
th it." 
He was on highs and lows regularly. I believed the mood 
igs were due to drinking. I did not see him as an alcoholic 
1 an accident in the early nineties. He hit and killed a cyclist 
Le drinking and driving. 
A few months earlier I had opened his mail to discover he had 
-owed twelve thousand dollars. That was the disaster that sent 
whole world crashing before my eyes. This was a serious 
ter since the marriage had been going downhill because of his 
lholism; now it seemed irreparable. I knew I could not forgive 
for the deceiving, the stealing and the lying. 
I was very stressed with a job, school, three children and the 

sework; the additional stress of his addictions burned me out. I 
onger had the energy or desire to believe in a future. I did not 
mpt suicide although I often felt that life was not worth living. 
sn I found out about his gambling, I drove to work every day 
1 tears in my eyes. At times I could barely see and I thought if 
resulted in an accident, I didn't care. (He never attempted 

:ide that I know of.) 
After his accident, I told him there would be no reconciliation 

:ss I was sure the alcoholism and the gambling were finished. 
the next four years he maintained that he went regularly to 

3holics Anonymous and that he had quit gambling. I have 
e found out that he was at bingo halls during these four years, 
n during the period of incarceration at the halfway house. 



When I found bingo dabbers in his car, he denied gambling. 
said the dabbers belonged to his sister. Now he says that bingc 
not "gambling." My friend had seen him at bingo two days afte 
had asked for money for groceries for the three kids. He said t: 
he had none. 

The gambler has now run up other loans .as well as chsu 
cards and claims he can't pay. Two stores are now seeking le 
action. I have had to seek court action for support for 
children. 

Needless to say, I have not allowed him to move back in w 
me. He displayed no remorse when I discovered the secret 1c 
from the credit union and he was very arrogant. He refused to r 
how it hurt me. 

I do not feel responsible for the gambler. In the ongo. 
divorce proceedings he has maintained that the loan was a jo  
loan and that I am responsible for part of it. He has now founc 
girlfriend who also likes bingo and he neglects his children. 

I stayed in the relationship because of the children s 
because I was going to school as well as working. I felt it woi 
be too hard on my own since there were many financial losser 
estimate it to be around forty thousand in total. 

The emotional and psychological effects have led me to st 
counseling and it's taking time to understand this addiction. 7 
children have been affected since they do not have an availa 
father and they have suffered from having to go without mate] 
things. 

I find it hard to trust someone now and have avoided n 
relationships. I want to feel free in my head again and sort out 
my thoughts. The social losses have been great since the marriz 
broke up and the children have only a single parent now. Also, 
are on social assistance to survive. 



If you are currently living with a gambler, ask yourself that 
mous Ann Landers question: "Is my life better off with him or 
~ithout him?' Be as honest as possible. Seek counseling, support 
roups and whatever is necessary to cope. You can't change l i m  
My he will do that, if and when he wants to. 

The key to recovery is to accept the fact that he is a gambler. 
isk yourself if this is the way you want to spend the rest of your 
fe. Make the necessary changes you want, but, above all, love 
tourself and do what's best for you. 

The children will be better off if you do something positive 
or you. Let him fall if that's where he's headed. I understand it is 
. sickness, but I also know that I don't have to keep suffering 
vith him 

**** 

ONTARIO SPOUSE DEALS WITH LOTTERY OBSESSION 

THE MARCIA PANTON STORY 

The problems with my husband began when lottery and 
(evada tickets became available in stores and other outlets. My 
usband played cards every Thursday afternoon with a group of 
)is cronies, and also on Friday evenings with his bowling team. 
hey put only quarters in the pot and, at that time, I didn't 
:omplain; however, around 1989-90 the place where he played 
:ards started sponsoring the selling of Nevada tickets. That's 
where it all began. 

At first he bought only two dollars worth and at the same 
ime he bought only one 649 ticket and one Wintario ticket a 
week. Again, as it was so little, I didn't complain. Then in the 
ipring of 1990 it started to escalate. He started to go to play cards 
:very day for two hours; then it was three hours. Gradually, he 



would leave home before noon, dash home at 6 p.m for supp 
and go again in the evening. Finally, he wouldn't even both 
corning home at all until midnight or 1 a.m. 

At the same time, I noticed he was withdrawing more ar 
more money out of the bank, until one week he withdrew eig 
hundred dollars in three days! Then I really blew up and we had 
temble fight. That summer alone he went through twenty-thrc 
thousand dollars ! 

My health was terrible during this time. I developed canc 
and had surgery in 1990. Then I had further surgery in 199 1 for 
hernia and in 1993 for bladder and bowel repair. During n 
operations my husband didn't have time to visit me in hospital 
he was too busy hanging around the hall with all his buddies. h, 
children had to look after me instead. 

My children know their father is addicted to gambling a 
they don't like it at all, but what can they do? 

Because of all the anxiety this has caused me, I have bec 
through counseling twice. Both counselors suggested, because 
my state of mind and health, that I should leave him. But he h 
threatened that, if I should leave, he will see that I don't get 01 

red cent. 
What would I do to support myself? I am sixty-six years 01 

We were on a farm before moving to town so I have no skills su 
it's too late for me to go back to school. My parents are still livi 
in their own home. Perhaps I could look after them and then st 
on when they are gone. They have only me; there are no 0th 
children. I can live off my inheritance if I am careful. 

My husband is not playing cards anymore since some of 1 
cronies have passed away and he doesn't go bowling anymol 
He's more heavily into buying lottery tickets and Nevada ticke 
Since our big fight, he keeps his bank book hidden so I do1 
know how much he spends; however, I have come upon him 



es as he was buying tickets. He also drives out of town with 
sxpress purpose of buying tickets. So many of my friends have 
I him there, and I have caught him myself. 
When I mention that so-and-so saw him, he comes up with 
ie story as to why he was there. He lies very glibly and easily 
I can always tell by his face when he is lying. I also keep a 
~rd  of his mileage so I know when he has been out of town. I 
isionally find his tickets and, as each carries a store code 
~ber, I can tell exactly where he bought them. As far as I can 
re, he spends over a hundred dollars a week. 
I have also decided it's best for me not to say anything to him 
ut knowing where he goes and what he does. He has a violent 
per and has lashed out and hit me on several occasions. 
As for considering suicide, during the time I was severely 
ressed, I did think about it. But then what good would it have 
e? It wouldn't have stopped him from doing what he does and 
ias already picked out his second wife. He even told me her 
le and she would get everything with my children left out in 
cold. I couldn't hurt my children or my parents by killing 
elf because they are all on my side. They tolerate my husband 
mse he is their father but they don't like him very much 
more. 
We have no social life. My husband chooses not to go out 

1 me when I go anywhere but after I come home and check the 
:age on his car, he has always been somewhere. The hood of 
:ar is still warm so I can always tell when he has been out. By 
same token he gets himself all dressed up and goes out alone 
never tells me where he's going. He never asks me to come 
kg. I had considered, at one time, hiring a private detective to 
3w him to see where he goes. 
We do not share a bedroom. We haven't for a long time and 
between us is non-existent. I couldn't bring myself to sleep 



with a man who betrays me, lies to me and hits me like he dc 
have no love left for him at all. 

I am ashamed at times to go into some of the outlets in 
where he goes to spend all his money on tickets because he 
regular in those places. All the clerks there know how he SF 

and are sony for me. 
I don't know what advice I would give to others in 

situation since I am having trouble coping myself. I only k 
that when things get bad, I find solace in my church (he doe, 
attend). I phone my children often or even pack up and visit t 
I phone or visit my parents a lot as they are elderly and I am 
only child. 

I am also involved in a ladies organization and the frie~ 
have there have done a lot to keep me sane. For a time I alsc 
volunteer work at the hospital but my husband got so nasty a 
me doing this that I had to give it up. He is also nasty abou 
other group, and I considered giving that up too, but my chi 
wouldn't let me. They said, "Mom, you have to have some1 
you enjoy in your life." A few of my lady friends know o 
problem and they do a lot to cheer me up. 

I don't know what lies ahead for me. I never thought tl 
would work out this bad for me. I have decided to talk to a la. 
and see what advice I can get. 

**** 

ONTARIO WOMAN LEAVES NIGHTMARE 

THE AMY HALL ST( 

I married my husband at twenty after having known him I 

the age of thirteen. We had a k a l  separation after thirty two J 
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were divorced after thirty seven years. I will try to give an 
rall picture of life with a compulsive gambler. 
The gambling problem didn't become obvious until our 

md child was born six years after marriage. I'm quite sure that 
is indicative of his incapacity to cope with family 

~onsibility. We had three children, and as a father, he was kind 
hem The first born had a congenital handicap which required a 
amount of treatment in the early years. 
He was a traveling salesman which gave him a lot of 

ortunity to gamble with no consequences. This also meant it 
, my responsibility to look after any problems in the home. 
~d you, this was a plus in my life as it enabled me to be 
:pendent and self-reliant. We separated many times from the 
in of his gambling addiction. As I look back with hindsight, I 
ize these separations were often provoked to enable him to 
k his responsibilities and gamble at will. 
Each time I made an effort to get on my feet financially and 

)tionally, I would be admonished by my family, who were very 
1 of my husband, for not recognizing how ill he was. They 
sted that I was the stronger one and it was my duty to look 
r him They did this even to the point of criticizing me when I 
le more money than he did. I later realized how much of the 
rsure was due to his manipulation and constant insistence that 
everyone could be as strong as I was. 
After many years of seeking help from psychiatrists, 

nblers Anonymous and Gam-Anon, a pattern in his behaviour 
an to clearly emerge. It was always the same. He gambled until 
had exhausted all of his resources, and then would attempt 
)ide, thereby forcing his responsibilities on everyone around 
. He would, of course, recover after assuming a child-like 
endency. After three or four months the pattern would start 
r. 



When it was difficult for him to gain control over fam 
finances, he would invent conflict to enable him to storm out 
the home in a rage. He did this in order to justify to himself I 
desertion of the family to pursue more gambling. 

In later years I also recognized a sexual pattern. When he w 
gambling heavily, he became sexually active towards me and tl 
eventually became an alert of troubles to come. 

I learned very early to keep my own money protected frc 
him although many times I worked to pay off debts incurred a: 
result of his gambling. When I had inherited enough money 
purchase a home, I was careful to keep it in my name only. Tl 
was before the current family law. 

When you're involved in this type of relationship, you're ir 
constant state of near-poverty regardless of how much mon 
your mate earns. You don't realize how much it costs to contin 
living with him. 

In the end, after separation, you find out how well you c 
live without them and realize what a burden they had become 
always felt like I had a monkey on my back that I needed to g 
rid of. I had many theories put forward by professionals to expb 
the gambling such as lack of character, criminal tendencies a 
manic-depression. None of these have ever been verified and 
this day I have no answers and I must admit I no longer care. 

I do know that his father and mother liked to visit the ra 
track and gamble for entertainment. They were quite poor a 
perhaps this was the cause of their poverty. I have been told th; 
when my husband was young, they took him to the race track 
suppose a case could be made in relation to these actions. 

Anyone married to a compulsive gambler has my utmc 
sympathy. Looking back I realize one can only be responsible f 
their own behaviour and all efforts to help someone else a 
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less unless they are truly willing to work on their own 
blems. 
My advice would be not to waste precious years trying. Over 

years I have read many self-help books and the theory of co- 
~endence, I feel, is very destructive to anyone trying to find 
ir way out of the maze of despair. 
This theory, in my view, takes the onus off the addicted 

tner and causes the mate to spend wasted energy delving into 
u own actions and trying to change their behaviour, which has 
effect whatsoever on the person they are trying to help. How 
ch better it is to direct this attention to getting on with your 
n life. 
The three children have grown up into responsible adults and 

have graduated from college. They are all anti-gambling as they 
well aware of the consequences, having had to watch the 

erioration of their beloved father. 
When I look back, I am filled with sadness at the downfall of 

lan who had great potential. I do feel, in the end, I emerged as 
nuch stronger, more tolerant, peaceful person. I made great 
des when I rejected all responsibility for my husband's actions 
I resolved to live my life according to my own personal values 
I integrity. I might add that I never gambled with my husband 
accepted any part of money he won as I felt this would be 

ldoning his actions. 
One of his constant rationales for gambling was his desire to 

r me many luxuries to make my life easier. Well, a year before 
finally separated, he won a hundred thousand dollars in the 

lvincial lottery. He gave each child five thousand dollars but I 
s rather amused to find that not one so-called luxury came my 
y. This really precipitated his last rage to be free to gamble as 
ch as he wished. 



It really turned out to be a blessing for me as I was able to 
observe his behaviour in a very detached manner. Of course, after 
separating he had gone through all of his money and lost his jol 
He ended up on skid row and attempted suicide again fc 
attention. 

Neither wild horses nor pressure from social workers, coul 
drive me back into that nightmare again. 

Did I make the right decision to stay for so many years? Fc 
the children, I believe so. For myself, I can only say that life 
good for me now. 

I never adapted to my husband's gambling nor learned to li\ 
with it. In order to do so, I believe, one must give up their ow 
sense of responsibility, character and dignity. 

Look to the future; don't dwell on the past. 
**** 

ONTARIO WOMAN ENDURES GAMBLER'S FANTASIES 

THE CINDY WILSON STOR 

I was just sixteen when I met my partner and I am t l d  
seven now. He was the best friend of a boy I was dating at tl 
time. I liked him from the start. He was tall, dark, handsomc 
smart and funny. At twenty-two I realized I loved both him an 
my husband. My husband was popular and very nice, but I felt 
would be more needed with his friend. 

Eventually he was separated, out of work and in need of 
place to stay. He moved in with us and started to gamble out c 
control. As for me, I could see that he really needed someone to 
help get his life in order. I ended up leaving my husband for the 
gambler and have been with him ever since. 



The gambling escalated after we were together. At first it was 
1 3s and he was quite good at winning. It got more and more 
I nse. Later horses were the favourite and the odds of winning 
1 a lot tougher. 

He always dreams of easy money and fantasizes that 
nbling will enable him to live a life of luxury without regular 
Aoyment. Gambling is his first priority; he often bets till all is 

I and he doesn't even have bus money home. 
c Sometimes he goes days without proper sleep or food. He 

omes totally obsessed with trying to score the big one! When I 
s in the hospital delivering our first son, he cleaned out my 
k account and gambled away all of my savings. 
The winning and losing phases were all melded together in 

mind. If he won, he kept it to himself and it just added fuel to 
fire. After a win he never handed over any money for the 

essary everyday items we needed. Luckily, I was always 
ployed and able to fend for myself. Unluckily, I have spent the .,,, fifteen years trying to pay off loans, loans and more loans. 

I Even though I was worrying and crying, I would not tell 
anyone what I was going through. I didn't want anyone pitying 

I me or telling me to leave him I was always hopeful that he would 
come to his senses and we would live a normal, happy life. 

At times I would gamble with him At first I thought a night ? 

1 at the races would be fun. But as the addiction got worse, I hated 
the mere mention of the track. On trips to the races I began to 
notice how many grungy looking people were there. I thought 
they could probably use the money they wasted there on things 
that were really needed. My partner's friends, who frequented the 
track, were also not too reliable and were certainly not upstanding 
citizens. 

To save my sanity, I attended Gam-Anon and for the first 
time I was able to voice my worries, m d  knnw fnr the first time 



that I was not alone. My mate also began attending Gaml 
Anonymous and the support group made life good for a coup1 
years. 

I was transferred to another province and it was then thal 
gambler decided he didn't need GA. He had it all under con 
He was working and we had two beautiful boys. We even boi 
a house. And yet the fear and worry stayed with me. 

Then came the slips. The gambling usually starts out slow 
easy but then it gets more and more out of hand. Then ano 
loan is needed. Promises to quit follow but I go crazy when 
not home. I am plunged into despair not knowing if all of 
money is lost. I'm never sure when he is lying and when I 
believe him. Through it all I know I should probably leave 
but, if I leave, he will get worse and I love him! 

It is difficult to understand a gambler. He does seem to 
me and the boys. It is terrible to know that my partner, the lo1 
my life, can lie to me, make me worry and scare me almoc 
death and not seem to care. 

As for me, I am an open book. If you look at me, just a1 
anyone can read my thoughts and I cannot lie. I try to be a g 
person but I feel somehow, if I was better, he would not b 
distracted. 

I worry about money all the time! I usually have his 
deposited in my account and I pay all the bills. I work at two 
and I'm active in volunteer work as well. 

I often feel at fault for our problems. If I was prel 
smarter, richer, he might not feel the need to go looking fo 
easy, fast way to get the things he wants. When he says 1 
working late, I am never sure it's true. I don't know if I can 
trust him completely again. He is a good man when he is nu 
gambling but then he is obsessive with work as well. I don't fee 
he puts his family fust and he is often very private and a loner. 



ed to play poker when I was single. I love bingo four or five 
nes a year too. 

Because I knew he had a problem from the start, I always feel 
sponsible for the gambler. I try not to talk about money to him 
~t I try to caution him when things are really tight. I do nag 
ery once in a while; I want to help to get his life in order since 
: are a team, or should be. 

The gambler is a dreamer and truly believes he can beat the 
stem and live very comfortably gambling and without 
sponsibilities. I know he is bright and capable of doing just 
out anything he sets his mind to. There is light at the end of the 
nnel; he just occasionally moves it farther from reach. 

Maybe I'm living in a dream world too. I envision me and the 
m I love, the father of my children, living together in harmony. I 
mt him to come to his senses and realize that all he is searching 
r can be found right here at home. I want him to understand that 
r children's need for his time is far more important than financial 
ccess. For, if he won a million dollars today, it still would not 
tisfy his hunger. All of it would be lost relatively quickly no 
3tter what the amount because it is a sickness, not a dream. 

Outsiders may not understand why I stay. If I leave him I will 
a single parent and I still love him I think I am responsible for 

? good spells we have enjoyed. I am also scared that if 1 leave 
will find someone else and straighten out completely. Then I 

~uld have lost the love of my life. 
Even if I did walk away, I would still have to pay off the 

bts from when we were united. As it is now, I keep the family 
oat. I alone carry the burden of trying to keep the bills 
lanced. I work so hard it seems like I'm treading water. I never 



know if tomorrow we will be deeper in debt. A lot of the time we 
take three steps forward and two backward. 

I have been very lucky health-wise. I don't know why I don't 
have an ulcer from all the worrying I've done over the years. I do 
overeat when I worry though. 

We owe everyone it seems. We pay interest on top of 
interest. My credit cards are at the limit. I have used my Eaton's 
card just to put food on the table. Sometimes I throw caution to 
the wind and blow money on treats even though we owe 
thousands upon thousands. What is twenty or thirty dollars for an 
outing for me and the kids? 

I feel guilty that I cannot treat my mom as I would like and I 
never got a chance to spoil my dad while he was alive. 

Social isolation has come with the gambling debt. I am not 
trusting or open with people. My spouse does not want to go out 
with me or invite people over. We don't have money to entertain 
and he would rather sit home alone than have any outside 
stimulation. 

I may not be the best example since my partner is still on and 
off gambling, but I do have a message of hope. Know that you are 
not alone. There are thousands of us out there going through this 
torture. You can make it on your own and doing the best you can 
each day carries no shame. 

Don't be like me and get sucked into signing loans in both 
your names. If you are able to go to school, then by all means, go. 
If you are dependent on a gambler, get a job. Do not give up on 
yourself. 

Remember you are just as important as he is and you may 
need help too. Gam-Anon is a great place to vent your frustrations 
and get helpful hints on living with gambling. As well, you will get 
a chance to help others in the same boat. 



Do not give up on yourself and maybe someday we will find a 
ason for this madness and hopefully even a cure. 

**** 

ONTARIO WOMAN REVEALS GAMBLING MANIA 

THE HELEN ADAMS STORY 

1 tri 

I have lived for thirty years with a partner who has had this 
ost destructive addiction. I first met the gambler in 1956 on a 
ain in Detroit. I was impressed with his nice personality and 
anners. 

I believe he had been gambling with dice and cards as a 
enager and was involved with betting when he spent time in the 
my. Since I came from a rural area, I never saw the signs or 
lew very much about gambling. Shortly after we were married 
: began to not come home at night. He frequented many pool 
dls and many times the pay cheques would not come home 
ther. (Although I didn't know it at the time, he was addicted 
ng before we were married.) 

I adapted to our situation by trying to block it out. I never 
unbled with him because I despise it. The atmosphere in our 
)me was unpredictable: when he was winning he was happy and 
mght extra things but when he was losing he was nervous and 
ithdrawn. Sometimes I didn't find out the truth about things 
itil months after the binges. I was sick of crying and listening to 
1 the lies. 

Many incidents told me that the gambling was serious. He 
ouldn't want to come with his family on holidays. He would say 
: hated camping or that he had a sore back. Always he would 
mow money from finance companies and have to pay it back 



later. He was stealing money from my purse, denying it and tryir 
to blame others. 

There were many broken promises. He promised hundreds I 
times to quit compulsive gambling, and I would help him pay h 
debts, only to find out he had borrowed again. He would nevl 
give the real reasons; all he would do is deny, deny, deny until yc 
found out the truth. 

It is difficult to escape the problems of the compulsi~ 
gambler because you cannot trust them when you go away. 
stayed in the relationship always hoping he would change; 
wanted to help him And he may be all right for even a couple ( 

years and you begin to believe him when he tells you that l 
doesn't gamble anymore. You can't have anything in tl 
gambler's name because of the mistrust. 

The cost of living with gambling is very high. You spen 
years paying back finance companies even after you have talked t 

the managers and asked them not to lend any more money to tk 
gambler. You spend years going to the bank and finding tf 
account empty or money missing from a joint account. Man 
times money was stolen from my purse. 

The social cost is substantial too. I was not much intereste 
in other people when I lived with the gambler. I experience 
withdrawal and was unable to talk to anyone except my famil! 
My health suffered from overeating, depression and bad nerves. 

I became very emotional and faed with anger and hurt. 
found myself crying, pleading and threatening to kill him For b 
part, he never physically abused me but he harmed me mentall! 
He called me "cheap" and accused me of being the liar. 

We hit bottom in the early 1980s after I had helped him oc 
of heavy debts. He promised he would no longer play cards bu 
later I discovered he had borrowed .from two different financ 
companies. It took months of pay cheque shortages and continu2 



:nials before he admitted the truth I knew at his age, fifty-eight, 
: was never going to change. He moved out and I consulted a 
~wyer about separation. 

Through it all I grew spiritually by counting my blessings. I 
;ked God to help me and to help my loved one. I still try to look 
: my husband's good qualities and hope God will help him. 

**** 

MARRIAGE TO GAMBLER LONELYAND ISOLATING 

THE BOBBIE HASKETT STORY 

I first met the gambler in my late twenties. We were 
nployed by the same company at the time. I had been engaged to 
: married several years earlier but my fiance had been killed in an 
xident. I dated sporadically but the men I dated seemed very 
ninteresting until I met the gambler. He was very funny, 
~telligent and athletic. 

Around the time I turned thirty I started to think about 
lamiage and children. Although I enjoyed spending time with 
un, I didn't feel he was marriage material. Sometimes a couple of 
,eekends in a row would go by where he was involved in golf 
)urnarnents and I wouldn't see him. 

I told him over lunch one day that I wanted to pursue other 
:lationships. He said that was fine and we parted on friendly 
:m. About a week later he called me and said that he was in 
we with me and was very unhappy. He was interested in a 
:rious relationship. When I told him I was seeing someone, he 
ursued me with flowers, love notes, presents and marriage 
roposals. I agreed to marry him about five months later. 

When we married I was aware that he had some financial 
roblerns. I suggested we live in my townhouse for the first year 



and live off my salary. I asked for his pay cheque and I used it t 
pay off his debts including credit cards, car loan, golf club an 
dentist bill. During this time he started a new job as a salesma 
receiving both salary (which went to me) and commission (which 
never saw.) I believe that during this time he started going to th 
race track more often with his commission cheque. 

Since I had paid off his debts, the banks were once agai 
willing to issue him credit cards. His next step was to p~ 
expenses from work on his credit card and take money from h 
expense cheque to the race track. The idea was to double it an 
pay off the credit cards when they came due. Of course, this nevc 
happened. 

We were now fighting quite often. It was always abm 
money or the fact that he was out almost every night. I suggeste 
marriage counseling and he agreed. After a few months th 
counselor had determined that he was an "Adult Child of a 
Alcoholic" and had a problem with gambling. He started attendin 
Gamblers Anonymous and ACA meetings. Then after a couple c 
weeks he told me he was going to concentrate on the GI 
meetings only. 

The initial change in him was astounding. He went from bein 
secretive and dark to being happy and social. I felt we ha 
conquered our problems and became pregnant with our secon 
child. Then he received a terrific promotion at work whic 
necessitated our moving some distance. 

I was quite happy at this time. We moved into a beautifi 
house; I bought a new car. We had a beautiful two year old girl, 
second child was on the way and he was well on his way up th 
corporate ladder. 

I had only one small doubt that kept surfacing. My husbm 
was religiously attending his GA meetings every Monday nigh1 
Nothing could come between him and his meeting. I began tl 



~nder if he was really going or if he was going to the track every 
mday night. I tried to talk to him about it but he blew up at me 
1 accused me of not trusting him. 

I finally thought, "Oh well, what harm can it do if it's only 
e night a week?Of course, the one night eventually led to five 
six. Our mortgage was constantly one month in arrears. Our 
.es were always overdue. I had a good paying job and spent all 
I money on necessary living expenses. I tried to keep all of our 
tditors happy. I was miserable and couldn't see any way out. 
e house had now become an anchor around my neck. I didn't 
fe any money for the first and last month's rent for an 
utment. Our household income was over a hundred thousand 
llars a year so we couldn't qualify for any financial assistance. 

I could never tell if he was winning or losing. He was 
npletely devoid of emotion where his gambling was concerned. 
ything he won went right back to the track. During the 
speration phase he went from emotionless to somewhat nasty. 

-.erything was my fault. He withdrew completely and his only 
thoughts were to do with gambling and how soon he could get 
back to the track. 

In the beginning of our relationship we did gamble together. 
We went to the track three or four times. Once was for dinner and 
once we drove to Fort Erie Racetrack for the day. It was a 
beautiful summer day and that track is very pretty. 

nking back, I realize I never saw him place a bet that day. 
Id come with me to the two dollar window while I placed 

my bet and then just before the race he would excuse himself to 
go place his bet. I now believe that he didn't want me to see the 
size of his bet. He always disappeared just before the race. 

As the gambling progressed I gave up a lot of things. In the 
beginning it was luxuries such as vacations; then it was putting off 
home renovations, new clothes, haircuts, movies, and, finally, 



food. Most things happened gradually and I didn't notice that I 
was giving up more and more. I was so wrapped up in trying to 
find solutions and a way out that I just kept sticking my finger in 
the dike. I kept thinking if he could just stop gambling, everything 
else would be just wonderful. 

He was still a very good looking man. He was very intelligent 
and, because he was so intelligent, I kept thinking he could beat 
this problem and we could live happily ever after. Every problem 
we had between us was because of gambling but he insisted that 
he loved me and the children. 

Despite the love, the manipulations continued. Before I told 
my parents about the problem, my husband went to my father and 
told him he had had some "business reversals." He needed to 
borrow seven thousand dollars. He did this without me knowing. 
He didn't want to worry me unnecessarily as 1 was expecting and 
he was concerned about the baby. My parents refused to give him 
the money until he told me about it. 

Another deceit came out when we were at a Christmas party. 
Up until then I believed he was going faithfully to GA every week. 
An acquaintance told me that the community centre where the 
meetings were held had burnt down the previous month. 

This week another lie surfaced after we've been separated for 
a year. My car wouldn't start so I called the Canadian Automobile 
Association (CAA) to come and give me a boost. When the 
mechanic came he looked at the battery and told me that I needed 
a new one. It looked like I still had the original in my car. I told 
him that wasn't true because a new one had been put in a year and 
a half ago. He just shrugged and said I should take the car in 
anyway. 

I drove to Canadian Tire and asked them to have a look. The 
serviceman came out and said that indeed I did need a new 
battery. Then I realized what had happened. About a year and a 



lf ago my husband thoughtfully took my car in for me when I 
d trouble starting it. He told me the service station said I needed 
new battery for a hundred and fifty dollars. I gave him the 
mey. Obviously, my $150.00 ended up at the track. 

The gambler didn't bother with a lot of deceptions; he just 
)uldn7t tell me anything. 

I believe that he was a compulsive gambler long before he 
:t me but he often told me that it was my fault. And sometimes I 
t that maybe I was putting too much pressure on him which was 
using him to gamble more. I felt totally responsible for him I 
~k on all the day to day normal problems that any family has as 
:ll as all the problems that resulted from his gambling. I felt if he 
1 to deal with any of these problems it would drive him to 
mble more. 

After awhile I believed his version of reality. He considered 
nself a victim His father had been an alcoholic and his mother 
d always been too busy trying to keep her family together. 
ery boss my husband ever had was a "jerk." Banks, credit card 
mpanies, car leasing companies, and employers were always 
.ewing up and causing him a lot of problems. 

For the longest time I believed all of these stories and tried to 
mpensate for all the problems these other people caused him. 

If I complained about our financial situation or the amount of 
le he spent at the track, he would remind me of how lucky I 
Illy was. He didn't drink. He wasn't physically abusive to me or 
: children. He didn't fool around with other women "like a lot 
other men do." I had a nice house in a nice area; we both had 
3d jobs. He would make me feel guilty if I complained about 
r life. 

I stayed because I kept thinking he could beat this problem 
1 everything would be okay. I wanted a stable two-parent 
nily for my children, and to be honest, I didn't want to admit to 



everyone that I had made a mistake. Then after I realized he was 
compulsive gambler, I didn't know how to get out. 

I went to a lawyer who advised me to sell the house. He all 
told me I couldn't leave unless my husband physically abused 11.1 
And for this wonderful advice he charged me two thousa 
dollars. 

This started the worst period of my life. I called a real esta 
agent to list the house for sale. My husband threw up sever 
roadblocks and stalling tactics but finally agreed. 

Now that everything was out in the open and he knew that 
was really leaving, he started gambling with abandon. I had 
start hiding my wallet; if I had five dollars he would steal it. I w 
now looking after two small children, keeping a 2000 square fo 
house in tip-top shape for real estate showings, cutting the gras 
and working full time. I had to pay for the mortgage, child ca 
expenses and food as my partner was now making no effc 
toward anything but the track. 

We finally got an offer on the house which he refused 
accept. I called the lawyer who said that he could get a cou 
order to force my husband to sign it, but I couldn't afford a1 
more bills and the offer wasn't going to wait. 

Then my husband came home one night in tears. He said I 
wanted to kill himself. He would go back to GA and would n 
gamble again if I would just stay with him. I didn't believe him b 
I didn't know what else to do. And I certainly didn't want him 
kill himself so I agreed to stay. 

It is hard to escape this addiction. Drug and alcohol addictic 
are easier to understand because there is something tangible the1 
If I had understood that gambling was an addiction five years ag 
I could have escaped easier. Your life gets very tangled up with 
compulsive gambler, especially if you are married and ov 
property together. 
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Lack of money also kept me from escaping. I used every cent 
came my way to try and keep the bank from taking our 
~e. After years of trying to stay one step ahead of the bank, I 
ly walked into the bank manager's office and tossed the keys 
le house on his desk. I was so relieved after I did this that the 
of total astonishment on his face kept me giggling for about 

weeks afterwards. 
I deteriorated physically in those years too. I had several 
3 of almost constant colds and flu. I also had pneumonia 
ig the last two years of our marriage. During my husband's 
:s I would be unable to eat and would lose weight 

ramatically. I was also plagued by insomnia. 
Marriage to a compulsive gambler is a very lonely and 

iolating existence. There was a complete lack of physical contact 
nd no emotional support for me. I started to feel very 
nattractive and uninteresting. 

Psychologically, I was about to go completely crazy at the 
nd. Although I am a very strong person normally, by the end of 
ly marriage I couldn't even make simple phone calls myself. I 
las unable to deal with simple tasks such as packing boxes. 

The gambling destroyed our social life. I had discouraged 
iendships as I was afraid my partner would borrow money from 
iends. There was never money to go out for dinner or a movie. 

It was a frightening time for me and the children too. There 
lere two key events that showed how serious the gambling had 
ecome. The first happened one day when I came home from 
fork and noticed a man sitting in a car at the end of our lawn. It 
[as not unusual for a car to be parked in front of our house, but 
)is one did not feel right to me at all. As I got out of the car I 
oticed the man pick up a clipboard and write something down. 

I hustled the kids into the house and noticed the message light 
ashing on the telephone. When I checked the message it was a 



hang-up call. I went to the front of the house and peeked out. 
car was still there. Then the phone rang. I was pretty sure it 
the man outside. 

The stranger asked for my husband, mispronouncing 
name. Then he asked me when my husband was expected a 
told him I didn't know. I wanted this man away from me anc 
children. 

In a panic I called my parents. My mother suggested tl 
walk out and confront the man and demand to know why he 
sitting in front of my house. I completely broke down at this 1 
and told my mother she had no idea what I was going through 
could be a loan shark or a bookie or even a hired killer. This 
the first time my parents really understood the seriousness oi 
situation and realized they had to help me get out. 

The second significant incident involved my daughter 
was six and a half. She came to me in tears one night because 
money in her piggy bank was missing. She had about three do 
in it, from the tooth fairy mostly. I went right away to my husl 
who took five dollars from his wallet and gave it to her. He 
he had needed her money for gas the other night. Although I 
been living with money disappearing from my wallet for se\ 
years, it shocked me when he stole from our daughter. I wer 
another lawyer the next day. 

When I left, I thought, "I'll be okay if I can just survivt 
can't believe how fast I became, what I consider to be, q 
mentally healthy. The energy and mental capacity that I had 1 

over the last few years to deal with this gambling problem 
enormous. Once I had rid myself of this problem, I opened up 
huge well of strength to expend in other areas. 

I am now a single mother (really I always was) and I' 
really good one. My kids, eight and five, are happy, well-adju 
and doing extremely well at school and socially. I take immc 
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itisfaction in this because I am admitting to myself now that I'm 
lising them by myself. Now that they see me so happy, they have 
:ally come out of their shells and are very happy and secure. 

I also have a lot more energy at work. I have the ability to 
~ggle several jobs at once since I spent my whole marriage 
~ggling. I have received a promotion at work which I also find 
:ry satisfying. 

And, I've started dating again. I didn't think I'd be able to 
we another relationship. I had been lied to so much and was so 
notionally screwed up I didn't think I could ever trust anyone 
lough to have a relationship. 

I even wrote to the Premier of Ontario to express my 
mcerns about the province's move towards more legalized 
mbling and the lack of support services for compulsive 
mblers and their families. Because I have been through living 
,ith a gambler and desperately looked for help and couldn't find 
, I am happy to share my knowledge with others. 

I also find I am much more understanding and non-critical or 
m-judgmental of other people. I realize now that life is not easy 
~d people can be dealing with aU sorts of problems that may not 
: visible. 

**** 

PEACE AND HOPE FOUND IN GAM-ANON 

THE FRANCES GIBSON STORY 

I am a teacher and John's youngest son was in my class. We 
let for the first time at a parent-teacher interview. He had been a 
.idower for nearly five years and was not in a relationship at the 
me. I was very fond of his son and had been giving him extra 



care since he was a bright, cute, motherless child. The gamE 
(John) was handsome, dashing and appeared needy. Being 
caring, nurturing kind of person I am, it seemed like the perf 
situation. 

John had gambled for many years before I met him and I v 
involved with him for eight and a half years before he made 
decision to quit. During the gambling years his children were of 
left alone and they moved frequently because of evictions. 

He was very upfront with me the very first night we dat~ 
He told me that he gambled and I thought to myself, "So what : 
man gambles a little." I went to the race track with him only th: 
times. The first time he blew all of his money and then wan 
mine; the second time I took no money and he was furious; 
third time I took no money again and took a book to read. 
wouldn't even sit with me. Thus ended my visits to the track. 

I hated John's gambling from the day I met him but I used 
rationalize it by saying that I was staying in the relationship for ; 
sake of the kids. I loved him and his children and I was the 0 
mother figure the children had. Because I joined the Gam-An 
program early, I knew enough not to give him money. I d 
however, frequently buy food and clothing for the boys and 1 
for any entertainment. 

I never suffered personal financial and material losses a: 
result of my involvement with the gambler. I attribute this to I 

fact that I was a member of a support group. In addition, I did I 
live in the same home as the gambler; I have always bc 
independent financially. 

It was difficult to resist becoming entangled with the gamk 
in other ways, however. When John lost his condo and otl 
housing, he asked me if he and the boys could move in. I havc 
paid up house so he thought we could live off my salary and 
could gamble what he made. He also asked me to sign for a lc 
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purchase a new car. Thank goodness for my Gam-Anon 
vareness; I didn't go along with that suggestion. 

I may have avoided heavy financial losses but emotionally and 
,ychologically it was a different story. I have often been insecure 
~d being involved with an addict only made me more so. I have 
ways been a very co-dependent person and can very easily 
:come addicted to a person with problems. And an addict is a 
:ry selfish and immature person in many ways. I could never 
bunt on John for anything. Even when my father was dying, John 
~uld not stay away from the track long enough to give me any 
nd of support. His constant focus was gambling and making 
oney to gamble. 

Social situations were often uncomfortable, especially if he 
arted talking about gambling which he always did. Eventually I 
st stopped inviting people for dinner, except immediate family, 
:cause I never knew if he would show up or not. Although I 
aited around for him plenty, I still kept a circle of friends and did 
y own thing some of the time. Socially there was really nothing 
a couple. I continued my social activities with female friends 

~t we never saw other couples because he was so unreliable and 
 ti-social. 

John often lied about where he was and was verbally abusive 
me. One time I became so angry with him for leaving me and 

e children alone, I threw something at him At other times I 
ould just be very nervous and frequently depressed. I had many 
sepless nights and my digestive problems were always worse 
iring the bad times. 

The key to recovery is to enter a self-help program If you 
ay in the relationship you become very caught-up and very much 
fected in every way. There is always hope, especially, if an 
dividual chooses to enter into Gam-Anon. Even if the gambler 
looses to continue in his destructive path, the family member can 



find much peace and hope in the program In the beginning I had a 
great deal of trouble accepting this addiction as an illness. I 
started reading a lot about addictive behaviour and now I 
understand that the addict just doesn't see that there is a choice 
until he is ready or has reached some kind of bottom. 

After more than ten years I can honestly say that for the most 
part I have peace in my heart and that is what I've been striving 
for. The main thing for me is that I have changed so I can live a 
much healthier and more sane life. 

**** 

ONTARIO WOMAN SHARES PERSONAL ORDEAL 

THE JAMIE CAMPBELL STORY 

I met my husband in a bar on a Sunday afternoon and was 
attracted to him because of his good looks and easy-going 
manner. I probably felt more physically attracted to him than to 
any other man I had ever met. DeWtely the sexual attraction was 
so strong, I'd get shivers standing near him. It was exhilarating. 

After we had been dating for a couple of weeks, I became 
aware that we both loved American football. We would spend 
most Sunday afternoons watching it together. At this point I also 
became aware that he was gambling on the games with a bookie 
he knew at work. This routine had been going on for years but I 
didn't know it at the time. About four months into our 
relationship I realized that his betting was between $1000 and 
$3000 per game! I was shocked. I had never known anyone in my 
circle of friends or family who bet on anything other than bingo 
and 649. Although I thought this was crazy, I also felt, "It's his 
life, not mine." 



I went gambling with him about four times. Twice I went out 
of interest and curiosity and twice 1 went because they served 
liquor. I never felt comfortable about the gambling; I hated losing 
money. I would anesthetize myself with wine and, if we lost, I 
would be depressed for a couple of days. 

At first I rationalized the betting as being totally his business. 
Later I told myself that at least he hadn't had a drink in four years 
and was attending Alcoholics Anonymous. The bills were still 
getting paid then and there was food on the table. The gambling 
seemed relatively harmless at that stage. 

Later the betting progressed to the point where he was stuck 
trying to come up with $4000 and he couldn't. He borrowed this 
money from his sister in order to avoid physical harm. After that 
he stopped betting for a time, but before long he discovered 
Ontario Pro-Bet and he was back at it. The wagers were 
moderate, $10 to $20 every three days. 

Then casinos began to pop up all over, moving to another 
hotel every three days in our area. He started going and this was 
the beginning of the end. My husband was susceptible to 
addictions and casinos spelled trouble for him He loved them 
right from the start and would talk incessantly about them. Over a 
one and a half year period, his visits escalated from once a week 
to three or four times a week. He wouldn't come home till 4 a m  

He stopped going to work by staging a phony accident at his 
plant and then collecting Workers' Compensation. Then he had 
more time to spend gambling. He talked about how he could make 
casino life a full time job and make as much, if not more, than his 
regular 9-5 job. His judgment was way off. He spent everything 
we had and also borrowed from friends, family and loan sharks. 

The atmosphere in our home was fraught with tension and 
heated arguments. If he won, he would be happy and I would be 
angry but relieved. He always lied even when he won. For 



example, if he won $1000 he would tell me it was $300 or 4 
so he could keep the rest to gamble higher stakes. If he lost, I 
be angry and more determined than ever to go and win it b 
Win or lose, I felt I had no control over our home life or our bj 

I was sad most of the time and couldn't sleep. I experier 
extreme stress and strange sensations. There were unusual ac 
in my arm pits and at the front of my neck. I perspired heavi 
wend into a depression where I gave up on him and myself. A 
started drinking again. 

Eventually I could no longer control my rage and this g 
him an excuse to go to a casino to get away. He blamed me 
the feelings of gujlt and the losses he experienced while plaj 
This would fuel his obsession to get it back. He stole rent mc 
out of my purse, lied about how much he got on work 
compensation benefits, and took out a loan without 
knowledge. 

Soon we were $9000 in arrears and he pledged to stop. 
father offered us $12,000 to get us out of hock on the condi 
that the gambling cease. The reassurances meant nothing as I s 
discovered. Five thousand disappeared right away as well as 
$3000 income tax refund. 

I was outraged since my parents had gone out on a limt 
us and had borrowed the money against their house. He was ir 
downward spiral of addiction and impossible to reach. The w 
it got, the more vocal I became with my displeasure 
disapproval. "A family man doesn't go out to three or 
o'clock in the morning," I told him "A family man doesn't SF 

the rent and jeopardize his family home. A family man spends 
with his family." 

Cross-addiction made things even more complicated. 
husband persuaded a doctor to give him a prescription 
Dexedrine. The pills enabled him to stay up all night and pla 



:he casinos endlessly. The drug distorts judgment and thinking 
xocesses so he never wanted to go to work. In this desperate 
3eriod of chasing the action, he smashed up my car because he 
nad not slept in two days. 

Between the pius and the gambling, I just didn't know my 
lusband anymore. When you enter a marriage you gamble that 
you will be able to trust your partner to consider you and your 
:motions, to be honest with you and to work as a loving 
mtnership. But when addiction enters the picture, you have to let 
$0 of the dreams and plans. I grieved for my partner as if he had 
~ctually died. When we would have our marathon talks about the 
?roblem, I would be overwhelmed with grief and tears. He was a 
zhost sitting in the living room of a home he no longer believed in. 

It took me two and a half months to get him to leave. The 
police, my lawyer and his family don't understand the gravity of 
ny situation. He was stealing from me and his children, but the 
mly advice I got from them was to move myself and my kids out 
~f the home we had lived in for five years. They told me to take 
the children away from all that was familiar to them, their friends, 
Lheir school and their community. Only if the gambler physically 
3bused me would I receive any intervention. Emotional abuse, 
theft and threats don't count! 

Now that he is gone, I want to remember him fondly and 
without any vengeance. He has lost a whole lot more than I have. 
When I look at our children I know that. I still can't understand 
why he threw this all away. 

My advice to women in similar situations is to get to a 
meeting. Gam-Anon can be immensely helpful, supportive and 
~mpowering. I waited until I was in serious trouble before I 
ventured down the spiritual path and that suffering is not 
necessary. I am left with a lot of rubble to dig through now but I 
will continue to seek what is right for my children and me. 



It helps to remember you are not alone -- ever. Get out if tl 
gambler won't seek help; stay strong and think of your children 
you can't do it for yourself. Remember the gambling is not yo1 
fault no matter what he tells you. And when you leave, don 
second guess yourself; stand your ground. 

My sadness sometimes overwhelms me still and I actually 
think of taking him back. But I recognize my pattern and realize ! 
have always been attracted to men who are living on the edge or 
going against the mainstream. 1 stayed with him because I loved 
him and my kids loved and needed him too. Hope is hard to give 
up. You don't have to give up hope, though. Hope for a better lil 
for yourself and your children but, at the same time, give up hope 
for him. You can't help him; only he can help himself. 

**** 

MANITOBA FAMILY AFFECTED BY GAMBLING 

THE TAMMY CHRISTIAN STOR 

I agree, from first hand experience, that there are man 
hidden social and emotional costs to gambling that th 
government and society are not really attuned to. Until I foun 
out that my husband is a compulsive gambler, I don't think I gav 
it much thought. 

I first met my husband over six years ago at a social functior 
Of course, at this time he was not a problem gambler. It wa 
before Winnipeg residents had such easy access to the vide1 
lottery terminals. Although I do remember our convention centr 
would have a casino running once or twice a year. My boyfnenl 
at that time would go and once or twice he won some money. 

I was attracted to my husband because he is interesting, a lo 
of fun, intelligent and very optimistic and ambitious. From day on! 



accepted me just the way I am and I found that appealing. He's 
very caring, giving person. 

His job brought him into contact with gambling in a big way. 
1st year his company got the contract to install special 
uipment at the two big casinos that Manitoba built. My husband 
xked on that project at the sites for several months. 

Once the VLTs were installed and running, he would often 
ay on his lunch hour. Often when we would go out with friends 
2 would all play the machines. However, none of us seemed as 
terested in it as my husband seemed to be. Then in the fall he 
as assigned to work out of town a lot. Months later I found out 
at's when the addiction began. I knew he was playing, but never 
my wildest dreams did I suspect there was a problem. 

First, he and two co-workers won a thousand dollars and, of 
lurse, that was exciting for them. Later on in October my 
isband and a friend won another thousand. 

I was enjoying money being handed to me after they won but 
,en then I still had no idea of what was to come. In November 
y husband and I, accompanied by two friends, went on a 
eekend trip to Shooting Star Casino in the States. It was a lot of 
n but only my husband was into the gambling. The rest of us 
~d a good time shopping, meeting new people in the lounge and 
atching the band. 

That weekend, I realized after, should have been the big clue 
at my husband was heading for disaster. We were teasing him 
at he had gambled for approximately thirteen hours straight. He 
plied, that when all was said and done, he was only down fifty 
)Ilars. We were all impressed that he had gambled for such a 
ng time and lost so little. None of us could understand what was 
I exciting about gambling though. We didn't see how he could 
) it so continuously. 



Months went by. It was not until the new year that my 
husband finally broke down and told me of his addiction. I had no 
idea of the utter turmoil he had been going through for months. 
When I look back, I can see that he was not himself. I attributed it 
to stress at work because he had been away from home travelling 
a fair bit. 

What happened to ultimately bring the disease to the 
forefront was a small discrepancy in our bank account. We both 
possessed bank cards but I handled the balancing of our cheque 
books. Anyway, I called the bank to do a transfer and for some 
reason one of our accounts was short two hundred dollars. I just 
automatically assumed it was a banking error. 

I noticed when I was on the phone to the bank, that my 
husband had hurriedly gone outside. I called out to him and he 
looked really nervous for no apparent reason. He quickly went 
through the motions of talking to the bank and trying to solve the 
problem. The bank said they would let us know Monday what 
they found out about the mistake. 

Even though I found myself somewhat concerned, I was still 
not fully aware of what was going on. I asked him again, "Are you 
sure you don't know what happened to the money?'He replied, 
"No," but now that I think about it, he didn't say it with very 
much force. 

The weekend passed normally with the exception that my 
husband was being overly affectionate and displaying his love very 
openly. I now realize he knew the devastation was coming and 
was hanging on for dear life. 

Monday rolled around and I casually called the bank. They 
said, "Oh, your husband already called; he said he figured out the 
error and everything was okay." I immediately called him at work 
thinking he would have a logical explanation. He was not available 
and did not return my calls all day. Suddenly, I had a horrible, 



ainful feeling in the pit of my stomach. Although I was hoping 
gainst hope that there was a logical reason, I knew in my heart 
lat something was terribly wrong. 

After work, I went jogging like I always did, hoping to keep 
ly mind off what was eating me. My jogging partner could tell 
)mething was wrong. I knew she had a cousin whose husband is 
compulsive gambler, so I told her what had happened. Right 

way she said, "He's gambling." 
I went home feeling heartsick. Waiting for me was a note 

.om my husband saying that he had gone to a hockey game. I 
new this wasn't true. He was hiding from me. It wasn't until ten 
lat night that he called me from his office. Right away I asked 
im, "What's going on? No matter what has happened, I'm your 
life and I love you." 

He started to cry. I had never heard or seen him do that. He 
lid, "I've got a problem" He confided that he had been spending 
ne to three hundred dollars per day on video lottery machines 
ver a four month period. He was hooked. 

He also admitted that he had been using his American 
xpress card to the tune of six thousand dollars. (The statements 
lways came to his workplace.) 

I was devastated. It was then that I realized that the man I 
we is a gambling addict. He had sunk pretty low in his life at this 
oint. 

After his confession, I began to think back on the previous 
:w months. I trusted him so I never had any reason to wonder 
3w he spent his lunch breaks. Because he hid his gambling from 
ke, I did not find out until much later the hell he had been 
rough. 

In retrospect, I now realize our home atmosphere was 
Ffected. He was not himself; that was obvious. He was moody 
3d not sleeping well. In addition, he suddenly developed a 



jealous streak which was not present before. Also, he acted guil 
about things. Once on my way to the bank I ran into him comi 
out of a bar that had VLTs. He looked like he had been caug 
with his hand in the cookie jar. I said, "I thought you were goi~ 
to hockey." He was red-faced and stammered that he was just ( 

his way. 
I didn't find out till the new year that my partner had bec 

having repeated nightmares about me finding out and was i 

emotional wreck from hiding his addiction. 
Obviously, I was naive about the gambling. I was not awa 

of the damage gambling could do to our lives. I thought it w 
just one of my husband's many hobbies. The odd time we playc 
VLTs together but mostly it was a secret thing he did on his ow 
A lot of people had jumped on the VLT bandwagon so I didr 
think my spouse was any different. Since I was kept in the dark 
to how much he gambled, I did not really adjust to it. Once n 
husband came clean about it, I concluded, "My husband has 
disease and we have to deal with this." 

Gambling continued to be a secret thing my mate did on 1 
own. I didn't find out about the seriousness of his gambling un 
after he had spent thousands and thousands of dollars. The li 
and the deception emerged later. I was devastated that n 
husband had lived a lie for so long. I truly questioned our futu 
together. I thought that we had such a great marriage and that v 
had the same goals and dreams. I was blown away that this cou 
happen to us. 

Naturally, I questioned whether my husband's addiction hi 
something to do with being unhappy with me. Through counseh 
I quickly realized I was not to blame for the gambling. I d 
wonder how my husband could really love me if he was prepm 
to risk throwing everything away. I also felt a lot of guilt that 
hadn't recognized the signs of his illness sooner. I realize now th 



had never given me any reason not to trust him Still there was 
2 doubt: "Was I naive to be that way?' 

My first reaction to his disclosure was to separate myself 
)m the whole situation. Although I loved my husband, and I 
mted to stand by him, I also went into "survival mode" in my 
nd. Questions raced through my mind: "How will we pay off 
: debt? How will we get through this?' 

In some ways I took responsibility since it seemed I didn't 
ve much of a choice. Because we were married, was I not 
sponsible for the debt? Fortunately, I was able to look at the 
uation and realize that my husband was the only one who could 
11y help himself. In order to give ourselves a chance to fully 
sess the situation, I asked him to stay with his parents for 
~hile. I was angry over being betrayed. 

He was forced to deal with telling his parents on his own and 
rsuing counseling. At first, he went through the phase of saying, 
'm not really an addict. I can lick this on my own. I'm not like 
3se other people." We both started counseling right away and 
:re made aware of the cold reality of the situation. 

I stayed with the gambler in my life because I had had a very 
ppy six years before the crisis. My husband began to deal with 
; problem head on once he got past the initial denial. He began 
show me how important his life and our marriage are to him. 

He had given me so much fulfillment throughout our 
lationship, that I knew I could not throw everything away 
cause he has an addiction. We were separated for a few weeks 
d I analyzed the situation to the point where I did contemplate 
2 without him It wasn't something I could really consider. He 
sn't gambled in seven months now and our relationship is 
.anger than ever. 

I don't know what I would do if he went back to gambling. 
lat is always a possibility and we will have to deal with it if it 



happens. But, as my counselor says, "There are no guarantees i~ 

Gambling is a particularly hard addiction for some people tc 
understand. It is difficult to understand because the person yor 
love isn't necessarily a horrible person just because they have ar 
addiction. It differs from alcohol and drug dependence in that the 
physical signs are not evident. The person who gambles still seem 
the same but this makes it that much harder to realize the 
seriousness of the disease. 

In my case the gambler seemed to develop more healtl 
problems than I did. I was emotionally drained but he was veq 
run down and was not sleeping. That was very hard to deal with; 1 
felt like my whole world had closed in on me. 

There were financial setbacks to deal with once the problen 
was out of the closet. We had to sell a vehicle that we had alreadj 
put fourteen thousand dollars into. We used that and our saving: 
account built up over three years to pay off the debt. Through if 
all was the fear that we'd lose everything. 

When the gambling is exposed, you go through a questioning 
phase where you analyze your whole life. You go through 2 

whirlwind of emotions: anger, shock, loss, betrayal, it goes on and 
on. It is very draining and would be impossible to go through 3 
the gambling cycle continued. 

The social fallout is difficult too. Even though family and 
friends try to understand and be supportive, it is difficult for then 
to realize the severity of the situation. People saw us as such s 
happy couple and they couldn't deal with the possibility of u: 
breaking up. Also, it was a crisis in our lives and there is a certair 
stigma attached to that. 

My advice to a woman living with a gambler is to truly asses: 
your own individual situation. You have to look at your strength 
and try to determine if your marriage is worth saving. For me 



rsonally, I had to accept that my husband is human with 
:aknesses, like all of us. Gambling is an addiction like any other, 
d yet, it is unique. 

Knowledge is essential. After reading and counseling, I feel I 
derstand much more about compulsive gambling. If your 
ouse is, first of all, willing to admit he is an addict, that is the 
st and the biggest step. He must get help for himself and do it 
r all the right reasons. 

To get back on your feet financially, you must take control of 
nk accounts and credit cards. This is simply for security. The 
~ancial end of things is only one aspect of the entire problem, but 
rvival is important. 

The gambler has to see the consequences of his actions and 
n't be bailed out continually by you or others. I found 
unseling, both individually and as a couple, very helpful and 
sential. 

Since my husband admitted his addiction, we have both 
own emotionally and spiritually as individuals and as a couple. I 
ink we both realize now how fragile life is and how close we 
me to losing each other. I find that, although I still have a 
ealthy mistrust" of my husband, we are both more open with 
ch other. It is not a secret that is swept under the rug. 

I chose to stick by my husband through this; not all spouses 
n or want to. That is an individual choice and only you can 
cide where to draw the line. If my husband were to continue to 
mble, I would have to seriously re-assess the situation. You 
n't lose your own individuality and become a v i c t h  Your own 
If-esteem is central to dealing with this addiction. 

Recovery can only happen if your spouse truly wants it to. 
3u can't do it for him, you can only be there for support. If he 
dy goes through the motions with counseling and Gamblers 
nonymous, then disaster is just around the comer. 



As we are anticipating our first child, I choose to remember 
positive things about my husband. He is a loving, caring person. 
Even though he is a compulsive gambler, I want to remember that 
we survived a rough time and we are stronger because of it. 

**** 

BRITISH COLUMBIA WOMAN DISCOVERS DECEIT 

THE DOROTHY CANTON STORY 

I first met the gambler in my life at a bar; I was eighteen and 
he was twenty one. The attraction was probably just physical as 
we never got to talk and know one another that night. 

As I got to know him a little more I found out he loves the 
horse races. I thought that was because a close relative of his 
owns and runs them, but then I found out he also loves to go to 
the casino. I didn't really know at the time how much time he 
actually spent gambling. He said he loved the excitement and the 
"high" he got from winning. 

In the "winning" phase he was usually in a good mood, 
always wanting to take me to dinner and the movies. In the losing 
phase he was very cranky and ornery; I couldn't talk to him He'd 
become mentally abusive to me and sometimes he would just clam 
up and watch television for hours. 

I did go gambling with him a few times but if he would lose, 
he'd get very mad at me and say it was all my fault he was losing. 
He said I was bad luck. At the horse races he would lose all of his 
money and then tell me to give him all the money I had. If I didn't 



ve any, he would tell me to cash a cheque. There was always an 
yment. Soon I learned that it was best that I didn't even go. I 
~uld refuse to give him money and he would get so mad he 
~uld throw stuff at me, punch out windows and call me all sorts 
nasty names. 

I can't say I ever adjusted to the gambling; I guess I tried to 
lore it. 

The lies are the hardest thing to accept, when you live with a 
mbler. This is the part that hurts the most. I've always been an 
nest person and I assume everyone is honest with me. Perhaps I 
i a bit naive. In the beginning I would give him money for this 
d that and I always believed every word he said. I felt very 
trayed when months later I would find out the truth. 

I don't think I ever accepted his version of reality. Sometimes 
would feel I was slipping and being drawn into it but I would 
en my eyes and mind and pull myself back up. 

Sometimes I felt the gambling was my fault. Through the 
uts of mental abuse I was led to believe that I was responsible. 
s gambling led him to use a bookie. This was all my fault, 
cording to the gambler, because he met him through one of my 
ends at a staff barbecue. (This is what he told me.) He also said 
3t the gambling made him feel good and that I would drive him 
.ts so the gambling was an escape. 

Sometimes I felt as if I had to bail him out of trouble. I 
member writing cheques to "acquaintances." I had to do it or 
herwise the car would be wrecked or his legs would be broken. 

I stayed because I love him He has very many good qualities. 
5's funny and intelligent and I love his family very much. The 
mbling is just a weak spot of his. 

It is hard to escape when you live with a gambler. You know 
:: gambling is always going on and you worry because you never 



know what you're going to have tomorrow. You never rc 
know what's going on because a lot of it is lies. 

Living with him was very stressful. I experienced bout 
crying and feelings that I was undesirable. This was because I 
never really included in things. 

Financially we are not doing that great. I work full time 
my money goes towards groceries and bills. My boyfnend 
never really established a bank account. Earlier I tried a j 
account but he always brought the account into overdraft. He 
a nice car because his mother takes money from his pay chequ 
make sure that the payment gets made. As long as I have knc 
him, he has never really had a pay cheque. The money is alu 
taken in 'drags' before pay day comes. Sometimes he goes 1 

over and actually ends up owing the company. We never 1 
cash for anything. I feel like a wreck but I know he can only I 
himself. 

One incident convinced me that he had a real problem T 

gambling. I was a bookkeeper for the company he was worl 
for. Money kept going missing and the people I'd phc 
regarding overdue accounts receivable, would say they had 1 
their bills already. They had receipts. When I got together 7 

them later, I could not find a matching invoice. This also got 
customers thinking that my boyfnend was "borrowing" from 
company. 

I would sometimes find these "work orders" and "receivec 
account" slips at home or in the fireplace or in his wallet 
wherever. It was a hard situation because the boss (his pare 
needed to know but I didn't want to feel like a snitch. I finally 
tell them after I sort of had a little breakdown and couldn't ( 

with it. I had to let them know why I could no longer be invol 
in the family business. 



There were other problems as well. I would consider my 
mend  an alcoholic and at one time I think he was addicted to 
k e .  He also smokes marijuana every day and hashish and 
lgic mushrooms occasionally. 

**** 

NORTHWEST TERRITORIES NATIVE OFFERS HOPE 

THE NAOMI SAMPSON STORY 

I first met the gambler in my life at the community hall; it was 
re at first sight. I didn't think he was a gambler or a cheater 
len we first got together. 

The progression of the disease was hard to see in the 
ginning. I became aware of it when he had an affair with a 

who gambled. In his winning phase he would just gamble 
)re but he did provide food. The losing phase brought many 
dogies but he would also blame us for what was happening. 
2 learned to care for ourselves and to meet our own needs 
cause we couldn't count on the gambler. 

The desperation phase of his addiction meant that he was 
dom home. If he was home, he was agitated and bored, anxious 
get back to the gambling. 

As for myself and my two teenage boys, we don't gamble. 
: are active at a church whereas he prefers to gamble. 
metimes I felt the gambling was my fault because we never did 
:ivities together and just drifted apart. I felt hurt and would try 
tell him not to use the money for gambling or to buy something 



I feel helpless over his addiction. I try to be understanding but 
it is disappointing. I stayed in the relationship because I love him 
and my boys wanted him but he couldn't get away from the habit. 

During the gambling I experienced loneliness and a lot of 
headaches. The bills piled up; there were no payments made. 
Emotionally it was very draining. I was anxious and frightened 
whenever we'd break up over the gambling. Socially we didn't fit 
in because he didn't get along with my friends. 

After awhile I realized he had an addiction and that he didn't 
want help. He told us he would die of drinking, gambling and 
girls. He was a womanizer and that made me miserable. 

There was a lot of shame and stress from living with the 
gambler. He would get into arguments with my sons and there 
would be a lot of abuse because we were dependent upon him. 

What keeps me going is that I look at my boys and their 
future. I want to stop hanging around with gamblers and lazy 
people. They are just throwing money away and the hungry 
people at home are forgotten. 

To other women in such a relationship, I say, "Stop 
supporting them." I found a better life in Christianity and you too 
can find a situation where life is more meaningful. 

You can start all over again if you want to. It's not too late. 
After all, life is meant for love and joy. People who are hooked on 
gambling don't love you; it is the money they love. You want a 
true friend, not material things. Try to be active and get back to 
being your old self. 



SELF-HELP IS THE BEST HELP: SOME 
GUIDING PRINCIPLES 

The realistic accounts offered by gambling widows illustrate 
that spouses often minimize their suffering. Rationalizing and 
minimizing are all part of the collective denial in the family and in 
the community. Living with active betting causes damage in four 
realms: physical, emotional, mental and spiritual. Because the 
scars are invisible to acquaintances and social workers, it is up to 
the woman herself to break the silence. 

The following principles of recovery provide a focus for those 
in the early stages of addressing the problem: 

1. Discard Denial 
Before any substantial change can occur in the home, the 

spouse must shatter the wall of denial. Denial is a powerful force 
that keeps the partner of a pathological gambler from facing 
reality. The temptation to deceive oneself into thinking the 
problem will evaporate is soothing for a long time. Eventually, 
however, the spouse has to stop fooling herself and remove the 
protective blinders. 

Self-deception is tenacious. The spouse tells herself that the 
gambling is not so bad, that it's just a bad patch he's going 
through. Sometimes she looks beyond the compulsion to what she 
perceives to be his "potential." Time and again in their stories 
gambling widows refer to the talents and strengths of their mates 



("if only he would stop gambling.") While she is mired in denic 
she rationalizes every instance of erratic behaviour. She covers u 
she makes excuses, she procrastinates and apologizes. E 
unconsciously suppressing the facts about the wagering, she nevl 
has to acknowledge the depth of the problem. 

Discarding denial is the first hurdle to clear on the path 1 

recovery. Self-honesty and courage are necessary if the spouse 
ever to do some straight thinking after years of clouded reasonin; 

Denial is a safe place to be because it protects the worn 
from several disillusioning realities. Gambling addiction is 
progressive illness; it won't go away with magical thinkin 
Gambling is resistant to treatment because the gambler harbo 
denial as well. As Walter MiUer stresses in his article, "Individu 
Outpatient Treatment of Pathological Gamblers," gamble 
minimize the connection between their problems and gamblin 
They blur the significance of the betting and bargain to keep fro 
admitting it (100). There may be many debts, secrets, ar 
unpleasant truths waiting for the spouse when she decides I 

fmally be true to herself. 
As the personal testimonials in this book reveal, it m 

require a severe crisis to pierce denial. There is no one way to g 
to this place of clarity and decisiveness. Every person gets there 
her own time. As well-meaning family members and friends oftc 
discover, denial can be an almost impervious shield to penetrate. 

2. Set Financial Priorities 
One of the guiding slogans in recovery is the saying Fu 

Things First. When the spouse feels as if she is drowning in del 
it is almost impossible to set priorities. It helps to remember th 
children are a first thing to consider first. Once denial has bec 
dispelled, it will be clear that the children have suffered to 



bandonment, fear, insecurity, and shame have all been passed on 
the children during disputes over money. 

As Valerie Lorenz emphasizes in her findings, published in 
le Journal of Gambling Behaviour, compulsive gambling is 
ssociated with multiple family problems. Over the years of a 
ambler's career each family member manages to "counterbalance 
le craziness by assuming a specific role that buttresses them 
pinst greater anxiety and makes life more tolerable" (258). In 
sence, the children have learned to adjust to the dysfunctional 
:haviour of the gambler. They have become accustomed to 
m o i l  and pain (304). 

The focus should immediately be shifted to the well-being of 
le youngsters in the household. Providing nourishment, shelter, 
:ability and reassurance should be the first order of business. 

Joining a Gam-Anon group can also be a beneficial first step 
regaining balance. Through special brain-storming sessions, 

nown as "pressure relief' meetings, some realistic approaches to 
nancial obligations can be developed. With the help of people 
.ho have been through debt crisis themselves, the spouse can 
,rite her own timetable for getting back on her feet. At first there 
light simply be "damage control" techniques, but eventually she 
ill be on the road to independence. 

The gambler sometimes owes so much money that the spouse 
rows up her hands in helpless rage and despair. By putting their 
?ads together, Gam-Anon members can learn from strategies that 
lorked in other families. 

The other option that should not be overlooked is the credit 
mnseling or family service agency in the community. 
rofessional, objective advice on budgeting, debt consolidation 
~d long-term planning can help to restore perspective. Spouses 
f compulsive gamblers are often reluctant to ask for help; this 
ait may prolong the agony of staggering monetary problems. 



It is futile to try and reason with the active gambler 
spouse has to tap her inner strength and use her willpower I 

out from under the debt load. Self-deception will only multip 
difficulties. 

Practical solutions produce results. Do not keep a joint 
account. Destroy all credit cards. Protect retirement funds ar 
all stocks or bonds beyond his reach. Hide any valuable! 
might tempt the gambler and never leave a purse in vie 
unattended. 

Do not feel guilty or worry that this is harsh treatment 
gambler plays on these emotions. 

Do not assist in paying off the gambler's bills; above a 
not be persuaded to co-sign a loan for him. 

Do not take on an extra job to pay off his debts. Stop b 
him out when he is in trouble. 

All of these strong stances are crucial if the gambler 
understand that his crutch is gone. As Custer and Milt adv 
When Luck Runs Out, tell him the bank is closed and that 
will be no more bail-outs or cover-ups. Be sure to free; 
assets, set limits and warn relatives not to loan him mone, 
steadfast and don't give in to guilt (196). 

Stop being a push-over and a patsy for the compi 
gambler. As they say in Gam-Anon, "The gambler will pl 
long as someone will pay." 

3. Learn Detachment 
Detachment may be the most important tool a woman I 

to acquire in order to recover from the negative influence c 
gambler. In simple terms, detachment involves separ; 
disengaging, or withdrawing from the problem Detachmc 
beneficial because it helps the spouse gain perspective 
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intended to provide healing space. 
As explained in The Addiction Process: Effective Social 

Work Approaches, the behaviour of the gambling widow is an 
ineffective but natural effort to cope with the crises that gambling 
brings to the home. By practicing 'loving detachment," and 
ceasing to be the over-responsible one in the home, the wife 
changes the dynamic of the relationship. When she begins to focus 
on her own well-being, she may set off a chain reaction in the 
family. Women who attend Gam-Anon report reduced depression, 
increased acceptance of self and others and increased self- 
confidence (20). 

Mary Heinem,  author of a study comparing the wives of 
alcoholics with the spouses of pathological gamblers, agrees that 
"self-help support groups are a must." She feels that gamblers 
need to have at their side "a partner who has dealt with her anger, 
let go of the past, and detached from the past with love for her 
spouse" (37). 

When embroiled in the upheaval created by the gambler, the 
spouse often spends countless hours trying to understand why he 
does it. Obsessing in this way wastes valuable energy. There is no 
point attempting to make sense of the addiction. The partner must 
step back and let go of all that destroys her peace of mind. 

Instead of re-playing all the old games and falling for all the 
repetitive lines, the spouse has to learn how to turn it off. By 
detaching, by remaining aloof, the spouse can let the gambler be 
responsible for his own actions. 

Detachment does not mean that we become robots with no 
compassion or love. It just means we maintain equilibrium and 
objectivity. If the gambler creates difficulties for himself, then he 
is allowed the dignity of extricating himself. 



Detachment is not an attitude that is mastered perfectly all the 
time. Proficiency grows with practice. Soon we learn not to tak 
everything the gambler says or does personally. 

Detachment is recommended in many self-help movement: 
because it is almost universally applicable. Through detachmen1 
we learn that we are individuals; we are not morally obligated tc 
cover up for anyone else. We don't have to feel ashamed os 
situations designed by someone else. This non-interfering stance 
will go a long way toward promoting recovery. 

4. Accept Responsibility 
Once the spouse has assumed a healthy detachment, she 

should ask herself frequently, 'What am I responsible for?' Toc 
often the overly responsible spouse has taken on a double burde~ 
in the relationship. The boundaries between the duties of eacl 
partner have become blurred. The recovering spouse needs tc 
shed the responsibilities that do not belong to her. 

Stress is reduced when the balance of obligation is restored 
That frees up energy to so something positive to improve the 
circumstances. 

5. Establish A Support Network 
In many areas of North America, support groups are lacking 

This is because compulsive gambling is still not seen as a problen 
by some government and social service agencies. It may be up tc 
the spouse to establish a new group in her area. Guidelines fol 
starting a Gam-Anon group can be obtained by contacting the 
addresses at the end of this publication. 

According to therapist Mary Heineman, "the first thing the 
spouse has to realize is that the compulsive gambler has 2 

disease." This knowledge is essential, she says, in order to gel 



1st anger, hurt, resentment and habitual responses to gambling 
28). In Gam-Anon members can ask themselves: 'What has this 
sease stolen from me and what must I do to regain that which I 
we lost" (33 I)? 

Custer and Milt also advocate Gam-Anon principles for 
covery from jangled nerves, fatigue, apathy, depression and a 
:ep sense of hopelessness (193). They urge the gambling widow 
look upon the gambler as "sick" and not "evil" and to realize 

at '%e is in the grip of an addiction" (196). The mutual support 
lows powerful emotions to subside and recovery to begin. 

The journey to recovery is arduous and a support group is 
sential to ease the isolation of spouses. 

STEPS TO PHYSICAL RECOVERY 

Walking Therapy 
As noted earlier, gambling widows complain about a myriad 

physical ailments ranging from digestive problems to migraine. 
:cause she is enmeshed in a symbiotic relationship with the 
mbler, she may share the knotted stomach, the angina, the 
nstipation, the dizziness, the allergies and the breathing 
oblerns (Lorenz 1 17). When a woman decides to make a change 
her stressful situation, she is sometimes confused about where 
start. Physical activity can make a tangible difference. 

The best way to alleviate depression is to "action it." There 
: many ways to incorporate exercise into a busy schedule, but a 
ilking program is the most practical. When the debt, the tension 
d the gambler's mood swings are too much to bear, walking can 
mg relief. 

A crisis grows in complexity when a person broods and 
onizes over the possibilities. Going for a walk can be a life 



saver. Although it is a deceptively simple solution to an admittedl; 
complicated problem, anyone who tries it will be won over. 

A change in perspective comes with the walk across town 01 

through the park. Focusing attention on the sky, trees, water 01 

flower beds helps rid the mind of obsessive, racing thoughts 
Renewed appreciation of nature or the immediate neighborhooc 
grows during a stroll. It won't solve the issues caused bj 
gambling but it will elevate mood and dispel frustration. 

The actual physical movement of the body will encourage 2 

mental shift as well. The act of walking frees the person who ha! 
been bogged down in melancholy or paralyzed by mountinf 
domestic disasters. New vistas begin to open up for the walker a: 
she explores shop windows, stops to listen to birds or pauses tc 
admire the architecture of an old church. Whether the setting i: 
urban or rural, there are scenes and sounds to uplift the spirit. 

One of the greatest benefits of walking is the gift of solitude 
It provides escape from the phone calls, the pestering creditor: 
and the gambler's demands. Walking has long been praised as i 

form of meditation and as such brings relaxation and sometime: 
insight. 

For those who feel they cannot take time to walk, here are z 
few ways to make time. Walk to and from work or use 2 

combination of bus or car and walking. Take the lunch hour to dc 
a brisk walk and re-energize for the afternoon shift. Anothe~ 
option is to walk regularly after work, after the evening meal, 01 

after the children are in bed. Whatever it takes, organize a time f o ~  
private walking and reflecting. 

People who are sincerely committed to the healthfu 
outcomes of walkiig are ingenious at slipping it into their dailj 
routine. It may be hard to get started but soon you will be sold or 
this habit instead of concentrating on his habit. 



2. Other Physical Outlets 
Walking is great but there are other physical pursuits that can 

be appealing to women in recovery. If financial obligations permit, 
a membership in a health club can be a positive outlet. Here the 
social atmosphere, the organized fitness programs, and the 
personal attention may be therapeutic for the gambling widow. 
The aerobics classes, weight training, and saunas offered by these 
facilities are definite stress reducers. 

Walking is recommended because it fits the budget of most 
struggling partners of gamblers; however, workouts at gym 
settings may be affordable. Every individual has to decide where 
she feels most comfortable financially and emotionally. Hiking, 
rock climbing, swimming, tennis or video work-out tapes are all 
things to try. For me, cross-country skiing has always been my 
choice. A winter getaway allows you to travel at your own pace, 
marvel at ice sculptures and enjoy the solitude. It's always 
invigorating and refreshing. 

Choosing a physical activity that suits your personality and 
budget needs is a crucial component of a recovery program. 

3.  Healthy Eating 
Self-neglect is common in women who spend days and nights 

worrying about gambling. Some react to the stress by overeating; 
others lose their appetites and become frail and malnourished. 
Restoring physical energy through exercise and proper nutrition is 
important in breaking the pattern of neglect. 

Living with pathological gambling undoubtedly creates stress 
on the body. Spouses may suffer from overwork, inadequate diet, 
insomnia, and hypertension. Resistance plummets and colds and 
flu may be recurrent. 

To repair the damage it is necessary to make self-care a 
priority. Having a gambler in the home often means that family 



members are on emergency alert around the clock. Unrelenting 
stress causes stomach ulcers, colitis, calcium-depleted bones and 
high blood pressure in some spouses. An organized nutritional 
campaign is needed to counteract these ravages of the body. 

In my experience, vitamin therapy has been beneficial in my 
health regimen. Vitamin C, vitamin B-complex, and vitamin E 
have all helped me meet the demands of home and work life. 

Vitamins alone will not rebuild a body depleted by long-term 
stress. Carefully chosen foods should be consumed in smi 
frequent meals. A visit to a professional dietitian at the loc 
health unit is also a good source of guidance. 

Of course, menu variety and content can be juggled ar 
refined by referring to publications put out by such comrnuni 
groups as The Heart and Stroke Foundation. If in doubt, cons1 
your family physician. Nutrition is too important to be approach( 
haphazardly; the health of your children is dependent upon yo. 
wise choices. 

4. Alternative Physical Therapy 
Walking for health and following a nutritious diet are sensit 

things to do for well-being but there are other body treats that ci 
boost morale. Although these luxuries may not be affordat 
except as rare self-indulgences, they do provide rejuvenation. 

A massage therapist can assist with stress release and he' 
clients identlfy where tension is held in the body. For me, stre 
resides in my clenched left jaw or in my stiff neck. For others, ti 
lower back or the shoulders might be focal points of rigidity. 
any case, a soothing massage is a worthwhile retreat for anyoi 
on the verge of burn-out. 
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Reflexology is another art that could be investigated by 
unbling widows. Many women report that the manipulation of 
e feet helps them identify key stressors. 

Many health spas now advertise "days of pampering" that 
clude massage, aromatherapy, facials, whirlpool baths, herbal 
>dy wraps and tanning rooms. It is hard for a woman who is 
;ed to self-sacrifice and deprivation to engage in these therapies, 
~t it can signify a return to self-care. 

Yoga: An Ancient Path To Health 
The h a l  element in replenishing your physical reserves is the 

.actice of yoga. If continuous tension over credit card bills and 

.eak-open tickets has you feeling fossilized, then yoga can help 
I restore flexibility. This ancient art has a wondrous effect on 
rculation and other body functions. Beauty, youthfulness and a 
lsitive outlook are the promises of yoga. 

The library in your community can be a source of guidebooks 
- video instruction on yoga. Remember to start out slowly and 
not force any of the positions. 

Fatigue is a universal problem when you live with out-of- 
mtrol gambling. Some yoga exercises help with the depleted, 
m-down feeling. Shoulderstand, headstand, plough, curling leaf 
ld forward bend are all designed to combat fatigue. In addition, 
ie alternate nostril breathing is useful in restoring energy. 

Sleepless nights are another common complaint in homes 
here a partner is out late playing VLTs or blackjack. Some 
mple yoga poses are reputed to be an antidote for insomnia. 
eck rolls, plough, cobra, mountain, bellows breath and forward 
:nd are recommended. 

If you are worried about heart palpitations, then breathing 
cercises plus sitting warrior, sponge and advanced dog stretch 
.e suggested. 



Tension relievers in the yoga repertoire include eye exercises, 
alternate leg stretch, chest expander, lion, cobra, shoulderstand 
and fish 

The back pain often associated with panic about the future 
can be subdued through the boat pose, pump, pendulum, cat 
stretch, cross beam, bow and leg-over. Backache seems to 
respond well to shoulderstand, knee press and all standing poses 
too. 

Since yoga exercises are very effective, if done properly, it 
may be best to take an introductory course at the Y or through 
night school. Once you feel comfortable with the dozen or so key 
poses, you can practice on your own with book or video aids. 

Fear often causes shallow breathing in spouses fretting over 
gambling; yoga breathing exercises have the effect of calming the 
nervous system and lifting depression. The alternate nostril breath, 
once mastered, is known to soothe headaches and free the mind of 
irritability. 

Whatever physical activity you choose, whether it be walking 
or working out at the gym or yoga, the object is to 
appreciate the inter-connection of the mind and the body. Mental 
states and physical functions are so intimately related that we 
cannot make progress without honouring both. 

STEPS TO EMOTIONAL RECOVERY 

As previous chapters have illustrated, feelings of 
abandonment hover like a dark shroud over gambling widows. It 
is this sense of desertion that must be addressed in the beginning 
of recovery. 

As partners of pathological gamblers we often feel rudderless 
and empty when he's at the casino. He doesn't seem to need us or 



LO heed us. It begins to look like he's never going to be there for 
us. The gnawing worry that he's going to leave the relationship is 
dways in the back of our minds. We cry ourselves to sleep, curse 
Lady Luck and vow to scratch her eyes out. 

We become isolated, fearful and helpless. All of our energy 
goes into trying to lure the gambler home from the roulette wheel. 
We flail about searching for strategies to win his attention, to 
force him be a companion and father again. We are so frantic we 
san't watch television or knit or socialize or read to the kids. 

This self-imposed prison of loneliness is one of the greatest 
barriers to recovery. We allow ourselves to withdraw from 
community involvement in order to focus all of our resources on 
monitoring the gambler. Since he sneaks off to be with the slot 
machines or the lottery ticket clerks, we are left alone with our 
rage. 

To ease our alienation we sometimes become workaholics or 
prescription drug addicts. We sit around nursing our grievances 
against the gambler and feeling like a saint for sacrificing our own 
health and social life. Worst of all, we frequently abandon our 
personal goals and dreams by ignoring our own potential. 

As gambling widows we need to be aware of this self- 
generated trap. The gambler is not going to feel sorry for our 
lonely vigil at home. The gambler is oblivious to our whining, 
complaining, threatening and obsessing. Enthralled as he is with 
Lady Luck, our loved one is totally insensitive to pleas from the 
homefront. 

Being a recluse or a martyr will not bring the gambler home. 
The only salvation is to rediscover your own identity and emerge 
from the unhealthy exile. 

The following strategies have proven helpful to women who 
feel cut off from affection and support. Adopt what suits you and 
your temperament. 



1. Silence is a Friend 
When we are alone some of us treat solitude as a punishment 

instead of a gift. Too often racing thoughts create so much buzz 
and clamour in our brains, we can't enjoy the silence. We can 
learn to be alone without feeling lonely. 

Use the time the gambler spends chasing "the action" to get 
comfortable with yourself. Feeling uneasy when you're on your 
own is an indication that you reject your own company. 

Has obsessing about the gambler's activities become a routine 
on your time off! Turn that attitude around and begin to treasure 
moments with no intrusion. Don't spoil the quiet time with 
television or radio. Learn to savour the stillness. Aloneness 
doesn't have to be painful; it can be a time for renewal. 

2. Make Connections 
Just as we have systematically withdrawn from groups and 

individuals, we can methodically begin to renew the severed 
connections. Living with problem gambling causes us to distance 
ourselves from those we thought could not understand. Now we 
know we cannot go it alone; we need the support of others. Reach 
out to Garn-Anon and to old friends you have avoided. 

3. Find a Way to Play 
Living with a gambler makes us reject fun and games or 

anything that sounds like "playing." For some of us the gambler 
has forever ruined any appreciation of diversion and recreation. 
Life becomes deadly serious; we are so preoccupied with spoiling 
the gambler's fun, we never let go and relax. We forget that 
laughter is a normal part of life; we were never meant to spend 
our days in agitation, nervousness and tension. 



Begin your play therapy with your kids. Outings to the go- 
cart rentals, the beach, skating, tobogganing, or the water slides 
dl remind you to let go of doom and gloom If you have no 
hildren, invite your relatives or friends. Rent standup comedy 
Irideos, The Three Stooges or whatever tickles your funny bone. 
3uy a book of knock-knock jokes and try them out on whoever 
dl put up with it. Wear a clown costume around the house as 
{ou vacuum; surprise the paper boy with your big red Bozo nose. 
'eople might think you're nuts, but the other behaviour inspired 
>y gambling makes you look equally crazy. 

t .  Retrieve A Dream 
What dream has been put on the back burner while you 

igonize over money? Look into your heart and retrieve that 
ispiration. Instead of bemoaning the fact that the gambler has 
ieserted you, start working on your long abandoned creative 
rejects. When we love a gambling addict, we devote our lives to 
iolving his problems. Our own talents wither away and our innate 
jotential is stifled. 

What will you do to make a start on your own self- 
levelopment? It could mean taking a university course or 
eaching at night school or organizing a conference. It could 
nvolve serving on the board of directors for a community non- 
xofit group. Perhaps you have untapped abilities in theatre or art. 
nstead of feeling used and unappreciated, we need to share our 
:ifts and express our creative selves. Martyrdom is not becoming 
md the world doesn't need another victim. 

i. Release The Anger 
Feelings of abandonment are often accompanied by 

remendous rage. We feel angry that our advice and help often 
lackfire; we give him everything and stiU he runs off to gamble. 



We are furious to find out that even after we rescue him and 
reason with him, he still has the urge to flee to the track. Some of 
us spend hours raging, venting, and going berserk because the 
gambler will not be controlled. 

Researchers Valerie Lorenz and Robert Yaffee report that 
spouses of compulsive gamblers generally have strong feelings of 
anger, guilt, isolation and depression (114). In a paper on 
pathological gamblers and their spouses, they confirm that anger, 
suicidal feelings and confusion are often paramount (1 16). 

Anger and resentment, however common, predictably roll off 
the back of the gambler. Negative feelings hurt us and no one 
else. To find healthy ways of expressing anger try the following: 
a) Talk out the problems with a counselor. 
b) Do cathartic writing in a journal. 
c) Walk or work out at the gym. 
d) Punch a pillow in a safe place. 
e) Go for a car ride and yell at the top of your lungs. 
f) Do several laps around the pool. 
g) Take a martial arts class. 
h) Enroll in an anger management workshop. 

When we are dominated by resentment, we need to stand 
back and take an objective look at this behaviour. We take on the 
gambler's responsibilities and then we blame him We let our 
adrenaline flow and treat every incident like an emergency. When 
the gambler is irmnune to our entreaties, we go over the edge into 
violent outbursts. In reality, we can't try to live other people's 
lives for them and then rage at them when they balk. 

One of our recovery tasks is to put things in perspective. We 
will feel angry as long as we think the sky is falling in every day. 
Reactmg with fury every time the gambler displeases us just 
shows our lack of effective coping skills. It shows that he really is 



n charge of the situation. Being stuck in anger makes us 
jhysically ill if we don't find appropriate ways to defuse it. 

5. Cut The Umbilical Cord 
As spouses of gamblers we unwittingly become the surrogate 

nother in the relationship. Because of our constant rescuing and 
:aretaking, an unhealthy bond develops that is more akin to a 
nother-child link than a man-woman connection. 

As Adrian Waller advises in his portrait of the compulsive 
gambler, "Unless she needs an errant-child figure, a woman who 
gets involved with a gambler is putting her psyche under a 
~endulum blade" (15). In The Gamblers, Waller says, "An 
iddicted gambler usually avoids emotional commitment and he's 
xobably a bad bet in bed. The theory is that most habitual 
;amblers reject human involvement; gambling is their way of 
jbtaining emotional release in an area where all they can lose is 
noney" (15). 

This portrait accurately sums up my experience with Steve. In 
ny years with a problem gambler, I became a tense, hypervigilant 
Super Mom I felt responsible for his actions and never let him 
uffer the consequences of his gambling excesses. I played 
'Mother Knows Best" to the hilt 

This role is obviously abnormal and destructive; we must 
.ecognize the unhealthy nature of such emotional fusion. 
iecovery means cutting the invisible umbilical cord that keeps the 
Iartners in unequal dependency. 

I treated the gambler in my life like an irresponsible child. I 
:hecked up on him; I tried to catch him m the act and I tried to fix 
i s  life for him Today I realize I regarded him as an incompetent 
my who couldn't make his way in the world without a crutch My 
naternal concern nearly killed us both. 



Lorenz frequently touches upon the surrogate mother theme 
in her work. In her paper, "Some Treatment Approaches for 
Family Members Who Jeopardize the Compulsive Gambler's 
Recovery," she claims some women sabotage recovery (305). She 
observes that the mutual dependency often visible between a 
gambling son and his mother may also be present in the 
relationship between a gambler and his wife (307). The wife, 
according to Lorenz, may derail the husband's recovery because 
she gets used to being needed, to being the mother of the gambler. 
She may balk at having to let go of the substitute mother role 
because she is addicted to control and mutual dependence. 

In Garn-Anon literature this dysfunctional scenario is also 
pointed out : 'We are the chosen people. These gamblers choose 
very carefully whom they marry. They marry women who take 
care of them, someone like their mothers" (307). 

The bond must be broken so that the gambler is allowed to 
experience the results of his compulsion. The spouse must wean 
herself from the caretaker role since recovery depends upon both 
adults being "all grown up." 

7. Overcome Vacillation and Indecision 
When we feel abandoned and rejected, it is natural to get 

stuck in anger and confusion for awhile. But we can't stay there. 
Gambling widows get entrapped by the obsessive need to find 
answers for his problems. Our tunnel vision keeps us from acting 
to improve our situation. 

We feel lethargic, ashamed, guilty, defensive and frustrated. 
Caught up in a relationship that is not working, we tolerate mental 
and financial abuse. Life is painful but that's all we know. 

Emotional recovery requires tough decision-making. We 
can't live in denial anymore; vacillation is no longer safe. 

Use this checklist for good decision-making: 



a) Does this move foster independence? 
b) Is this attitude life enhancing? 
c)  Are my motives pure? 
d) Does making this change promote recovery? 
e) Am I being true to my values? 
f) Will taking this step lead to peace of mind? 
g) Does this decision demonstrate self-love? 
h) Is this choice sensible and reasonable? 

It is difficult to make decisions when you are full of self- 
doubt. Trust y o u  instincts; you can make positive choices for you 
and your family. 

STEPS TO MENTAL RECOVERY 

Disordered thinking is unavoidable in a household ruled by 
homage to Lady Luck. To achieve clarity and restore stability to 
the family unit, the spouse has to let the secret out and stop 
covering up the truth. 

1. Educate Yourself About Gambling 
Ignorance and ndivete about the disease keep many women 

Ainging to false hope. It is important to educate yourself about 
the harsh facts. Gam-Anon literature is an excellent source of 
information and libraries offer some books on the history of 
gaming through the ages. But the best way to teach yourself about 
zarnbling is to listen to the life experiences of other people. This is 
where a support group is invaluable. 

Remember you are learning about the characteristics of the 
jisease for your own intellectual understanding. You must not go 
3but the research with the idea of fixing or curing the gambler. 
f ia t  approach will most surely entrap you in the cycle you have 
3een trying to break. 



By studying the common traits of the disease, you will come 
to accept that it is a complex problem Compulsive gamblers, 
unfortunately, often resist treatment. For many of them 
pathological lying is often firmly entrenched. Research shows thal 
it is a progressive disease that escalates through a series ol 
predictable stages. Layers of deceit and manipulation keep the 
severity of the problem obscured while family members are deeplj 
affected by the financial and psychological stress associated witf 
the addiction. 

Researchers such as Lorenz and Heineman recommend 
cognitive therapy as part of a treatment plan. "Through this 
approach," Lorenz writes, "she learns to identlfy false beliefs and 
faulty thought processes. Self-acceptance is the key to further 
recovery" (305). Heinernan supports this view in her practice bj 
offering the spouse six weeks of instruction on the nature of the 
disease. She believes that little progress is possible until the 
spouse understands what she is dealing with (3 1). 

By learning the truth about the illness, you can help others ir 
your community. You can also help to enlighten the mental heal& 
practitioners in your area. 

2. Seek Professional Help 
Depression and suicidal thoughts are grim evidence that 

compulsive gambling is a serious illness. Many women report thal 
suicide attempts and "nervous breakdowns" bring them to the 
attention of social workers. In many cases, the out-of-contro' 
gambler has such a strangle-hold on his partner that she cannol 
see any hope of escape. Sometimes even the thought of he1 
children's well-being is not enough to keep her from killing 
herself. 

Frustrating experiences with professional helpers makes man) 
spouses reluctant to reach out to agencies. Lorenz and Yaffee 



have recorded spousal complaints that therapists often shove anti- 
depressants at them and fail to link the problems to gambling 
(121). In fact, the insensitivity of counselors has led to suicide 
attempts in some cases. 

Thus professional training is essential since the spouse often 
accompanies the gambler into the desperation phase of the illness. 
In this danger zone loneliness, helplessness and fear may drive her 
over the edge. 

As a gambling widow, you need to reach out for help even if 
it is the hardest thing you have ever done in your life. You are not 
crazy; this disease is real and it is capable of destroying you. 

3. Spend Time and Money On Your Recovery 
For many of us, money becomes an obsession in our on-going 

struggle with the gambler. It becomes a powerful symbol of 
control and catastrophe. We develop an unhealthy preoccupation 
with finances because there's never enough for the necessities of 
life. Each day becomes a test of our survival skills. Where did the 
rent money go? Why won't he bring home any groceries for the 
kids? Will the utility company truly put us in the dark? 

The word "spend" itself becomes emotionally charged. For 
years after I left the gambler I continued to obsess about money 
and would experience anxiety attacks if I spent my wages on 
clothing for myself. I spent hours poring over my cheque book 
and worrying about how to stretch the dollars to cover all the 
bills. Self-sacrifice and deprivation remained part of my character 
long after I was free of active gambling. 

It is important to spend time and money on your recovery. 
You are worth it; your kids deserve it. Recovery will take all of 
your resources for awhile, but it will pay off. You need to get 
comfortable with money issues in your therapy. If you don't 
change your attitude toward cash, then a poverty mentality will 



continue to ruin your health. Once you strip money of th 
negative gaming connection it becomes a tool to improve you 
daily life and help you reach your goals. 

4. Stop Being A Watcher 
Years of being on guard, watching the money, watching th~ 

gambler, have turned some of us into hypervigilant captains. WI 
never relax because something bad might happen on our watcb 
He might lose and come home in an abusive mood. The phon~ 
might ring and it will be the collection agency again. We se 
ourselves up as the sole guardians of the home and in our over 
responsible posture, we are ready to go down with the ship. 

No amount of monitoring or observing will keep the gamble 
from doing what he does. We can't do any of our other jobs a 
employees or mothers if we work overtime on surveillance. Thc 
demanding task of keeping an eagle eye trained on the gamble 
keeps us in a constant state of tension. 

Stop being the gatekeeper. Return your gaze to your owl 
goals, your own duties. Nothing is more exhausting or more futilc 
than scrutinizing the gambler. It just teaches him to be morc 
devious and clever in his cover-ups. 

The recovering spouse needs to turn the focus inward. Pa: 
attention to your inner desires and needs; listen to the intuitiol 
you have stifled for so long. 

5. Take Your Turn 
When a loved one gambles, we often put our lives on holc 

while we try to halt the habit. It is never our turn to play or pursuc 
a goal. The bills come first; damage control takes precedence; thc 
gambler's demands are at the top of the agenda. 



In recovery we can learn to tal 
renounce the pattern of self-negatio~ 
make your own luck. 

6. Mourn Your Losses 
Loss is experienced on many level 

We may be in a perpetual state of u 
much has been taken away. We lose 01 

of gambling debt; sometimes we lost 
such as jewelry. Socially we lose re 
community; our friends fall by the way 
stamina, our resistance to infection an 
emotional level, we lose our trust in o 
self-worth. Ultimately, we lose our wil 

In recovery we must travel throug 
our wild ride with the gambler we 
casual to serious to desperate throug 
There are necessary phases in the grief 
short cut to feeling better. 

We have all been mired in the c 
spent years minimizing the problem, 
reality to take a hike. This was a nece 
Compulsive gambling is such an anxie 
it is understandable to laugh it off at fir 

We all emerge from this stage in 
rushed. Usually an earth shattering cris 
denial. 

The second generally agreed up 
every gambling widow readily admi 
gambler at some point. We may smi 
gambler or vent our fury on the childrc 
I precipitated many violent confrontatic 



Since homicidal rage is a dangerous and frightening stage, it 
often drives the spouse to seek professional help. 

As with every storm, there is a peaceful period that follows. 
In this so-called bargaining stage, a gambling widow may turn to 
God. It's her turn to make promises, to try to negotiate and 
generally play ' k t ' s  Make A Deal." The bargaining may go 
something like this: "God, if you make him stop playing poker, I 
promise I will lose ten pounds by Easter." 

The bargainhg stage may be a relapse into denial. It is seldom 
a rational or clear thinking phase. 

Inevitably, depression returns. It didn't work to hide the 
problem and it didn't work to bargain. Full blown mourning 
descends upon us. The repressed fears are released as 
overwhelming hurt and sadness envelop us. The pain humbles us. 

The final episode in the grief process is acceptance. As 
partners of gambling addicts we may stay stuck in denial or anger 
for a long period or we may retrace our steps many times. 
Tremendous psychic and physical upheaval occurs as we grieve 
our losses. Even when we come to reluctant acceptance of reality, 
we may be drawn back into depression many times. This is how 
human beings attempt to heal themselves. 

I believe we need to mourn our losses. We have been 
stripped of many meaningful things in our lives and it has been 
degrading and hurtful. It is appropriate to linger in the sadness and 
grief because that is where we need to be for awhile. 

7. Embrace Lady Luck 
When you live with a gambler, you sometimes feel as if he has 

a mistress across town. He prefers her company to yours; her 
allure is so powerful there is nothing you can do to keep him from 
her. Lady Luck steals your man and you are consumed with 
jealousy. 



Part of the insanity of this disease is that we always seem to 
be fighting an unseen foe. Lady Luck is an imaginary vamp, a 
femme fatale so glamorous, so seductive, no man can resist her. 
She lures him into temptation, teases him with a few winning 
hands at the table and then she betrays him Next thing you know 
she is cuddling up to some other player and her good luck rubs off 
on him 

Although this image may never be conscious to a gambling 
widow, it is a cultural symbol that must be examined. Why is the 
gambler's lucky streak compared to the favours of a saloon girl? 
Why is gambling associated with the fickleness and flightiness of 
the female? Is Lady Luck a prostitute, a high class call-girl or a 
whore? 

When the other woman is Lady Luck, we have only a 
phantom at which to direct our fury and scorn. If she was a real 
person, couldn't we rush down to the casino and slap her face? 
Couldn't we tell her off and maybe get her fired to get her away 
from our spouse? 

Maybe these fantasies are not in our awareness, but it is clear 
we long for a target when we are in the anger stage. We think it 
would be so much easier if we could focus our rage on her, on 
something tangible. 

In recovery a gambling widow needs to change this 
perspective on Lady Luck. Instead of viewing her as the enemy, I 
ask you to embrace her as a sister. She too has seen hard times 
and suffered abuse at the hands of gamblers and casino owners. In 
fact, her father was a gambler and she was practically raised under 
a blackjack table. She is just surviving the only way she knows 
how; she's very much like you. Just how much do you have in 
common? 
a) You both allow yourselves to be manipulated by the gambler. 



b) You both wish things were different. 

c) You both watch the money change hands and think you can use 
magical powers to make the gambler happy. 

d) You both wear a mask that hides your true feelings. 

e) You are both enslaved by the gambler and you both enable him. 

f )  You both feel responsible for him and get caught up in his wins 
and losses, his highs and lows. 

g) You both project a false image of independence, competence, 
aloofness and control to the world. 

h) You both feel very alienated and alone sobbing into your pillow 
every night. 

i) You do not see the slash scars on her wrists that match your 
own. 

It may be strange and even repugnant at first, but you must 
recognize Lady Luck as your mirror image. When you see that she 
is not to blame for your spouse's abandonment then you will stop 
blaming yourself as well. Accepting Lady Luck is a step in 
accepting yourself and all of your perceived shortcomings. There 
is empowerment in claiming her as your sister in recovery. 
Embrace her, forgive her and heal together. 

STEPS TO SPIRITUAL RECOVERY 

The spiritual damage that occurs in attempting to control the 
gambler is deep-rooted. The frustration of imposing our will on 
someone who is addicted to action leaves the spirit shrivelled and 
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ied. A holistic approach to recovery means attending to all 
I needs: physical, emotional, mental and spiritual. As always, 
d is balance and harmony in our lives. 

'ognize The Breaking Point 
ambling widows are generally strongly individualistic and 
ndent to the casual observer. It is difficult to convince us 
ere is something above and beyond us that can restore order 
chaotic world. Because we use our personal determination 
ulder unbearable burdens, we are stubborn when it comes to 
go of the weight. 
he breaking point for the spouse of a gambler is not always 
table or even visible. Her spiritual awakening may come as a 
of an accident or a suicide attempt. It may be a sudden 
ty in the family that makes her receptive to spiritual 
:ntion. 
:aggering financial blows, emotional problems in the 
:n, threats from loan sharks or a series of devastating 
tunes may trigger the collapse. Gambling widows in 
:ry point to critical incidents such as heart attacks, a 
rous lie or arrest and imprisonment as turning points in their 

;y own story follows a familiar pattern. When my partner 
med me for the poker parlours, I felt as if I was all alone on 
met. No one understood what was happening to me and my 
me. My spiritual awakening did not occur until I had driven 
' to the brink of physical and psychic exhaustion. 
~ffering from sleep deprivation and dehydration, I 
enced an out-of-body experience that marked the moment 
sformation. When I was at my lowest ebb both physically 
:ychologically, I was offered suicide or life and, despite my 
' faith, I chose life. . 



The stress of living with the addiction was killing me and it 
took superhuman strength to save myself. In retrospect, I feel I 
owe my deliverance to divine intervention. 

Not long after that first unsettling spiritual experience, I 
encountered another instance of my Higher Power in action. I had 
escaped from San Francisco and the underworld threats by 
purchasing a fifteen year old car in order to make my get-away. 
With all of my meagre possessions packed in this ancient vehicle, I 
headed North in the direction of Canada. 

Somewhere in the mountains of Oregon, my old gray Valiant 
had a mechanical break-down. The utter desolation and dread of 
that moment are indescribable. Because I had acted impulsively 
and carelessly, there I was stranded in the middle of nowhere, a 
female alone in the cold, remote mountains, caught half way 
between bondage and freedom. 

The highway patrolman who pulled into the turn-off and 
rescued me proved to be my Guardian Angel. In my vulnerable 
condition I could see no other explanation for his miraculous 
appearance on that deserted stretch of road. 

Looking back I see that in my fragile physical and mental 
state, I was in no position to act in my own best interests. I was 
lifted up and delivered to safety by unseen forces. 

Spiritual awakening commonly accompanies a traumatic turn 
of events. Shame-ridden, we think we are not worthy of care or 
guidance. So obsessed are we with the gambler, we do not see the 
fall that is coming or the help that is nearby. 

As a gambling widow I felt I had been left in the desert to die. 
I had been let down, betrayed, and played for a fool. The 
discovery of Gam-Anon spiritual principles was like reaching an 
oasis of pure spring water. 

The stubborn independence that we cling to can be our 
greatest asset and our greatest flaw. Our excessive pride just 



means that we fall harder and farther than others who admit their 
human frailty. Gambling widows may wrestle with spiritual 
principles with great reluctance before finally accepting there is 
something good beyond what we can see and touch. 

2. Be Receptive To Spiritual Ideas 
Before spiritual awakening we carried back-breaking 

burdens; we imprisoned ourselves in pride and distrust. But even 
in our intense skepticism, our desperation often compelled us to 
pray to Something. 

Gambling widows, like myself, are often the self-reliant souls 
who strongly resist the idea that we are not in charge. Lacking 
humility, we forge ahead with our forceful solutions. It makes no 
difference that every tactic we have invented has not worked to 
stop the gambling. We always had to do everything on our own so 
why stop now? 

This attitude makes gambling widows blind and unreceptive 
to spiritual beliefs at first. Despite the evidence of blatant rebuffs 
and set-backs, we obstinately try to alter the progression of his 
disease. 

No doubt many spouses of gamblers are proficient and 
organized managers in their workplaces. But when we try to use 
our skills on the recalcitrant and intractable gambler, we run into a 
brick wall. Too often we believe our inability to change his 
behaviour is our personal failure. 

How do I let the spiritual dimension of my life develop? 
Personally, I grew up believing that my life was governed by a 
cruel, capricious Fate. At a young age I accepted that human 
beings are powerless in a wicked, unpredictable world. In 
recovery, however, I was asked to abandon this bleak world-view. 



The Gam-Anon program guides us to accept the presence of 
Goodness around us. The first prerequisite is to admit we can't 
manage alone and to ask for help. 

By turning to spiritual principles when we feel trapped, we 
can break out of warped thinking patterns. Stop trying to figure 
out why he gambles, Gam-Anon tells us; focus on finding out why 
you let it destroy you. 

It is best to keep the approach simple in the beginning. 
Willingness to allow a force for Good to work in our lives is 
essential. Gambling widows need to give themselves permission to 
attend to their own personal needs. 

When we come to Gam-Anon, some of us are full of self- 
hatred and vindictiveness. I have this recurring image of me 
tugging on one arm and pulling the gambler in my direction. Lady 
Luck is locked on his other elbow and enticing him in the opposite 
direction. No one can win this tug of war. I need to let go and let 
the chips fall where they may. 

Releasing the gambler may leave us disoriented and lost. It is 
then that spiritual guidelines can give a focus to our still racing 
thoughts. Life is not meant to be an endurance test; there is an 
unseen force that eludes our senses but offers protection. 

When we live with a gambler we don't know what Truth is 
because we've been lied to over and over again. The pain of living 
this way is intangible but so is the solution: spirituality. 

When we're ready, we wake up to Goodness, to Truth and to 
ourselves. 

3. Learn To Trust 
Trust is an emotionally charged word for most gambling 

widows. In therapy the trust issue is clearly the most 
problematical of all recovery issues. 



When you live with a pathological gambler, you soon 
scover he is unreliable; you can't count on him to be there for 
m. Promises are broken repeatedly and trust trampled upon 
mercifully. The concept of trust has been shattered so many 
nes, it becomes meaningless in the relationship. 

Because we don't dare trust, we wall ourselves up to protect 
lrselves from further deceit and disillusionment. We become 
olated and alienated to ward off further betrayal. 

Trust feels dangerous to a gambling widow since, in the past, 
has been violated ruthlessly and without remorse. The 

mediate impulse is to deny the problem and stop talking freely 
I family and friends. No one can be trusted to understand how 
~e gambling hurts. 

As I enter recovery, imagine how painful it is to be urged to 
ust a Higher Power. Universally the inability to trust is a major 
umbling block in the gambling widow's journey to wehess. We 
we been fooled, duped, deceived and, even robbed, so often we 
we no foundation of trust. It is frightening to be asked to depend 
,on a 12 Step Program to be helpful. 

The first hurdle then is to restore trust in yourself, your own 
stincts and intuition. Your mistrust is understandable; the 
-oblems in the relationship are real. In recovery, we gradually 
a m  to count on ourselves and have faith in our own judgment. 

Next we work on learning to stop trusting unworthy people. 
radually, we discern who is capable of receiving the gift of trust. 
1 Gam-Anon we find people we can depend upon, people who 
:lieve in us and a f f m  us. 

The gambler, ensnared in his addiction, has failed us so many 
nes, it takes a while to trust the process of recovery. Slowly we 
am to trust that our Higher Power will not let us down. There 
.e people and values we can count on to keep us on solid 
-ound. 



4. Spiritual Affirmations For Gambling Widows 

a) Restoring Belief in Abundance 
A sense of deprivation and scarcity drives many spouses of 

gamblers to preoccupation with money and finances. The 
challenge in recovery is to separate spiritual values from material 
ones. In discarding materialism we let go of the possessions that 
impede spiritual progress; in symbolically letting go of the house, 
the car, the furniture, the bills, we re-order our priorities. 

Sometimes the outcome of compulsive gambling is 
bankruptcy and loss of material goods. Gambling widows need to 
restore their belief in the innate abundance of the world; they need 
to accept that it is better to than to w. 

The following principles may provide solace in the face of 
financial ruin: 

-I can be rich within even if I am poor without. 
-The world is rich and bountiful and there is plenty 

for all of us to enjoy. 
-Infinite riches are available to me. 
-I deserve to be prosperous and fulfilled. 
-Life is full and abundant; I have everything I need. 
-Life is a cornucopia of wealth and health, all is 

well in my world. 

b) Replenishing Trust 
The cornerstone of recovery for spouses of compulsive 

gamblers is rebuilding trust. Isolation and mistrust keep spouses 
from seeking help. 

The following affirmations are useful in addressing the loss of 
trust: 

-I trust myself; I am all I need to be. 
-I trust that the answers to my problems are within me. 



-I do not fear the unknown; I trust the day to deliver 
blessings. 

-I trust that my life has purpose and design; I believe 
in the goodness of the world. 

-I will not avoid or deny my problems; I trust my inner 
strength to handle every crisis. 

-There are people I can count on; they are worthy of my 
trust; they will be there for me. 

-I will not give my trust blindly to just anyone; I 
will be discerning; I will trust my inner guide to 
choose those worthy of this gift. 

-I move forward with wonder and trust; I know I can act 
in my own best interests. 

-Today I trust in my heart's desire. 

c) Overcoming Self-sacrifice 
"Busy-ness" becomes a defense mechanism for partners of 

pathological gamblers. We sacrifice friends, recreation, hobbies 
and quiet time in an effort to ward off anxiety. 

We work ourselves to the bone and suffer needlessly trying to 
pay off debts. 

Clad in our widow's black garb, we become martyrs addicted 
to the suffering we endure at the hands of the gambler. We are 
afraid to let go of the purse strings in case the gambler slips away 
from us for good. To recover we must relinquish this fear. 

Some of the following meditations return the focus to self- 
care: 

-I have a right to free myself from a life of disgrace, 
despair and humiliation. 

-I will not sacrifice my well-being just to be with 
someone. 

-I will give up the power struggle with Lady Luck and 



walk away. 
-I can take back my power and create the honest life I 

need. 
-I am not responsible for the gambler; he must fmd his 

own way. 
-I free myself of guilt and unthinking responsibility 

for others; I strive to please myself. 
-I have the courage to extricate myself from a life 

that is a lie. 
-I choose not to labour in the service of addiction; I 

free myself from game-playing and manipulation. 
-I emerge from mourning for my losses and leave the 

black veil behind. 
-I am honest, loyal and true to myself. 

d) Recognizing Misguided Love 
Patting ourselves on the back for our moral superiori 

collect grievances against the gambler. We wear our wi 
weeds proudly because we earned them, didn't we? Have] 
been bullied, maligned, tricked and stepped upon? We 1 
running record of all the money he owes, all the Mideliti 
lies. Each day brings a new horror to add to the catalol 
morbid souvenirs stored up by the gambling widow. 

By re-living the transgressions, the widow keeps the 4 

grief overflowing. She experiences emptiness everywhere e 
her job, at the bank, in her bedroom; her only fullness 
mourning. 

In recovery we learn that our sighs and tears of disc 
will only perpetuate the pain. Visits to the wailing wall wi 
harm our children. We must learn to believe that we don't d 
the hoodwinking and contempt of the gambler. 



misguided love and maternalism contribute to the cycle of 
addiction. 

Assume the following attitudes in trying to change unhealthy 
patterns: 

-I open myself to a new concept of love and shed my 
old possessiveness. 

-I release the jealousy and competitiveness that pitted 
me in rivalry with Lady Luck. 

-I give up the illusion of control over the gambler; 
I surrender ownership of his predicaments. 

-I accept that my fear of abandonment should not be 
confused with love. 

-I come to believe that love does not mean covering up 
for him, lying for him or keeping up a false front. 

-I realize that genuine self-love is the first step to 
independence. 

-I stop equating worry and obsession with authentic 
love. 

-I will no longer enable my loved one who gambles, for 
that is a crippling kind of "love." 

-I cease to "infantalize" the gambler; instead I allow him the 
dignity of his adult choices. 

-I do the gambler and myself a favour; I stop being a 
handmaiden to his disease and look to improving my own 
well-being. 

-I see that when I lose interest in the combat, then 
sometimes Lady Luck does too. 

In conclusion, spiritual recovery is challenging but critical for 
wives of compulsive gamblers. The gambling widow syndrome is 
difficult to overcome for many reasons. She may sink into 



martyrdom in the face of insecurity and community disgrace. Wil 
the black cloud of calamity hanging over the household, she m: 
draw the blinds to block out public scrutiny. The grass grows t: 
and untended in the yard; the neighbours stop trying to be helpfi 
She keeps her lonely vigil with ever-growing bitterness ar 
depression. Only a perceptive and caring community will interver 
to prevent suicide and family destruction. 



PROJECT 

In the process of gathering stories for this guide, I had 
privilege of hearing from many concerned individuals. FI 
selected Letters To The Lady Luck Project which follo. 
dear that compulsive gambling affects families in divers 
Here is a sampling of the concerns expressed: 

Dear Margo, 
I am writing with regard to your editorial on "gi 

widows" that I read recently. Although my fiance and I 
married, we are planning a wedding for the summer. 7n 
been together for a year and a half now and we have dread 
really rough time due to his gambling addiction. We've got 
screaming matches, throwing things and selling things; the 
been physical threats and suicidal threats. I've moved out 
and the list goes on and on. 

There is hope though; my fiancC hasn't gambled in ( 

months and he's doing very well. He's following his progI 
feeling better about himself. I'm still afraid that today migh 
day that he has a slip, but I'm also following a program an 
taking it one day at a time. 
Living in Hope 
Sherwood, Prince Edward Island 

**** 



Dear Margo, 
I am against gambling. My common-law husband is deep 

it. Every time he gets an unemployment cheque or whenevei 
gets a week's pay, it's all gone in a few days. I would like to 
these gambling machines taken out altogether. When he ge 
cheque, he never gives me or my nine year old daughter any c 
It's a shame to see all that good money go into the machine: 
bothers me and I know it bothers my daughter too. At one tim~ 
was an alcoholic and he quit because the doctor warned him 
he would only live six months if he continued. It has been tl 
years and now he's got another addiction. I could go on and 
but I'll close by saying, it was nice to read your script in 
paper. 
Deprived of Necessities 
Bridgewater, Nova Scotia 

**** 

Dear Margo, 
I am the wife of a compulsive gambler and am very intere: 

in participating in your self-help manual. Although my husb 
now attends GA, every day is stressful to get through, after all 
lies for years and years. 

Our province was lucky as we got rid of our machines exc 
for the licensed establishments. I participated in public heari 
and went before government people who did a report and m 
recommendations for gambling in this province. Here is an exct 
from my letter to the premier: 
"I am writing to explain my position as the wife of a compul! 
gambler. I want some answers and action although I do not w 
my name plastered all over the media. My situation is the resul 
the video poker machines which have taken over our society. 



My husband and I have been separated since the end of July; 
we have two small children ages seven and two. No child in 
Canada should have to suffer what these two have endured. The 
financial and emotional stress got so bad that all contact with his 
family and friends was discontinued for a month We are very 
lucky he returned for help. 

After my husband came out of his seclusion, we made a visit 
to the Nova Scotia Hospital. Although my husband realizes too 
late that he has lost home, family, job, money, trust and respect, 
let's not have thousands of other people suffer what we have. 
Let's be the first province to show care and concern and get these 
machines out of our family bowling alleys, and our bread and milk 
stores. 
Stressed Out 
Eastern Passage, Nova Scotia 

**** 

Dear Margo, 
I saw an article in the Daily Gleaner in Fredericton about a 

woman living with a compulsive gambler. Well, I have been a 
compulsive gambler for the past three years. And in those three 
years, when I think back, it was a living nightmare, not so much 
for me, but for my family. Being the gambler I was, I didn't 
realize what I was doing to myself and to my family until it was all 
gone. The money spent on gambling in those three years would 
have bought three to four new homes for my family. The 
selfishness of my everyday life was cruel to everyone involved. 
The only thing that was important to me was those gambling 
adventures of mine. 

The gambling didn't start all at once; it was through a long 
period of time before it took control of my life. The first time it 
happened to me was in a local video store. I was looking for a 



movie when the machine caught my eye. At that time I jl 
watched others play. About a week later I tried the video lotte 
machines for the first time. There was some change in my pock 
so I took it out and put it in the machine. It was only change; hc 
was I to know it would change my whole life? That change g 
me my first big win and I was hooked. At that time, I thought hc 
easy it was to make money. If I would have known the outcor 
of that little bit of change, it would never have come out of r 
pocket. 

But in time it wasn't just video gambling; it turned into ma 
than that. I was caught up in all the chance and the risk of doi 
things and getting away with it. In my jobs I'd take days off to 1 
gambling and make excuses about what happened. The gambli 
took over all of my common sense. And that led me to do thing: 
would never have dreamed of doing before the gambling starte 
At that time I didn't know right from wrong. 

The only advice I can give to someone who is attracted 
gambling is to think of everything and everyone who is mc 
important to you. Gambling can and will strip them from you 
time. You will win some but in the long run you will lose, not on 
money but EVERYTHING! 

The losses that followed the gambling were financial, sock 
physical and emotional. I drove myself crazy along with every01 
else. I felt so low as a man and thought I'd be better off dead. 
came close a few times but thinking of my kids stopped me fro 
ending my life. The thoughts of killing myself were in my he; 
almost every minute of each day. After all this time has passed, 
now know the truth about myself and there is no one to blame b 
me. It is too late for me to be a loving member of that family bui 
still love my kids and I will never cause them pain again. 
A Regretful Gambler 
Chatharn, New Brunswick 



u Margo, 
In response to your letter in the Brantford Expositor, I feel 

opelled to reply. I have been married to a reformed gambler for 
ty eight years. Five years after we married, he gambled heavily 
compulsively playing "pool." He did this for a desperate ten 

rs during which time we also had four children. 
We survived and I'm not sure how to this day. I'm sure I still 

bably don't know the whole truth, but as you wrote, I did 
lerience the whole gamut of deception, denial, despair and 
ft. Very true and descriptive words. 
I never knew about the winning phases but I witnessed him 

ng money and going back to recoup it. At home there was no 
ney, bills were unpaid and creditors were phoning me. I wanted 
eave but there was no money to leave with and there were no 
men's shelters such as they have today. I stayed because I 
~ldn't afford to do otherwise with four children. We argued 
ut the gambling and I would phone him in the pool room to 
land he get home. I felt he just didn't want to be home with 
and the children. 
It took me twenty years to recover from losses and 

:btedness. During the gambling years I felt unloved and 
:cure; when you're married to a gambler, you're as 
ountable for debts as he is and for what people may think of 
I because of it. People don't invite you out because they know 
r husband won't be home or they know you won't show up. 
o, he would put me down about everything and ridicule my 
ght, my clothes or my knowledge. 
If you are currently Iiving with a compulsive gambler, let 
n know you can manage on your own; become strong and 
:pendent like I did. I went out to work for fifteen years and I 
ned to go to social functions by myself and act like everythmg 



was fine. When he says he's not interested or too tired, I will still 
go. My husband has declared to friends and relatives that he'd be 
a lot further ahead today if it wasn't for his "foolishness." I came 
to realize he basically did care about me and the children but he 
just couldn't help himself. I think they have to come to the 
realization themselves before the gambling stops. 
Thankful for Swival  
Paris, Ontario 

**** 
Dear Margo, 

I am currently going through a divorce from my husband 
who is a compulsive gambler. I desperately hunted for reading 
materials on the subject of compulsive gambling and couldn't find 
very much. I still remember the relief I felt when I read in one 
book that disinterest in sex and compulsive gambling were linked. 
That little piece of knowledge made me feel a little better about 
myself. Because I have been through living with a compulsive 
gambler and have desperately looked for help and couldn't find it, 
I would like to help you with your project. 

I have also written to the Ontario Premier with my concerns 
about Ontario's move towards more legalized gambling and the 
lack of support services for compulsive gamblers and their 
families. Here is an excerpt from the government's reply: "It is 
true that some people are unable to resist the allure of gambling, 
whether it takes the form of bingo, lotteries, horse racing or 
casinos. We are investigating programs of education and 
prevention to address the issue of problem gambling. We think 
this, rather than prohibition, is the best route to success. With the 
cautious expansion of gambling, we believe we can balance the 
possible risks with the many benefits it will provide. We 
appreciate the fact that a casino will not magically solve the 
economic problems created by free trade, the GST, cross-border 



shopping, federal transfer payment cutbacks and the recession. It 
is our view, however, and the view of many communities across 
Ontario, that casinos can enhance community economic 
development, stimulate tourism, and generate government revenue 
to address social needs." 

If there is anything else I can do to help you with this 
worthwhile project, please let me know. 
Desperate For Information 
Oakville, Ontario 

**** 

Dear Margo, 
I hope your book is a success and reaches the ears and eyes 

and hearts of gamblers, gamblers' families, government and social 
activists who could then understand, feel compassion, guilt (where 
applicable) and perhaps make a change. Government approved 
gambling is just another sign of the general decay in our social 
values. Not everyone becomes addicted to gambling, but I firmly 
believe the price society pays when dealing with this social 
problem is not M y  understood. 

I know our son comes from an addicted-to-gambling father, 
but even children who live in families without this problem have a 
hard time watching a sport on TV just for the thrill of it. I don't 
know how many times I've heard twelve to twenty year olds 
wishing they "had money on it." Our children must be taught 
about the ills of drug abuse, the hazards of drinking and driving, 
the necessity of condoms for safe sex, the dangers of second hand 
smoke and now, to this list, we have to add the pitfalls of 
gambling. 

When casinos began to pop up all over in our area, my 
husband started going. This was the beginning of the end. Over a 
one and a half year period his visits to casinos, perhaps once a 



week, escalated to three to four times a week. His judgment was 
way off; he spent everything we had and borrowed from everyone, 
friends, family and loan sharks. I'm sending along this poem whicf 
sums up the situation: 

I lay in my bed, my purse at my side 
You're not here; you're somewhere "outside" 
I hear my children sleep 
I lay and silently weep 

You're out on the town with Lady Luck 
Not wanting the dealer to hand you the "puck" 
You're down to nothing; it's time to pay 
But you don't care; you'll come back another day 

You walk in the door and watch her sleep 
Then stealthily to her wallet you creep 
You find eight tens 
And out you go again 

I lay in bed with my empty purse at my side 
Lady Luck has taken my husband for a ride 
Away from his children who silently sleep 
Away from his wife who quietly weeps. 

Paying The Price 
Thornhill, Ontario 

**** 
Dear Margo, 

Congratulations on your efforts to bring to light some of the 
problems associated with compulsive gambling. I have been 



especially concerned about the building of the Vegas Kewadin 
Casino and the proliferation of lottery outlets and bingo halls. 

I have visited our local casino a few times and have felt the 
excitement of the tinkle of the coins. I have also observed around 
me the concentrated "relationship" with the machines and the 
'hear absence" of social interaction among the customers. I have 
sat in coffee shops and malls and observed the same obsessive 
interaction with scratch tickets and pulltabs. 

I think we need to seriously plan and provide services for 
those already affected and educational services for the great mass 
of people who are potential casualties but who only see gambling 
as a fun pastime. 

Here is a verse I wrote while sitting in the mall in Elliot lake 
watching people scratch tickets: 

Instant Gratifrustration 
We stand in line-up at the wickets 

So we can sit and scratch those tickets 
Throw them in the garbage bin 

And try once more for a major win 
Watching it Grow 
Sault Ste. Marie, Ontario 

**** 
Dear Margo, 

I have been involved with a compulsive gambler for eleven 
years. Fortunately for me, I sought help early in this relationship 
and so have been a member of Gam-Anon now for ten years. 
After entering the program I started reading a lot about addictive 
behaviour and, even though it angered me a great deal, I could 
relate the gambler's addictive behaviour to the behaviours of other 
addicts (e.g. drugs and alcohol.) However, for a very long time, I 
had a great deal of trouble in accepting his addiction as an illness. 



Someone I had known since childhood was dying of leukemia 
this particular time and all I could think of was "this person did1 
have a choice but the addict does have a choice." Now 
understand that the addict just doesn't see that there is a choi 
until they are ready or have reached some sort of bottom. 

There is always hope, especially if an individual chooses 
enter into Gam-Anon. Even if the gambler chooses to continue 
their destructive path, the family member can find much peace a 
hope in the program. 
Grateful in Gam-Anon 
Thornhill Ontario 

**** 

Dear Margo, 
I am contacting you in response to the article that appeared 

our paper concerning "gambling widows." I must admit I had 
long, overdue cry during most of what I read as I identified a 
empathized with the stories of "gambling widows" you printed. 

The weekend the article appeared coincided with t 
weekend my husband finally left us. It was a separation I had be 
begging for for months through my lawyer and the police. h 
husband had proceeded to steal everything of value in our hor 
after he had gambled away all our money. 

Cross-addicted to prescription drugs and gambling, he h 
made my life a living hell for eighteen months. I rebound1 
between extreme rage and severe depression. Our two childr 
suffered through this and I will be seeking counseling for all of u 

I am fighting back tears as I write this; I hope I can help yc 
help others. 
Drying the Tears 
Thornhill, Ontario 



ear Margo, 
I read your insert in yesterday's Toronto Star concerning 

unbling and its darker side and I wish to share my experience 
ith you. While we don't have a casino nearby, and my husband 
lesn't play cards for money, he has another addiction, namely 
ttery tickets and Nevada tickets. He began by just buying one 
:ket every week when lottery tickets first came out but gradually 
: started to buy more and more and now he buys hundreds of 
~llars worth every week of all kinds. But his main passion is the 
evada tickets. We have quite a few outlets here in Delhi and 
rery day he goes downtown and spends hours and countless 
~Uars in each outlet breaking open Nevada tickets. I have seen 
m myself many times. I also have many friends telling me that 
ley see my husband playing break open tickets. Just last 
hursday I caught him at it, quite by accident. When he finally 
me home and I chided him about it, he hit me. I just don't know 
)w to cope with this any more. My family members all know 
mut this and are constantly after me to leave him. I have decided 
I talk to a lawyer about this and see what advice he can give me. 
t Tether's End 
elhi, Ontario 

**** 
ear Margo, 

The write-up in the Windsor Star couldn't have come at a 
:tter time. Last night I learned that our thousand dollars for the 
nt and household needs was gone again. He was sorry a ~ a i n  and 
ould never do it again. Last night after we had gone to do a little 
lopping for our three children, he told me he was going to work 
1 pick up some papers. He should have been home by eleven but 
: came home at four in the morning. He lost the last $250 of our 
nt money trying to win his money back. This 'scenario goes on 
1 the time. I have learned to wear whatever jewelry I have left 



and I don't believe anything he says and he knows it. But he's 
blind; he won't go for help. I'm at my wits' end. He's isolated me 
from everyone and people are not coming around anymore 
because of his lies. I'm ashamed to tell my family so I have no one 
and I feel very alone. I would be more than happy to share my 
story with others. It would be a step towards a healing process. 
Ready For Healing 
Windsor, Ontario 

**** 
Dear Margo, 

I am now separated from a habitual gambler who had the 
choice of me and the kids or bingohorse races. He preferred to lie 
and keep gambling but I now know he couldn't quit. I feel better 
to be separated than to be trying to stop him. 
Fed Up With Lies 
Waterford, Ontario 

**** 

Dear Margo, 
I am a mother of an addicted gambler. To date I have loaned 

her over five thousand dollars (which I do not expect to get back.) 
I stand by her because I love her. 

This person is sure of winning big and is constantly juggling 
bills and credit card payments. I am very frightened of her family 
losing everything they have. 

I wish something could be done to protect the families of 
these victims. We need help for the parents and children, but 
especially for the people addicted. Please, no more casinos, 
Nevadas or scratch tickets! 
A Frightened Mom 
Goulais River, Ontario 

**** 



Dear Margo, 
I am writing in reply to your article in the Sault Star. You 

describe a "gambling widow" as "a person who has experienced 
the deception, denial, despair and debt associated with habitual 
betting." As a child (I am nineteen years old) of a compulsive 
gambler, I have to deal with anger and confusion. My father 
always ends up making us feel guilt and sympathy for him If my 
mother asks him to move out he starts yelling about how everyone 
has a '%obby." So he doesn't believe he's doing anything wrong 
even though he has put us deeply in debt. 
Despairing Daughter 
Sault Ste. Marie, Ontario 

**** 

Dear Margo, 
I no longer live with a compulsive gambler, but was married 

to one for twenty five years. Even after fifteen years of separation 
and divorce, my life, and the lives of my children are still affected 
by this man. I don't know if my story will help or not; while I am 
a survivor, it was because I sought help for him that I found out I 
needed help for myself. When I found help for me, I was able to 
free myself from the situation. He has never been able to be honest 
with himself and come to terms with his addiction. 
Affected By Addiction 
Lindsay, Ontario 

**** 

Dear Margo, 
I am interested in contributing to the book. I agree from first 

hand experience that there are many hidden social and emotional 
costs with gambling that the government and society are not really 



attuned to. Until I found out in January of this year that my 
husband is a compulsive gambler, I don't think I really gave it 
much thought. 
Painfully Aware 
Winnipeg, Manitoba 

**** 

Dear Margo, 
We read your article in the Banner. We have no problem with 

gambling in our family but know of other families where it is 
getting to be a major problem In one case, it is serious. A lady, in 
this case, is seventy years old; she has spent all her hard-earned 
money on gambling, mainly in the hotels. She was three months in 
arrears in paying her rent. We've been told one of her daughters is 
following in her mom's footsteps. So if you could help us with 
any information on gambling, we would sure appreciate it. 
Worried Observer 
Eddystone, Manitoba 

**** 
Dear Margo, 

I enjoyed your comments in the Winnipeg Sun on compulsive 
gambling. Seeing as Winnipeg has just opened two new bingo 
halls, you have to see it to believe it. I know over half of the 
people there can't afford to be there. Those waiting in line for the 
12 o'clock opening can't look you in the eye because they have 
phoned in sick to work or told their wife or husband that they 
have gone shopping. You might know them or their secrets. 

The new bingo parlours (they sure give them a nice name 
don't they?) with all the slots are overflowing. The Manitoba 
government has now set aside around one per cent of the profits 
to counsel addicted gamblers. The press has been asked to play 
down the bad news about gambling, to soften it. 



There's not a lot I can do except give you my support; you 
see I'm male and the gambler. 
The Male Perspective 
Winnipeg, Manitoba 

**** 

' Dear Margo, 
My almost ex-husband is a compulsive gambler. He has 

already done illegal things and it's very serious. My psychologist 
says it will get worse. There have been more than a few occasions 
when I could have had him charged. 

We were married for ten years and have a nine year old 
daughter. We are now separated. I still have to live since I can't 
depend upon him for support for the usual reasons. I need to 
know how I can help my daughter and myself. He knows he has a 
problem but he won't seek help. He did go to Gamblers 
Anonymous but it didn't last. He has also been diagnosed with a 
type of manic-depression. 
Distressed Mother 
Edmonton, Alberta 

**** 
Dear Margo, 

A member of my family has a problem with her gambling at 
the casino in Sault Ste. Marie, Michigan. She has also taken up at 
our local bingo games. Kindly send me a copy of your gambling 
questionnaire. 
Casino Concerns 
Sault Ste. Marie, Ontario 
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Addendum 

Writing Therapy Exercises 
In addition to attending Gam-Anon meetings, many therapists 

recommend journal keeping as an effective tool for recovery. I 
believe writing is one of the most powerful devices we can use for 
overcoming the oppressive habits of the gambling widow 
syndrome. 

I have found the following exercises beneficial: 

1. The Unsent Lettec Write a letter to the gambler in your life. 
Express and release all the pent up anger and resentment that have 
built up over the years. Spill all of your repressed feelings on to 
the page; when you have emptied your psyche, tear up the letter 
and throw it away. This is a mental housecleaning exercise that 
helps to restore perspective. 
2. Altered Point of View: Describe the atmosphere and 
circumstances in your household from the point of view of one of 
your children. If there are no children present, express the feelings 
of your inner child. By completing this exercise you will remember 
to put the interests of your children first. 
3. Sage Advice: Imagine that a Wise One from on high has 
dropped you a note of good advice. What does the note say? 
Write out the suggestions offered by the sage. 
4. My Future S e v  Set up a conversation between yourself in the 
present moment and the future self that you envision. Write the 
dialogue until it reaches a satisfying and optimistic conclusion or 
affirmation. 
5. Self-Poortrait.- Write a word picture describing yourself in your 
current circumstances. If it is negative, write a new word picture 
describing the positive self-image you are striving for. 



6. ReadAIIAbo~ It: Write a newspaper article about a goal yc 
have accomplished. Imagine what the story would say on the fn 
page of the newspaper. Tell about the obstacles you have 
overcome to reach your goal. What was your inspiration? 

I 

7 .  Reflections on Powerlessness: Using Gam-Anon's Step One 
a stepping stone, reflect on the following: "We admitted we we1 

I 

powerless over the problem in our family." Explain why Step 0 
, is so difficult for you. Why is it necessary? 

8. Official Permission: Write yourself an official permission sli1 

I to do all the things you have denied yourself while worrying abc 
the gambling. Give yourself permission to enjoy and to particip~ 

I I fully in all the activities you have neglected. 
, 
I 9.  The Chapters of My Life: Imagine your life as an evolving 

1 novel. Write down the chapter titles of your life story. As the 

i ' author of your life plot you are in charge of making the upcomit 
I I chapters positive and uplifting. 
I I 10. Final Payments: Make a list of your debtors and creditors. 

'I What is owed both in material and spiritual terms? What can be 
done to complete dmished business? 
1 1. The Peace Treaty: What treaties or agreements do you havc 
with the important people in your life? Write out the terms of th 
treaty you have with the gambler. What are the penalties for 
breaking the treaty? Explain how you think peace can be attain 

I in a Iife so turbulent to this point? 
I 12. A Road Not Taken: Return in your imagination to a 

significant crossroads you encountered earlier in your life. In 
writing explore the route you did not choose at that time. When 

i 
i 

does the road take you? What do you discover? Describe how 
your life would have been different if you had taken that journej 



RESOURCES 

The Addiction Research Foundation 
33 Russell St., Toronto, Ontario 

M5S 2s 1 
416-595-6000 

Addictions Foundation of Manitoba 
1041 Portage Avenue 

Winnipeg, Manitoba R3G OR8 
204-944-6382 

Alberta Alcohol and Drug Abuse Commission 
10909 Jasper Ave. 
Edmonton, Alberta 

403-427-73 16 

The Canadian Foundation on Compulsive Gambling 
505 Consumers Road, Suite 801, 

Willowdale, Ontario 
M2J 4V8 

41 6-499-9800 

Gam- Anon 
P.O. Box 134, Station L, 

Toronto, Ontario 
M6E 4Y5 

416-366-7613 



P.O. Box 157, Whitestone, 
New York, U.S.A. 11357 

7 18-352- 167 1 

Gamblers Auonyrnous World Service Office 
P.O. Box 17173 

Los Angeles, California, U.S.A. 90017 
213-386-8797 

The National Council on Problem Gambling (Canada) 
409-55th Ave. S.W. 

Calgary, Alberta T2V OE8 
403-640-4044 

The National Council on Problem Gambling (U.S.A.) 
445 West 59th St., Room 1521, 

New York, N.Y. 10019 
212-765-3833 

Gambling In formation Hotlines 

Alberta 
1-800-665-9676 

Manitoba 
1-800-463-1554 

Minnesota 
1-800-437-3641 

Ontario 
1-888-230-3505 
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Self- 
Farn and Gambling 

7h 0 t h  W o m n  Wizs Lady Luck recounts the compelling true pem'nal 
stories of Canadian women seduced by the charisma and charm of "The 

Prince of Monk Carlo." In these poignant tales of love and betrayal, highs 
and lows, wins and losses, estrangement and reconciliation, "gambling 

widows" reveal the true costs of their relentless rivalry with 
Lady Luck. From the Maritimes and Ontario to the Prairies 
and British Columbia, spouses of pathological gamblers share 
their tips for recovery and ~newal. For all those who have lost 
their lovers to the track, the poker tables, the video lottery 
terminals and scratch tickets, they offer understanding and 

encouragement. Through these honest stories from Monte Carlo to C&O 

Windsor you will learn to cast off your widow's weeds and learn to trust again. 
In the end you will journey to forgiveness and freedom. 
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