
Everyone has weaknesses.

We all have weaknesses, big and small.  I’m going to tell you now a bit about my own…..

I saw something in the paper this morning about poker machines being addictive, and I
thought how true. Over the last few months I've been seriously considering cutting down on the
amount of time that I spend on them. I don't think I could go to the R.S.L. for lunch and come
home without going into the gaming room to play. I seem to lose all sense of time when I'm
playing, and unfortunately, just when I decide to give up, those naughty gods up there who
make me do things I know I shouldn't ensure that I have a nice little win so I continue.

Today has been ok, as I knew I was coming to writing group, and had to prepare
something.

Wednesday will be ok as I'm visiting my friend Pauline at her place and I'll make sure that I
come straight home after seeing her. Unfortunately she lives in Mitcham, a stone’s throw
from the hotel. We used to meet at the hotel, but Pauline started to lose a lot of money so
she doesn't go there anymore. I'll have to make sure that I stick to the back way and keep
away from the main road. This probably sounds crazy to you, unless you are a pokie
junkie like me; it just goes to show how easily you can become addicted without realizing
that it's happening.

On Friday when I see my friend Betty, we meet at the R.S.L. for lunch. She doesn't play the
machines, so after feeding our faces we leave to go shopping. The trouble is sometimes
she is late arriving so I have a game while waiting for her. Yes!! I know
what you are all thinking, but believe me it isn't easy.

It's a funny thing but maybe my upbringing has something to do with it. You see I never
lived with my real family but was put in a children's home and then fostered out. I lived with
a wonderful family named Reeves. I thought all those years ago that Mum Reeves was my
real mother, and I wondered who the strange man was who came to see me occasionally.

I later learned that he was my real father. I also discovered that my mother had left him as he
was an inveterate gambler, and it was ruining her life. My excuse now is that maybe it's in the
genes. He didn't do much else for me so I find him easy to blame.

It's amazing how those machines can get to you without you realizing it. Of course the graphics
on them are designed to grab your attention so you find interest in certain machines and play
them more than some of the others. Another trap is when there are new machines with
different graphics designed to titillate you. God how weak we must be!!!!

I don't tell anyone at home about this, although I'm sure my boys would find it hard to believe
as I'm such a self-controlled, sensible person normally. It just goes to show how easy
it is to become addicted. If you don't take control of it you could end up losing a great deal of
money. I'm sure my family would lose all respect for me if I did that. I don't want to give up
going to the R.S.L. so I've made up my mind while writing this that I'm going to try first of all to
limit my gaming to maybe a half an hour and then gradually to wean myself off the pokies
altogether. Is that the sound of your laughter I'm hearing? WISH ME LUCK!

Pam Carpenter


