Hello, my name is Jan-Inge, I am 50 years old. I come from Fountainhouse in Malmö “Sweden”. Before I found Fountainhouse I have had some problems in my life. Many times I have not been able to cope with it all, I have reached for the bottle.

One could say that I have had alcohol problems, too. I can see that today.

The alcohol does not solve any problems, instead you push them aside for the future.

I am an old postman who always loved my job. My employer sometimes noticed that everything was not right with me, so I have had some visits to treatment homes, because of my alcohol problems.

I feel well for a while, but reality always catches up to you. My mental health becomes worse, I can not see it myself, I try to escape with help from the bottle. Later I sit in my bachelor´s flat and call for help. I sit like that for two days. My employer comes and drives me to the hospital: psychiatry, that is. 

There I stay for some months until the depression is over.

The employer knows now that the treatmnent itself is not enough. According to the doctors, an aftertreatment for a year is needed and my employer has to pay for it. I feel well for some years.

I change jobs and start getting involved in union work. But reality always catches up to me. 

I still sit in my apartment and I have not solved my personal problems. I do not have any friends, no contact with my family and I am heavily in debt. I live only for my job.

Of course I drink a bottle of wine sometimes, but never at work.

My employer and even the union, in wich I was active, started noticing that I had problems:

“Jan-Inge, did you start drinking again? Then we must drive you to the treatment house.”

No, that is not the problem, just let me do my job.

Since I did not drink there they started hunting me in my freetime. On Saturdays and Sundays they rang my door bell and they even stood outside the shop.

I could not tell them about my problems, because I was afraid they would take me to the psychiatric ward again.

Finally I could not keep up mentally any longer. I left my work and my apartment, completely wrecked. I did not say anything to anyone, I just walked away. Without housing, without work, broke and feeling sick I started my promenade.

 

It took 18 months before any body listened to my plea for help. To me, who had been a postman for 31 years, this was a nightmare.

By the end of this time, I stood at the canal of Malmö. I was tired, hungry, drunken and wondering about the meaning of life.

Half way down into the canal I feel a helping hand.

He pulled me up and asked me what I was doing.

Do not do this!

He went off and I sobered up. I went up to the shelter and got dry clothes, then I fell asleep. 

Meanwhile the man tells others that he has saved a man´s life in the canal.

The staff calls the social welfare, they wake me up and ask if I want to be helped.

Yes, I say. Of course I want to be helped, but nobody has listened to me.

They drove me to REBO (Rehabshelter). They tell me that they can help me with accommodation and other problems. They had two demands: Willingness and no drugs during the treatment. I thought that I could cope without alcohol. My problem was that I needed help to make me feel like a human-being. 

I got help with accommodation, now I live in a two room flat after being homeless for three years. When it comes to work, I can not do it. I went to the doctor and explained why. 

After six months of talk with curators and psychologists, I do not have to worry about it.

I  now live on disability pension.

At REBO they want me to find something to do. I go to take a look at some place. It does not seem interesting. I end up at the working cooperation. “This is a place where you can see yourself working, is it not?”

I immediately start sweating and feeling bad. I am reminded of my former working place.

No, I do not want to crack again. I ask for a talk att REBO, to calm myself down.

I hear about the Fountainhouse. With low self-esteem and low self-confidence I ask for help. I ask for and get a guided tour at the F. H. In the evening I think to myself: I must go there again. The next day I went to the meeting at the kitchen unit.

I immediately felt that I was welcome. In the beginning I only peeled potatoes for 1-2 hours.

Lars, my friend in the kitchen, who also had been at REBO was there, but I started having problems, too many people and a feeling that it looked like a working place.

I started wishing I could just escape. 

Lars told me:” Leave the potatoes and help me”. Yes, said the others, here in the kitchen we help each other, we peel and you help Lars.

I learned how to cook and make stews. Now I work part time every day and I feel that I have found a place where I can grow as a person. So after my first period of time at the F. H. I felt I wanted more, so I was invited to come to the board meeting.

Here I get a more complete picture of the house. I understand how much work and commitment is being put down into running the house.

I feel that I also want to take part of this. A short time after I sign up as interested in the commitees of the house.

At the election meeting they ask me why I want to become elected. I answered that as the house has given me so much, now it was my turn to give also. I was elected immediately.

As I mentioned before I had a bad sense of self-esteem and I felt insecure. I am an old postman, I can´t do anything else. Now I cook everyday. I like it.

When the Work and Study Unit comes to ask me about attending a course at the Social University in Lund, it fills me with a great sense of insecurity and I say no. I haven´t gone to school in 30 years. But I say yes to a six-week course that accounts for five points. After the course I go and thank everyone who has supported me. Then a member comes up to me and says: “Stop it! Who attended the course? Me? Who coped with it? Me? Who wrote the examination? Me? Who shall you thank? Yourself!”

He was right.

I also want to mention what a boost the course was to my self confidence.

A lot has happened since then. The Fountain House has meant much to me, now when I sit at the European Conference after only two and a half years of membership. I feel that I have got my human worth back and that I can grow as a human-being.

