ALCOHOLICS
ANONYMOUS

Thi= & the Foarih Edigiom ol
the- Big Heok, the Baske e

foer 6 ] coshan] =0 A pemwy T oa s



Preface

This is the fourth edition of the book “Alcoholics Anonymous.”
The first edition appeared in April 1939, and in the following
sixteen years, more than 300,000 copies went into circulation.
The second edition, published in 1955, reached a total of more
than 1,150,500 copies. The third edition, which came off press in
1976, achieved a circulation of approximately 19,550,000 in all
formats.

Because this book has become the basic text for our Society and
has helped such large numbers of alcoholic men and women to
recovery, there exists strong sentiment against any radical
changes being made in it. Therefore, the first portion of this
volume, describing the A.A. recovery program, has been left
largely untouched in the course of revisions made for the
second, third, and fourth editions. The section called “The
Doctor’s Opinion” has been kept intact, just as it was originally
written in 1939 by the late Dr. William D. Silkworth, our Society’s
great medical benefactor.

The second edition added the appendices, the Twelve
Traditions, and the directions for getting in touch with A.A. But
the chief change was in the section of personal stories, which
was expanded to reflect the Fellowship’s growth. “Bill’s Story,”
“Doctor Bob’s Nightmare,” and one other personal history from
the first edition were retained intact; three were edited and one
of these was retitled; new versions of two stories were written,
with new titles; thirty completely new stories were added; and the
story section was divided into three parts, under the same
headings that are used now.

In the third edition, Part | (“Pioneers of A.A.”) was left
unchanged. Nine of the stories in Part Il (“They Stopped in
Time”) were carried over from the second edition; eight new
stories were added. In Part Il (“They Lost Nearly All”), eight
stories were retained; five new ones were added.

This fourth edition includes the Twelve Concepts for World
Service and revises the three sections of personal stories as
follows. One new story has been added to Part I, and two that
originally appeared in Part Ill have been repositioned there; six
stories have been deleted. Six of the stories in Part Il have been
carried over, eleven new ones have been added, and eleven
taken out. Part lll now includes twelve new stories; eight were
removed (in addition to the two that were transferred to Part I).
All changes made over the years in the Big Book (A.A. members’
fond nickname for this volume) have had the same purpose: to



represent the current membership of Alcoholics Anonymous
more accurately, and thereby to reach more alcoholics. If you
have a drinking problem, we hope that you may pause in reading
one of the forty-two personal stories and think: “Yes, that
happened to me”; or, more important, “Yes, I've felt like that”; or,
most important, “Yes, | believe this program can work for me
too.”



This is the Foreword as it appeared in the first
printing of the first edition in 1939.

we, of Alcoholics Anonymous, are more than one hundred men and women

who have recovered from a seemingly hopeless state of mind and body. To show
other alcoholics precisely how we have recovered is the main purpose of this
book. For them, we hope these pages will prove so convincing that no further
authentication will be necessary. We think this account of our experiences will
help everyone to better understand the alcoholic. Many do not comprehend that
the alcoholic is a very sick person. And besides, we are sure that our way of
living has its advantages for all.

It is important that we remain anonymous because we are too few, at present to
handle the overwhelming number of personal appeals which may result from this
publication. Being mostly business or professional folk, we could not well carry
on our occupations in such an event. We would like it understood that our
alcoholic work is an avocation.

When writing or speaking publicly about alcoholism, we urge each of our
Fellowship to omit his personal name, designating himself instead as “a member
of Alcoholics Anonymous.”

Very earnestly we ask the press also, to observe this request, for otherwise we
shall be greatly handicapped.

We are not an organization in the conventional sense of the word. There are no
fees or dues whatsoever. The only requirement for membership is an honest
desire to stop drinking. We are not allied with any particular faith, sect or
denomination, nor do we oppose anyone. We simply wish to be helpful to those
who are afflicted.

We shall be interested to hear from those who are getting results from this book,
particularly from those who have commenced work with other alcoholics. We
should like to be helpful to such cases.

Inquiry by scientific, medical, and religious societies will be welcomed.



Figures given in this foreword describe the
Fellowship as it was in 1955.

SINCE the original Foreword to this book was written in 1939, a wholesale
miracle has taken place. Our earliest printing voiced the hope “that every
alcoholic who journeys will find the Fellowship of Alcoholics Anonymous at his
destination. Already,” continues the early text “twos and threes and fives of us
have sprung up in other communities.”

Sixteen years have elapsed between our first printing of this book and the
presentation in 1955 of our second edition. In that brief space, Alcoholics
Anonymous has mushroomed into nearly 6,000 groups whose membership is far
above 150,000 recovered alcoholics. Groups are to be found in each of the
United States and all of the provinces of Canada. A.A. has flourishing
communities in the British Isles, the Scandinavian countries, South Africa, South
America, Mexico, Alaska, Australia and Hawaii. All told, promising beginnings
have been made in some 50 foreign countries and U. S. possessions. Some are
just now taking shape in Asia. Many of our friends encourage us by saying that
this is but a beginning, only the augury of a much larger future ahead.

The spark that was to flare into the first A.A. group was struck at Akron, Ohio, in
June 1935, during a talk between a New York stockbroker and an Akron
physician. Six months earlier, the broker had been relieved of his drink obsession
by a sudden spiritual experience, following a meeting with an alcoholic friend who
had been in contact with the Oxford Groups of that day. He had also been greatly
helped by the late Dr. William D. Silkworth, a New York specialist in alcoholism
who is now accounted no less than a medical saint by A.A. members, and whose
story of the early days of our Society appears in the next pages. From this
doctor, the broker had learned the grave nature of alcoholism. Though he could
not accept all the tenets of the Oxford Groups, he was convinced of the need for
moral inventory, confession of personality defects, restitution to those harmed,
helpfulness to others, and the necessity of belief in and dependence upon God.

Prior to his journey to Akron, the broker had worked hard with many alcoholics on
the theory that only an alcoholic could help an alcoholic, but he had suc-ceeded
only in keeping sober himself. The broker had gone to Akron on a business
venture which had collapsed, leaving him greatly in fear that he might start
drinking again. He suddenly realized that in order to save himself he must carry
his message to another alcoholic. That alcoholic turned out to be the Akron
physician.

This physician had repeatedly tried spiritual means to resolve his alcoholic
dilemma but had failed. But when the broker gave him Dr. Silkworth’s description
of alcoholism and its hopelessness, the physician began to pursue the spiritual
remedy for his malady with a willingness he had never before been able to
muster. He sobered, never to drink again up to the moment of his death in 1950.
This seemed to prove that one alcoholic could affect another as no nonalcoholic



could. It also indicated that strenuous work, one alcoholic with another, was vital
to permanent recovery.

Hence the two men set to work almost frantically upon alcoholics arriving in the
ward of the Akron City Hospital. Their very first case, a desperate one, recovered
immediately and became A.A. number three. He never had another drink. This
work at Akron contin-ued through the summer of 1935. There were many
failures, but there was an occasional heartening success. When the broker
returned to New York in the fall of 1935, the first A.A. group had actually been
formed, though no one realized it at the time.

A second small group promptly took shape at New York, to be followed in 1937
with the start of a third at Cleveland. Besides these, there were scattered
alcoholics who had picked up the basic ideas in Akron or New York who were
trying to form groups in other cities. By late 1937, the number of members having
substantial sobriety time behind them was sufficient to convince the membership
that a new light had entered the dark world of the alcoholic.

It was now time, the struggling groups thought, to place their message and
unique experience before the world. This determination bore fruit in the spring of
1939 by the publication of this volume. The membership had then reached about
100 men and women. The fledgling society, which had been nameless, now
began to be called Alcoholics Anonymous, from the title of its own book. The
flying-blind period ended and A.A. entered a new phase of its pioneering time.
With the appearance of the new book a great deal began to happen. Dr. Harry
Emerson Fosdick, the noted clergyman, reviewed it with approval. In the fall of
1939 Fulton Oursler, then editor of Liberty, printed a piece in his magazine,
called “Alcoholics and God.” This brought a rush of 800 frantic inquiries into the
little New York office which meanwhile had been established. Each inquiry was
painstakingly answered; pamphlets and books were sent out. Businessmen,
traveling out of existing groups, were referred to these prospective newcomers.
New groups started up and it was found, to the astonishment of everyone, that
A.A.’s message could be transmitted in the mail as well as by word of mouth. By
the end of 1939 it was estimated that 800 alcoholics were on their way to
recovery.

In the spring of 1940, John D. Rockefeller, Jr. gave a dinner for many of his
friends to which he invited A.A. members to tell their stories. News of this got on
the world wires; inquiries poured in again and many people went to the
bookstores to get the book “Alcoholics Anonymous.” By March 1941 the
membership had shot up to 2,000. Then Jack Alexander wrote a feature article in
the Saturday Evening Post and placed such a compelling picture of A.A. before
the general public that alcoholics in need of help really deluged us. By the close
of 1941, A.A. numbered 8,000 members. The mushrooming process was in full
swing. A.A. had become a national institution.

Our Society then entered a fearsome and exciting adolescent period. The test
that it faced was this: Could these large numbers of erstwhile erratic alcoholics



successfully meet and work together? Would there be quarrels over membership,
leadership, and money? Would there be strivings for power and prestige? Would
there be schisms which would split A.A. apart? Soon A.A. was beset by these
very problems on every side and in every group. But out of this frightening and at
first disrupting experience the conviction grew that A.A.’s had to hang together or
die separately. We had to unify our Fellowship or pass off the scene.

As we discovered the principles by which the individual alcoholic could live, so
we had to evolve principles by which the A.A. groups and A.A. as a whole could
survive and function effectively. It was thought that no alcoholic man or woman
could be excluded from our Society; that our leaders might serve but never
govern; that each group was to be autonomous and there was to be no
professional class of therapy. There were to be no fees or dues; our expenses
were to be met by our own voluntary contributions. There was to be the least
possible organization, even in our service centers. Our public relations were to
be based upon attraction rather than promotion. It was decided that all members
ought to be anonymous at the level of press, radio, TV and films. And in no
circumstances should we give endorsements, make alliances, or enter public
controversies.

This was the substance of A.A.’s Twelve Traditions, which are stated in full on
page 561 of this book. Though none of these principles had the force of rules or
laws, they had become so widely accepted by 1950 that they were confirmed by
our first International Conference held at Cleveland. Today the remarkable unity
of A.A. is one of the greatest assets that our Society has.

While the internal difficulties of our adolescent period were being ironed out,
public acceptance of A.A. grew by leaps and bounds. For this there were two
principal reasons: the large numbers of recoveries, and reunited homes. These
made their impressions everywhere. Of alcoholics who came to A.A. and really
tried, 50% got sober at once and remained that way; 25% sobered up after some
relapses, and among the remainder, those who stayed on with A.A. showed
improvement. Other thousands came to a few A.A. meetings and at first decided
they didn't want the program. But great numbers of these—about two out of
three—began to return as time passed.

Another reason for the wide acceptance of A.A. was the ministration of friends—
friends in medicine, religion, and the press, together with innumerable others who
became our able and persistent advocates. Without such support, A.A. could
have made only the slowest progress. Some of the recommendations of A.A.’s
early medical and religious friends will be found further on in this book.
Alcoholics Anonymous is not a religious organization. Neither does A.A. take any
particular medical point of view, though we cooperate widely with the men of
medicine as well as with the men of religion.

Alcohol being no respecter of persons, we are an accurate cross section of
America, and in distant lands, the same democratic evening-up process is now
going on. By personal religious affiliation, we include Catho-lics, Protestants,
Jews, Hindus, and a sprinkling of Moslems and Buddhists. More than 15% of us



are women.

At present, our membership is pyramiding at the rate of about twenty per cent a
year. So

far, upon the total problem of several million actual and potential alcoholics in the
world,

we have made only a scratch. In all probability, we shall never be able to touch more
than

a fair fraction of the alcohol problem in all its ramifications. Upon therapy for the
alcoholic himself, we surely have no monopoly. Yet it is our great hope that all those
who

have as yet found no answer may begin to find one in the pages of this book and will
presently join us on the high road to a new freedom.



Foreword to Third Edition

BY March 1976, when this edition went to the printer, the total
worldwide membership of Alcoholics Anonymous was
conservatively estimated at more than 1,000,000, with almost
28,000 groups meeting in over 90 countries.

Surveys of groups in the United States and Canada indicate that
A.A. is reaching out, not only to more and more people, but to a
wider and wider range. Women now make up more than onefourth
of the membership; among newer members, the

proportion is nearly one-third. Seven percent of the A.A.’s
surveyed are less than 30 years of age—among them, many in
their teens.

The basic principles of the A.A. program, it appears, hold good

for individuals with many different lifestyles, just as the program
has brought recovery to those of many different nationalities.

The Twelve Steps that summarize the program may be called

los Doce Pasos in one country, les Douze Etapes in another, but
they trace exactly the same path to recovery that was blazed by
the earliest members of Alcoholics Anonymous.

In spite of the great increase in the size and the span of this
Fellowship, at its core it remains simple and personal. Each day,
somewhere in the world, recovery begins when one alcoholic
talks with another alcoholic, sharing experience, strength, and
hope.



Foreword to fourth edition

THIS fourth edition of “Alcoholics Anonymous” came off press in
November 2001, at the start of a new millennium. Since the third
edition was published in 1976, worldwide membership of A.A.
has just about doubled, to an estimated two million or more, with
nearly 100,800 groups meeting in approximately 150 countries
around the world.

Literature has played a major role in A.A.’s growth, and a striking
phenomenon of the past quarter-century has been the explosion
of translations of our basic literature into many languages and
dialects. In country after country where the A.A. seed was
planted, it has taken root, slowly at first, then growing by leaps
and bounds when literature has become available. Currently,
“Alcoholics Anonymous” has been translated into forty-three
languages.

As the message of recovery has reached larger numbers of
people, it has also touched the lives of a vastly greater variety of
suffering alcoholics. When the phrase “We are people who
normally would not mix” (page 17 of this book) was written in
1939, it referred to a Fellowship composed largely of men (and a
few women) with quite similar social, ethnic, and economic
backgrounds. Like so much of A.A.’s basic text, those words
have proved to be far more visionary than the founding members
could ever have imagined. The stories added to this edition
represent a membership whose characteristics—of age, gender,
race, and culture—have widened and have deepened to
encompass virtually everyone the first 100 members could have
hoped to reach.

While our literature has preserved the integrity of the A.A.
message, sweeping changes in society as a whole are reflected
in new customs and practices within the Fellowship. Taking
advantage of technological advances, for example, A.A.
members with computers can participate in meetings online,
sharing with fellow alcoholics across the country or around the
world. In any meeting, anywhere, A.A.’s share experience,
strength, and hope with each other, in order to stay sober and
help other alcoholics. Modem-to-modem or face-to-face, A.A.’s
speak the language of the heart in all its power and simplicity.



The Doctor's Opinion

We of Alcoholics Anonymous believe that the reader will be
interested in the medical estimate of the plan of recovery

described in this book. Convincing testimony must surely come

from medical men who have had experience with the sufferings

of our members and have witnessed our return to health. A wellknown
doctor, chief physician at a nationally prominent hospital

specializing in alcoholic and drug addiction, gave Alcoholics
Anonymous this letter:

To Whom It May Concern:
| have specialized in the treatment of alcoholism for
many years.

In late 1934 | attended a patient who, though he
had been a competent businessman of good
earning capacity, was an alcoholic of a type | had
come to regard as hopeless.

In the course of his third treatment he acquired
certain ideas concerning a possible means of
recovery. As part of his rehabilitation he
commenced to present his conceptions to other
alcoholics, impressing upon them that they must do
likewise with still others. This has become the
basis of a rapidly growing fellowship of these men
and their families. This man and over one hundred
others appear to have recovered.

| personally know scores of cases who were of the
type with whom other methods had failed
completely.

These facts appear to be of extreme medical
importance; because of the extraordinary
possibilities of rapid growth inherent in this group
they may mark a new epoch in the annals of
alcoholism. These men may well have a remedy
for thousands of such situations.

You may rely absolutely on anything they say
about themselves.

Very truly yours,
William D. Silkworth, M.D.

The physician who, at our request, gave us this letter, has been



kind enough to enlarge upon his views in another statement
which follows. In this statement he confirms what we who have
suffered alcoholic torture must believe—that the body of the
alcoholic is quite as abnormal as his mind. It did not satisfy us to
be told that we could not control our drinking just because we
were maladjusted to life, that we were in full flight from reality, or
were outright mental defectives. These things were true to some
extent, in fact, to a considerable extent with some of us. But we
are sure that our bodies were sickened as well. In our belief, any
picture of the alcoholic which leaves out this physical factor is
incomplete.

The doctor’s theory that we have an allergy to alcohol interests
us. As laymen, our opinion as to its soundness may, of course,
mean little. But as exproblem drinkers, we can say that his
explanation makes good sense. It explains many things for
which we cannot otherwise account.

Though we work out our solution on the spiritual as well as an
altruistic plane, we favor hospitalization for the alcoholic who is
very jittery or befogged. More often than not, it is imperative that
a man’s brain be cleared before he is approached, as he has
then a better chance of understanding and accepting what we
have to offer.

The doctor writes:

The subject presented in this book seems to me to
be of paramount importance to those afflicted with
alcoholic addiction.

| say this after many years’ experience as Medical
Director of one of the oldest hospitals in the
country treating alcoholic and drug addiction.
There was, therefore, a sense of real satisfaction
when | was asked to contribute a few words on a
subject which is covered in such masterly detail in
these pages.

We doctors have realized for a long time that some
form of moral psychology was of urgent importance
to alcoholics, but its application presented
difficulties beyond our conception. What with our
ultra-modern standards, our scientific approach to
everything, we are perhaps not well equipped to
apply the powers of good that lie outside our
synthetic knowledge.

Many years ago one of the leading contributors to
this book came under our care in this hospital and
while here he acquired some ideas which he put
into practical application at once.



Later, he requested the privilege of being allowed
to tell his story to other patients here and with
some misgiving, we consented. The cases we
have followed through have been most interesting;
in fact, many of them are amazing. The
unselfishness of these men as we have come to
know them, the entire absence of profit motive, and
their community spirit, is indeed inspiring to one
who has labored long and wearily in this alcoholic
field. They believe in themselves, and still more in
the Power which pulls chronic alcoholics back from
the gates of death.

Of course an alcoholic ought to be freed from his
physical craving for liquor, and this often requires a
definite hospital procedure, before psychological
measures can be of maximum benefit.

We believe, and so suggested a few years ago,
that the action of alcohol on these chronic
alcoholics is a manifestation of an allergy; that the
phenomenon of craving is limited to this class and
never occurs in the average temperate drinker.

These allergic types can never safely use alcohol

in any form at all; and once having formed the habit
and found they cannot break it, once having lost
their self-confidence, their reliance upon things
human, their problems pile up on them and
become astonishingly difficult to solve.

Frothy emotional appeal seldom suffices. The
message which can interest and hold these

alcoholic people must have depth and weight. In
nearly all cases, their ideals must be grounded in a
power greater than themselves, if they are to recreate
their lives.

If any feel that as psychiatrists directing a hospital
for alcoholics we appear somewhat sentimental, let
them stand with us a while on the firing line, see
the tragedies, the despairing wives, the little
children; let the solving of these problems become
a part of their daily work, and even of their sleeping
moments, and the most cynical will not wonder that
we have accepted and encouraged this movement.
We feel, after many years of experience, that we
have found nothing which has contributed more to
the rehabilitation of these men than the altruistic
movement now growing up among them.



Men and women drink essentially because they
like the effect produced by alcohol. The sensation
is so elusive that, while they admit it is injurious,
they cannot after a time differentiate the true from
the false. To them, their alcoholic life seems the
only normal one. They are restless, irritable and
discontented, unless they can again experience the
sense of ease and comfort which comes at once by
taking a few drinks—drinks which they see others
taking with impunity. After they have succumbed to
the desire again, as so many do, and the
phenomenon of craving develops, they pass
through the well-known stages of a spree,
emerging remorseful, with a firm resolution not to
drink again. This is repeated over and over, and
unless this person can experience an entire
psychic change there is very little hope of his
recovery.

On the other hand—and strange as this may seem
to those who do not understand—once a psychic
change has occurred, the very same person who
seemed doomed, who had so many problems he
despaired of ever solving them, suddenly finds
himself easily able to control his desire for alcohol,
the only effort necessary being that required to
follow a few simple rules.

Men have cried out to me in sincere and despairing
appeal: “Doctor, | cannot go on like this! | have
everything to live for! | must stop, but | cannot! You
must help me!”

Faced with this problem, if a doctor is honest with
himself, he must sometimes feel his own
inadequacy. Although he gives all that is in him, it
often is not enough. One feels that something more
than human power is needed to produce the
essential psychic change. Though the aggregate of
recoveries resulting from psychiatric effort is
considerable, we physicians must admit we have
made little impression upon the problem as a
whole. Many types do not respond to the ordinary
psychological approach.

| do not hold with those who believe that
alcoholism is entirely a problem of mental control. |
have had many men who had, for example, worked
a period of months on some problem or business
deal which was to be settled on a certain date,
favorably to them. They took a drink a day or so



prior to the date, and then the phenomenon of
craving at once became paramount to all other
interests so that the important appointment was not
met. These men were not drinking to escape; they
were drinking to overcome a craving beyond their
mental control.

There are many situations which arise out of the
phenomenon of craving which cause men to make
the supreme sacrifice rather than continue to fight.
The classification of alcoholics seems most
difficult, and in much detail is outside the scope of
this book. There are, of course, the psychopaths
who are emotionally unstable. We are all familiar
with this type. They are always “going on the
wagon for keeps.” They are over-remorseful and
make many resolutions, but never a decision.
There is the type of man who is unwilling to admit
that he cannot take a drink. He plans various ways
of drinking. He changes his brand or his
environment. There is the type who always
believes that after being entirely free from alcohol
for a period of time he can take a drink without
danger. There is the manic-depressive type, who
is, perhaps, the least understood by his friends,
and about whom a whole chapter could be written.
Then there are types entirely normal in every
respect except in the effect alcohol has upon them.
They are often able, intelligent, friendly people.

All these, and many others, have one symptom in
common: they cannot start drinking without
developing the phenomenon of craving. This
phenomenon, as we have suggested, may be the
manifestation of an allergy which differentiates
these people, and sets them apart as a distinct
entity. It has never been, by any treatment with
which we are familiar, permanently eradicated. The
only relief we have to suggest is entire abstinence.
This immediately precipitates us into a seething
caldron of debate. Much has been written pro and
con, but among physicians, the general opinion
seems to be that most chronic alcoholics are
doomed.

What is the solution? Perhaps | can best answer
this by relating one of my experiences.

About one year prior to this experience a man was
brought in to be treated for chronic alcoholism. He
had but partially recovered from a gastric
hemorrhage and seemed to be a case of
pathological mental deterioration. He had lost



everything worthwhile in life and was only living,
one might say, to drink. He frankly admitted and
believed that for him there was no hope. Following
the elimination of alcohol, there was found to be no
permanent brain injury. He accepted the plan
outlined in this book. One year later he called to
see me, and | experienced a very strange
sensation. | knew the man by name, and partly
recognized his features, but there all resemblance
ended. From a trembling, despairing, nervous
wreck, had emerged a man brimming over with
self-reliance and contentment. | talked with him for
some time, but was not able to bring myself to feel
that | had known him before. To me he was a
stranger, and so he left me. A long time has
passed with no return to alcohol.

When | need a mental uplift, | often think of another
case brought in by a physician prominent in New
York. The patient had made his own diagnosis, and
deciding his situation hopeless, had hidden in a
deserted barn determined to die. He was rescued
by a searching party, and, in desperate condition,
brought to me. Following his physical rehabilitation,
he had a talk with me in which he frankly stated he
thought the treatment a waste of effort, unless |
could assure him, which no one ever had, that in
the future he would have the “will power” to resist
the impulse to drink.

His alcoholic problem was so complex, and his
depression so great, that we felt his only hope
would be through what we then called “moral
psychology,” and we doubted if even that would
have any effect.

However, he did become “sold” on the ideas
contained in this book. He has not had a drink for a
great many years. | see him now and then and he
is as fine a specimen of manhood as one could
wish to meet.

| earnestly advise every alcoholic to read this book
through, and though perhaps he came to scoff, he
may remain to pray.

William D. Silkworth, M.D.



Chapter 1

BILL'S STORY

\Mr fever ran high in the New England town

to which we new, young officers from Plattsburg
were assigned, and we were flattered when the

first citizens took us to their homes, making us fe
heroic. Here was love, applause, war; momentsraebli
with intervals hilarious. | was part of life at tas

and in the midst of the excitement | discovereddiqg

| forgot the strong warnings and the prejudicempf
people concerning drink. In time we sailed for “©Ove
There.” | was very lonely and again turned to alab
We landed in England. | visited Winchester Cathledra
Much moved, | wandered outside. My attention

was caught by a doggerel on an old tombstone:

“Here lies a Hampshire Grenadier
Who caught his death

Drinking cold small beer.

A good soldier is ne’er forgot
Whether he dieth by musket

Or by pot.”

Ominous warning—which | failed to heed.

Twenty-two, and a veteran of foreign wars, | went
home at last. | fancied myself a leader, for haictine

men of my battery given me a special token of apaten?
My talent for leadership, | imagined, would

place me at the head of vast enterprises whichuldvo
manage with the utmost assurance.

| took a night law course, and obtained employment
as investigator for a surety company. The drive for
success was on. I'd prove to the world | was imgoart
My work took me about Wall Street and little by

little | became interested in the market. Many peop
lost money—but some became very rich. Why not 1?
| studied economics and business as well as latenRal
alcoholic that | was, | nearly failed my law

course. At one of the finals | was too drunk takhor
write. Though my drinking was not yet continuous, i
disturbed my wife. We had long talks when | would



still her forebodings by telling her that men ohiyes
conceived their best projects when drunk; that the
most majestic constructions of philosophic thought
were so derived.

By the time | had completed the course, | knew the
law was not for me. The inviting maelstrom of Wall
Street had me in its grip. Business and finaneiadiérs
were my heroes. Out of this alloy of drink and
speculation, | commenced to forge the weapon that
one day would turn in its flight like a boomerangla

all but cut me to ribbons. Living modestly, my wife
and | saved $1,000. It went into certain securities
then cheap and rather unpopular. 1 rightly imagined
that they would some day have a great rise. Iddie
persuade my broker friends to send me out looking
over factories and managements, but my wife aretided
to go anyway. | had developed a theory that

most people lost money in stocks through ignorance
of markets. | discovered many more reasons later on
We gave up our positions and off we roared on a
motorcycle, the sidecar stuffed with tent, blankats
change of clothes, and three huge volumes of afina
cial reference service. Our friends thought a lynac
commission should be appointed. Perhaps they were
right. I had had some success at speculation, so we
had a little money, but we once worked on a farm fo
a month to avoid drawing on our small capital. That
was the last honest manual labor on my part foryman
a day. We covered the whole eastern United States i
a year. At the end of it, my reports to Wall Street
procured me a position there and the use of a Egense
account. The exercise of an option brought in

more money, leaving us with a profit of severalubend
dollars for that year.

For the next few years fortune threw money andaayd
my way. | had arrived. My judgment and

ideas were followed by many to the tune of papdiians.
The great boom of the late twenties was seething

and swelling. Drink was taking an important and
exhilarating part in my life. There was loud tafk i

the jazz places uptown. Everyone spent in thousands
and chattered in millions. Scoffers could scoff &ed
damned. | made a host of fair-weather friends.

My drinking assumed more serious proportions, caiitig



all day and almost every night. The remonstrances
of my friends terminated in a row and |

became a lone wolf. There were many unhappy scenes
in our sumptuous apartment. There had been no real
infidelity, for loyalty to my wife, helped at timdsy
extreme drunkenness, kept me out of those scrapes.
In 1929 | contracted golf fever. We went at once

to the country, my wife to applaud while | startad

to overtake Walter Hagen. Liquor caught up with me
much faster than | came up behind Walter. | began
to be jittery in the morning. Golf permitted drinkj
every day and every night. It was fun to carom adou
the exclusive course which had inspired such awe in
me as a lad. | acquired the impeccable coat of tan
one sees upon the well-to-do. The local banker
watched me whirl fat checks in and out of hiswiith
amused skepticism.

Abruptly in October 1929 hell broke loose on the
New York stock exchange. After one of those days of
inferno, | wobbled from a hotel bar to a brokerage
office. It was eight o’clock—five hours after thearket
closed. The ticker still clattered. | was staringua

inch of the tape which bore the inscription XYZ-3%2.
had been 52 that morning. | was finished and s@wer
many friends. The papers reported men jumping to
death from the towers of High Finance. That disggist
me. | would not jump. | went back to the bar.

My friends had dropped several million since ten
o'clock—so what? Tomorrow was another day. As |
drank, the old fierce determination to win camekbac
Next morning | telephoned a friend in Montreal.

He had plenty of money left and thought | had lvette
go to Canada. By the following spring we were lgrin
in our accustomed style. | felt like Napoleon ratog
from Elba. No St. Helena for me! But drinking catigh
up with me again and my generous friend had to let
me go. This time we stayed broke.

We went to live with my wife’s parents. | found a

job; then lost it as the result of a brawl withaait
driver. Mercifully, no one could guess that | was t
have no real employment for five years, or haragnd
a sober breath. My wife began to work in a depamntme
store, coming home exhausted to find me drunk.

| became an unwelcome hanger-on at brokerage



places.

Liguor ceased to be a luxury; it became a necessity
“Bathtub” gin, two bottles a day, and often thrget

to be routine. Sometimes a small deal would neta f
hundred dollars, and | would pay my bills at thesba
and delicatessens. This went on endlessly, anddrbe
to waken very early in the morning shaking violgntl
A tumbler full of gin followed by half a dozen blgts
of beer would be required if | were to eat any kfast.
Nevertheless, I still thought | could control the
situation, and there were periods of sobriety which
renewed my wife’s hope.

Gradually things got worse. The house was taken
over by the mortgage holder, my mother-in-law died,
my wife and father-in-law became ill.

Then | got a promising business opportunity. Stocks
were at the low point of 1932, and | had somehow
formed a group to buy. | was to share generously in
the profits. Then | went on a prodigious bended, an
that chance vanished.

| woke up. This had to be stopped. | saw | could

not take so much as one drink. | was through fareve
Before then, | had written lots of sweet promides,

my wife happily observed that this time | meantibass.
And so | did.

Shortly afterward | came home drunk. There had

been no fight. Where had been my high resolve? |
simply didn’t know. It hadn’t even come to mind.
Someone had pushed a drink my way, and | had taken
it. Was | crazy? | began to wonder, for such aradjng
lack of perspective seemed near being just that.
Renewing my resolve, | tried again. Some time
passed, and confidence began to be replaced bguwecriess.
| could laugh at the gin mills. Now | had

what it takes! One day | walked into a cafe toghlene.

In no time | was beating on the bar asking myself

how it happened. As the whisky rose to my head

| told myself | would manage better next time, but
might as well get good and drunk then. And | did.

The remorse, horror and hopelessness of the next
morning are unforgettable. The courage to do battle
was not there. My brain raced uncontrollably and



there was a terrible sense of impending calamity. |
hardly dared cross the street, lest | collapsebanain
down by an early morning truck, for it was scarcely
daylight. An all night place supplied me with a doz
glasses of ale. My writhing nerves were stillethat.

A morning paper told me the market had gone to hell
again. Well, so had I. The market would recovet, bu
I wouldn’t. That was a hard thought. Should I kill
myself? No—not now. Then a mental fog settled
down. Gin would fix that. So two bottles, and—
oblivion.

The mind and body are marvelous mechanisms, for
mine endured this agony two more years. Sometimes
| stole from my wife’s slender purse when the mogni
terror and madness were on me. Again | swayedldizzi
before an open window, or the medicine cabinet
where there was poison, cursing myself for a wegkli
There were flights from city to country and back, a
my wife and | sought escape. Then came the night
when the physical and mental torture was so hdllish
feared | would burst through my window, sash and
all. Somehow | managed to drag my mattress to a
lower floor, lest | suddenly leap. A doctor camehwi

a heavy sedative. Next day found me drinking both
gin and sedative. This combination soon landed me
on the rocks. People feared for my sanity. So did |

| could eat little or nothing when drinking, andrds
forty pounds under weight.

My brother-in-law is a physician, and through his
kindness and that of my mother | was placed intenally-
known hospital for the mental and physical
rehabilitation of alcoholics. Under the so-calledidadonna
treatment my brain cleared. Hydrotherapy and

mild exercise helped much. Best of all, | met alkin
doctor who explained that though certainly selfsia
foolish, | had been seriously ill, bodily and meiyta

It relieved me somewhat to learn that in alcoholics

the will is amazingly weakened when it comes to lsating
liquor, though it often remains strong in other

respects. My incredible behavior in the face of a
desperate desire to stop was explained. Undersigndi
myself now, | fared forth in high hope. For three

or four months the goose hung high. I went to town
regularly and even made a little money. Surely this



was the answer—self-knowledge.

But it was not, for the frightful day came when |
drank once more. The curve of my declining moral
and bodily health fell off like a ski-jump. Aftertame

| returned to the hospital. This was the finiske turtain,
it seemed to me. My weary and despairing wife

was informed that it would all end with heart fadu
during delirium tremens, or | would develop a wet
brain, perhaps within a year. She would soon have t
give me over to the undertaker or the asylum.

They did not need to tell me. | knew, and almost
welcomed the idea. It was a devastating blow to my
pride. I, who had thought so well of myself and my
abilities, of my capacity to surmount obstacless wa
cornered at last. Now | was to plunge into the dark
joining that endless procession of sots who haggon
on before. | thought of my poor wife. There hadrbee
much happiness after all. What would | not give to
make amends. But that was over now.

No words can tell of the loneliness and despair |
found in that bitter morass of self-pity. Quicksand
stretched around me in all directions. | had met my
match. | had been overwhelmed. Alcohol was my
master.

Trembling, | stepped from the hospital a broken
man. Fear sobered me for a bit. Then came theiousid
insanity of that first drink, and on Armistice Day
1934, | was off again. Everyone became resigned to
the certainty that | would have to be shut up sohexe,
or would stumble along to a miserable end.

How dark it is before the dawn! In reality that was
the beginning of my last debauch. | was soon to be
catapulted into what | like to call the fourth dinsgon
of existence. | was to know happiness, peace, and
usefulness, in a way of life that is incredibly mor
wonderful as time passes.

Near the end of that bleak November, | sat drinking
in my kitchen. With a certain satisfaction | retied
there was enough gin concealed about the house to
carry me through that night and the next day. My
wife was at work. | wondered whether | dared hide a
full bottle of gin near the head of our bed. | wabul



need it before daylight.

My musing was interrupted by the telephone. The
cheery voice of an old school friend asked if hghi
come overHe was sobeit was years since | could remember
his coming to New York in that condition. |

was amazed. Rumor had it that he had been committed
for alcoholic insanity. | wondered how he had escap

Of course he would have dinner, and then |

could drink openly with him. Unmindful of his wettg

| thought only of recapturing the spirit of other

days. There was that time we had chartered araaepl

to complete a jag! His coming was an oasis in

this dreary desert of futility. The very thing—aasis!
Drinkers are like that.

The door opened and he stood there, fresh-skinned
and glowing. There was something about his eyes. He
was inexplicably different. What had happened?

| pushed a drink across the table. He refused it.
Disappointed but curious, | wondered what had got
into the fellow. He wasn’t himself.

“Come, what'’s all this about?” | queried.
He looked straight at me. Simply, but smilingly, he
said, “I've got religion.”

| was aghast. So that was it—last summer an alaohol
crackpot; now, | suspected, a little cracked about
religion. He had that starry-eyed look. Yes, the ol
boy was on fire all right. But bless his heart,Heh

rant! Besides, my gin would last longer than his
preaching.

But he did no ranting. In a matter of fact way he

told how two men had appeared in court, persuading
the judge to suspend his commitment. They had told
of a simple religious idea and a practical progcdm
action. That was two months ago and the result was
self-evident. It worked!

He had come to pass his experience along to me—if
| cared to have it. | was shocked, but interesBsttainly
| was interested. | had to be, for | was hopeless.

He talked for hours. Childhood memories rose before
me. | could almost hear the sound of the preacher’s



voice as | sat, on still Sundays, way over there on
the hillside; there was that proffered temperance
pledge | never signed; my grandfather’s good ndture
contempt of some church folk and their doings; his
insistence that the spheres really had their mbsic;
his denial of the preacher’s right to tell him hbes
must listen; his fearlessness as he spoke of thexgs
just before he died; these recollections welledram
the past. They made me swallow hard.

That war-time day in old Winchester Cathedral
came back again.

| had always believed in a Power greater than rhysel

| had often pondered these things. | was not an
atheist. Few people really are, for that meangdblin
faith in the strange proposition that this universginated
in a cipher and aimlessly rushes nowhere. My
intellectual heroes, the chemists, the astronomeeen
the evolutionists, suggested vast laws and forces a
work. Despite contrary indications, | had littleubd

that a mighty purpose and rhythm underlay all. How
could there be so much of precise and immutable law
and no intelligence? | simply had to believe inpiif

of the Universe, who knew neither time nor limibati
But that was as far as | had gone.

With ministers, and the world’s religions, | parted

right there. When they talked of a God personal to
me, who was love, superhuman strength and direction
| became irritated and my mind snapped shut against
such a theory.

To Christ | conceded the certainty of a great man,

not too closely followed by those who claimed Him.

His moral teaching—most excellent. For myself, d ha
adopted those parts which seemed convenient and not
too difficult; the rest | disregarded.

The wars which had been fought, the burnings and
chicanery that religious dispute had facilitate@den

me sick. | honestly doubted whether, on balanae, th
religions of mankind had done any good. Judging
from what | had seen in Europe and since, the power
of God in human affairs was negligible, the Brottwerd
of Man a grim jest. If there was a Devil, he

seemed the Boss Universal, and he certainly had me.



But my friend sat before me, and he made the plainikb
declaration that God had done for him what he

could not do for himself. His human will had failed
Doctors had pronounced him incurable. Society was
about to lock him up. Like myself, he had admitted
complete defeat. Then he had, in effect, beendaise
from the dead, suddenly taken from the scrap heap t
a level of life better than the best he had evemii
Had this power originated in him? Obviously it had
not. There had been no more power in him than there
was in me at that minute; and this was none at all.
That floored me. It began to look as though religio
people were right after all. Here was something

at work in a human heart which had done the impbssi
My ideas about miracles were drastically revised
right then. Never mind the musty past; here sat a
miracle directly across the kitchen table. He sbdut
great tidings.

| saw that my friend was much more than inwardly
reorganized. He was on a different footing. Histsoo
grasped a new soil.

Despite the living example of my friend there remesai

in me the vestiges of my old prejudice. The

word God still aroused a certain antipathy. When th
thought was expressed that there might be a G pair
to me this feeling was intensified. | didn't like

the idea. I could go for such conceptions as Greati
Intelligence, Universal Mind or Spirit of Naturetiu
resisted the thought of a Czar of the Heavens, hexwe
loving His sway might be. | have since talked with
scores of men who felt the same way.

My friend suggested what then seemed a novel idea.
He said,"Why don’t you choose your own conception
of God?”

That statement hit me hard. It melted the icy lattual
mountain in whose shadow | had lived and

shivered many years. | stood in the sunlight dt las

It was only a matter of being willing to believean
Power greater than myself. Nothing more was reqlire
of me to make my beginnidgaw that growth could
start from that point. Upon a foundation of comglet
willingness | might build what | saw in my friend.
Would I have it? Of course | would!



Thus was | convinced that God is concerned with us
humans when we want Him enough. At long last |
saw, | felt, | believed. Scales of pride and prejad

fell from my eyes. A new world came into view.

The real significance of my experience in the Cdithle
burst upon me. For a brief moment, | had needed
and wanted God. There had been a humble willingness
to have Him with me—and He came. But soon

the sense of His presence had been blotted out by
worldly clamors, mostly those within myself. And so
it had been ever since. How blind | had been.

At the hospital | was separated from alcohol fa th
last time. Treatment seemed wise, for | showedssign
of delirium tremens.

There | humbly offered myself to God, as | then
understood Him, to do with me as He would. | placed
myself unreservedly under His care and direction. |
admitted for the first time that of myself | wastiniog;
that without Him | was lost. | ruthlessly faced my

sins and became willing to have my new-found Friend
take them away, root and branch. | have not had a
drink since.

My schoolmate visited me, and | fully acquainted

him with my problems and deficiencies. We made a
list of people I had hurt or toward whom | felt eatment.
| expressed my entire willingness to approach

these individuals, admitting my wrong. Never was |

to be critical of them. | was to right all such teas

to the utmost of my ability.

| was to test my thinking by the new God-consci@ssn
within. Common sense would thus become uncommon
sense. | was to sit quietly when in doubt,

asking only for direction and strength to meet my
problems as He would have me. Never was | to pray
for myself, except as my requests bore on my usedsl

to others. Then only might | expect to receive.

But that would be in great measure.

My friend promised when these things were done |
would enter upon a new relationship with my Creator
that | would have the elements of a way of living
which answered all my problems. Belief in the power



of God, plus enough willingness, honesty and huaynili
to establish and maintain the new order of thimgse
the essential requirements.

Simple, but not easy; a price had to be paid. It
meant destruction of self-centeredness. | must turn
in all things to the Father of Light who preside®io

us all.

These were revolutionary and drastic proposals, but
the moment | fully accepted them, the effect wasteic.
There was a sense of victory, followed by such a
peace and serenity as | had never known. There was
utter confidence. | felt lifted up, as though theay
clean wind of a mountain top blew through and
through. God comes to most men gradually, but His
impact on me was sudden and profound.

For a moment | was alarmed, and called my friend,
the doctor, to ask if | were still sane. He listee
wonder as | talked.

Finally he shook his head saying, “Something has
happened to you | don’t understand. But you had
better hang on to it. Anything is better than theyw

you were.” The good doctor now sees many men who
have such experiences. He knows that they are real.
While | lay in the hospital the thought came that

there were thousands of hopeless alcoholics whatmig
be glad to have what had been so freely given me.
Perhaps | could help some of them. They in turn
might work with others.

My friend had emphasized the absolute necessity of
demonstrating these principles in all my affairactieularly
was it imperative to work with others as he

had worked with me. Faith without works was dead,
he said. And how appallingly true for the alcohblic
For if an alcoholic failed to perfect and enlarge h
spiritual life through work and self-sacrifice fothers,
he could not survive the certain trials and lowtspo
ahead. If he did not work, he would surely drink
again, and if he drank, he would surely die. Trethf
would be dead indeed. With us it is just like that.

My wife and | abandoned ourselves with enthusiasm
to the idea of helping other alcoholics to a soluti

of their problems. It was fortunate, for my old imess
associates remained skeptical for a year and a



half, during which | found little work. | was naid

well at the time, and was plagued by waves of gglfp
and resentment. This sometimes nearly drove me
back to drink, but | soon found that when all other
measures failed, work with another alcoholic would
save the day. Many times | have gone to my old italsp
in despair. On talking to a man there, | would be
amazingly lifted up and set on my feet. It is aigies

for living that works in rough going.

We commenced to make many fast friends and a feligw
has grown up among us of which it is a wonderful

thing to feel a part. The joy of living we really

have, even under pressure and difficulty. | haemnse
hundreds of families set their feet in the path tha

really goes somewhere; have seen the most impessibl
domestic situations righted; feuds and bitternésdl o
sorts wiped out. | have seen men come out of asylum
and resume a vital place in the lives of their faasi

and communities. Business and professional men have
regained their standing. There is scarcely any foirm
trouble and misery which has not been overcome
among us. In one western city and its environsether

are one thousand of us and our families. We megquéntly
so that newcomers may find the fellowship

they seek. At these informal gatherings one magnoft
see from 50 to 200 persons. We are growing in nusnbe
and power.*

An alcoholic in his cups is an unlovely creature.

Our struggles with them are variously strenuous,
comic, and tragic. One poor chap committed suicide

in my home. He could not, or would not, see our way
of life.

There is, however, a vast amount of fun about.it al

| suppose some would be shocked at our seeming
worldliness and levity. But just underneath thare i
deadly earnestness. Faith has to work twenty-four
hours a day in and through us, or we perish.

Most of us feel we need look no further for Utopia.
We have it with us right here and now. Each day my
friend’s simple talk in our kitchen multiplies itéen

a widening circle of peace on earth and good will t

men.
Bill W., co-founder of A.A.,

died January 24, 1971.
*In 2006, A.A. is composed of over 106,000 groups.



Chapter 2

THERE IS A SOLUTION

W e, of ALCOHOLICS ANONYMOUS, know

thousands of men and women who were once
just as hopeless as Bill. Nearly all have recovered
They have solved the drink problem.

We are average Americans. All sections of this

country and many of its occupations are represented

as well as many political, economic, social, arligjieus
backgrounds. We are people who normally

would not mix. But there exists among us a felloysh

a friendliness, and an understanding which is icalezsbly
wonderful. We are like the passengers of a

great liner the moment after rescue from shipwreck
when camaraderie, joyousness and democracy pervade
the vessel from steerage to Captain’s table. Unhike
feelings of the ship’s passengers, however, ouinoy
escape from disaster does not subside as we gondiidual
ways. The feeling of having shared in a common

peril is one element in the powerful cement

which binds us. But that in itself would never have

held us together as we are now joined.

The tremendous fact for every one of us is that we
have discovered a common solution. We have a way
out on which we can absolutely agree, and uponiwhic
we can join in brotherly and harmonious action.sThi

is the great news this book carries to those wiffersu
from alcoholism.

An illness of this sort—and we have come to believe

it an illness—involves those about us in a way tiheo
human sickness can. If a person has cancer all are
sorry for him and no one is angry or hurt. But smt

with the alcoholic illness, for with it there goasnihilation
of all the things worth while in life. It engulfs

all whose lives touch the sufferer’s. It brings amderstanding,
fierce resentment, financial insecurity,

disgusted friends and employers, warped lives of
blameless children, sad wives and parents—anyone
can increase the list.



We hope this volume will inform and comfort those
who are, or who may be affected. There are many.
Highly competent psychiatrists who have dealt with
us have found it sometimes impossible to persuade a
alcoholic to discuss his situation without reserve.
Strangely enough, wives, parents and intimate disen
usually find us even more unapproachable than elo th
psychiatrist and the doctor.

But the ex-problem drinker who has found this soiyt
who is properly armed with facts about himself,

can generally win the entire confidence of anotileoholic
in a few hours. Until such an understanding

is reached, little or nothing can be accomplished.

That the man who is making the approach has had

the same difficulty, that he obviously knows whatié
talking about, that his whole deportment shoutbat
new prospect that he is a man with a real answat, t

he has no attitude of Holier Than Thou, nothing tetar
except the sincere desire to be helpful; that there

are no fees to pay, no axes to grind, no people to
please, no lectures to be endured—these are tligreare
tions we have found most effective. After such ppraach
many take up their beds and walk again.

None of us makes a sole vocation of this work, nor
do we think its effectiveness would be increasedaf
did. We feel that elimination of our drinking istbu

a beginning. A much more important demonstration
of our principles lies before us in our respechemes,
occupations and affairs. All of us spend much of ou
spare time in the sort of effort which we are gdimg
describe. A few are fortunate enough to be sotsitba
that they can give nearly all their time to the kor

If we keep on the way we are going there is little
doubt that much good will result, but the surfate o
the problem would hardly be scratched. Those of us
who live in large cities are overcome by the reftac
that close by hundreds are dropping into oblivion
every day. Many could recover if they had the opputy
we have enjoyed. How then shall we present

that which has been so freely given us?

We have concluded to publish an anonymous volume



setting forth the problem as we see it. We shall

bring to the task our combined experience and kadge.
This should suggest a useful program for anyone
concerned with a drinking problem.

Of necessity there will have to be discussion of
matters medical, psychiatric, social, and religiot'e
are aware that these matters are, from their vatyre,
controversial. Nothing would please us so much

as to write a book which would contain no basis for
contention or argument. We shall do our utmost to
achieve that ideal. Most of us sense that reatdnte
of other people’s shortcomings and viewpoints and a
respect for their opinions are attitudes which made
more useful to others. Our very lives, as ex-pnoble
drinkers, depend upon our constant thought of sther
and how we may help meet their needs.

You may already have asked yourself why it is that
all of us became so very ill from drinking. Doulstge
you are curious to discover how and why, in thefac
of expert opinion to the contrary, we have recogere
from a hopeless condition of mind and body. If you
are an alcoholic who wants to get over it, you may
already be asking—"What do | have to do?”

It is the purpose of this book to answer such goiest
specifically. We shall tell you what we have

done. Before going into a detailed discussion,aym
be well to summarize some points as we see them.
How many times people have said to us: “I can take
it or leave it alone. Why can’t he?” “Why don’t yo
drink like a gentleman or quit?” “That fellow can’
handle his liquor.” “Why don’t you try beer and
wine?” “Lay off the hard stuff.” “His will powemust
be weak.” “He could stop if he wanted to.” “She’s
such a sweet girl, | should think he’d stop for her
sake.” “The doctor told him that if he ever drank
again it would kill him, but there he is all lit @gain.”
Now these are commonplace observations on drinkers
which we hear all the time. Back of them is a

world of ignorance and misunderstanding. We see
that these expressions refer to people whose oaascti
are very different from ours.

Moderate drinkers have little trouble in giving up



liquor entirely if they have good reason for it.ejh
can take it or leave it alone.

Then we have a certain type of hard drinker. He

may have the habit badly enough to gradually impair
him physically and mentally. It may cause him te di

a few years before his time. If a sufficiently sigareason—
ill health, falling in love, change of environment,

or the warning of a doctor—becomes operative, this
man can also stop or moderate, although he may find

it difficult and troublesome and may even need eddi
attention.

But what about the real alcoholic? He may start off
as a moderate drinker; he may or may not become a
continuous hard drinker; but at some stage of his
drinking career he begins to lose all control af hi
liqguor consumption, once he starts to drink.

Here is the fellow who has been puzzling you, esigc
in his lack of control. He does absurd, incredible,
tragic things while drinking. He is a real Dr.

Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. He is seldom mildly intoxicdte
He is always more or less insanely drunk. His digipmm
while drinking resembles his normal nature but

little. He may be one of the finest fellows in terld.
Yet let him drink for a day, and he frequently baes
disgustingly, and even dangerously anti-socialhbie

a positive genius for getting tight at exactly weng
moment, particularly when some important decision
must be made or engagement kept. He is often pigrfec
sensible and well balanced concerning everything
except liquor, but in that respect he is incredibly
dishonest and selfish. He often possesses spédities,
skills, and aptitudes, and has a promising career
ahead of him. He uses his gifts to build up a lirigh
outlook for his family and himself, and then puhe
structure down on his head by a senseless series of
sprees. He is the fellow who goes to bed so in&igit
he ought to sleep the clock around. Yet early next
morning he searches madly for the bottle he migplac
the night before. If he can afford it, he may have
liquor concealed all over his house to be certain n
one gets his entire supply away from him to throw
down the wastepipe. As matters grow worse, he begin
to use a combination of high-powered sedative

and liquor to quiet his nerves so he can go to work



Then comes the day when he simply cannot make it
and gets drunk all over again. Perhaps he goes to a
doctor who gives him morphine or some sedative with
which to taper off. Then he begins to appear apitals
and sanitariums.

This is by no means a comprehensive picture of the
true alcoholic, as our behavior patterns vary. tBig
description should identify him roughly.

Why does he behave like this? If hundreds of expegs
have shown him that one drink means another

debacle with all its attendant suffering and

humiliation, why is it he takes that one drink? Why
can’'t he stay on the water wagon? What has become
of the common sense and will power that he stithatimes
displays with respect to other matters?

Perhaps there never will be a full answer to these
guestions. Opinions vary considerably as to why the
alcoholic reacts differently from normal people. We
are not sure why, once a certain point is readitéd,
can be done for him. We cannot answer the riddle.
We know that while the alcoholic keeps away from
drink, as he may do for months or years, he reacts
much like other men. We are equally positive that
once he takes any alcohol whatever into his system,
something happens, both in the bodily and mental
sense, which makes it virtually impossible for hiom
stop. The experience of any alcoholic will abunfjant
confirm this.

These observations would be academic and pointless
if our friend never took the first drink, thereby

setting the terrible cycle in motion. Therefores th

main problem of the alcoholic centers in his mind,
rather than in his body. If you ask him why he tetehr

on that last bender, the chances are he will gtiar

any one of a hundred alibis. Sometimes these egcuse
have a certain plausibility, but none of them reall
makes sense in the light of the havoc an alcololic’
drinking bout creates. They sound like the phildgop

of the man who, having a headache, beats himself on
the head with a hammer so that he can't feel the.ac

If you draw this fallacious reasoning to the atimmt

of an alcoholic, he will laugh it off, or becomeitated



and refuse to talk.

Once in a while he may tell the truth. And the

truth, strange to say, is usually that he has neemo
idea why he took that first drink than you havem®@o
drinkers have excuses with which they are satisfied
part of the time. But in their hearts they realtyribt
know why they do it. Once this malady has a real
hold, they are a baffled lot. There is the obsesthat
somehow, someday, they will beat the game. But they
often suspect they are down for the count.

How true this is, few realize. In a vague way their
families and friends sense that these drinkerslanermal,
but everybody hopefully awaits the day when

the sufferer will rouse himself from his lethargyda
assert his power of will.

The tragic truth is that if the man be a real atitmh
the happy day may not arrive. He has lost

control. At a certain point in the drinking of eyer
alcoholic, he passes into a state where the mogtnhal
desire to stop drinking is of absolutely no avail.
This tragic situation has already arrived in picadty
every case long before it is suspected.

The fact is that most alcoholics, for reasons yestcore,

have lost the power of choice in drink. Our soaalle

will power becomes practically nonexistent.

We are unable, at certain times, to bring into ocansciousness
with sufficient force the memory of the suffering

and humiliation of even a week or a month ago.

We are without defense against the first drink.

The almost certain consequences that follow taking
even a glass of beer do not crowd into the mind to
deter us. If these thoughts occur, they are hady an
readily supplanted with the old threadbare ide& tha
this time we shall handle ourselves like other fpeop
There is a complete failure of the kind of defetis
keeps one from putting his hand on a hot stove.
The alcoholic may say to himself in the most casual
way, “It won’t burn me this time, so here’s howOr
perhaps he doesn’t think at all. How often haveesom
of us begun to drink in this nonchalant way, andraf
the third or fourth, pounded on the bar and said to



ourselves, “For God’s sake, how did | ever getisthr
again?” Only to have that thought supplanted by
“Well, I'll stop with the sixth drink.” Or “What’sthe
use anyhow?”

When this sort of thinking is fully establishedan
individual with alcoholic tendencies, he has prdpab
placed himself beyond human aid, and unless locked
up, may die or go permanently insane. These stark
and ugly facts have been confirmed by legions aralerRE
holics throughout history. But for the grace of GGod
there would have been thousands more convincing
demonstrations. So many want to stop but cannot.
There is a solutiomAlmost none of us liked the selfsearching,
the leveling of our pride, the confession of
shortcomings which the process requires for iteasssful
consummation. But we saw that it really

worked in others, and we had come to believe in the
hopelessness and futility of life as we had beéndi

it. When, therefore, we were approached by those in
whom the problem had been solved, there was nothing
left for us but to pick up the simple kit of spirat

tools laid at our feet. We have found much of heave
and we have been rocketed into a fourth dimension o
existence of which we had not even dreamed.

The great fact is just this, and nothing less: Tinat

have had deep and effective spiritual experiences*
which have revolutionized our whole attitude toward
life, toward our fellows and toward God'’s universe.
The central fact of our lives today is the absotggainty
that our Creator has entered into our hearts and

lives in a way which is indeed miraculous. He has
commenced to accomplish those things for us which
we could never do by ourselves.

If you are as seriously alcoholic as we were, we
believe there is no middle-of-the-road solution. Wére
in a position where life was becoming impossibhe] a
if we had passed into the region from which there i
no return through human aid, we had but two alteres:
One was to go on to the bitter end, blotting out

the consciousness of our intolerable situationess b

we could; and the other, to accept spiritual h€lps
*Fully explained—Appendix II.

we did because we honestly wanted to, and werawill
to make the effort.



A certain American business man had ability, good
sense, and high character. For years he had floechde
from one sanitarium to another. He had consulted th
best known American psychiatrists. Then he had gone
to Europe, placing himself in the care of a celsdata
physician (the psychiatrist, Dr. Jung) who presxib

for him. Though experience had made him skeptical,
he finished his treatment with unusual confidence.

His physical and mental condition were unusually
good. Above all, he believed he had acquired such a
profound knowledge of the inner workings of his thin
and its hidden springs that relapse was unthinkable
Nevertheless, he was drunk in a short time. More
baffling still, he could give himself no satisfagte@xplanation
for his fall.

So he returned to this doctor, whom he admired,
and asked him point-blank why he could not recover.
He wished above all things to regain self-contd.
seemed quite rational and well-balanced with reilspec
to other problems. Yet he had no control whatever
over alcohol. Why was this?

He begged the doctor to tell him the whole truth,
and he got it. In the doctor’s judgment he wasrliytte
hopeless; he could never regain his position inespc
and he would have to place himself under lock and
key or hire a bodyguard if he expected to live long
That was a great physician’s opinion.

But this man still lives, and is a free man. Hesloe
not need a bodyguard nor is he confined. He can go
anywhere on this earth where other free men may go
without disaster, provided he remains willing toimain
a certain simple attitude.

Some of our alcoholic readers may think they can do
without spiritual help. Let us tell you the resttbé
conversation our friend had with his doctor.

The doctor said: “You have the mind of a chronic
alcoholic. | have never seen one single case recove
where that state of mind existed to the extentithat
does in you.” Our friend felt as though the gatés

hell had closed on him with a clang.



He said to the doctor, “Is there no exception?”

“Yes,” replied the doctor, “there is. Exceptiors t
cases such as yours have been occurring since early
times. Here and there, once in a while, alcoholics
have had what are called vital spiritual experience

To me these occurrences are phenomena. They appear
to be in the nature of huge emotional displacements
and rearrangements. Ideas, emotions, and

attitudes which were once the guiding forces of the
lives of these men are suddenly cast to one sitkaa
completely new set of conceptions and motives begin
to dominate them. In fact, | have been trying to
produce some such emotional rearrangement within
you. With many individuals the methods which | eayad
are successful, but | have never been successful

with an alcoholic of your description.”

Upon hearing this, our friend was somewhat relieved
for he reflected that, after all, he was a good

church member. This hope, however, was destroyed
by the doctor’s telling him that while his relig®u
convictions were very good, in his case they ditd no

spell the necessary vital spiritual experience.
*For amplification—see Appendix II.

Here was the terrible dilemma in which our friend
found himself when he had the extraordinary expeee
which as we have already told you, made him a

free man.

We, in our turn, sought the same escape with all th
desperation of drowning men. What seemed at first a
flimsy reed, has proved to be the loving and powerf
hand of God. A new life has been given us or, if yo
prefer, “a design for living” that really works.

The distinguished American psychologist, William
James, in his book “Varieties of Religious Expecefi
indicates a multitude of ways in which men haveai®red
God. We have no desire to convince anyone

that there is only one way by which faith can bguaired.
If what we have learned and felt and seen

means anything at all, it means that all of us, tevex
our race, creed, or color are the children of e¢jv
Creator with whom we may form a relationship upon
simple and understandable terms as soon as we are
willing and honest enough to try. Those havinggielis
affiliations will find here nothing disturbing to

their beliefs or ceremonies. There is no frictiomoag



us over such matters.

We think it no concern of ours what religious badie
our members identify themselves with as individuals
This should be an entirely personal affair whicbhea
one decides for himself in the light of past asstans,
or his present choice. Not all of us join religious
bodies, but most of us favor such memberships.

In the following chapter, there appears an explanat
of alcoholism, as we understand it, then a chapter
addressed to the agnostic. Many who once were in
this class are now among our members. Surprisingly
enough, we find such convictions no great obstacle
to a spiritual experience.

Further on, clear-cut directions are given showing
how we recovered. These are followed by forty-two
personal experiences.

Each individual, in the personal stories, describhes
his own language and from his own point of view the
way he established his relationship with God. These
give a fair cross section of our membership ankarcut
idea of what has actually happened in their lives.
We hope no one will consider these self-revealing
accounts in bad taste. Our hope is that many alimoho
men and women, desperately in need, will see these
pages, and we believe that it is only by fully thsing
ourselves and our problems that they will be
persuaded to say, “Yes, | am one of them too; ltmus
have this thing.”



Chapter 3

MORE ABOUT ALCOHOLISM

IVI ost of us have been unwilling to admit we

were real alcoholics. No person likes to think

he is bodily and mentally different from his fellsw
Therefore, it is not surprising that our drinkireyeers
have been characterized by countless vain attempts
to prove we could drink like other people. The idea
that somehow, someday he will control and enjoy his
drinking is the great obsession of every abnormal
drinker. The persistence of this illusion is assbimg.
Many pursue it into the gates of insanity or death.
We learned that we had to fully concede to our rimuest
selves that we were alcoholics. This is the

first step in recovery. The delusion that we &ke li
other people, or presently may be, has to be srdashe
We alcoholics are men and women who have lost
the ability to control our drinking. We know that n
real alcoholieeverrecovers control. All of us felt at
times that we were regaining control, but suchrirais—
usually brie—were inevitably followed by still

less control, which led in time to pitiful and imaprehensible
demoralization. We are convinced to a man

that alcoholics of our type are in the grip of agressive
illness. Over any considerable period we get

worse, never better.

We are like men who have lost their legs; they

never grow new ones. Neither does there appear to b
any kind of treatment which will make alcoholics of
our kind like other men. We have tried every imagie
remedy. In some instances there has been brief
recovery, followed always by a still worse relapse.
Physicians who are familiar with alcoholism agree
there is no such thing as making a normal drinker o
of an alcoholic. Science may one day accomplish thi
but it hasn’t done so yet.

Despite all we can say, many who are real alcobolic
are not going to believe they are in that class. By
every form of self-deception and experimentatibeyt
will try to prove themselves exceptions to the rule



therefore nonalcoholic. If anyone who is showing
inability to control his drinking can do the rightaut-
face and drink like a gentleman, our hats are

off to him. Heaven knows, we have tried hard enough
and long enough to drink like other people!

Here are some of the methods we have tried: Drgnkin
beer only, limiting the number of drinks, never
drinking alone, never drinking in the morning, dkiimg
only at home, never having it in the house, never
drinking during business hours, drinking only at
parties, switching from scotch to brandy, drinking
only natural wines, agreeing to resign if ever #ran
the job, taking a trip, not taking a trip, swearoff
forever (with and without a solemn oath), takingreno
physical exercise, reading inspirational booksngoi

to health farms and sanitariums, accepting volyntar
commitment to asylums—we could increase the list
ad infinitum.

We do not like to pronounce any individual as atilah
but you can quickly diagnose yourself. Step

over to the nearest barroom and try some controlled
drinking. Try to drink and stop abruptly. Try it

more than once. It will not take long for you tccibke,

if you are honest with yourself about it. It may

be worth a bad case of jitters if you get a fulbkhedge
of your condition.

Though there is no way of proving it, we believe

that early in our drinking careers most of us could
have stopped drinking. But the difficulty is thet
alcoholics have enough desire to stop while there i
yet time. We have heard of a few instances where
people, who showed definite signs of alcoholisnrewve
able to stop for a long period because of an oweepag
desire to do so. Here is one.

A man of thirty was doing a great deal of spree
drinking. He was very nervous in the morning after
these bouts and quieted himself with more liquer. H
was ambitious to succeed in business, but savhthat
would get nowhere if he drank at all. Once he sthrt
he had no control whatever. He made up his mind
that until he had been successful in business add h
retired, he would not touch another drop. An exosat
man, he remained bone dry for twenty-five



years and retired at the age of fifty-five, afteuacessful
and happy business career. Then he fell victim

to a belief which practically every alcoholic has
—that his long period of sobriety and self-disaigli
had qualified him to drink as other men. Out camse h
carpet slippers and a bottle. In two months he was
in a hospital, puzzled and humiliated. He tried to
regulate his drinking for a while, making severgig

to the hospital meantime. Then, gathering all his
forces, he attempted to stop altogether and foend h
could not. Every means of solving his problem which
money could buy was at his disposal. Every attempt
failed. Though a robust man at retirement, he went
to pieces quickly and was dead within four years.
This case contains a powerful lesson. Most of us
have believed that if we remained sober for a long
stretch, we could thereafter drink normally. Butehe

is a man who at fifty-five years found he was just
where he had left off at thirty. We have seen thht
demonstrated again and again: “Once an alcohdh@ys
an alcoholic.” Commencing to drink after a

period of sobriety, we are in a short time as k&d a
ever. If we are planning to stop drinking, theresinu
be no reservation of any kind, nor any lurking anti
that someday we will be immune to alcohol.

Young people may be encouraged by this man’s expesi
to think that they can stop, as he did, on

their own will power. We doubt if many of them can
do it, because none will really want to stop, aacdily
one of them, because of the peculiar mental tvistdy
acquired, will find he can win out. Several of

our crowd, men of thirty or less, had been drinking
only a few years, but they found themselves adémdp
as those who had been drinking twenty years.

To be gravely affected, one does not necessarily
have to drink a long time nor take the quantities
some of us have. This is particularly true of women
Potential female alcoholics often turn into thd rea
thing and are gone beyond recall in a few years.
Certain drinkers, who would be greatly insulted if
called alcoholics, are astonished at their inabibt
stop. We, who are familiar with the symptoms, see
large numbers of potential alcoholics among young
people everywhere. But try and get them to see it!*
As we look back, we feel we had gone on drinking
many years beyond the point where we could quit on



our will power. If anyone questions whether he has
entered this dangerous area, let him try leavipgpolr
alone for one year. If he is a real alcoholic aagyv

far advanced, there is scant chance of succeti®e In
early days of our drinking we occasionally remained
sober for a year or more, becoming serious drinkers
again later. Though you may be able to stop fayresiclerable
period, you may yet be a potential alcoholic.

We think few, to whom this book will appeal, caayst
dry anything like a year. Some will be drunk thg da
after making their resolutions; most of them within
few weeks.

For those who are unable to drink moderately the
guestion is how to stop altogether. We are assuming
of course, that the reader desires to stop. Whether
such a person can quit upon a nonspiritual bagierds
upon the extent to which he has already lost

the power to choose whether he will drink or not.
Many of us felt that we had plenty of characterefEh
was a tremendous urge to cease forever. Yet walfoun
it impossible. This is the baffling feature of ahodism
as we know it—this utter inability to leave it algn

no matter how great the necessity or the wish.

How then shall we help our readers determine, to
their own satisfaction, whether they are one of us?
The experiment of quitting for a period of time lwil

be helpful, but we think we can render an eventgrea
service to alcoholic sufferers and perhaps to tedim

* True when this book was first published. But ®2Q.S./Canada membership survey
showed about one-fifth of A.A.’s were thirty andden.

cal fraternity. So we shall describe some of thatale
states that precede a relapse into drinking, fercaisly
this is the crux of the problem.

What sort of thinking dominates an alcoholic who
repeats time after time the desperate experiment of
the first drink? Friends who have reasoned with him
after a spree which has brought him to the point of
divorce or bankruptcy are mystified when he walks
directly into a saloon. Why does he? Of what is he
thinking?

Our first example is a friend we shall call JimisTh

man has a charming wife and family. He inherited a
lucrative automobile agency. He had a commendable
World War record. He is a good salesman. Everybody



likes him. He is an intelligent man, normal so far

as we can see, except for a nervous dispositiomlidHe
no drinking until he was thirty-five. In a few yeadne
became so violent when intoxicated that he hacto b
committed. On leaving the asylum he came into @inta
with us.

We told him what we knew of alcoholism and the
answer we had found. He made a beginning. His
family was re-assembled, and he began to work as a
salesman for the business he had lost throughidgnk
All went well for a time, but he failed to enlarge

his spiritual life. To his consternation, he fourithself
drunk half a dozen times in rapid succession. On
each of these occasions we worked with him, revigwi
carefully what had happened. He agreed he was

a real alcoholic and in a serious condition. Hevkne
he faced another trip to the asylum if he kept on.
Moreover, he would lose his family for whom he had
a deep affection.

Yet he got drunk again. We asked him to tell us
exactly how it happened. This is his story: “| caime
work on Tuesday morning. | remember | felt irrithte
that | had to be a salesman for a concern | once
owned. | had a few words with the boss, but nothing
serious. Then | decided to drive into the countrg a
see one of my prospects for a car. On the way | fel
hungry so | stopped at a roadside place where they
have a bar. | had no intention of drinking. | just
thought | would get a sandwich. | also had thearoti
that | might find a customer for a car at this plac
which was familiar for | had been going to it faays.

| had eaten there many times during the monthssl wa
sober. | sat down at a table and ordered a sandwich
and a glass of milk. Still no thought of drinkirg.
ordered another sandwich and decided to have
another glass of milk.

“Suddenly the thought crossed my mind that if |
were to put an ounce of whiskey in my milk it cotild
hurt me on a full stomach. | ordered a whiskey and
poured it into the milk. | vaguely sensed | was not
being any too smart, but felt reassured as | wasta
the whiskey on a full stomach.



The experiment went

so well that | ordered another whiskey and poured i
into more milk. That didn’'t seem to bother me so |
tried another.”

Thus started one more journey to the asylum for
Jim. Here was the threat of commitment, the loss of
family and position, to say nothing of that intense
mental and physical suffering which drinking always
caused himHe had much knowledge about himself
as an alcoholic. Yet all reasons for not drinkingres
easily pushed aside in favor of the foolish ides tie
could take whiskey if only he mixed it with milk!

Whatever the precise definition of the word may be,
we call this plain insanity. How can such a lack of
proportion, of the ability to think straight, bellea
anything else?

You may think this an extreme case. To us it is not
far-fetched, for this kind of thinking has been rdweristic
of every single one of us. We have sometimes
reflected more than Jim did upon the consequences.
But there was always the curious mental phenomenon
that parallel with our sound reasoning there irsdht

ran some insanely trivial excuse for taking thstfir

drink. Our sound reasoning failed to hold us incthe
The insane idea won out. Next day we would askebues,
in all earnestness and sincerity, how it could

have happened.

In some circumstances we have gone out deliberately
to get drunk, feeling ourselves justified by
nervousness, anger, worry, depression, jealouyeor
like. But even in this type of beginning we areigéd

to admit that our justification for a spree wasamsly
insufficient in the light of what always happenéde

now see that when we began to drink deliberately,
instead of casually, there was little serious teative
thought during the period of premeditation of what
the terrific consequences might be.

Our behavior is as absurd and incomprehensible
with respect to the first drink as that of an indual

with a passion, say, for jay-walking. He gets dlthr
out of skipping in front of fast-moving vehicleseH



enjoys himself for a few years in spite of friendlgrnings.
Up to this point you would label him as a foolish

chap having queer ideas of fun. Luck then deserts

him and he is slightly injured several times incassion.
You would expect him, if he were normal, to cut

it out. Presently he is hit again and this time &as
fractured skull. Within a week after leaving thespital

a fast-moving trolley car breaks his arm. He

tells you he has decided to stop jay-walking fandjo

but in a few weeks he breaks both legs.

On through the years this conduct continues, aceoied
by his continual promises to be careful or to

keep off the streets altogether. Finally, he can no

longer work, his wife gets a divorce and he is hgid

to ridicule. He tries every known means to getj#lygvalking
idea out of his head. He shuts himself up in

an asylum, hoping to mend his ways. But the day he
comes out he races in front of a fire engine, which
breaks his back. Such a man would be crazy, wouldn’
he?

You may think our illustration is too ridiculousuB

is it? We, who have been through the wringer, have
to admit if we substituted alcoholism for jay-wailgi
the illustration would fit us exactly. However ifitgent
we may have been in other respects, where alcohol
has been involved, we have been strangely insane.
It's strong language—but isn't it true?

Some of you are thinking: “Yes, what you tell us is
true, but it doesn’t fully apply. We admit we have
some of these symptoms, but we have not gone to the
extremes you fellows did, nor are we likely to, Yoz
understand ourselves so well after what you halde to
us that such things cannot happen again. We have
not lost everything in life through drinking and we
certainly do not intend to. Thanks for the inforroat”
That may be true of certain nonalcoholic people
who, though drinking foolishly and heavily at the
present time, are able to stop or moderate, because
their brains and bodies have not been damaged as
ours were. But the actual or potential alcoholithw
hardly an exception, will babsolutely unable to stop
drinking on the basis of self-knowledg@éis is a point
we wish to emphasize and re-emphasize, to smash



home upon our alcoholic readers as it has beemleve
to us out of bitter experience. Let us take
another illustration.

Fred is partner in a well known accounting firm.

His income is good, he has a fine home, is happily
married and the father of promising children ofiegé
age. He has so attractive a personality that he
makes friends with everyone. If ever there was a
successful business man, it is Fred. To all appeara
he is a stable, well balanced individual. Yet,$ie i
alcoholic. We first saw Fred about a year ago in a
hospital where he had gone to recover from a bad
case of jitters. It was his first experience o§tkind,
and he was much ashamed of it. Far from admitting
he was an alcoholic, he told himself he came to the
hospital to rest his nerves. The doctor intimated
strongly that he might be worse than he realized. F
a few days he was depressed about his condition. He
made up his mind to quit drinking altogether. Ve
occurred to him that perhaps he could not do so, in
spite of his character and standing. Fred would not
believe himself an alcoholic, much less accept a
spiritual remedy for his problem. We told him what
we knew about alcoholism. He was interested and
conceded that he had some of the symptoms, but he
was a long way from admitting that he could do
nothing about it himself. He was positive that this
humiliating experience, plus the knowledge he raypliaed,
would keep him sober the rest of his life. Selfkfexnige
would fix it.

We heard no more of Fred for a while. One day we
were told that he was back in the hospital. Timeeti

he was quite shaky. He soon indicated he was asxiou
to see us. The story he told is most instructige, f

here was a chap absolutely convinced he had to stop
drinking, who had no excuse for drinking, who exteit
splendid judgment and determination in all his

other concerns, yet was flat on his back neversisele
Let him tell you about it: “I was much impressed

with what you fellows said about alcoholism, and |
frankly did not believe it would be possible for toe
drink again. | rather appreciated your ideas about

the subtle insanity which precedes the first drink,

| was confident it could not happen to me after twha



had learned. | reasoned | was not so far advarged a
most of you fellows, that | had been usually susftds
in licking my other personal problems, and that |
would therefore be successful where you men failed.
| felt I had every right to be self-confident, thiat
would be only a matter of exercising my will power
and keeping on guard.

“In this frame of mind, | went about my business

and for a time all was well. | had no trouble réfigs
drinks, and began to wonder if | had not been ngakin
too hard work of a simple matter. One day | went to
Washington to present some accounting evidence to
a government bureau. | had been out of town before
during this particular dry spell, so there was mggh
new about that. Physically, | felt fine. Neithed dli
have any pressing problems or worries. My business
came off well, | was pleased and knew my partners
would be too. It was the end of a perfect day,anot
cloud on the horizon.

“I went to my hotel and leisurely dressed for dinne

As | crossed the threshold of the dining room, the
thought came to mind that it would be nice to have
couple of cocktails with dinner. That was all. Noth
more.

| ordered a cocktail and my meal. Then | ordered
another cocktail. After dinner | decided to take

a walk. When [ returned to the hotel it struck me a
highball would be fine before going to bed, so |
stepped into the bar and had one. | remember having
several more that night and plenty next morning. |
have a shadowy recollection of being in an airplane
bound for New York, and of finding a friendly taaic
driver at the landing field instead of my wife. The
driver escorted me about for several days. | kntie |
of where | went or what | said and did. Then came
the hospital with unbearable mental and physical
suffering.

“As soon as | regained my ability to think, | went
carefully over that evening in Washingtdot only
had | been off guard, | had made no fight whatever
against the first drink. This time | had not thotigh



the consequences at dlhad commenced to drink as
carelessly as though the cocktails were ginger ale.
now remembered what my alcoholic friends had told
me, how they prophesied that if | had an alcoholic
mind, the time and place would come—I would drink
again. They had said that though I did raise andefe

it would one day give way before some trivial reaso
for having a drink. Well, just that did happen and
more, for what | had learned of alcoholism did not
occur to me at all. I knew from that moment that |
had an alcoholic mind. | saw that will power and
self-knowledge would not help in those strange adent
blank spots. | had never been able to understand
people who said that a problem had them hopelessly
defeated. | knew then. It was a crushing blow.

“Two of the members of Alcoholics Anonymous
came to see me. They grinned, which | didn't like s
much, and then asked me if | thought myself aldchol
and if | were really licked this time. | had to ceade
both propositions. They piled on me heaps of exdden
to the effect that an alcoholic mentality, such as

I had exhibited in Washington, was a hopeless ¢mmdi
They cited cases out of their own experience by

the dozen. This process snuffed out the last fticke
conviction that | could do the job myself.

“Then they outlined the spiritual answer and pragra
of action which a hundred of them had followed
successfully. Though | had been only a nominal
churchman, their proposals were not, intellectyally
hard to swallow. But the program of action, though
entirely sensible, was pretty drastic. It meanblid
have to throw several lifelong conceptions outhef t
window. That was not easy. But the moment | made
up my mind to go through with the process, | has th
curious feeling that my alcoholic condition waseeéd,
as in fact it proved to be.

“Quite as important was the discovery that spititua
principles would solve all my problems. | have sinc
been brought into a way of living infinitely moratsfying
and, | hope, more useful than the life | lived

before. My old manner of life was by no means a bad
one, but I would not exchange its best moments for
the worst | have now. | would not go back to itreve



if | could.”

Fred’s story speaks for itself. We hope it strikes
home to thousands like him. He had felt only tinst fi
nip of the wringer. Most alcoholics have to be fyret
badly mangled before they really commence to solve
their problems.

Many doctors and psychiatrists agree with our agsiohs.
One of these men, staff member of a worldrenowned
hospital, recently made this statement to

some of us: “What you say about the general hopetss
of the average alcoholic’s plight is, in my opinjon
correct. As to two of you men, whose stories | have
heard, there is no doubt in my mind that you were
100% hopeless, apart from divine help. Had youretfe
yourselves as patients at this hospital, | would

not have taken you, if | had been able to avoid it.
People like you are too heartbreaking. Though not a
religious person, | have profound respect for the
spiritual approach in such cases as yours. For most
cases, there is virtually no other solution.”

Once more: The alcoholic at certain times has no
effective mental defense against the first drinkceépt

in a few rare cases, neither he nor any other

human being can provide such a defense. His defense
must come from a Higher Power.



Chapter 4

WE AGNOSTICS

I n the preceding chapters you have learned

something of alcoholism. We hope we have

made clear the distinction between the alcoholet an
the non-alcoholic. If, when you honestly want touy
find you cannot quit entirely, or if when drinkingou
have little control over the amount you take, yoal a
probably alcoholic. If that be the case, you may be
suffering from an illness which only a spiritualpexience
will conquer.

To one who feels he is an atheist or agnostic anch
experience seems impossible, but to continue & he
means disaster, especially if he is an alcoholithef
hopeless variety. To be doomed to an alcoholichdeat
or to live on a spiritual basis are not always easy
alternatives to face.

But it isn’t so difficult. About half our original
fellowship were of exactly that type. At first sommk

us tried to avoid the issue, hoping against hope we
were not true alcoholics. But after a while we had
face the fact that we must find a spiritual basikf®
—or else. Perhaps it is going to be that way wih.y
But cheer up, something like half of us thought we
were atheists or agnostics. Our experience shaats th
you need not be disconcerted.

If a mere code of morals or a better philosophy of

life were sufficient to overcome alcoholism, marfiye
would have recovered long ago. But we found that
such codes and philosophies did not save us, nemat
how much we tried. We could wish to be moral, we
could wish to be philosophically comforted, in fact

we could will these things with all our might, bbe
needed power wasn’t there. Our human resources, as
marshalled by the will, were not sufficient; theyléd
utterly.

Lack of power, that was our dilemma. We had to
find a power by which we could live, and it had®



aPower greater than ourselve®bviously. But where
and how were we to find this Power?

Well, that’s exactly what this book is about. Its

main object is to enable you to find a Power greate
than yourself which will solve your problem. That
means we have written a book which we believe to
be spiritual as well as moral. And it means, ofrseu
that we are going to talk about God. Here diffigult
arises with agnostics. Many times we talk to a new
man and watch his hope rise as we discuss hisalcoh
problems and explain our fellowship. But his face
falls when we speak of spiritual matters, especiall
when we mention God, for we have re-opened a subjec
which our man thought he had neatly evaded or
entirely ignored.

We know how he feels. We have shared his honest
doubt and prejudice. Some of us have been violently
anti-religious. To others, the word “God” brouglg

a particular idea of Him with which someone haddri
to impress them during childhood. Perhaps we regect
this particular conception because it seemed
inadequate. With that rejection we imagined we had
abandoned the God idea entirely. We were bothered
with the thought that faith and dependence upon a
Power beyond ourselves was somewhat weak, even
cowardly. We looked upon this world of warring
individuals, warring theological systems, and inegble
calamity, with deep skepticism. We looked

askance at many individuals who claimed to be godly
How could a Supreme Being have anything to do with
it all’? And who could comprehend a Supreme Being
anyhow? Yet, in other moments, we found ourselves
thinking, when enchanted by a starlit night, “Who,
then, made all this?” There was a feeling of awéd a
wonder, but it was fleeting and soon lost.

Yes, we of agnostic temperament have had these
thoughts and experiences. Let us make haste teureas
you. We found that as soon as we were able to

lay aside prejudice and express even a willingtess
believe in a Power greater than ourselves, we coroetk
to get results, even though it was impossible

for any of us to fully define or comprehend that
Power, which is God.



Much to our relief, we discovered we did not need

to consider another’s conception of God. Our own
conception, however inadequate, was sufficient to
make the approach and to effect a contact with Him.
As soon as we admitted the possible existence of a
Creative Intelligence, a Spirit of the Universe eriging
the totality of things, we began to be possessed

of a new sense of power and direction, provided we
took other simple steps. We found that God does not
make too hard terms with those who seek Him. To us,
the Realm of Spirit is broad, roomy, all inclusivever
exclusive or forbidding to those who earnestly seek
It is open, we believe, to all men.

When, therefore, we speak to you of God, we mean
your own conception of God. This applies, too, to
other spiritual expressions which you find in theok.
Do not let any prejudice you may have against
spiritual terms deter you from honestly asking gelfr
what they mean to you. At the start, this was &l w
needed to commence spiritual growth, to effect our
first conscious relation with God as we understood
Him. Afterward, we found ourselves accepting many
things which then seemed entirely out of reacht Tha
was growth, but if we wished to grow we had to begi
somewhere. So we used our own conception, however
limited it was.

We needed to ask ourselves but one short question.
“Do | now believe, or am | even willing to believe,
that there is a Power greater than myself?” Ansoo
as a man can say that he does believe, or is gviidin
believe, we emphatically assure him that he isisn h
way. It has been repeatedly proven among us that
upon this simple cornerstone a wonderfully effeetiv
spiritual structure can be built.*

That was great news to us, for we had assumed we
could not make use of spiritual principles unlegs w
accepted many things on faith which seemed difficul
to believe. When people presented us with spiritual
approaches, how frequently did we all say, “l wish
had what that man has. I'm sure it would work if

| could only believe as he believes. But | canroaept
as surely true the many articles of faith which are



so plain to him.” So it was comforting to learrath
we could commence at a simpler level.
Besides a seeming inability to accept much on faith

Please be sure to read Appendix Il on “Spiritugdétience.”

we often found ourselves handicapped by obstinacy,
sensitiveness, and unreasoning prejudice. Mang of u
have been so touchy that even casual reference to
spiritual things made us bristle with antagonisimisT
sort of thinking had to be abandoned. Though some
of us resisted, we found no great difficulty intoag
aside such feelings. Faced with alcoholic destouacti
we soon became as open minded on spiritual matters
as we had tried to be on other questions. In #dspect
alcohol was a great persuader. It finally beat us

into a state of reasonableness. Sometimes thiswas
tedious process; we hope no one else will be piegdd
for as long as some of us were.

The reader may still ask why he should believe in a
Power greater than himself. We think there are good
reasons. Let us have a look at some of them.

The practical individual of today is a stickler for
facts and results. Nevertheless, the twentiethucgnt
readily accepts theories of all kinds, provided/taee
firmly grounded in fact. We have numerous theories,
for example, about electricity. Everybody believes
them without a murmur of doubt. Why this ready
acceptance? Simply because it is impossible tcaexpl
what we see, feel, direct, and use, without a resse
assumption as a starting point.

Everybody nowadays, believes in scores of assumgtio
for which there is good evidence, but no perfect
visual proof. And does not science demonstrate that
visual proof is the weakest proof? It is being ¢angy
revealed, as mankind studies the material

world, that outward appearances are not inward
reality at all. To illustrate:

The prosaic steel girder is a mass of electronslwhi
ing around each other at incredible speed. These
tiny bodies are governed by precise laws, and these
laws hold true throughout the material world. Sceen
tells us so. We have no reason to doubt it. When,
however, the perfectly logical assumption is sutgges



that underneath the material world and life as e s

it, there is an All Powerful, Guiding, Creativeefligence,
right there our perverse streak comes to the

surface and we laboriously set out to convince alues

it isn’t so. We read wordy books and indulge

in windy arguments, thinking we believe this unseer
needs no God to explain it. Were our contentions
true, it would follow that life originated out obthing,
means nothing, and proceeds nowhere.

Instead of regarding ourselves as intelligent agent
spearheads of God’s ever advancing Creation, we
agnostics and atheists chose to believe that coahu
intelligence was the last word, the alpha and the
omega, the beginning and end of all. Rather vain of
us, wasn't it?

We, who have traveled this dubious path, beg you

to lay aside prejudice, even against organizedicgli

We have learned that whatever the human frailties o
various faiths may be, those faiths have given @sgp
and direction to millions. People of faith havegital
idea of what life is all about. Actually, we used t

have no reasonable conception whatever. We used to
amuse ourselves by cynically dissecting spiritusiletis
and practices when we might have observed that
many spiritually-minded persons of all races, cslor
and creeds were demonstrating a degree of stability
happiness and usefulness which we should have sough
ourselves.

Instead, we looked at the human defects of these
people, and sometimes used their shortcomings as a
basis of wholesale condemnation. We talked of antoice,
while we were intolerant ourselves. We

missed the reality and the beauty of the foresabse

we were diverted by the ugliness of some of itedre
We never gave the spiritual side of life a fair ez

In our personal stories you will find a wide vaiaat

in the way each teller approaches and conceives of
the Power which is greater than himself. Whether we
agree with a particular approach or conception seem
to make little difference. Experience has taught us
that these are matters about which, for our purpose
we need not be worried. They are questions for each
individual to settle for himself.



On one proposition, however, these men and
women are strikingly agreed. Every one of them has
gained access to, and believes in, a Power greater
than himself. This Power has in each case acconagulis
the miraculous, the humanly impossible. As

a celebrated American statesman put it, “Let’s look
at the record.”

Here are thousands of men and women, worldly indeed
They flatly declare that since they have come

to believe in a Power greater than themselvesk® t

a certain attitude toward that Power, and to dtager
simple things, there has been a revolutionary ahang
in their way of living and thinking. In the face of
collapse and despair, in the face of the totalfall

of their human resources, they found that a new
power, peace, happiness, and sense of directiaredlo
into them. This happened soon after they wholebdbrt
met a few simple requirements. Once con-

fused and baffled by the seeming futility of exste,
they show the underlying reasons why they were
making heavy going of life. Leaving aside the drink
question, they tell why living was so unsatisfagtor
They show how the change came over them. When
many hundreds of people are able to say that the
consciousness of the Presence of God is today dlsé m
important fact of their lives, they present a pdwer
reason why one should have faith.

This world of ours has made more material progress
in the last century than in all the millenniums arhi
went before. AlImost everyone knows the reason.
Students of ancient history tell us that the ietll

of men in those days was equal to the best of today
Yet in ancient times material progress was painfull
slow. The spirit of modern scientific inquiry, reseh
and invention was almost unknown. In the realm of
the material, men’s minds were fettered by sufdesti
tradition, and all sorts of fixed ideas. Some of

the contemporaries of Columbus thought a round
earth preposterous. Others came near putting Galile
to death for his astronomical heresies.

We asked ourselves this: Are not some of us just as
biased and unreasonable about the realm of thié spir
as were the ancients about the realm of the m&teria



Even in the present century, American newspapers
were afraid to print an account of the Wright best
first successful flight at Kitty Hawk. Had not altforts
at flight failed before? Did not Professor Langkey’
flying machine go to the bottom of the Potomac
River? Was it not true that the best mathematical
minds had proved man could never fly? Had not
people said God had reserved this privilege to the
birds? Only thirty years later the conquest ofdhe
was almost an old story and airplane travel was in
full swing.

But in most fields our generation has witnessedpieta
liberation of our thinking. Show any longshoreman

a Sunday supplement describing a proposal to
explore the moon by means of a rocket and he will
say, “I bet they do it—maybe not so long eithds”

not our age characterized by the ease with which we
discard old ideas for new, by the complete readines
with which we throw away the theory or gadget which
does not work for something new which does?

We had to ask ourselves why we shouldn’t apply to
our human problems this same readiness to change
our point of view. We were having trouble with
personal relationships, we couldn’t control our &orl
natures, we were a prey to misery and depression,
we couldn’t make a living, we had a feeling of
uselessness, we were full of fear, we were unhappy,
we couldn’t seem to be of real help to other peeple
was not a basic solution of these bedevilments more
important than whether we should see newsreels of
lunar flight? Of course it was.

When we saw others solve their problems by a
simple reliance upon the Spirit of the Universe, we
had to stop doubting the power of God. Our ideas
did not work. But the God idea did.

The Wright brothers’ almost childish faith that yhe
could build a machine which would fly was the maimsg
of their accomplishment. Without that, nothing

could have happened. We agnostics and atheists were
sticking to the idea that self-sufficiency wouldwso

our problems. When others showed us that “God-suf-
ficiency” worked with them, we began to feel like



those who had insisted the Wrights would never fly.
Logic is great stuff. We liked it. We still like. it

is not by chance we were given the power to reason,
to examine the evidence of our senses, and to draw
conclusions. That is one of man’s magnificent latties.
We agnostically inclined would not feel

satisfied with a proposal which does not lend fitiel
reasonable approach and interpretation. Hence we
are at pains to tell why we think our present fath
reasonable, why we think it more sane and logal t
believe than not to believe, why we say our former
thinking was soft and mushy when we threw up our
hands in doubt and said, “We don’t know.”

When we became alcoholics, crushed by a selfimposed
crisis we could not postpone or evade, we

had to fearlessly face the proposition that eithed

is everything or else He is nothing. God eitheors,

He isn’t. What was our choice to be?

Arrived at this point, we were squarely confronted
with the question of faith. We couldn’t duck thsus.
Some of us had already walked far over the Bridge o
Reason toward the desired shore of faith. Thermsli
and the promise of the New Land had brought lustre
to tired eyes and fresh courage to flagging spirits
Friendly hands had stretched out in welcome. We
were grateful that Reason had brought us so far. Bu
somehow, we couldn’t quite step ashore. Perhaps we
had been leaning too heavily on Reason that ldet mi
and we did not like to lose our support.

That was natural, but let us think a little more
closely. Without knowing it, had we not been braugh
to where we stood by a certain kind of faith? Hdr d
we not believe in our own reasoning? Did we not
have confidence in our ability to think? What was
that but a sort of faith? Yes, we had been faithful
abjectly faithful to the God of Reason. So, in arsy

or another, we discovered that faith had been el
all the time!

We found, too, that we had been worshippers.

What a state of mental goose-flesh that used tabri
on! Had we not variously worshipped people, sentime
things, money, and ourselves? And then, with

a better motive, had we not worshipfully beheld the



sunset, the sea, or a flower? Who of us had nedov
something or somebody? How much did these feelings,
these loves, these worships, have to do with pure
reason? Little or nothing, we saw at last. Were not
these things the tissue out of which our lives were
constructed? Did not these feelings, after alledeine

the course of our existence? It was impossible to

say we had no capacity for faith, or love, or wgrsh

In one form or another we had been living by faith

and little else.

Imagine life without faith! Were nothing left but

pure reason, it wouldn’t be life. But we believed i
life—of course we did. We could not prove life iret
sense that you can prove a straight line is thetes$to
distance between two points, yet, there it was.I€Cou
we still say the whole thing was nothing but a nmafss
electrons, created out of nothing, meaning nothing,
whirling on to a destiny of nothingness? Of cowse
couldn’t. The electrons themselves seemed mor#igetet
than that. At least, so the chemist said.

Hence, we saw that reason isn’t everything. Neither
is reason, as most of us use it, entirely depeedabl
though it emanate from our best minds. What about
people who proved that man could never fly?

Yet we had been seeing another kind of flight, a
spiritual liberation from this world, people whose
above their problems. They said God made these
things possible, and we only smiled. We had seen
spiritual release, but liked to tell ourselves #sn't
true.

Actually we were fooling ourselves, for deep down
in every man, woman, and child, is the fundamental
idea of God. It may be obscured by calamity, by
pomp, by worship of other things, but in some form
or other it is there. For faith in a Power gredtan
ourselves, and miraculous demonstrations of that
power in human lives, are facts as old as man himse
We finally saw that faith in some kind of God was

a part of our make-up, just as much as the felimg
have for a friend. Sometimes we had to searchefesiyl,
but He was there. He was as much a fact as

we were. We found the Great Reality deep down
within us. In the last analysis it is only therattike
may be found. It was so with us.



We can only clear the ground a bit. If our testimmon
helps sweep away prejudice, enables you to

think honestly, encourages you to search diligently
within yourself, then, if you wish, you can join os
the Broad Highway. With this attitude you cannot
fail. The consciousness of your belief is suredme
to you.

In this book you will read the experience of a man
who thought he was an atheist. His story is soésteng
that some of it should be told now. His change of
heart was dramatic, convincing, and moving.

Our friend was a minister’'s son. He attended

church school, where he became rebellious at what
he thought an overdose of religious education. For
years thereafter he was dogged by trouble andticsh.
Business failure, insanity, fatal illness, suicide—
these calamities in his immediate family embittered
and depressed him. Post-war disillusionment, ever
more serious alcoholism, impending mental and glysi
collapse, brought him to the point of self-destirtt
One night, when confined in a hospital, he was agghred
by an alcoholic who had known a spiritual
experience. Our friend’s gorge rose as he bitterly
cried out: “If there is a God, He certainly hasidine
anything for me!” But later, alone in his room, he
asked himself this question: “Is it possible tHatle
religious people | have known are wrong?”’ While
pondering the answer he felt as though he lived in
hell. Then, like a thunderbolt, a great thought eam

It crowded out all else:

“Who are you to say there is no God?”

This man recounts that he tumbled out of bed to his

knees. In a few seconds he was overwhelmed by a
conviction of the Presence of God. It poured over a

through him with the certainty and majesty of aagire

tide at flood. The barriers he had built through th

years were swept away. He stood in the Presence of
Infinite Power and Love. He had stepped from bridge

to shore. For the first time, he lived in conscicampanionship
with his Creator.

Thus was our friend’s cornerstone fixed in place. N



later vicissitude has shaken it. His alcoholic fpeab
was taken away. That very night, years ago, it dis-
appeared. Save for a few brief moments of temptatio
the thought of drink has never returned; and at suc
times a great revulsion has risen up in him. Segiyin
he could not drink even if he would. God had re=dor
his sanity.

What is this but a miracle of healing? Yet its ebens
are simple. Circumstances made him willing to
believe. He humbly offered himself to his Maker—
then he knew.

Even so has God restored us all to our right minds.
To this man, the revelation was sudden. Some of us
grow into it more slowly. But He has come to allavh
have honestly sought Him.

When we drew near to Him He disclosed Himself

to us!



Chapter 5

HOW IT WORKS

I zarely have we seen a person fail who has

thoroughly followed our path. Those who do not
recover are people who cannot or will not compyetel
give themselves to this simple program, usually men
and women who are constitutionally incapable ohgei
honest with themselves. There are such unfortunates
They are not at fault; they seem to have been

born that way. They are naturally incapable of giras
and developing a manner of living which demands
rigorous honesty. Their chances are less than geera
There are those, too, who suffer from grave emation
and mental disorders, but many of them do recdver i
they have the capacity to be honest.

Our stories disclose in a general way what we used
to be like, what happened, and what we are like.now
If you have decided you want what we have and are
willing to go to any length to get it—then you are
ready to take certain steps.

At some of these we balked. We thought we could
find an easier, softer way. But we could not. With

all the earnestness at our command, we beg ofoyou t
be fearless and thorough from the very start. Sofme
us have tried to hold on to our old ideas and d¢selt
was nil until we let go absolutely.

Remember that we deal with alcohol—cunnings®af
fling, powerful! Without help it is too much for us

But there is One who has all power—that One is God.
May you find Him now!

Half measures availed us nothing. We stood at the
turning point. We asked His protection and card wit
complete abandon.

Here are the steps we took, which are suggested as
a program of recovery:

1. We admitted we were powerless over alcohol—



that our lives had become unmanageable.

2. Came to believe that a Power greater than ogsel
could restore us to sanity.

3. Made a decision to turn our will and our lives
over to the care of Gaas we understood Him

4. Made a searching and fearless moral inventory
of ourselves.

5. Admitted to God, to ourselves, and to another
human being the exact nature of our wrongs.

6. Were entirely ready to have God remove all
these defects of character.

7. Humbly asked Him to remove our shortcomings.
8. Made a list of all persons we had harmed, and
became willing to make amends to them all.

9. Made direct amends to such people wherever
possible, except when to do so would injure

them or others.

10. Continued to take personal inventory and when
we were wrong promptly admitted it.

11. Sought through prayer and meditation to improve
our conscious contact with Gad we understood
Him, praying only for knowledge of

His will for us and the power to carry that out.

12. Having had a spiritual awakening as the result
of these steps, we tried to carry this message to
alcoholics, and to practice these principles in all
our affairs.

Many of us exclaimed, “What an order! | can’'t go
through with it.” Do not be discouraged. No one
among us has been able to maintain anything likege
adherence to these principles. We are not saints.
The point is, that we are willing to grow alongrépal
lines. The principles we have set down are guides t
progress. We claim spiritual progress rather than
spiritual perfection.

Our description of the alcoholic, the chapter t® th
agnostic, and our personal adventures before aed af
make clear three pertinent ideas:

(a) That we were alcoholic and could not manage

our own lives.

(b) That probably no human power could have retieve
our alcoholism.

(c) That God could and would if He were sought.



Being convincedwe were at Step Threehich is

that we decided to turn our will and our life over

God as we understood Him. Just what do we mean by
that, and just what do we do?

The first requirement is that we be convinced that
any life run on self-will can hardly be a succé&3s.

that basis we are almost always in collision widmsthing
or somebody, even though our motives are good.
Most people try to live by self-propulsion. Eachiqmn

is like an actor who wants to run the whole show;

is forever trying to arrange the lights, the ballee
scenery and the rest of the players in his own ay.
his arrangements would only stay put, if only peopl
would do as he wished, the show would be great.
Everybody, including himself, would be pleasedeLif
would be wonderful. In trying to make these arrangets
our actor may sometimes be quite virtuous. He

may be kind, considerate, patient, generous; even
modest and self-sacrificing. On the other hand, he
may be mean, egotistical, selfish and dishonedt. Bu
as with most humans, he is more likely to haveedhri
traits.

What usually happens? The show doesn’t come off
very well. He begins to think life doesn’t treatrhi

right. He decides to exert himself more. He becomes
on the next occasion, still more demanding or g
as the case may be. Still the play does not sut hi
Admitting he may be somewhat at fault, he is sure
that other people are more to blame. He becomes
angry, indignant, self-pitying. What is his basic
trouble? Is he not really a self-seeker even whegng

to be kind? Is he not a victim of the delusion that

he can wrest satisfaction and happiness out of this
world if he only manages well? Is it not evidentatb
the rest of the players that these are the thiegs h
wants? And do not his actions make each of them
wish to retaliate, snatching all they can get duhe
show? Is he not, even in his best moments, a pssduc
of confusion rather than harmony?

Our actor is self-centered—ego-centric, as people
like to call it nowadays. He is like the retiredsimess
man who lolls in the Florida sunshine in the winter
complaining of the sad state of the nation; theisten



who sighs over the sins of the twentieth centuolitipians
and reformers who are sure all would be Utopia

if the rest of the world would only behave; thelawt
safe cracker who thinks society has wronged hird; an
the alcoholic who has lost all and is locked up atéher
our protestations, are not most of us concerned

with ourselves, our resentments, or our self-pity?
Selfishness—self-centeredness! That, we thinkas t
root of our troubles. Driven by a hundred forms of
fear, self-delusion, self-seeking, and self-pitg, step
on the toes of our fellows and they retaliate. Somes
they hurt us, seemingly without provocation, but

we invariably find that at some time in the past we
have made decisions based on self which later ghlace
us in a position to be hurt.

So our troubles, we think, are basically of our own
making. They arise out of ourselves, and the altoho
is an extreme example of self-will run riot, thouggn
usually doesn’t think so. Above everything, we &lalics
must be rid of this selfishness. We must, or it

kills us! God makes that possible. And there often
seems no way of entirely getting rid of self withou
His aid. Many of us had moral and philosophicalwciions
galore, but we could not live up to them even

though we would have liked to. Neither could we
reduce our self-centeredness much by wishing orgry
on our own power. We had to have God'’s help.

This is the how and why of it. First of all, we htad

quit playing God. It didn’t work. Next, we decided
that hereafter in this drama of life, God was gdimg

be our Director. He is the Principal; we are His
agents. He is the Father, and we are His children.
Most good ideas are simple, and this concept was th
keystone of the new and triumphant arch through
which we passed to freedom.

When we sincerely took such a position, all softs o
remarkable things followed. We had a new Employer.
Being all powerful, He provided what we needed, if
we kept close to Him and performed His work well.
Established on such a footing we became less asd le
interested in ourselves, our little plans and desig
More and more we became interested in seeing what
we could contribute to life. As we felt new power

flow in, as we enjoyed peace of mind, as we discmyve



we could face life successfully, as we became g¢ousc
of His presence, we began to lose our fear of

today, tomorrow or the hereafter. We were reborn.
We were now at Step Three. Many of us said to our
Maker,as we understood HimMGod, | offer myself to
Thee—to build with me and to do with me as Thou
wilt. Relieve me of the bondage of self, that | may
better do Thy will. Take away my difficulties, that
victory over them may bear witness to those | would
help of Thy Power, Thy Love, and Thy Way of life.
May | do Thy will always!” We thought well before
taking this step making sure we were ready; that we
could at last abandon ourselves utterly to Him.

We found it very desirable to take this spirituiis
with an understanding person, such as our wifd, bes
friend, or spiritual adviser. But it is better teet God
alone than with one who might misunderstand. The
wording was, of course, quite optional so long as w
expressed the idea, voicing it without reservation.
This was only a beginning, though if honestly and
humbly made, an effect, sometimes a very great one,
was felt at once.

Next we launched out on a course of vigorous agtion
the first step of which is a personal houseclegning
which many of us had never attempted. Though our
decision was a vital and crucial step, it couldehhtile
permanent effect unless at once followed by a stres
effort to face, and to be rid of, the things insmlives
which had been blocking us. Our liquor was

but a symptom. So we had to get down to causes and
conditions.

Therefore, we started upon a personal inventory.
This was Step FouA business which takes no regular
inventory usually goes broke. Taking a commercial
inventory is a fact-finding and a fact-facing pregelt

is an effort to discover the truth about the stotkade.
One object is to disclose damaged or unsalable
goods, to get rid of them promptly and without stgr

If the owner of the business is to be successétannot
fool himself about values.

We did exactly the same thing with our lives. We
took stock honestly. First, we searched out thedla
in our make-up which caused our failure. Being ¢oced



that self, manifested in various ways, was what
had defeated us, we considered its common martifasta
Resentment is the “number one” offender. It degro
more alcoholics than anything else. From it stdm al
forms of spiritual disease, for we have been ntt on
mentally and physically ill, we have been spirityal
sick. When the spiritual malady is overcome, we
straighten out mentally and physically. In dealing
with resentments, we set them on paper. We listed
people, institutions or principles with whom we wer
angry. We asked ourselves why we were angry. In
most cases it was found that our self-esteem, our
pocketbooks, our ambitions, our personal relatigrssh
HOW IT WORKS65

(including sex) were hurt or threatened. So we were
sore. We were “burned up.”

On our grudge list we set opposite each name our
injuries. Was it our self-esteem, our security, ambitions,
our personal, or sex relations, which had been
interfered with?

We were usually as definite as this example:

I'm resentful at: The Cause Affects my:

Mr. Brown His attention to my Sex relations.

wife. Self-esteem (fear)

Told my wife of my Sex relations.

mistress. Self-esteem (fear)

Brown may get my Security.

job at the office. Self-esteem (fear)

Mrs. Jones She’s a nut—she Personal relationsnubbed
me. She ship. Self-esteem

committed her hus- (fear)

band for drinking.

He’s my friend.

She’s a gossip.

My employer Unreasonable—Unjust Self-esteem (fear)
— Overbearing — Security.

Threatens to fire

me for drinking

and padding my expense

account.

My wife Misunderstands and Pride—Personal

nags. Likes Brown. sex relations—

Wants house put in Security (fear)

her name.

We went back through our lives. Nothing counted
but thoroughness and honesty. When we were finished
we considered it carefully. The first thing ap66



parent was that this world and its people werenofte
guite wrong. To conclude that others were wrong was
as far as most of us ever got. The usual outconse wa
that people continued to wrong us and we stayesl sor
Sometimes it was remorse and then we were sore at
ourselves. But the more we fought and tried to have
our own way, the worse matters got. As in war, the
victor onlyseemedo win. Our moments of triumph
were short-lived.

It is plain that a life which includes deep resegin
leads only to futility and unhappiness. To the [@ec
extent that we permit these, do we squander theshou
that might have been worth while. But with the &lolc,
whose hope is the maintenance and growth of a
spiritual experience, this business of resentneeimfinitely
grave. We found that it is fatal. For when

harboring such feelings we shut ourselves off fthen
sunlight of the Spirit. The insanity of alcoholuets

and we drink again. And with us, to drink is to.die

If we were to live, we had to be free of anger. The
grouch and the brainstorm were not for us. They may
be the dubious luxury of normal men, but for aldaso
these things are poison.

We turned back to the list, for it held the keyhe
future. We were prepared to look at it from anrehyi
different angle. We began to see that the world

and its people really dominated us. In that staee,
wrong-doing of others, fancied or real, had power t
actually kill. How could we escape? We saw that
these resentments must be mastered, but how? We
could not wish them away any more than alcohol.
This was our course: We realized that the people
who wronged us were perhaps spiritually sick.
Though we did not like their symptoms and the way
these disturbed us, they, like ourselves, weretsiak
We asked God to help us show them the same toksranc
pity, and patience that we would cheerfully

grant a sick friend. When a person offended we said
to ourselves, “This is a sick man. How can | behal
to him? God save me from being angry. Thy will be
done.”

We avoid retaliation or argument. We wouldn’t
treat sick people that way. If we do, we destroy ou



chance of being helpful. We cannot be helpful to al
people, but at least God will show us how to take a
kindly and tolerant view of each and every one.
Referring to our list again. Putting out of our ufsn

the wrongs others had done, we resolutely looked fo
our own mistakes. Where had we been selfish, deston
self-seeking and frightened? Though a situation

had not been entirely our fault, we tried to

disregard the other person involved entirely. Where
were we to blame? The inventory was ours, not the
other man’s. When we saw our faults we listed them.
We placed them before us in black and white. We
admitted our wrongs honestly and were willing tb se
these matters straight.

Notice that the word “fear” is bracketed alongsttie
difficulties with Mr. Brown, Mrs. Jones, the empéay
and the wife. This short word somehow touches about
every aspect of our lives. It was an evil and adirrg
thread; the fabric of our existence was shot thinoug
with it. It set in motion trains of circumstancekieh
brought us misfortune we felt we didn’'t deservet Bu
did not we, ourselves, set the ball rolling? Somes

we think fear ought to be classed with stealing. It
seems to cause more trouble.

We reviewed our fears thoroughly. We put them on
paper, even though we had no resentment in comnecti
with them. We asked ourselves why we had

them. Wasn't it because self-reliance failed udft&ance
was good as far as it went, but it didn’t go far

enough. Some of us once had great self-confidence,
but it didn’t fully solve the fear problem, or aather.
When it made us cocky, it was worse.

Perhaps there is a better way—we think so. For we
are now on a different basis; the basis of trusimg
relying upon God. We trust infinite God rather than
our finite selves. We are in the world to play toke

He assigns. Just to the extent that we do as wk thi

He would have us, and humbly rely on Him, does He
enable us to match calamity with serenity.

We never apologize to anyone for depending upon
our Creator. We can laugh at those who think syaifity
the way of weakness. Paradoxically, it is the way

of strength. The verdict of the ages is that faidans
courage. All men of faith have courage. They trust



their God. We never apologize for God. Instead we
let Him demonstrate, through us, what He can do. We
ask Him to remove our fear and direct our attentoon
what He would have us be. At once, we commence to
outgrow fear.

Now about sex. Many of us needed an overhauling
there. But above all, we tried to be sensible @ th
guestion. It's so easy to get way off the trackreHe

we find human opinions running to extremes—absurd
extremes, perhaps. One set of voices cry thatssax i
lust of our lower nature, a base necessity of @cw
tion. Then we have the voices who cry for sex and
more sex; who bewail the institution of marriagéyowv
think that most of the troubles of the race aredshle
to sex causes. They think we do not have enough of
or that it isn’t the right kind. They see its sifjrance
everywhere. One school would allow man no flavor
for his fare and the other would have us all on a
straight pepper diet. We want to stay out of tlistooversy.
We do not want to be the arbiter of anyone’s

sex conduct. We all have sex problems. We’d hardly
be human if we didn’t. What can we do about them?
We reviewed our own conduct over the years past.
Where had we been selfish, dishonest, or incoretieer
Whom had we hurt? Did we unjustifiably arouse
jealousy, suspicion or bitterness? Where were we at
fault, what should we have done instead? We gst thi
all down on paper and looked at it.

In this way we tried to shape a sane and sound idea
for our future sex life. We subjected each relatmn
this test—was it selfish or not? We asked God ttdmo
our ideals and help us to live up to them. We rebeyed
always that our sex powers were God-given and
therefore good, neither to be used lightly or shlff

nor to be despised and loathed.

Whatever our ideal turns out to be, we must bamwgll
to grow toward it. We must be willing to make
amends where we have done harm, provided that we
do not bring about still more harm in so doing. In
other words, we treat sex as we would any othdslpno.
In meditation, we ask God what we should do

about each specific matter. The right answer will
come, if we want it.



God alone can judge our sex situation. Counsel with
persons is often desirable, but we let God beittz f
judge. We realize that some people are as fanatical
about sex as others are loose. We avoid hysterical
thinking or advice.

Suppose we fall short of the chosen ideal and
stumble? Does this mean we are going to get drunk?
Some people tell us so. But this is only a halfktru

It depends on us and on our motives. If we areysorr
for what we have done, and have the honest desire t
let God take us to better things, we believe weé val
forgiven and will have learned our lesson. If we ar
not sorry, and our conduct continues to harm others
we are quite sure to drink. We are not theorizing.
These are facts out of our experience.

To sum up about sex: We earnestly pray for the
right ideal, for guidance in each questionableasitun,
for sanity, and for the strength to do the right

thing. If sex is very troublesome, we throw oursslv
the harder into helping others. We think of their
needs and work for them. This takes us out of dugse
It quiets the imperious urge, when to yield

would mean heartache.

If we have been thorough about our personal invgnto
we have written down a lot. We have listed

and analyzed our resentments. We have begun to
comprehend their futility and their fatality. Weviea
commenced to see their terrible destructiveness. We
have begun to learn tolerance, patience and golbd wi
toward all men, even our enemies, for we look on
them as sick people. We have listed the people we
have hurt by our conduct, and are willing to stnsep
out the past if we can.

In this book you read again and again that faith di

for us what we could not do for ourselves. We hope
you are convinced now that God can remove whatever
self-will has blocked you off from Him. If you have
already made a decision, and an inventory of your
grosser handicaps, you have made a good beginning.
That being so you have swallowed and digested some
big chunks of truth about yourself.



Chapter 6

INTO ACTION

I I aving made our personal inventory, what shall

we do about it? We have been trying to get a

new attitude, a new relationship with our Creasmg

to discover the obstacles in our path. We have theldni
certain defects; we have ascertained in a rough

way what the trouble is; we have put our fingetoa
weak items in our personal inventory. Now these are
about to be cast out. This requires action on au, p
which, when completed, will mean that we have athait
to God, to ourselves, and to another human

being, the exact nature of our defects. This brugys

to the Fifth Stepn the program of recovery mentioned
in the preceding chapter.

This is perhaps difficult—especially discussing our
defects with another person. We think we have done
well enough in admitting these things to ourselves.
There is doubt about that. In actual practice, sugally
find a solitary self-appraisal insufficient. Manfy o

us thought it necessary to go much further. We will
be more reconciled to discussing ourselves witlireamo
person when we see good reasons why we should
do so. The best reason first: If we skip this vatizip,

we may not overcome drinking. Time after time nemecs
have tried to keep to themselves certain facts

about their lives. Trying to avoid this humblingpexience,
they have turned to easier methods. Almost
invariably they got drunk. Having persevered with
the rest of the program, they wondered why thdy fel
We think the reason is that they never completei th
housecleaning. They took inventory all right, but
hung on to some of the worst items in stock. They
only thoughtthey had lost their egoism and fear; they
only thoughtthey had humbled themselves. But they
had not learned enough of humility, fearlessneds an
honesty, in the sense we find it necessary, uray t
told someone elsall their life story.

More than most people, the alcoholic leads a double
life. He is very much the actor. To the outer wdréd



presents his stage character. This is the on&kée li

his fellows to see. He wants to enjoy a certaimtaon,
but knows in his heart he doesn’t deserve it.

The inconsistency is made worse by the things he
does on his sprees. Coming to his senses, heakedv
at certain episodes he vaguely remembers. These
memories are a nightmare. He trembles to think some
might have observed him. As fast as he can, he
pushes these memories far inside himself. He hopes
they will never see the light of day. He is undenstant
fear and tension—that makes for more drinking.
Psychologists are inclined to agree with us. We

have spent thousands of dollars for examinatiores. W
know but few instances where we have given these
doctors a fair break. We have seldom told them the
whole truth nor have we followed their advice. Ulhvwg
to be honest with these sympathetic men, we

were honest with no one else. Small wonder many in
the medical profession have a low opinion of aldiziso
and their chance for recovery!

We must be entirely honest with somebody if we
expect to live long or happily in this world. Right

and naturally, we think well before we choose thespn
or persons with whom to take this intimate and
confidential step. Those of us belonging to a relig
denomination which requires confession must, and of
course, will want to go to the properly appointetharity
whose duty it is to receive it. Though we have

no religious connection, we may still do well ttkta
with someone ordained by an established religioa. W
often find such a person quick to see and undetstan
our problem. Of course, we sometimes encounterlpeop
who do not understand alcoholics.

If we cannot or would rather not do this, we search
our acquaintance for a close-mouthed, understanding
friend. Perhaps our doctor or psychologist wiltthe
person. It may be one of our own family, but werazn
disclose anything to our wives or our parents which
will hurt them and make them unhappy. We have

no right to save our own skin at another persoxfease.
Such parts of our story we tell to someone who

will understand, yet be unaffected. The rule is we
must be hard on ourself, but always considerate of
others.



Notwithstanding the great necessity for discussing
ourselves with someone, it may be one is so siuate
that there is no suitable person available. If thab,

this step may be postponed, only, however, if wd ho
ourselves in complete readiness to go through wvith
at the first opportunity. We say this because vee ar
very anxious that we talk to the right persons linnportant
that he be able to keep a confidence; that he

fully understand and approve what we are driving at
that he will not try to change our plan. But we mus
not use this as a mere excuse to postpone.

When we decide who is to hear our story, we waste
no time. We have a written inventory and we ar@ared
for a long talk. We explain to our partner what

we are about to do and why we have to do it. He
should realize that we are engaged upon a life-gettid
errand. Most people approached in this way

will be glad to help; they will be honored by our
confidence.

We pocket our pride and go to it, illuminating ever
twist of character, every dark cranny of the p@sice
we have taken this step, withholding nothing, we ar
delighted. We can look the world in the eye. We can
be alone at perfect peace and ease. Our feafsofall
us. We begin to feel the nearness of our Creater. W
may have had certain spiritual beliefs, but nowbegin
to have a spiritual experience. The feeling that

the drink problem has disappeared will often come
strongly. We feel we are on the Broad Highway,
walking hand in hand with the Spirit of the Univers
Returning home we find a place where we can be
quiet for an hour, carefully reviewing what we have
done. We thank God from the bottom of our heart
that we know Him better. Taking this book down
from our shelf we turn to the page which contalres t
twelve steps. Carefully reading the first five poepls
we ask if we have omitted anything, for we arediog
an arch through which we shall walk a free man

at last. Is our work solid so far? Are the stonexpprly
in place? Have we skimped on the cement put

into the foundation? Have we tried to make mortar
without sand?

If we can answer to our satisfaction, we then labk



Step SixWe have emphasized willingness as being indispéasab
Are we now ready to let God remove

from us all the things which we have admitted dyectionable?
Can He now take them all—every one?

If we still cling to something we will not let gaje

ask God to help us be willing.

When ready, we say something like this: “My Creator
I am now willing that you should have all of me,

good and bad. | pray that you now remove from me
every single defect of character which standseén th
way of my usefulness to you and my fellows. Grant
me strength, as | go out from here, to do your ibigld
Amen.” We have then complet&tep Seven.

Now we need more action, without which we find
that “Faith without works is dead.” Let’s look &teps
Eight and NineWe have a list of all persons we have
harmed and to whom we are willing to make amends.
We made it when we took inventory. We subjected
ourselves to a drastic self-appraisal. Now we gd@u
our fellows and repair the damage done in the past.
We attempt to sweep away the debris which has adetiead
out of our effort to live on self-will and run

the show ourselves. If we haven't the will to dsth

we ask until it comes. Remember it was agreedeat th
beginningwe would go to any lengths for victory over
alcohol.

Probably there are still some misgivings. As wekloo
over the list of business acquaintances and friereds
have hurt, we may feel diffident about going to som

of them on a spiritual basis. Let us be reassured.
some people we need not, and probably should not
emphasize the spiritual feature on our first apginoa

We might prejudice them. At the moment we are tgyin
to put our lives in order. But this is not an end i

itself. Our real purpose is to fit ourselves toabenaximum
service to God and the people about us. It is

seldom wise to approach an individual, who still
smarts from our injustice to him, and announce that
we have gone religious. In the prize ring, this ldou

be called leading with the chin. Why lay ourselves
open to being branded fanatics or religious bovée?
may kill a future opportunity to carry a benefiaméssage.
But our man is sure to be impressed with a

sincere desire to set right the wrong. He is gainige



more interested in a demonstration of good will
than in our talk of spiritual discoveries.

We don't use this as an excuse for shying away from
the subject of God. When it will serve any goodpose,
we are willing to announce our convictions with

tact and common sense. The question of how to appro
the man we hated will arise. It may be he has

done us more harm than we have done him and,
though we may have acquired a better attitude twwar
him, we are still not too keen about admitting our
faults. Nevertheless, with a person we dislike take
the bit in our teeth. It is harder to go to an epem

than to a friend, but we find it much more benelici

to us. We go to him in a helpful and forgiving #pir
confessing our former ill feeling and expressing ou
regret.

Under no condition do we criticize such a person
or argue. Simply we tell him that we will never get
over drinking until we have done our utmost to
straighten out the past. We are there to sweepuoff
side of the street, realizing that nothing worthlevh
can be accomplished until we do so, never trying to
tell him what he should do. His faults are not dssed.
We stick to our own. If our manner is calm,

frank, and open, we will be gratified with the riésu

In nine cases out of ten the unexpected happens.
Sometimes the man we are calling upon admits his
own fault, so feuds of years’ standing melt awagnn
hour. Rarely do we fail to make satisfactory pregre
Our former enemies sometimes praise what we are
doing and wish us well. Occasionally, they will exff
assistance. It should not matter, however, if saraeo
does throw us out of his office. We have made our
demonstration, done our part. It's water over thmd
Most alcoholics owe money. We do not dodge our
creditors. Telling them what we are trying to de w
make no bones about our drinking; they usually know
it anyway, whether we think so or not. Nor are we
afraid of disclosing our alcoholism on the thedry i
may cause financial harm. Approached in this way,
the most ruthless creditor will sometimes surpuse
Arranging the best deal we can we let these people
know we are sorry. Our drinking has made us slow
to pay. We must lose our fear of creditors no matte



how far we have to go, for we are liable to drihwe
are afraid to face them.

Perhaps we have committed a criminal offense

which might land us in jail if it were known to tla@thorities.
We may be short in our accounts and unable

to make good. We have already admitted this inidente
to another person, but we are sure we would

be imprisoned or lose our job if it were known. May
it's only a petty offense such as padding the egpen
account. Most of us have done that sort of thing.
Maybe we are divorced, and have remarried but
haven’t kept up the alimony to number one. She is
indignant about it, and has a warrant out for otes.
That's a common form of trouble too.

Although these reparations take innumerable forms,
there are some general principles which we findliggi
Reminding ourselves that we have decided to go

to any lengths to find a spiritual experience, sk a

that we be given strength and direction to do itjietr
thing, no matter what the personal consequences may
be. We may lose our position or reputation or face

jail, but we are willing. We have to be. We must no
shrink at anything.

Usually, however, other people are involved. Thenesf
we are not to be the hasty and foolish martyr who
would needlessly sacrifice others to save himsethf
the alcoholic pit. A man we know had remarried. Bese
of resentment and drinking, he had not paid alimony
to his first wife. She was furious. She went to

court and got an order for his arrest. He had conues
our way of life, had secured a position, and

was getting his head above water. It would have bee
impressive heroics if he had walked up to the Judge
and said, “Here | am.”

We thought he ought to be willing to do that if
necessary, but if he were in jail he could prowidéhing
for either family. We suggested he write his first
wife admitting his faults and asking forgiveness. H
did, and also sent a small amount of money. He told
her what he would try to do in the future. He daad
was perfectly willing to go to jail if she insisteOf
course she did not, and the whole situation hag lon



since been adjusted.

Before taking drastic action which might implicate
other people we secure their consent. If we havaimdd
permission, have consulted with others, asked

God to help and the drastic step is indicated wstmu
not shrink.

This brings to mind a story about one of our friend
While drinking, he accepted a sum of money from a
bitterly-hated business rival, giving him no re¢dgr

it. He subsequently denied having received the mone
and used the incident as a basis for discreditiag t
man. He thus used his own wrong-doing as a means
of destroying the reputation of another. In facs, h

rival was ruined.

He felt that he had done a wrong he could not pbssi
make right. If he opened that old affair, he was

afraid it would destroy the reputation of his partn
disgrace his family and take away his means ofilived.
What right had he to involve those dependent

upon him? How could he possibly make a public
statement exonerating his rival?

After consulting with his wife and partner he came
to the conclusion that it was better to take thrises
than to stand before his Creator guilty of suchous
slander. He saw that he had to place the outcome in
God’s hands or he would soon start drinking agama,
all would be lost anyhow. He attended church fer th
first time in many years. After the sermon, he tyie
got up and made an explanation. His action met spicead
approval, and today he is one of the most

trusted citizens of his town. This all happenedyea
ago.

The chances are that we have domestic troubles.
Perhaps we are mixed up with women in a fashion we
wouldn’t care to have advertised. We doubt if his t
respect, alcoholics are fundamentally much woraa th
other people. But drinking does complicate sexti@ia

in the home. After a few years with an alcoholic,

a wife gets worn out, resentful and uncommunicative
How could she be anything else? The husband begins
to feel lonely, sorry for himself. He commences to



look around in the night clubs, or their equivaldat
something besides liquor. Perhaps he is having a
secret and exciting affair with “the girl who ungeamds.
In fairness we must say that she may understand,
but what are we going to do about a thing like

that? A man so involved often feels very remorseful
at times, especially if he is married to a loyad an
courageous girl who has literally gone through fuell
him.

Whatever the situation, we usually have to do shingt
about it. If we are sure our wife does not know,
should we tell her? Not always, we think. If she
knows in a general way that we have been wild,
should we tell her in detail? Undoubtedly we should
admit our fault. She may insist on knowing all the
particulars. She will want to know who the woman is
and where she is. We feel we ought to say to far th
we have no right to involve another person. We are
sorry for what we have done and, God willing, ialsh
not be repeated. More than that we cannot do; we
have no right to go further. Though there may be
justifiable exceptions, and though we wish to layd
no rule of any sort, we have often found this testb
course to take.

Our design for living is not a one-way streetslt i

as good for the wife as for the husband. If we can
forget, so can she. It is better, however, thatdoes

not needlessly name a person upon whom she can vent
jealousy.

Perhaps there are some cases where the utmost
frankness is demanded. No outsider can appraise suc
an intimate situation. It may be that both will ot

that the way of good sense and loving kindness is t
let by-gones be by-gones. Each might pray about it,
having the other one’s happiness uppermost in mind.
Keep it always in sight that we are dealing witatth
most terrible human emotion—jealousy. Good genkeials
may decide that the problem be attacked on the

flank rather than risk a face-to-face combat.

If we have no such complication, there is plenty we
should do at home. Sometimes we hear an alcoholic
say that the only thing he needs to do is to kebers
Certainly he must keep sober, for there will be no



home if he doesn’t. But he is yet a long way from
making good to the wife or parents whom for years
he has so shockingly treated. Passing all undelisigin
is the patience mothers and wives have had with
alcoholics. Had this not been so, many of us would
have no homes today, would perhaps be dead.

The alcoholic is like a tornado roaring his way
through the lives of others. Hearts are broken.eswe
relationships are dead. Affections have been uptbot
Selfish and inconsiderate habits have kept the hiome
turmoil. We feel a man is unthinking when he says
that sobriety is enough. He is like the farmer who
came up out of his cyclone cellar to find his home
ruined. To his wife, he remarked, “Don’t see anythi
the matter here, Ma. Ain’t it grand the wind stoppe
blowin’?”

Yes, there is a long period of reconstruction ahead
We must take the lead. A remorseful mumbling that
we are sorry won't fill the bill at all. We ought sit
down with the family and frankly analyze the past a
we now see it, being very careful not to criticihem.
Their defects may be glaring, but the chanceshette t
our own actions are partly responsible. So we clean
house with the family, asking each morning in megthn
that our Creator show us the way of patience,
tolerance, kindliness and love.

The spiritual life is not a theorWe have to live it.
Unless one’s family expresses a desire to live upon
spiritual principles we think we ought not to urge
them. We should not talk incessantly to them about
spiritual matters. They will change in time. Ouhheior
will convince them more than our words. We

must remember that ten or twenty years of drunkesmne
would make a skeptic out of anyone.

There may be some wrongs we can never fully right.
We don’t worry about them if we can honestly say to
ourselves that we would right them if we could.

Some people cannot be seen—we send them an honest
letter. And there may be a valid reason for postpment
in some cases. But we don't delay if it can be
avoided. We should be sensible, tactful, considerat
and humble without being servile or scraping. As
God'’s people we stand on our feet; we don’t crawl
before anyone.



If we are painstaking about this phase of our
development, we will be amazed before we are half
way through. We are going to know a new freedom
and a new happiness. We will not regret the past no
wish to shut the door on it. We will comprehend the
word serenity and we will know peace. No matter

how far down the scale we have gone, we will see ho
our experience can benefit others. That feeling

of uselessness and self-pity will disappear. Wé wil
lose interest in selfish things and gain interesiur
fellows. Self-seeking will slip away. Our wholeitattle
and outlook upon life will change. Fear of people

and of economic insecurity will leave us. We wiltuitively
know how to handle situations which used to

baffle us. We will suddenly realize that God isrdpi

for us what we could not do for ourselves.

Are these extravagant promises? We think not.

They are being fulfilled among us—sometimes quickly
sometimes slowly. They will always materialize i&w
work for them.

This thought brings us t8tep Tenwhich suggests

we continue to take personal inventory and continue
to set right any new mistakes as we go along. We
vigorously commenced this way of living as we
cleaned up the past. We have entered the world of
the Spirit. Our next function is to grow in understing
and effectiveness. This is not an overnight matter.

It should continue for our lifetime. Continue totala

for selfishness, dishonesty, resentment, and Y&aen
these crop up, we ask God at once to remove them.
We discuss them with someone immediately and make
amends quickly if we have harmed anyone. Then we
resolutely turn our thoughts to someone we can. help
Love and tolerance of others is our code.

And we have ceased fighting anything or anyone—
even alcohol. For by this time sanity will haveureied.
We will seldom be interested in liquor. If

tempted, we recoil from it as from a hot flame. We
react sanely and normally, and we will find thasth
has happened automatically. We will see that our ne
attitude toward liquor has been given us withoyt an
thought or effort on our part. It just comes! Thsat

the miracle of it. We are not fighting it, neitrere



we avoiding temptation. We feel as though we had
been placed in a position of neutrality—safe and
protected. We have not even sworn off. Instead, the
problem has been removed. It does not exist for us.
We are neither cocky nor are we afraid. That is our
experience. That is how we react so long as we keep
in fit spiritual condition.

It is easy to let up on the spiritual program di@c

and rest on our laurels. We are headed for tratible
we do, for alcohol is a subtle foe. We are not duk
alcoholism. What we really have is a daily reprieve
contingent on the maintenance of our spiritual dooa
Every day is a day when we must carry the

vision of God'’s will into all of our activities. “Bw

can | best serve Thee—Thy will (not mine) be ddne.’
These are thoughts which must go with us constantly
We can exercise our will power along this lineved
wish. It is the proper use of the will.

Much has already been said about receiving
strength, inspiration, and direction from Him who
has all knowledge and power. If we have carefully
followed directions, we have begun to sense the flo
of His Spirit into us. To some extent we have beeom
God-conscious. We have begun to develop this vital
sixth sense. But we must go further and that means
more action.

Step Elevesuggests prayer and meditation. We
shouldn’t be shy on this matter of prayer. Bettenm
than we are using it constantly. It works, if werda

the proper attitude and work at it. It would beyeas

to be vague about this matter. Yet, we believe ave c
make some definite and valuable suggestions.

When we retire at night, we constructively review
our day. Were we resentful, selfish, dishonest or
afraid? Do we owe an apology? Have we kept somgthin
to ourselves which should be discussed with
another person at once? Were we kind and loving
toward all? What could we have done better? Were
we thinking of ourselves most of the time? Or were
we thinking of what we could do for others, of

what we could pack into the stream of life? But we
must be careful not to drift into worry, remorse or
morbid reflection, for that would diminish our uskfess



to others. After making our review we ask God’s
forgiveness and inquire what corrective measures
should be taken.

On awakening let us think about the twenty-four
hours ahead. We consider our plans for the dayrBef
we begin, we ask God to direct our thinking,
especially asking that it be divorced from self¢pit
dishonest or self-seeking motives. Under theseitond
we can employ our mental faculties with assurance,
for after all God gave us brains to use. Our
thought-life will be placed on a much higher plane
when our thinking is cleared of wrong motives.

In thinking about our day we may face indecision.
We may not be able to determine which course to
take. Here we ask God for inspiration, an intuitive
thought or a decision. We relax and take it easy. W
don’t struggle. We are often surprised how thetrigh
answers come after we have tried this for a while.
What used to be the hunch or the occasional ingpira
gradually becomes a working part of the mind.

Being still inexperienced and having just made cons
contact with God, it is not probable that we are
going to be inspired at all times. We might pay for
this presumption in all sorts of absurd actions and
ideas. Nevertheless, we find that our thinking,will

as time passes, be more and more on the planspfation.
We come to rely upon it.

We usually conclude the period of meditation with

a prayer that we be shown all through the day what
our next step is to be, that we be given whateeer w
need to take care of such problems. We ask esfyecial
for freedom from self-will, and are careful to mai@
request for ourselves only. We may ask for oursglve
however, if others will be helped. We are careful
never to pray for our own selfish ends. Many of us
have wasted a lot of time doing that and it doesn’t
work. You can easily see why.

If circumstances warrant, we ask our wives or
friends to join us in morning meditation. If we beg

to a religious denomination which requires a dé&gini
morning devotion, we attend to that also. If notmbers
of religious bodies, we sometimes select and
memorize a few set prayers which emphasize the



principles we have been discussing. There are many
helpful books also. Suggestions about these may be
obtained from one’s priest, minister, or rabbi. Be
quick to see where religious people are right. Make
use of what they offer.

As we go through the day we pause, when agitated
or doubtful, and ask for the right thought or actio
We constantly remind ourselves we are no longer
running the show, humbly saying to ourselves many
times each day “Thy will be done.” We are then in
much less danger of excitement, fear, anger, worry,
self-pity, or foolish decisions. We become much enor
efficient. We do not tire so easily, for we are not
burning up energy foolishly as we did when we were
trying to arrange life to suit ourselves.

It works—it really does.

We alcoholics are undisciplined. So we let God
discipline us in the simple way we have just oettin
But this is not all. There is action and more attio
“Faith without works is dead.” The next chapter is
entirely devoted t&tep Twelve.



Chapter 7

WORKING WITH OTHERS

I ractical experience shows that nothing will

so much insure immunity from drinking as

intensive work with other alcoholics. It works when
other activities fail. This is ouwelfth suggestion:
Carry this message to other alcoholics! You cap hel
when no one else can. You can secure their cordeden
when others fail. Remember they are very ill.

Life will take on new meaning. To watch people
recover, to see them help others, to watch lonsdine
vanish, to see a fellowship grow up about you,aweeh
a host of friends—this is an experience you must no
miss. We know you will not want to miss it. Frequen
contact with newcomers and with each other

is the bright spot of our lives.

Perhaps you are not acquainted with any drinkers
who want to recover. You can easily find some by
asking a few doctors, ministers, priests or hokpita
They will be only too glad to assist you. Don'trsta
out as an evangelist or reformer. Unfortunatelgta |
of prejudice exists. You will be handicapped if you
arouse it. Ministers and doctors are competent and
you can learn much from them if you wish, but it
happens that because of your own drinking expegienc
you can be uniquely useful to other alcoholics. So
cooperate; never criticize. To be helpful is oullyon
aim.

When you discover a prospect for Alcoholics Anonysio
find out all you can about him. If he does not

want to stop drinking, don’t waste time trying terpuade
him. You may spoil a later opportunity. This

advice is given for his family also. They should be
patient, realizing they are dealing with a sicksper.

If there is any indication that he wants to stogyén

a good talk with the person most interested in him—
usually his wife. Get an idea of his behavior, grigblems,
his background, the seriousness of his condition,

and his religious leanings. You need this inforomati

to put yourself in his place, to see how you wdikd



him to approach you if the tables were turned.
Sometimes it is wise to wait till he goes on a bking
The family may object to this, but unless he iain
dangerous physical condition, it is better to risk
Don't deal with him when he is very drunk, unless h
is ugly and the family needs your help. Wait fcg th
end of the spree, or at least for a lucid interVakn

let his family or a friend ask him if he wants taitg

for good and if he would go to any extreme to do so
If he says yes, then his attention should be drtawn
you as a person who has recovered. You should be
described to him as one of a fellowship who, as par
of their own recovery, try to help others and wht w
be glad to talk to him if he cares to see you.

If he does not want to see you, never force yotirsel
upon him. Neither should the family hysterically
plead with him to do anything, nor should they tell
him much about you. They should wait for the end
of his next drinking bout. You might place this koo
where he can see it in the interval. Here no sjgecif
rule can be given. The family must decide these
things. But urge them not to be over-anxious, fat t
might spoil matters.

Usually the family should not try to tell your syor
When possible, avoid meeting a man through his
family. Approach through a doctor or an institution
is a better bet. If your man needs hospitalizatien,
should have it, but not forcibly unless he is vitle
Let the doctor, if he will, tell him he has someidi
in the way of a solution.

When your man is better, the doctor might suggest
a visit from you. Though you have talked with the
family, leave them out of the first discussion. E@nd
these conditions your prospect will see he is under
pressure. He will feel he can deal with you without
being nagged by his family. Call on him while he is
still jittery. He may be more receptive when depegs
See your man alone, if possible. At first engage in
general conversation. After a while, turn the talk
some phase of drinking. Tell him enough about your
drinking habits, symptoms, and experiences to amggu
him to speak of himself. If he wishes to talk, let

him do so. You will thus get a better idea of hawy



ought to proceed. If he is not communicative, give
him a sketch of your drinking career up to the time
you quit. But say nothing, for the moment, of how
that was accomplished. If he is in a serious mood
dwell on the troubles liquor has caused you, being
careful not to moralize or lecture. If his moodight,
tell him humorous stories of your escapades. Get hi
to tell some of his.

When he sees you know all about the drinking

game, commence to describe yourself as an alcoholic
Tell him how baffled you were, how you finally
learned that you were sick. Give him an account of
the struggles you made to stop. Show him the mental
twist which leads to the first drink of a spree. We
suggest you do this as we have done it in the ehapt
on alcoholism. If he is alcoholic, he will understa

you at once. He will match your mental inconsisiesc
with some of his own.

If you are satisfied that he is a real alcoholegih

to dwell on the hopeless feature of the maladywsSho
him, from your own experience, how the queer mental
condition surrounding that first drink prevents met
functioning of the will power. Don't, at this stage
refer to this book, unless he has seen it and wighe
discuss it. And be careful not to brand him as an
alcoholic. Let him draw his own conclusion. If he
sticks to the idea that he can still control hisking,
tell him that possibly he can—if he is not too &lobc.
But insist that if he is severely afflicted, thenay be
little chance he can recover by himself.

Continue to speak of alcoholism as an illnessta fa
malady. Talk about the conditions of body and mind
which accompany it. Keep his attention focussed
mainly on your personal experience. Explain thathyna
are doomed who never realize their predicament.
Doctors are rightly loath to tell alcoholic patisihe
whole story unless it will serve some good purpose.
But you may talk to him about the hopelessness of
alcoholism because you offer a solution. You will
soon have your friend admitting he has many, if not
all, of the traits of the alcoholic. If his own doc

is willing to tell him that he is alcoholic, so nfuthe
better. Even though your protégé may not haveosrING



tirely admitted his condition, he has become very
curious to know how you got well. Let him ask you
that question, if he willTell him exactly what happened
to you.Stress the spiritual feature freely. If

the man be agnostic or atheist, make it emphasic th
he does not have to agree with your conception of
God.He can choose any conception he likes, provided
it makes sense to hinihe main thing is that he be
willing to believe in a Power greater than himszatid

that he live by spiritual principles.

When dealing with such a person, you had better
use everyday language to describe spiritual priesip
There is no use arousing any prejudice he may have
against certain theological terms and conceptions
about which he may already be confused. Don't
raise such issues, no matter what your own comwisti
are.

Your prospect may belong to a religious denomimatio
His religious education and training may be far
superior to yours. In that case he is going to veond
how you can add anything to what he already knows.
But he will be curious to learn why his own conioats
have not worked and why yours seem to work so well.
He may be an example of the truth that faith aisne
insufficient. To be vital, faith must be accompahie

by self sacrifice and unselfish, constructive acticet
him see that you are not there to instruct hinmeligion.
Admit that he probably knows more about it

than you do, but call to his attention the fact tha
however deep his faith and knowledge, he could not
have applied it or he would not drink. Perhaps your
story will help him see where he has failed to pcac
the very precepts he knows so well. We represent no
particular faith or denomination. We are dealingyon
with general principles common to most denomination
Outline the program of action, explaining how you
made a self-appraisal, how you straightened out you
past and why you are now endeavoring to be helpful
to him. It is important for him to realize that you
attempt to pass this on to him plays a vital part i

your own recovery. Actually, he may be helping you
more than you are helping him. Make it plain he is
under no obligation to you, that you hope only that
he will try to help other alcoholics when he esspe



his own difficulties. Suggest how important it It

he place the welfare of other people ahead of\wis 0
Make it clear that he is not under pressure, that h
needn’t see you again if he doesn’t want to. You
should not be offended if he wants to call it &df,

he has helped you more than you have helped him.
If your talk has been sane, quiet and full of human
understanding, you have perhaps made a friend.
Maybe you have disturbed him about the question of
alcoholism. This is all to the good. The more hepsl
he feels, the better. He will be more likely to

follow your suggestions.

Your candidate may give reasons why he need not
follow all of the program. He may rebel at the thbu
of a drastic housecleaning which requires discussio
with other people. Do not contradict such viewd| Te
him you once felt as he does, but you doubt whether
you would have made much progress had you not
taken action. On your first visit tell him abougth
Fellowship of Alcoholics Anonymous. If he shows
interest, lend him your copy of this book.

Unless your friend wants to talk further about heifis
do not wear out your welcome. Give him a

chance to think it over. If you do stay, let hiraest

the conversation in any direction he likes. Sometim
a new man is anxious to proceed at once, and ygu ma
be tempted to let him do so. This is sometimessdake.
If he has trouble later, he is likely to say you

rushed him. You will be most successful with aldadso
if you do not exhibit any passion for crusade or
reform. Never talk down to an alcoholic from any
moral or spiritual hilltop; simply lay out the lof
spiritual tools for his inspection. Show him hoveyh
worked with you. Offer him friendship and fellowphi
Tell him that if he wants to get well you will do
anything to help.

If he is not interested in your solution, if he exfs
you to act only as a banker for his financial diffties
or a nurse for his sprees, you may have to drop him
until he changes his mind. This he may do after he
gets hurt some more.

If he is sincerely interested and wants to see you



again, ask him to read this book in the intervdteA
doing that, he must decide for himself whether he
wants to go on. He should not be pushed or prodded
by you, his wife, or his friends. If he is to fi&bd,

the desire must come from within.

If he thinks he can do the job in some other way, o
prefers some other spiritual approach, encourage hi
to follow his own conscience. We have no monopoly
on God; we merely have an approach that worked
with us. But point out that we alcoholics have much
in common and that you would like, in any case, to
be friendly. Let it go at that.

Do not be discouraged if your prospect does ngiones
at once. Search out another alcoholic and try

again. You are sure to find someone desperate énoug
to accept with eagerness what you offer. We firad it
waste of time to keep chasing a man who cannot or
will not work with you. If you leave such a person
alone, he may soon become convinced that he cannot
recover by himself. To spend too much time on any
one situation is to deny some other alcoholic grodpinity
to live and be happy. One of our Fellowship

failed entirely with his first half dozen prospedtte

often says that if he had continued to work on them
he might have deprived many others, who have since
recovered, of their chance.

Suppose now you are making your second visit to a
man. He has read this volume and says he is pipare
to go through with the Twelve Steps of the progdm
recovery. Having had the experience yourself, you
can give him much practical advice. Let him know
you are available if he wishes to make a decisiah a
tell his story, but do not insist upon it if he fanes to
consult someone else.

He may be broke and homeless. If he is, you might
try to help him about getting a job, or give hirlitée
financial assistance. But you should not depriveryo
family or creditors of money they should have. Regh
you will want to take the man into your home for

a few days. But be sure you use discretion. Baicert
he will be welcomed by your family, and that he is
not trying to impose upon you for money, connedjon



or shelter. Permit that and you only harm him. You
will be making it possible for him to be insincere.
You may be aiding in his destruction rather thamn hi
recovery.

Never avoid these responsibilities, but be sure you
are doing the right thing if you assume them. Hejpi
others is the foundation stone of your recovery. A
kindly act once in a while isn’t enough. You hawge t
act the Good Samatritan every day, if need be. yt ma
mean the loss of many nights’ sleep, great interfes
with your pleasures, interruptions to your businéss
may mean sharing your money and your home, coungseli
frantic wives and relatives, innumerable trips

to police courts, sanitariums, hospitals, jails and
asylums. Your telephone may jangle at any time of
the day or night. Your wife may sometimes say she
is neglected. A drunk may smash the furniture iaryo
home, or burn a mattress. You may have to fight wit
him if he is violent. Sometimes you will have tdlca

a doctor and administer sedatives under his daecti
Another time you may have to send for the police or
an ambulance. Occasionally you will have to meet
such conditions.

We seldom allow an alcoholic to live in our homes
for long at a time. It is not good for him, anddmetimes
creates serious complications in a family.

Though an alcoholic does not respond, there is no
reason why you should neglect his family. You sHoul
continue to be friendly to them. The family shobkl
offered your way of life. Should they accept and
practice spiritual principles, there is a much drett
chance that the head of the family will recoverdAn
even though he continues to drink, the family Wit
life more bearable.

For the type of alcoholic who is able and willimg t

get well, little charity, in the ordinary sensetlo@

word, is needed or wanted. The men who cry for
money and shelter before conquering alcohol, are on
the wrong track. Yet we do go to great extremes to
provide each other with these very things, wheinsuc
action is warranted. This may seem inconsisterit, bu
we think it is not.



It is not the matter of giving that is in questidoit

when and how to give. That often makes the diffeeen
between failure and success. The minute we put

our work on a service plane, the alcoholic commence
to rely upon our assistance rather than upon Ged. H
clamors for this or that, claiming he cannot master
alcohol until his material needs are cared for. démse.
Some of us have taken very hard knocks to

learn this truth: Job or no job—wife or no wife—we
simply do not stop drinking so long as we placeethelence
upon other people ahead of dependence on

God.

Burn the idea into the consciousness of every man
that he can get well regardless of anyone. The only
condition is that he trust in God and clean house.
Now, the domestic problem: There may be divorce,
separation, or just strained relations. When yoospect
has made such reparation as he can to his family,
and has thoroughly explained to them the new prlasi
by which he is living, he should proceed to put

those principles into action at home. That is gifii
lucky enough to have a home. Though his familytbe a
fault in many respects, he should not be concerned
about that. He should concentrate on his own spirit
demonstration. Argument and fault-finding are to

be avoided like the plague. In many homes this is a
difficult thing to do, but it must be done if argsults
are to be expected. If persisted in for a few mgnth
the effect on a man’s family is sure to be greae T
most incompatible people discover they have a basis
upon which they can meet. Little by little the fémi
may see their own defects and admit them. These can
then be discussed in an atmosphere of helpfulmess a
friendliness.

After they have seen tangible results, the family w
perhaps want to go along. These things will come

to pass naturally and in good time provided, howeve
the alcoholic continues to demonstrate that hebean
sober, considerate, and helpful, regardless of what
anyone says or does. Of course, we all fall mudbvbe
this standard many times. But we must try to

repair the damage immediately lest we pay the penal
by a spree.



If there be divorce or separation, there shouldde
undue haste for the couple to get together. The man
should be sure of his recovery. The wife shoultyful
understand his new way of life. If their old retatship
is to be resumed it must be on a better basis,

since the former did not work. This means a new
attitude and spirit all around. Sometimes it ishi®

best interests of all concerned that a couple nemai
apart. Obviously, no rule can be laid down. Let the
alcoholic continue his program day by day. When the
time for living together has come, it will be apgair

to both parties.

Let no alcoholic say he cannot recover unless Be ha
his family back. This just isn’t so. In some cades
wife will never come back for one reason or anather
Remind the prospect that his recovery is not dep@nl
dent upon people. It is dependent upon his relshign
with God. We have seen men get well whose
families have not returned at all. We have seearsth
slip when the family came back too soon.

Both you and the new man must walk day by day in
the path of spiritual progress. If you persist, agkable
things will happen. When we look back, we

realize that the things which came to us when we pu
ourselves in God’s hands were better than anything
we could have planned. Follow the dictates of a
Higher Power and you will presently live in a new
and wonderful world, no matter what your present
circumstances!

When working with a man and his family, you

should take care not to participate in their quarre
You may spoil your chance of being helpful if you d
But urge upon a man’s family that he has beenw ver
sick person and should be treated accordingly. You
should warn against arousing resentment or jealousy
You should point out that his defects of charaater
not going to disappear over night. Show them that
he has entered upon a period of growth. Ask them to
remember, when they are impatient, the blessed fact
of his sobriety.

If you have been successful in solving your own
domestic problems, tell the newcomer’s family how
that was accomplished. In this way you can set them



on the right track without becoming critical of the
The story of how you and your wife settled your
difficulties is worth any amount of criticism.
Assuming we are spiritually fit, we can do all sort

of things alcoholics are not supposed to do. People
have said we must not go where liquor is served; we
must not have it in our homes; we must shun friends
who drink; we must avoid moving pictures which
show drinking scenes; we must not go into bars; our
friends must hide their bottles if we go to thedukes;
we mustn’t think or be reminded about alcohol &t al
Our experience shows that this is not necessarily s
We meet these conditions every day. An alcoholic
who cannot meet them, still has an alcoholic mind;
there is something the matter with his spirituatuss.
His only chance for sobriety would be some plake li
the Greenland Ice Cap, and even there an Eskimo
might turn up with a bottle of scotch and ruin gtieing!
Ask any woman who has sent her husband to
distant places on the theory he would escape the
alcohol problem.

In our belief any scheme of combating alcoholism
which proposes to shield the sick man from temgtati
is doomed to failure. If the alcoholic tries toedhi
himself he may succeed for a time, but he usually
winds up with a bigger explosion than ever. We have
tried these methods. These attempts to do the silges
have always failed.

So our rule is not to avoid a place where there is
drinking, if we have a legitimate reason for being
there.That includes bars, nightclubs, dances, receptions,
weddings, even plain ordinary whoopee parties.

To a person who has had experience with an alagholi
this may seem like tempting Providence, but ittisn’
You will note that we made an important qualifioati
Therefore, ask yourself on each occasion, “Have

| any good social, business, or personal reasogding
to this place? Or am | expecting to steal a little
vicarious pleasure from the atmosphere of such
places?” If you answer these questions satisfagtori
you need have no apprehension. Go or stay away,
whichever seems best. But be sure you are on solid
spiritual ground before you start and that youriveot

in going is thoroughly good. Do not think of what



you will get out of the occasion. Think of what you
can bring to it. But if you are shaky, you had éett
work with another alcoholic instead!

Why sit with a long face in places where there is
drinking, sighing about the good old days. If ikis
happy occasion, try to increase the pleasure setho
there; if a business occasion, go and attend to you
business enthusiastically. If you are with a persbo
wants to eat in a bar, by all means go along. baty
friends know they are not to change their habits on
your account. At a proper time and place explain to
all your friends why alcohol disagrees with you. If
you do this thoroughly, few people will ask you to
drink. While you were drinking, you were withdrawin
from life little by little. Now you are getting bkc

into the social life of this world. Don’t start withdraw
again just because your friends drink liquor.

Your job now is to be at the place where you may be
of maximum helpfulness to others, so never hesitate
go anywhere if you can be helpful. You should not
hesitate to visit the most sordid spot on eartsurh

an errand. Keep on the firing line of life with see
motives and God will keep you unharmed.

Many of us keep liquor in our homes. We often

need it to carry green recruits through a sevengdazer.
Some of us still serve it to our friends provided

they are not alcoholic. But some of us think weustio
not serve liquor to anyone. We never argue thiSWoRKING
tion. We feel that each family, in the light of the

own circumstances, ought to decide for themselves.
We are careful never to show intolerance or hatred
of drinking as an institution. Experience showsg tha
such an attitude is not helpful to anyone. Every ne
alcoholic looks for this spirit among us and is iemeely
relieved when he finds we are not witchburners.

A spirit of intolerance might repel alcoholics

whose lives could have been saved, had it not fagen
such stupidity. We would not even do the cause of
temperate drinking any good, for not one drinker in

a thousand likes to be told anything about alcdliyol
one who hates it.

Some day we hope that Alcoholics Anonymous will
help the public to a better realization of the gsav



of the alcoholic problem, but we shall be of littige
if our attitude is one of bitterness or hostiliBrinkers
will not stand for it.

After all, our problems were of our own making.
Bottles were only a symbol. Besides, we have stbbppe
fighting anybody or anything. We have to!



Chapter 8

TO WIVES*

W ith few exceptions, our book thus far has

spoken of men. But what we have said applies

quite as much to women. Our activities in behalf of
women who drink are on the increase. There is every
evidence that women regain their health as readily
men if they try our suggestions.

But for every man who drinks others are involved—
the wife who trembles in fear of the next debadubh;
mother and father who see their son wasting away.
Among us are wives, relatives and friends whose
problem has been solved, as well as some who have
not yet found a happy solution. We want the wives o
Alcoholics Anonymous to address the wives of men
who drink too much. What they say will apply to
nearly everyone bound by ties of blood or affection
an alcoholic.

As wives of Alcoholics Anonymous, we would like

you to feel that we understand as perhaps few can.
We want to analyze mistakes we have made. We want
to leave you with the feeling that no situatiomas
difficult and no unhappiness too great to be ova®o
We have traveled a rocky road, there is no mistake
about that. We have had long rendezvous with hurt
pride, frustration, self-pity, misunderstanding deal.
These are not pleasant companions. We have been

* Written in 1939, when there were few women in A#is chapter

assumes that the alcoholic in the home is likelyedhe husband. But

many of the suggestions given here may be adapteelp the person

who lives with a woman alcoholic—whether she i @tinking or is recovering
in A.A. A further source of help is noted on pagd 1

driven to maudlin sympathy, to bitter resentment.
Some of us veered from extreme to extreme, ever
hoping that one day our loved ones would be therasel
once more.

Our loyalty and the desire that our husbands hold
up their heads and be like other men have begotten
all sorts of predicaments. We have been unselfish a



self-sacrificing. We have told innumerable lies to
protect our pride and our husbands’ reputations. We
have prayed, we have begged, we have been patient.
We have struck out viciously. We have run away. We
have been hysterical. We have been terror stricken.
We have sought sympathy. We have had retaliatory
love affairs with other men.

Our homes have been battle-grounds many an
evening. In the morning we have kissed and made up.
Our friends have counseled chucking the men and we
have done so with finality, only to be back intdéi

while hoping, always hoping. Our men have sworn
great solemn oaths that they were through drinking
forever. We have believed them when no one else
could or would. Then, in days, weeks, or months, a
fresh outburst.

We seldom had friends at our homes, never knowing
how or when the men of the house would appear.
We could make few social engagements. We came to
live almost alone. When we were invited out, our
husbands sneaked so many drinks that they spoiled
the occasion. If, on the other hand, they took ingth
their self-pity made them killjoys.

There was never financial security. Positions were
always in jeopardy or gone. An armored car could

not have brought the pay envelopes home. The
checking account melted like snow in June.

Sometimes there were other women. How heartbreaking
was this discovery; how cruel to be told they

understood our men as we did not!

The bill collectors, the sheriffs, the angry taxi

drivers, the policemen, the bums, the pals, and eve

the ladies they sometimes brought home—our husbands
thought we were so inhospitable. “Joykiller,

nag, wet blanket”—that’s what they said. Next day

they would be themselves again and we would forgive
and try to forget.

We have tried to hold the love of our children for
their father. We have told small tots that fathasw
sick, which was much nearer the truth than we
realized. They struck the children, kicked out door



panels, smashed treasured crockery, and ripped the
keys out of pianos. In the midst of such pandenmaniu
they may have rushed out threatening to live with t
other woman forever. In desperation, we have even
got tight ourselves—the drunk to end all drunkse Th
unexpected result was that our husbands seemed to
like it.

Perhaps at this point we got a divorce and took the
children home to father and mother. Then we were
severely criticized by our husband’s parents faedion.
Usually we did not leave. We stayed on and on.

We finally sought employment ourselves as destituti
faced us and our families.

We began to ask medical advice as the sprees got
closer together. The alarming physical and mental
symptoms, the deepening pall of remorse, depression
and inferiority that settled down on our loved cres
these things terrified and distracted us. As arsroal
a treadmill, we have patiently and wearily climbed,
falling back in exhaustion after each futile efftrt
reach solid ground. Most of us have entered tred fin
stage with its commitment to health resorts, sanitas,
hospitals, and jails. Sometimes there were
screaming delirium and insanity. Death was often
near.

Under these conditions we naturally made mistakes.
Some of them rose out of ignorance of alcoholism.
Sometimes we sensed dimly that we were dealing with
sick men. Had we fully understood the nature of the
alcoholic iliness, we might have behaved diffenentl
How could men who loved their wives and children
be so unthinking, so callous, so cruel? There cbald
no love in such persons, we thought. And just as we
were being convinced of their heartlessness, they
would surprise us with fresh resolves and new ttes.
For a while they would be their old sweet

selves, only to dash the new structure of affedimon
pieces once more. Asked why they commenced to
drink again, they would reply with some silly exeus
or none. It was so baffling, so heartbreaking. @Goul
we have been so mistaken in the men we married?
When drinking, they were strangers. Sometimes they
were so inaccessible that it seemed as thougheh gre



wall had been built around them.

And even if they did not love their families, how
could they be so blind about themselves? What had
become of their judgment, their common sense, their
will power? Why could they not see that drink meant
ruin to them? Why was it, when these dangers were
pointed out that they agreed, and then got drunk
again immediately?

These are some of the questions which race through
the mind of every woman who has an alcoholic hudban
We hope this book has answered some of them.
Perhaps your husband has been living in that strang
world of alcoholism where everything is distortettia
exaggerated. You can see that he really does love
you with his better self. Of course, there is sach

thing as incompatibility, but in nearly every insta

the alcoholic only seems to be unloving and incdersite;
it is usually because he is warped and sickened

that he says and does these appalling things.

Today most of our men are better husbands and
fathers than ever before.

Try not to condemn your alcoholic husband no
matter what he says or does. He is just anothgr ver
sick, unreasonable person. Treat him, when you can,
as though he had pneumonia. When he angers you,
remember that he is very ill.

There is an important exception to the foregoing.
We realize some men are thoroughly bad-intentioned,
that no amount of patience will make any difference
An alcoholic of this temperament may be quick te us
this chapter as a club over your head. Don't Iet hi
get away with it. If you are positive he is onelas

type you may feel you had better leave. Is it right

let him ruin your life and the lives of your chi&r?
Especially when he has before him a way to stop his
drinking and abuse if he really wants to pay theer
The problem with which you struggle usually falls
within one of four categories:

One:Your husband may be only a heavy drinker.
His drinking may be constant or it may be heavyonl
on certain occasions. Perhaps he spends too much



money for liquor. It may be slowing him up mentally
and physically, but he does not see it. Sometirees h
is a source of embarrassment to you and his friends
He is positive he can handle his liquor, that gslo
him no harm, that drinking is necessary in his hess.
He would probably be insulted if he were called an
alcoholic. This world is full of people like himoge
will moderate or stop altogether, and some will not
Of those who keep on, a good number will become
true alcoholics after a while.

Two: Your husband is showing lack of control, for

he is unable to stay on the water wagon even when h
wants to. He often gets entirely out of hand when
drinking. He admits this is true, but is positihat he
will do better. He has begun to try, with or withou
your cooperation, various means of moderating or
staying dry. Maybe he is beginning to lose hisnfuie
His business may suffer somewhat. He is worried at
times, and is becoming aware that he cannot drink
like other people. He sometimes drinks in the nragni
and through the day also, to hold his nervousness

in check. He is remorseful after serious drinking
bouts and tells you he wants to stop. But when he
gets over the spree, he begins to think once mmse h
he can drink moderately next time. We think this
person is in danger. These are the earmarks @il a re
alcoholic. Perhaps he can still tend to businegsly fa
well. He has by no means ruined everything. As we
say among ourselve$je wants to want to stop.”
Three:This husband has gone much further than
husband number two. Though once like number two
he became worse. His friends have slipped away, his
home is a near-wreck and he cannot hold a position.
Maybe the doctor has been called in, and the weary
round of sanitariums and hospitals has begun. IHetad
he cannot drink like other people, but does not

see why. He clings to the notion that he will yadf

a way to do so. He may have come to the point where
he desperately wants to stop but cannot. His ce&septs
additional questions which we shall try to answer

for you. You can be quite hopeful of a situatideeli

this.

Four: You may have a husband of whom you completely
despair. He has been placed in one institution



after another. He is violent, or appears definitebane
when drunk. Sometimes he drinks on the way

home from the hospital. Perhaps he has had delirium
tremens. Doctors may shake their heads and advise
you to have him committed. Maybe you have already
been obliged to put him away. This picture may not
be as dark as it looks. Many of our husbands were
just as far gone. Yet they got well.

Let’s now go back to husband number one. Oddly
enough, he is often difficult to deal with. He eygo
drinking. It stirs his imagination. His friends fee
closer over a highball. Perhaps you enjoy drinking
with him yourself when he doesn’t go too far. You
have passed happy evenings together chatting and
drinking before your fire. Perhaps you both like
parties which would be dull without liquor. We have
enjoyed such evenings ourselves; we had a good time
We know all about liquor as a social lubricant. 8gm
but not all of us, think it has its advantages when
reasonably used.

The first principle of success is that you should
never be angry. Even though your husband becomes
unbearable and you have to leave him temporarily,
you should, if you can, go without rancor. Patience
and good temper are most necessatry.

Our next thought is that you should never tell him
what he must do about his drinking. If he gets the
idea that you are a nag or a killjoy, your chanice o
accomplishing anything useful may be zero. He will
use that as an excuse to drink more. He will t@ll y

he is misunderstood. This may lead to lonely evgin
for you. He may seek someone else to console him—
not always another man.

Be determined that your husband’s drinking is not
going to spoil your relations with your childrenyaur
friends. They need your companionship and your
help. It is possible to have a full and useful,life

though your husband continues to drink. We know
women who are unafraid, even happy under these
conditions. Do not set your heart on reforming your
husband. You may be unable to do so, no matter how
hard you try.



We know these suggestions are sometimes difficult

to follow, but you will save many a heartbreakaty

can succeed in observing them. Your husband may
come to appreciate your reasonableness and patience
This may lay the groundwork for a friendly talk

about his alcoholic problem. Try to have him bring

up the subject himself. Be sure you are not ctitica
during such a discussion. Attempt instead, to put
yourself in his place. Let him see that you wartté¢o
helpful rather than critical.

When a discussion does arise, you might suggest he
read this book or at least the chapter on alcamolis
Tell him you have been worried, though perhaps lessty.
You think he ought to know the subject better,

as everyone should have a clear understandinggof th
risk he takes if he drinks too much. Show him you
have confidence in his power to stop or moderate.
Say you do not want to be a wet blanket; that yay o
want him to take care of his health. Thus you may
succeed in interesting him in alcoholism.

He probably has several alcoholics among his own
acquaintances. You might suggest that you both take
an interest in them. Drinkers like to help othenkiers.
Your husband may be willing to talk to one of

them.

If this kind of approach does not catch your hustsn
interest, it may be best to drop the subject, but

after a friendly talk your husband will usually nes

the topic himself. This may take patient waitingt b

it will be worth it. Meanwhile you might try to hel

the wife of another serious drinker. If you act npo
these principles, your husband may stop or moderate
Suppose, however, that your husband fits the gwsami
of number two. The same principles which

apply to husband number one should be practiced.
But after his next binge, ask him if he would reall
like to get over drinking for good. Do not ask that

do it for you or anyone else. Just wouldlike to?

The chances are he would. Show him your copy of
this book and tell him what you have found out @bou
alcoholism. Show him that as alcoholics, the wsiter
of the book understand. Tell him some of the irgtng
stories you have read. If you think he will be shy



of a spiritual remedy, ask him to look at the cleajpin
alcoholism. Then perhaps he will be interested ghou
to continue.

If he is enthusiastic your cooperation will mean a
great deal. If he is lukewarm or thinks he is not a
alcoholic, we suggest you leave him alone. Avoging
him to follow our program. The seed has been
planted in his mind. He knows that thousands of
men, much like himself, have recovered. But dogrhind
him of this after he has been drinking, for he

may be angry. Sooner or later, you are likely tal fi
him reading the book once more. Wait until repeated
stumbling convinces him he must act, for the more
you hurry him the longer his recovery may be dedaye
If you have a number three husband, you may be in
luck. Being certain he wants to stop, you can go to
him with this volume as joyfully as though you had
struck oil. He may not share your enthusiasm, but h
is practically sure to read the book and he mafpgo
the program at once. If he does not, you will ptipa
not have long to wait. Again, you should not crowd
him. Let him decide for himself. Cheerfully see him
through more sprees. Talk about his condition i3 th
book only when he raises the issue. In some cases i
may be better to let someone outside the familgge
the book. They can urge action without arousing
hostility. If your husband is otherwise a normaliindual,
your chances are good at this stage.

You would suppose that men in the fourth clasdifca
would be quite hopeless, but that is not so.

Many of Alcoholics Anonymous were like that. Eveody
had given them up. Defeat seemed certain. Yet

often such men had spectacular and powerful remscer
There are exceptions. Some men have been so idpaire
by alcohol that they cannot stop. Sometimes

there are cases where alcoholism is complicated by
other disorders. A good doctor or psychiatrist din

you whether these complications are serious. In any
event, try to have your husband read this book. His
reaction may be one of enthusiasm. If he is already
committed to an institution, but can convince yod a
your doctor that he means business, give him acghan
to try our method, unless the doctor thinks his talen
condition too abnormal or dangerous. We make this



recommendation with some confidence. For years we
have been working with alcoholics committed toitnsibns.
Since this book was first published, A.A.

has released thousands of alcoholics from asylunais a
hospitals of every kind. The majority have neveunmaed.
The power of God goes deep!

You may have the reverse situation on your hands.
Perhaps you have a husband who is at large, but who
should be committed. Some men cannot or will not

get over alcoholism. When they become too dangerous
we think the kind thing is to lock them up, but of
course a good doctor should always be consultegl. Th
wives and children of such men suffer horribly, but

not more than the men themselves.

But sometimes you must start life anew. We know
women who have done it. If such women adopt a
spiritual way of life their road will be smoother.

If your husband is a drinker, you probably worry
over what other people are thinking and you hate to
meet your friends. You draw more and more into
yourself and you think everyone is talking aboutditons
at your home. You avoid the subject of driak

ing, even with your own parents. You do not know
what to tell the children. When your husband is,bad
you become a trembling recluse, wishing the telapho
had never been invented.

We find that most of this embarrassment is unnecgss
While you need not discuss your husband at

length, you can quietly let your friends know tragure
of his illness. But you must be on guard not to
embarrass or harm your husband.

When you have carefully explained to such people
that he is a sick person, you will have createdwa n
atmosphere. Barriers which have sprung up between
you and your friends will disappear with the growth
of sympathetic understanding. You will no longer be
self-conscious or feel that you must apologize as
though your husband were a weak character. He may
be anything but that. Your new courage, good nature
and lack of self-consciousness will do wondersytar
socially.

The same principle applies in dealing with theditih.



Unless they actually need protection from their
father, it is best not to take sides in any argurhen
has with them while drinking. Use your energies to
promote a better understanding all around. Then tha
terrible tension which grips the home of every fpeab
drinker will be lessened.

Frequently, you have felt obliged to tell your hast)’s
employer and his friends that he was sick, when

as a matter of fact he was tight. Avoid answerimesé
inquiries as much as you can. Whenever possitile, le
your husband explain. Your desire to protect him
should not cause you to lie to people when theghav
a right to know where he is and what he is doingl1D6
cuss this with him when he is sober and in goodtspi
Ask him what you should do if he places you in such
a position again. But be careful not to be reséntfu
about the last time he did so.

There is another paralyzing fear. You may be afraid
your husband will lose his position; you are thingki

of the disgrace and hard times which will befaliyo
and the children. This experience may come to you.
Or you may already have had it several times. $houl
it happen again, regard it in a different light.yYa

it will prove a blessing! It may convince your hasiol
he wants to stop drinking forever. And now you know
that he can stop if he will! Time after time, thigparent
calamity has been a boon to us, for it opened

up a path which led to the discovery of God.

We have elsewhere remarked how much better life
is when lived on a spiritual plane. If God can salke
age-old riddle of alcoholism, He can solve yourtyems
too. We wives found that, like everybody else,

we were afflicted with pride, self-pity, vanity aad

the things which go to make up the self-centeredqre
and we were not above selfishness or dishonesty.
As our husbands began to apply spiritual principles
their lives, we began to see the desirability adhdso
too.

At first, some of us did not believe we needed this
help. We thought, on the whole, we were pretty good
women, capable of being nicer if our husbands €tdpp
drinking. But it was a silly idea that we were @aod



to need God. Now we try to put spiritual principles
to work in every department of our lives. When we
do that, we find it solves our problems too; theweng
lack of fear, worry and hurt feelings is a wonderfu
thing. We urge you to try our program, for nothing
will be so helpful to your husband as the radically
changed attitude toward him which God will show
you how to have. Go along with your husband if you
possibly can.

If you and your husband find a solution for the
pressing problem of drink you are, of course, gading
be very happy. But all problems will not be sohad
once. Seed has started to sprout in a new soil, but
growth has only begun. In spite of your new-found
happiness, there will be ups and downs. Many of the
old problems will still be with you. This is assihould
be.

The faith and sincerity of both you and your hugban
will be put to the test. These work-outs should

be regarded as part of your education, for thus you
will be learning to live. You will make mistakeqtb

if you are in earnest they will not drag you dowrstead,
you will capitalize them. A better way of life

will emerge when they are overcome.

Some of the snags you will encounter are irritgtion
hurt feelings and resentments. Your husband will
sometimes be unreasonable and you will want t@izet
Starting from a speck on the domestic horizon,

great thunderclouds of dispute may gather. These
family dissensions are very dangerous, especmlly t
your husband. Often you must carry the burden of
avoiding them or keeping them under control. Never
forget that resentment is a deadly hazard to arhal.
We do not mean that you have to agree with

your husband whenever there is an honest difference
of opinion. Just be careful not to disagree inszin¢ful
or critical spirit.

You and your husband will find that you can dispose
of serious problems easier than you can the trivial
ones. Next time you and he have a heated discyssion
no matter what the subject, it should be the @gel

of either to smile and say, “This is getting sesiolm



sorry | got disturbed. Let’s talk about it latelf.”
your husband is trying to live on a spiritual bakis
will also be doing everything in his power to avoid
disagreement or contention.

Your husband knows he owes you more than sobriety.
He wants to make good. Yet you must not expect

too much. His ways of thinking and doing are the
habits of years. Patience, tolerance, understanding
and love are the watchwords. Show him these things
in yourself and they will be reflected back to yoam

him. Live and let live is the rule. If you both sha
willingness to remedy your own defects, there hl

little need to criticize each other.

We women carry with us a picture of the ideal man,
the sort of chap we would like our husbands tdtbe.
is the most natural thing in the world, once higibr
problem is solved, to feel that he will now measupe
to that cherished vision. The chances are he will n
for, like yourself, he is just beginning his deyairent.
Be patient.

Another feeling we are very likely to entertairorse

of resentment that love and loyalty could not cure
husbands of alcoholism. We do not like the thought
that the contents of a book or the work of another
alcoholic has accomplished in a few weeks that for
which we struggled for years. At such moments we
forget that alcoholism is an illness over which cesaild
not possibly have had any power. Your husband will
be the first to say it was your devotion and calnéctv
brought him to the point where he could have atsjpir
experience. Without you he would have gone to
pieces long ago. When resentful thoughts comeotry
pause and count your blessings. After all, yourifam
is reunited, alcohol is no longer a problem and you
and your husband are working together toward ameamded-
of future.

Still another difficulty is that you may become

jealous of the attention he bestows on other people
especially alcoholics. You have been starving fer h
companionship, yet he spends long hours helpingroth
men and their families. You feel he should now be
yours. The fact is that he should work with otheople



to maintain his own sobriety. Sometimes he will

be so interested that he becomes really neglectful.
Your house is filled with strangers. You may né&eli
some of them. He gets stirred up about their tresbl
but not at all about yours. It will do little godidyou
point that out and urge more attention for yourself
We find it a real mistake to dampen his enthusifmm
alcoholic work. You should join in his efforts asiom
as you possibly can. We suggest that you direcesom
of your thought to the wives of his new alcoholic
friends. They need the counsel and love of a woman
who has gone through what you have.

It is probably true that you and your husband have
been living too much alone, for drinking many times
isolates the wife of an alcoholic. Therefore, yookably
need fresh interests and a great cause to live for
as much as your husband. If you cooperate, rather
than complain, you will find that his excess entasis
will tone down. Both of you will awaken to a new
sense of responsibility for others. You, as wel@asr
husband, ought to think of what you can put inte li
instead of how much you can take out. Inevitably
your lives will be fuller for doing so. You will ke the
old life to find one much better.

Perhaps your husband will make a fair start on the
new basis, but just as things are going beautifudly
dismays you by coming home drunk. If you are saiisf
he really wants to get over drinking, you need not
be alarmed. Though it is infinitely better thathae

no relapse at all, as has been true with many 1of ou
men, it is by no means a bad thing in some casas: Y
husband will see at once that he must redouble his
spiritual activities if he expects to survive. Yoeed
not remind him of his spiritual deficiency—he will
know of it. Cheer him up and ask him how you can
be still more helpful.

The slightest sign of fear or intolerance may lasse
your husband’s chance of recovery. In a weak moment
he may take your dislike of his high-stepping

friends as one of those insanely trivial excusedritek.

We never, never try to arrange a man'’s life smas t
shield him from temptation. The slightest dispasiti

on your part to guide his appointments or his edfado



he will not be tempted will be noticed. Make hinelfe
absolutely free to come and go as he likes. This is
important. If he gets drunk, don’t blame yourself.

God has either removed your husband’s liquor prable
or He has not. If not, it had better be found out

right away. Then you and your husband can get right
down to fundamentals. If a repetition is to be praed,
place the problem, along with everything else,

in God’s hands.

We realize that we have been giving you much
direction and advice. We may have seemed to lecture
If that is so we are sorry, for we ourselves dahtays
care for people who lecture us. But what we halsted
is based upon experience, some of it painful. We

had to learn these things the hard way. That is why
we are anxious that you understand, and that yoidav
these unnecessary difficulties.*

So to you out there who may soon be with us—we
say “Good luck and God bless you!”

* The fellowship of Al-Anon Family Groups was formabdut thirteen years after
this chapter was written. Though it is entirely segte from Alcoholics

Anonymous, it uses the general principles of tie program as a guide for
husbands, wives, relatives, friends, and othersecto alcoholics. The foregoing
pages (though addressed only to wives) indicat@tbklems such people may face.
Alateen, for teen-aged children of alcoholics, jsaat of Al-Anon.

If there is no Al-Anon listing in your local telemie book, you may obtain further
information on Al-Anon/Alateen Family Groups bytimg to its World

Service Office, 1600 Corporate Landing ParkwaygWiia Beach, VA 23454-5617.



Chapter 9

THE FAMILY AFTERWARD

Our women folk have suggested certain attitudes a wife may take with the husband who is
recovering. Perhaps they created the impression that he is to be wrapped in cotton wool and
placed on a pedestal. Successful readjustment means the opposite. All members of the family
should meet upon the common ground of tolerance, understanding and love. This involves a
process of deflation. The alcoholic, his wife, his children, his “in-laws,” each one is likely to
have fixed ideas about the family’s attitude towards himself or herself. Each is interested in
having his or her wishes respected. We find the more one member of the family demands
that the others concede to him, the more resentful they become. This makes for discord and

unhappiness.

And why? Is it not because each wants to play the lead? Is not each trying to arrange the
family show to his liking? Is he not unconsciously trying to see what he can take from the
family life rather than give?

Cessation of drinking is but the first step away from a highly strained, abnormal
condition. A doctor said to us, “Years of living with an alcoholic is almost sure to make any
wife or child neurotic. The entire family is, to some extent, ill.” Let families realize, as they
start their journey, that all will not be fair weather. Each in his turn may be footsore and
may straggle.



There will be alluring shortcuts and by-paths down which they may wander and lose their
way.

Suppose we tell you some of the obstacles a family will meet; suppose we suggest how they
may be avoided—even converted to good use for others. The family of an alcoholic longs for
the return of happiness and security. They remember when father was romantic, thoughtful
and successful. Today’s life is measured against that of other years and, when it falls short,
the family may be unhappy.

Family confidence in dad is rising high. The good old days will soon be back, they think.
Sometimes they demand that dad bring them back instantly! God, they believe, almost owes
this recompense on a long overdue account. But the head of the house has spent years in
pulling down the structures of business, romance, friendship, health—these things are now
ruined or damaged. It will take time to clear away the wreck. Though old buildings will
eventually be replaced by finer ones, the new structures will take years to complete.

Father knows he is to blame; it may take him many seasons of hard work to be restored
financially, but he shouldn’t be reproached. Perhaps he will never have much money again.
But the wise family will admire him for what he is trying to be, rather than for what he is
trying to get.

Now and then the family will be plagued by spectres from the past, for the drinking career
of almost every alcoholic has been marked by escapades, funny, humiliating, shameful or
tragic. The first impulse will be to bury these skeletons in a dark closet and padlock the door.
The family may be possessed by the idea



that future happiness can be based only upon forgetfulness of the past. We think that
such a view is self-centered and in direct conflict with the new way of living. Henry Ford
once made a wise remark to the effect that experience is the thing of supreme value in
life. That is true only if one is willing to turn the past to good account. We grow by our
willingness to face and rectify errors and convert them into assets. The alcoholic’s past
thus becomes the principal asset of the family and frequently it is almost the only one!
This painful past may be of infinite value to other families still struggling with their
problem. We think each family which has been relieved owes something to those who
have not, and when the occasion requires, each member of it should be only too willing to
bring former mistakes, no matter how grievous, out of their hiding places. Showing
others who suffer how we were given help is the very thing which makes life seem so
worth while to us now. Cling to the thought that, in God’s hands, the dark past is the
greatest possession you have—the key to life and happiness for others. With it you can
avert death and misery for them. It is possible to dig up past misdeeds so they become a
blight, a veritable plague. For example, we know of situations in which the alcoholic or
his wife have had love affairs. In the first flush of spiritual experience they forgave each
other and drew closer together. The miracle of reconciliation was at hand. Then, under
one provocation or another, the aggrieved one would unearth the old affair and angrily
cast its ashes about. A few of us have had these growing pains and they



hurt a great deal. Husbands and wives have sometimes been obliged to separate for a time
until new perspective, new victory over hurt pride could be re-won. In most cases, the
alcoholic survived this ordeal without relapse, but not always. So we think that unless some
good and useful purpose is to be served, past occurrences should not be discussed.

We families of Alcoholics Anonymous keep few skeletons in the closet. Everyone knows
about the others’ alcoholic troubles. This is a condition which, in ordinary life, would produce
untold grief; there might be scandalous gossip, laughter at the expense of other people, and a
tendency to take advantage of intimate information. Among us, these are rare occurrences.
We do talk about each other a great deal, but we almost invariably temper such talk by a
spirit of love and tolerance.

Another principle we observe carefully is that we do not relate intimate experiences of
another person unless we are sure he would approve. We find it better, when possible, to
stick to our own stories. A man may criticize or laugh at himself and it will affect others
favorably, but criticism or ridicule coming from another often produces the contrary effect.
Members of a family should watch such matters carefully, for one careless, inconsiderate
remark has been known to raise the very devil. We alcoholics are sensitive people. It takes

some of us a long time to outgrow that serious handicap.

Many alcoholics are enthusiasts. They run to extremes. At the beginning of recovery a
man will take, as a rule, one of two directions. He may either plunge into a frantic attempt to

get on his feet in business, or



he may be so enthralled by his new life that he talks or thinks of little else. In either case
certain family problems will arise. With these we have had experience galore. We think it
dangerous if he rushes headlong at his economic problem. The family will be affected also,
pleasantly at first, as they feel their money troubles are about to be solved, then not so
pleasantly as they find themselves neglected. Dad may be tired at night and preoccupied
by day. He may take small interest in the children and may show irritation when
reproved for his delinquencies. If not irritable, he may seem dull and boring, not gay and
affectionate as the family would like him to be. Mother may complain of inattention. They
are all disappointed, and often let him feel it. Beginning with such complaints, a barrier
arises. He is straining every nerve to make up for lost time. He is striving to recover
fortune and reputation and feels he is doing very well. Sometimes mother and children
don’t think so. Having been neglected and misused in the past, they think father owes
them more than they are getting. They want him to make a fuss over them. They expect
him to give them the nice times they used to have before he drank so much, and to show
his contrition for what they suffered. But dad doesn’t give freely of himself. Resentment
grows. He becomes still less communicative. Sometimes he explodes over a trifle. The
family is mystified. They criticize, pointing out how he is falling down on his spiritual
program. This sort of thing can be avoided. Both father and the family are mistaken,
though each side may have some justification. It is of little use to argue and only



makes the impasse worse. The family must realize that dad, though marvelously improved,
is still convalescing. They should be thankful he is sober and able to be of this world once
more. Let them praise his progress. Let them remember that his drinking wrought all kinds
of damage that may take long to repair. If they sense these things, they will not take so
seriously his periods of crankiness, depression, or apathy, which will disappear when there is

tolerance, love, and spiritual understanding.

The head of the house ought to remember that he is mainly to blame for what befell his
home. He can scarcely square the account in his lifetime. But he must see the danger of over-
concentration on financial success. Although financial recovery is on the way for many of us,
we found we could not place money first. For us, material well-being always followed
spiritual progress; it never preceded.

Since the home has suffered more than anything else, it is well that a man exert himself
there. He is not likely to get far in any direction if he fails to show unselfishness and love
under his own roof. We know there are difficult wives and families, but the man who 1s

getting over alcoholism must remember he did much to make them so.

As each member of a resentful family begins to see his shortcomings and admits them to
the others, he lays a basis for helpful discussion. These family talks will be constructive if
they can be carried on without heated argument, self-pity, self-justification or resentful
criticism. Little by little, mother and children will see they ask too much, and father will see
he gives too



little. Giving, rather than getting, will become the guiding principle. Assume on the other
hand that father has, at the outset, a stirring spiritual experience. Overnight, as it were,
he is a different man. He becomes a religious enthusiast. He is unable to focus on
anything else. As soon as his sobriety begins to be taken as a matter of course, the family
may look at their strange new dad with apprehension, then with irritation. There is talk
about spiritual matters morning, noon and night. He may demand that the family find
God in a hurry, or exhibit amazing indifference to them and say he is above worldly
considerations. He may tell mother, who has been religious all her life, that she doesn’t
know what it’s all about, and that she had better get his brand of spirituality while there
is yet time. When father takes this tack, the family may react unfavorably. They may be
jealous of a God who has stolen dad’s affections. While grateful that he drinks no more,
they may not like the idea that God has accomplished the miracle where they failed. They
often forget father was beyond human aid. They may not see why their love and devotion
did not straighten him out. Dad is not so spiritual after all, they say. If he means to right
his past wrongs, why all this concern for everyone in the world but his family? What
about his talk that God will take care of them? They suspect father is a bit balmy! He is
not so unbalanced as they might think. Many of us have experienced dad’s elation. We
have indulged in spiritual intoxication. Like a gaunt prospector, belt drawn in over the
last ounce of food, our pick struck gold. Joy at our release from a lifetime of



frustration knew no bounds. Father feels he has struck something better than gold. For a
time he may try to hug the new treasure to himself. He may not see at once that he has
barely scratched a limitless lode which will pay dividends only if he mines it for the rest of
his life and insists on giving away the entire product.

If the family cooperates, dad will soon see that he is suffering from a distortion of values.
He will perceive that his spiritual growth is lopsided, that for an average man like himself, a
spiritual life which does not include his family obligations may not be so perfect after all. If
the family will appreciate that dad’s current behavior is but a phase of his development, all
will be well. In the midst of an understanding and sympathetic family, these vagaries of
dad’s spiritual infancy will quickly disappear.

The opposite may happen should the family condemn and criticize. Dad may feel that for
years his drinking has placed him on the wrong side of every argument, but that now he has
become a superior person with God on his side. If the family persists in criticism, this fallacy
may take a still greater hold on father. Instead of treating the family as he should, he may
retreat further into himself and feel he has spiritual justification for so doing.

Though the family does not fully agree with dad’s spiritual activities, they should let him
have his head. Even if he displays a certain amount of neglect and irresponsibility towards
the family, it is well to let him go as far as he likes in helping other alcoholics. During those
first days of convalescence, this will do more to insure his sobriety than anything else.
Though



some of his manifestations are alarming and disagreeable, we think dad will be on a
firmer foundation than the man who is placing business or professional success ahead of
spiritual development. He will be less likely to drink again, and anything is preferable to
that. Those of us who have spent much time in the world of spiritual make-believe have
eventually seen the childishness of it. This dream world has been replaced by a great
sense of purpose, accompanied by a growing consciousness of the power of God in our
lives. We have come to believe He would like us to keep our heads in the clouds with Him,
but that our feet ought to be firmly planted on earth. That is where our fellow travelers
are, and that is where our work must be done. These are the realities for us. We have
found nothing incompatible between a powerful spiritual experience and a life of sane and
happy usefulness. One more suggestion: Whether the family has spiritual convictions or
not, they may do well to examine the principles by which the alcoholic member is trying to
live. They can hardly fail to approve these simple principles, though the head of the house
still fails somewhat in practicing them. Nothing will help the man who is off on a spiritual
tangent so much as the wife who adopts a sane spiritual program, making a better
practical use of it. There will be other profound changes in the household. Liquor
incapacitated father for so many years that mother became head of the house. She met
these responsibilities gallantly. By force of circumstances, she was often obliged to treat
father as a sick or wayward child. Even when he wanted to assert himself



he could not, for his drinking placed him constantly in the wrong. Mother made all the plans
and gave the directions. When sober, father usually obeyed. Thus mother, through no fault of
her own, became accustomed to wearing the family trousers. Father, coming suddenly to life
again, often begins to assert himself. This means trouble, unless the family watches for these
tendencies in each other and comes to a friendly agreement about them.

Drinking isolates most homes from the outside world. Father may have laid aside for
years all normal activities—clubs, civic duties, sports. When he renews interest in such
things, a feeling of jealousy may arise. The family may feel they hold a mortgage on dad, so
big that no equity should be left for outsiders. Instead of developing new channels of activity
for themselves, mother and children demand that he stay home and make up the deficiency.

At the very beginning, the couple ought to frankly face the fact that each will have to yield
here and there if the family is going to play an effective part in the new life. Father will
necessarily spend much time with other alcoholics, but this activity should be balanced. New
acquaintances who know nothing of alcoholism might be made and thoughtful consideration
given their needs. The problems of the community might engage attention. Though the
family has no religious connections, they may wish to make contact with or take membership
in a religious body.

Alcoholics who have derided religious people will be helped by such contacts. Being
possessed of a spiritual experience, the alcoholic will find he has much in common with these
people, though he may



differ with them on many matters. If he does not argue about religion, he will make new
friends and is sure to find new avenues of usefulness and pleasure. He and his family can
be a bright spot in such congregations. He may bring new hope and new courage to many
a priest, minister, or rabbi, who gives his all to minister to our troubled world. We intend
the foregoing as a helpful suggestion only. So far as we are concerned, there is nothing
obligatory about it. As non-denominational people, we cannot make up others’ minds for
them. Each individual should consult his own conscience. We have been speaking to you of
serious, sometimes tragic things. We have been dealing with alcohol in its worst aspect.
But we aren’t a glum lot. If newcomers could see no joy or fun in our existence, they
wouldn’t want it. We absolutely insist on enjoying life. We try not to indulge in cynicism
over the state of the nations, nor do we carry the world’s troubles on our shoulders. When
we see a man sinking into the mire that is alcoholism, we give him first aid and place
what we have at his disposal. For his sake, we do recount and almost relive the horrors of
our past. But those of us who have tried to shoulder the entire burden and trouble of
others find we are soon overcome by them. So we think cheerfulness and laughter make
for usefulness. Outsiders are sometimes shocked when we burst into merriment over a
seemingly tragic experience out of the past. But why shouldn’t we laugh? We have
recovered, and have been given the power to help others. Everybody knows that those in
bad health, and those who seldom play, do not laugh much. So let



each family play together or separately, as much as their circumstances warrant. We are
sure God wants us to be happy, joyous, and free. We cannot subscribe to the belief that this
life is a vale of tears, though it once was just that for many of us. But it is clear that we made
our own misery. God didn’t do it. Avoid then, the deliberate manufacture of misery, but if
trouble comes, cheerfully capitalize it as an opportunity to demonstrate His omnipotence.

Now about health: A body badly burned by alcohol does not often recover overnight nor do
twisted thinking and depression vanish in a twinkling. We are convinced that a spiritual
mode of living is a most powerful health restorative. We, who have recovered from serious
drinking, are miracles of mental health. But we have seen remarkable transformations in
our bodies. Hardly one of our crowd now shows any mark of dissipation.

But this does not mean that we disregard human health measures. God has abundantly
supplied this world with fine doctors, psychologists, and practitioners of various kinds. Do
not hesitate to take your health problems to such persons. Most of them give freely of
themselves, that their fellows may enjoy sound minds and bodies. Try to remember that
though God has wrought miracles among us, we should never belittle a good doctor or
psychiatrist. Their services are often indispensable in treating a newcomer and in following
his case afterward.

One of the many doctors who had the opportunity of reading this book in manuscript form
told us that the use of sweets was often helpful, of course depending upon a doctor’s advice.
He thought all alcoholics



should constantly have chocolate available for its quick energy value at times of fatigue.
He added that occasionally in the night a vague craving arose which would be satisfied by
candy. Many of us have noticed a tendency to eat sweets and have found this practice
beneficial. A word about sex relations. Alcohol is so sexually stimulating to some men
that they have over-indulged. Couples are occasionally dismayed to find that when
drinking is stopped the man tends to be impotent. Unless the reason is understood, there
may be an emotional upset. Some of us had this experience, only to enjoy, in a few
months, a finer intimacy than ever. There should be no hesitancy in consulting a doctor
or psychologist if the condition persists. We do not know of many cases where this
difficulty lasted long. The alcoholic may find it hard to re-establish friendly relations with
his children. Their young minds were impressionable while he was drinking. Without
saying so, they may cordially hate him for what he has done to them and to their mother.
The children are sometimes dominated by a pathetic hardness and cynicism. They cannot
seem to forgive and forget. This may hang on for months, long after their mother has
accepted dad’s new way of living and thinking. In time they will see that he is a new man
and in their own way they will let him know it. When this happens, they can be invited to
join in morning meditation and then they can take part in the daily discussion without
rancor or bias. From that point on, progress will be rapid. Marvelous results often follow

such a reunion.



Whether the family goes on a spiritual basis or not, the alcoholic member has to if he
would recover. The others must be convinced of his new status beyond the shadow of a doubt.
Seeing is believing to most families who have lived with a drinker.

Here is a case in point: One of our friends is a heavy smoker and coffee drinker. There was
no doubt he over-indulged. Seeing this, and meaning to be helpful, his wife commenced to
admonish him about it. He admitted he was overdoing these things, but frankly said that he
was not ready to stop. His wife is one of those persons who really feels there is something
rather sinful about these commodities, so she nagged, and her intolerance finally threw him
into a fit of anger. He got drunk.

Of course our friend was wrong—dead wrong. He had to painfully admit that and mend
his spiritual fences. Though he is now a most effective member of Alcoholics Anonymous, he
still smokes and drinks coffee, but neither his wife nor anyone else stands in judgment. She
sees she was wrong to make a burning issue out of such a matter when his more serious
ailments were being rapidly cured.

We have three little mottoes which are apropos. Here they are:

First Things First Live and Let Live Fasy Does It.



Chapter 10

TO EMPLOYERS

/ \ mong many employers nowadays, we think of

one member who has spent much of his life in

the world of big business. He has hired and fineddneds
of men. He knows the alcoholic as the employer

sees him. His present views ought to prove excealiyp
useful to business men everywhere.

But let him tell you:

| was at one time assistant manager of a corparatio
department employing sixty-six hundred men. One
day my secretary came in saying that Mr. B— insliste
on speaking with me. | told her to say that | was n
interested. | had warned him several times that he
had but one more chance. Not long afterward he had
called me from Hartford on two successive days, S0
drunk he could hardly speak. I told him he was
through—finally and forever.

My secretary returned to say that it was not Mr.

B— on the phone; it was Mr. B—'s brother, and he
wished to give me a message. | still expecteda ple
for clemency, but these words came through thevece
“I just wanted to tell you Paul jumped from a

hotel window in Hartford last Saturday. He leftais
note saying you were the best boss he ever had, and
that you were not to blame in any way.”

Another time, as | opened a letter which lay on my
desk, a newspaper clipping fell out. It was theadyy
of one of the best salesmen | ever had. After two
weeks of drinking, he had placed his toe on thygéni
of a loaded shotgun—the barrel was in his mouth. |
had discharged him for drinking six weeks before.
Still another experience: A woman’s voice came
faintly over long distance from Virginia. She washte
to know if her husband’s company insurance wak stil
in force. Four days before he had hanged himself in
his woodshed. | had been obliged to discharge him
for drinking, though he was brilliant, alert, anaecof
the best organizers | have ever known.



Here were three exceptional men lost to this world
because I did not understand alcoholism as | da now
What irony—I became an alcoholic myself! And but
for the intervention of an understanding person, |
might have followed in their footsteps. My downfall
cost the business community unknown thousands of
dollars, for it takes real money to train a mandor
executive position. This kind of waste goes on aitedb.
We think the business fabric is shot through

with a situation which might be helped by bettedenstanding
all around.

Nearly every modern employer feels a moral resialityi
for the well-being of his help, and he tries to

meet these responsibilities. That he has not always
done so for the alcoholic is easily understoodhiho

the alcoholic has often seemed a fool of the firagnitude.
Because of the employee’s special ability, or

of his own strong personal attachment to him, the
employer has sometimes kept such a man at work long
beyond a reasonable period. Some employers have
tried every known remedy. In only a few instances
has there been a lack of patience and toleranag. An
we, who have imposed on the best of employers, can
scarcely blame them if they have been short with us
Here, for instance, is a typical example: An offioé

one of the largest banking institutions in America
knows | no longer drink. One day he told me abaout a
executive of the same bank who, from his descmptio
was undoubtedly alcoholic. This seemed to me like a
opportunity to be helpful, so | spent two houritad
about alcoholism, the malady, and described the
symptoms and results as well as | could. His comimen
was, “Very interesting. But I'm sure this man is

done drinking. He has just returned from a thredhmon
leave of absence, has taken a cure, looks fine,

and to clinch the matter, the board of directold to

him this was his last chance.”

The only answer | could make was that if the man
followed the usual pattern, he would go on a bigger
bust than ever. | felt this was inevitable and wered

if the bank was doing the man an injustice. Why not
bring him into contact with some of our alcoholic
crowd? He might have a chance. | pointed out that |



had had nothing to drink whatever for three yeains,
this in the face of difficulties that would have dea
nine out of ten men drink their heads off. Why abt
least afford him an opportunity to hear my story?
“Oh no,” said my friend, “this chap is either thgbu
with liquor, or he is minus a job. If he has youll w
power and guts, he will make the grade.”

| wanted to throw up my hands in discouragement,
for | saw that | had failed to help my banker fden
understand. He simply could not believe that his
brother-executive suffered from a serious illness.
There was nothing to do but wait.

Presently the man did slip and was fired. Following
his discharge, we contacted him. Without much
ado, he accepted the principles and procedure that
had helped us. He is undoubtedly on the road tovesy.
To me, this incident illustrates lack of undersiagd
as to what really ails the alcoholic, and lack

of knowledge as to what part employers might pabfiy
take in salvaging their sick employees.

If you desire to help it might be well to disregard

your own drinking, or lack of it. Whether you are a
hard drinker, a moderate drinker or a teetotalew, y
may have some pretty strong opinions, perhaps gicsgs.
Those who drink moderately may be more annoyed
with an alcoholic than a total abstainer would

be. Drinking occasionally, and understanding your
own reactions, it is possible for you to becomeegui
sure of many things which, so far as the alcohslic
concerned, are not always so. As a moderate drinker
you can take your liquor or leave it alone. Whemeve
you want to, you control your drinking. Of an evapi
you can go on a mild bender, get up in the morning,
shake your head and go to business. To you,

liquor is no real problem. You cannot see why it
should be to anyone else, save the spineless ajpid st
When dealing with an alcoholic, there may be a
natural annoyance that a man could be so weak,
stupid and irresponsible. Even when you understiaad
malady better, you may feel this feeling rising.

A look at the alcoholic in your organization is ngan
times illuminating. Is he not usually brilliant st#hinking,
imaginative and likeable? When sober, does

he not work hard and have a knack of getting things



done? If he had these qualities and did not drink
would he be worth retaining? Should he have the
same consideration as other ailing employees? Is he
worth salvaging? If your decision is yes, whetlner t
reason be humanitarian or business or both, theen th
following suggestions may be helpful.

Can you discard the feeling that you are dealing
only with habit, with stubbornness, or a weak wifl?
this presents difficulty, re-reading chapters twd a
three, where the alcoholic sickness is discussed at
length might be worth while. You, as a business,man
want to know the necessities before considering the
result. If you concede that your employee is dinc

he be forgiven for what he has done in the pastf? Ca
his past absurdities be forgotten? Can it be ajgiest
that he has been a victim of crooked thinking,
directly caused by the action of alcohol on hisrif?a

| well remember the shock | received when a
prominent doctor in Chicago told me of cases where
pressure of the spinal fluid actually ruptured the
brain. No wonder an alcoholic is strangely irraéibn
Who wouldn’t be, with such a fevered brain? Normal
drinkers are not so affected, nor can they undedsta
the aberrations of the alcoholic.

Your man has probably been trying to conceal a
number of scrapes, perhaps pretty messy ones. They
may be disgusting. You may be at a loss to undaista
how such a seemingly above-board chap could be so
involved. But these scrapes can generally be cbarge
no matter how bad, to the abnormal action of altoho
on his mind. When drinking, or getting over a bout,
an alcoholic, sometimes the model of honesty when
normal, will do incredible things. Afterward, his
revulsion will be terrible. Nearly always, thesdies
indicate nothing more than temporary conditions.
This is not to say that all alcoholics are honest a
upright when not drinking. Of course that isn’t so,
and such people often may impose on you. Seeing
your attempt to understand and help, some men will
try to take advantage of your kindness. If you are
sure your man does not want to stop, he may as well
be discharged, the sooner the better. You are not
doing him a favor by keeping him on. Firing such an
individual may prove a blessing to him. It may be



just the jolt he needs. | know, in my own particula
case, that nothing my company could have done would
have stopped me for, so long as | was able tomgld
position, | could not possibly realize how serioug
situation was. Had they fired me first, and hadg/the

then taken steps to see that | was presented ath t
solution contained in this book, | might have ratd

to them six months later, a well man.

But there are many men who want to stop, and with
them you can go far. Your understanding treatment
of their cases will pay dividends.

Perhaps you have such a man in mind. He wants to

quit drinking and you want to help him, even ibé

only a matter of good business. You now know more
about alcoholism. You can see that he is mentalty a
physically sick. You are willing to overlook hisgia
performances. Suppose an approach is made something
like this:

State that you know about his drinking, and that it
must stop. You might say you appreciate his aediti
would like to keep him, but cannot if he contintes
drink. A firm attitude at this point has helped man

of us.

Next he can be assured that you do not intend to
lecture, moralize, or condemn; that if this waselon
formerly, it was because of misunderstanding. Hilole
express a lack of hard feeling toward him. At

this point, it might be well to explain alcoholisthe
illness. Say that you believe he is a gravelyeligon,
with this qualification—being perhaps fatally ill,

does he want to get well? You ask, because many
alcoholics, being warped and drugged, do not want t
quit. But does he? Will he take every necessapy ste
submit to anything to get well, to stop drinkingdweer?
If he says yes, does he really mean it, or dowidéns
does he think he is fooling you, and that aftet agsl
treatment he will be able to get away with a femks
now and then? We believe a man should be thoroughly
probed on these points. Be satisfied he is not
deceiving himself or you.

Whether you mention this book is a matter for your



discretion. If he temporizes and still thinks ha ca

ever drink again, even beer, he might as well beldirged
after the next bender which, if an alcoholic,

he is almost certain to have. He should understand
that emphatically. Either you are dealing with eanma
who can and will get well or you are not. If notayw
waste time with him? This may seem severe, bagt it i
usually the best course.

After satisfying yourself that your man wants to
recover and that he will go to any extreme to do so
you may suggest a definite course of action. Fastmo
alcoholics who are drinking, or who are just gejtin
over a spree, a certain amount of physical treatmen
is desirable, even imperative. The matter of plajsic
treatment should, of course, be referred to your
own doctor. Whatever the method, its object is to
thoroughly clear mind and body of the effects ababl.
In competent hands, this seldom takes long nor

is it very expensive. Your man will fare better if
placed in such physical condition that he can think
straight and no longer craves liquor. If you prapos
such a procedure to him, it may be necessary tarady
the cost of treatment, but we believe it should

be made plain that any expense will later be dediict
from his pay. It is better for him to feel fullyggonsible.
If your man accepts your offer, it should be paihte
out that physical treatment is but a small pathef
picture. Though you are providing him with the best
possible medical attention, he should understaai th
he must undergo a change of heart. To get ovekidgn
will require a transformation of thought and atiéu
We all had to place recovery above everything,

for without recovery we would have lost both home
and business.

Can you have every confidence in his ability to
recover? While on the subject of confidence, can yo
adopt the attitude that so far as you are concerned
this will be a strictly personal matter, that hisadolic
derelictions, the treatment about to be undertaken,
will never be discussed without his consent?

It might be well to have a long chat with him os hi
return.

To return to the subject matter of this book: Ihtzons



full suggestions by which the employee may

solve his problem. To you, some of the ideas which
it contains are novel. Perhaps you are not quite in
sympathy with the approach we suggest. By no means
do we offer it as the last word on this subject,dm
far as we are concerned, it has worked with userAft
all, are you not looking for results rather thartmoels?
Whether your employee likes it or not, he will

learn the grim truth about alcoholism. That won't
hurt him a bit, even though he does not go for this
remedy.

We suggest you draw the book to the attention of
the doctor who is to attend your patient duringtimeent.
If the book is read the moment the patient is

able, while acutely depressed, realization of bigdition
may come to him.

We hope the doctor will tell the patient the truth
about his condition, whatever that happens to be.
When the man is presented with this volume it st be
that no one tell him he must abide by its suggastio
The man must decide for himself.

You are betting, of course, that your changedualtit
plus the contents of this book will turn the trick.

In some cases it will, and in others it may nott Bu

we think that if you persevere, the percentagaiotssses
will gratify you. As our work spreads and our
numbers increase, we hope your employees may be
put in personal contact with some of us. Meanwhile,
we are sure a great deal can be accomplished by the
use of the book alone.

On your employee’s return, talk with him. Ask him

if he thinks he has the answer. If he feels free to
discuss his problems with you, if he knows you unde
stand and will not be upset by anything he wisbes t
say, he will probably be off to a fast start.

In this connection, can you remain undisturbed if
the man proceeds to tell you shocking things? He
may, for example, reveal that he has padded hieresgp
account or that he has planned to take your

best customers away from you. In fact, he may say
almost anything if he has accepted our solutiorcivhi
as you know, demands rigorous honesty. Can you



charge this off as you would a bad account and star
fresh with him? If he owes you money you may wish
to make terms.

If he speaks of his home situation, you can undsulipt
make helpful suggestions. Can he talk

frankly with you so long as he does not bear bissine
tales or criticize his associates? With this kiheémployee
such an attitude will command undying loyalty.

The greatest enemies of us alcoholics are resetitmen
jealousy, envy, frustration, and fear. Wherever

men are gathered together in business there will be
rivalries and, arising out of these, a certain amafdi
office politics. Sometimes we alcoholics have aaid
that people are trying to pull us down. Often thkis

not so at all. But sometimes our drinking will beed
politically.

One instance comes to mind in which a malicious
individual was always making friendly little jokes
about an alcoholic’s drinking exploits. In this wag
was slyly carrying tales. In another case, an alkoh
was sent to a hospital for treatment. Only a feevkn
of it at first but, within a short time, it was lbbarded
throughout the entire company. Naturally this edrt
thing decreased the man’s chance of recovery. The
employer can many times protect the victim frons thi
kind of talk. The employer cannot play favoritest b
he can always defend a man from needless provacatio
and unfair criticism.

As a class, alcoholics are energetic people. They
work hard and they play hard. Your man should be
on his mettle to make good. Being somewhat weakened
and faced with physical and mental readjustment

to a life which knows no alcohol, he may overdo.
You may have to curb his desire to work sixteenrfiou
a day. You may need to encourage him to play once
in a while. He may wish to do a lot for other alobts
and something of the sort may come up during
business hours. A reasonable amount of latitude wil
be helpful. This work is necessary to maintain his
sobriety.

After your man has gone along without drinking
for a few months, you may be able to make usef hi



services with other employees who are giving yau th
alcoholic run-around—provided, of course, they are
willing to have a third party in the picture. Arcaholic
who has recovered, but holds a relatively unimparta
job, can talk to a man with a better position.

Being on a radically different basis of life, hdlwiever
take advantage of the situation.

Your man may be trusted. Long experience with
alcoholic excuses naturally arouses suspicion. When
his wife next calls saying he is sick, you mighthju

to the conclusion he is drunk. If he is, and I8 sti
trying to recover, he will tell you about it evdriti
means the loss of his job. For he knows he must be
honest if he would live at all. He will appreciate
knowing you are not bothering your head about him,
that you are not suspicious nor are you tryingito r

his life so he will be shielded from temptationdiink.

If he is conscientiously following the program etovery
he can go anywhere your business may call

him.

In case he does stumble, even once, you will have t
decide whether to let him go. If you are sure he
doesn’t mean business, there is no doubt you should
discharge him. If, on the contrary, you are sure he

is doing his utmost, you may wish to give him amoth
chance. But you should feel under no obligation to
keep him on, for your obligation has been well desged
already.

There is another thing you might wish to do. If

your organization is a large one, your junior expes
might be provided with this book. You might let the
know you have no quarrel with the alcoholics ofryou
organization. These juniors are often in a difficul
position. Men under them are frequently their fden
So, for one reason or another, they cover these men
hoping matters will take a turn for the better. yhe
often jeopardize their own positions by trying &
serious drinkers who should have been fired lorg ag
or else given an opportunity to get well.

After reading this book, a junior executive cango
such a man and say approximately this, “Look here,
Ed. Do you want to stop drinking or not? You put



me on the spot every time you get drunk. It isait f
to me or the firm. | have been learning something
about alcoholism. If you are an alcoholic, youare
mighty sick man. You act like one. The firm wants
to help you get over it, and if you are interestadre
is a way out. If you take it, your past will be dotten
and the fact that you went away for treatment will
not be mentioned. But if you cannot or will notgsto
drinking, I think you ought to resign.”

Your junior executive may not agree with the cotgen
of our book. He need not, and often should not
show it to his alcoholic prospect. But at leastile
understand the problem and will no longer be misled
by ordinary promises. He will be able to take aiims
with such a man which is eminently fair and

square. He will have no further reason for covering
up an alcoholic employee.

It boils right down to this: No man should be fired
just because he is alcoholic. If he wants to dtep,
should be afforded a real chance. If he cannobesd
not want to stop, he should be discharged. Theptixee
are few.

We think this method of approach will accomplish
several things. It will permit the rehabilitatiohgood
men. At the same time you will feel no reluctanze t

rid yourself of those who cannot or will not stop.
Alcoholism may be causing your organization consike
damage in its waste of time, men and reputation.

We hope our suggestions will help you plug up

this sometimes serious leak. We think we are sknsib
when we urge that you stop this waste and give your
worthwhile man a chance.

The other day an approach was made to the vice
president of a large industrial concern. He rentirke
“I'm mighty glad you fellows got over your drinking
But the policy of this company is not to interfevich
the habits of our employees. If a man drinks solmuc
that his job suffers, we fire him. | don’t see hgou

can be of any help to us for, as you see, we d@ve
any alcoholic problem.” This same company spends
millions for research every year. Their cost ofdarction
is figured to a fine decimal point. They have



recreational facilities. There is company insurance
There is a real interest, both humanitarian andhless,
in the well-being of employees. But alcoholism
—well, they just don’t believe they have it.

Perhaps this is a typical attitude. We, who haviectvely
seen a great deal of business life, at least

from the alcoholic angle, had to smile at this ganan’s
sincere opinion. He might be shocked if he

knew how much alcoholism is costing his organizatio
a year. That company may harbor many actual or
potential alcoholics. We believe that managers of
large enterprises often have little idea how preval
this problem is. Even if you feel your organizatiuas
no alcoholic problem, it might pay to take anotlo@k
down the line. You may make some interesting disdes.
Of course, this chapter refers to alcoholics, sick
people, deranged men. What our friend, the vice
president, had in mind was the habitual or whoopee
drinker. As to them, his policy is undoubtedly sdun
but he did not distinguish between such people and
the alcoholic.

It is not to be expected that an alcoholic employee
will receive a disproportionate amount of time and
attention. He should not be made a favorite. The
right kind of man, the kind who recovers, will not
want this sort of thing. He will not impose. Faorfr

it. He will work like the devil and thank you toshi
dying day.

Today | own a little company. There are two
alcoholic employees, who produce as much as five
normal salesmen. But why not? They have a new
attitude, and they have been saved from a liviragide
| have enjoyed every moment spent in getting them
straightened out.*

* See Appendix VI—We shall be happy to hear from jfave can
be of help.



Chapter 11

A VISION FOR YOU

I or most normal folks, drinking means conviviality,

companionship and colorful imagination.

It means release from care, boredom and worrg. It i
joyous intimacy with friends and a feeling thaelig
good. But not so with us in those last days of keav
drinking. The old pleasures were gone. They were
but memories. Never could we recapture the great
moments of the past. There was an insistent ygarnin
to enjoy life as we once did and a heartbreakirgesbion
that some new miracle of control would enable us

to do it. There was always one more attempt—and
one more failure.

The less people tolerated us, the more we withdrew
from society, from life itself. As we became suligec

of King Alcohol, shivering denizens of his mad real
the chilling vapor that is loneliness settled down.
thickened, ever becoming blacker. Some of us sought
out sordid places, hoping to find understanding ganmonship
and approval. Momentarily we did—then

would come oblivion and the awful awakening to face
the hideous Four Horsemen—Terror, Bewilderment,
Frustration, Despair. Unhappy drinkers who reas thi
page will understand!

Now and then a serious drinker, being dry at the
moment says, “l don’t miss it at all. Feel beti&fork
better. Having a better time.” As ex-problem disik
ers, we smile at such a sally. We know our friend i
like a boy whistling in the dark to keep up hisrgpi
He fools himself. Inwardly he would give anythiryg t
take half a dozen drinks and get away with them. He
will presently try the old game again, for he isn’'t
happy about his sobriety. He cannot picture lifthout
alcohol. Some day he will be unable to imagine

life either with alcohol or without it. Then he Wil
know loneliness such as few do. He will be at the
jumping-off place. He will wish for the end.

We have shown how we got out from under. You



say, “Yes, I'm willing. But am | to be consigneddo
life where | shall be stupid, boring and glum, like
some righteous people | see? | know | must getgalon
without liquor, but how can I? Have you a suffidien
substitute?”

Yes, there is a substitute and it is vastly moaath
that. It is a fellowship in Alcoholics Anonymous.
There you will find release from care, boredom and
worry. Your imagination will be fired. Life will man
something at last. The most satisfactory yearoaf y
existence lie ahead. Thus we find the fellowshigl a
so will you.

“How is that to come about?” you ask. “Where am

I to find these people?”

You are going to meet these new friends in your own
community. Near you, alcoholics are dying helphgssl
like people in a sinking ship. If you live in ader

place, there are hundreds. High and low, rich and
poor, these are future fellows of Alcoholics Anoroums.
Among them you will make lifelong friends.

You will be bound to them with new and wonderful
ties, for you will escape disaster together andwiiu
commence shoulder to shoulder your common journey.
Then you will know what it means to give of youfsel
that others may survive and rediscover life. Yoli wi
learn the full meaning of “Love thy neighbor asgél.”

It may seem incredible that these men are to become
happy, respected, and useful once more. How

can they rise out of such misery, bad repute apeleesness?
The practical answer is that since these

things have happened among us, they can happen
with you. Should you wish them above all else, and
be willing to make use of our experience, we are su
they will come. The age of miracles is still with.u

Our own recovery proves that!

Our hope is that when this chip of a book is
launched on the world tide of alcoholism, defeated
drinkers will seize upon it, to follow its suggests.
Many, we are sure, will rise to their feet and rharc
on. They will approach still other sick ones and
fellowships of Alcoholics Anonymous may spring up
in each city and hamlet, havens for those who must
find a way out.



In the chapter “Working With Others” you gathered
an idea of how we approach and aid others to health
Suppose now that through you several families have
adopted this way of life. You will want to know neor
of how to proceed from that point. Perhaps the best
way of treating you to a glimpse of your futurelvoié

to describe the growth of the fellowship among us.
Here is a brief account:

Years ago, in 1935, one of our number made a
journey to a certain western city. From a business
standpoint, his trip came off badly. Had he beeri 54
cessful in his enterprise, he would have beenrset o
his feet financially which, at the time, seemea@hyt
important. But his venture wound up in a law said a
bogged down completely. The proceeding was shot
through with much hard feeling and controversy.
Bitterly discouraged, he found himself in a strange
place, discredited and almost broke. Still phys$jcal
weak, and sober but a few months, he saw that his
predicament was dangerous. He wanted so much to
talk with someone, but whom?

One dismal afternoon he paced a hotel lobby wonderi
how his bill was to be paid. At one end of the

room stood a glass covered directory of local dhesc
Down the lobby a door opened into an attractive bar
He could see the gay crowd inside. In there he avoul
find companionship and release. Unless he took some
drinks, he might not have the courage to scrape an
acquaintance and would have a lonely week-end.

Of course he couldn’t drink, but why not sit hogifu

at a table, a bottle of ginger ale before him?

After all, had he not been sober six months nowhapes
he could handle, say, three drinks—no more! Fear
gripped him. He was on thin ice. Again it was the

old, insidious insanity—that first drink. With aisér,

he turned away and walked down the lobby to the
church directory. Music and gay chatter still frt

to him from the bar.

But what about his responsibilities—his family and
the men who would die because they would not know
how to get well, ah—yes, those other alcoholics?
There must be many such in this town. He would



phone a clergyman. His sanity returned and he #thnk
God. Selecting a church at random from the dirggtor
he stepped into a booth and lifted the receiver.

His call to the clergyman led him presently to a
certain resident of the town, who, though formerly
able and respected, was then nearing the nadir of
alcoholic despair. It was the usual situation: hame
jeopardy, wife ill, children distracted, bills imraars

and standing damaged. He had a desperate desire to
stop, but saw no way out, for he had earnestld trie
many avenues of escape. Painfully aware of being
somehow abnormal, the man did not fully realize
what it meant to be alcoholic.*

When our friend related his experience, the man
agreed that no amount of will power he might muster
could stop his drinking for long. A spiritual expsrce,
he conceded, was absolutely necessary, but the
price seemed high upon the basis suggested. He told
how he lived in constant worry about those who migh
find out about his alcoholism. He had, of courke, t
familiar alcoholic obsession that few knew of higking.
Why, he argued, should he lose the remainder

of his business, only to bring still more suffertog

his family by foolishly admitting his plight to ppte

from whom he made his livelihood? He would do
anything, he said, but that.

Being intrigued, however, he invited our friend to
his home. Some time later, and just as he thought h
was getting control of his liquor situation, he wen
a roaring bender. For him, this was the spree that
ended all sprees. He saw that he would have to face

* This refers to Bill's first visit with Dr. Bob. fiese men later became
co-founders of A.A. Bill's story opens the textthfs book; Dr.
Bob’s heads the Story Section.

his problems squarely that God might give him
mastery.

One morning he took the bull by the horns and set
out to tell those he feared what his trouble hazhbe
He found himself surprisingly well received, and
learned that many knew of his drinking. Stepping

into his car, he made the rounds of people he had
hurt. He trembled as he went about, for this might
mean ruin, particularly to a person in his lindbakiness.



At midnight he came home exhausted, but very
happy. He has not had a drink since. As we shall se
he now means a great deal to his community, and the
major liabilities of thirty years of hard drinkirgave
been repaired in four.

But life was not easy for the two friends. Plenty o
difficulties presented themselves. Both saw thay th
must keep spiritually active. One day they callpd u
the head nurse of a local hospital. They explained
their need and inquired if she had a first classlailic
prospect.

She replied, “Yes, we’ve got a corker. He’s just
beaten up a couple of nurses. Goes off his heagletsly
when he’s drinking. But he’s a grand chap

when he’s sober, though he’s been in here eiglstim
in the last six months. Understand he was once a
well-known lawyer in town, but just now we’ve got
him strapped down tight.”*

Here was a prospect all right but, by the desaipti
none too promising. The use of spiritual princigtes

* This refers to Bill's and Dr. Bob's first visibtA.A. Number Three.
See the Pioneer Section. This resulted in A.Art firoup, at Akron,
Ohio, in 1935.

such cases was not so well understood as it is now.
But one of the friends said, “Put him in a privedem.
we’'ll be down.”

Two days later, a future fellow of Alcoholics
Anonymous stared glassily at the strangers besgde h
bed. “Who are you fellows, and why this private
room? | was always in a ward before.”

Said one of the visitors, “We’re giving you a treant
for alcoholism.”

Hopelessness was written large on the man’s face as
he replied, “Oh, but that’s no use. Nothing wouid f
me. I’'m a goner. The last three times, | got drank
the way home from here. I'm afraid to go out the
door. | can’t understand it.”

For an hour, the two friends told him about their
drinking experiences. Over and over, he would say:
“That's me. That's me. | drink like that.”

The man in the bed was told of the acute poisoning
from which he suffered, how it deteriorates theybod
of an alcoholic and warps his mind. There was much
talk about the mental state preceding the firstidri



“Yes, that's me,” said the sick man, “the very iraag
You fellows know your stuff all right, but | dorsee
what good it'll do. You fellows are somebody. | was
once, but I'm a nobody now. From what you tell me,
I know more than ever | can’t stop.” At this boliet
visitors burst into a laugh. Said the future Fellow
Anonymous: “Damn little to laugh about that | can
see.”

The two friends spoke of their spiritual experience
and told him about the course of action they cdrrie
out.

He interrupted: “ used to be strong for the church

but that won't fix it. I've prayed to God on hangov
mornings and sworn that I'd never touch anothepdro
but by nine o’clock I'd be boiled as an owl.”

Next day found the prospect more receptive. He

had been thinking it over. “Maybe you're right,” he
said. “God ought to be able to do anything.” Then

he added, “He sure didn’t do much for me when | was
trying to fight this booze racket alone.”

On the third day the lawyer gave his life to theeca

and direction of his Creator, and said he was p#yfe
willing to do anything necessary. His wife came,
scarcely daring to be hopeful, though she thouight s
saw something different about her husband already.
He had begun to have a spiritual experience.

That afternoon he put on his clothes and walked

from the hospital a free man. He entered a politica
campaign, making speeches, frequenting men’s gather
places of all sorts, often staying up all night. He

lost the race by only a narrow margin. But he had
found God—and in finding God had found himself.
That was in June, 1935. He never drank again. He
too, has become a respected and useful membes of hi
community. He has helped other men recover, and is
a power in the church from which he was long absent
So, you see, there were three alcoholics in tiva to
who now felt they had to give to others what thag h
found, or be sunk. After several failures to firters,

a fourth turned up. He came through an acquaintance
who had heard the good news. He proved to be a
devil-may-care young fellow whose parents could not
make out whether he wanted to stop drinking or not.
They were deeply religious people, much shocked by
their son’s refusal to have anything to do with the



church. He suffered horribly from his sprees, but i
seemed as if nothing could be done for him. He eotesl,
however, to go to the hospital, where he occupied

the very room recently vacated by the lawyer.

He had three visitors. After a bit, he said, “Thayw

you fellows put this spiritual stuff makes senga. |
ready to do business. | guess the old folks wejd ri
after all.” So one more was added to the Fellowship
All this time our friend of the hotel lobby inciden
remained in that town. He was there three months.
He now returned home, leaving behind his first adogance,
the lawyer and the devil-may-care chap.

These men had found something brand new in life.
Though they knew they must help other alcoholics if
they would remain sober, that motive became secgnda
It was transcended by the happiness they found

in giving themselves for others. They shared their
homes, their slender resources, and gladly devoted
their spare hours to fellow-sufferers. They werking,

by day or night, to place a new man in the hospital
and visit him afterward. They grew in numbers.

They experienced a few distressing failures, but in
those cases they made an effort to bring the man’s
family into a spiritual way of living, thus reliawy

much worry and suffering.

A year and six months later these three had suedeed
with seven more. Seeing much of each other,

scarce an evening passed that someone’s hometdid no
shelter a little gathering of men and women, happy
their release, and constantly thinking how theyhnig
present their discovery to some newcomer. In amfditi
to these casual get-togethers, it became customary

to set apart one night a week for a meeting totbéCa
tended by anyone or everyone interested in a gairit
way of life. Aside from fellowship and sociability,

the prime object was to provide a time and place
where new people might bring their problems.
Outsiders became interested. One man and his wife
placed their large home at the disposal of this
strangely assorted crowd. This couple has sincerbec
so fascinated that they have dedicated their

home to the work. Many a distracted wife has vikite
this house to find loving and understanding compastiip
among women who knew her problem, to

hear from the lips of their husbands what had hagge



to them, to be advised how her own wayward
mate might be hospitalized and approached when
next he stumbled.

Many a man, yet dazed from his hospital experience,
has stepped over the threshold of that home into
freedom. Many an alcoholic who entered there came
away with an answer. He succumbed to that gay
crowd inside, who laughed at their own misfortunes
and understood his. Impressed by those who visited
him at the hospital, he capitulated entirely wHater,

in an upper room of this house, he heard the story
some man whose experience closely tallied with his
own. The expression on the faces of the women, that
indefinable something in the eyes of the men, the
stimulating and electric atmosphere of the place,
conspired to let him know that here was havensit la
The very practical approach to his problems, the
absence of intolerance of any kind, the informality
the genuine democracy, the uncanny understanding
which these people had were irresistible. He aad hi
wife would leave elated by the thought of what they
could now do for some stricken acquaintance and his
family. They knew they had a host of new friends; i
seemed they had known these strangers always. They
had seen miracles, and one was to come to thery. The
had visioned the Great Reality—their loving and All
Powerful Creator.

Now, this house will hardly accommodate its weekly
visitors, for they number sixty or eighty as a rideoholics
are being attracted from far and near. From
surrounding towns, families drive long distancebédo
present. A community thirty miles away has fifteen
fellows of Alcoholics Anonymous. Being a large mac
we think that some day its Fellowship will number
many hundreds.*

But life among Alcoholics Anonymous is more than
attending gatherings and visiting hospitals. Clegni

up old scrapes, helping to settle family differesice
explaining the disinherited son to his irate pagent
lending money and securing jobs for each otherpwhe
justified—these are everyday occurrences. No one is
too discredited or has sunk too low to be welcomed
cordially—if he means business. Social distinctjons



petty rivalries and jealousies—these are laughé¢abu
countenance. Being wrecked in the same vesselg bein
restored and united under one God, with hearts and
minds attuned to the welfare of others, the things
which matter so much to some people no longer
signify much to them. How could they?

Under only slightly different conditions, the same
thing is taking place in many eastern cities. le oh

Written in 1939.

these there is a well-known hospital for the treatm

of alcoholic and drug addiction. Six years ago ohe
our number was a patient there. Many of us havg fel
for the first time, the Presence and Power of God
within its walls. We are greatly indebted to the

doctor in attendance there, for he, although ithinig
prejudice his own work, has told us of his belreburs.
Every few days this doctor suggests our approach

to one of his patients. Understanding our work, he
can do this with an eye to selecting those who are
willing and able to recover on a spiritual basisry

of us, former patients, go there to help. Therhis
eastern city, there are informal meetings sucheas w
have described to you, where you may now see scores
of members. There are the same fast friendships,
there is the same helpfulness to one another as you
find among our western friends. There is a good bit
of travel between East and West and we foresee a
great increase in this helpful interchange.

Some day we hope that every alcoholic who

journeys will find a Fellowship of Alcoholics Anompous
at his destination. To some extent this is already
true. Some of us are salesmen and go about. Little
clusters of twos and threes and fives of us hauengp
up in other communities, through contact with our
two larger centers. Those of us who travel droasin
often as we can. This practice enables us to lend a
hand, at the same time avoiding certain allurirggrdctions
of the road, about which any traveling man

can inform you.*

Thus we grow. And so can you, though you be but
* Written in 1939. In 2003, there are over 103,@06ups. There is A.A. activity in
approximately 150 countries, with an estimated nestiip of over two million.

one man with this book in your hand. We believe and
hope it contains all you will need to begin.



We know what you are thinking. You are saying to
yourself: “I'm jittery and alone. | couldn’t do tha

But you can. You forget that you have just now &pp
a source of power much greater than yourself. To
duplicate, with such backing, what we have accoshpli
is only a matter of willingness, patience and

labor.

We know of an A.A. member who was living in a
large community. He had lived there but a few weeks
when he found that the place probably contained
more alcoholics per square mile than any city & th
country. This was only a few days ago at this wgti
(1939) The authorities were much concerned. He got
in touch with a prominent psychiatrist who had utalen
certain responsibilities for the mental health of

the community. The doctor proved to be able and
exceedingly anxious to adopt any workable method
of handling the situation. So he inquired, what did
our friend have on the ball?

Our friend proceeded to tell him. And with such

good effect that the doctor agreed to a test arh@g
patients and certain other alcoholics from a clinic
which he attends. Arrangements were also made with
the chief psychiatrist of a large public hospital t

select still others from the stream of misery which
flows through that institution.

So our fellow worker will soon have friends galore.
Some of them may sink and perhaps never get up, but
if our experience is a criterion, more than halttaise
approached will become fellows of Alcoholics Anorous.
When a few men in this city have found them164
selves, and have discovered the joy of helpingrethe

to face life again, there will be no stopping until
everyone in that town has had his opportunity tmver—
if he can and will.

Still you may say: “But | will not have the benefit

of contact with you who write this book.” We cannot
be sure. God will determine that, so you must rebem
that your real reliance is always upon Him. He

will show you how to create the fellowship you
crave.*



Our book is meant to be suggestive only. We realize
we know only a little. God will constantly disclose
more to you and to us. Ask Him in your morning niaion
what you can do each day for the man who is

still sick. The answers will come, if your own heus

is in order. But obviously you cannot transmit stimreg
you haven’t got. See to it that your relationship

with Him is right, and great events will come tspa

for you and countless others. This is the Great Fac

for us.

Abandon yourself to God as you understand God.
Admit your faults to Him and to your fellows. Clear
away the wreckage of your past. Give freely of what
you find and join us. We shall be with you in the
Fellowship of the Spirit, and you will surely meet
some of us as you trudge the Road of Happy Destiny.
May God bless you and keep you—until then.

* Alcoholics Anonymous will be glad to hear fromwoAddress P.O. Box 459,
Grand Central Station, New York, NY 10163.



DOCTOR BOB'’S NIGHTMARE

A co-founder of Alcoholics Anonymous. The birth
of our Society dates from his first day of permdnen
sobriety, June 10, 1935.

To 1950, the year of his death, he carried the A.A.
message to more than 5,000 alcoholic men and
women, and to all these he gave his medical sesvice
without thought of charge.

In this prodigy of service, he was well assisted by
Sister Ignatia at St. Thomas Hospital in Akron, @hi
one of the greatest friends our Fellowship willreve
know.

I was born in a small New England village of

about seven thousand souls. The general moral
standard was, as | recall it, far above the averdge
beer or liquor was sold in the neighborhood, exeg¢pt
the State liquor agency where perhaps one might
procure a pint if he could convince the agent ket
really needed it. Without this proof the expectant
purchaser would be forced to depart empty handed
with none of what | later came to believe was the
great panacea for all human ills. Men who had Iiquo
shipped in from Boston or New York by express were
looked upon with great distrust and disfavor by mos
of the good townspeople. The town was well supplied
with churches and schools in which | pursued

my early educational activities.

My father was a professional man of recognized
ability and both my father and mother were most
active in church affairs. Both father and motherave
considerably above the average in intelligence.
Unfortunately for me, | was the only child, which
perhaps engendered the selfishness which playéd suc
an important part in bringing on my alcoholism.
From childhood through high school | was more or
less forced to go to church, Sunday School, andirge
service, Monday night Christian Endeavor and
sometimes to Wednesday evening prayer meeting.
This had the effect of making me resolve that when
was free from parental domination, | would never
again darken the doors of a church. This resolution
kept steadfastly for the next forty years, excepem



circumstances made it seem unwise to absent myself.
After high school came four years in one of thet bes
colleges in the country where drinking seemed ta be
major extra-curricular activity. Almost everyone
seemed to do it. | did it more and more, and h&sl lo
of fun without much grief, either physical or fir@al.

| seemed to be able to snap back the next morning
better than most of my fellow drinkers, who were
cursed (or perhaps blessed) with a great deal ofinp
after nausea. Never once in my life have | had

a headache, which fact leads me to believe thaisl w
an alcoholic almost from the start. My whole life
seemed to be centered around doing what | wanted
to do, without regard for the rights, wishes, avitgges
of anyone else; a state of mind which became

more and more predominant as the years passed. |
was graduated “summa cum laude” in the eyes of the
drinking fraternity but not in the eyes of the Dean
The next three years | spent in Boston, Chicagd, an
Montreal in the employ of a large manufacturing con
cern, selling railway supplies, gas engines o$ailts,
and many other items of heavy hardware. During
these years, | drank as much as my purse permitted,
still without paying too great a penalty, although

was beginning to have morning jitters at timesst |
only a half day’s work during these three years.

My next move was to take up the study of medicine,
entering one of the largest universities in thentgu
There | took up the business of drinking with much
greater earnestness than | had previously shown. On
account of my enormous capacity for beer, | was
elected to membership in one of the drinking soeset
and soon became one of the leading spirits. Many
mornings | have gone to classes, and even thouigh fu
prepared, would turn and walk back to the fratgrnit
house because of my jitters, not daring to enter th
classroom for fear of making a scene should | Hecta
on for recitation.

This went from bad to worse until Sophomore spring
when, after a prolonged period of drinking, | mage

my mind that | could not complete my course, so |
packed my grip and went South to spend a month on a
large farm owned by a friend of mine. When | ga th
fog out of my brain, | decided that quitting schaals

very foolish and that | had better return and cuorgi



my work. When | reached school, | discovered the
faculty had other ideas on the subject. After much
argument they allowed me to return and take my
exams, all of which | passed creditably. But theyav
much disgusted and told me they would attempt to
struggle along without my presence. After many fosin
discussions, they finally gave me my credits and |
migrated to another of the leading universitiethef
country and entered as a Junior that fall.

There my drinking became so much worse that the
boys in the fraternity house where | lived feltded

to send for my father, who made a long journey in
the vain endeavor to get me straightened around. Th
had little effect however for | kept on drinkingdan
used a great deal more hard liquor than in former
years.

Coming up to final exams | went on a particularly
strenuous spree. When | went in to write the exations,
my hand trembled so | could not hold a pencil.

| passed in at least three absolutely blank bdoks.
was, of course, soon on the carpet and the upsi®t w
that | had to go back for two more quarters andaiem
absolutely dry, if | wished to graduate. This |

did, and proved myself satisfactory to the faculty,

both in deportment and scholastically.

I conducted myself so creditably that | was able to
secure a much coveted internship in a western city,
where | spent two years. During these two years |
was kept so busy that | hardly left the hospitadlat
Consequently, | could not get into any trouble.
When those two years were up, | opened an office
downtown. | had some money, all the time in the
world, and considerable stomach trouble. | soooadisred
that a couple of drinks would alleviate my

gastric distress, at least for a few hours at a,tso it
was not at all difficult for me to return to my foer
excessive indulgence.

By this time | was beginning to pay very dearly
physically and, in hope of relief, voluntarily incarated
myself at least a dozen times in one of the

local sanitariums. | was between Scylla and Chasybd
now, because if | did not drink my stomach



tortured me, and if | did my nerves did the same
thing. After three years of this, | wound up in the
local hospital where they attempted to help me, but
| would get my friends to smuggle me a quart, or |
would steal the alcohol about the building, so that
got rapidly worse.

Finally, my father had to send a doctor out from my
home town who managed to get me back there in
some way, and | was in bed about two months before
| could venture out of the house. | stayed abowtto

a couple of months more and then returned to resume
my practice. | think I must have been thoroughly
scared by what had happened, or by the doctor, or
probably both, so that | did not touch a drink agai

until the country went dry.

With the passing of the Eighteenth Amendment |
felt quite safe. | knew everyone would buy a few
bottles, or cases, of liquor as their exchequennited,
and that it would soon be gone. Therefore it

would make no great difference, even if | should do
some drinking. At that time | was not aware of the
almost unlimited supply the government made it {nbss
for us doctors to obtain, neither had | any
knowledge of the bootlegger who soon appeared on
the horizon. | drank with moderation at first, ltut
took me only a relatively short time to drift baoko

the old habits, which had wound up so disastrously
before.

During the next few years, | developed two distinct
phobias. One was the fear of not sleeping, and the
other was the fear of running out of liquor. Noirge

a man of means, | knew that if | did not stay sober
enough to earn money, | would run out of liquor.d¥lo
of the time, therefore, | did not take the morning
drink which | craved so badly, but instead would

fill up on large doses of sedatives to quiet ttters,
which distressed me terribly. Occasionally, | would
yield to the morning craving, but if I did, it walibe
only a few hours before | would be quite unfit for
work. This would lessen my chances of smuggling
some home that evening, which in turn would mean
a night of futile tossing around in bed followeddy
morning of unbearable jitters. During the subseguen



fifteen years | had sense enough never to go to the
hospital if I had been drinking, and very seldomh di

| receive patients. | would sometimes hide outrie o
of the clubs of which | was a member, and had the
habit at times of registering at a hotel underttious
name. But my friends usually found me and | would
go home if they promised that | should not be sedld
If my wife was planning to go out in the afternoon,

I would get a large supply of liquor and smuggle it
home and hide it in the coal bin, the clothes chute
over door jambs, over beams in the cellar, andaoks
in the cellar tile. | also made use of old trunks a
chests, the old can container, and even the ashinen
The water tank on the toilet | never used,

because that looked too easy. | found out latér tha
my wife inspected it frequently. | used to put ¢igh
or twelve ounce bottles of alcohol in a fur linddvg
and toss it onto the back airing porch when winter
days got dark enough. My bootlegger had hidden
alcohol at the back steps where | could get ityat m
convenience. Sometimes | would bring it in my
pockets, but they were inspected, and that became
too risky. | used also to put it up in four ounastles
and stick several in my stocking tops. This worked
nicely until my wife and | went to see Wallace Beer
in “Tugboat Annie,” after which the pant-leg and
stocking racket were out!

I will not take space to relate all my hospital or
sanitarium experiences.

During all this time we became more or less osteti
by our friends. We could not be invited out

because | would surely get tight, and my wife dared
not invite people in for the same reason. My phobia
for sleeplessness demanded that | get drunk every
night, but in order to get more liquor for the next
night, | had to stay sober during the day, at least

to four o’clock. This routine went on with few imtaptions
for seventeen years. It was really a horrible
nightmare, this earning money, getting liquor, sgiung
it home, getting drunk, morning jitters, taking

large doses of sedatives to make it possible fotame
earn more money, and so on ad nauseam. | used to
promise my wife, my friends, and my children that

I would drink no more—promises which seldom kept
me sober even through the day, though | was very



sincere when | made them.

For the benefit of those experimentally inclined, |
should mention the so-called beer experiment. When
beer first came back, I thought that | was safe. |
could drink all I wanted of that. It was harmless;
nobody ever got drunk on beer. So I filled theazell
full, with the permission of my good wife. It waetn
long before | was drinking at least a case andfaaha
day. | put on thirty pounds of weight in about two
months, looked like a pig, and was uncomfortalbenfr
shortness of breath. It then occurred to me that af
one was all smelled up with beer nobody could tell
what had been drunk, so | began to fortify my beer
with straight alcohol. Of course, the result wasyve
bad, and that ended the beer experiment.

About the time of the beer experiment | was thrown

in with a crowd of people who attracted me because
of their seeming poise, health, and happiness. They
spoke with great freedom from embarrassment, which
| could never do, and they seemed very much at ease
on all occasions and appeared very healthy. More
than these attributes, they seemed to be hapms | w
self conscious and ill at ease most of the time, my
health was at the breaking point, and | was thdmbyug
miserable. | sensed they had something | did not
have, from which | might readily profit. | learnéuhat

it was something of a spiritual nature, which dad n
appeal to me very much, but | thought it could do n
harm. | gave the matter much time and study for the
next two and a half years, but I still got tigheey

night nevertheless. | read everything | could fianig
talked to everyone who | thought knew anything
about it.

My wife became deeply interested, and it was her
interest that sustained mine, though | at no time
sensed that it might be an answer to my liquor lerab
How my wife kept her faith and courage during

all those years, I'll never know, but she did.Heshad
not, | know | would have been dead a long time ago.
For some reason, we alcoholics seem to have the gif
of picking out the world’s finest women. Why they
should be subjected to the tortures we inflict upon
them, | cannot explain.



About this time a lady called up my wife one Saayrd
afternoon saying she wanted me to come over that
evening to meet a friend of hers who might help me.
It was the day before Mother’'s Day and | had come
home plastered, carrying a big potted plant which |
set down on the table and forthwith went upstais a
passed out. The next day she called again. Wishing
to be polite, though | felt very badly, | said, tls
make the call,” and extracted from my wife a pranis
that we would not stay over fifteen minutes.

We entered her house at exactly five o’clock and it
was eleven fifteen when we left. | had a couple of
shorter talks with this man afterward, and stopped
drinking abruptly. This dry spell lasted for abdiurtee
weeks; then | went to Atlantic City to attend sever
days’ meeting of a national society of which | veas
member. | drank all the scotch they had on thatrai
and bought several quarts on my way to the hotel.
This was on Sunday. | got tight that night, stayed
sober Monday till after the dinner, and then proeee
to get tight again. | drank all | dared in the kg
then went to my room to finish the job. Tuesday |
started in the morning, getting well organized bpm
I did not want to disgrace myself so | then checked
out. | bought some more liquor on the way to the
depot. | had to wait some time for the train. | eenier
nothing from then on until I woke up at a friend’s
house, in a town near home. These good peoplequbtif
my wife, who sent my newly made friend over to
get me. He came and got me home and to bed, gave
me a few drinks that night, and one bottle of liker
next morning.

That was June 10, 1935, and that was my last drink.
As | write, nearly four years have passed.

The question which might naturally come into your
mind would be: “What did the man do or say that was
different from what others had done or said?” Ismu
be remembered that | had read a great deal aretitalk
to everyone who knew, or thought they knew anything
about the subject of alcoholism. But this was a man
who had experienced many years of frightful drigkin
who had had most all the drunkard’s experiences
known to man, but who had been cured by the very



means | had been trying to employ, that is to bay t
spiritual approach. He gave me information about
the subject of alcoholism which was undoubtedly
helpful. Of far more importance was the fact that he
was the first living human with whom | had ever
talked, who knew what he was talking about in regar
alcoholism from actual experience. In other words,
he talked my languagele knew all the answers, and
certainly not because he had picked them up in his
reading.

It is a most wonderful blessing to be relievedhsf t
terrible curse with which | was afflicted. My hdals
good and | have regained my self-respect and Speot
of my colleagues. My home life is ideal and my
business is as good as can be expected in thesgainc
times.

| spend a great deal of time passing on what |
learned to others who want and need it badly.it do
for four reasons:

1. Sense of duty.

2. ltis a pleasure.

3. Because in so doing | am paying my debt to the
man who took time to pass it on to me.

4. Because every time | do it | take out a littlermn
insurance for myself against a possible slip.

Unlike most of our crowd, | did not get over my
craving for liquor much during the first two andetralf
years of abstinence. It was almost always with

me. But at no time have | been anywhere near yigldi
| used to get terribly upset when | saw my friends
drink and knew | could not, but | schooled myself t
believe that though | once had the same privilege,
had abused it so frightfully that it was withdravida

it doesn’t behoove me to squawk about it for, adter
nobody ever had to throw me down and pour liquor
down my throat.

If you think you are an atheist, an agnostic, a
skeptic, or have any other form of intellectuabri
which keeps you from accepting what is in this hook
| feel sorry for you. If you still think you arershg
enough to beat the game alone, that is your affair.
But if you really and truly want to quit drinking

liquor for good and all, and sincerely feel thatiyo



must have some help, we know that we have an answer
for you. It never fails, if you go about it with emalf

the zeal you have been in the habit of showing when
you were getting another drink.

Your Heavenly Father will never let you down!



(1)

ALCOHOLIC ANONYMOUS
NUMBER THREE

Pioneer member of Akron’s Group No. 1, the first
A.A. group in the world. He kept the faith; therefo
he and countless others found a new life.

One of five children, | was born on a Kentucky

farm in Carlyle County. My parents were wellto-

do people, and their marriage was a happy one.

My wife, a Kentucky girl, came with me to Akron
where | completed my course in law at the Akron Law
School.

My case is rather unusual in one respect. There
were no childhood episodes of unhappiness to atcoun
for my alcoholism. | had, seemingly, just a natural
affinity for grog. My marriage was happy, and | eev
had any of the reasons, conscious or unconscious,
which are often given for drinking. Yet, as my reto
shows, | did become an extremely serious case.
Before my drinking had cut me down completely, |
achieved a considerable measure of success, having
been a city councilman for five years and a finahci
director of a suburb later taken into the citylitse

But, of course, this all went down the drain witlh m
increased drinking. So, at the time Dr. Bob and Bil
came along, | had about run out my strength.

The first time that | became intoxicated | was &igh
years old. This was no fault of my father or motlaar
they were both very much opposed to drinking. A
couple of hired hands were cleaning out the barn on
the farm, and | was riding to and fro on the skt
while they were loading, | drank hard cider outof
barrel in the barn. On the return trip, after two o
three loads, | passed out and had to be carrigteto
house. | remember that my father kept whiskey
around the house for medical purposes and enteréait)
and | would drink from this when no one was

about and then water it to keep my parents from
knowing | was drinking.



This continued until | enrolled in our state unsigy,
and at the end of the four years, | realized that |
was a drunk. Morning after morning | awoke sick and
with terrible jitters, but there was always a flask
liquor sitting on the table beside my bed. | would
reach over and get this and take a shot and iwa fe
moments get up and take another, shave, eat my
breakfast, slip a half pint of liquor in my hip e,
and go on to school. Between classes | would run
down to the washroom, take enough to steady my
nerves, and then go on to the next class. Thisiwas
1917.

| left the university in the latter part of my seni
year and enlisted in the army. At the time, | alte
patriotism. Later | realized that | was runningnfro
alcohol. It did help to a certain extent, sinceurid
myself in places where | could not obtain anythimg
drink and so broke the habitual drinking.

Then Prohibition came into effect, and the factd th
the stuff obtainable was so horrible and sometimes
deadly, and that | had married and had a job which
had to look after, helped me for a period of sohned
or four years, although | would get drunk everydim
could get hold of enough to drink to get starte¢. M
wife and | belonged to some bridge clubs, and they
began to make wine and serve it. However, after two
or three trials, | found this was not satisfactoegause
they did not serve enough to satisfy me. So |

would refuse to drink. This problem was soon sojved
however, as | began to take my bottle along with me
and hide it in the bathroom or in the shrubbergioiat
As time went on, my drinking became progressively
worse. | would be away from my office two or three
weeks at a time, horrible days and nights when |
would lie on the floor of my home and reach over

to get the bottle, take a drink, and then go back

into oblivion.

During the first six months of 1935, | was hospiadl
eight times for intoxication and shackled to the

bed two or three days before | even knew wheresl wa
On June 26, 1935, | came to in the hospital, and to
say | was discouraged is to put it mildly. Eachihef



seven times that | had left this hospital in thevippus
six months, | had come out fully determined in my
own mind that | would not get drunk again—for at
least six or eight months. It hadn’t worked outttha
way, and | didn’t know what the matter was and did
not know what to do.

| was moved into another room that morning and
there was my wife. | thought to myself, Well, ske i
going to tell me this is the end, and | certainly
couldn’t blame her and did not intend to try tatiflys
myself. She told me that she had been talking to a
couple of fellows about drinking. | resented thesw
much, until she informed me that they were a couple
of drunks just as | was. That wasn’t so bad, tattel

to another drunk.

She said, “You are going to quit.” That was worth a
lot even though I did not believe it. Then she tole
that these two drunks she had been talking to had a
plan whereby they thought they could quit drinking,
and part of that plan was that they tell it to deot
drunk. This was going to help them to stay sobédr. A
the other people who had talked to me wanted to hel
me,and my pride prevented me from listening to them
and caused only resentment on my part, but | &eit a

I would be a real stinker if | did not listen ta@auple

of fellows for a short time, if that would cutiegem.My
wife also told me that | could not pay them even if
wanted to and had the money, which | did not.

They came in and began to give me instruction in
the program that later became known as Alcoholics
Anonymous. There was not much of it at that time.

| looked up and there were two great big fellows
over six-foot tall, very likable looking. (I knewtarwards
that the two who came in were Bill W. and

Doctor Bob.) Before very long we began to relate
some incidents of our drinking, and pretty soon |
realized that both of them knew what they wereinglk
about, because you can see things and smell

things when you’re drunk that you can’t other timés

I had thought they didn’t know what they were tatki
about, | wouldn’t have been willing to talk to them

at all.

After a while, Bill said, “Well, now, you've been



talking a good long time, let me talk a minutewot’
So, after hearing some more of my story, he turned
around and said to Doc—I don't think he knew | loear
him, but | did—he said, “Well, | believe he’s worth
saving and working on.” They said to me, “Do you
want to quit drinking? It's none of our businessuath
your drinking. We’re not up here trying to take any

of your rights or privileges away from you, but we
have a program whereby we think we can stay sober.
Part of that program is that we take it to someslse
who needs it and wants it. Now, if you don’t want i
we’ll not take up your time, and we’ll be going and
looking for someone else.”

The next thing they wanted to know was if |

thought | could quit of my own accord, without any
help, if | could just walk out of the hospital anever
take another drink. If | could, that was wonderful,
that was just fine, and they would very much apijatec
a person who had that kind of power, but they

were looking for a man who knew he had a problem
and knew he couldn’t handle it himself and needed
outside help. The next thing they wanted to know
was if | believed in a Higher Power. | had no trieub
there because | had never actually ceased to believ
in God and had tried lots of times to get help but
hadn’t succeeded. Next they wanted to know would
| be willing to go to this Higher Power and ask for
help, calmly and without any reservations.

They left this with me to think over, and | lay tee

on that hospital bed and went back over and rexdewe
my life. | thought of what liquor had done to miee t
opportunities that | had discarded, the abilithest t

had been given me and how | had wasted them, and
| finally came to the conclusion that if | didn’&amnt

to quit, | certainly ought to want to, and thatdsv
willing to do anything in the world to stop drinkjn

I was willing to admit to myself that | had hit lbam,
that | had gotten hold of something that | didn’t
know how to handle by myself. So after reviewing
these things and realizing what liquor had costime,
went to this Higher Power that, to me, was Godhauit
any reservation, and admitted that | was completely
powerless over alcohol and that | was willing

to do anything in the world to get rid of the preiol.



In fact, | admitted that from then on | was willita

let God take over instead of me. Each day | would
try to find out what His will was and try to follow
that, rather than trying to get Him to always agree
that the things | thought up for myself were thadls
best for me. So, when they came back, | told them.
One of the fellows, I think it was Doc, said, “Well
you want to quit?” | said, “Yes, Doc, | would like
quit, at least for five, six, or eight months, bihget
things straightened up, and begin to get the reégec
my wife and some other people back, and get my
finances fixed up and so on.” And they both laughed
very heartily and said, “That’s better than youbeen
doing, isn’t it?” Which of course was true. Theydsa
“We’ve got some bad news for you. It was bad news
for us, and it will probably be bad news for you.
Whether you quit six days, months, or years, if gou
out and take a drink or two, you'll end up in thisspital
tied down, just like you have been in these past

six months. You are an alcoholic.” As far as | know
that was the first time | had ever paid any attenti

to that word. | figured | was just a drunk. Andyhe
said, “No, you have a disease, and it doesn’t naake
difference how long you do without it, after a dkior
two you'll end up just like you are now.” That cartly
was real disheartening news, at the time.

The next question they asked was, “You can quit
twenty-four hours, can't you?” | said, “Sure, yasybody
can do that, for twenty-four hours.” They said,

“That’s what we’re talking about. Just twenty-four
hours at a time.” That sure did take a load offngf
mind. Every time I'd start thinking about drinking,
would think of the long, dry years ahead withoutihg

a drink; but this idea of twenty-four hours, that i

was up to me from then on, was a lot of help.
(At this point, the Editors intrude just long enbug
supplement Bill D.’s account, that of the man oa lied,
with that of Bill W., the man who sat by the sidettwe
bed.) Says Bill W.:

Nineteen years ago last summer, Dr. Bob and | saw h
(Bill D.) for the first time. Bill lay on his hostal bed and
looked at us in wonder.

Two days before this, Dr. Bob had said to me, tifiy
and | are going to stay sober, we had better get.bu
Straightway, Bob called Akron’s City Hospital ansked
for the nurse on the receiving ward. He explairred he



and a man from New York had a cure for alcoholiBal.
she have an alcoholic customer on whom it coulttibd?
Knowing Bob of old, she jokingly replied, “Well, Btor,

| suppose you've already tried it yourself?”

Yes, she did have a customer—a dandy. He had just
arrived in D.T.’s, had blacked the eyes of two esrsaand
now they had him strapped down tight. Would thie do?
After prescribing medicines, Dr. Bob ordered, “Bir in
a private room. We'll be down as soon as he cleprs
Bill didn’t seem too impressed. Looking sadder than
ever, he wearily ventured, “Well, this is wonderfot you
fellows, but it can’'t be for me. My case is so iteg that
I’'m scared to go out of this hospital at all. Yoand have
to sell me religion, either. | was at one time aa® in
the church, and | still believe in God. But | guétes
doesn’t believe much in me.”

Then Dr. Bob said, “Well, Bill, maybe you'll feekkter
tomorrow. Wouldn't you like to see us again?”
“Sure | would,” replied Bill, “Maybe it won’t do an
good, but I'd like to see you both, anyhow. Youtaenly
know what you are talking about.”

Looking in later, we found Bill with his wife, Heietta.
Eagerly he pointed to us saying, “These are tHevisl |
told you about; they are the ones who understand.”
Bill then related how he had lain awake nearlynaht.
Down in the pit of his depression, new hope hadedww
been born. The thought flashed through his mind, “|
they can do it, | can do it!” Over and over he daig to
himself. Finally, out of his hope, there burst ciation.
Now he was sure. Then came a great joy. At lemghce
stole over him and he slept.

Before our visit was over, Bill suddenly turnedhis wife
and said, “Go fetch my clothes, dear. We're going t
get up and get out of here.” Bill D. walked outtlo&t
hospital a free man, never to drink again.

A.A.’s Number One Group dates from that very day.
(Bill D. now continues his story.)

It was in the next two or three days after | hasitfi
met Doc and Bill that | finally came to a decision
turn my will over to God and to go along with this
program the best that | could. Their talk and actio
had instilled in me a certain amount of confidence,
although | was not too absolutely certain. | wasn’t
afraid that the program wouldn’t work, but | stilbs
doubtful whether | would be able to hang on to the
program, but | did come to the conclusion that $wa
willing to put everything | had into it, with God’s
power, and that | wanted to do just that. As scon a



| had done that, | did feel a great release. | ktteats

| had a helper whom | could rely upon, who wouldn’t
fail me. If | could stick to Him and listen, | walil
make it. | remember when the boys came back,

| told them, “I have gone to this Higher Power, and
| have told Him that | am willing to put His world
first, above everything. | have already done it] &n
am willing to do it again here in the presenceaf,y
or I am willing to say it any place, anywhere ie th
world from now on and not be ashamed of it.” And
this certainly gave me a lot of confidence and sskm
to take a lot of the burden off me.

I remember telling them too that it was going to be
awfully tough, because | did some other things,
smoked cigarettes and played penny ante poker and
sometimes bet on the horse races, and they said,
“Don’t you think you’re having more trouble with

this drinking than with anything else at the preésen
time? Don't you believe you are going to have all
you can do to get rid of that?” “Yes,” | said, refantly,
“I probably will.” They said, “Let’s forget about

those other things, that is, trying to eliminaterth

all at once, and concentrate on the drink.” Of seur
we had talked over quite a number of the failirgd t

I had and made a sort of an inventory, which wasn’t
too difficult, because | had an awful lot of things
wrong that were very apparent to me. Then they, said
“There is one other thing. You should go out aneta
this program to somebody else who needs it and
wants it.”

Of course, by this time, my business was practicall
nonexistent. | didn’t have any. Naturally, for quit

a time, | wasn’t too well physically, either. Italome
a year, or a year and a half, to get to feelingspajly
well, and it was rather tough, but | soon foundks$ol
whose friendship | had once had, and | found, &fter
had been sober for quite some little time, thase¢he
people began to act like they had in previous years
before | had gotten so bad, so that | didn’t payawaful
much attention to financial gains. | spent most of
my time trying to get back these friendships and to
make some recompense toward my wife, whom | had
hurt a lot.



It would be hard to estimate how much A.A. has
done for me. | really wanted the program, and |
wanted to go along with it. | noticed that the othe
seemed to have such a release, a happiness, ensamet
that | thought a person ought to have. | was

trying to find the answer. | knew there was even
more, something that | hadn’t got, and | rememiner o
day, a week or two after | had come out of the hakp
Bill was at my house talking to my wife and

me. We were eating lunch, and | was listening and
trying to find out why they had this release thmesyt
seemed to have. Bill looked across at my wife aid s
to her, “Henrietta, the Lord has been so wondedul
me, curing me of this terrible disease, that | juant

to keep talking about it and telling people.”

| thought, | think | have the answer. Bill was

very, very grateful that he had been released thom
terrible thing and he had given God the credit for
having done it, and he’s so grateful about it hatwa
to tell other people about it. That sentence, “Loed
has been so wonderful to me, curing me of thiskierr
disease, that | just want to keep telling people
about it,” has been a sort of a golden text forAbé.
program and for me.

Of course, as time went on, | began to get my
health back and began to be so | didn’t have te hid
from people all the time—it’s just been wonderful.
still go to meetings, because | like to go. | ntaet
people that | like to talk to. Another reason thgo

is that I'm still grateful for the good years thae

had. I'm so grateful for both the program and thege
in it that I still want to go. And then probablyeth
most wonderful thing that | have learned from the
program—I’ve seen this in the A.A. Grapevine adbt
times, and I've had people say it to me personalyg
I've heard people get up in meetings and say it—is
this statement: “I came into A.A. solely for therpose
of sobriety, but it has been through A.A. that |

have found God.”

| feel that is about the most wonderful thing that
person can do.



(@)
GRATITUDE IN ACTION

The story of Dave B., one of the founders of AA. i
Canada in 1944.

I believe it would be good to tell the story of my

life. Doing so will give me the opportunity to rember
that | must be grateful to God and to those
members of Alcoholics Anonymous who knew A.A.
before me. Telling my story reminds me that | could
go back to where | was if | forget the wonderfuhtis
that have been given to me or forget that Godas th
guide who keeps me on this path.

In June 1924, | was sixteen years old and had just
graduated from high school in Sherbrooke, Quebec.
Some of my friends suggested that we go for a lheer.
had never had beer or any other form of alcohol. |
don’t know why, since we always had alcohol at home
(I should add that no one in my family was eversidered
an alcoholic). Well, | was afraid my friends

wouldn’t like me if | didn’t do as they did. | knew
firsthand that mysterious state of people who appea
to be sure of themselves but are actually eates ali
with fear inside. | had a rather strong inferiogtymplex.

| believe I lacked what my father used to call
“character.” So on that nice summer day in an oid |

in Sherbrooke, | didn’t find the courage to say no.

| became an active alcoholic from that first day,

when alcohol produced a very special effect inIme.
was transformed. Alcohol suddenly made me into
what | had always wanted to be.

Alcohol became my everyday companion. At first, |
considered it a friend; later, it became a heaag Ib
couldn’t get rid of. It turned out to be much more
powerful than | was, even if, for many years, lldou

stay sober for short periods. | kept telling myslet

one way or another | would get rid of alcohol. Isva
convinced | would find a way to stop drinking. tdit
want to acknowledge that alcohol had become soritapb
in my life. Indeed, alcohol was giving me



something | didn’t want to lose.

In 1934, a series of mishaps occurred because of my
drinking. | had to come back from Western Canada
because the bank | worked for lost confidence in me
An elevator accident cost me all of the toes of foo
and a skull fracture. | was in the hospital for rttn@n

My excessive drinking also caused a brain hemoehag
which completely paralyzed one side of my

body. | probably did my First Step the day | carge b
ambulance to Western Hospital. A night-shift nurse
asked me, “Mr. B., why do you drink so much? You
have a wonderful wife, a bright little boy. You learno
reason to drink like that. Why do you?” Being hdnes
for the first time, | said, “I don’t know, Nursereally
don’t know.” That was many years before | learned
about the Fellowship.

You might think I'd tell myself, “If alcohol causes®
much harm, | will stop drinking.” But | found couess
reasons to prove to myself that alcohol had nothing

to do with my misfortunes. | told myself it was
because of fate, because everyone was againsecase
things weren’t going well. | sometimes thought

that God did not exist. | thought, “If this lovirtgod
exists, as they say, He would not treat me this way
God would not act like this.” | felt sorry for mya

lot in those days.

My family and employers were concerned about my
drinking, but | had become rather arrogant. | baugh
a 1931 Ford with an inheritance from my grandmather
and my wife and | made a trip to Cape Cod.

On the way back, we stopped at my uncle’s place in
New Hampshire. This uncle had taken me under his
wing at the time of my mother’s death, and he veatri
about me. Now he said to me, “Dave, if you stop
drinking for a full year, I will give you the Fomdadster
| just bought.” | loved that car, so | immediately
promised | wouldn’t drink for a whole year. And |
meant it. Yet | was drinking again before we reache
the Canadian border. | was powerless over alcdhol.
was learning that | could do nothing to fight if,of
even while | was denying the fact.

On Easter weekend 1944, | found myself in a jail



cell in Montreal. By now, | was drinking to escape
horrible thoughts | had whenever | was sober enough
to become aware of my situation. | was drinking to
avoid seeing what | had become. The job I'd had for
twenty years and the new car were long gone. | had
undergone three stays in a psychiatric hospital Go
knows | didn’t want to drink, yet to my great delspa

| always returned to the infernal merry-go-round.

| wondered how this misery would end. | was full of
fear. | was afraid to tell others what | felt |&@s¢y
would think | was insane. | was terribly lonely|l fof
self-pity, and terrified. Most of all, | was in @eb depression.
Then | recalled a book given to me by my sister
Jean about drunks as desperate as | was who had
found a way to stop drinking. According to this kpo
these drunks had found a way to live like other daum
beings: to get up in the morning, go to work, agttim
home in the evening. This book was about

| decided to get in touch with them. | had much
difficulty in reaching A.A. in New York, as A.A. vea't
as well-known then. I finally spoke to a woman,
Bobbie, who said words | hope | never forget: “l am
an alcoholic. We have recovered. If you want, we’ll
help you.” She told me about herself and added that
many other drunks had used this method to stop
drinking. What impressed me most in this conveosati
was the fact that these people, five hundred miles
away, cared enough to try to help me. Here | was,
feeling so sorry for myself, convinced that no one
cared whether | was dead or alive.

| was very surprised when | got a copy of the Big
Book in the mail the following day. And each dateaf
that, for nearly a year, | got a letter or a nstamething
from Bobbie or from Bill or one of the other

members of the central office in New York. In
October 1944, Bobbie wrote: “You sound very sincere
and from now on we will be counting on you to peuage
the Fellowship of A.A. where you are. You will

find enclosed some queries from alcoholics. Wekthin
you are now ready to take on this responsibiliBhe

had enclosed some four hundred letters that | aneslve
in the course of the following weeks. Soon, |

began to get answers back.

In my new enthusiasm, and having found an answer



to my problem, | told Dorie, my wife, “You can quit
your job now; | will take care of you. From now on,
you will take the place you deserve in this family.
However, she knew better. She said, “No, Dave|ll wi
keep my job for a year while you go save the drunks
That is exactly what | set out to do.

As | look back on it now, | did everything wrong,
but at least | was thinking of somebody else irtd#a
myself. | had begun to get a little bit of somethin
am very full of now, and that is gratitude. | wabming
increasingly grateful to the people in New

York and to the God they referred to but whom |
found difficult to reach. (Yet | realized | hadgeek
the Higher Power | was told about.)

| was all alone in Quebec at that time. The Toronto
Group had been in operation since the previous fall
and there was a member in Windsor who attended
meetings across the river in Detroit. That was AnA.
its entirety in this country.

One day | got a letter from a man in Halifax who
wrote, “One of my friends, a drunk, works in
Montreal, but he is currently in Chicago, where he
went on a major binge. When he returns to Montreal,
I'd like you to talk to him.”

I met this man at his home. His wife was cooking
dinner, their young daughter at her side. The mas w
wearing a velvet jacket and sitting comfortabhhis
parlor. | hadn’t met many people from high sociéty.
immediately thought, “What’s going on here? This
man isn’t an alcoholic!” Jack was a down-to-earthspn.
He was used to discussions about psychiatry, and
the concept of a Higher Power didn’'t appeal to him
very much. But from our meeting, A.A. was born here
in Quebec.

The Fellowship started to grow, most particularly
following the publicity we got in th&azetten the
spring of 1945. | will never forget the day thatiyla
came to see me—she was the first woman to join our
Fellowship here. She was very shy and reserveg, ver
low-key. She had heard of the Fellowship through th
Gazette



For the first year, all the meetings were held yn m
home. There were people all over the house. The
wives of members used to come with their husbands,
though we didn’t allow them in our closed meetings.
They used to sit on the bed or in the kitchen, wher
they would make coffee and snacks. | believe they
were wondering what would happen to us. Yet they
were as happy as we were.

The first two French Canadians to learn about A.A.
did so in the basement of my home. All French-sjpepk
meetings in existence today were born out of those
early meetings.

At the end of my first year of sobriety, my wife
agreed to leave her job after | found some work. |
thought that would be easy. All | had to do wasege
an employer and I'd be able to support my family in
a normal fashion. However, | looked for work for
many months. We didn’t have much money, and | was
spending the little we had going from one placth®
other, answering ads and meeting people. | wamgett
more and more discouraged. One day, a member
said, “Dave, why don’t you apply at the aircrattttary?

| know a fellow there who could help you.” So

that was where | got my first job. There reallynis
Higher Power looking after us.

One of the most fundamental things | have learned

is to pass on our message to other alcoholics. That
means | must think more about others than abouglinys
The most important thing is to practice these
principles in all my affairs. In my opinion, thatwhat
Alcoholics Anonymous is all about.

| never forgot a passage | first read in the cdpy o

the Big Book that Bobbie sent me: “Abandon yourself
to God as you understand God. Admit your faults to
Him and to your fellows. Clear away the wreckage of
your past. Give freely of what you find and join"us

is very simple—though not always easy. But it can b
done.

I know the Fellowship of A.A. doesn’t offer any
guarantees, but | also know that in the future hdb
have to drink. | want to keep this life of peacesity,



and tranquility that | have found. Today, | have

found again the home [ left and the woman | married
when she was still so young. We have two more cémid
and they think their dad is an important man. |

have all these wonderful things—people who mean
more to me than anything in the world. | shall keép
that, and | won’t have to drink, if | remember one
simple thing: to keep my hand in the hand of God.



(3)
WOMEN SUFFER TOO

Despite great opportunities, alcohol nearly ended
her life. An early member, she spread the word amon
women in our pioneering period.

W hat was | saying . . . from far away, as if in

a delirium, | heard my own voice—calling

someone “Dorothy,” talking of dress shops, of jobs
... the words came clearer . . . this sound obmy
voice frightened me as it came closer . . . andisnly,
there | was, talking of | knew not what, to

someone I'd never seen before that very moment.
Abruptly | stopped speaking. Where was 1?

I'd waked up in strange rooms before, fully dressed
on a bed or a couch; I'd waked up in my own room,
in or on my own bed, not knowing what hour or day
it was, afraid to ask . . . but this was differéfttis
time | seemed to be already awake, sitting upiight
a big easy chair, in the middle of an animated eosation
with a perfectly strange young woman who

didn’t appear to think it strang8hewas chatting on,
pleasantly and comfortably.

Terrified, | looked around. | was in a large, dark,
rather poorly furnished room—the living room of a
basement flat. Cold chills started chasing up and
down my spine; my teeth were chattering; my hands
were shaking, so | tucked them under me to keap the
from flying away. My fright was real enough, but it
didn’t account for these violent reactions. | knew
what they were, all right—a drink would fix then. |
must have been a long time since | had my laskdrin
—but | didn’t dare ask this stranger for one. | mus
get out of here. In any case | must get out of here
before | let slip my abysmal ignorance of how | eam
to be here and she realized that | was starknstari
mad. | was mad—I must be.

The shakes grew worse, and | looked at my watch—
six o’clock. It had been one o’clock when | lashembered
looking. I'd been sitting comfortably in a



restaurant with Rita, drinking my sixth martini and
hoping the waiter would forget about the lunch orde
—at least long enough for me to have a couple more.
I'd only had two with her, but I'd managed four in
the fifteen minutes I'd waited for her, and of ceair

I'd had the usual uncounted swigs from the botle a

| painfully got up and did my slow spasmodic dregsi
In fact, | had been in very good shape at one oiclo
—feeling no pain. Whatouldhave happened? That
had been in the center of New York, on noisy 42nd
Street . . . this was obviously a quiet residersgtion.
Why had “Dorothy” brought me here? Who

was she? How had | met her? | had no answers, and
| dared not ask. She gave no sign of recogniziytharg
wrong, but what had | been doing for those

lost five hours? My brain whirled. | might have @on
terrible things, and | wouldn’t even know it!
Somehow | got out of there and walked five blocks
past brownstone houses. There wasn’t a bar in,sight
but | found the subway station. The name on it was
unfamiliar, and | had to ask the way to Grand Gantr
It took three-quarters of an hour and two changes t
get there—back to my starting point. | had been in
the remote reaches of Brooklyn.

That night | got very drunk, which was usual, but

| remembered everything, which was very unusual. |
remembered going through what my sister assured me
was my nightly procedure of trying to find Williee&brook’s
name in the telephone book. | remembered

my loud resolution to find him and ask him to help
me get into that “Asylum” he had written about. |
remembered asserting that | was goinddsomething
about this, that | couldn’'t go on . . . | rememloere
looking longingly at the window as an easier
solution and shuddering at the memory of that other
window, three years before, and the six agonizing
months in a London hospital ward. | remembered
filling the peroxide bottle in my medicine chestlwi
gin, in case my sister found the bottle | hid unither
mattress. And | remembered the creeping horror of
the interminable night, in which | slept for shepells
and woke dripping with cold sweat and shaken with
utter despair, to drink hastily from my bottle and
mercifully pass out again. “You're mad, you're mad,
you’re mad!” pounded through my brain with each



returning ray of consciousness, and | drowned the
refrain with drink.

That went on for two more months before I landed
in a hospital and started my slow fight back tonmalcy.
It had been going on like that for over a year.

| was thirty-two years old.

When | look back on that last horrible year of dans
drinking, | wonder how I survived it, either

physically or mentally. For there were, of course,
periods of clear realization of what | had become,
attended by memories of what | had been, what | had
expected to be. And the contrast was pretty shadter
Sitting in a Second Avenue bar, accepting drinks
from anyone who offered, after my small stake was
gone, or sitting at home alone, with the inevitable
glass in my hand, | would remember, and, rememgerin
I would drink faster, seeking speedy oblivion. It

was hard to reconcile this ghastly present with the
simple facts of the past.

My family had money—I had never known denial

of any material desire. The best boarding schaads a

a finishing school in Europe had fitted me for tomventional
role of debutante and young matron. The

times in which | grew up (the Prohibition era imtadized
by Scott Fitzgerald and John Held Jr.) had

taught me to be gay with the gayest; my own inner
urges led me to outdo them all. The year after ogmi
out, | married. So far, so good—all according tamyp|

like thousands of others. But then the story became
my own. My husband was an alcoholic, and since |
had only contempt for those without my own amazing
capacity, the outcome was inevitable. My divorce
coincided with my father’s bankruptcy, and | wemt t
work, casting off all allegiances and responsiketitto
anyone other than myself. For me, work was only a
different means to the same end, to be able to do
exactly what | wanted to do.

For the next ten years | did just that. For greater
freedom and excitement | went abroad to live. | had
my own business, successful enough for me to irdulg
most of my desires. | met all the people | wanted t
meet; | saw all the places | wanted to see; | Hitha



things | wanted to do—I was increasingly miserable.
Headstrong and willful, | rushed from pleasure

to pleasure and found the returns diminishing & th
vanishing point. Hangovers began to assume morsstrou
proportions, and the morning drink became an
urgent necessity. “Blanks” were more frequent, and
seldom knew how I'd got home. When my friends
suggested that | was drinking too much, they were n
longer my friends. | moved from group to group—
then from place to place—and went on drinking. With
a creeping insidiousness, drink had become moreritaupt
than anything else. It no longer gave me

pleasure—it merely dulled the pain—butddto

have it. | was bitterly unhappy. No doubt | hadrbee
an exile too long—I should go home to America.d.di
And to my surprise, my drinking grew worse.

When | entered a sanitarium for prolonged and
intensive psychiatric treatment, | was convinceat th

| was having a serious mental breakdown. | wanted
help, and | tried to cooperate. As the treatment
progressed, | began to get a picture of myselhef
temperament that had caused me so much trouble.

I had been hypersensitive, shy, idealistic. My iligh

to accept the harsh realities of life had resuitea
disillusioned cynic, clothed in a protective armor
against the world’s misunderstanding. That armar ha
turned into prison walls, locking me in lonelinessrd
fear. All I had left was an iron determination iteel

my own life in spite of the alien world—and heneds,
an inwardly frightened, outwardly defiant woman,
who desperately needed a prop to keep going.
Alcohol was that prop, and | didn’t see how | could
live without it. When my doctor told me | should
never touch a drink againcouldn’t affordto believe
him. | had to persist in my attempts to get streggkd
out enough to be able to use the drinks | needed,
without their turning on me. Besides, how colél
understand? He wasn’t a drinking man; he didn’t
know what it was tmeeda drink, nor what a drink
could do for one in a pinch. | wantedliwe, not in a
desert, but in a normal world; and my idea of amair
world was being among people who drank—teetotalers
were not included. And | was sure that |

couldn’t be with people who drank, without drinking
In that | was correct: | couldn’t be comfortabletwi
anykind of people without drinking. | never had been.



Naturally, in spite of my good intentions, in spite
of my protected life behind sanitarium walls, | ssat
times got drunk and was astounded . . . and badly
shaken.

That was the point at which my doctor gave me

the bookAlcoholics Anonymou® read. The first
chapters were a revelation to me. | wasn’t the only
person in the world who felt and behaved like this!

| wasn’t mad or vicious—I was a sick person. | was
suffering from an actual disease that had a name an
symptoms like diabetes or cancer or TB—and a déseas
was respectable, not a moral stigma! But then &hit
snag. | couldn’t stomach religion, and | didn’tdikhe
mention of God or any of the other capital lettéfrs.

that was the way out, it wasn’t for me. | was aeliectual
and | needed an intellectual answer, not an

emotional one. | told my doctor so in no uncertain
terms. | wanted to learn to stand on my own feeat, n

to change one prop for another, and an intangifde a
dubious one at that. And so on and on, for several
weeks, while | grudgingly plowed through some more
of the offending book and felt more and more hogsele
about myself.

Then the miracle happened—tee! It isn’t always

so sudden with everyone, but | ran into a persorisis
that filled me with a raging and righteous anger.
And as | fumed helplessly and planned to get good
and drunk andhow themimy eye caught a sentence
in the book lying open on my bed: “We cannot live
with anger.” The walls crumpled—and the light
streamed in. | wasn't trapped. | wasn't helpless. |
wasfree,and | didn’'t have to drink to “show them.”
This wasn’t “religion”"—this was freedom! Freedom
from anger and fear, freedom to know happiness, and
freedom to know love.

| went to a meeting to see for myself this group of
freaks or bums who had done this thing. To go into
a gathering of people was the sort of thing thatl
life, from the time I left my private world of bosk
and dreams to meet the real world of people and
parties and jobs, had left me feeling an uncomiibeta
outsider, needing the warming stimulus of drinks to
join in. I went trembling into a house in Brooklyn



filled with strangers . . . and | found | had cohwane
at last, to my own kind. There is another meanarg f
the Hebrew word that in the King James version of
the Bible is translated “salvation.” It is: “to cem
home.” | had found my salvation. | wasn’t alone any
more.

That was the beginning of a new life, a fuller life

a happier life than | had ever known or believedsilule.
I had found friends—understanding friends who
often knew what | was thinking and feeling better
than | knew myself—and who didn’t allow me to re
treat into my prison of loneliness and fear over a
fancied slight or hurt. Talking things over witketh,
great floods of enlightenment showed me myself as |
really was—and | was like them. We all had hundreds
of character traits, fears and phobias, likes aslikds,
in common. Suddenly | could accept myself, faults
and all, as | was—for weren't we all like that? And
accepting, | felt a new inner comfort and the wiiness
and strength to do something about the traits

| couldn’t live with.

It didn’t stop there. They knew what to do about
those black abysses that yawned, ready to swalleyw m
when | felt depressed or nervous. There was a etecr
program, designed to secure the greatest possible
inner security for us long-time escapists. Theifegel

of impending disaster that had haunted me for years
began to dissolve as | put into practice more aocem
of the Twelve Steps. It worked!

An active member of A.A. since 1939, | feel myself
a useful member of the human race at last. | have
something to contribute to humanity, since | am
peculiarly qualified, as a fellow-sufferer, to gial

and comfort to those who have stumbled and fallen
over this business of meeting life. | get my grsate
thrill of accomplishment from the knowledge that |
have played a part in the new happiness achieved by
countless others like myself. The fact that | camlwv
again and earn my living is important but secondary
| believe that my once overweening self-will hasafly
found its proper place, for | can say many timat/da
“Thy will be done, not mine” . . . and mean it.



(4)
OUR SOUTHERN FRIEND

Pioneer A.A., minister’s son, and southern farmer,
he asked, “Who am | to say there is no God?”

I ather is an Episcopal minister and his work

takes him over long drives on bad roads. His
parishioners are limited in number, but his frieads
many, for to him race, creed, or social positiorkesa

no difference. It is not long before he drives nphe
buggy. Both he and old Maud are glad to get home.
The drive was long and cold but he was thankful for
the hot bricks that some thoughtful person hadrgive
him for his feet. Soon supper is on the table. &ath
says grace, which delays my attack on the buckwheat
cakes and sausage.

Bedtime comes. | climb to my room in the attic.

It is cold, so there is no delay. | crawl undeiila pf
blankets and blow out the candle. The wind is gsin
and howls around the house. But | am safe and warm.
| fall into a dreamless sleep.

I am in church. Father is delivering his sermon. A
wasp is crawling up the back of the lady in froht o
me. | wonder if it will reach her neck. Shuckshés
flown away. At last! The message has been delivered
“Let your light so shine before men that they may
see your good works—.” | hunt for my nickel to drop
in the plate so that mine will be seen.

| am in another fellow’s room at college. “Fresh
man,” said he to me, “do you ever take a drinki?ésitated.
Father had never directly spoken to me about
drinking but he never drank any, so far as | knew.
Mother hated liquor and feared a drunken man. Her
brother had been a drinker and had died in a state
hospital for the insane. But his life was unmenrgin
so far as | was concerned. | had never had a dvirtk,
| had seen enough merriment in the boys who were
drinking to be interested. | would never be like th
village drunkard at home.



“Well,” said the older boy, “do you?”

“Once in a while,” I lied. I could not let him thn

| was a sissy.

He poured out two drinks. “Here’s looking at you,”
said he. | gulped it down and choked. | didn't like
but I would not say so. A mellow glow stole over.me
This wasn’t so bad after all. Sure, I'd have anothe
The glow increased. Other boys came in. My tongue
loosened. Everyone laughed loudly. | was wittyadl h
no inferiorities. Why, | wasn’t even ashamed of my
skinny legs! This was the real thing!

A haze filled the room. The electric light began to
move. Then two bulbs appeared. The faces of the
other boys grew dim. How sick | felt. | staggered t
the bathroom. Shouldn’t have drunk so much or so
fast. But | knew how to handle it now. I'd drinkd a
gentleman after this.

And so | met John Barleycorn. The grand fellow
who at my call made me a hail-fellow-well-met, who
gave me such a fine voice, as we sang “Hail, tzal,
gang’s all here” and “Sweet Adeline,” who gave me
freedom from fear and feelings of inferiority. Good
old John! He was my pal, all right.

Final exams of my senior year and | may somehow
graduate. | would never have tried, but mother to®un
on it so. A case of measles saved me from beirige#lic
out during my sophomore year.

But the end is in sight. My last exam and an easy

one. | gaze at the board with its questions. Qamtember
the answer to the first. I'll try the second. No

soap there. | don’'t seem to remember anything. |
concentrate on one of the questions. | don’t seem t

be able to keep my mind on what | am doing. | get
uneasy. If | don't get started soon, | won’t hawveet

to finish. No use. | can’t think.

| leave the room, which the honor system allows. |

go to my room. | pour out half a tumbler of grain
alcohol and fill it with ginger ale. Now back toeth

exam. My pen moves rapidly. | know enough of the
answers to get by. Good old John Barleycorn! He can
be depended on. What a wonderful power he has over



the mind! He has given me my diploma!

Underweight! How | hate that word. Three attempts
to enlist in the service, and three failures beeaus

of being skinny. True, | have recently recovered
from pneumonia and have an alibi, but my friends ar
in the war or going, and | am not. | visit a friemtdo

is awaiting orders. The atmosphere of “eat, dramd
be merry” prevails and | absorb it. | drink a lotey
night. I can hold a lot now, more than the others.

| am examined for the draft and pass the physical
test. | am to go to camp on November 13. The
Armistice is signed on the eleventh, and the dsaft
called off. Never in the service! The war leaves me
with a pair of blankets, a toilet kit, a sweateit kiy

my sister, and a still greater sense of inferiority

It is ten o’clock of a Saturday night. | am working
hard on the books of a subsidiary company of alarg
corporation. | have had experience in selling,athecting,
and in accounting, and | am on my way up

the ladder.

Then the crack-up. Cotton struck the skids andcectitins
went cold. A twenty-three million dollar

surplus wiped out. Offices closed up and workessltirged.
I, and the books of my division, have been
transferred to the head office. | have no assistanc
and am working nights, Saturdays, and Sundays. My
salary has been cut. My wife and new baby are fatly
staying with relatives. | feel exhausted. The

doctor has told me that if | don’t give up insidenk;

I'll have tuberculosis. But what am | to do? | have

a family to support and have no time to be looKorg
another job.

| reach for the bottle that | just got from George,

the elevator boy.

| am a traveling salesman. The day is over and
business has been not so good. I'll go to bedshwi

| were home with the family and not in this dingy
hotel.

Well—well—look who’s here! Good old Charlie! It's
great to see him. How’s the boy? A drink? You bet
your life! We buy a gallon of “corn” because itss
cheap. Yet | am fairly steady when | go to bed.
Morning comes. | feel horrible. A little drink will



put me on my feet. But it takes others to keep me
there.

| become a teacher in a boys’ school. | am happy
in my work. | like the boys and we have lots of fun
in class and out.

The doctor bills are heavy and the bank account is
low. My wife’s parents come to our assistance. | am
filled with hurt pride and self-pity. | seem to ged
sympathy for my illness and have no appreciation of
the love behind the gift.

| call the bootlegger and fill up my charred keg.

But | do not wait for the charred keg to work. t ge
drunk. My wife is extremely unhappy. Her father
comes to sit with me. He never says an unkind word.
He is a real friend, but | do not appreciate him.

We are staying with my wife’s father. Her mother

is in a critical condition at a hospital. | canistgep.

I must get myself together. | sneak downstairsgetd

a bottle of whiskey from the cellaret. | pour dignk
down my throat. My father-in-law appears. “Have

a drink?” | ask. He makes no reply and hardly seems
to see me. His wife dies that night.

Mother has been dying of cancer for a long time.
She is near the end now and is in a hospital. ¢ hav
been drinking a lot but never get drunk. Mother mus
never know. | see her about to go.

| return to the hotel where | am staying and get gi
from the bellboy. I drink and go to bed; | takeeavf
the next morning and go see my mother once more.
| cannot stand it. | go back to the hotel and geten
gin. | drink steadily. | come to at three in thermag.
The indescribable torture has me again. | turn

on the light. | must get out of the room or | shall
jump out of the window. | walk miles. No use. | go
the hospital, where | have made friends with the
night superintendent. She puts me to bed and gives
me a hypodermic.

| am at the hospital to see my wife. We haveusn
other child. But she is not glad to see me. | have
been drinking while the baby was arriving. Her é&th
stays with her.



It is a cold, bleak day in November. | have fought

hard to stop drinking. Each battle has ended iratef

| tell my wife | cannot stop drinking. She begs

me to go to a hospital for alcoholics that has been
recommended. | say | will go. She makes the arraegées,
but I will not go. I'll do it all myself.

This time I'm off of it for good. I'll just take &ew

beers now and then.

It is the last day of the following October, a dark
rainy morning. | come to on a pile of hay in a barn

I look for liquor and can't find any. | wander to a
table and drink five bottles of beer. | must geheo
liquor. Suddenly | feel hopeless, unable to golon.
go home. My wife is in the living room. She had
looked for me last evening after | left the car and
wandered off into the night. She had looked for me
this morning. She has reached the end of her rope.
There is no use trying any more, for there is mgthi
to try. “Don’t say anything,” | say to her. “l am
going to do something.”

I am in the hospital for alcoholics. | am an aldidho
The insane asylum lies ahead. Could | have
myself locked up at home? One more foolish idea. |
might go out West on a ranch where | couldn’t get
anything to drink. | might do that. Another foolish
idea. | wish | were dead, as | have often wishddrbe
| am too yellow to kill myself.

Four alcoholics play bridge in a smoke-filled room.
Anything to get my mind from myself. The game is
over and the other three leave. | start to cleathap
debris. One man comes back, closing the door behind
him.

He looks at me. “You think you are hopeless, don't
you?” he asks.

“I know it,” | reply.

“Well, you're not,” says the man. “There are men
on the streets of New York today who were worse
than you, and they don’t drink anymore.”

“What are you doing here then?” | ask.

“I went out of here nine days ago saying that | was
going to be honest, but | wasn't,” he answers.

A fanatic, | thought to myself, but | was polite.



“What is it?” | enquire.

Then he asks me if | believe in a power greater

than myself, whether I call that power God, Allah,
Confucius, Prime Cause, Divine Mind, or any other
name. | told him that | believe in electricity and

other forces of nature, but as for a God, if thermne,
He has never done anything for me. Then he asks me
if I am willing to right all the wrongs | have ever

done to anyone, no matter how wrong | thought the
others were. Am | willing to be honest with myself
about myself and tell someone about myself, and am
I willing to think of other people, of their neenistead
of myself, in order to get rid of the drink problém

“I'll do anything,” | reply.

“Then all of your troubles are over,” says the man
and leaves the room. The man is in bad mental shape
certainly. | pick up a book and try to read, baahnot
concentrate. | get in bed and turn out the light.

But | cannot sleep. Suddenly a thought comes. Can
all the worthwhile people | have known be wrong
about God? Then | find myself thinking about myself
and a few things that | had wanted to forget. litbeg
to see | am not the person | had thought mysedt, th

| had judged myself by comparing myself to others
and always to my own advantage. It is a shock.
Then comes a thought that is like a voit&ho

are you to say there is no GodRrings in my head;

| can’t get rid of it.

| get out of bed and go to the man’s room. He is
reading. “l must ask you a question,” | say to the
man. “How does prayer fit into this thing?”

“Well,” he answers, “you’ve probably tried praying
like | have. When you've been in a jam, you've said
‘God, please do this or that,” and if it turned gaur
way that was the last of it, and, if it didn’t, yoe said
‘There isn’'t any God’ or ‘He doesn’t do anything fo
me.’ Is that right?”

“Yes,” | reply.

“That isn’t the way,” he continued. “The thing | do

is to say ‘God, here | am and here are all my tiesib
I've made a mess of things and can’t do anythirguab
it. You take me, and all my troubles, and do amghi



you want with me.” Does that answer your question?”
“Yes, it does,” | answer. | return to bed. It doésn
make sense. Suddenly | feel a wave of utter hopetss
sweep over me. | am in the bottom of hell. And
there, a tremendous hope is born. It might be true.

| tumble out of bed onto my knees. | know not

what | say. But slowly a great peace comes to me. |
feel lifted up. | believe in God. | crawl back inted

and sleep like a child.

Some men and women come to visit my friend of the
night before. He invites me to meet them. They are
a joyous crowd. | have never seen people that @pyou
before. We talk. I tell them of the peace and that

| believe in God. | think of my wife. | must writeer.
One girl suggests that | phone her. What a wonderfu
idea!

My wife hears my voice and she knows that | have
found the answer to life. She comes to New York. |

get out of the hospital and we visit some of thesefound
friends.

| am home again. | have lost the Fellowship. Those
who understand me are far away. The same old przble
and worries still surround me. Members of my

family annoy me. Nothing seems to be working out
right. | am blue and unhappy. Maybe a drink—I put

on my hat and dash off in the car.

Get into the lives of other people is one thing the
fellows in New York had said. | go to see a maad h
been asked to visit and tell him my story. | feeiaim
better! | have forgotten about a drink.

| am on a train, headed for a city. | have left my
wife at home, sick, and | have been unkind to her i
leaving. | am very unhappy. Maybe a few drinks
when | get to the city will help. A great fear sszme.
| talk to the stranger in the seat beside me. €he f
and the insane idea are taken away.

Things are not going so well at home. | am learning
that | cannot have my own way as | used to. | blame
my wife and children. Anger possesses me, angér suc
as | have never felt before. | will not stand for i



pack my bag and | leave. | stay with some undedstan
friends.

| see where | have been wrong in some respects. |
do not feel angry any more. | return home and say
| am sorry for my wrong. | am quiet again. But vea
not seen yet that | should do some constructive act
of love without expecting any return. | shall learn
this after some more explosions.

| am blue again. | want to sell the place and move
away. | want to get where | can find some alcolsolic
to help and where | can have some fellowship. A
man calls me on the phone. Will | take a youngpfell
who has been drinking for two weeks to live with?me
Soon | have others who are alcoholics and some who
have other problems.

| begin to play God. | feel that | can fix them. all

I do not fix anyone, but | am getting part of antendous
education and | have made some new friends.
Nothing is right. Finances are in bad shape. |

must find a way to make some money. The family
seems to think of nothing but spending. People ynno
me. | try to read. | try to pray. Gloom surrounds

me. Why has God left me? | mope around the house.
I will not go out and | will not enter into anyttgn

What is the matter? | cannot understand. | will not

be that way.

I'll get drunk! It is a cold-blooded idea. It isgmeditated.
| fix up a little apartment over the garage

with books and drinking water. | am going to town

to get some liquor and food. | shall not drink unti

| get back to the apartment. Then | shall lock rifyse

in and read. And as | read, | shall take littlenklsi

at long intervals. | shall get myself “mellow” asthy
that way.

| get in the car and drive off. Halfway down the
driveway a thought strikes me. I'll be honest anywa
I'll tell my wife what | am going to do. | back up

the door and go into the house. | call my wife iato
room where we can talk privately. | tell her quyet!
what | intend to do. She says nothing. She does not
get excited. She maintains a perfect calm.



When | am through speaking, the whole idea has
become absurd. Not a trace of fear is in me. IHaug
at the insanity of it. We talk of other things.e&tgth
has come from weakness.

| cannot see the cause of this temptation now. But

| am to learn later that it began with my desire fo
material success becoming greater than my interest
in the welfare of my fellow man. I learn more of

that foundation stone of character, which is hgndst
learn that when we act upon the highest conception
honesty that is given us, our sense of honestyrheso
more acute.

I learn that honesty is truth and that truth shall
make us free!



()
THE VICIOUS CYCLE

How it finally broke a Southerner’s obstinacy and
destined this salesman to start A.A. in Philadelphi

\] anuary 8, 1938—that was my D-Day; the place,

Washington, D.C. This last real merry-go-round

had started the day before Christmas, and | hdly rea
accomplished a lot in those fourteen days. Firgt, m
new wife had walked out, bag, baggage, and furaitur
then the apartment landlord had thrown me out®f th
empty apartment; and the finish was the loss oftero
job. After a couple of days in dollar hotels and

one night in the pokey, | finally landed on my nmath
doorstep—shaking apart, with several days’ beard, a
of course, broke as usual. Many of these sameghing
had happened to me many times before, but this time
they had all descended together. For me, this tvas |
Here | was, thirty-nine years old and a complete
washout. Nothing had worked. Mother would take
me in only if | stayed locked in a small storeroom
and gave her my clothes and shoes. We had played
this game before. That is the way Jackie found me,
lying on a cot in my skivvies, with hot and coldesats,
pounding heart, and that awful itchy scratchindiss a
over. Somehow, | had always managed to avoid
D.T.’s.

| seriously doubt | ever would have asked for help,
but Fitz, an old school friend of mine, had persadad
Jackie to call on me. Had he come two or three days
later, | think | would have thrown him out, but hi¢
when | was open for anything.

Jackie arrived about seven in the evening and
talked until three a.m. | don’t remember much of
what he said, but | did realize that here was aoth
guy exactly like me; he had been in the same laugghi
academies and the same jails, known the same
loss of jobs, same frustrations, same boredomttend
same loneliness. If anything, he had known all of
them even better and more often than I. Yet he was



happy, relaxed, confident, and laughing. That night
for the first time in my life, | really let down niyair

and admitted my general loneliness. Jackie told me
about a group of fellows in New York, of whom mylol
friend Fitz was one, who had the same problem ] had
and who, by working together to help each otherewe
now not drinking and were happy like himself. He
said something about God or a Higher Power, but |
brushed that off—that was for the birds, not for. me
Little more of our talk stayed in my memory, but |

do know I slept the rest of that night, while befor

I had never known what a real night’s sleep was.
This was my introduction to this “understanding
Fellowship,” although it was to be more than a year
later before our Society was to bear the name Allioh
Anonymous. All of us in A.A. know the tremendous
happiness that is in our sobriety, but there are

also tragedies. My sponsor, Jackie, was one oéthes
He brought in many of our original members, yet he
himself could not make it and died of alcoholism.
The lesson of his death still remains with me,lyet
often wonder what would have happened if somebody
else had made that first call on me. So | always sa
that as long as | remember January 8, that is how
long | will remain sober.

The age-old question in A.A. is which came first,

the neurosis or the alcoholism. I like to thinkdsv

fairly normal before alcohol took over. My earlfeli

was spent in Baltimore, where my father was a (giesi
and a grain merchant. My family lived in very
prosperous circumstances, and while both my parents
drank, sometimes too much, neither was an alcaholic
Father was a very well-integrated person, and while
mother was high-strung and a bit selfish and demand
our home life was reasonably harmonious. There
were four of us children, and although both of my
brothers later became alcoholic—one died of alashe-
my sister has never taken a drink in her life.

Until | was thirteen | attended public schools,hwit
regular promotions and average grades. | have never
shown any particular talents, nor have | had aaijyre
frustrating ambitions. At thirteen | was packed toff

a very fine Protestant boarding school in Virginia,
where | stayed four years, graduating without any
special achievements. In sports | made the tradk an



tennis teams; | got along well with the other bags
had a fairly large circle of acquaintances butmonate
friends. | was never homesick and was always
pretty self-sufficient.

However, here | probably took my first step toward
my coming alcoholism by developing a terrific avens
to all churches and established religions. At this
school we had Bible readings before each meal, and
church services four times on Sunday, and | became
so rebellious at this that | swore | would neven jor

go to any church, except for weddings or for futgera
At seventeen | entered the university, really to
satisfy my father, who wanted me to study medicine
there as he had. That is where | had my first drink
and | still remember it, for every “first” drink i&frwards
did exactly the same trick—I could feel it go

right through every bit of my body and down to my
very toes. But each drink after the first seemed to
become less effective, and after three or fous #ile
seemed like water. | was never a hilarious druimé; t
more | drank, the quieter | got, and the drunkgot|

the harder | fought to stay sober. So it is clbat t

I never had any fun out of drinking—I would be the
soberest-seeming one in the crowd, and, all otide,

| would be the drunkest. Even that first night |
blacked out, which leads me to believe that | was a
alcoholic from my very first drink. The first year
college I just got by in my studies. | majored okpr
and drinking. | refused to join any fraternity,las
wanted to be a freelance, and that year my drinking
was confined to one-night stands, once or twice a
week. The second year my drinking was more or less
restricted to weekends, but | was nearly kickedfout
scholastic failure.

In the spring of 1917, in order to beat being fired

from school, | became “patriotic” and joined thengr

| am one of the lads who came out of the servitk wi

a lower rank than when | went in. | had been to OTC
the previous summer, so | went into the army as a
sergeant but | came out a private, and you realyeh

to be unusual to do that. In the next two years, |
washed more pans and peeled more potatoes than any
other doughboy. In the army, | became a periodic
alcoholic—the periods always coming whenever |



could make the opportunity. However, | did manage
to keep out of the guardhouse. My last bout in the
army lasted from November 5 to 11, 1918. We
heard by wireless on the fifth that the Armisticeuld
be signed the next day (this was a premature fgport
so | had a couple of cognacs to celebrate; then |
hopped a truck and went AWOL. My next conscious
memory was in Bar le Duc, many miles from base. It
was November 11, and bells were ringing and
whistles blowing for the real Armistice. There lsya
unshaven, clothes torn and dirty, with no recoitect
of wandering all over France but, of course, a hero
to the local French. Back at camp, all was forgiven
because it was the End, but in the light of wHad\e
since learned, | know | was a confirmed alcohdlic a
nineteen.

With the war over and back in Baltimore with the
folks, | had several small jobs for three years] tren

| went to work soliciting as one of the first temgoyees
of a new national finance company. What an
opportunity | shot to pieces there! This compamyno
does a volume of over three billion dollars annuall
Three years later, at twenty-five, | opened andatpd
their Philadelphia office and was earning more

than | ever have since. | was the fair-haired dby a
right, but two years later | was blacklisted asregsponsible
drunk. It doesn’t take long.

My next job was in sales promotion for an oil
company in Mississippi, where | promptly became
high man and got lots of pats on the back. Then |
turned two company cars over in a short time and
bingo—fired again. Oddly enough, the big shot who
fired me from this company was one of the first men
I met when | later joined the New York A.A. Group.
He had also gone all the way through the wringer
and had been dry two years when | saw him again.
After the oil job blew up, | went back to Baltimore
and Mother, my first wife having said a permanent
goodbye. Then came a sales job with a national
tire company. | reorganized their city sales policy
and eighteen months later, when | was thirty, they
offered me the branch managership. As part of this
promotion, they sent me to their national convemntio
in Atlantic City to tell the big wheels how I'd derit.



At this time | was holding what drinking | did down

to weekends, but | hadn’t had a drink at all in@nth.

| checked into my hotel room and then noticed a
placard tucked under the glass on the bureau gtatin
“There will be positively NO drinking at this convion,”
signed by the president of the company. That

did it! Who, me? The Big Shot? The only salesman
invited to talk at the convention? The man who was
going to take over one of their biggest brancheseco
Monday? I'd show 'em who was boss! No one in that
company saw me again—ten days later | wired my
resignation.

As long as things were tough and the job a cha#leng
| could always manage to hold on pretty well,

but as soon as | learned the combination, got tizele
under control, and the boss to pat me on the back,

| was gone again. Routine jobs bored me, but | doul
take on the toughest one | could find and work day
and night until | had it under control; then it vidu
become tedious, and I'd lose all interest in douild
never be bothered with the follow-through and would
invariably reward myself for my efforts with thdtrst”
drink.

After the tire job came the thirties, the Depressio
and the downhill road. In the eight years befora.A.
found me, | had over forty jobs—selling and trangli
—one thing after another, and the same old roulide.
work like mad for three or four weeks without agien
drink, save my money, pay a few bills, and thenvaed”
myself with alcohol. Then I'd be broke again,

hiding out in cheap hotels all over the countryihg
one-night jail stands here and there, and alwaafs th
horrible feeling “What's the use—nothing is worthilely
Every time | blacked out, and that was every

time | drank, there was always that gnawing fear,
“What did | do this time?” Once | found out. Mang@holics
have learned they can bring their bottle to a

cheap movie theater and drink, sleep, wake up, and
drink again in the darkness. | had repaired toaine
these one morning with my jug, and, when | lefé lisit
the afternoon, | picked up a newspaper on the way
home. Imagine my surprise when | read in a page-one
“pbox” that | had been taken from the theater uncans
around noon that day, removed by ambulance



to a hospital and stomach-pumped, and then released
Evidently | had gone right back to the movie with a
bottle, stayed there several hours, and starte&chom
with no recollection of what had happened.

The mental state of the sick alcoholic is beyond
description. | had no resentments against indivglua
—the whole world was all wrong. My thoughts went
round and round with, What'’s it all about anyhow?
People have wars and kill each other; they struggle
and cut each other’s throats for success, and ddest
anyone get out of it? Haven't | been successful,
haven’t | accomplished extraordinary things in bess?
What do | get out of it? Everything’s all wrong

and the hell with it. For the last two years of my
drinking, | prayed during every drunk that | woulkdn
wake up again. Three months before | met Jackie, |
had made my second feeble try at suicide.

This was the background that made me willing to
listen on January 8. After being dry two weeks and
sticking close to Jackie, all of a sudden | fournddl
become the sponsor of my sponsor, for he was stydden
taken drunk. | was startled to learn he had only

been off the booze a month or so himself when he
brought me the message! However, | made an SOS
call to the New York Group, whom | hadn’t met yet,
and they suggested we both come there. This we did
the next day, and what a trip! | really had a clestac
see myself from a nondrinking point of view. We
checked into the home of Hank, the man who had fire
me eleven years before in Mississippi, and thenet|
Bill, our founder. Bill had then been dry three gea
and Hank, two. At the time, | thought them just a
swell pair of screwballs, for they were not onlyrgp

to save all the drunks in the world but also a8l socalled
normal people! All they talked of that first

weekend was God and how they were going to
straighten out Jackie’s and my life. In those dags
really took each other’s inventories firmly andewit
Despite all this, tid like these new friends because,
again, they were like me. They had also been pieriod
big shots who had goofed out repeatedly at the
wrong time, and they also knew how to split onegpap
match into three separate matches. (This is vexy us
ful knowledge in places where matches are protdbite
They, too, had taken a train to one town and



had wakened hundreds of miles in the opposite titirec
never knowing how they got there. The same

old routines seemed to be common to us all. During
that first weekend, | decided to stay in New Yokl a
take all they gave out with, except the “God stuff.

| knew they needed to straighten their thinking

and habits, butwas all right;l just drank too much.
Just give me a good front and a couple of bucks, an
I'd be right back in the big time. I'd been dry ¢ler
weeks, had the wrinkles out, and had sobered up my
sponsor all by myself!

Bill and Hank had just taken over a small auton®bil
polish company, and they offered me a job—ten
dollars a week and keep at Hank’s house. We were al
set to put DuPont out of business.

At that time the group in New York was composed

of about twelve men who were working on the priteip
of every drunk for himself; we had no real formula
and no name. We would follow one man’s ideas

for a while, decide he was wrong, and switch tatlaes
method. But waverestaying sober as long

as we kept and talked together. There was one mgeeti
a week at Bill's home in Brooklyn, and we all took
turns there spouting off about how we had changed
our lives overnight, how many drunks we had saved
and straightened out, and last but not least, hoa G
had touched each of us personally on the shoulder.
Boy, what a circle of confused idealists! Yet wke al
had one really sincere purpose in our hearts, lzaid t
was not to drink. At our weekly meeting | was a
menace to serenity those first few months, fookto
every opportunity to lambaste that “spiritual arigle

as we called it, or anything else that had anyetioiy
theology. Much later | discovered the elders held
many prayer meetings hoping to find a way to give
me the heave-ho but at the same time stay tolerant
and spiritual. They did not seem to be getting an
answer, for here | was staying sober and sellitgy lo

of auto polish, on which they were making one tlamals
percent profit. So | rocked along my merry indepantd
way until June, when | went out selling auto

polish in New England. After a very good week, two
of my customers took me to lunch on Saturday. e m@d
sandwiches, and one man said, “Three beers.” |



let mine sit. After a bit, the other man said, “@ér
beers.” | let that sit too. Then it was my turn—tlered,
“Three beers,” but this time it was different; |

had a cash investment of thirty cents, and, omaoiéar-
a-week salary, that’s a big thing. So | drank all

three beers, one after the other, and said, ‘€lsbeing
you, boys,” and went around the corner for a bottle

| never saw either of them again.

| had completely forgotten the January 8 when |
found the Fellowship, and | spent the next foursday
wandering around New England half drunk, by which
I mean | couldn’t get drunk and | couldn’t get sobe
tried to contact the boys in New York, but telegsam
bounced right back, and when [ finally got Hank on
the telephone he fired me right then. This was when

| really took my first good look at myself. My lolmgess
was worse than it had ever been before, for now
even my own kind had turned against me. This time i
really hurt, more than any hangover ever had. My
brilliant agnosticism vanished, and | saw for thstf
time that those who really believed, or at leastdstly
tried to find a Power greater than themselves, were
much more composed and contented than | had ever
been, and they seemed to have a degree of happiness
| had never known.

Peddling off my polish samples for expenses, |
crawled back to New York a few days later in a very
chastened frame of mind. When the others saw my
altered attitude, they took me back in, but forthey
hadto make it tough; if they hadn’t, | don’t think |
ever would have stuck it out. Once again, there was
the challenge of a tough job, but this time | watedmined
to follow through. For a long time the only

Higher Power | could concede was the power of the
group, but this was far more than | had ever reizegh
before, and it was at least a beginning. It was

also an ending, for never since June 16, 1938, have
had to walk alone.

Around this time our big A.A. book was being writte
and it all became much simpler; we had a definite
formula that some sixty of us agreed was the middle
course for all alcoholics who wanted sobriety, and
that formula has not been changed one iota down



through the years. | don’t think the boys were clataby
convinced of my personality change, for they

fought shy of including my story in the book, so my
only contribution to their literary efforts was rfiym
conviction—since | was still a theological rebel-ath
the wordGodshould be qualified with the phrase “as
we understand Him"—for that was the only way |
could accept spirituality.

After the book appeared, we all became very busy
in our efforts to save all and sundry, but | wal st
actually on the fringes of A.A. While | went along
with all that was done and attended the meetings, |
never took an active job of leadership until Febyua
1940. Then | got a very good position in Philadeph
and quickly found | would need a few fellow alcabsl
around me if | was to stay sober. Thus | found
myself in the middle of a brand-new group. When |
started to tell the boys how we did it in New York
and all about the spiritual part of the prograrfiound
they would not believe me unless | was practicing
what | preached. Then | found that as | gave in to
this spiritual or personality change, | was geténg
little more serenity. In telling newcomers how to
change their lives and attitudes, all of a sudden |
found | was doing a little changing myself. | hazkh
too self-sufficient to write a moral inventory, Hut
discovered in pointing out to the new man his wrong
attitudes and actions that | was really taking nwno
inventory, and that if | expected him to change, |
would have to work on myself too. This change has
been a long, slow process for me, but through these
latter years the dividends have been tremendous.

In June 1945, with another member, | made my
first—and only—Twelfth Step call on a female alcbto
and a year later | married her. She has been

sober all the way through, and for me that has been
good. We can share in the laughter and tears of our
many friends, and most important, we can share our
A.A. way of life and are given a daily opportunity
help others.

In conclusion, | can only say that whatever growth

or understanding has come to me, | have no wish to
graduate. Very rarely do | miss the meetings of my
neighborhood A.A. group, and my average has never



been less than two meetings a week. | have served o
only one committee in the past nine years, foel fe
that | had my chance the first few years and that
newer members should fill the jobs. They are farano
alert and progressive than we floundering fathers
were, and the future of our fellowship is in theands.
We now live in the West and are very fortunateun o
area A.A.; itis good, simple, and friendly, and one
desire is to stay A.A. and notonit. Our pet slogan

is “Easy Does It.”

And | still say that as long as | remember thauday
8 in Washington, that is how long, by the grace of
God as | understand Him, | will retain a happy
sobriety.



(6)
JIM'S STORY

This physician, one of the earliest members of'&.A.
first black group, tells of how freedom came as he
worked among his people.

I was born in a little town in Virginia in an

average religious home. My father, a Negro, was

a country physician. | remember in my early youth
my mother dressed me just as she did my two sjsters
and | wore curls until | was six years of age. Wstt

time | started school, and that’'s how | got ridoeé
curls. I found that even then | had fears and imibits.
We lived just a few doors from the First Baptist
Church, and when they had funerals, | remember
very often asking my mother whether the person was
good or bad and whether they were going to heaven
or hell. I was about six then.

My mother had been recently converted and, actually
had become a religious fanatic. That was her

main neurotic manifestation. She was very possessiv
with us children. Mother drilled into me a very
Puritanical point of view as to sex relations, adl\as

to motherhood and womanhood. I'm sure my ideas as
to what life should be like were quite different

from that of the average person with whom | assedia
Later on in life that took its toll. | realize that

now.

About this time an incident took place in grade
school that | have never forgotten because it magle
realize that | was actually a physical coward. Dgri
recess we were playing basketball, and | had actatg
tripped a fellow just a little larger than | was.

He took the basketball and smashed me in the face
with it. That was enough provocation to fight but |
didn’t fight, and | realized after recess why Ilid

It was fear. That hurt and disturbed me a great dea
Mother was of the old school and figured that amyon
| associated with should be of the proper type.

Of course, in my day, times had changed; she just



hadn’t changed with the times. | don’t know whether
it was right or wrong, but at least | know that pko
weren't thinking the same. We weren't even perrditte
to play cards in our home, but Father would give us
just a little toddy with whiskey and sugar and warm
water now and then. We had no whiskey in the house,
other than my father’s private stock. | never saw h
drunk in my life, although he’d take a shot in the
morning and usually one in the evening, and so did
I; but for the most part he kept his whiskey in his
office. The only time that | ever saw my mothereak
anything alcoholic was around Christmas time, when
she would drink some eggnog or light wine.

In my first year in high school, mother suggested
that | not join the cadet unit. She got a medieatificate
so that | should not have to join it. | don’t

know whether she was a pacifist or whether she just
thought that in the event of another war it woudaén
some bearing on my joining up.

About then | realized that my point of view on the
opposite sex wasn’t entirely like that of most o t
boys | knew. For that reason, | believe, | maraed
much younger age than | would have, had it not been
for my home training. My wife and | have been nextri
for some thirty years now. Vi was the first girath

| ever took out. | had quite a heartache abouthenr
because she wasn'’t the type of girl that my mother
wanted me to marry. In the first place, she hashbee
married before; | was her second husband. My mother
resented it so much that the first Christmas aiter
marriage, she didn’t even invite us to dinner. Atier
first child came, my parents both became allie®nTh
in later days, after | became an alcoholic, theynbo
turned against me.

My father had come out of the South and had suffere
a great deal down there. He wanted to give me

the very best, and he thought that nothing butdain
doctor would suffice. On the other hand, | belidvat
I've always been medically inclined, though | have
never been able to see medicine quite as the averag
person sees it. | do surgery because that's songgthi
that you can see; it's more tangible. But | caneetber
in postgraduate days, and during internship, that
very often I'd go to a patient’s bed and start @acpss of



elimination and then, very often, I'd wind up guesgs
That wasn’t the way it was with my father. | thiwkh
him it possibly was a gift—intuitive diagnosis. Fat,
through the years, had built up a very good maikor
business because, at that time, there wasn't tahmu
money in medicine.

| don't think | suffered too much as far as theahc
situation was concerned because | was born irstodt
knew nothing other than that. A man wasn’t actually
mistreated, though if he was, he could only regent
He could do nothing about it. On the other hand, |
got quite a different picture farther south. Ecommm
conditions had a great deal to do with it, becdise
often heard my father say that his mother woul@ tak
one of the old-time flour sacks and cut a holeugio
the bottom and two corners of it and there youdeha
a gown. Of course, when Father finally came to Miey
to work his way through school, he resented the
southern “cracker,” as he often called them, sohmuc
that he didn’t even go back to his mother’s funetk
said he never wanted to set foot in the Deep South
again, and he didn't.

| went to elementary and high school in Washington,
D.C., and then to Howard University. My internship
was in Washington. | never had too much trouble

in school. | was able to get my work out. All mgubles
arose when | was thrown socially among groups

of people. As far as school was concerned, | made f
grades throughout.

This was around 1935, and it was about this time
that | actually started drinking. During the years
1930 to 1935, due to the Depression and its aftdérma
business went from bad to worse. | then had my own
medical practice in Washington, but the practice
slackened and the mail-order business started to

fall off. Dad, due to having spent most of his time

a small Virginia town, didn’t have any too much
money, and the money he had saved and the property
he had acquired were in Washington. He was in his
late fifties, and all that he had undertaken felbmui

my shoulders at his death in 1928. For the firsipt®

of years it wasn’'t too bad because the momentum
kept things going. But when things became crucial,



everything started going haywire and | started goin
haywire with them. At this point | believe | hadlpn
been intoxicated on maybe three or four occasions,
and certainly whiskey was no problem to me.

My father had purchased a restaurant, which he felt
would take up some of my spare time, and that's how
I met Vi. She came in for her dinner. I'd known her
five or six months. To get rid of me one evenirtg s
decided to go to the movies, she and another friend
A very good friend of mine who owned a drugstore
across the street from us came by only about two
hours later and said that he had seen Vi downtown.
| said that she told me she was going to the movies
and | became foolishly disturbed about it, and as
things snowballed, | decided to go out and getkirun
That'’s the first time | was ever really drunk in tifg.
The fear of the loss of Vi and the feeling thagugh
she had the right to do as she pleased, she shaud
told me the truth about it, upset me. That was my
trouble. | thought that all women should be petrfect

| don't think I actually started to drink pathologily
until approximately 1935. About that time | had

lost practically all my property except the place w
were living in. Things had just gone from bad to
worse. It meant that | had to give up a lot of the
things that | had been accustomed to, and that'tvasn
the easiest thing in the world for me. | think tiets
basically the thing that started me drinking in 393

| started drinking alone then. I'd go into my home
with a bottle, and | remember clearly how | would
look around to see if Vi was watching. Something
should have told me then that things were haywire.
can remember her watching. There came a time when
she spoke to me about it, and | would say thatlldna
bad cold or that | wasn’t feeling well. That wemt o

for maybe two months, and then she got after mmaga
about drinking. At that time the repeal whiskeysave
back, and I'd go to the store and buy my whiskay an
take it to my office and put it under the deskstfin

one place and then in another, and there soonmvas a
accumulation of empty bottles. My brother-in-law
was living with us at that time, and | said to Vi,
“Maybe the bottles are Brother’s. | don’t know. Ask
him about it. I don’t know anything about the bestl

| actuallywanteda drink, besides feeling that |

had to have a drink. From that point on, it’s jinst



average drinker’s story.

| got to the place where I'd look forward to the
weekend'’s drinking and pacify myself by saying that
the weekends were mine, that it didn’t interferéhwi

my family or with my business if | drank on the Wweads.
But the weekends stretched on into Mondays,

and the time soon came when | drank every day. My
practice at that juncture was just barely gettiagu
living.

A peculiar thing happened in 1940. That year, on

a Friday night, a man whom | had known for years
came to my office. My father had treated him many
years prior to this. This man’s wife had been suifg
for a couple of months, and when he came in he owed
me a little bill. | filled a prescription for hinThe
following day, Saturday, he came back and said,"Ji
| owe you for that prescription last night. | ditlpay
you.” | thought, “I know you didn’t pay me, because
you didn’t get a prescription.” He said, “Yes. You
know the prescription that you gave me for my wife
last night.” Fear gripped me then, because | could
remember nothing about it. It was the first bladkou

| had to recognize as a blackout. The next morning
| carried another prescription to this man’s hoaise
exchanged it for the bottle his wife had. Thenidisa
to my wife, “Something has to be done.” | took that
bottle of medicine and gave it to a very good fdien
of mine who was a pharmacist and had it analyzed,
and the bottle was perfectly all right. But | knatv
that point that | couldn’t stop, and | knew thatds

a danger to myself and to others.

I had a long talk with a psychiatrist, but nothing
came of that, and | had also, just about that time,
talked with a minister for whom | had a great dwfal
respect. He went into the religious side and tokdd m
that | didn’t attend church as regularly as | skoul

and that he felt, more or less, that this was nesijpe
for my trouble. | rebelled against this, becaust ju
about the time that | was getting ready to leagh hi
school, a revelation came to me about God, ancdem
things very complicated for me. The thought came to
me that if God, as my mother said, was a vengeful
God, he couldn’t be a loving God. | wasn'’t able to



comprehend it. | rebelled, and from that time on, |
don’t think | attended church more than a dozee$im
After this incident in 1940, | sought some other
means of livelihood. | had a very good friend whasw
in the government service, and | went to him alaout
job. He got me one. | worked for the government
about a year and still maintained my evening office
practice when the government agencies were detizatta
Then | went south, because they told me

that the particular county | was going to in North
Carolina was a dry county. | thought that this vaoul
be a big help to me. | would meet some new faces
and be in a dry county.

But | found that after | got to North Carolina, it

wasn’t any different. The state was different, but
wasn’t. Nevertheless, | stayed sober there abgut si
months, because | knew that Vi was to come latdr an
bring the children. We had two girls and a boy at

that time. Something happened. Vi had secured work
in Washington. She was also in the government cervi
| started inquiring where | could get a drink,

and, of course, | found that it wasn’t hard. | thin
whiskey was cheaper there than it was in Washington
Matters got worse all the time until finally thegtgo
bad that | was reinvestigated by the government.
Being an alcoholic, slick, and having some goodgsen
left, | survived the investigation. Then | had nrgtf

bad stomach hemorrhage. | was out of work for about
four days. | got into a lot of financial difficuéis too.

| borrowed five hundred dollars from the bank and
three hundred from the loan shop, and | drankupat
pretty fast. Then | decided that I'd go back to Wagton.
My wife received me graciously, although she was
living in a one-room-with-kitchen affair. She’'d bee
reduced to that. | promised that | was going to do

the right thing. We were now both working in the
same agency. | continued to drink. | got drunk one
night in October, went to sleep in the rain, andevo

up with pneumonia. We continued to work together,
and | continued to drink, but | guess, deep down
within our hearts, we both knew | couldn’t stopndrng.
Vi thought | didn’t want to stop. We had several
fights, and on one or two occasions | struck her

with my fist. She decided that she didn’t want any
more of that. So she went to court and talked érov



with the judge. They cooked up a plan whereby she
didn’t have to be molested by me if she didn’t want
to be.

| went back to my mother’s for a few days until
things cooled off, because the district attorney ha
put out a summons for me to come to see him in his
office. A policeman came to the door and asked for
James S., but there wasn’t any James S. there. He
came back several times. Within ten days | gotédck
up for being drunk, and this same policeman was in
the station house as | was being booked. | hadtto p
up a three-hundred-dollar bond because he wasmgrry
the same summons around in his pocket for me.

So | went down to talk to the district attorneygdan

the arrangement was made that | would go home to
stay with my mother, and that meant that Vi and |
were separated. | continued to work and continoed t
go to lunch with Vi, and none of our acquaintanzces
the job knew that we had separated. Very often we
rode to and from work together, but being separated
really galled me deep down.

The November following, | took a few days off after
pay day to celebrate my birthday on the twentyfdt
the month. As usual | got drunk and lost the money.
Someone had taken it from me. That was the usut&rpa
| sometimes gave it to my mother, and then I'd go
back and hound her for it. | was just about brdke.
guess | had five or ten dollars in my pocket. Anyhon
the twenty-fourth, after drinking all day on theetwtythird,
| must have decided | wanted to see my wife

and have some kind of reconciliation or at ledst ta
with her. | don’t remember whether | went by stceet
whether | walked or went in a taxicab. The one

thing | can remember now was that Vi was on the
corner of 8th and L, and | remember vividly tha¢ sh
had an envelope in her hand. | remember talking to
her, but what happened after that | don’t know. Wha
actually happened was that | had taken a penknife
and stabbed Vi three times with it. Then | left and
went home to bed. Around eight or nine o’clock éher
came two big detectives and a policeman to arrest m
for assault; and | was the most amazed persorein th
world when they said | had assaulted someone, and
especially that | had assaulted my wife. | wastiake



to the station house and locked up.

The next morning | went up for arraignment. Vi

was very kind and explained to the jury that | Wwasically
a fine fellow and a good husband but that |

drank too much and that she thought | had lost my
mind and should be committed to an asylum. The
judge said that if she felt that way, he would coaf
me for thirty days’ examination and observation.
There was no observation. There might have been
some investigation. The closest | came to a psystia
during that time was an intern who came to take
blood tests. After the trial, | got big-hearted iagand
felt that | should do something in payment for Vi's
kindness to me; so | left Washington and went to
Seattle to work. | was there about three weeks, and
then | got restless and started to tramp across the
country, here and there, until | finally wound wp i
Pennsylvania, in a steel mill.

| worked in the steel mill for possibly two months,
and then | became disgusted with myself and decided
to go back home. I think the thing that galled nasw
that just after Easter | had drawn my salary fay tw
weeks’ work and had decided that | was going talsen
some money to Vi; and above all else | was going to
send my baby daughter an Easter outfit. But there
happened to be a liquor store between the poseoffi
and the mill, and | stopped to get that one dridk.
course the kid never got the Easter outfit. | gatv
little out of the two hundred that | drew on thaigay.

| knew | wasn’t capable of keeping the bulk of the
money myself, so | gave it to a white fellow who
owned the bar | frequented. He kept the money

for me, but | worried him to death for it. Finally,

broke the last one hundred dollar bill the Saturday
before | left. | got out of that bill one pair diees,

and the rest of that money was blown. | took tisé la
of it to buy my railroad ticket.

I'd been home about a week or ten days when one
of my friends asked if | could repair one of hisattical
outlets. Thinking only of two or three dollars

to buy some whiskey, | did the job and that’s how |
met Ella G., who was responsible for my coming into
A.A. I went to this friend’s shop to repair his eiécal



outlet, and | noticed this lady. She continued &toh
me, although she didn’t say anything. Finally she
said, “Isn’t your name Jim S.?” | said, “Yes.” Then
she told me who she was. She was Ella G. When |
had known her years before, she was rather slender,
but at this time she weighed as much as she does no
which is up around in the two hundreds or veryelos
to it. | had not recognized her, but as soon asalte
who she was, | remembered her right away. She tdidn’
say anything about A.A. or getting me a sponsor at
that time, but she did ask about Vi, and | told Yier
was working and how she could locate her. It was
around noon, a day or two later, when the telephone
rang and it was Ella. She asked me if | would let
someone come up and talk to me concerning a bigsines
deal. She never mentioned anything about my
whiskey drinking because if she had | would have
told her no right then. | asked her just what thesl
was, but she wouldn’t say. She said, “He has sdngeth
of interest, if you will see him.” | told her thhat

would. She asked me one other thing. She askefl me i
I would try to be sober if | possibly could. Soutp

forth some effort that day to try to stay sobdr if

could, though my sobriety was just a daze.

About seven that evening my sponsor walked in,
Charlie G. He didn’t seem too much at ease in the
beginning. | guess | felt, and he sensed it, that |
wanted him to hurry up and say what he had to say
and get out. Anyhow, he started talking about hifnse
He started telling me how much trouble he had,

and | said to myself, | wonder why this guy isite|

me all his troubles. | have troubles of my own.dfiy

he brought in the angle of whiskey. He continued

to talk and | to listen. After he’d talked half an

hour, | still wanted him to hurry up and get outl so
could go and get some whiskey before the liguaesto
closed. But as he continued to talk, | realized this
was the first time | had met a person who had the
same problems I did and who, | sincerely believe,
understood me as an individual. | knew my wife didn
because | had been sincere in all my promisesrto he
as well as to my mother and to my close friends, bu
the urge to take that drink was more powerful than
anything else.

After Charlie had talked a while, | knew that this



man had something. In that short period he built
within me something that | had long since lost, ahhi
was hope. When he left, | walked with him to the
streetcar line, which was just about a half a hlbck
there were two liquor stores, one on each cormen fr
my home. | put Charlie on the car, and when | left
him, | passed both of those liquor stores withaeatne
thinking about them.

The following Sunday we met at Ella G.’s. It was
Charlie and three or four others. That was the firs
meeting of a colored group in A.A., so far as I\kno
We held some two or three meetings at Ella’s home,
and from there we held some two or three at her
mother’s home. Then Charlie or someone in the group
suggested that we try to get a place in a churdtalbr

to hold meetings. | approached several ministeds an
all of them thought it was a very good idea, betth
never relinquished any space. So, finally, | werthe
YMCA, and they graciously permitted us to use a
room at two dollars a night. At that time we had ou
meetings on Friday nights. Of course, it wasn’yver
much of a meeting in the beginning; most of theetim

it was just Vi and myself. But, finally, we got one

two to come in and stick, and from there, of course
we started to grow.

| haven’t mentioned it, but Charlie, my sponsor,

was white, and when we got our group started, we go
help from other white groups in Washington. They
came, many of them, and stuck by us and told us how
to hold meetings. They taught us a great deal about
Twelfth Step work too. Indeed, without their aid we
couldn’t possibly have gone on. They saved us ssdle
time and lost motion. And, not only that, but tlgaye

us financial help. Even when we were paying that tw
dollars a night, they often paid it for us becaose
collection was so small.

At this time | wasn’t working. Vi was taking care

of me, and | was devoting all my time to the burtgli

of that group. | worked at that alone for six manth

| just gathered up this and that alcoholic, because
the back of my mind, | wanted to save all the world

I had found this new “something,” and | wanted to
give it to everyone who had a problem. We didn’t
save the world, but we did manage to help somevihgials.
That's my story of what A.A. has done for me.



(7)
THE MAN WHO MASTERED FEAR

He spent eighteen years in running away, and then
found he didn’t have to run. So he started A.A. in
Detroit.

I or eighteen years, from the time | was

twenty-one, fear governed my life. By the time

| was thirty, | had found that alcohol dissolvedrfe-
for a little while. In the end I had two problems
instead of one: fear and alcohol.

I came from a good family. | believe the socioltg)is
would call it upper middle class. By the time

| was twenty-one, | had had six years of life ireign
countries, spoke three languages fluently, anclttathded
college for two years. A low ebb in the family

fortunes necessitated my going to work when | was
twenty. | entered the business world with everyficiemce
that success lay ahead of me. | had been

brought up to believe this, and | had shown during

my teens considerable enterprise and imagination
about earning money. To the best of my recollegtion

| was completely free from any abnormal fears. acs
from school and from work spelled “travel” to
me—and | traveled with gusto. During my first year
out of college, | had endless dates and went tottess
dances, balls, and dinner parties.

Suddenly all this changed. | underwent a shattering
nervous breakdown. Three months in bed. Three
more months of being up and around the house for
brief periods and in bed the rest of the time. tgisi
from friends that lasted over fifteen minutes exdtad
me. A complete checkup at one of the best
hospitals revealed nothing. | heard for the fiirsiet an
expression that | was to grow to loathe: “There

is nothing organically wrong.” Psychiatry might leav
helped, but psychiatrists had not penetrated the
Middle West.

Spring came. | went for my first walk. Half a block



from the house, | tried to turn the corner. Feardr
me in my tracks, but the instant | turned back tava
home, this paralyzing fear left me. This was the
beginning of an unending series of such experiences
told our family doctor—an understanding man who
gave hours of his time trying to help me—about this
experience. He told me that it was imperative that
walk around the entire block, cost me what it might
in mental agony. | carried out his instructions.aith

| reached a point directly back of our house, where
could have cut through a friend’s garden, | wasosim
overpowered by the desire to get home, but | made
the whole journey. Probably only a few readers of
this story will be able, from personal experiencks
their own, to understand the exhilaration and sense
of accomplishment | felt after finishing this seagly
simple assignment.

The details of the long road back to somethingméxdtiag
normal living—the first short streetcar ride,

the purchase of a used bike, which enabled me to
widen the narrow horizon of life, the first trip wWotown—

I will not dwell on. | got an easy, part-time

job selling printing for a small neighborhood pent

This widened the scope of my activities. A yeaefat

was able to buy a Model T roadster and take arbette
job with a downtown printer. From this job and the

next one with yet another printer, | was courtepusl
dismissed. | simply did not have the pep to do

hard, “cold-turkey” selling. | switched to real & brokerage
and property management work. Almost simultanequsly
| discovered that cocktails in the late

afternoon and highballs in the evening relieved the
many tensions of the day. This happy combination

of pleasant work and alcohol lasted for five ye@s.
course, the latter ultimately killed the formert ol

this, more anon.

All this changed when | was thirty years old. My
parents died, both in the same year, leaving me, a
sheltered and somewhat immature man, on my own.

I moved into a “bachelor hall.” These men all drank
on Saturday nights and enjoyed themselves. Mypatte
of drinking became very different from theirs.

I had bad, nervous headaches, particularly atdlse b

of my neck. Liquor relieved these. At last | diseced



alcohol as a cure-all. | joined their Saturday

night parties and enjoyed myself too. But | also

stayed up weeknights after they had retired andkdra
myself into bed. My thinking about drinking had @ngone
a great change. Liquor had become a crutch

on the one hand and a means of retreat from life on
the other.

The ensuing nine years were the Depression years,
both nationally and personally. With the braveryrbo
of desperation, and abetted by alcohol, | married a
young and lovely girl. Our marriage lasted fourrgea
At least three of those four years must have been a
living hell for my wife, because she had to watoé t
man she loved disintegrate morally, mentally, and
financially. The birth of a baby boy did nothinguard
staying the downward spiral. When she finally

took the baby and left, | locked myself in the h®us
and stayed drunk for a month.

The next two years were simply a long, drawn-out
process of less and less work and more and more
whiskey. | ended up homeless, jobless, penniless, a
rudderless, as the problem guest of a close friend
whose family was out of town. Haunting me through
each day’s stupor—and there were eighteen or r@nete
such days in this man’s home—was the thought:
Where do | go when his family comes home? When
the day of their return was almost upon me, and
suicide was the only answer | had been able tdthin
of, I went into Ralph’s room one evening and tailah h
the truth. He was a man of considerable means, and
he might have done what many men would have done
in such a case. He might have handed me fifty dolla
and said that | ought to pull myself together araken

a new start. | have thanked God many times in the
last sixteen years th#tatwas just what he did not do!
Instead, he got dressed, took me out, bought me
three or four double shots, and put me to bed. The
next day he turned me over to a couple who, althoug
neither was an alcoholic, knew Dr. Bob and werdingl
to drive me to Akron where they would turn me

over to his care. The only stipulation they mads wa
this: | had to make the decision myself. What deni3
The choice was limited. To go north into the

empty pine country and shoot myself, or to go south
in the faint hope that a bunch of strangers migiy h



me with my drinking problem. Well, suicide was a
last-straw matter, and | had not drawn the lasistr

yet. So | was driven to Akron the very next day by
these Good Samaritans and turned over to Dr. Bob
and the then tiny Akron Group.

Here, while | was in a hospital bed, men with clear
eyes, happy faces, and a look of assurance andsmitypness
about them came to see me and told me

their stories. Some of these were hard to believe,

it did not require a giant brain to perceive thnsyt

had something | could use. How could | get it? dsw
simple, they said, and went on to explain to me in
their own language the program of recovery andydail
living that we know today as the Twelve Steps AA.
Dr. Bob dwelt at length on how prayer had given him
release, time and time again, from the nearly awsgsing
compulsion to take a drink. It was he who

convinced me, because his own conviction was dp rea
that a Power greater than myself could help méen t
crises of life and that the means of communicating
with this Power was simple prayer. Here was a tall,
rugged, highly educated Yankee talking in a matfeourse
way about God and prayer. If he and these

other fellows could do it, so could I.

When | got out of the hospital, | was invited tayst
with Dr. Bob and his dear wife, Anne. | was sudgenl
and uncontrollably seized with the old, paralyzing
panic. The hospital had seemed so safe. Now | was
in a strange house, in a strange city, and feppgd
me. | shut myself in my room, which began to go
around in circles. Panic, confusion, and chaos were
supreme. Out of this maelstrom just two coherent
thoughts came to the surface; one, a drink wouldrme
homelessness and death; two, | could no longeveeli
the pressure of fear by starting home, as was myce
habitual solution to this problem, because | n@én
had a home. Finally, and | shall never know how
much later it was, one clear thought came to mg: Tr
prayer. You can't lose, and maybe God will help you
—ijust maybe, mind you. Having no one else to turn
to, | was willing to give Him a chance, althougtthwi
considerable doubt. | got down on my knees for the
first time in thirty years. The prayer | said wassle.

It went something like this: “God, for eighteen sgea

| have been unable to handle this problem. Plesse |



me turn it over to you.”

Immediately a great feeling of peace descended

upon me, intermingled with a feeling of being sa#d
with a quiet strength. | lay down on the bed argpts|

like a child. An hour later | awoke to a new world.
Nothing had changed and yet everything had changed.
The scales had dropped from my eyes, and | cogld se
life in its proper perspective. | had tried to be t

center of my own little world, whereas God was the
center of a vast universe of which | was perhaps an
essential, but a very tiny, part.

It is well over sixteen years since | came badif¢o

I have never had a drink since. This alone is acter

It is, however, only the first of a series of miexcthat
have followed one another as a result of my trying
apply to my daily life the principles embodied iaro
Twelve Steps. | would like to sketch for you thghiights
of these sixteen years of a slow but steady and
satisfying upward climb.

Poor health and a complete lack of money necesditat
my remaining with Dr. Bob and Anne for very

close to a year. It would be impossible for meds9
over this year without mentioning my love for, ang
indebtedness to, these two wonderful people who are
no longer with us. They made me feel as if | were a
part of their family, and so did their children.erh
example that they and Bill W., whose visits to Akro
were fairly frequent, set for me of service to tHellow
men imbued me with a great desire to emulate them.
Sometimes during that year | rebelled inwardly at
what seemed like lost time and at having to be a
burden to these good people whose means were
limited. Long before | had any real opportunity to
give, | had to learn the equally important lessbn o
receiving graciously.

During my first few months in Akron, | was quite

sure that | never wanted to see my hometown again.
Too many economic and social problems would beset
me there. | would make a fresh start somewhere else
After six months of sobriety, | saw the pictureain
different light: Detroit was the place | had touret

to, not only because | must face the mess | hacemad



there, but because it was there that | could libeof
most service to A.A. In the spring of 1939, Bilbgped
off in Akron on his way to Detroit on business. |
jumped at the suggestion that | accompany him. We
spent two days there together before he returned to
New York. Friends invited me to stay on for as long
as | cared to. | remained with them for three weeks
using part of the time in making many amends, which
I had had no earlier opportunity of making.

The rest of my time was devoted to A.A. spadework.
| wanted “ripe” prospects, and | didn’t feel that |
would get very far chasing individual drunks in and
out of bars. So | spent much of my time calling on
the people who I felt would logically come in cattta
with alcoholic cases—doctors, ministers, lawyers] a
the personnel men in industry. | also talked AdA. t
every friend who would listen, at lunch, at dinrem,
street corners. A doctor tipped me off to my fpespect.
I landed him and shipped him by train to Akron,

with a pint of whiskey in his pocket to keep hirarfr
wanting to get off the train in Toledo! Nothing has
ever to this day equaled the thrill of that firase.
Those three weeks left me completely exhausted,
and | had to return to Akron for three more morths
rest. While there, two or three more “cash custsier
(as Dr. Bob used to call them—probably because they
had so little cash) were shipped in to us from @etr
When | finally returned to Detroit to find work and

to learn to stand on my own feet, the ball wasaalye
rolling, however slowly. But it took six more moth
of work and disappointments before a group of three
men got together in my rooming-house bedroom for
their first A.A. meeting.

It sounds simple, but there were obstacles and
doubts to overcome. | well remember a session | had
with myself soon after | returned. It ran something
like this: If I go around shouting from the rooftop
about my alcoholism, it might very possibly prevent
me from getting a good job. Bstipposing that just
one man diedecause | had, for selfish reasons, kept
my mouth shut? No. | was supposed to be doing
God’s will, not mine. His road lay clear before raed
I'd better quit rationalizing myself into any detsu

| could not expect to keep what | had gained unless
gave it away.



The Depression was still on, and jobs were scarce.
My health was still uncertain. So | created a job f
myself selling women'’s hosiery and men’s made-teord
shirts. This gave me the freedom to do A.A.

work and to rest for periods of two or three dayew

| became too exhausted to carry on. There was more
than one occasion when | got up in the morning with
just enough money for coffee and toast and the bus
fare to carry me to my first appointment. No salee—n
lunch. During that first year, however, | managed t
make both ends meet and to avoid ever going back to
my old habit-pattern of borrowing money when | abul
not earn it. Here by itself was a great step fodwar
During the first three months, | carried on allsbe
activities without a car, depending entirely ondsis
and streetcars—I, who always had to have a cayat m
immediate command. I, who had never made a speech
in my life and who would have been frightened sick
at the prospect, stood up in front of Rotary groups
different parts of the city and talked about Alctit®
Anonymous. |, carried away with the desire to serve
A.A., gave what was probably one of the first radio
broadcasts about A.A., living through a case ofemik
fright and feeling like a million dollars when itas all
over. | lived through a week of the fidgets becduse
had agreed to address a group of alcoholic innmiates
one of our state mental hospitals. There it was#mee
reward—exhilaration at a mission accomplished. Do |
have to tell you who gained the most out of als®hi
Within a year of my return to Detroit, A.A. was a
definitely established little group of about a doze
members, and | too was established in a modest but
steady job handling an independent dry-cleaningerou
of my own. | was my own boss. It took five years of
A.A. living, and a substantial improvement in my
health, before | could take a full-time office jolnere
someone else was boss.

This office job brought me face to face with a peob
that | had sidestepped all my adult life, lack of
training. This time | did something about it. | ethed
in a correspondence school that taught nothing
but accounting. With this specialized training, and
liberal business education in the school of hard
knocks, | was able to set up shop some two years



later as an independent accountant. Seven years of
work in this field brought an opportunity to afite
myself actively with one of my clients, a fellowA.

We complement each other beautifully, as he isra bo
salesman and my taste is for finance and management
At long last | am doing the kind of work | have alys
wanted to do but never had the patience and enadtion
stability to train myself for. The A.A. program

showed me the way to come down to earth, start from
the bottom, and work up. This represents another
great change for me. In the long ago past | used to
start at the top as president or treasurer andipnd
with the sheriff breathing down my neck.

So much for my business life. Obviously | have
overcome fear to a sufficient degree to think nmie

of success in business. With God’s help | am dbte,
one day at a time, to carry business responsésliti
that, not many years ago, | would not have dreaofied
assuming. But what about my social life? What about
those fears that once paralyzed me to the poimtyof
becoming a semi-hermit? What about my fear of
travel?

It would be wonderful were | able to tell you that

my confidence in God and my application of the
Twelve Steps to my daily living have utterly bargdh
fear. But this would not be the truth. The mostuaate
answer lcangive you is this: Fear has never

again ruled my life since that day in Septembei8193
when | found that a Power greater than myself could
not only restore me to sanity but could keep mé bot
sober and sane. Never in sixteen years have | dodge
anything because | was afraid of it. | have facdked |
instead of running away from it.

Some of the things that used to stop me in my

tracks from fear still make me nervous in the apétion
of their doing, but once | kick myself into doing

them, nervousness disappears and | enjoy myself. In
recent years | have had the happy combinatiomu# ti
and money to travel occasionally. | am apt to get

into quite an uproar for a day or two before staytbut

| dostart, and once started, | have a swell time.

Have | ever wanted a drink during these years?

Only once did | suffer from a nearly overpowering
compulsion to take a drink. Oddly enough, the citstances
and surroundings were pleasant. | was at

a beautifully set dinner table. | was in a perfectl



happy frame of mind. | had been in A.A. a year, and
the last thing in my mind was a drink. There was a
glass of sherry at my place. | was seized withlarost
uncontrollable desire to reach out for it. | shut

my eyes and asked for help. In fifteen secondsss; |
the feeling passed. There have also been numerous
times when | have thought about taking a drink.niSuc
thinking usually began with thoughts of the pleasan
drinking of my youth. I learned early in my A.Afdi
that | could not afford to fondle such thoughtsyas
might fondle a pet, because this particular petccou
grow into a monster. Instead, | quickly substitome

or another vivid scene from the nightmare of mgdat
drinking.

Twenty-odd years ago | made a mess out of my one
and only marriage. It was therefore not extraongina
that | should shy away from any serious thought of
marriage for a great many years after joining A.A.
Here was something requiring a greater willingriess
assume responsibility and a larger degree of catiper
and give and take than even business requires

of one. However, | must have felt, deep down inside
myself, that living the selfish life of a bachelwas

only half living. By living alone you can pretty rolu
eliminate grief from your life, but you also elinaite
joy. At any rate the last great step toward a walhided
life still lay ahead of me. So six months ago

| acquired a ready-made family consisting of one
charming wife, four grown children to whom | am
devoted, and three grandchildren. Being an alcoholi
| couldn’t dream of doing anything by halves! My
wife, a sister member in A.A., had been a widowenin
years and | had been single eighteen years. Thstatgnts
in such a case are difficult and take time,

but we both feel that they are certainly wortiwe

are both depending upon God and our use of the
Alcoholics Anonymous program to help us make a
success of this joint undertaking.

It is undoubtedly too soon for me to say how much
of a success | shall be as a husband in time t@cbm
do feel, though, that the fact that | finaglyew upto

a point where | could even tackle such a job is the
apex of the story of a man who spent eighteen years
running away from life.



(8)
HE SOLD HIMSELF SHORT

But he found there was a Higher Power that had
more faith in him than he had in himself. Thus,.A.A
was born in Chicago.

I grew up in a small town outside Akron, Ohio,

where the life was typical of any average small
town. | was very much interested in athletics, and
because of this and parental influence, | didritkdr

or smoke in either grade or high school.

All of this changed when | went to college. | had

to adapt to new associations and associates, and it
seemed to be the smart thing to drink and smoke. |
confined drinking to weekends, and drank normatly i
college and for several years thereafter.

After | left school, | went to work in Akron, livip

at home with my parents. Home life was again aasshg
influence. When | drank, I hid it from my

folks out of respect for their feelings. This cowied

until I was twenty-seven. Then | started traveling,

with the United States and Canada as my territory
and with so much freedom and with an unlimited exsee
account, | was soon drinking every night and

kidding myself that it was all part of the job.rndw

now that 60 percent of the time | drank alone witho
benefit of customers.

In 1930, | moved to Chicago. Shortly thereafter,

aided by the Depression, | found that | had a great

deal of spare time and that a little drink in therming
helped. By 1932, | was going on two- or three-day
benders. That same year, my wife became fed up

with my drinking around the house and called my dad
in Akron to come and pick me up. She asked him to

do something about me because she couldn’t. She was
thoroughly disgusted.

This was the beginning of five years of bouncing
back and forth between my home in Chicago and
Akron to sober up. It was a period of binges coming



closer and closer together and being of longertaura
Once Dad came all the way to Florida to sober

me up after a hotel manager called him and said tha
if he wanted to see me alive he’'d better get these
My wife could not understand why | would sober up
for Dad but not for her. They went into a huddied a
Dad explained that he simply took my pants, shoes,
and money away so that | could get no liquor ardl ha
to sober up.

One time my wife decided to try this too. After

finding every bottle that | had hidden around the
apartment, she took away my pants, my shoes, my
money, and my keys, threw them under the bed in the
back bedroom, and slip-locked our door. By one a.m.
| was desperate. | found some wool stockings, some
white flannels that had shrunk to my knees, andldén
jacket. | jimmied the front door so that | could ge

back in, and walked out. | was hit by an icy blést.

was February with snow and ice on the ground, and

| had a four-block walk to the nearest cab stand, b

I made it. On my ride to the nearest bar, | soéd th
driver on how misunderstood | was by my wife and
what an unreasonable person she was. By the time we
reached the bar, he was willing to buy me a quah w
his own money. Then when we got back to the apattme
he was willing to wait two or three days until

| got my health back to be paid off for the liqaord

fare. | was a good salesman. My wife could not ustdad
the next morning why | was drunker than

the night before, when she had taken my bottles.
After a particularly bad Christmas and New Year’s
holiday, Dad picked me up again early in January
1937 to go through the usual sobering up routine.
This consisted of walking the floor for three oufo

days and nights until I could take nourishmentsThi
time he had a suggestion to offer. He waited until

was completely sober, and on the day before | was t
head back for Chicago, he told me of a small grafup
men in Akron who apparently had the same problem
that | had but were doing something about it. Hé sa
they were sober, happy, and had their self-respect
back, as well as the respect of their neighbors. He
mentioned two of them whom | had known through the
years and suggested that | talk with them. Butdl ha

my health back, and, besides, | reasoned, they were



much worse than | would ever be. Why, even a year
ago | had seen Howard, an ex-doctor, mooching a
dime for a drink. | could not possibly be that biad.
would at least have asked for a quarter! So | Bad
that | would lick it on my own, that | would drink
nothing for a month and after that only beer.
Several months later Dad was back in Chicago to
pick me up again, but this time my attitude wasrelyt
different. | could not wait to tell him that |

wanted help, that if these men in Akron had anghin
| wanted it and would do anything to get it. | was
completely licked by alcohol.

I can still remember very distinctly getting into

Akron at eleven p.m. and routing this same Howard
out of bed to do something about me. He spent two
hours with me that night telling me his story. Héds
he had finally learned that drinking was a fatalats
made up of an allergy plus an obsession, and once
the drinking had passed from habit to obsession, we
were completely hopeless and could look forward
only to spending the balance of our lives in mental
institutions—or to death.

He laid great stress on the progression of higid#i
toward life and people, and most of his attitudes

had been very similar to mine. | thought at tinfes t

he was telling my story! | had thought that | wasnpletely
different from other people, that | was beginning

to become a little balmy, even to the point of
withdrawing more and more from society and wanting
to be alone with my bottle.

Here was a man with essentially the same outlook
on life, except that he had done something about it
He was happy, getting a kick out of life and pegpple
and beginning to get his medical practice backragai
As | look back on that first evening, | realizettha
began to hope, then, for the first time; and | fledtt

if he could regain these things, perhaps it woad b
possible for me too.

The next afternoon and evening, two other men
visited me, and each told me his story and thegthin
that they were doing to try to recover from thagic
illness. They had that certain something that seeme



to glow, a peace, a serenity combined with hapgines
In the next two or three days the balance of this
handful of men contacted me, encouraged me, and
told me how they were trying to live this program o
recovery and the fun they were having doing it.

Then and then only, after a thorough indoctrination
by eight or nine individuals, was | allowed to atle

my first meeting. This first meeting was held ie th
living room of a home and was led by Bill D., thestf
man that Bill W. and Dr. Bob had worked with sucfaly.
The meeting consisted of perhaps eight or nine
alcoholics and seven or eight wives. It was différe
from the meetings now held. The big A.A. book had
not been written, and there was no literature excep
various religious pamphlets. The program was aérrie
on entirely by word of mouth.

The meeting lasted an hour and closed with the
Lord’s Prayer. After it was closed, we all retiecthe
kitchen and had coffee and doughnuts and more
discussion until the small hours of the morning.

| was terribly impressed by this meeting and the
quality of happiness these men displayed, dedpdie t
lack of material means. In this small group, durime
Depression, there was no one who was not hard up.
| stayed in Akron two or three weeks on my initial
trip trying to absorb as much of the program anitbpbphy
as possible. | spent a great deal of time with

Dr. Bob, whenever he had the time to spare, and in
the homes of two or three other people, tryinget® s
how the family lived the program. Every evening we
would meet at the home of one of the members and
have coffee and doughnuts and spend a social erenin
The day before | was due to go back to Chicago—

it was Dr. Bob’s afternoon off—he had me to the
office and we spent three or four hours formally
going through the Six-Step program as it was 4t tha
time. The six steps were:

1. Complete deflation.

2. Dependence and guidance from a Higher Power.
3. Moral inventory.

4. Confession.

5. Restitution.

6. Continued work with other alcoholics.



Dr. Bob led me through all of these steps. At the
moral inventory, he brought up several of my bad
personality traits or character defects, such listseess,
conceit, jealousy, carelessness, intolerancempes,
sarcasm, and resentments. We went over these at
great length, and then he finally asked me if | t&dn
these defects of character removed. When | said yes
we both knelt at his desk and prayed, each of kings
to have these defects taken away.

This picture is still vivid. If | live to be a huned,

it will always stand out in my mind. It was verypnessive,
and | wish that every A.A. could have the

benefit of this type of sponsorship today. Dr. Bblvays
emphasized the religious angle very strongly,

and | think it helped. | know it helped me. Dr. Bob

then led me through the restitution step, in which
made a list of all of the persons | had harmed and
worked out the ways and the means of slowly making
restitution.

I made several decisions at that time. One of them
was that | would try to get a group started in @h;
the second was that | would have to return to Akron
to attend meetings at least every two months until
did get a group started in Chicago; third, | dedite
must place this program above everything else, even
my family, because if | did not maintain my sobyijet

| would lose my family anyway. If | did not maintai
my sobriety, | would not have a job. If | did noaimtain
my sobriety, | would have no friends left. | had

few enough at that time.

The next day | went back to Chicago and started a
vigorous campaign among my so-called friends or
drinking companions. Their answer was always the
same: If they needed it at any time, they woulelsur
get in touch with me. | went to a minister and atdo
whom | still knew, and they, in turn, asked me how
long | had been sober. When | told them six

weeks, they were polite and said that they woultant
me in case they had anyone with an alcoholic
problem.

Needless to say, it was a year or more before they
did contact me. On my trips back to Akron to get my



spirits recharged and to work with other alcohglics

| would ask Dr. Bob about this delay and wondet jus
what was wrong with me. He would invariably reply,
“When you are right and the time is right, Providen
will provide. You must always be willing and conim

to make contacts.”

A few months after | made my original trip to

Akron, | was feeling pretty cocky, and | didn’t rtki

my wife was treating me with proper respect, noat th

| was an outstanding citizen. So | set out to gehkl
deliberately, just to teach her what she was ngssin

A week later | had to get an old friend from Akron

to spend two days sobering me up. That was mynhesso
that one could not take the moral inventory and

then file it away; that the alcoholic has to conérto
take inventory every day if he expects to get aetl
stay well. That was my only slip. It taught me éuable
lesson. In the summer of 1938, almost a year

from the time | made my original contact with Akron
the man for whom | was working, and who knew about
the program, approached me and asked if | could do
anything about one of his salesmen who was drinking
very heavily. | went to the sanitarium where this

chap was incarcerated and found to my surprise that
he was interested. He had been wanting to do samgeth
about his drinking for a long time but did not

know how. | spent several days with him, but | dad
feel adequate to pass the program on to him by
myself. So | suggested that he take a trip to Akoon

a couple of weeks, which he did, living with onetlod
A.A. families there. When he returned, we had pcatly
daily meetings from that time on.

A few months later one of the men who had been

in touch with the group in Akron came to Chicago to
live, and then there were three of us who continued
to have informal meetings quite regularly.

In the spring of 1939, the Big Book was printed,
and we had two inquiries from the New York office
because of a fifteen-minute radio talk that was enad
Neither one of the two was interested for himsmie
being a mother who wanted to do something for her
son. | suggested to her that she should see th® son
minister or doctor, and that perhaps he would renend
the A.A. program.



The doctor, a young man, immediately took fire

with the idea, and while he did not convince the, so
he turned over two prospects who were anxious for
the program. The three of us did not feel up to the
job, and after a few meetings we convinced thepeois
that they, too, should go to Akron where they

could see an older group in action.

In the meantime, another doctor in Evanston became
convinced that the program had possibilities

and turned over a woman to us to do something
about. She was full of enthusiasm and also made the
trip to Akron. Immediately on her return in the @uin

of 1939, we began to have formal meetings once

a week, and we have continued to do this and tarekp
ever since.

Occasionally, it is accorded to a few of us to \watc
something fine grow from a tiny kernel into somathi
of gigantic goodness. Such has been my privilege,
both nationally and in my home city. From a mere
handful in Akron, we have spread throughout the
world. From a single member in the Chicago area,
commuting to Akron, we now exceed six thousand.
These last eighteen years have been the happiest of
my life, trite though that statement may seem eEtit
of those years | would not have enjoyed had | cmetil
drinking. Doctors told me before | stopped that |
had only three years at the outside to live.

This latest part of my life has had a purpose,mot
great things accomplished but in daily living. Cage
to face each day has replaced the fears and umtesa
of earlier years. Acceptance of things as they

are has replaced the old impatient champing at the
bit to conquer the world. | have stopped tilting at
windmills and, instead, have tried to accompligh th
little daily tasks, unimportant in themselves, tasgks
that are an integral part of living fully.

Where derision, contempt, and pity were once

shown me, | now enjoy the respect of many people.
Where once | had casual acquaintances, all of whom
were fair-weather friends, | now have a host @rfds
who accept me for what | am. And over my A.A. years
I have made many real, honest, sincere friendships



that | shall always cherish.

I’'m rated as a modestly successful man. My stock
of material goods isn’t great. But | have a fortume
friendships, courage, self-assurance, and honpsaiapl
of my own abilities. Above all, | have gained

the greatest thing accorded to any man, the lode an
understanding of a gracious God, who has lifted me
from the alcoholic scrap heap to a position ofttrus
where | have been able to reap the rich rewards tha
come from showing a little love for others and from
serving them as | can.



()
THE KEYS OF THE KINGDOM

This worldly lady helped to develop A.A. in Chicago
and thus passed her keys to many.

l \ little more than fifteen years ago, through

a long and calamitous series of shattering expeggn

| found myself being helplessly propelled

toward total destruction. | was without power t@aocge
the course my life had taken. How | had arrivethast
tragic impasse, | could not have explained to aayon

| was thirty-three years old and my life was spént.
was caught in a cycle of alcohol and sedationwfzest
proving inescapable, and consciousness had become
intolerable.

| was a product of the post-war prohibition era of

the Roaring '20s. That age of the flapper and ttie “

girl, speakeasies and the hip flask, the boyishdmab

the drugstore cowboy, John Held Jr. and F. Scttgéiald,
all generously sprinkled with a patent pseudosdighison.
To be sure, this had been a dizzy and

confused interval, but most everyone else | knesv ha
emerged from it with both feet on the ground and a

fair amount of adult maturity.

Nor could | blame my dilemma on my childhood
environment. | couldn’t have chosen more loving and
conscientious parents. | was given every advantage
in a well-ordered home. | had the best schools nsem
camps, resort vacations, and travel. Every remson
able desire was possible of attainment for me.d wa
strong and healthy and quite athletic.

| experienced some of the pleasure of social dnmki
when | was sixteen. | definitely liked everything
about alcohol—the taste, the effects; and | real®
that a drink did something for me or to me that was
different from the way it affected others. It wadong
before any party without drinks was a dud for me.

| was married at twenty, had two children, and was
divorced at twenty-three. My broken home and



broken heart fanned my smoldering self-pity into a
fair-sized bonfire, and this kept me well suppheth
reasons for having another drink, and then another.
At twenty-five | had developed an alcoholic problem
| began making the rounds of the doctors in the
hope that one of them might find some cure for my
accumulating ailments, preferably something that
could be removed surgically.

Of course the doctors found nothing. Just an ufestab
woman, undisciplined, poorly adjusted, and

filled with nameless fears. Most of them prescribed
sedatives and advised rest and moderation.
Between the ages of twenty-five and thirty, | tried
everything. | moved a thousand miles away from
home to Chicago and a new environment. | studied
art; | desperately endeavored to create an intarest
many things, in a new place among new people.
Nothing worked. My drinking habits increased intspi
of my struggle for control. | tried the beer diet,

the wine diet, timing, measuring, and spacing of
drinks. I tried them mixed, unmixed, drinking only
when happy, only when depressed. And still, bytitne
| was thirty years old, | was being pushed around b
compulsion to drink that was completely beyond my
control. | couldn’t stop drinking. | would hang &m
sobriety for short intervals, but always there vdoul
come the tide of an overpoweringcessityo drink,
and, as | was engulfed in it, | felt such a serigesaic
that | really believed | would die if | didn’t gétat
drink inside.

Needless to say, this was not pleasurable drinking.
had long since given up any pretense of the social
cocktail hour. This was drinking in sheer desperati
alone and locked behind my own door. Alone in

the relative safety of my home because | knew ¢ dar
not risk the danger of blacking out in some public
place or at the wheel of a car. | could no longarge
my capacity, and it might be the second or thehtent
drink that would erase my consciousness.

The next three years saw me in sanitariums, once in
a ten-day coma, from which | very nearly did natoeer,
in and out of hospitals or confined at home with

day and night nurses. By now | wanted to die but
had lost the courage even to take my life. | was



trapped, and for the life of me I did not know how
why this had happened to me. And all the while my
fear fed a growing conviction that before long duid

be necessary for me to be put away in some institut
People didn’t behave this way outside of an asylum.

| had heartsickness, shame, and fear bordering

on panic, and no complete escape any longer extept
oblivion. Certainly, now, anyone would have agreed
that only a miracle could prevent my final breakdow
But how does one get a prescription for a miracle?
For about one year prior to this time, there was on
doctor who had continued to struggle with me. He
had tried everything from having me attend dailyssa
at six a.m. to performing the most menial laborHisr
charity patients. Why he bothered with me as long

as he did I shall never know, for he knew there m@s
answer for me in medicine, and he, like all doctdrs
his day, had been taught that the alcoholic wasraide
and should be ignored. Doctors were advised to
attend patients who could be benefited by medicine.
With the alcoholic, they could only give temporaglief
and in the last stages not even that. It was aewast

of the doctors’ time and the patients’ money. Nthaless,
there were a few doctors who saw alcoholism

as a disease and felt that the alcoholic was aviat
something over which he had no control. They had a
hunch that there must be an answer for these appare
hopeless ones, somewhere. Fortunately for me,

my doctor was one of the enlightened.

And then, in the spring of 1939, a very remarkable

book was rolled off a New York press with the title
Alcoholics Anonymousiowever, due to financial difficulties,
the whole printing was, for a while, held

up and the book received no publicity nor, of ceurs

was it available in the stores, even if one kneexisted.

But somehow my good doctor heard of this

book, and he also learned a little about the pe@dpeonsible
for its publication. He sent to New York for

a copy, and after reading it, he tucked it underanin

and called on me. That call marked the turning poin

in my life.

Until now, | had never been told that | was an hatti.
Few doctors will tell a hopeless patient that
there is no answer for him or for her. But this day



doctor gave it to me straight and said, “People lik
you are pretty well known to the medical profession
Every doctor gets his quota of alcoholic patients.
Some of us struggle with these people because we
know that they are really very sick, but we alsown
that, short of some miracle, we are not going ip he
them except temporarily and that they will ineviyab
get worse and worse until one of two things happens
Either they die of acute alcoholism or they develop
wet brains and have to be put away permanently.”
He further explained that alcohol was no respecter
of sex or background but that most of the alcolsolic
he had encountered had better-than-average minds
and abilities. He said the alcoholics seemed tegxs
a native acuteness and usually excelled in theloldj
regardless of environmental or educational advastag
“We watch the alcoholic performing in a position of
responsibility, and we know that because he iskdrqn
heavily and daily, he has cut his capacities by 50
percent, and still he seems able to do a satisfacto
job. And we wonder how much further this man could
go if his alcoholic problem could be removed and he
could throw 100 percent of his abilities into antio
“But, of course,” he continued, “eventually the
alcoholic loses all of his capacities as his disepets
progressively worse, and this is a tragedy that is
painful to watch: the disintegration of a sound anin
and body.”

Then he told me there was a handful of people in
Akron and New York who had worked out a technique
for arresting their alcoholism. He asked me to

read the boollcoholics Anonymouysnd then he
wanted me to talk with a man who was experiencing
success with his own arrestment. This man could tel
me more. | stayed up all night reading that book.

For me it was a wonderful experience. It explaised
much | had not understood about myself, and, dest o
all, it promised recovery if | would do a few sirapl
things and be willing to have the desire to drieknoved.
Here was hope. Maybe | could find my way

out of this agonizing existence. Perhaps | could fi
freedom and peace, and be able once again to gall m
soul my own.

The next day | received a visit from Mr. T., a reeced



alcoholic. |1 don’'t know what sort of person

| was expecting, but | was very agreeably surprised
find Mr. T. a poised, intelligent, well-groomed,dcan
mannered gentleman. | was immediately impressed
with his graciousness and charm. He put me at ease
with his first few words. Looking at him, | found i

hard to believe he had ever been as | was then.
However, as he unfolded his story for me, | could

not help but believe him. In describing his suffgyi

his fears, his many years of groping for some answe
to that which always seemed to remain unanswerable,
he could have been describing me, and nothing short
of experience and knowledge could have afforded him
that much insight! He had been dry fatyears

and had been maintaining his contact with a grdup o
recovered alcoholics in Akron. Contact with thisuyp
was extremely important to him. He told me that
eventually he hoped such a group would develop in
the Chicago area but that so far this had not been
started. He thought it would be helpful for me tsitv

the Akron group and meet many like himself.

By this time, with the doctor’s explanation, theekations
contained in the book, and the hope-inspiring
interview with Mr. T., | was ready and willing tamdo

the ends of the earth, if that was what it took e

to find what these people had.

So | went to Akron, and also to Cleveland, and |

met more recovered alcoholics. | saw in these geopl
a quality of peace and serenity that | knew | must
have for myself. Not only were they at peace with
themselves, but they were getting a kick out @f lif
such as one seldom encounters, except in the very
young. They seemed to have all the ingredients for
successful living: philosophy, faith, a sense ahbu
(they could laugh at themselves), clear-cut obyesti
appreciation—and most especially appreciation and
sympathetic understanding for their fellow man.
Nothing in their lives took precedence over their
response to a call for help from some alcoholicaed.
They would travel miles and stay up all night with
someone they had never laid eyes on before ankl thin
nothing of it. Far from expecting praise for their
deeds, they claimed the performance a privilege and
insisted that they invariably received more thayth
gave. Extraordinary people!



| didn’t dare hope | might find for myself all that
these people had found, but if | could acquire some
small part of their intriguing quality of living—ahn
sobriety—that would be enough.

Shortly after | returned to Chicago, my doctor,@maged
by the results of my contact with A.A., sent

us two more of his alcoholic patients. By the latte

part of September 1939, we had a nucleus of six and
held our first official group meeting.

I had a tough pull back to normal good health. It

had been so many years since | had not relied e so
artificial crutch, either alcohol or sedatives. tirgg go

of everything at once was both painful and temnidyi

I could never have accomplished this alone. It took
the help, understanding, and wonderful companignshi
that was given so freely to me by my ex-alkie
friends—this and the program of recovery embodied
in the Twelve Steps. In learning to practice thesps

in my daily living, | began to acquire faith angblailosophy
to live by. Whole new vistas were opened up

for me, new avenues of experience to be exploradl, a
life began to take on color and interest. In tiine,

found myself looking forward to each new day with
pleasurable anticipation.

A.A. is not a plan for recovery that can be finidhe

and done with. It is a way of life, and the chadjen
contained in its principles is great enough to kaap
human being striving for as long as he lives. We do
not, cannot, outgrow this plan. As arrested alcchkol

we must have a program for living that allows faritless
expansion. Keeping one foot in front of the other

is essential for maintaining our arrestment. Others
may idle in a retrogressive groove without too much
danger, but retrogression can spell death for us.
However, this isn’'t as rough as it sounds, as wbetmme
grateful for the necessity that makes us toe the

line, and we find that we are compensated for sistent
effort by the countless dividends we receive.

A complete change takes place in our approach to

life. Where we used to run from responsibility, fivel
ourselves accepting it with gratitude that we aaccessfully
shoulder it. Instead of wanting to escape

some perplexing problem, we experience the thrill



of challenge in the opportunity it affords for amet
application of A.A. techniques, and we find oursslv
tackling it with surprising vigor.

The last fifteen years of my life have been ricd an
meaningful. | have had my share of problems,
heartaches, and disappointments because that,is lif
but also | have known a great deal of joy and a@ea
that is the handmaiden of an inner freedom. | lzave
wealth of friends and, with my A.A. friends, an soal
quality of fellowship. For, to these people, | am

truly related. First, through mutual pain and déspa
and later through mutual objectives and newfound
faith and hope. And, as the years go by, workimgtioer,
sharing our experiences with one another, and

also sharing a mutual trust, understanding, aneHev
without strings, without obligation—we acquire teaships
that are unique and priceless.

There is no more aloneness, with that awful ache,
so deep in the heart of every alcoholic that ngthin
before, could ever reach it. That ache is gone and
never need return again.

Now there is a sense of belonging, of being wanted
and needed and loved. In return for a bottle and a
hangover, we have been given the Keys of the
Kingdom.



1)
THE MISSING LINK

He looked at everything as the cause of his untmegss—
except alcohol.

When | was eight or nine years old, life suddenly

became very difficult. Feelings began to

emerge that | did not understand. Depression crept
into my life as | started to feel alone, even ioveded
rooms. In fact, life didn’t make much sense to me a
all. It's hard to say what sparked all of thispiapoint
one fact or event that changed everything foreliee.
fact of the matter was, | was miserable from early
in my life.

It was all very confusing. | remember isolating on

the playground, watching all the other childrerglaing
and playing and smiling, and not feeling like |

could relate at all. | felt different. | didn’t feas if |

was one of them. Somehow, | thought, | didn’ttit i

My school marks soon reflected these feelings. My
behavior and attitude seemed to become troublesome
to everyone around me. | soon began spending more
time in the principal’s office than in the classmadvly
parents, perplexed by such an unhappy son, began
having difficulties. My house was soon filled witie
sounds of arguments and yelling about how to handle
me. | found that running away from home could suppl
me with some sort of temporary solace. Until of
course, the police would find me and bring me kdack
my house and my worried parents.

About that time | started seeing therapists andiapsts,
each with a different theory and a different salnti

They conducted special tests and interviews

designed to get to the root of my troubles, andecam

to the conclusion that | had a learning disabdityl

was depressed. The psychiatrist started me on some
medication, and the problems in school started to

clear up. Even some of the depression began to ease
up for a bit. However, something still seemed fundatally
wrong.



Whatever the problem, | soon found what appeared
to be the solution to everything. At age fifteetraveled
with my family to Israel. My brother was to be

bar mitzvahed atop Masada. There was no legalidgnk
age, so | found it quite easy to walk into a bat an
order a drink. New Year's Eve fell in the middletbé
trip, and since the Jewish calendar celebrateBexett
New Year than the Gregorian calendar, the only
celebration was being held in the American sector o
a university. | got drunk for the first time thaght. It
changed everything.

A stop at a local bar began the evening. | ordared
beer from the waitress and as | took the first sip,
something was immediately different. | looked amun
me, at the people drinking and dancing, smiling and
laughing, all of whom were much older than I.
Suddenly, | somehow felt | belonged. From there, |
made my way to the university, where | found huddre
of other Americans celebrating New Year’s Eve.
Before the night was over, | had started a fighhwi
number of college-aged drunken fellows and returned
to the hotel stinking drunk and riddled with brgse

Ah yes, what a grand evening it was! | fell in ldhat
night—with a beverage.

Returning to the States, | was determined to caastin
with my newfound love affair. | found myself

trying to convince my friends to join me, but | was
met with resistance. Still determined, | set ouirnd
new friends, friends who could help me maintais thi
fantastic solution to my most desperate problems. M
escapades started as a weekend pursuit and pregjress
into a daily obsession. At first, it took several

beers to get me drunk to my satisfaction. However,
within three years, it took a fifth and a half afdka, a
bottle of wine, and several beers in an eveningie t
to satisfactorily black me out. | would obtain diob

by any means necessary. That meant lying, stealing,
and cheating. My motto was, if you felt like | did,
you’d have to get drunk too.

As the feelings of hopelessness and depressiomgasef,
so did my drinking. Thoughts of suicide came
more and more frequently. It felt as if things were



never going to change. Progress with my therapist
came to almost a complete halt. The hopelessness wa
compounded by the fact that the one thing that was
bringing me relief, the one thing | counted onaket

the pain away, was ultimately destroying me. Thi en

| feared, was close.

My last semester in high school marked my bottom.
It was everyday drinking then. Since | had already
been accepted at college, | consciously decided to
make that last semester one big party. But it veas n
fun at all. | was miserable. | graduated narrowlg a
took a job at a local garage. It was difficult tamage
my drinking and a job since they were both fulléim
but | concocted all kinds of lies to ensure thathing
would interfere with my drinking. After being repedly
reprimanded at work for being late in the mornings,

| made up a story to hide the fact that | was

always hung over. | told my manager that | had eanc
and needed to go to the doctor for treatment every
morning. | would say whatever | needed to say tiqut
my drinking.

More often, | was having these little moments of
clarity, times | knew for sure that | was an alclaho
Times when | was looking at the bottom of my glass
asking myself, Why am | doing this? Something lad t
give, something had to change. | was suicidal,uataig
every part of my life for what could be wrong. It
culminated in one last night of drinking and stgrat
the problem. It made me sick to think about it, and
even sicker to continue drinking it away. | waschat

to look at my drinking as the chief suspect.

The next day | went to work, late as usual, and all
day long | could not stop thinking about this vessl
problem. | could go no further. What was happening
to me? Therapy hadn't fixed my life—all those sessi
| was still miserable. | might as well just kill ssff,
drink my way into oblivion. In one last desperate
fight for a solution, | reviewed my life, searchifay

the missing link. Had I left out some crucial bitimformation
that would lead to a breakthrough, making

it possible for life to become just a little moredbable?
No, there was nothing. Except of course my
drinking.



The next morning | went to see my therapist. | told
him I'd decided to quit therapy, because after eigh
years, it wasn’t working. But | decided to tell himw

| had been searching through my life for that nigsi
link and had come up with only one thing | had meve
told him: that | drank. He began asking me questien
he asked about quantities, frequency, what |

drank. Before he was even halfway through, | broke
down and began sobbing. I cried, “Do you think |
have a problem with drinking?” He replied, “I think
that is quite obvious.” | then asked, “Do you thiitk
an alcoholic?” And he answered, “You are going to
have to find out for yourself.” He pulled a list of
Alcoholics Anonymous meetings out of his desk
drawer; he had already highlighted the young pesple
meetings.

He told me to go home and not drink at all for the
rest of the day. He would call me at nine p.m. and
wanted to hear that | hadn’t taken a drink. It was
rough, but | went home and locked myself in my
room, sweating it out until he called. He askeldhiad
had a drink. | told him | had not and asked what |
should do next. He told me to do the same thingotoonv,
except tomorrow | should also go to the first
meeting on the list he had highlighted. The nextida
went to my first meeting of Alcoholics Anonymous. |
was eighteen years old.

In the parking lot, | sat in my car for about féte

minutes before the meeting started, trying to wagok

the courage to go in and face myself. | rememiveIfi

working up the nerve to open the door and get

out, only to close the door, dismissing the nobbn

going into the meeting as ridiculous. This dancedécisiveness
went on about fifty times before | went

in. Had | not gone in, | believe | would not bevali

today.

The room was very smoky and filled with apparently
happy people. Finding a seat in the back, | sat

down and tried to make sense of the format. When
the chairperson asked if there were any newcomers
present, | looked around and saw some hands go up,
but | certainly wasn’t ready to raise my hand araivd



attention to myself. The meeting broke up into salve
groups, and | followed one group down the hall and
took a seat. They opened a book and read a chapter
titled “Step Seven.” After the reading, they went
around the table for comments, and for the firseti

in my life, | found myself surrounded by people |
could really relate with. | no longer felt as Mvhs a
total misfit, because here was a roomful of peagie
felt precisely as | did, and a major weight hadrbee
lifted. | happened to be in the last chair arourel t
table to speak and, confused by the reading,cailid
say was, “What the heck are shortcomings?”

A couple of members, realizing | was there for my
first meeting, took me downstairs and sat down with
me and outlined the program. | can recall verielitif
what was said. | remember telling these membets tha
this program they outlined sounded like just what |
needed, but I didn’t think | could stay sober foe t

rest of my life. Exactly how was | supposed to not
drink if my girlfriend breaks up with me, or if niest
friend dies, or even through happy times like gediduns,
weddings, and birthdays. They suggested |

could just stay sober one day at a time. They axgth
that it might be easier to set my sights on thentyfeur
hours in front of me and to take on these other
situations when and if they ever arrived. | decitted
give sobriety a try, one day at a time, and I'vead
that way ever since.

When | entered Alcoholics Anonymous, | had done
some damage physically, had a bouquet of mental
quirks, and was spiritually bankrupt. | knew | was
powerless over alcohol and that | needed to beropeted
toward what people suggested for recovery.
However, when it came to spirituality, | fought it
nearly every step of the way. Although raised in an
ethnic and religious Jewish household, | was agmnost
and very resistant to anyone and anything thatdgpeed
to be imposing religious beliefs. To my surprise,
Alcoholics Anonymous suggested something
different.

The idea that religion and spirituality were noeon

and the same was a new notion. My sponsor asked
that | merely remain open-minded to the possibility
that there was a Power greater than myself, oneyof



own understanding. He assured me that no person
was going to impose a belief system on me, thaag

a personal matter. Reluctantly, | opened my mind to
the fact that maybe, just maybe, there was songethin
to this spiritual lifestyle. Slowly but surely, éalized
there was indeed a Power greater than myself, and |
soon found myself with a full-time God in my lifac
following a spiritual path that didn’t conflict iaitmy
personal religious convictions.

Following this spiritual path made a major diffecen

in my life. It seemed to fill that lonely hole that

| used to fill with alcohol. My self-esteem imprale
dramatically, and | knew happiness and serenity as
had never known it before. | started to see thetyea
and usefulness in my own existence, and tried poess
my gratitude through helping others in whatever
ways | could. A confidence and faith entered mg lif
and unraveled a plan for me that was bigger artéret
than | could have ever imagined.

It wasn't easy, and it has never been easy, lyats

so much better. Since that first meeting, my lés h
completely changed. Three months into the program |
started college. While many of my college classmate
were experimenting with alcohol for the first time,
was off at meetings and A.A. get-togethers, becgmin
active in service work, and developing relationship
with God, family, friends, and loved ones. | rarely
thought twice about this; it was what | wanted and
needed to do.

Over the last seven years, nearly everything |
thought | could not stay sober through has happened
Indeed, sobriety and life are full of ups and downs
Occasionally depression can creep back into my life
and requires outside help. However, this prograsn ha
provided me with the tools to stay sober through th
death of my best friends, failed relationships, and
good times like birthdays, weddings, and graduation
Life is exponentially better than it ever was befor

I’'m living out the life | used to fantasize aboand I
have a whole lot of work still in front of me. V&
hope to share and love to give, and | just keepggoi
one day at a time, living this adventure callee.lif



(@)
FEAR OF FEAR

This lady was cautious. She decided she wouldn’t
let herself go in her drinking. And she would never
never take that morning drink!

I didn’t think I was an alcoholic. | thought my

problem was that | had been married to a drunk

for twenty-seven years. And when my husband found
A.A., | came to the second meeting with him. |
thought it was wonderful, simply marvelous, for him
But not for me. Then | went to another meeting, and

| still thought it was wonderful—for him, but natrf

me.

That was on a hot summer evening, down in the
Greenwich Village Group, and there was a littleghor
out there in the old meeting place on Sullivan &fre
and after the meeting | went out on the stepsdores
air. In the doorway stood a lovely young girl wiaads
“Are you one of us souses too?” | said, “Oh, goadne
no! My husband is. He’s in there.” She told me her
name, and | said, “I know you from somewhere.” It
turned out that she had been in high school with my
daughter. | said, “Eileen, are you one of thosejesty
And she said, “Oh, yes. I'm in this.”

As we walked back through the hall, I, for thetfirs
time in my life, said to another human being, “I'm
having trouble with my drinking too.” She took mg b
the hand and introduced me to the woman that I'm
very proud to call my sponsor. This woman and her
husband are both in A.A., and she said to me, “Oh,
but you’re not the alcoholic; it's your husbandsdid,
“Yes.” She said, “How long have you been married?”
said, “Twenty-seven years.” She said, “Twenty-seven
years to an alcoholic! How did you ever stand it?”
thought, now here’s a nice, sympathetic soul! This
for me. | said, “Well, | stood it to keep the hotogether,
and for the children’s sake.” She said, “Yes, |

know. You're just a martyr, aren’t you?” | walkediay
from that woman grinding my teeth and cursing under
my breath. Fortunately, | didn’'t say a word to Gyor



on the way home. But that night | tried to go teegl.
And | thought, “You’re some martyr, Jane! Let's koo
at the record.” And when | looked at it, | knew &sv
just as much a drunk as George was, if not worse. |
nudged George next morning, and | said, “I'm imta
he said, “Oh, | knew you’d make it.”

| started drinking nearly thirty years ago—right
after | was married. My first drinking spree was on
corn liquor, and | was allergic to it, believe rheas
deathly sick every time | took a drink. But we had
do a lot of entertaining. My husband liked to have
good time; | was very young, and | wanted to have a
good time too. The only way | knew to do it was to
drink right along with him.

| got into terrific trouble with my drinking. | was
afraid, and | had made my mind up that | would meve
get drunk, so | was watchful and careful. We had a
small child, and | loved her dearly, so that helel m
back quite a bit in my drinking career. Even se@rgv
time | drank, | seemed to get in trouble. | al-

ways wanted to drink too much, so | was watchfwags
watchful, counting my drinks. If we were invited

to a formal party and | knew they were only goiag t
have one or two drinks, | wouldn’t have any. | was
being very cagey, because | knew that if | did take

or two, | might want to take five or six or sevan o
eight.

| did stay fairly good for a few years. But | watsn’
happy, and | didn’t ever let myself go in my dringi

After my son, our second child, came along, ankeas
became school age and was away at school most of th
time, something happened. | really started drinking
with a bang.

| never went to a hospital. | never lost a job alsw
never in jail. And, unlike many others, | neverkao
drink in the morning. | needed a drink, but | was
afraid to take a morning drink, because | didn'titva
to be a drunk. | became a drunk anyway, but | was
scared to death to take that morning drink. | wasised
of it many times when | went to play bridge in

the afternoon, but | really never did take a magnin
drink. I was still woozy from the night before.

| should have lost my husband, and | think that



only the fact that he was an alcoholic too keptogether.
No one else would have stayed with me.

Many women who have reached the stage that | had
reached in my drinking have lost husbands, children
homes, everything they hold dear. | have been very
fortunate in many ways. The important thing | lost
was my own self-respect. | could feel fear comimg i
my life. | couldn’t face people. | couldn’t lookeém
straight in the eyes, although | had always been a
self-possessed, brazen person. I'd brazen anythitg

| lied like a trooper to get out of many scrapes.

But | felt a fear coming into my life, and | coultin
cope with it. | got so that | hid quite a bit oktlime,
wouldn’t answer the phone, and stayed by myself as
much as | could. | noticed that | was avoidingnayl
social friends, except for my bridge club. | coutdn
keep up with any of my other friends, and | woutdn’
go to anyone’s house unless | knew they drank agillye
as | did. I never knew it was the first drink tloiad

it. I thought | was losing my mind when | realizibt

| couldn’t stop drinking. That frightened me tetyib
George tried many times to go on the wagon. If |
had been sincere in what | thought | wanted more
than anything else in life—a sober husband and a
happy, contented home—I would have gone on the
wagon with him. | did try, for a day or two, butsething
would always come up that would throw me. It
would be a little thing—the rugs being crooked, or
any silly little thing that I'd think was wrong—aruaff

I'd go, drinking. And sneaking my drinks. | had thes
hidden all over the apartment. | didn’t think myldren
knew about it, but | found out they did. It's sugomg,
how we think we fool everybody in our

drinking.

| reached a stage where | couldn’t go into my apeant
without a drink. It didn’t bother me anymore
whether George was drinking or not. | had to have
liquor. Sometimes | would lie on the bathroom floor
deathly sick, praying | would die, and praying tods
as | always had prayed to Him when | was drinking:
“Dear God, get me out of this one and I'll never do
it again.” And then I'd say, “God, don’t pay anyeat-
tion to me. You know I'll do it tomorrow, the very
same thing.”

| used to make excuses to try and get George off



the wagon. I'd get so fed up with drinking all adon

and bearing the burden of guilt all by myself, that

egg him on to drink, to get started again. And then
fight with him because he had started! And the whol
merry-go-round would be on again. And he, poor
dear, didn’t know what was going on. He used to dewn
when he’d spot one of my bottles around the

house just how he could have overlooked that pdatic
bottle. | myself didn’t know all the places | had

them hidden.

We have only been in A.A. a few years, but now
we’re trying to make up for lost time. Twenty-seven
years of confusion is what my early married lifeswa
Now the picture has changed completely. We have
faith in each other, trust in each other, and ustdeding.
A.A. has given us that. It has taught me so

many things. It has changed my thinking entirely,
about everything | do. | can't afford resentments
against anyone, because they are the build-upathan
drunk. I must live and let live. And “think™—

that one important word means so much to me. My
life was always act and react. | never stoppeditkt

| just didn’t give a whoop about myself or anyoiheee

| try to live our program as it has been outlined t
me, one day at a time. | try to live today so toatorrow
| won't be ashamed when | wake up in the

morning. In the old days | hated to wake up andloo
back at what last night had been like. | neveraoul
face it the next morning. And unless | had somg ros
picture of what was going to happen that day, |
wouldn’t even feel like getting up in the morning a
all. It really wasn't living. Now | feel so very gteful
not only for my sobriety, which | try to maintaimayl

by day, but I'm grateful also for the ability tolpe
other people. | never thought | could be usefidrigone
except my husband and my children and perhaps

a few friends. But A.A. has shown me that | carphel
other alcoholics.

Many of my neighbors devoted time to volunteer
work. There was one woman especially, and I'd watch
her from my window every morning, leaving faithfull

to go to the hospital in the neighborhood. | saitiér

one day when | met her on the street, “What sort of
volunteer work do you do?” She told me; it was denp



| could have done it very easily. She said, “Why
don’t you do it too?” | said, “I'd love to.” She isia
“Suppose | put your name down as a volunteer—even
if you can only give one or two days?” But then |
thought, well, now wait, how will | feel next Tuesg?
How will | feel next Friday, if | make it a Friday?ow
will | feel next Saturday morning? | never knewvds
afraid to set even one day. | could never be sdre |
have a clear head and hands that were willing to do
some work. So | never did any volunteer work. And |
felt depleted, whipped. | had the time, | certainly
had the capability, but | never did a thing.

| am trying now, each day, to make up for all those
selfish, thoughtless, foolish things I did in myntting
days. | hope that | never forget to be grateful.



(3)

THE HOUSEWIFE WHO DRANK
AT HOME

She hid her bottles in clothes hampers and dresser
drawers. In A.A., she discovered she had lost ngthi
and had found everything.

IVI y story happens to be a particular kind of

woman’s story: the story of the woman who

drinks at home. | had to be at home—I had two
babies. When alcohol took me over, my bar was my
kitchen, my living room, my bedroom, the back batm,
and the two laundry hampers.

At one time the admission that | was and am an
alcoholic meant shame, defeat, and failure to nu. B
in the light of the new understanding that | have
found in A.A., | have been able to interpret thetedt
and that failure and that shame as seeds of victory
Because it was only through feeling defeat and
feeling failure, the inability to cope with my liend
with alcohol, that | was able to surrender and picce
the fact that | had this disease and that | hddam

to live again without alcohol.

| was never a very heavy social drinker. But during
a period of particular stress and strain abouteéir
years ago, | resorted to using alcohol in my home,
alone, as a means of temporary release and ofigetti
a little extra sleep.

| had problems. We all have them, and | thought

a little brandy or a little wine now and then coukttainly
hurt no one. | don't believe, when | started,

that | even had in mind the thought that | wasldng.

I hadto sleep, hadto clear my mind and free it

from worry, and hadto relax. But from one or two
drinks of an afternoon or evening, my intake modnte
and mounted fast. It wasn't long before | was dngk
all day. | had to have that wine. The only inceativ
that | had, toward the end, for getting dresseithén
morning was to get out and get “supplies” to hepp m



get my day started. But the only thing that gotteth
was my drinking.

I should have realized that alcohol was gettinglhol

of me when | started to become secretive in mykdrm

| began to have to have supplies on hand for the
people who “might come in.” And of course a halféynp
bottle wasn’t worth keeping, so | finished it up

and naturally had to get more in right away for the
people who “might come in unexpectedly.” Bwras
always the unexpected person who had to finish the
bottle. | couldn’t go to one wine store and loo& th
man honestly in the face and buy a bottle, asd tze
do when | had parties and entertained and did Horma
drinking. | had to give him a story and ask him the
same question over and over again, “Well, now, how
many will that bottle serve?” | wanted him to beesu
that | wasn’t the one who was going to drink the
whole bottle.

I had to hide, as a great many people in A.A. have
had to do. I did my hiding in the hampers and in my
dresser drawers. When we begin to do things li&e th
with alcohol, something’s gone wrong. | needed it,
and | knew | was drinking too much, but | wasn't
conscious of the fact that | should stop. | keptiy
home at that time was a place to mill around in. |
wandered from room to room, thinking, drinking,
drinking, thinking. And the mops would come oug th
vacuum would come out, everything would come
out, but nothing would get done. Toward five o’dpc
helter-skelter, I'd get everything put away and try

to get supper on the table, and after supper g
the job up and knock myself out.

I never knew which came first, the thinking or the
drinking. If | could only stop thinking, | wouldn’t
drink. If I could only stop drinking, maybe | wourd
think. But they were all mixed up together, andalsw
all mixed up inside. And yet | had to have thahHri
You know the deteriorating effects, the disinteigigt
effects, of chronic wine-drinking. | cared nothing
about my personal appearance. | didn’t care what |
looked like; | didn’t care what | did. To me, tagia
bath was just being in a place with a bottle where
could drink in privacy. | had to have it with me at



night, in case | woke up and needed that drink.

How | ran my home, | don’t know. | went on, reatigi
what | was becoming, hating myself for it, bitter,
blaming life, blaming everything but the fact that
should turn about and do something about my drmkin
Finally 1 didn’t care; | was beyond caring. | just
wanted to live to a certain age, carry through with
what | felt was my job with the children, and after
that—no matter. Half a mother was better than no
mother at all.

I needed that alcohol. | couldn’t live withoutlit.
couldn’t do anything without it. But there came a
point when | could no longer live with it. And that
came after a three-weeks'’ illness of my son. Thetaio
prescribed a teaspoon of brandy for the boy to

help him through the night when he coughed. Wéll, o
course, that was all | needed—to switch from wine t
brandy for three weeks. | knew nothing about altisho
or the D.T.’s, but when | woke up on that last
morning of my son’s illness, | taped the keyholenon
door because “everyone was out there.” | paced back
and forth in the apartment with the cold sweats. |
screamed on the telephone for my mother to get up
there; something was going to happen; | didn’t know
what, but if she didn’t get there quick, I'd splitde
open. | called my husband up and told him to come
home.

After that | sat for a week, a body in a chair, iadn

off in space. | thought the two would never geetbegr.
I knew that alcohol and | had to part. |

couldn’t live with it anymore. And yet, how was |
going to live without it? | didn’t know. | was bét,
living in hate. The very person who stood with me
through it all and has been my greatest help was th
person that | turned against, my husband. | also
turned against my family, my mother. The people who
would have come to help me were just the people |
would have nothing to do with.

Nevertheless, | began to try to live without alcloho
But | only succeeded in fighting it. And believe me
an alcoholic cannot fight alcohol. | said to my ihaisd,
“I'm going to try to get interested in something
outside, get myself out of this rut I'm in.” | thght |



was going out of my mind. If | didn’t have a drirk,
had to do something.

| became one of the most active women in the
community, what with P.T.A., other community orgaations,
and drives. I'd go into an organization, and it

wasn’t long before | was on the committee, and then
was chairman of the committee; and if | was in a
group, I'd soon be treasurer or secretary of tloegr
But | wasn’t happy. | became a Jekyll-and-Hyde pers
As long as | worked, as long as | got out, | didn’t
drink. But I had to get back to that first drinknsehow.
And when [ took that first drink, | was off on

the usual merry-go-round. And it was my home that
suffered.

| figured I'd be all right if I could find somethin

| liked to do. So when the children were in school
from nine to three, | started up a nice little Inesis
and was fairly successful in it. But not happy. 8ese
| found that everything I turned to became a
substitute for drink. And when all of life is a stitute
for drink, there’s no happiness, no peace. | still
had to drink; | still needed that drink. Mere cessa
from drinking is not enough for an alcoholic whikee
need for that drink goes on. | switched to bebaad
always hated beer, but now | grew to love it. Sa th
wasn’t my answer either.

| went to my doctor again. He knew what | was
doing, how | was trying. | said, “l can’t find my
middle road in life. | can’t find it. It's eitherlavork,
or | drink.” He said, “Why don’t you try Alcoholics
Anonymous?” | was willing to try anything. | was
licked. For the second time, | was licked. Thetfirs
time was when | knew | couldn’t live with alcohol.
But this second time, | found | couldn’t live noritya
without it, and | was licked worse than ever.

The fellowship | found in A.A. enabled me to face
my problem honestly and squarely. | couldn’t do it
among my relatives; | couldn’t do it among my fidsn
No one likes to admit that they're a drunk, thatyth
can’t control this thing. But when we come into
A.A., we can face our problem honestly and openly.
| went to closed meetings and open meetings. And



| took everything that A.A. had to give me. Easy
does it, first things first, one day at a timew#s
at that point that | reached surrender. | heard one

very ill woman say that she didn’t believe in thersnder

part of the A.A. program. My heavens!

Surrender to me has meant the ability to run my
home, to face my responsibilities as they should be
faced, to take life as it comes to me day by daly an
work my problems out. That's what surrender has
meant to me. | surrendered once to the bottle] and
couldn’t do these things. Since | gave my will oteer
A.A., whatever A.A. has wanted of me I've trieddo
to the best of my ability. When I'm asked to go ont
a call, I goI'm not going; A.A. is leading me there.
A.A. gives us alcoholics direction into a way déli
without the need for alcohol. That life for meiiged
one day at a time, letting the problems of theritu
rest with the future. When the time comes to solve
them, God will give me strength for that day.

I had been brought up to believe in God, but |
know that until | found this A.A. program, | hadvee
found or known faith in the reality of God, theliga
of His power that is now with me in everything I.do



(4)
PHYSICIAN, HEAL THYSELF!

Psychiatrist and surgeon, he had lost his way until
he realized that God, not he, was the Great Healer.

I am a physician, licensed to practice in a western

state. | am also an alcoholic. In two ways |

may be a little different from other alcoholicstgj

we all hear at A.A. meetings about those who have
lost everything, those who have been in jail, those
who have been in prison, those who have lost their
families, those who have lost their income. | never
lost any of it. | never was on skid row. | made enor
money in the last year of my drinking than | madadle i
my whole life. My wife never hinted that she would
leave me. Everything that | touched from grammar
school on was successful. | was president of mygrar
school student body. | was president of all of my
classes in high school, and in my last year | wasigent
of that student body. | was president of each

class in the university, and presidentledt student
body. | was voted the man most likely to succedak T
same thing occurred in medical school. | belong to
more medical societies and honor societies than men
ten to twenty years my senior.

Mine was the skid row of success. The physical
skid row in any city is miserable. The skid rowsoccess
is just as miserable.

The second way in which, perhaps, | differ from
some other alcoholics is this: Many alcoholicsestat
that they don't particularly like the taste of aiod

but that they liked the effect. | loved alcoholided

to like to get it on my fingers so | could lick the

and get another taste. | had a lot of fun drinking.
enjoyed it immensely. And then, one ill-defined day
one day that | can’t recall, | stepped acrossitiee |
that alcoholics know so well, and from that day on,
drinking was miserable. When a few drinks made me
feel good before | went over that line, those same
drinks now made me wretched. In an attempt to get



over that feeling, there was a quick onslaught of a
greater number of drinks, and then all was lostoAbl
failed to serve the purpose.

On the last day | was drinking, | went up to see a
friend who had had a good deal of trouble with hé@do
and whose wife had left him a number of times.

He had come back, however, and he was on thisgmrogr
In my stupid way | went up to see him with the

idea in the back of my mind that | would investeat
Alcoholics Anonymous from a medical standpoint.
Deep in my heart was the feeling that maybe | could
get some help here. This friend gave me a pamphlet,
and | took it home and had my wife read it to me.
There were two sentences in it that struck me. One
said, “Don’t feel that you are a martyr because you
stopped drinking,” and this hit me between the eyes
The second one said, “Don’t feel that you stopldng
for anyone other than yourself,” and this hit me
between the eyes. After my wife had read this tp me
| said to her, as | had said many times in desjoerat

“I have got to do something.” She’s a good-natured
soul and said, “l wouldn’t worry about it; probably
something will happen.” And then we went up the
side of a hill where we have a little barbecue &oea
make the fire for the barbecue, and on the way up |
thought to myself—I'll go back down to the kitchen
and refill this drink. And just then, something did
happen.

The thought came to me—This is the last one! |
was well into the second fifth by this time. Andthat
thought came to me, it was as though someone had
reached down and taken a heavy overcoat off my
shoulders, for thawvasthe last one.

About two days later | was called by a friend of

mine from Nevada City—he’s a brother of my wife’s
closest friend. He said, “Earle?” and | said, “Yége
said, “I'm an alcoholic; what do | do?” And | gave
him some idea of what you do, and so | made my firs
Twelfth Step call before | ever came into the paogr
The satisfaction | got from giving him a little what

| had read in those pamphlets far surpassed atigdee
that | had ever had before in helping patients.

So | decided that | would go to my first meeting. |



was introduced as a psychiatrist. (I belong to the
American Psychiatric Society, but | don’t practpsy/chiatry
as such. | am a surgeon.)

As someone in A.A. said to me once upon a time,
there is nothing worse than a confused psychiatrist
| will never forget the first meeting that | attestt
There were five people present, including me. At
one end of the table sat our community butcher. At
the other side of the table sat one of the carpente
our community, and at the farther end of the table
the man who ran the bakery, while on one side gat m
friend who was a mechanic. | recall, as | walked in
that meeting, saying to myself, “Here | am, a Rello
of the American College of Surgeons, a Fellow ef th
International College of Surgeons, a diplomatersd o
of the great specialty boards in these United State
member of the American Psychiatric Society, and |
have to go to the butcher, the baker, and the ngepe
to help make a man out of me!”

Something else happened to me. This was such a
new thought that I got all sorts of books on Higher
Powers, and | put a Bible by my bedside, and lgput
Bible in my car. It is still there. And | put a Béin

my locker at the hospital. And | put a Bible in my
desk. And | put a Big Book by my night stand, and |
put aTwelve Steps and Twelve Traditionsny locker
at the hospital, and | got books by Emmet Fox,land
got books by God-knows-who, and | got to reading al
these things. And the first thing you know | wadtehl
right out of the A.A. group, and | floated higherda
higher and even higher, until | was way up on & pin
cloud, which is known as Pink Seven, and | felterable
again. So | thought to myself, | might just as

well be drunk as feel like this.

| went to Clark, the community butcher, and | said,
“Clark, what is the matter with me? | don’t feejht.

I have been on this program for three months and |
feel terrible.” And he said, “Earle, why don’t ygome
on over and let me talk to you for a minute.” So he
got me a cup of coffee and a piece of cake, antheat
down and said, “Why, there’s nothing wrong with
you. You've been sober for three months, been wgrki
hard. You've been doing all right.” But then he



said, “Let me say something to you. We have here in
this community an organization that helps peopid, a
this organization is known as Alcoholics Anonymous.
Why don’t you join it?” | said, “What do you thifke
been doing?” “Well,” he said, “you’ve been sobert b
you’ve been floating way up on a cloud somewhere.
Why don’t you go home and get the Big Book and
open it at page fifty-eight and see what it say3@'l

did. I got the Big Book and | read it, and thisvisat

it said: “Rarely have we seen a person fail who has
thoroughly followed our path.” The word “thoroughly
rang a bell. And then it went on to say: “Half meas
availed us nothing. We stood at the turning point.”
And the last sentence was “We asked His protection
and care with complete abandon.”

“Complete abandon”; “Half measures availed us
nothing”; “Thoroughly followed our path”; “Compldte
give themselves to this simple program” rang

in my swelled head.

Years earlier, | had gone into psychoanalysis to

get relief. | spentByears in psychoanalysis and proceeded
to become a drunk. | don’t mean that in any

sense as a derogatory statement about psychotherapy

it's a very great tool, not too potent, but a gteal. |

would do it again.

| tried every gimmick that there was to get some
peace of mind, but it was not until | was brought t

my alcoholic knees, when | was brought to a group

in my own community with the butcher, the bakee th
carpenter, and the mechanic, who were able torgere
the Twelve Steps, that | was finally given some lslamce
of an answer to the last half of the First Step.

So, after taking the first half of the First Stapd

very gingerly admitting myself to Alcoholics Anonypurs,
something happened. And then | thought to

myself: Imagine an alcoholic admitting anything!

But | made my admission just the same.

The Third Step said: “Made a decision to turn our

will and our lives over to the care of God as wdenstood
Him.” Now they asked us to make a decision!

We’'ve got to turn the whole business over to

some joker we can’t even see! And this chokes the
alcoholic. Here he is powerless, unmanageabléen t



grip of something bigger than he is, and he’s got t
turn the whole business over to someone elsdldt fi
the alcoholic with rage. We are great people. We ca
handle anything. And so one gets to thinking tosetfe
Who is this God? Who is this fellow we are
supposed to turn everything over to? What can He do
for us that we can’t do for ourselves? Well, | don’
know who He is, but I've got my own idea.

For myself, | have an absolute proof of the existen
of God. | was sitting in my office one time after

| had operated on a woman. It had been a longdour
five-hour operation, a large surgical procedure, an
she was on her ninth or tenth post-operative dag. S
was doing fine, she was up and around, and that day
her husband phoned me and said, “Doctor, thanks
very much for curing my wife,” and | thanked hinr fo
his felicitations, and he hung up. And then | stat
my head and said to myself, What a fantastic thing
for a man to say, that | cured his wife. Here | am
down at my office behind my desk, and there she is
out at the hospital. | am not even there, andhi&$
there the only thing | could do would be to give he
moral support, and yet he thanks me for curing his
wife. | thought to myself—Whas curing that
woman? Yes, | put in those stitches. The Great Boss
has given me diagnostic and surgical talent, and He
has loaned it to me to use for the rest of my life.
doesn’t belong to me. He has loaned it to me aiid |
my job, but that ended nine days ago. What healed
those tissues that | closed? | didn’t. This to mthe
proof of the existence of a Somethingness grelaear t
I am. | couldn’t practice medicine without the Grea
Physician. All I do in a very simple way is to hélpm
cure my patients.

Shortly after | was starting to work on the program

| realized that | was not a good father, | wasrgjbad
husband, but, oh, | was a good provider. | never
robbed my family of anything. | gave them everythin
except the greatest thing in the world, and that is
peace of mind. So | went to my wife and asked her i
there wasn’t something that she and | could do to
somehow get together, and she turned on her hdel an
looked me squarely in the eye, and said, “You don't
care anything about my problem,” and | could have
smacked her, but | said to myself, “Grab on to your



serenity!”

She left, and | sat down and crossed my hands and
looked up and said, “For God’s sake, help me.” And
then a silly, simple thought came to me. | didmbk
anything about being a father; | didn’t know how to
come home and work weekends like other husbands;
| didn’t know how to entertain my family. But | resmbered
that every night after dinner my wife

would get up and do the dishes. Well, | could do th
dishes. So | went to her and said, “There’s onky on
thing I want in my whole life, and | don’t want any
commendation; | don’t want any credit; | don’t want
anything from you or Janey for the rest of youe lif
except one thing, and that is the opportunity to do
anything you want always, and | would like to start
off by doing the dishes.” And now | am doing therda
dishes every night!

Doctors have been notoriously unsuccessful in hglpi
alcoholics. They have contributed fantastic

amounts of time and work to our problem, but they
aren’t able, it seems, to arrest either your altisto

or mine.

And the clergy have tried hard to help us, but we
haven’t been helped. And the psychiatrist has had
thousands of couches and has put you and me on
them many, many times, but he hasn't helped us very
much, though he has tried hard; and we owe the

clergy and the doctor and the psychiatrist a desdyp d

of gratitude, but they haven't helped our alcollis
except in a rare few instances. But—Alcoholics Ayroous
has helped.

What is this power that A.A. possesses? This ateati
power? | don’t know what it is. | suppose the

doctor might say, “This is psychosomatic medicine.”
| suppose the psychiatrist might say, “This is lvehent
interpersonal relations.” | suppose others would
say, “This is group psychotherapy.”

To me itis God.



()
MY CHANCE TO LIVE

A.A. gave this teenager the tools to climb outesf h
dark abyss of despair.

I came through the doors of Alcoholics Anonymous

at age seventeen, a walking contradiction.

On the outside, | was the portrait of a rebellious
teenager, with miles of attitude to spare. On tis&de,

| was suicidal, bloodied, and beaten. My stride
spoke of a confidence | didn’t feel. My dress waet t
of a street-tough kid you didn’t want to mess with.
Inside | was trembling with fear that someone would
see through my defenses to the real me.

If you saw who | really was, you would turn away

in disgust or use my many weaknesses to destroy me.
One way or the other | was convinced I'd be hurt. |
couldn’t allow that to happen, so | kept the real m
veiled behind a force field of rough-edged attitude
How | got to this place is still a mystery to me.

| grew up in a loving middle-class home. We had

our problems—what family doesn’t? But there was no
abuse, verbal or physical, and it certainly coutldhe’

said my parents didn’t do the best they could by me
My grandfathers were alcoholic, and | was raised on
stories of how it had ravaged their lives and ihes|

of those around them. Nope, | didn’t want to bakoholic.
In my early teen years | began to be bothered by
feelings that | didn’t fit in. Until this point, had

ignored the fact that | wasn’t one of the “in” crdw
thought if I tried hard enough | would fit in soore
later. At fourteen | stopped trying. | quickly dis@red
the soothing effects of a drink. Telling myself |

would be more careful than my unfortunate granduare
| set out to feel better.

Drinking released me from the suffocating fear, the
feelings of inadequacy, and the nagging voicebeat t
back of my head that told me | would never measure
up. All of those things melted away when | drankeT
bottle was my friend, my companion, a portable tiaca



Whenever life was too intense, alcohol would
take the edge off or obliterate the problem altoget
for a time.

Blackouts became my goal. Though it may sound
strange, they never frightened me. My life was orde
by school and by home. When | blacked out, |
simply went on autopilot for the remainder of trey d
The thought of going through my teen years witheout
single memory of its passing was very appealing.

I hadn't given up on life, just childhood. Adultadh

it made. They made all the rules. Being a kid stunk
If I could hold out until I was eighteen, everytgin
would turn around. | had no idea at the time hawe tr
those words would prove to be.

Diving headfirst into what remained of the subcrdtu
left over from the sixties, | took “party till you

throw up” to new levels. I liked drinking. | likettie
effect alcohol had on me. | didn’t like throwing ap

all. I soon discovered there were other substahces
could take that would help me “control” my drinking
A little bit of this or that, and | could nurse ark all
night. Then | had a good time and didn’t throw up.

In no time at all | had arrived, or so | thoughtad

a bunch of friends to hang around with. We did exgi
things: skipping school, taking road trips, drirkin
were all a part of this new life. It was great dowhile.
Getting hauled into the principal’s office or being
guestioned by the police, things | would have been
ashamed of before, were badges of honor. My ability
to come through these events without giving aw&ymation
or being unnerved brought me respect and

trust among my peers.

Outwardly | was a young woman who was comfortable
with herself. Yet ever so slowly these actions that

| knew deep down were wrong started eating holes in
me. My first reaction was to drink more. The outeom
wasn’t what | expected. | continued to raise mgket
without the desired effect. Blackouts became fed an
far between. It didn’'t seem to matter how much |
drank or in what combination with other substances;

| could no longer find the relief | sought.

Life at home was falling apart around me. Every

time | turned around I'd done something to make my



mother cry. At school they were looking for ways®
rid of me. The vice principal made it a point tgkn
his position to me in no uncertain terms: “Stragyht
up, or you are out on your ear. For good.”

| started the painful spiral to my bottom a scavd t
years into my drinking career. Knowing | had todyrate,
| made adjustments to my lifestyle to stay in

school. | watched as my friends continued to hawve f
A depression settled over me, encasing me in a gray
haze. | couldn’t skip school anymore; my boyfriend
came home from boot camp with another girl; my
mother was still crying, and it was all my fault.

There were several attempts at suicide. I'm gratefu
to say | wasn't very good at it. Then | decidectsih
wasn’t having fun anymore, I'd quit drinking and
using. | mean, why waste good booze if you're going
to feel just as bad drunk as sober? | held no fape
feeling better when | stopped. I just didn’t wamt t
waste the booze.

It never occurred to me that | couldn’t stop. Every
day | concocted some new method of staying sober: |
| wear this shirt, | won't drink. If I'm with thigperson,

or in this place, | won't drink. It didn’t work. Ery
morning | woke up with a new resolve to stay sober.
With few exceptions, by noon | was so messed up |
couldn’t tell you my name.

The voices in my head became even more and more
vicious. With each failed attempt, my head said,Se
you failed again. You knew you wouldn’t feel better
You're a loser. You're never going to beat this.ywh
are you even trying? Just drink until you're dead.

On the rare days | managed to make it past noon,
there were few brave enough to get within a hundred
yards of me. | was not a nice person sober. | \ugsya
and frightened, and | wanted you to feel as tezribl

as | did. A few times | had drinks pushed on me:
“Here, drink this; then maybe you won’t be so difiiit.”

| always had a nasty retort, and then took what

was offered. Toward the end | prayed every night fo
God to take me in my sleep, and | cursed Him in the
morning for allowing me to live.

It was never my intention to end up in A.A. If
someone mentioned perhaps | drank too much, |



laughed at them. | didn’t drink any more than my
friends. | never got drunk when | didn’t want to—

never mind that | always wanted to. | couldn’t lne a
alcoholic. | was too young. Life was my problem.

Other substances were my problem. If | could jest g

a handle on things, then | could drink.

| got a job as a waitress at a local pancake house.

Our late hours attracted a wide variety of cliemtéicluding
some members of Alcoholics Anonymous.

They were not my favorite people to wait on. Thay,
fact, drove me to drink. They were loud, hard to
please. They table-hopped and didn't tip very well.
waited on the same bunch for six weeks in a rowreef
finally being granted the night off.

Now, | had been thinking that my problem was
insanity, and what happened on my night off climthe

it: I missed this motley crew who had plagued mignce
for over a month. | missed the laughter and

their bright smiles. | went and had coffee withrthe
Through a chain of events | choose to believe were
the actions of my Higher Power, they convinced me t
go to a meeting. | was told it was a special A#nigersary
open meeting, which meant that anyone

could attend. | thought to myself: What could ittf?u

| wait on these people; perhaps it will help méétter
understand them.

On the designated evening | arrived to find thet th
anniversary meeting was the following week, buythe
took a vote and decided | could stay. | was shocked
and humbled. These people wanted me around? It
was a concept | had trouble accepting. | stayed and
listened, careful to let them know | didn’t have a
problem.

| attended the anniversary meeting the following
week with no intention of ever going to another timgp
I wasn't an alcoholic. | had other problems that
needed attention; then | would be okay. The next
week a friend, who was admittedly an alcoholiceaisk
me if | was going to the meeting. My head went into
hyper-speed. If this person thought | needed to go,
perhaps | did. But | wasn’t an alcoholic.

| attended the meeting and decided drugs were my



problem. | stopped using them completely from that
night forward. The result was a sharp increaseyin m
drinking. | knew this would never do. Staggering
home one night, it occurred to me that perhaps if |
stopped drinking, just for a while, maybe | coutt g
handle on things and then | could drink again.

It took about three months for me to realize | was
my problem and drinking made my problem much
worse. The other substances were simply toolstitralo
my drinking. Given a choice, I'd take a drink over
the other stuff in a heartbeat. Angry doesn’t begin
describe how | felt when | had to admit | was an
alcoholic.

Even though | was grateful not to be nuts, as I'd

first supposed, | felt cheated. All the peoplew sdtting
around the tables of Alcoholics Anonymous had

been granted many more years of drinking than I. It
just wasn't fair! Someone pointed out to me thiat li
was rarely fair. | wasn’t amused, but extending my
drinking career simply wasn’t an option anymore.
Ninety days sober cleared my thinking enough to
make me realize I'd hit bottom. If | were to go kac

to drinking, it would be just a matter of time befo

one of two things happened: I'd succeed at sui@de,
I'd start the life of the living dead. I'd seen witiae

latter looked like, and real death was preferable.

At this point | surrendered. | admitted | was aroablic
without a clue what to do about it. Many of

the people around me wanted me to go to treatment,
but | resisted. | didn’t want the kids at schooktmw
what was going on. If | went to treatment, theyild a
know within a week. More importantly, | was afraid.
was afraid the treatment center would test me apd s
“You're not an alcoholic. You're just crazy.” My he
knew this wasn’t true. My head took a bit more doning.
The thought of having A.A. taken away from

me was terrifying. A.A. was my anchor in a seaaifasion.
Anything that might pose a threat to my sense

of security was quickly thrust away. | didn’t haameything
against treatment centers then, nor do | now. |

simply didn’t want to go, and | didn’t.

| did stay sober. One summer with people who emjoye
life sober was all it took for me to want sobriety
more than | wanted a drink. | will not tell youidd



everything | was told, when | was told, how | waklt
because | didn’t. Like most people new to the progr
| set out to find an easier, softer way. As the Big
Book suggests, | could not.

When | couldn’t find an easier, softer way, | lodke

for the person with the magic wand, the one penson
A.A. who could make me all better, right now. This
was a frustrating task, and | finally realized tifiat
wanted this life, | was going to have to do what th
others had done. No one made me drink, and no one
was going to make me stay sober. This progranris fo
people who want it, not people who need it.

If everyone who needed A.A. showed up, we would
be bursting at the seams. Unfortunately, most never
make it to the door. | believe | was one of the&kijuc
ones. Not just because | found this program at such
young age; | feel fortunate that | found A.A. dt My
approach to drinking brought me to the jumping-off
place described in the Big Book much faster thajoae
could have imagined.

I’'m convinced if | had continued on my course, |
wouldn’t have survived much longer. | don’t belidve
was smarter than anyone else, as I'm often told by
those who came in at a later age. It was my time, m
chance to live, and | took it. If there had stidem joy
in my drinking or even a remote chance of the joy
returning, | would not have stopped drinking when

| did.

No one who drank as | did wakes up on the edge

of the abyss one morning and says: Things lookypret
scary; | think I'd better stop drinking before lfen.

| was convinced | could go as far as | wanted, thed
climb back out when it wasn’t fun anymore. What
happened was, | found myself at the bottom of the
canyon thinking I'd never see the sun again. A.A.
didn’t pull me out of that hole. It did give me ttemls
to construct a ladder, with Twelve Steps.

Sobriety is nothing like I thought it would be. At

first it was one big emotional roller coaster, foil
sharp highs and deep lows. My emotions were new,
untested, and | wasn't entirely certain | wantedeal



with them. | cried when | should have been laughing
I laughed when | should have cried. Events | though
were the end of the world turned out to be gitts. |
was all very confusing. Slowly things began to even
out. As | began to take the steps of recovery, otg/ r
in the pitiful condition of my life became clear.

If asked what the two most important things in keny
are, | would have to say willingness and action.

I was willing to believe that A.A. was telling mieet
truth. 1 wanted to believe it was true in a wayhoot
relate in words. | wanted this thing to work. THdregan
to take the course of action prescribed.

Following the principles laid out in the Big Book

has not always been comfortable, nor will | claienfpction.
| have yet to find a place in the Big Book that

says, “Now you have completed the Steps; havee nic
life.” The program is a plan for a lifetime of dallving.
There have been occasions when the temptation

to slack off has won. | view each of these as iegrn
opportunities.

When | am willing to do the right thing, | am rewlad
with an inner peace no amount of liquor could

ever provide. When | am unwilling to do the right
thing, | become restless, irritable, and discontimns
always my choice. Through the Twelve Steps, | have
been granted the gift of choice. | am no longehat
mercy of a disease that tells me the only answer is
drink. If willingness is the key to unlock the gsuaf
hell, it is action that opens those doors so tretvay
walk freely among the living.

Over the course of my sobriety | have experienced
many opportunities to grow. | have had struggles an
achievements. Through it all | have not had to &ke
drink, nor have | ever been alone. Willingness aciibn
have seen me through it all, with the guidance of

a loving Higher Power and the fellowship of thegyeom.
When I'm in doubt, | have faith that things will

turn out as they should. When I'm afraid, | reagh f
the hand of another alcoholic to steady me.

Life has not heaped monetary riches upon my head,
nor have | achieved fame in the eyes of the waigl.



blessings cannot be measured in those terms. No
amount of money or fame could equal what has
been given me. Today | can walk down any street,
anywhere, without the fear of meeting someone I've
harmed. Today my thoughts are not consumed with
craving for the next drink or regret for the damége
did on the last drunk.

Today | reside among the living, no better, no wors
than any of God’s other children. Today | lookle t
mirror when putting on my makeup and smile, rather
than shy away from looking myself in the eye. Totay
fit in my skin. | am at peace with myself and therid
around me.

Growing up in A.A., | have been blessed with cleldr
who have never seen their mother drunk. | have

a husband who loves me simply because | am, and |
have gained the respect of my family. What more
could a broken-down drunk ask for? Lord knows it is
more than | ever thought possible, and ever so much
more than | deserved. All because | was willinpétieve
A.A. just might work for me too.



(6)
STUDENT OF LIFE

Living at home with her parents, she tried using
willpower to beat the obsession to drink. But iswa
until she met another alcoholic and went to an A.A.
meeting that sobriety took hold.

I started drinking at age eighteen, rather a late

bloomer by today’s standards. But after | started,

the disease of alcoholism hit me with a vengeance
and made up for lost time. After | had been drigkin
for several years and seriously wondering if | did
indeed have a problem with alcohol, | read onéef t
“Are You an Alcoholic?” quiz-type checklists. Much
relieved, | found that almost nothing applied to me

I had never lost a job, a spouse, children, orraaterial
possessions through alcohol. The fact that my
drinking hadn’t allowed me to gain any of thosengs
crossed my mind only after | came into A.A.

| can’t blame one ounce of my drinking on my upgnng.
My parents were loving and supportive and

have been married thirty-five years. No one els@yn
family exhibits alcoholic drinking or alcoholic ba¥ior.
For some reason, despite the resources availabie to
growing up, | developed into an adult woman tezdfi
of the world around me. | was extremely insecure,
though | was careful to hide this fact. | was uedbl
handle and understand my emotions; | always falt as
everyone else knew what was going on and what they
were supposed to be doing, and my life was the oméy
that was delivered without an instruction book.

When | discovered alcohol, everything changed. |
took my first real drink my first night at collegeattended
what was to be the first of many, many fraternity
parties. | didn’t care for the beer, so | wenthe t

vat of innocuous-looking punch. | was told it wasdd
with grain alcohol. | don’t remember how many dsnk
I had, and my recollections of the actual eventhef
rest of the night are fuzzy, but | do remember this
much: When | was drinking, | was okay. | understood
Everything made sense. | could dance, talk, analyenj
being in my own skin. It was as if | had been afinished



jigsaw puzzle with one piece missing; as soon
as | took a drink, the last piece instantly anomriéssly
snapped into place.

| don’t remember getting home that night, and |
woke up the next morning completely dressed and
in full makeup. | was sick as a dog, but | managed
to crawl into the shower and prepare for my first
college class. | sat through the entire class phgad
with my eyes to the professor to let us out eatby.
kept us to the bell, and when it rang, | flew itle
women'’s room, crashed into the first stall, an@whr
everything up.

The insanity of the disease had already manifested
itself. | recall thinking, as | knelt retching ihe stall,
that this was fantastic. Life was great; | hadlfina
found the answer—alcohol! Yes, | overdid it thehtig
before, but | was new to this game. | only hacctom
how to drink right and | was set.

| attempted to “drink right” for the next eight ysa

My progression was phenomenal; there is absolutely
no period in my drinking career that can be desctib
as social drinking. I blacked out almost every time
put alcohol in my system, but | decided | coulaliv
with that; it was a small price to pay for the powad
confidence alcohol gave me. After drinking for less
than six months, | was almost a daily drinker.

| wound up on academic probation (I had always
been on the honor roll in high school) my first ester
sophomore year, and my response to that was to
change my major. My life on campus revolved around
parties, drinking, and men. | surrounded myselhwit
people who drank as | did. Even though several lpeop
had already expressed their concern over my
drinking, | rationalized that | was only doing what
every other red-blooded college student did.
Somehow | managed to graduate, but while most of
my friends were securing good jobs and abruptlgste
their boozing, | seemed to be left behind on

campus. | had resolved that I, too, would now settl
down and drink properly, but to my frustration |

found | could not do so.



| took a pitiful sales job that paid next to nothiso

| continued to live with my parents. | kept thi® jfor

two years for one reason—it allowed me to drinkhwit
minimal interference. My pattern was to pick up a

fifth of whiskey somewhere during my round of appoients
and keep it under the car seat with me.

When | got home in the evening, | drank at lea#it ha
the fifth in front of the television set and watdheruns
until I passed out. And I did this every night, by
myself, for almost two years. | had become a dahylated
drinker and was starting to get a little nervous.

My behavior at this point was textbook: | was stash
ing bottles all over the house; sneaking drinkenfray
parents’ small supply when | ran out; rationing the
number of bottles | threw away at the same time so
the trash bags wouldn’t clink; refilling my parents
vodka and gin bottles with water; and so on. | &iso
resorted to videotaping my favorite reruns whiveas
watching them because | always blacked out before
the ending.

About this time the TV movi#&ly Name Is Bill
W.,about the co-founder of A.A., was aired.
Intrigued, | sat down with my whiskey and soda llestt
to watch it. When Bill whipped out a flask in the

car to bolster himself before a visit with his fatiinlaw,
| heaved a sigh of relief. “Oh, I'm not that bad,”

| thought to myself. | then proceeded to get drunk
and to black out; | don’t remember any more of

the movie.

My parents were at a total loss. | was going

nowhere and | was irritable and hostile. Since they
had no experience with alcoholism, they had no idea
what was wrong with me or what to do about it, and
neither did I. | knew | drank too much and that my
life was miserable, but | never made the connection
between those two conditions. My parents made the
only suggestion that then made sense to them—they
offered to help me financially if | wanted to gocka

to school. Seeing no other way out, | jumped at the
opportunity.

| spent two years in graduate school 750 miles from



home. | can honestly say | know why they call gemgraphical
cure. For about nine months, | was able to

cut my drinking down sharply. | still drank almost
every day, but not to the point of my usual stupors
and | didn't black out very often. | was able tocentrate
on my schoolwork that first year and make

lots of friends. However, geographical cures aifg on
temporary; mine lasted a little less than a yeéterA
about ten months or so, | slowly started to slidekb

into my old patterns. Steadily, | worked my way lbac

to the same quantities of whiskey | drank at home,
and the blackouts returned. My grades started to
drop, and my friends started to wonder. | even bega
watching reruns again—I had brought my homemade
videotapes with me to school.

Fortunately, | managed to graduate, but | had gone
nowhere. After graduation, | returned to my parents
house, as | had been unsuccessful in securing & job
was back. | was back in my old bedroom, back to the
same routine of drinking every evening until | paks
out, and it was getting worse. | was starting eadind
earlier and consuming more and more liquor. | had n
job, no friends; | saw no one but my parents.

| was beyond frustration at this point. Hadn’t heo
everything that was expected of me? Hadn't | gresthia
from college and gone on to earn a master’s degree?
| had never gone to jail, crashed any cars, or got

into trouble like a real alcoholic would. When Isva
working, | never missed a day because of drinking.
never ran myself into debt, nor had | abused aspou
or children. Sure | drank a lot, but | didn’t hawve
problem; how could | when | hadn’t done any of the
things that prove you're an alcoholic? So what tiaas
problem? All | really wanted was a decent job so |
could be independent and productive. | could naoleustand
why life just wouldn’t cut me a break.

| did odd projects around the house for my parents

to earn my keep until | took a job for a local epteneur.
This job did not offer much opportunity for
advancement, nor did it pay very well, but it ga m
out of the house, and it was challenging in manyswva
At this point | was in a vicious battle to controy/
drinking. | knew that if I took only one drink, I'ibse
complete control and drink until | passed out.



Nevertheless, | tried day after day to beat thisesbion
with alcohol.

| picked up a half gallon of whiskey one day after
work and drank over one-third of it in less thaarfo
hours that same night. | was so sick the next lolaty,

I made it to work. When | got home from work, | sat
on my parents’ sofa and knelknew,| would start
working on the half gallon again, despite the thet

I was still very ill from the night before. | alémew

that | did not want to drink. Sitting on that sofagalized
that the old “I could stop if | wanted to, I just

don’t want to” didn’t apply here, because I did not
want to drink. | watched myself get up off the sofa
and pour myself a drink. When | sat back down @n th
sofa, | started to cry. My denial had cracked;lidve

I hit bottom that night, but I didn’t know it thehjust
thought | was insane. | proceeded to finish thé hal
gallon.

Six months later my boss flew me to Californiador
trade show. | hated working the shows, but | lotced
travel, so | went. | was extremely nervous aboig th
trip because my boss liked to party and we weiadly
in a guy our age from Hawaii to work the show

with us. At this point | had managed to hold togeth
thirty-one days without a drink, and | was terfie

that | would give in to the temptation of beingam
all-expenses-paid trip in a fun city with two pastyimals.
It had been very difficult for me to stay dry for
thirty-one days; the obsession spoke to me every da

| arrived late on a Friday and managed not to drink
that night. The next morning at the show, | was &
the gift that changed my life. Our Hawaiian

sales rep seemed frustrated; | thought he was pbsated
that he hadn’t managed to write an order for

a couple he had just finished working with. | went
over to console him. He said, no, his mood hadingth
to do with the couple; instead, he explained that

just this week he had lost his girlfriend, dropoed

of school, lost his apartment, and also lost Histiftne
job. He added, “I'm an alcoholic. I've been sobar f

a year and a half, except | just drank again th& p
week. I'm a mess about it.”

At that very instant, | heard one word in my head.
The word was “now.” | knew it meant, “Say something



now!”

To my amazement | spoke the words, “Mike, | think
I’'m one too.” Mike’s mood instantly changed. | rgoize
now it was hope. We started talking. Among

other things, | told him | hadn’t had a drink fdycaut

a month but didn’t go to A.A. When he asked why |
had avoided A.A., | told him it was because | dtdn’
think | had hit bottom. Somehow he didn’t laugh but
said, “You hit bottom when you stop digging.” H®ko
me to my first three A.A. meetings.

It was the second meeting that clinched my resolve
to pursue sobriety. There were about thirty-fivegde

in attendance, but the space was small, so the
meeting seemed very crowded. Being from out of
town, | stood up and introduced myself when asked t
by the chairperson. Later on in the meeting, trarplerson
called on me to share. | got up and somehow
walked over to the microphone and podium—I've
never been so nervous in my life. But the wordsecam
out naturally as | described the events that letbup
the meeting that night.

As | spoke, | looked around the room. More impaitian
I looked at the faces of the people in the room

and | saw it. | saw the understanding, the empathy,
the love. Today | believe | saw my Higher Power for
the first time in those faces. While still up ag th
podium, it hit me—this is what | had been lookiog f
all my life. This was the answer, right here innfrof
me. Indescribable relief came over me; | knew the
fight was over.

Later on that night, still reeling in the ecstasyadief
and hope, | remembered the afternoon in the
bathroom stall at college after my first class when
was so certain | had found the answer in alcohol. |
could clearly see now that had been a lie. Thttas
description that fits alcohol best for me; it iBeg an
evil, insidious lie. And | chased that lie for atp
time—even when it was obvious that | was going
nowhere and killing myself while doing it. At thatA.
meeting, when | looked out over all those facdmndlly
saw the truth.

When | returned home, | threw myself into A.A. ddi



ninety meetings in ninety days, got a sponsor,jaimed
a home group. | did everything that was suggested.
made coffee, took commitments, and got involved wit
service. | rode the roller coaster of early solgriet
every second was worth it to get where | am today.

It is very important to my recovery to study and

work the Steps. To this day, | still make at |dast

Step meetings a week. | have a sponsor who guides
me through the Steps gently but firmly, with a fiaededness
I hope | am able to emulate with the two

women | now sponsor. The Promises have begun

to materialize for me, and there’s still so muchkvo

to do.

It is almost impossible to adequately describe how
much the program has given me, even in just th@se s
short years. | have been financially supportingetfys
in my own apartment for five years and plan to auy
house next year. I've secured a good job with ansing
future—my income has increased more than 150
percent since | got sober.

But just as material losses are not necessarytoate
alcoholism, material gains are not the true indcest

of sobriety. The real rewards aren’t material in
nature. | have friends now because | know how to be
a friend and | know how to nurture and encourage
valuable friendships. Instead of the prolonged agiegn
stands | used to call my boyfriends, there is a
special man in my life I've been involved with faimost
five years. And, most importantly, | know who |

am. | know my goals, dreams, values, and boundaries
and | know how to protect, nurture, and validate
them. Those are the true rewards of sobriety, and
they're what | was looking for all along. | am s@aggful
that my Higher Power stepped in to show me the
way to the truth. | pray every day that | neventary
back on it. | came to A.A. in order to stop drindgin
what | received in return was my life.



(7)
CROSSING THE RIVER OF DENIAL

She finally realized that when she enjoyed her
drinking, she couldn’t control it, and when she wrohed
it, she couldn't enjoy it.

Denial is the most cunning, baffling, and

powerful part of my disease, the disease of
alcoholism. When | look back now, it's hard to irregy

| didn’t see a problem with my drinking. But instiea

of seeing the truth when all of the “yets” (asthmt
hasn’'t happened to me—yet) started happeningt | jus
kept lowering my standards.

Dad was an alcoholic, and my mother drank
throughout her pregnancy, but | don’t blame my ptere
for my alcoholism. Kids with a lot worse upbringing
than mine did not turn out alcoholic, while some

that had it a lot better did. In fact | stopped wenng,
“Why me?” a long time ago. It’s like a man standing
on a bridge in the middle of a river with his pants

on fire wondering why his pants are on fire. It sioe
matter. Just jump in! And that is exactly whatd di
with A.A. once | finally crossed the river of deliia

| grew up feeling as if | was the only thing keeapin

my family together. This, compounded by the fear of
not being good enough, was a lot of pressure httle
girl. Everything changed with my first drink at the

age of sixteen. All the fear, shyness, and diseaaporated
with that first burning swallow of bourbon

straight from the bottle during a liquor cabinatrat

a slumber party. | got drunk, blacked out, threw up
had dry heaves, was sick to death the next dayl and
knew | would do it again. For the first time, Itfplart

of a group without having to be perfect to get appt.

| went through college on scholarships, work study
programs, and student loans. Classes and work kept
me too busy to do much drinking, plus | was engaged
to a boy who was not alcoholic. However, |

broke off our relationship during my senior yedtela
discovering drugs, sex, and rock n’ roll—companions
to my best friend, alcohol. | proceeded to expkdle



that the late sixties and early seventies offefdibr
backpacking around Europe, | decided to settle in a
large city.

Well, | made it all right, to full-blown alcoholisn

big city is a great place to be an alcoholic. Ngbod
notices. Three-matrtini lunches, drinks after wankd

a nightcap at the corner bar was just a normal day.
And didn’t everyone have blackouts? | used to joke
about how great blackouts were because you saved so
much time in transit. One minute you're here, the
next minute you'’re there! In retrospect, makinggek
just laughing it off helped solidify my unfaltering
denial. Another trick was selecting companions who
drank just a little bit more than | did. Then | &du
always point to their problem.

One such companion led to my first arrest. If the

driver of the car had only pulled over when theiqgml
lights flashed, we would have been fine. If, whérad
practically talked our way out of it, the driverchieept

his mouth shut, we would have been fine. But no, he
started babbling about how he was in rehab. | ot o
with a misdemeanor, and for years, | completelgalisited
that arrest because it was all his fault. | simply

ignored that | had been drinking all day.

One morning while | was at work, a hospital called,
telling me to get there quickly. My father was ther
dying of alcoholism. He was sixty. | had seen hinmospitals
before, but this time was different. With stomach
sorely distended, swollen with fluids his nonfunaiing
kidneys and liver could no longer process, he liede
for three weeks. Alcoholic death is very painfutlatow.
Seeing him die of alcoholism convinced me | could
never become an alcoholic. | knew too much about
the disease, had too much self-knowledge to eller fa
prey. | shipped his body back home without attegdin
the funeral. | could not even help my grandmother
bury her only son, because by then | was inextlycab
involved in an affair mired in sex and alcohol.
Plummeting into the pitiful and incomprehensible
demoralization that that relationship became, | had
my first drunk driving arrest. It terrified me; duld

have killed someone. Driving in a total blackout, |
“came to” handing my driver’s license to the patrah.



| swore it would never happen again. Three

months later it happened again. What | didn’t know
then was that when | put alcohol in my body, I'nweoless
over how much and with whom | drink—all

good intentions drowned in denial.

| remembered joking about how most people spent
their entire lives without ever seeing the insifla o
jail, and here “a woman of my stature” had beeasted
three times. But, | would think, I've never

really done “hard time,” never actually spent tighh

in jail. Then I met Mr. Wrong, my husband-to-begdan
all that changed. | spent my wedding night in jaike
every other time, however, it wasn't my fault. Téer
we were, still in our wedding clothes. If he hastju
kept his mouth shut after the police arrived, weaildo
have been fine. | had them convinced that he hadlad
the valet because our wedding money was

missing. Actually, he thought the valet had stdlen
marijuana we were going to smoke. In reality, | was
drunk | had lost it.

During the interrogation of the valet in the restani
parking lot, my husband became so violent the effic
put him in the back of the patrol car. When he

tried to kick out the rear windows, the policemataliated.
| pleaded with the officer as a second policeman
arrived, and both bride and groom were taken to
jail. It was then that the “stolen” marijuana ciges
were discovered, to my horror, in central bookiag a
they catalogued my belongings. | was arrested for
three felonies, including drunk and disorderly, and
two misdemeanors, but it was all my husband’s fault
had practically nothing to do with it; he had anéting
problem.

| stayed in that abusive marriage for nearly seven

years and continued to focus lois problem. Toward

the end of the marriage, in my misguided attengpts t

set a good example for him (plus he was drinkimy to
much of my vodka), | mandated no booze in the

house. Still, why should | be denied a cocktagafeturning
home from a stressful day at the office just beeaus

he had a problem? So, | began hiding my vodka

in the bedroom—and still did not see anything wrong
with this behaviorHe was my problem.



| accepted a transfer with a promotion (yes, my pro
fessional life was still climbing) shortly afteretivorce.
Now | was sure my problems were over, except

that | brought me with me. Once alone in a new
place, my drinking really took off. | did not hatebe

a good example anymore. For the first time | realiz
that perhaps my drinking was getting a bit out of
hand, but | knew you’d drink too if you had my sse
recent divorce, new home, new job, didn’t know arere-
and an unacknowledged, progressive disease

that was destroying me.

Finally, | made some friends who drank just as |

did. Our drinking was disguised as fishing tripgl an
chili cook-offs, but they were really excuses fareklong
binges. After a day’s drinking disguised as softbal

I nicked an old woman'’s fender driving home. Of
course, it was not my fault; she pulled out in froh
me. That the accident occurred at dusk and | had
been drinking since 10:00 a.m. had nothing to dt wi
it. My alcoholism had taken me to such depths oiae
and heights of arrogance that | waited for thegaoli

so they'd know it was her fault too. Well, it didn’
take them long to figure it out. Once again, pulled
from the car, hands cuffed behind my back, | was
taken to jail. But it wasn’t my fault. The old bba
shouldn’t have even been allowed on the roaddl tol
myself. Shewas my problem.

The judge sentenced me to six months in Alcoholics
Anonymous, and was | outraged! By now | had been
arrestedive times, but all | could see was a hard
partier, not an alcoholic. Didn’t you people kndvet
difference? So | started going to those stupid mget
and identified myself as an alcoholic so you'd sign
my court card, even though | couldn’t possibly he a
alcoholic. | had a six-figure income, owned my own
home. | had a car phone. | used ice cubes, for&God’
sake. Everyone knows an alcoholic, at least orte tha
had to go to A.A., is a skid row bum in a dirtymeoat
drinking from a brown paper bag. So each time you
read that part in Chapter Five of the Big Book that
says, “If you have decided you want what we have
and are willing to go to any length to get it,” grs
closed. You had the disease of alcoholism, antbte



thing | wanted was to be an alcoholic.

Eventually, you talked about my feelings in the
meetings of Alcoholics Anonymous until | could no
longer close my ears. | heard women, beautifulcasssful
women in recovery, talk about the things they

had done while drinking, and | would think, “l did
that” or “I did worse than that!” Then | began &es

the miracles that happen only in A.A. People who
would nearly crawl in the doors, sick and brokerd a
who in a few weeks of meetings and not drinking one
day at a time would get their health back, findtéel

job and friends who really cared, and then discaver
God in their lives. But the most compelling part of
A.A., the part that made me want to try this sober
thing, was the laughter, the pure joy of the laaght
that | heard only from sober alcoholics.

Still, the thought of getting sober terrified me. |

hated the woman | had become, a compulsive, olvgessi
daily drinker, not dressing on weekends, always
afraid of running out of alcohol. I'd start thinkjn

about a drink by noon and would leave the officdiera
and earlier. Or, promising myself that | wouldn’t

drink that night, I'd invariably find myself in frd of

the refrigerator with a drink in my hand, vowing,
Tomorrow. | won’t drink tomorrow. | despised all of

it, but at least it was familiar. | had no idea wkabriety
felt like, and | could not imagine life without alcol.

| had reached that terrifying jumping-off point

where | couldn’t drink anymore but | just couldnit
drink. For almost twenty-three years | had doneetbing
nearly every day of my life to change reality to

one degree or another, yet | had to try this stbag.

To this day | am amazed at people who get sober
before the holidays. | couldn’t even attempt itiunt
after the Super Bowl. One last blow-out party when
swore | wouldn’t get drunk. When | put alcohol itym
body, I'd lose the ability to choose how much Irdeca
and Super Bowl Sunday that year was no different. |
ended up on someone’s couch instead of my own bed
and was sick to death all the next day at worktTha
week | had to go to a hockey game. It was a work
event, so | tried to really watch my drinking, consng
only two large cups of beer which, for me, wasn’t
even enough to catch a buzz. And that was the biegin



of my spiritual awakening. Sitting near the ice,
frustrated, and pondering the fact that two taéirbe
didn’t give me any relief, something in my head—and
| know it wasn’'t me—said, “So why bother?” At that
moment | knew what the Big Book meant about the
great obsession of every abnormal drinker being to
somehow, someday contr@hd enjoy his drinking. On
Super Bowl Sunday, when | enjoyed it, | couldn’htrol
it, and at the hockey game when | controlled it, |
couldn’t enjoy it. There was no more denying that |
was an alcoholic. What an epiphany!

| went to a meeting of Alcoholics Anonymous the
next night, knowing | wanted what you had. | sat in
that cold metal chair just as | had for the pas fi
months and read Step One on the wall for the huaitldre
time. But this time | asked with all my heart

for God to help me, and a strange thing happened. A
physical sensation came over me, like a wave o pur
energy, and | felt the presence of God in thatyling
little room. | went home that night and for thestir

time in years | did not have to open the cupboatd w
the half-gallon jug of vodka in it—not that night any
night since. God had restored me to sanity, andK t
Step Two the very moment | surrendered and accepted
my powerlessness over alcohol and the unmanaggabili
of my life.

| attended at least one meeting every day, emptied
ashtrays, washed coffeepots, and on the day ldook
thirty-day chip, a friend took me to an A.A. getiéther.
| was in absolute awe of the power of 2,000-

plus sober alcoholics holding hands, saying thal fin
prayer together, and | wanted to stay sober mane th
| wanted life itself. Returning home, | begged God
my knees to help me stay sober one more day. | told
God to take the house, take the job, take evenytifiin
that's what was needed for me to stay sober. Ténat d
| learned two things: the real meaning of Step &hre
and to always be careful what | prayed for.

After five months of sobriety, | lost that six-fig

job with the firm. The wreckage of my past had ¢dug
up with me, and | was out of work for a year. Tjodt
would have been lost whether | was drunk or sober,
but thank goodness | was sober or | probably would
have killed myself. When | was drinking, the prgsti



of the job was my self-worth, the only thing theaae

me worth loving. Now | was starting to love myself
because A.A.’s had unconditionally loved me until |
could. At five months | realized that the world imig

never build a shrine to the fact that | was sobenderstood
that it was not the world’s job to understand

my disease; rather it was my job to work my program
and not drink, no matter what.

At nine months of sobriety | lost the big house tha

| bought just to prove to you | couldn’t possibly &n
alcoholic. In between five and nine months, my leous
was robbed, | had a biopsy on my cervix, and | ingd
heart broken. And the miracle of all miracles weet t

| didn’t have to drink over any of it. This from a
woman who had had to drink over all of it. | was so
unique and so arrogant when | got here, | think God
knew that He had to show me early on that there was
nothinga drink would make better. He showed me
that His love and the power of the Steps and the
Fellowship could keep me from picking up a drink
one day at a time, sometimes one hour at a time, no
matter what. A drink would not bring back the job,
the house, or the man, so why bother?

| found everything | had ever looked for in
Alcoholics Anonymous. | used to thank God for mti
A.A. in my life; now | thank A.A. for putting God

in my life. | found my tribe, the social architertu

that fulfills my every need for camaraderie andwaiality.
| learned how to live. When | asked how |

could find self-esteem, you told me, “by doing vinvhile
acts!” You explained the Big Book had no chapters
titled “Into Thinking” or “Into Feeling"—only

“Into Action.” | found plenty of opportunity for &ion

in A.A. | could be just as busy and helpful to othas

| wanted to be as a sober woman in Alcoholics
Anonymous. | was never a “joiner,” but | got deeply
involved in A.A. service because you told me iid,d

I would never have to drink again. You said as lasg
I put A.A. first in my life, everything that | piecond
would be first class. This has proved to be truerov
and over again. So | continued to put A.A. and God
first, and everything | ever lost was returned many
times over. The career that | lost has been raftore
with even greater success. The house that | Iest ha



been replaced by a townhouse that is just the right
size for me. So, here | am, sober. SuccessfulnBere
Just a few of the gifts of the program for surremg
suiting up, and showing up for life every day. Good
days and bad days, reality is a wild ride, and ui\n’t
miss it for the world. | don’t question how thisogram
works. I trust in my God, stay involved in A.A.

service, go to lots of meetings, work with otheairsd
practice the principles of the Steps to the beshyf
willingness each day. | don’t know which of these
keeps me sober, and I'm not about to try to find ou
It's worked for quite a few days now, so | think try
it again tomorrow.



(8)
BECAUSE I'M AN ALCOHOLIC

This drinker finally found the answer to her naggin
guestion, “Why?”

I suppose | always wondered who | was. As a

child, isolated in the country, | made up stories,
inventing myself along with imaginary companions to
play with. Later, when we moved to a large city &nd
was surrounded by kids, | felt separate, like aticast.
And although I learned to go along with the cultura
norm as | grew up, still, underneath, | felt

different.

Alcohol helped. At least | thought it helped urtil
saw the oppressive thirty-year shadow it cast on my
life. | discovered it in college, and although iastfl
didn’t drink often (didn’t have the opportunity),
whenever | started, | drank as long as there wgs an
alcohol around. It was a reflex. | don’t rememileng
the taste, but | liked that it seemed to bring me t

life and get me through a date or a party ablalto t

It moved me outside of that hole | felt in myseaitia
lowered the wall | created between me and any perso
or situation that made me uncomfortable.

For ten years, through college and graduate school
interspersed with jobs, | drank periodically, swés
easy enough to think that | was a social drinker.
Looking back, I see that alcohol helped me construc
an image of myself as a sophisticated metropolitan
woman, diminishing my feelings of being a backward
country girl. | studied vintage wines and selected
them with care to accompany the gourmet dishes |
learned to make. | read about the correct drinks fo
various occasions. | learned to put just the tinidsff

of dry vermouth into my martinis. Meanwhile, mydodnce
for alcohol grew, so that while at first | got sick

or passed out, as time went on | could hold larger
guantities without any visible effects. Until thext
morning’s hangover.



Behind the fagade, my real life seemed just out of
reach. | wanted to consider myself grown up, bsitie

| felt small and helpless, hardly there at all. |

would look at my friends—delightful, interesting,
good people—and try to define myself through them.
If they saw something in me that made them want to
be with me, | must have something to offer. Butrthe
love for me was not a substitute for loving mysg|f;
didn’t fill the emptiness.

So | continued spinning fantasies, and now alcohol
fueled my dreams. | would make great discoveries,
win the Nobel Prize in medicine and in literatuse a
well. Always the dream was somewhere else, further
off, and | took a series of geographical curesgrsh

of myself. | was offered a job in Paris and jumpgd
the chance. | packed my trunk, left my apartment to
my boyfriend, and sailed off, thinking that at last
would find my real home, my real self.

| began to drink daily and rationalized that in

France, of course, you have to have wine with meals
And after the dinner, after the wine, then thereewe
liqueurs. My journals and letters bear withesdhim t
deterioration of my handwriting as the evening wore
on, drinking as | wrote. It was there too thatstfibecame
dependent on alcohol. After work, on the way to

the Alliance Francaise for classes, I'd stop ais&d

for a glass of cognac to give me courage to get me
there—my need greater than the embarrassment of
being a woman drinking alone in the 1950s. One
vacation, | went to visit friends in Scotland, tetiag
slowly through the English and Welsh countryside.
The bottles of cognac and Benedictine I'd brought a
gifts for them | drank in little hotel rooms miles
before | got there. As long as it lasted, | coulyout

of the pubs.

Europe hadn’t proved to be the change that would
repair my life, and | started west again. It was in
Cambridge that | pronounced my first resolutions
about cutting down—New Year’s resolutions | recycle
for a dozen years while my drinking and my life

kept getting worse. Alcohol had enslaved me. | imas
bondage to it, although | kept assuring myself that
drinking was a pleasure and a choice.



Blackouts began, vacant places in my life when
hours would disappear, lost to memory. The firskti
was after I'd given a dinner party. The next mognin
woke up without remembering that I'd told my guests
good night and gone to bed myself. | searched the
apartment for clues. The table was cluttered with
dessert dishes and coffee cups. Bottles were empty,
and the glasses too. (It was my custom to poligh of
any drinks that were left.) My last memory was sbme
during dinner. Did we ever finish? But there

were the plates. | was terrified that I'd done stirimg
horrendous, until my friends called to tell me

they'd enjoyed the evening.

One time we sailed from Guadelupe to a little idlan
for a picnic, swam to shore from the ship. After
lunch, and quantities of wine, | was with a Freskh
instructor talking to a troop of small boys on theay
home from school, trying to explain to those trapic
islanders what snow is like. | remember them giggli
The next thing | knew, | was back at the camp, gk
to the dining room—apparently after swimming
back to the ship, sailing to the port, then talanickety
bus across the island. | had no memory of what |
had done during those hours between.

The blackouts increased, and my terror increased
with them. Telephone bills would inform me that I'd
made late-night calls to distant places. | could te
from the numbers whom I'd called, but what haditi3a
Some mornings | woke up with a stranger who had
brought me home from a party the night before.
These things weighed heavily on me, but | couldn’t
stop the drinking that had caused them. That too
gnawed away any remnants of self-respect | might
have had. | was incapable of controlling my drirgkin
and my life.

| needed a drink to go anyplace—to the theater, a
party, a date, and, later, to work. | would leawe m
apartment, lock the door, and start down the stairs
and then turn around and go back in for anothekdo
get me where | planned to go. | needed a drinloto d
anything—to write, to cook, to clean the house, to
paint the walls, to take a bath.



When | passed out and fell into bed early, | woke

up at four or five and had Irish coffee to stad tay.

| discovered that beer was better than orange joice
ease my hangover. Afraid my colleagues or students
would smell my breath at work, | was careful tofkee
my distance. When | got up late and rushed ofhéo t
lab, fortified only with coffee, my hands shook so
badly it was impossible to weigh out the milligraafs
compounds needed for an experiment. When | went
out to lunch with another alcoholic, we might never
get back to work that day.

Somehow I still managed to keep my job and most
of my friends, social drinkers who were urging oe t
cut down on the alcohol. That counsel only made me
mad, but | was concerned myself. | asked the th&rap
| was seeing, sometimes with beer in hand, would

I have to stop? His answer was that we had todirtd
why | drank. I'd already tried but was never alde t
find out why until I learned the answer in A.A.—lbese
I’'m an alcoholic.

With my attempts to cut down, | stopped keeping
alcohol around the house, drank up whatever was
there, over and over deciding not to get more. Then
on the way home after work or an evening out, I'd
have to see if | could scrape together enough money
for a bottle. There were liquor stores just abwatrg
block, and | rotated them so the salesmen wouldn’t
know how much I drank. On Sundays when the liquor
stores were closed, | had to make do with beeaad h
cider from the grocery.

The horrors grew. Inner horrors. On the surface it
looked as though | was more or less keeping itthaye
but day by day | was dying inside, filled with

fears | couldn’t name but which shook me to thescor
My worst fear was that | was an alcoholic. | wasn’t
sure what that was, except that | might end up down
on the Bowery in New York, where | had seen drunks
curled up on the sidewalk. | made another New Ysear’
resolution—to stop drinking entirely until | couténdle
it and then, | told myself, | could go back to wine

and beer.



Hands trembling, body shaky, head splitting, | sted
that first day until I was fairly safe in bed in

an alcohol-free apartment. Somehow | made it
through a couple more days, miserable in withdrawal
In spite of managing to stay dry that time, | have

no doubt that resolution would have crumbled like
the others and | would have been drinking again if
hadn’t found A.A.

| had left the therapist who hadn’t been able lio te
me why | drank, and on New Year’s Eve, | went to a
party at the home of my new therapist. A few days
later in the group, the therapist said, “You'renfting
even more than | realized. You’re an alcoholitihk
you should stop drinking, see a doctor, and go.f’A
My resolution had endured three days and |
protested, “I'm not an alcoholic!” That was my véagt
denial.

“Say it the other way,” he suggested. “| am an latdic.”
It came out in a whisper, but it sounded right.

I've said it thousands of times since then, andh wit
gratitude. What | was most afraid to admit that
evening was what would set me free.

The therapist told me then and there to call someon
who had been in our therapy group, a doctor on

the staff of a hospital alcoholism service. “I'dlther
tomorrow,” | said.

“Call her now.” He handed me the telephone.

When | asked her if | was an alcoholic, she saad th
from what she’d seen of my drinking | might be and
suggested that | talk with her boss. Terrified dd®a

an appointment and kept it. She told me the symgptom
of alcoholism, and | had them all. She gave me a

list of A.A. meetings and recommended one.

| went to that meeting—a small women'’s group. |

was scared and in withdrawal. Someone greeted me
and | muttered my name aloud. Someone brought me
a cup of coffee. People gave me their phone numbers
and urged me to call, to pick up the telephoneeausbt

of a drink. They were warm and friendly. They said
keep coming back.

And | did. For weeks | sat in the back of the ropms
silent when others shared their experience, stinengt



and hope. | listened to their stories and founchaay
areas where we overlapped—not all of the deeds, but
the feelings of remorse and hopelessness. | learned
that alcoholism isn’t a sin, it's a disease. Tlifged the
guilt I had felt. | learned that | didn’t have tmp

drinking forever, but just not pick up that firgirk

one day, one hour at a time. | could manage that.
There was laughter in those rooms and sometimes
tears, but always love, and when | was able to let

it in, that love helped me heal.

| read everything | could about this disease | have
My readings recounted the course | had lived and
predicted the way | would die if I continued dringi

| had access to a good medical library, but after a
while, | realized the genetics and chemistry ofdlsease
were of no use to me as an alcoholic. All that |
needed to know about it, what would help me get
sober, help me recover, | could learn in A.A.

| was blessed to live in a city where there were
meetings at all hours of the day and night. There |
would be safe. And there, within a few blocks of my
apartment, at last | would find the self | had &led
thousands of miles in search of. The slogans on the
walls, which at first made me shudder, began taasp
me as truths | could live by: “One Day at a Time.”
“Easy Does It.” “Keep It Simple.” “Live and Let Lev”
“Let Go and Let God.” “The Serenity Prayer.”

Commitment and service were part of recovery. |
was told that to keep it we have to give it awai/fiist
I made the coffee and later volunteered at thegrep
office answering telephones on the evening

shift. | went on Twelfth Step calls, spoke at magdi,
served as group officer. Ever so gradually | began
open. Just a crack at first, with my hand on therdo
ready to slam it shut in a moment of fear. But esr$
subsided too. | found that | could be there, opeallt
kinds of people from this solid base that we shared
Then | began to go back out into the world, cagyin
that strength with me.

| found that now | could do many things without
a drink—write, answer the telephone, eat out, go to
parties, make love, get through the day and the



evenings. Sleep at night and get up the next mgrnin
ready to begin another day. | was amazed and proud
to have gone a week without a drink, then a month.
Then | lived an entire year sober, through my bzt
Christmas, problems, successes, the mixture that
makes up life.

I healed physically, felt good, my senses returhed.
began to hear the delicate sound of autumn leaésg
in the wind, to feel the touch of snowflakes on

my face, to see the first new leaves of spring.

Then | began to heal emotionally, to experience
feelings that had long been so deeply buried tlagly h
atrophied. For a time | floated on that pink cloud.
Then | cried for a year, raged for another year. My
feelings returned and then began to settle down to
reasonable size.

Above all, | healed spiritually. The steps took ome
that path. | had admitted | was powerless overtaito
that my life had become unmanageable. That was
what got me through the door. Then | came to believ
that a Power greater than myself could restoreame t
sanity. And eventually, | made a decision to tugn m
will and my life over to the care of God as | ursteod
God. Years before, in my search, | had explored
numerous religions and dropped them because they
preached a patriarchal God, which | felt neverudeld
me. Alcoholics Anonymous, | was told, is a

spiritual program, not a religious one. Through my
years of darkness, some spark of spirit remained in
me, helped me survive until | found my way into A.A
Then, nurtured by the program, that inner spigtgr
deepened, until it filled the emptiness | had swlo

felt inside. Step by step | moved to a spirituabking.
Step by step | cleared up the past and got on with
the present.

A.A. is my home now, and it is everywhere. |1 go to
meetings when | travel here or in foreign countries

and the people are family | can know because ot wha
we share. As | write this, in my twenty-eighth yeér
sobriety, | am amazed to look back and remember the
woman—or child—I was then, to see how far I've
come out of that abyss. Alcoholics Anonymous habkd
me to move from fantasies about what | might



do with my life into living it, one day at a tim my

first move that was not a geographic, | left thg and
moved to the country. | left research and became a
gardener. | discovered that | am a lesbian andi that
love women. I'm fulfilling a long-time dream of viamg
fiction that's being published. But these are tking

| do, aspects of the life I'm living in sobrietyh@& most
precious discovery is who | reallyn—like all of us, a
being far beyond any of the ego-selves, any ofahtasies
I'd made up.

That sense of being different, which had long

plagued me, disappeared when | saw the threads that
run through all of us. Sharing our stories, outifgs,

it is the areas where we are the same that impmess
The differences are but delightful flourishes oa th
surface, like different-colored costumes, and bgnj
them. But the basic ways we are human, the basic
ways we simply are, stand out to me now. | came to
see that we all are really one, and | no longdr fee
alone.



()
IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN WORSE

Alcohol was a looming cloud in this banker’s bright
sky. With rare foresight he realized it could beean
tornado.

I I ow can a person with a fine family, an attractive

home, an excellent position, and high

standing in an important city become an alcoholic?
As | later found out through Alcoholics Anonymous,
alcohol is no respecter of economic status, sacidl
business standing, or intelligence.

| was raised like the majority of American boys,
coming from a family of modest circumstances, a@tieg
public schools, having the social life of a small
midwestern town, with part-time work and some
athletics. The ambition to succeed was instillethan

by my Scandinavian parents who came to this country
where opportunities were so great. “Keep busy; gbwva
have something constructive to do.” | did work

of all kinds after school and during vacationsintgy

to find that which would appeal most as a goakfor
life work. Then there was wartime service to inietr
my plans, and an education to be picked up after th
war. After that came marriage, getting started in
business, and a family. The story is not very dife
from that of thousands of other young men in my
generation. It shows nothing or no one to blame for
alcoholism.

The drive to get ahead, to succeed, kept me too
busy for many years to have any great experience
with social life. | would have begrudged the time o
money for alcohol. In fact | was afraid to tryarf
fear that 1 would wind up like many examples | had
seen of excessive drinking in the army. | was et
of people who drank, particularly those who drank
to an extent that interfered with their on-the-job
performance.

In time | became an officer and director of one of



the largest commercial banks in the country. |
achieved recognized and national standing in mfepsion,
as well as becoming a director in many important
institutions having to do with the civic life of

a large city. | had a family to be proud of, actyve
sharing in the responsibilities of good citizenship
My drinking did not start until after | was thirfixe

and a fairly successful career had been established
But success brought increased social activitied,lan
realized that many of my friends enjoyed a soaielkd
with no apparent harm to themselves or otherssliked
being different so, ultimately, | began to

join them occasionally.

At first it was just that—an occasional drink. THen
looked forward to the weekend of golf and the reeeath
hole. The cocktail hour became a daily routine.
Gradually, the quantity increased and the occasions
for a drink came more frequently: a hard day, vesri
and pressure, bad news, good news—there were more
and more reasons for a drink. Why did | want insiegly
greater quantities of alcohol? It was frightening

that drink was being substituted for more

and more of the things | really enjoyed doing. Golf
hunting, and fishing were now merely excuses toldri
excessively.

I made promises to myself, my family, and friends—
and broke them. Short dry spells ended in heavy
drinking. | tried to hide my drinking by going ples
where | was unlikely to see anyone | knew. Hangever
and remorse were always with me.

The next steps were bottle hiding and excuses for
trips in order to drink without restraint. Cunning,
baffling, powerful—the gradual creeping up of theguency
and quantity of alcohol and what it does to a

person is apparent to everyone but the personvadol
When it became noticeable to the point of comment,

| devised ways of sneaking drinks on the side. ‘debals”
then became a part of the pattern, stopping

at bars on the way to or from the place where drink
were to be served. Never having enough, alwaysrgav
more, the obsession for alcohol gradually began to
dominate all my activities, particularly while teging.
Drink planning became more important than any



other plans.

| tried the wagon on numerous occasions, but | ywa
felt unhappy and abused. | tried psychiatry, but

of course | gave the psychiatrist no cooperation.

| was living in constant fear that | would get chug
while driving a car, so | used taxis part of thredi

Then | began to have blackouts, and that was aamains
worry. To wake up at home, not knowing how

| got there, and to realize | had driven my cacdee
torture. Not knowing where | had been or how | got
home was making me desperate.

It now became necessary to have noon drinks—at
first just two, then gradually more. My hours ofnko
were flexible, so that returning to the office wemx
always important. Then | became careless and redurn
sometimes when | shouldn’t have. This worried

me. The last two years of my drinking, my entire
personality changed to a cynical, intolerant, amdgant
person completely different from my normal self.

It was at this stage of my life that resentmentaea

in. Resenting anyone and everyone who might interfe
with my personal plans and ways of doing things
—especially for any interference with my drinking—I
was full of self-pity.

I will never know all the people | hurt, all the

friends | abused, the humiliation of my family, the
worry of my business associates, or how far regchin
it was. | continue to be surprised by the peoplesét
who say, “You haven’'t had a drink for a long time,
have you?” The surprise to me is the fact thatdhi
know that they knew my drinking had gotten out of
control. That is where we are really fooled. Wakhi
we can drink to excess without anyone’s knowing it.
Everyone knows it. The only one we are fooling is
ourselves. We rationalize and excuse our conduyairize
all reason.

My wife and | had always encouraged our children
to bring their friends home at any time, but aéter
few experiences with a drunken father, they elindda
home as a place to entertain friends. At the time t
didn’t mean much to me. | was too busy devising
excuses to be out with drinking pals.



It seemed to me my wife was becoming more intokeran
and narrow-minded all the time. Whenever we

went out, she appeared to go out of her way to keep
me from having more than one drink. What alcoholic
can be satisfied with one drink? After every coitkta
party or dinner party she would say she couldnttarstand
how I could get in such a drunken stupor on

one drink. She of course didn’t realize how cunning

an alcoholic can be and the lengths to which he wil

go in finding ways to satisfy the compulsion fornmo
and more drinks after having had the first one.

Neither did |I.

Finally our invitations became fewer and fewer as
friends had more experience with my drinking patter
Two years before | joined A.A., my wife took a long
trip during which she wrote me she just couldnture
unless | did something about my drinking. It was

a shock of course, but | promised to stop and shened.
A year later, while we were on a vacation trip,

she packed up to go home because of my excessive
drinking, and I talked her out of it with the praail
would go on the wagon for at least a year. | preahis
but within two months, | began again.

The following spring she left me one day without
giving me any idea of where she had gone, hoping
this would bring me to my senses. In a few days an
attorney called on me and explained that something
would have to be done, as she couldn’t face ratgrni
to me as | was. Again | promised to do something
about it. Broken promises, humiliation, hopelessnes
worry, anxiety—nbut still not enough.

There comes a time when you don’t want to live

and are afraid to die. Some crisis brings you poiat

of deciding to do something about your drinking
problem—to try anything. Help you once continually
rejected, suggestions once turned aside are fiaatlgpted
in desperation.

The final decision came when my daughter, following
a drunk of mine that ruined my wife’s birthday,

said, “It's Alcoholics Anonymous—or else!” Of coers
this suggestion had been made before on a number of
occasions, but like all alcoholics | wanted to Hardy



problem my own way, which really meant | didn’t
want anything to interfere with my drinking. | waging
to find an easier, softer way. By now it had become
difficult to visualize a life without alcohol.

However, my low had been reached. | realized |

had been going down and down. | was unhappy myself,
and | had brought unhappiness to all who cared

for me. Physically | couldn’t take it any more. @ol
sweats, jumpy nerves, and lack of sleep were bewpmi
intolerable. Mentally, the fears and tensions, the
complete change in attitude and outlook bewildered
me. This was no way to live. The time for decision
had arrived, and it was a relief to say yes when my
family said they would call Alcoholics Anonymous

for me—a relief, even though | dreaded it, feelingt
this was the end of everything.

Early the next morning a man whose name | knew
well, a lawyer, called on me. Within thirty minutes

I knew A.A. was the answer for me. We visited most
of that day and attended a meeting that nightnitdo
know what | expected, but I most certainly didn’t
visualize a group of people talking about theinkiimg
problems, making light of their personal tragedies,
and at the same time enjoying themselves.

However, after | heard a few stories of jails, sanims,
broken homes, and skid row, | wondered if |

really was an alcoholic. After all, | hadn’t stattt®
drink early in life, so | had some stability andtoréy
to guide me for a while. My responsibilities haegbe
a restraining influence. | had had no brushes thi¢h
law, though | should have had many. | had not yet
lost my job or family, even though both were on the
verge of going. My financial standing had not been
impaired.

Could I be an alcoholic without some of the hasirag
experiences | had heard of in meetings? The
answer came to me very simply in the first step of
the Twelve Steps of A.A. “We admitted we were
powerless over alcohol—that our lives had becormeamageable.”
This didn’t say we had to be in jail, ten,

fifty, or one hundred times. It didn’t say | hadltse
one, five, or ten jobs. It didn’t say | had to loag
family. It didn’t say | had to finally live on skitbw



and drink bay rum, canned heat, or lemon extract. |
did say | admitted | was powerless over alcohol+tha
my life had become unmanageable.

Most certainly | was powerless over alcohol, and fo
me, my life had become unmanageable. It wasn’t how
far | had gone, but where | was headed. It was rtapb
to me to see what alcohol had done to me

and would continue to do if | didn’t have help.

At first it was a shock to realize | was an alcatiol

but the realization that there was hope made ieeas
The baffling problem of getting drunk when | had
every intention of staying sober was simplifiedvés

a great relief to know I didntaveto drink any more.

| was told that | must want sobriety for my own
sake, and | am convinced this is true. There may be
many reasons that bring one to A.A. for the finsig,
but the lasting one must be to want sobriety aed th
A.A. way of living for oneself.

From the start | liked everything about the A.A.
program. | liked the description of the alcoholcaa
person who has found that alcohol is interferinthwi
his social or business life. The allergy idea Ildou
understand because | am allergic to certain pallens
Some of my family are allergic to certain foods.atWh
could be more reasonable than that some people,
including myself, were allergic to alcohol?

The explanation that alcoholism was a disease of a
two-fold nature, an allergy of the body and an sbsm
of the mind, cleared up a number of puzzling
guestions for me. The allergy we could do nothing
about. Somehow our bodies had reached the point
where we could no longer absorb alcohol in ouresyst
Thewhyis not important; théactis that one

drink will set up a reaction in our system thatuiees
more, that one drink is too much and a hundred
drinks are not enough.

The obsession of the mind was a little harder to
understand, and yet everyone has obsessions oligari
kinds. The alcoholic has them to an exaggerateckdeg
Over a period of time he has built up self-pity

and resentments toward anyone or anything thatfénés
with his drinking. Dishonest thinking, prejudice,

ego, antagonism toward anyone and everyone

who dares to cross him, vanity, and a criticatutte



are character defects that gradually creep in acdrne
a part of his life. Living with fear and tension
inevitably results in wanting to ease that tension,
which alcohol seems to do temporarily. It took me
some time to realize that the Twelve Steps of A.A.
were designed to help correct these defects obhcter
and so help remove the obsession to drink. The
Twelve Steps, which to me are a spiritual wayaht,
soon meant honest thinking, not wishful thinking,
open-mindedness, a willingness to try, and a faith
accept. They meant patience, tolerance, and hymilit
and above all, the belief that a Power greater than
myself could help. That Power | chose to call God.
A willingness to do whatever | was told to do siifiptl
the program for me. Study the A.A. book—

don'’t just read it. They told me to go to meetirgsd

| still do at every available opportunity, whether

am at home or in some other city. Attending mesating
has never been a chore to me. Nor have | attended
them with a feeling of just doing my duty. Meetings
are both relaxing and refreshing to me after a hard
day. They said, “Get active,” so | helped whendver
could, and I still do.

A spiritual experience to me meant attending
meetings and seeing a group of people all there for
the purpose of helping each other; hearing the Vavel
Steps and the Twelve Traditions read at a meeting;
and hearing the Lord’s Prayer, which in an A.A. timeg
has such great meaning—"Thy will be done, not
mine.” A spiritual awakening soon came to meamtyi
each day to be a little more thoughtful, more coesite,
a little more courteous to those with whom |

came in contact.

To most of us, making amends will take the rest of
our lives, but we can start immediately. Just being
sober will be making amends to many we have hurt by
our drunken actions. Making amends is sometimes
doing what we are capable of doing but failed to do
because of alcohol—carrying out community respalités
such as community funds, Red Cross, educational
and religious activities in proportion to our

abilities and energy.

| was desperately in earnest to follow through and
understand what was expected of me as a member of
A.A. and to take each step of the twelve as rapidly



as possible. To me this meant telling my associates
that | had joined Alcoholics Anonymous; that | didn
know what was expected of me by A.A., but that what
it was, it was the most important thing in life for

me; that sobriety meant more to me than anything in
this world. It was so important that it must come
ahead of anything.

There are many short phrases and expressions in
A.A. that make sound sense. “First Things First.”
Solve our immediate problems before we try to solve
all the others and get muddled in our thinking and
doing. “Easy Does It.” Relax a little. Try for inne
contentment. No one individual can carry all thedens
of the world. Everyone has problems. Getting

drunk won't solve them. “Twenty-four hours a day.”
Today is the day. Doing our best, living each aay t
the fullest is the art of living. Yesterday is gpaad

we don’t know whether we will be here tomorrow.

If we do a good job of living today, and if tomonro
comes for us, then the chances are we will do d goo
job when it arrives—so why worry about it?

The A.A. way of life is the way we always should
have tried to live. “Grant us the serenity to actbp
things we cannot change, courage to change thgsthin
we can, and the wisdom to know the difference.”
These thoughts become part of our daily lives. They
are not ideas of resignation but of the recognitibn
certain basic facts of living.

The fact that A.A. is a spiritual program didn’ase

me or raise any prejudice in my mind. | couldnfbad
the luxury of prejudice. | had tried my way and

had failed.

When | joined A.A., | did so for the sole purpode o
getting sober and staying sober. | didn't realize |
would find so much more, but a new and different
outlook on life started opening up almost immedyate
Each day seems to be so much more productive and
satisfying. | get so much more enjoyment out ahliv

| find an inner pleasure in simple things. Livingj

for today is a pleasant adventure.

Above all, | am grateful to A.A. for my sobriety,
which means so much to my family, friends, and hess
associates, because God and A.A. were able to do
for me something | was unable to do for myself.



(10)
TIGHTROPE

Trying to navigate separate worlds was a lonely
charade that ended when this gay alcoholic finally
landed in A.A.

D rinking was always a part of my family

background. All the men in my family drank;

my father—and later, my brothers—were heavy
drinkers. As long as a person held down a job, tlidn
embarrass his family or friends too frequently, and
kept out of trouble, he was entitled to get drunk o

a regular basis. Drinking was an adult thing toalo,
part of growing up. | don’t believe it ever crossed
my mind that | shouldn’t drink.

| was raised in a conservative religion, and | carted
to religious schools some distance from home.
Because | had a quick mind and was comfortable
with academics, | became something of a teacher’s
pet. As a result, | was a serious, shy, somewhaitiblo
child and teenager who found it difficult to relate

to my peers. So when | went away to college, | was
an alcoholic waiting to happen. My relation to &lob
was a love affair from the very beginning. Although
| wasn't too thrilled with the taste, | loved thiéeets.
Alcohol helped me to hide my fears; the ability to
converse was an almost miraculous gift to a shy and
lonely individual.

It was at this time that | also began to struggtd w

the question of my sexuality. For me, the ideaahd
homosexual—the wordaywasn’t then in common
use—was unthinkable. Drinking helped me to forget

and evade. Also, it provided some cover; when yeu a
drunk, people are not surprised at an inabilitgdiemclination
to make any serious moves toward a

woman. This struggle continued throughout years of
unsuccessful dating and pretending.

When | eventually decided to act on my desires, the
guilt and the shame—as well as the drinking—inczdas



Now | had to hide not only my thoughts but

also my conduct. | always tried to project the imag
the conservative, masculine, deep-voiced loner with
the mysterious, possibly tragic, but always hetxaal
love affair in the past. | wound up living two seqi@
and distinct lives—that of the gay man with

friends and interests to match and that of thegstra
man with a totally separate set of friends andrasts.

I had to walk this tightrope while trying to buiéd

solid professional life as well. After college Ichgone
on to law school, where drinking on a daily bagisdme
the norm. | justified myself with the thought

that a few drinks helped me to relax and “focus” on
my studies. Somehow, | managed to do well in law
school and to land several prestigious legal possti
afterward. | soon learned that | could not drinkiig
the day; if | had even one drink at lunch, the rest

of the afternoon would be lost. Instead, | postpbne
my drinking until immediately after work and would
then make up for lost time.

Work in a law firm added a third side to my already
divided life. Now | had to try to maintain socialations

with clients, members, and associates of the firm,

in addition to my gay and straight friends from prwate
lives. Needless to say, as the drinking increased,

things became ever more confused. Eventually, the
pressures became too great. | had formed a sestaionship
and decided that | could no longer carry on

the deception. Instead, | would change careergand

into teaching.

For a while things seemed to be going well. But

the slide toward active alcoholism was slowly aecaing.
I had had my first blackout several years before.

At that time | told myself that if it ever happened
again, | would stop drinking. It happened again—and
again and again—»but | didn’t stop. | was alwaysabl

to come up with some explanation, excuse, or ratipation
that justified my continued drinking. In

time, personality changes began to occur with exgyl
when | drank. | had always had a sharp tongue;

when drinking, | frequently became vitriolic. Athatr
times | could be charming and affectionate, somegim
too much so. People never knew just what |

would do or say.



After a few years | was a nightly blackout drinker.
My lover drank heavily as well, and | began to canep
my drinking with his. | argued to myself that |

could not have a problem because his drinking was
worse than mine at times. In fact, | suggestedtibat
might try A.A. When he did try this Fellowship, idd
all I could to undermine his efforts to get sobeiis—h
recovery would present an obvious, if unacknowlegge
threat to my drinking. Eventually, the stress
became too much and we broke up, but not before |
had succeeded in undermining his recovery.

The slide continued. Most of my friends were un-
willing to put up with my conduct—the verbal and
sometimes physical abuse, the midnight phone calls,
the forgotten invitations, and the selfish disregair
anything but my own need to drink. Those few friend
who did not withdraw were forced away by my resesnita
and increasing paranoia. | cut people out of

my life, refusing to return phone calls and igngrin
them when we met by chance. By the end of my
drinking, only two people were willing to have ahniytg
to do with me on a social basis, and both were
heavy drinkers who were not surprised by my actions
The cases in which disaster struck when | drank
outside my home increased. | made inappropriate
passes at parties, or at people at work—both mén an
women. At other times | awakened battered or with
my watch or wallet missing, or in the company of
strangers whose names | did not remember and did
not want to know. There were the inevitable injsirie
and accidents. | was ejected from bars because |
would steal tips or change from bartenders or other
customers to pay for the drinks | could no londéord.
At other times | would get into arguments and

be forced to leave.

In consequence, | made the seemingly logical d&tisi
not to drink outside the house. Instead, most of

my drinking was now solitary. When | left work, |
would have a few stiff drinks at dinner and then go
home. | would stop off at the kitchen to pick up a
glass, some ice, and some mixer. | would go to my
bedroom, where | kept half-gallon bottles of giman
vodka, and “read” while the ice melted, the mixanr r



out, and sometimes the glass broke. Every night was
blackout drinking. The really bad times were when |
would have to struggle outside to a liquor storbar
late at night, weaving and trying not to staggecause

| had miscalculated and run out of alcohol.

| found it increasingly difficult to do anything m®

than work and drink. | was afraid to use publicgaortation
or even to walk on the streets. My stomach

was constantly upset and my doctor had diagnosed a
number of intestinal disorders. Even though | sarel
drank away from home, my body was covered with
bruises because | often fell down during blackoluts.
never wore short-sleeved shirts, even in summeguse
people would ask me about the bruises. One
morning | awoke with a numb leg and found that |
had somehow ruptured two spinal discs while in a
blackout at home.

For the last four years | lived alone in a small

house. The ceiling of one room had collapsed, and
plaster dust was everywhere, coating the garbagie an
newspapers that littered the floor. Empty food aast
beer cans, bottles, and dirty clothes lay where

they were tossed. | had gotten a cat because ttee mi
were out of control. But | was not conscientiousughb
cleaning up after the cat. It is not surprising thaad
few visitors and neighbors tended to avoid me.

The last few months were filled with fear and s&yfp

| began to contemplate suicide with increasing
regularity, yet | was afraid of dying. | remembleinking
that this life would go on and on, never getting
better and slowly fading away to nothing.

Then | began to hear the whispers. | became coedinc
that there were people living in my house. |

couldn’t see them, except for occasional glimpsés o
of the corner of my eyes, and so | concluded tay t
were small and somehow living in the walls or under
the stairs. | could hear them plotting to kill nidere
were nights when | went to bed with a knife in hand
to protect myself. Other nights | locked myselthie
bathroom so they couldn’t get me. One night | éeft
shot of vodka on the mantelpiece so they would go
after that and leave me alone.



Then a miracle occurred. An evening came when |
decided to have one drink outside and then gogstirai
home. | had that drink and left for my house. Thgtn
thing | remember is waking up the next morning with
a stranger | had picked up in a bar. Apparentigd h
gone on autopilot and, in a blackout resulting from
just one drink, had gone on a tear. The look ajubs
and pity on the face of that stranger was the jolt
needed. | suddenly realized that my life was tptakane,
that my drinking was out of control, and that |

was either an alcoholic or a candidate for comirtitta
the local asylum. Not wanting to be locked up, dided
to try Alcoholics Anonymous.

| called my former lover, and he put me in contact
with an individual who took me to my first meeting.
Although I can barely recall anything about thaete,
I heard two things | have never forgotten. The

first was “You don’t have to drink again.” This was
total revelation to me. For a long time | had bedig
that alcohol was one of the few positive things itef
my life. | looked forward to my first drink every
evening and thought that alcohol was holding ney lif
together. | had to drink to survive, let alone &vé

any comfort. Yet here, people who had been in the
same boat were telling me that | didn’'t have taoklri

| don't think | believed them that night, but itwga

me enough hope to avoid drinking the rest of the da
The second thing | heard was “You don’t have to be
alone anymore.” This too was a revelation. For gear
| had rejected or been rejected by friends, lovers,
family, and God. | was alone and afraid. My lifelha
narrowed to work and the bottle, and work remained
in the picture only because it was necessary tblena
me to buy the bottle. The isolation and lonelirnbss
alcoholism brought weighed heavily on me, and those
words lifted an immense burden of fear. Again, I'm
not sure that | completely believed, but | felt adpr
the first time in years.

I did not fall in love with A.A. at first glance.he
man who took me to my first meeting later became
my first sponsor, and he had to put up with obatd|
arguments, questions, and doubts—everything a
trained but very muddled legal mind could throw at



him. He was gentle with me. He did not push his
opinions on me. He had the sense to see that | was
so afraid and so used to being alone that | cootd n
face a “hard sell” approach. He listened to my taes,
answered some, and suggested that | could best
answer others myself. He refused to argue but was
willing to explain and share his own experiencdsad
asked him to be my sponsor before | knew what he
did for a living and felt I could not back out diet
relationship when | discovered he was a minister.
My alcoholism and my lifestyle had led me to reject
the religion and the God of my upbringing; | had
never replaced them. Instead, | was an agnostic,
doubting the existence of God but afraid to saynso
case | was wrong. My self-pity and sense of vicani
tion led me to doubt that a caring God could exist;
He did, why had He given me so many problems? |
was very wary of the members who talked of their
spiritual lives.

My sponsor was a living damper on my intolerance.
But even more, he told me that it would be all trigh
for me to doubt God, that A.A. was not a religious
program and, to belong, | did not have to adheanio
set of beliefs.

He suggested that for me a good starting point
would simply be recognition of the fact that | had
failed in running the world—in short, acceptance of
the fact that | was not God. He also suggested that
might try occasionally to act as if | believed.
Somewhere | had heard that it is easier to actsgiur
into a new way of thinking than to think yourseifa

a new way of acting, and this made sense in theegbn
of “acting as if.”

| also thought that the people in meetings sometime
seemed too standoffish and overly concerned

with their friends and acquaintances rather thah wi
me, the newcomer. Well on my way toward developing
a resentment, | expressed this to my sponsor. He
suggested that | might find people more communieati
if | took the coffee-making commitment for the

group | had joined. Although | thought | was fao to
special to make coffee, | did figure that as coffee
maker | would have the chance to select decentiesok



and so | agreed. My sponsor was right again.
People did start to speak with me—if only to compla
about the coffee and cookies. But once a conversati
starts, communication frequently continues.

| started to work on the steps, and even with my
difficulty over the Third Step and “the God congépt

| began to develop a sense of trust in the A.Augro
and in the ideals of the Fellowship as a manifestat

of a Power greater than myself. Although for many
years | did not come to an acceptance of a God who
intervened personally and directly in the livesnafividuals,
| was able to accept the idea of a force that

moved in the rooms and animated A.A. members with
a sense of unconditional love. That satisfied nigitspl
needs for a long time.

A later sponsor took me through Steps Eight and
Nine and provided me with support during some gyin
times. In my third year of sobriety, | was bedridde

for over a month as a result of that earlier injury

to my spinal discs, my father died, a relationship
ended, and the AIDS epidemic started to hit home
among my friends and acquaintances. Over the course
of that and the next few years, almost half of @y g
friends died. | learned in that year that if | &k

help, my Higher Power will never give me anything |
can’'t handle.

It was in this period that | started to turn tovees
beyond the group level. | had helped in foundirgy th
first gay A.A. group in my part of town and was
elected general service representative after having
served in other group offices. | knew nothing ohgel
service at that time, and | decided to learn what

it was all about so | could do a decent job andltde
to pass it on to a successor as quickly as pos#itiker
two years | went on to do a number of other service
jobs for A.A.

In all these positions | never felt obligated tmceal

or deny my sexuality. | have always felt that the
representatives of groups in my area were concerned
only with how we carried the message of recoveny, n
with what | might do in my personal life.

When | first came to this Fellowship, | had lost my



health and sanity, my friends, much of my family, m
self-respect, and my God. In the years since,fall o
these have been restored to me. | no longer have th
sense of impending doom. | no longer wish for death
or stare at myself in the mirror with loathing.ave
come to terms with my Higher Power; after more than
a dozen years in the A.A. Fellowship, | was able to
join a religious group and have now become active i
that organization. | have a full, happy life, witlends
and loving family. Recently I retired and have begu

to travel throughout the world. | have attended and
felt welcome at A.A. meetings wherever | have gone
inside and outside the United States. Even moreitapt,
| have returned to my home group and am

still asked to make coffee. | now have an extended
family that is international in scope, all the mer

of which are joined by bonds of shared pain and joy
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FLOODED WITH FEELING

When a barrier to God collapsed, this self-desatibe
agnostic was at Step Three.

When i first came to A.A., | thought everyone

had drunk more than | had, that everybody

had gotten into more trouble. But | kept coming

to meetings, and after a while, | began to heab#dggnnings
of their stories. | came to realize that | was

on the same road. | just hadn’t gone as far—yet.

I had my first drink in my senior year of high

school. That first night, | slipped out of the wawd so

my parents wouldn’t hear me leave. There were four

of us, and we only brought four bottles of homenbre

| never made that mistake again!

The next week, a bunch of us went camping, and
we brought cases of beer. We finished it all. Ttheis
drank a lot too, but | was the one who woke up in
the middle of the night and started wandering agioun
the countryside by the light of the moon. | was the
one who walked for miles searching for something. |
know now what | was looking for. Unlike the rest of
them, | wanted another drink.

| had a great time that summer between high
school and college. It revolved around drinkingnking
and football, drinking and hunting, drinking and
playing pool, drinking and driving. Nothing reathad
happened, but it could have. | nearly got arrested.
friend just missed being shot. The car | was riding
stopped just before it crashed.

| don’t think most moderate, social drinkers rememb
so clearly the night they had their first

drink. I'm sure that very few of them make thatedat
into an annual celebration by getting as drunkassiple.
It was in my second year of drinking that |

started saying that if you can still feel your fageu're
not drunk enough. In my third year | drank homemade
peach wine, and when it was gone, | had some



whiskey. That night, | vomited, in a blackout.

Soon | found that | didn’t get as sick on vodka.
Drinking vodka was like something out of scienaidin—
| could be someplace one moment and instantly
transported to somewhere else the next. | could
never seem to find that happy balance. | remember
going to a party. | started drinking, and suddenly

| could talk to anybody. | was having a lot of fuout

| kept on drinking. Soon | could barely walk. Adnd
drove me home that night, but | sometimes drove
a car when | was too drunk to walk.

| became a teacher and didn’t drink too often for a
while. When | did drink, | almost always got drunk.
The teachers would get together a couple timesa ye
for a poker party. | usually didn’t drink anythin@ne
time | did, and | made a fool of myself. | decidbdt
drinking just wasn’t fun anymore. | quit.

My cure for drinking was isolation. | would get up,

go to work, come home, watch TV, and go to bed. It
got to the point where | couldn’t remember anything
good that had ever happened. | couldn’t imaginéhamy
good ever happening in the future. Life had

shrunk down to an endless, awful now. The deprassio
became so bad that only medical treatment kept me
from killing myself. After seven months the doctor
took me off the medication. | wasn’t suicidal, but
wasn’t very happy, either.

A new teacher came to my school, and | invited riyse
over to her place for a drink. | remember telling

her, as | lifted the glass, that this might nosheh a
great idea but, “| believe it's worth the risk.” Aasually
as that, | began drinking again. At the winter

break she went to visit her boyfriend. | was alone
again.

Two days before Christmas | went to a party. |
wasn’t going to drink because | had driven ther an
I knew that drinking and driving was a bad idea for
me. | wasn’t feeling particularly good or bad—jast
little uncomfortable because | didn’t know most of
the people there. | was sitting on the couch one
minute and up drinking a glass of wine the next.
There was no conscious premeditation at all.



This is the point when many people say, “And |

went on drinking for ten more years.” Instead, dd o
thing happened. A few days later a teacher cante up
me at work and said that she was an alcoholic laaud t
she was going to A.A. She had never seen me &k,
| don’t know what made her do that.

The next day | asked her how often she went to
meetings. “Once a week?” | asked. No. She said that
she had been going nearly every day for almost six
months. That seemed a little extreme, but | thought
that maybe if I went to a meeting with her, it ntigh
help her out. Besides, | was lonely.

Halfway through the meeting | had the strangest
idea. People were introducing themselves as alco-
holics, and | had the urge to do the same. Thispeasliar
because | wasn't, of course. Later, my friend

asked me what | thought of the meeting. | said that
didn’t really know. It was only much later | readt

that for the first time in years, | felt that | beged.

The next day we went to another meeting, and this
time | did say | was an alcoholic. | went to thedh
meeting by myself. | was nervous. | felt as if Ireve
about to jump out of my skin. I did something that
was amazing to me. Before the meeting | stuck out
my hand and introduced myself as a newcomer. | had
someone to talk to. | calmed down.

From time to time | would tell the truth. | saidan
meeting that | was afraid to get a sponsor bechuse
was afraid he might ask me to do something. Ithedft
meeting with a phone number. | called it, and sure
enough, my new sponsor started leading me through
the steps, using the Big Book.

| called him every day. | told him that | just ditin
want to be an alcoholic. He said it didn’t mattdratv

| wanted. The question | had to answer for mysealé w
whether | was or | wasn’t. He even suggested that |
could try a little controlled drinking if | wasndure. |
knew | had never been able to do that. | didn'tehav
to do any more “research.” All | really had to dasw
review the drinking | had already done.

| remember telling a friend years ago that | didn’t



have a drinking problem, | had a stopping problem.
We laughed. It was true, but there was somethiseg el
going on, something that never occurred to me until
came to A.A. | didn’t just have a stopping probldm.
had a starting problem too. No matter how often |
stopped, or for how long, | always started drinking
again.

After not drinking for three months, | was on the
phone with the friend who had taken me to that firs
meeting. | was complaining to her about problems at
work and how my sponsor didn’t understand me.
Later in the conversation | mentioned that evenrwhe
| described myself as agnostic, | thought maybeetbimg
was watching out for me. She asked, “Isn’t it

about time you made a decision?”

I knew where to look in the Big Book, and | had
been careful to avoid it until then. | turned te th

Third Step Prayer and quietly read it to her oher t
phone. Nothing happened. | didn’t expect anything t
happen. Then, for some reason, | turned back to the
words, “No one among us has been able to maintain
anything like perfect adherence to these principles
They echoed in my mind.

Something happened. A barrier collapsed. Without
moving or speaking, | was carried away on a flobd o
emotion, yet at the same time, | was completelyrawa
of myself and my surroundings. | could hear my
friend’s voice asking what had happened to me. |
couldn’t answer. | still can’t explain it.

| know that I took the Third Step (turning my will
and my life over to a Higher Power) that night hesea
| began writing a Fourth Step inventory the

next day, and | continued to write until | did tRidth
Step with my sponsor. Soon | had a list of peoiad
harmed. | talked about each of the amends with my
sponsor. By the time | had started setting thimgfst r
with my family, | began to feel a lot better.

More than eleven years later it's hard to recapture
the feelings of that night. What do | believe assult?
| can say that doubting God’s existence was no
barrier at all to a spiritual experience. Alsoahcsay
that having such an experience didn’t lead me yo an
certainty about God. Alcoholics Anonymous gives me



the freedom to believe and to doubt as much as |
need to.

I do know that my life is different now. | haven’t

had a drink since | came to A.A. | have fewer résemts,
and | don’t spend much time thinking about

the past. I've found that my experience can beetjf h

to other people. | have come to believe that hard
times are not just meaningless suffering and that
something good might turn up at any moment. That's
a big change for someone who used to come to in the
morning feeling sentenced to another day of life.
When | wake up today, there are lots of possibditil can
hardly wait to see what’'s going to happen next.

| keep coming back because it works.
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WINNER TAKES ALL

Legally blind but no longer alone, she found a way
to stay sober, raise a family, and turn her lifepto
the care of God.

IVI y parents were very much in love and

had been married a couple of years when

they decided to start a family. They were so exlcite
when their first son was born. They owned their own
small business, and with the arrival of their dogirt
lives seemed perfect—until tragedy struck. When
their son was about two years old, my parents were
eating at a local restaurant, and he was dancitigeto
music of the juke box and having a good time. He¥eed
some older children outside and was hit by a

car. My parents carried him in an ambulance tospital
thirty miles away, where he was pronounced dead
on arrival. My parents were stricken with grief.

One miracle that brought them some joy in the
midst of all the pain was that Mom found out shes wa
pregnant. When this little girl was born, she bitdug
them great joy. She did not take the place of her
brother, but in her own right she did bring them jo
They tried again to have another little boy, batyth
had me instead. Not only was | a girl, but | wasoal
born legally blind. A year or so later they finatlid

get the boy they wanted, and there was a big party
celebrate his birth.

From the very beginning | felt different and unwexht

At a very young age, as children do, I had to

make sense out of my life, so | came to the commius
that | was bad and God knew | was bad, so God made
me handicapped to punish me. | thought that thetoo
of sadness in my family was because of me.

Later | realized that a part of it might have beee
to my handicap, but there was still a lot of gneyi
going on. My father turned to alcohol and was g ver
angry man. When we were growing up, he was very
critical. | was told things on a daily basis, likeas



dumb and lazy. When | started school, | truly i
how different | was from other children. Children
were very cruel and made fun of me. | could tell yo
many stories of times | was treated badly, ancbalgh
the stories would be different, the feeling was
always the same. | was not good enough, and | hurt.
Special education was mostly for the mentally cdy
so | did not get much support from my teachers,
though there were two teachers who made a
difference in my life. One was a third-grade teache
who got me large-print books. It felt so good that
someone understood | had a problem, but that was
overruled by the embarrassment | felt trying taycar
those big books around. The other teacher was a
freshman high school teacher who flunked me. It was
as if | heard her say, “You can do better.” All titber
teachers just let me pass, whether | knew the mahter
or not. When | got out of high school, | felt as ifad
gotten out of some kind of prison. | graduated h50t
out of a class of 152, and | felt that | was dumb.

It was during my high school years that | discodere
alcohol, and my problems were over. Now | was prett
and smart. For the first time | felt as if | fit. ihstill

could not see—oh well, no big deal, | felt good.

| got married and had two children. | married a

man who was not or could not be honest. For several
years after we were married, | did not drink. Mster
went through a divorce and moved to the town |

was living in. To be a good sister | went out whtr,

for she knew no one in the town. We went to a agunt
western place that had a beer bust. You just paid a
certain amount to get in, and you could drink ally
wanted to drink. | thought | had arrived in heaven.
We did this several times a week, and then sheedtar
meeting people and started dating. Well, | couldn’t
drive, so | started drinking more and more at home.
Several years later alcohol had control over ney lif

| had a tee shirt that | just loved; it said, “Edso

hate myself in the morning. Now | sleep till noon.”
That described my feelings totally.

When my daughter had to go to the hospital, |
stayed sober for the five days she was there ddd to
myself that | had licked the alcohol problem. Oa th
way home from the hospital, | got drunk again.riroat



tell you the number of times I tried to stop on my
own. My son would look at me and say,"Mom, why do
you have to drink so much?” He was about eleven
years old at the time. So one night | got on myekne
and said, “God, change me or let me die.”

It was at this point in my life that | called Alcolics
Anonymous and asked for help. They sent two ladies
over to my house. They sat with me, and | told them
that | drank because my marriage was bad. Oneeof th
ladies held my hand and said, “That is not why you
drink.” I told them | drank because | was part
German. She patted my hand and said, “No, that's no
why you drink.” Then | told them | drank because |
was legally blind. They said, “No, that’s not whywy
drink,” and they started to explain to me that htdsm
is a disease. They shared their stories with me

and told me how alcohol had taken over their lives.

| started going to meetings, and my story sounded

so dull next to some of the stories | heard. Thetmo
interesting thing | could think to tell was abolét

time my friends, who were also drunk, let me drive
the car. | almost got us all killed—but what fun!
Legally blind, drunk, and behind the wheel of a car
God was really taking care of me and the other lgeop
on the road that night; | just didn’t know it aeth

time.

The truth is, most of my drinking was done at home
alone. | would call people and talk, and the foilogv
mornings were awful, trying to piece together what

| had said. | would say things to my husband like,
“Wasn'’t that an interesting call last night,” hogihe
would volunteer information. My hands were begimnin
to shake without the alcohol, yet when | got to

A.A., | wasn’t sure | belonged because my drunkalog
was not exciting.

Then one night at an A.A. meeting a friend said tha
even though he had been in jail and done lots @iisd |
of stuff, he was no different from me. He felt the
same things | felt. It was then that | knew | was

not unique, that the people did understand the pain
inside me.

I met a lady who had a handicapped child, and we



learned so much from each other. One important
thing that | learned was thaaindicappeds not a
four-letter word Handicappeds not a dirty word. |
learned that | was not bad—that | was one of God’s
special children, that God had a plan for my [itke
people of A.A. showed me how my past could and
would become an asset. | got a sponsor and started
working the steps. The promises of the Big Book
started coming true for me. The feeling of uselessn
and self-pity went away, and | could see how myeexgmces
could help others.

When | was three years sober, | made one of the
most difficult decisions | had ever made. | lef th
marriage. | did not leave because | didn’t love .Him
still love him, but the marriage was not a heajtlace
for me to be. | found myself with two children to
support. | was legally blind and had no job skills.
When | moved out, | first moved into public housing
for blind people. This was a shocking experience fo
me, but it was full of growth. For the first time my
life, I was learning to accept my handicap. Befibie

I would plan out my day as if | could see and then
plan it out again based on the fact that my visiais
limited.

Through the commission for the blind, I got invalve

in a program that helps blind people become
self-employed. After three months of training, |
moved to a city a couple of hundred miles away wher
| knew no one. I lived in an apartment that wasuabo
a mile from a coffee shop that | operated. | would
walk to work at 6:30 a.m., carrying $200 in opening
cash on a dark road, and | was afraid. | had tvaplee
working for me, and on my second day one of

them did not show up. | had never run a busineksde
and my three months of training just didn’'t seem
enough. It was a hard time for me. A lady from a
major food company came by to take my grocery
order, and | didn’t have a clue how much coffee,
bacon, or hamburger meat | needed. She shared with
me what the previous manager had ordered and
helped me place an order.

God only knows how we got on the subject, but she
was a member of A.A. and later would become my



new sponsor. She picked me up and took me to ngsetin
At one of the meetings, | met a guy who for the

next year picked me up and drove me to work. | paid
him a dollar each morning. | am sure that did not

cover his gas, but it helped me to feel | was paywny

way. For the first time in my life, | was now supiog
myself.

This is just an example of how God works in my.life
No longer did | have to drink, but it was much more
than that. Everything | needed was provided. |dad
God of my understanding that helped me in evergetsp
of my life.

In working the steps, my life changed. | think difntly
today; | feel different today. | am new. We

have a sign at the A.A. meetings | go to that says,
“Expect a Miracle.” My sobriety is full of miracles
When my son filled out an application for college,
filled one out too, and was accepted. Soon | vélbab
senior, and | have a 3.71 grade point average.kBhan
to A.A. | have come a long way from being near the
bottom of my high school class. It takes me a lot
longer to read the material, so | have a CCTV {l pu
my book under this camera and it comes out in big
print on a monitor). | have a talking calculatoatth
helped me get through statistics and a telescaye th
can help me see the board. | accept help fromitabld
student services and gladly make use of the vadunte
notetakers.

| learned to accept the things | could not chairge (
this case my vision) and change the things | can (I
could be grateful for and accept the visual aidseiad
of being embarrassed and rejecting them as | had
when | was younger).

| have already told you about some of the miracles
that have happened. However, there’s more. | veant t
tell you how | feel inside. | am no longer spirillya
bankrupt. It's as if | have a magic source in nig that
has provided me with all | need. | just celebrated
twelfth year of sobriety a couple of months ago.ewh

| first came to A.A., | didn’t know who | was. My
sponsor said, “Great—if you don’t know who you are,
you can become whomever God wants you to be.”



Today | am doing things that | never dreamed
possible. More importantly, it is the peace an@siy

| feel inside that keeps me coming back. | havenbee
through hard times in and out of sobriety, but befo
A.A. it didn’t matter how good things got—I always
had a feeling that something was wrong. Since AtA.,
doesn’'t matter how bad things get—I always have a
feeling that everything is going to be all right.

In working the Twelve Steps, my life and my old

way of thinking have changed. | have no controlrove
some of the things that happen in my life, but wité
help of God I can now choose how | will respond.
Today | choose to be happy, and when I'm not, khav
the tools of this program to put me back on track.
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ME AN ALCOHOLIC?

Alcohol’s wringer squeezed this author—but he
escaped quite whole.

When i try to reconstruct what my life was like

“before,” | see a coin with two faces.

One, the side | turned to myself and the world, was
respectable—even, in some ways, distinguishedsl wa
father, husband, taxpayer, home owner. | was clabma
athlete, artist, musician, author, editor, aircraft

pilot, and world traveler. | was listed Who’s Who

in Americaas an American who, by distinguished
achievement, had arrived.

The other side of the coin was sinister, baffling.

was inwardly unhappy most of the time. There would
be times when the life of respectability and acbreent
seemed insufferably dull—I had to break out.

This | would do by going completely “bohemian” for
a night, getting drunk, and rolling home with the
dawn. Next day, remorse would be on me like a tiger
I'd claw my way back to respectability and stayréhe
—until the inevitable next time.

The insidiousness of alcoholism is an appallingdhi

In all the twenty-five years of my drinking, thesxere
only a few occasions when | took a morning drink. M
binges were one-night stands only. Once or twice,
during my early drinking, | carried it over intoeth
second day, and only once, that | can remember, did
it continue into the third. | was never drunk oge th

job, never missed a day’'s work, was seldom rendered
totally ineffective by a hangover, and kept my dqu
expenses well within my adequate budget. | continue
to advance in my chosen field. How could such

a man possibly be called an alcoholic? Whatever the
root of my unhappiness might turn out to be, |
thought, it could not possibly be booze.

Of course | drank. Everybody did in the set which
| regarded as the apex of civilization. My wife é&al/



to drink, and we tied on many a hooter in the name
of marital bliss. My associates, and all the witd a
literary lights | so much admired, also drank. Eugn
cocktails were as standard as morning coffee, and |
suppose my average daily consumption ran a little
more or less than a pint. Even on my rare (af)first
binge nights, it never ran much over a quart.

How easy it was, in the beginning, to forget that

those binges ever happened! After a day or two of
groveling remorse, I'd come up with an explanation.
“The nervous tension had piled up and just had to

spill over.” Or, “My physical plant had got a lgtrundown
and the stuff rushed right to my head.” Or, “I

got to talking and forgot how many | was taking and

it hit me.” Always we’'d emerge with a new formula

for avoiding future trouble. “You've got to spacewy
drinks and take plenty of water in between,” or &Co

the stomach with a little olive oil,” or “Drink attying
butthose damn martinis.” Weeks would go by without
further trouble, and I'd be assured I'd at lastdmt

the right formula. The binge had been just “one of
those things.” After a month it seemed unlikelyttih&nappened.
Intervals between binges were eight months.

My growing inward unhappiness was a very real
thing, however, and | knew that something would
have to be done about it. A friend had found help i
psychoanalysis. After a particularly ugly one-nagit
my wife suggested | try it, and | agreed. Educated
child of the scientific age that | was, | had coetel
faith in the science of the mind. It would be aesur
cure and also an adventure. How exciting to learn
the inward mysteries that govern the behavior of
people, how wonderful to know, at last, all aboyseif!
To cut a long story short, | spent seven years

and $10,000 on my psychiatric adventure, and
emerged in worse condition than ever.

To be sure, | learned many fascinating things and
many things that were to prove helpful later. riesal
what a devastating effect it can have on a child to
coddle him and build him up, and then turn and beat
him savagely, as had happened to me.

Meanwhile | was getting worse, both as regards



my inward misery and my drinking. My daily alcolwli
consumption remained about the same through

all this, with perhaps a slight increase, and nmgées
remained one-nighters. But they were occurring with
alarming frequency. In seven years the intervatiaden
them decreased from eight months to ten days!

And they were growing uglier. One night | barely
made my downtown club; if I'd had to go another
fifty feet, I'd have collapsed in the gutter. Oroémer
occasion | arrived home covered with blood. I'd
deliberately smashed a window. With all this it was
becoming increasingly hard to maintain my front of
distinction and respectability to the world. My ganality
was stretched almost to splitting in the effort;
schizophrenia stared me in the face, and one hight
was in a suicidal despair.

My professional life looked fine on the surface. |
was now head of a publishing venture in which
nearly a million dollars had been invested. My oqns
were quoted imimeandNewsweelklong with

pictures. | addressed the public by radio and TV.

It was a fantastic structure, built on a crumbling
foundation. It was tottering and it had to falldid.
After my last binge | came home and smashed my
dining room furniture to splinters, kicked out six
windows and two balustrades. When | woke up sober,
my handiwork confronted me. It is impossible for me
to reproduce my despair.

I'd had absolute faith in science, and only in sce
“Knowledge is power,” I'd always been taught. Now
I had to face up to the fact that knowledge of this
sort, applied to my individual case, wast power.
Science could take my mind apart expertly, but it
couldn’t seem to put it together again. | crawledlb
to my analyst, not so much because | had faithim h
but because | had nowhere else to turn.

After talking with him for a time, | heard myself
saying, “Doc, | think I'm an alcoholic.”

“Yes,” he said, surprisingly, “you are.”

“Then why in God’s hame haven’t you told me so
during all these years?”

“Two reasons,” he said. “First, | couldn’t be sure.
The line between a heavy drinker and an alcohslic i



not always clear. It wasn’t until just lately that,

your case, | could draw it. Second, you wouldnitdna
believed me even if | had told you.”

| had to admit to myself that he was right. Only
through being beaten down by my own misery would
| ever have accepted the term “alcoholic” as applie
to myself. Now, however, | accepted it fully. | kme
from my general reading that alcoholism was irrs\@e
and fatal. And | knew that somewhere along

the line I'd lost the power to stop drinking. “Well
Doc,” | said, “what are we going to do?”

“There’s nothing | can do,” he said, “and nothing
medicine can do. However, I've heard of an orgdiora
called Alcoholics Anonymous that has had some
success with people like you. They make no guagante
and are not always successful. But if you want to,
you're free to try them. It might work.”

Many times in the intervening years | have thanked
God for that man, a man who had the courage totadmi
failure, a man who had the humility to confess

that all the hard-won learning of his professionldo
not turn up the answer. | looked up an A.A. meeting
and went there—alone.

Here | found an ingredient that had been lacking

in any other effort | had made to save myself. Here
was—power!Here was power to live to the end of any
given day, power to have the courage to face the ne
day, power to have friends, power to help people,
power to be sane, power to stay sober. That was
seven years ago—and many A.A. meetings ago—and
| haven't had a drink during those seven years.edeer,
| am deeply convinced that so long as | continue

to strive, in my bumbling way, toward the principle

| first encountered in the earlier chapters of thosk,
this remarkable power will continue to flow through
me. Whats this power? With my A.A. friends, all |
can say is that it's a Power greater than mydelf. |
pressed, all I can do is follow the psalmist whiol $a
long before me'Be still, and know that | am God.”

My story has a happy ending but not of the conwoeati
kind. I had a lot more hell to go through. But

what a difference there is between going throudh he
without a Power greater than one’s self, and witAs
might have been predicted, my teetering tower of
worldly success collapsed. My alcoholic associates



fired me, took control, and ran the enterprise into
bankruptcy. My alcoholic wife took up with someaziee,
divorced me, and took with her all my remaining
property. The most terrible blow of my life befell

me after I'd found sobriety through A.A. Perhaps th
single flicker of decency that shone through trge fo

of my drinking days was a clumsy affection for my
two children, a boy and a girl. One night my son,
when he was only sixteen, was suddenly and trdgical
killed. The Higher Power was on deck to see me
through, sober. | think He’s on hand to see my son
through too.

There have been some wonderful things too. My
new wife and | don’t own any property to speak of,
and the flashy successes of another day are nerlong
mine. But we have a baby who, if you’ll pardonttdi
post-alcoholic sentimentality, is right out of heay

My work is on a much deeper and more significant
level than it ever was before, and | am today ®dyfai
creative, relatively sane human being. And should |
have more bad times, | know that I'll never agaanén
to go through them alone.



(14)
THE PERPETUAL QUEST

This lawyer tried psychiatrists, biofeedback, reléon
exercises, and a host of other techniques to cbntro
her drinking. She finally found a solution,

uniquely tailored, in the Twelve Steps.

When i was a newly minted lawyer starting out

in the practice of criminal law, there were five

of us in our law office. My favorite lawyer was thecentric,
disheveled, wild-eyed Irish law professor who

was brilliant or crazy, depending on your point/gw,
constantly cleaning out his pipe bowl with a bléickernail
and tossing back vodka martinis whenever he

got the chance. Then there was the new but worldwea
litigation lawyer who told endless tales of his

former life of white wine and bouillabaisse undee t
Mediterranean sun as he conducted his exporting
business on the Riviera. Why would he leave such an
ideal, wine-drenched job in sunny climes to slogyaw
at law school? | kept wondering. There was also a
giant good-hearted bear of a man, who today is a
judge, who spent more time listening and helpirgest
than he did practicing criminal law. Into this o
landed a pair of know-it-all, fast-acting, but ot
experienced young lawyers: my husband and me.
Within a dozen years, three of these five promising
lawyers were dead from alcoholism, struck down at
the peak of their careers. The judge is still dncgs

has been a sober judge. And | somehow unwittingly,
and even while drinking, turned into a corporatensel
and later, thankfully, became a member of

Alcoholics Anonymous. The professor’s kidneys gave
out from one too many martinis; the exporting lawye
kept drinking until he died, despite a liver tralasyp;

my ex-husband died in a fire on what was to be, he
had said, his last drunk before going to Aafyain when
| was ten years sober. | have been to too manygitem
funerals due to our good friend alcohol.

My husband and | met and married in law school in
a romantic haze of alcohol, twinkling lights, andah



promise. We stood out as the only young marriegbleou
in our class. We worked and played hard, camped
and hiked and skied, threw fabulous parties for our
sophisticated friends, and prided ourselves orirgiay
away from drugs. In fact, it was fear that keptanay
from drugs—fear that | might not get called to the

bar (that’s the other bar, the legal one) if | were
convicted of possession of illegal street drugsréMo
importantly, my best friend was wonderful, powerful
alcohol, and | loved it.

Until | was four years old, | lived upstairs frontavern,
where | saw a few drunks bounced around. My
mother worked for relatives who also lived over the
tavern, and whoever had time looked after me.
Despite my pleas, my mother married a violent man,
and we moved away to a life that made my taveen lif
look really holy. | kept running away back to tla@ern
until it was demolished. I still fondly look at

pictures of that place.

By the age of fourteen | had my first drunk, which
ended in a minor police visit to my home. By the ag
of eighteen | was a daily drinker, and by age tyeme

I had my first year-long binge in France, which |
euphemistically referred to as my study year ahrbad
came home very sick and drunk. A few months later |
went to bed with a bottle of Scotch one night aadided
I would go to law school. If you are having trouble

try something that is even more difficult, to “show
them.” That was my philosophy. It was enough to
drive me to drink, and it did.

At law school we used to drink a lot of beer indsnt
pubs, debating whether rocks had souls and what was
the nature of the judicial process, as thoughdt ever
been considered before. As new lawyers, my husband
and | eagerly beavered in the office early in tlegmng
before running off to court to fearlessly defend th
downtrodden. Lunch was the training ground for the
perpetual quest for the best martini—usually two or
three of them, good for taking away the knot thattis
time had permanently lodged itself in my stomacth. (
didn’t know that it represented fear and that | wasa
fearless defender after all.) Afternoons would dde f

of creative legal arguments in court. If court $iméd



early, maybe we’'d make it back to the office, maybe
not.

Evenings we drank with the best of them: lawyers,
writers, media types, everyone vying to tell thetbe
stories, which of course got funnier and funnier th
more we drank and the later it got. When | drahg, t
fear evaporated and | became articulate and apharen
very, very funny—or so they said then. Years

later | drank so much that | was no longer funnyt B

at the time, the drinks and the stories and theacaderie
were as wonderful as | was witty. We would

get home to sleep by one or two in the morning, and
the next day we would be up early to start all over
again. The fortitude and resilience of youth masle u
invincible.

Unfortunately, by the time we thought it was time

to have a “real life” and maybe start a family, tharriage
disintegrated. | was then twenty-eight years old,
getting divorced, drinking all the time, and seeéng
psychiatrist three times a week, trying to solve my
problem, whatever it was.

| thought | had found part of the answer when |
stumbled into a private controlled-drinking program
which helped me, during the initial thirty-day maiaty
period of abstinence, to hook a very large rug,

row by row, well into many late nights. “One more
row!” | kept saying, gritting my teeth against and

My period of abstinence also helped me get a better
job in the corporate world, away from all thoseduinking
criminal lawyers, and a new three-story, fourbedroo
house. Just what every single woman

needs! It helped me to quit the psychiatrist. Dgirin
this abstinence, | also got out of a sick relations
which reproduced the violence of my childhood.
Incredibly, | did not connect the improved managjésb
of my life in this short period of abstinence to

the absence of booze. It didn’t matter in the long
run, because unfortunately, | started to get drunk
again. | recall being fixated on that first glagsvwne

| was allowed to drink the day my coach informed me
that | was ready to start drinking in controllegHeon.
My tongue was almost hanging out.



Many drunks later, | tried everything else | could
find: more therapy, different psychiatrists (it wa®ays
to be the next one who would solve my problem),
biofeedback, relaxation exercises, Antabuse, lots
of self-help books from Freud to Jung, to everyemntr
fad that was published or taught. All to no avail,

of course, because I'd always end up drunk.

Came the day when I realized that | couldn’t keep
dragging myself off to work in the morning and sgieg
half the energy of every day concealing the fact

that | was a barely functioning drunk. | would go
home to drink until | passed out, come to in theate
of the night terrified, listen to the radio, and ge
worldwide telephonitis, finally dozing off at dawjoist
in time to be awakened by the alarm and start the
process all over again. | gave up on relationsbfps
any significance, saw my friends less, and stopped
committing myself to most social occasions because
could never count on being sober. More and more, |
just worked and went home to drink—and the drinking
was starting to outstrip the working.

One day | was so hungover at lunchtime | called a
friend and had a little cry. “I've tried everythirmgd
nothing works,” | said, reciting my litany of doco

and different therapies. | did not remember that
thirteen years earlier, when | was twenty-one years
old, I had attended a few meetings of Alcoholics
Anonymous after waking up one morning not knowing
where | was. | had just started law school and teagfied
most of the time, so | went on a binge to quell

the fear, which only got worse. | have no idea what
made me go to A.A. way back then. But there were
no young people at the meetings, and people kept
marveling at how young and fresh | looked. (No one
at A.A. said that when | came back thirteen yeater])
My friend suggested that we contact a man she
knew who was a member of Alcoholics Anonymous,
and | agreed to call him. “Perhaps he could call,}0
she said helpfully, which was the key, becauséht t
night I was just fine and didn’t need any outsiééph
aside from a drink or two. But he kept phoning and
bothering me about going to a meeting. When he told
me he went to A.A. meetings three or four times a
week, | thought, Poor man, he has nothing better to
do. What a boring life it must be for him, running



around to A.A. meetings with nothing to drink! Bugi
indeed: no bouncing off walls, no falling down stai
no regular trips to hospital emergency rooms, 180 lo
cars, and on and on.

My first meeting back at A.A. was on an unseasognabl
hot June night, but there was not a cool drink in

sight in that church basement. The smoke could have
choked a horse (today, it is much improved), afahatical
woman with smiling bright eyes eagerly explained

to me that they had this important book |

should buy. Thinking that they were doing the book
promotion because they needed the money, | said
firmly, “I'll give you the money, but | don’t wantour
book!” Which about sums up my attitude and explains
why, for the next few months, | continued to get

drunk in spite of dragging my body to meetings gver
few days. | would stare at the large vodka bottleny
kitchen cupboard and say, “You won’t get me!” lut i
did; I always lost the battle and ended up drunk.

My last hangover was on a Friday before a long
summer weekend. | had struggled through the day
feeling small and hopeless, hiding the tremblinghgf
hands when | had to sign documents, and desperately
working to wrap my tongue around words during
meetings. Later that Friday night, after an agomgli

long workday, | was dragging myself up the deserted
street thinking that the whole world, except for,me
had someplace to go on that long weekend, and svhat’
more, they all had someone to go with.

The first difference between that night and all the
others was that | did not immediately go directiyat
bar to get lubricated or home with my regular giant
weekend supply of booze. Instead | went to my club
to swim, where strangely enough | also did notldrin

| was so hungover that | had to give up tryingwins
and instead wrapped myself in a bathrobe and sat in
dark corner of the locker room lounge for two hours
feeling desperately sorry for myself.

I don’t know what happened during those two
hours, but close to eight o’clock, | leaped up, fech
into my clothes, and raced off to a meeting I'd had
intention of attending. It was a bit like gettingegp on
the head with an invisible hammer and having my



brain flip over, because the meeting seemed tadbieally
different from the last time | had been there.

The people looked animatedly alive, the weirdos who
had been attending before were absent that nigtit, a
the books on display actually looked interesting. |
bought the boolklcoholics Anonymoudistened intently,
and then, for the first time, | went for coffee

with those people and listened some more.

Late that night at home, there was a presenceein th
room with me, even though I lived alone. The next
morning | knew | didn’t have to drink. That night |
went to a Step meeting where they discussed Step
Two, “Came to believe that a Power greater thaselues
could restore us to sanity,” and | actually talked
about God, the one who had abandoned me when |
was very little, very frightened, and very hurt the
weeks and months that followed, | did everything
that was suggested to me. | went to a meeting every
day, read the books and literature, and got a gpons
who told me to have a quiet time every morning and
try to pray and meditate or at least sit still &olew
minutes, before racing off for the day. Since tpd
myself on adhering to the intellectual principlenoft
having contempt for anything prior to investigation

| tried to keep an open mind no matter what anyone
said and how stupid | thought it was. That probably
saved my life.

| joined a downtown group that met near my office
right after work at 5:15. (I would not have madit
8:00 p.m.) Soon, | got into service. | was givenlba
books, notes of business meetings, and various othe
instructions and told to do whatever was necedsary
keep the meeting going. | did that job for quitenso
time. | also instituted regular business meetings a
found an eager newcomer to whom | eventually
turned over the bank book and papers.

| had a lot of problems in those early days, but no
matter what the problem, | was repeatedly told to
seek more spiritual development, something that did
not interest me. | was also told that my purpose he
on earth was to be of maximum service to God and
the people around me, and that didn’t interestone t
much either. However, | said nothing, listened, and



kept going to meetings, mostly Step discussiongrevh
| heard people talk about how they practiced tlep$St
and about the Big Book, our selfishness, and hglpin
others. Sometimes, | thought they were nuts, those
meetings; often | thought they were boring, bug¢ptk
listening and tried to relate.

Soon after a friend of mine was killed by a drunk
going the wrong way on the freeway, a truck driver
talked about driving long hauls drunk. | was haoedf
and repelled, until | paused to recall that | used
drive when | couldn’t walk straight. When my friend
was killed, my A.A. friends said, “Don’t drink! Ddn
think! Go to meetings!” | went to a meeting where

| sobbed and gnashed my teeth, but | didn’t drink.

| became as compulsive about A.A. as | had been
about drinking, which was necessary because | had
been told to spend as much time at meetings a8 | ha
spent drinking. | went to every A.A. get-togethessgible
and was saturated with A.A. | listened to tapes of
A.A. talks. | read and reread the literature andkso
laughing into the night oveédr. Bob and the Good
Oldtimers | signed up for theéoners-Internationalist
Meetingin print (LIM) and shared the meetings |
attended in letters to people who could not get to
meetings. This helped me to remember what | had
heard, and my sharing helped someone else. | once
wrote to a man who received my letter the same day
he had killed someone in a car accident, which doul
no doubt make one very, very thirsty.

Many years later, although alcohol is not part gf m
life and I no longer have the compulsion to driibk,
can still occur to me what a good drink tastes #ikd
what it can do for me, from my stand-at-attentitmoholic
taste buds right down to my stretched out tingling
toes. As my sponsor used to point out, such
thoughts are like red flags, telling me that sonmgth

is not right, that | am stretched beyond my sober
limit. It's time to get back to basic A.A. and sgbhat
needs changing. That special relationship withtedto
will always be there, waiting to seduce me agagan
stay protected by continuing to be an active member
of A.A.

The hardest thing | had to deal with in sobriety



was my own anger and the violence | lived through
in my childhood. I had forgiven those involved a&stb

| could, but the mind seems never to forget. | had
gratefully received years of outside help becawsad
told that my drinking was only the symptom of daepe
troubles. Yet despite the help of many professgnal

| know | would never have recovered from violence
and alcoholism without A.A.’s Twelve Steps, which
are uniquely tailored for people like me.

Just as importantly, | believe that | recovered
through the grace of a Higher Power, despite tbe fa
that | was very angry and wanted nothing to do with
God when | arrived at Alcoholics Anonymous. In fact
I did not need to find God. | only needed an open
mind, and the spirit found me.

When | was five years sober, | met a man in A.A.

who was also five years sober. He said that thiesroc

in my head fit the holes in his. Today we have a
daughter who has never seen her parents drink and
who sees them try to help others in Alcoholics
Anonymous. We have a nice home and sober family
life in a community with lots of A.A. friends ande®tings.
It's a long, long way from that first A.A. meeting,

and it couldn’t get much better.
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A DRUNK, LIKE YOU

The more he listened at meetings, the more he came
to know about his own drinking history.

U sually our stories start out by telling what

we were like, what happened, and what we are

like now. For me, what it was like was nothing in
particular—no problems, nothing special happened.
Nothing that | realized, anyhow. Only much later,
when | started listening to other people and what
happened to them and when and how, did | realize
that those things were in my past also.

My story starts in the middle. What happened? My
family and | were attending a relative’s bris, ai3h
ritual circumcision and baby-naming ceremony. After
the ceremonies and brunch I fell asleep. When & wa
time to leave, they woke me up. The car ride home
was very quiet. The wife and my two kids said noghi
Later that day | found out what the problem was.
When they came to wake me, | was very belligerent
and threatening. | scared them. They were afraid |
would hit them. That was it. | could see that sdrimef
had to be done. My wife’s sister-in-law, who is a
social worker, suggested we see a counselor. gtitou
that might be a good idea. | was having anxietycat
for no reason. | used to be able to demonstratdugts
to high-level executives of the corporation |

worked for with no problem; now even minor product
showcases were becoming difficult.

Also, | was having trouble getting technicians to

work for me. In the past | had had my pick becdusas
good to work for and the projects were fun, witteresting
new ideas. | always had a quick temper, but

now things were getting out of hand. | would do

things like beat up my desk with my desk chair.

And the most serious thing to me was that | was
contemplating suicide. | had an actual plan—a plan

for an accident that would raise no question in the
minds of the insurance company. So in a moment of



sanity, | decided it would be a good idea to sesg.h
If I hadn’t lost my marbles, they were at the least
very loose.

So my wife and | found a psychiatric social worker
the local Jewish Family Services agency. She saagus
a couple, then individually, then together, andt so
went. When we were together, we worked on our
interpersonal problems. When | saw her by myself,
she would talk about drinking. | don’t know why she
kept bringing it up. | drank, but not that mucimelver
even mentioned my drinking except maybe to say,
“Yes, | do drink,” when she asked. It wasn’t theldem—
the other things were. One day she read me

some questions from a pamphlet, which | answered
honestly. She concluded that maybe | drank too much
and we talked about that for several sessions.

One day she asked if | could limit myself to five

drinks in a day. | said, “Sure.” Was | surprisedewh
found that | couldn’t. That should have been my

first clue that she might be right, but it didn&aowr

to me.

Then | hit on a clever solution. | have severaldacaic
degrees, and someone as smart as | was could
solve this problem. The idea was to put off thetfir
drink as long as possible and go to bed afterasi |
drink. That worked out okay, and | told the counsel
| was able to keep it to five a day with little row
problem. But she said if you had to control sonreghi
it was out of control.

During one session she suggested that | try not
drinking at all one weekend. “Okay,” | said. Sheoal
suggested that | send the kids off somewhere #r th
weekend because | might be irritable.

| used to watch a lot of late-night movies—it was

my time to relax by having a few drinks, a habit

that started in night school when | had a full-tijole
and was studying chemistry at night. | had seenienov
versions of what happened to people who had
drinking problemsThe Lost Weekend, Days of

Wine and Rosesind others. And so | was nervous
about raging, losing control, and maybe being vible
as my wife had said | was. So we packed up the kids
and the booze (all of it) and took all to my wife’s



parents.

Much to my surprise the weekend went well—no
problems—and in the next session | told my coumselo
so. She said, “What about the meeting?” | said, d&Wh
meeting?” She said, “The A.A. meeting.” | said, “8th
A.A. meeting? We never talked about that.” She aid
had agreed to go to an A.A. meeting. So out came a
meeting list. She explained about open and closed
meetings. | decided on one | thought would be okay
for me—a men’s discussion group. They would be my
kind of people, and the time fit into my scheddlbe
meeting list started on Sunday. | never startebgegt

or anything else on a Sunday. Monday was my
M.A.S.H night. Tuesday waBuesday Night at the
Movies,and | am a big old-movie fan. So Wednesday
is when | decided to try this A.A. meeting.

The meeting went okay. We talked about somebody’s
problem with an anonymity break at his doctor’s
office. The people at the meeting were telling

him stuff that made no sense to me, like “Live &ntl
Live,” “Easy Does It,” “One Day at a Time,” “usegh
Serenity Prayer,” “talk to your sponsor,” and as we
went around the table it came my turn. Since they
were all saying they were alcoholics, it wasn’t baod
for me to say my name and, “Hi, I'm an alcoholic,”
and suggest that the man should just go to another
doctor. He thanked me very much, and after the
meeting he said to be sure and come back next week.
During the meeting, somebody mentioned spending
too much time at discussion tables when we

should have been spending more time at First Stapd
for newcomers. So | went to the First Step table

the following week. The discussion was very intengs

| didn’t think | was “powerless over alcohol,” but

I knew “my life was unmanageable.”

One night we were talking about when we started
drinking, and | was saying that | drank all my life
Actually I was given my first drink at my bris. Tiha
usually done when a boy is eight days old. Sod aéi
Jewish boys start drinking early. | had to admitt th
after that it was just the usual milk and juiceilunt
could sit up at the table with the family, and then
there would be kiddush wine every Friday night. Not
great stuff—what we got was sweet wine and seltzer,



so | didn’t drink very much of it. | didn’t like .it_ater
| learned the definition of a social drinker: someo
who could take it or leave it.

When | was about ten years old, we all came back
from my cousin’s bar mitzvah services to celebeadte
my grandmother’s house. There | had my first real
drink. All the adults went over to the table for a
schnapps. There were all these little tiny glagses
front of various liquor bottles and everybody wasihg
one, so | had one too. It was good. It was smooth
and warm and wonderful. | liked it and went back fo
another. This one wasn’'t smooth—it was hot going
down, not as wonderful.

After that | drank what | could, when | could,

where | could. Not much, not often, not as a tearydd.
At that First Step table we figured out, or theg di
anyhow, that that was alcoholic drinking—having one
and going back for a second right away. | know how
never had just one drink, ever.

One night they were talking about how much they
drank, and one guy said he had so many beers, the
next guy talked about shots, one about mixed drinks
never heard of, another about so many pints, antd on
went around the table. When my turn came, | said |
didn’t know. “Wow, that much,” they said. “No,” bgl.

I meant | didn’t know the amount. | drank mostly at
home and poured some in a tall glass and drank that
and did it several times. “Well, how many times did
you refill?” “I don’t know.”

Somebody asked it another way. He wanted to

know, how many did | buy? “Well,” | said, “I stopge

in the package store every day and bought one.;™Oh
he said. “How many did you have left at the enthef
week?” Well, he had me there. “None,” | said. He
said, “a bottle-a-day man.” | never got to say heot
word—it was settled over my objections.

| saw the counselor once a week, and | went to this
men’s meeting once a week, and everything washgetti
better. Once | saw somebody get a ninety-day pin.

| decided not to get one. Even though | couldr& se

it from where | was sitting, | wasn’t going to wear
A.A. sign. One day somebody got a ninety-day pocket



piece that he could rub for luck, and | decidedeb

one of those. After my three months were up, | went
to the literature guy and bought one. He said o
be nice if it was presented to me in front of ebedy.

| wasn't too keen on getting up in front of evergon

He said it would be good for the newcomers; it wioul
show them that the program worked. So | told him
okay and asked the leader of the First Step table t
give it to me. They were paying him to run the riregt
or so | thought at the time. (Later | found out

that they were reimbursing him for the snacks.}ji&o
following week | got my pocket piece and thanked
everybody for giving me the power over alcohol. Now
I was more powerful than alcohol because for tree fi
time in a long time | could choose not to use it.

A couple of weeks later the large company | was
with, which had relocated me and my family at their
expense, had a large staff cutback, and | was cut
back—fired. | thought | was fire-proof. | was irvary
important position, doing important work. | was the
chief researcher in developing a new product; | was
sitting in on strategic planning meetings. | was/ve
upset. After all, | was better now and back to gein
good employee and team player again, but to nd.avai
We were able to stay on site in special offices set
aside for us to conduct our job search. As pattisf

job search, | was allowed to go to a professionalention
being held in the Southwest.

Now somehow, between the time | lost my job and
my flight to the convention, | decided maybe | was
not an alcoholic and | needed to test that thefitgr

all, | was a researcher, and things had to bedekte
decided that on the plane (it seemed like a saieepl

| would put the question to the test. If | could/éa

one drink and no more, | was not an alcoholic—abtich
can't do that. So when the stewardess came by

to ask me if | wanted a drink, | said, “Yes.” She p
two little bottles’ worth in a glass (“No ice, thHagou
very much”) and went up the aisle. On her way back
she asked if | wanted another, and | said, “Yes.” |
drank for the whole flight—before dinner, duringnder,
and after dinner. As we approached our destination,
| searched in my pocket for a pen to fill out the
in-flight magazine response card. | found thisdarg
coin. | took it out to see what it was. It was nigatyday



pocket piece, and | was reminded of what | was
doing. And the thought came to me: Wow, those guys
at the meeting were right—I am powerless over atoh
| put that coin back in my pocket and from that

day to this, some 1&years later, | have had no urge
to drink.

When | got back to my meeting, | told them what
had happened. | don’t know why—it was not like the
me to 'fess up to anything. They were concerneg onl
whether | was still drinking. And | said, “No, I'mot.”

| was worried that they were going to take my coin
back. All they wanted to know was what | was gdimg
do now. | had no idea. They did, however. They said
| needed a sponsor—so | found a sponsor. Theyl said
needed more meetings. “How many?” | wanted to
know. They said | only had to go to meetings orsday
I would have had a drink. They said | needed to
identify, not compare. | didn’t know what they mean
What was the difference? Identifying, they saidswa
trying to see how | was like the people | was with.
Comparing, they told me, was looking for differesice
usually seeing how | was better than others.

One day we were talking about spiritual awakenings.
Everyone talked a little about what happened to

them and when and how and all that. Then it came my
turn. | said | hadn’'t had one yet, but | was opert.t

Well, two people were trying to talk at the same

time. “What have you been telling us about thelaig
flight all this time?” “Well,” | said, “l was driniag

and the coin reminded me of what | did. And |

decided | was powerless and couldn’t drink anymore
and stopped.” One man said, “Well, that’s it. What
more do you want?” | said, “What about the blinding
white flash?” “What about it?” he said. “Read thig B
Book. The Appendix explains the concept of a sudden
change and a gradual change, and that not everybody
has a blinding flash.” “Oh,” | said, “That was ittt

was mine?” “Yes,” | was told. “What more do you
want?” Actually | wanted something more dramatic,
and my sponsor said what he so often did: “So?” And
| found myself saying, “Well, if that’s it, it wilhave to
do.” “Have to do?” he replied. “It was bigger anetter
than most, and more importantly, it worked. You
stopped and didn’t start again.”



Well, that worked for me. | have stayed in the
Fellowship of Alcoholics Anonymous long enough to
find the program in the Big Book and to practide al
its principles in all my affairs on a daily basis.

The last big hurdle was closing the meeting with th
Lord’s Prayer. As a Jew, | was uncomfortable with i
and decided to talk to my sponsor about it. Sad,sa
“The Lord’s Prayer bothers me. | don'’t like closing
with it.” “Oh,” he said, “what’s the problem?” “Wel
I’'m Jewish and it's not a Jewish prayer.” “Well the
he said “say it in Jewish.” | said, “It would stide the
Lord’s Prayer.” “Right,” he said. “Then say somaei
else that you like. Your Higher Power, whatever you
call it, is helping you, and you need to say thaoil.”
That was a big step for me; | finally began to sefea
the religious aspects of my life from A.A.’s spird
program. Now the big difference to me is that
religion is the ritual, and we all differ there daspirituality
is the way we feel about what we do. It's about

my personal contact with my personal Higher Power,
as | understand Him.

Everything has turned around. | found a new job,
which | then decided to leave. | opened my own rtess.
| was able to put my two sons through college at
large universities. My oldest son’s great passias o
go on road trips to get away from home when it was
time to come home on school breaks; now he comes
home regularly and brings friends. The younger son
comes home often and calls regularly.

My marriage is no longer on the brink and is better
than ever. And the best is yet to come. All thid an
more | owe to the Fellowship in the rooms and the
program in the book.



(16)
ACCEPTANCE WAS THE ANSWER

The physician wasn’'t hooked, he thought—he just
prescribed drugs medically indicated for his manfgnants.
Acceptance was his key to liberation.

I f there ever was anyone who came to A.A. by

mistake, it was I. | just didn’t belong here. Never

in my wildest moments had it occurred to me that |
might like to be an alcoholic. Never once had my
mother even hinted at the idea that, when | grew up
I might like to be president of A.A. Not only dichbt
think that being an alcoholic was a good ideadhdi
even feel that | had all that much of a drinkinglgem!
Of course, | hagrroblemsall sorts of problems.

“If you had my problems, you'd drink too” was my
feeling.

My major problems were marital. “If you had my
wife, you'd drink too.” Max and | had been married
for twenty-eight years when | ended up in A.A. It
started out as a good marriage, but it deteriorated
over the years as she progressed through the gariou
stages of qualifying for Al-Anon. At first, she widu
say, “You don't love me. Why don’t you admit it?”
Later, she would say, “You don't like me. Why don't
you admit it?” And as her disease was reaching the
terminal stages, she was screaming, “You hate ma! Y
hate me! Why don’t you admit you hate me?” So |
admitted it.

| remember very well saying, “There’s only one
person in the world whose guts | hate worse than
yours, and those are my own.” She cried a bit a@atw
to bed; that was the only answer to problems that s
had left. | cried a bit and then mixed myself aeoth
drink. (Today, we don't have to live like that any
more.)

Max hadn’t gotten that way because | didn'’t care.
Indeed, it seemed that | cared too much. | had sent
her to four consecutive psychiatrists, and notamne



them had gotten me sober. | also sent my kidsyohpatrists.
| remember, one time, even the dog had a

psychiatric diagnosis. | yelled at Max, “What daiyo

mean, ‘The dog just needs more love’? You tell that
dumb cat-and-dog doctor he’s not a Beverly Hillggbgatrist.
All I want to know is, why does that dog wet

in my lap every time | hold him?” (That dog hasn’t

wet my pants once since | joined A.A., and neither

have I')

The harder | worked with Max, the sicker she got.
So, when it ended up at a psycho ward, | wasn't all
that surprised. But then, when that steel door slach
shut, and she was the one that went home, I truly
was amazed.

I had begun to drink in the early years of pharmacy
school, in order to get to sleep. After going tbcd

all day, working in the family drugstore all evegijn
and then studying until one or two in the morning,
would not be able to sleep soundly, with everytHing
had been studying going round in my head. | would
be half asleep and half awake, and in the morning |
would be both tired and stupid. Then | found thiei-so
tion: At the end of study time, | would drink two
beers, jump in bed, sleep real fast, and wake w@grtsm
| drank my way through schools and always got
honors. And as | went through pharmacy school,
graduate school, medical school, internship, resige
and specialty training, and finally, went into pree,
my drinking kept increasing. But | thought it waschuse
my responsibilities were increasing. “If you had

my responsibilities, if you needed the sleep liki®)
you’'d drink too.”

My drinking took place after work hours. | remember
finding myself in the middle of the night in the
doctors’ parking lot at the hospital with one faot

the car and one foot on the ground, not knowing
which was the lead foot; finding myself hangingthe
telephone—then realizing | had gotten out of bedwaered
the phone, turned on the light, and carried on

a conversation with a patient. | didn’t know whethe
had told him to rush to the hospital and I'd mdet h
there, or to take two aspirin and call me in themmy.
With a problem like that, | couldn’t go back to



sleep. So I'd sit up, watch old Wallace Beery mevie
on all-night TV, and drink.

The longer the drinking continued, the shorter the
time the alcohol would keep me asleep; | would have
to drink myself back to sleep again and again thinout
the night. But | never became a morning drinker.
Instead, | had a 5:00 a.m. shutoff time. If it voae
minute before five, I'd drink myself back to sledfpit
was one minute after, I'd stay up and act like atyna
all day. It became progressively harder to getrup i
the morning, until one day | asked myself what |
would do for a patient who felt this rotten. Thesaer
came right back: I'd give him something to pep

him up.

So | immediately started taking and shooting pep
pills. Eventually, | was taking forty-five milligras of
the long-acting Benzedrine and forty-five of thewlacting
just to get out of bed in the morning. | took

more through the day to increase the high, and more
to maintain it; when | overshot the mark, I'd take
tranquilizers to level off. The pep pills affectery
hearing at times: | couldn’t listen fast enougiéar
what | was saying. I'd think, | wonder why I'm sayi
that again—I've already said it three times. Still,
couldn’t turn my mouth off.

For the leveling-off process, | just loved intraves
Demerol, but | found it hard to practice good matic
while shooting morphine. Following an injection, |
would have to keep one hand busy scratching mytantig
itching nose and would also have sudden uncontiella
urges to vomit. | never got much effect

out of codeine and Percodan and the tranquilizers.
However, for a period of time | was injecting Pentan
intravenously to put myself to sleep. That's the

stuff used when the oral surgeon puts the needle in
your vein and says, “Count to ten,” and before get

to two, you're asleep. Instant blackout was whatdas,
and it seemed delightful. | didn’t feel | could lie

bed and squirt the stuff in my veins while my kaisl
wife stood around watching me, so | kept the drug i
my bag and the bag in the car and the car in the
garage. Luckily, the garage was attached to theéou
In the garage | would put the needle in my vein and



then try to figure out exactly how much medication
inject to overcome the pep pills while adding te th
sleeping pills while ignoring the tranquilizers,arder
to get just enough to be able to pull out the reed|
jerk the tourniquet, throw it in the car, slam tas
door shut, run down the hall, and fall in bed befor
fell asleep.

It was hard to judge the right amount. One night

| had to put myself back to sleep three times, and
then | finally decided to give it up. But to do $dad

to get all the stuff out of the house and out ofpugsession.
In the end | had to do the same with alcohol

andall pills. | wasn’t able to quit chemicals as long as
they were in the house. If they were around, | géva
found a need for them—especially the pills. | newer
my life took a tranquilizer, sedative, or pep pdlcause

I was a pill head. | always took it because | had

the symptom that only that pill would relieve. Téfere,
every pill was medically indicated at the time it

was taken. For me, pills don’t produce the desire t
swallow a pill; they produce the symptoms that regju
that the pill be taken for relief. As a physiciarda
pharmacist who had grown up in a drugstore-home,

I had a pill for every ill, and | was sick a lot.

Today, | find | can’t work my A.A. program while
taking pills, nor may | even have them around foe d
emergencies only. | can’t say, “Thy will be donatid
take a pill. | can't say, “I'm powerless over alobh

but solid alcohol is okay.” | can’t say, “God coulestore
me to sanity, but until He does, I'll control myfsel
—with pills.” Giving up alcohol alone was not endug
for me; I've had to give up all mood- and mind affieg
chemicals in order to stay sober and comfortable.
On two occasions, over weekends, | had decided |
would take absolutely nothing. On each occasion |
had a convulsion on Sunday morning. Both times my
reaction was that | had had nothing to drink thghni
before, so obviously alcohol had nothing to do wtith
The neurologist in charge of my case didn’t thiok t
ask me whether I drank, and | didn’t think to tahh.

As a result, he couldn’t figure out why | had tlemeulsions,
and he decided to send me to the Mayo

Clinic. It seemed to me | needed a consultaticst.fir

I happened to be the best diagnostician | knelWeat t



time, and certainly | knew my case better than aryo
else. So | sat down with me and went over the facts
behind the convulsions: personality changes, daily
headaches, sense of impending doom, sense of immgend
insanity. Suddenly, it was obvious to me: | had a

brain tumor and would die, and everyone would be
sorry for me. The Mayo Clinic seemed like a good

place to have my diagnosis confirmed.

After nine days of tests at Mayo, | was put in the
locked ward—of all places! That's when that stembrd
slammed shut, and Max was the one who went home.
| didn’t like being on the nut ward, and | partiatly
didn’t like being forced to ice cookies on Chrisena
Eve. So | raised enough fuss that they finally edrte
let me sign out, against medical advice. Max aazpt
responsibility for me after | had promised never to
drink again, never to take another pill, nevertear
again, and never to talk to girls again. We gothen
plane and immediately had a big fight over whether
I'd drink the free booze. Max won; | didn’t drink i
But by God, | wouldn't talk or eat either! And that
was how Max and | and our two daughters spent
Christmas Day, eight years ago.

When we got home, | got a bottle of Scotch and
went to bed. The next day, Max called the neurslogi
and told him about the Mayo psychiatrist’s opinion.
He arranged for me to see a local psychiatrist, who
quickly decided | should be in the mental-healtt un
of our local hospital. The people there insistegotiing
me in a ward, when Max and | both knew | ought

to have a private room. Finally, she asked, “Do you
realize he’s on the staff of this hospital?” Angot my
private room.

Time went by very, very slowly on my second nut

ward. | never could quite get the knack of it aegtk
asking myself, “What'’s a nice guy like me doingain

place like this?” They wanted me to make leathéspe

of all things! Had | gone to school all those ygast

to sit and make leather belts? Besides, | coulamderstand
the instructions. The girl had explained them

to me four times, and | was too embarrassed to ask

her again. (I am pleased to state, however, thatll

gone to only a very few A.A. meetings before | was



able to make a really beautiful pair of moccasingd-a
half of a wallet. | wore those moccasins every thigh
the next seven years, until they wore out. For ewesth
A.A. birthday, my program-oriented, Al-Anon

wife had my moccasins bronzed. Now | own perhaps
the most costly pair of moccasins anyone has ever
seen, and they help me remember where I've been.)
In the hospital | hung on to the idea I'd had nafst

my life: that if I could just control the externahvironment,
the internal environment would then become
comfortable. Much of my time was spent writing ée,
notes, orders, and lists of things for Max, who aiz®
my office nurse, to do to keep the world runninglevh

| was locked up. One has to be pretty sick to @b, th
and perhaps one has to be even sicker to come back
every day for a new list, as she did. (Today wetdon
have to live that way. Max still works with me imet
office, but we have turned our wills and our lizesl
our work over to the care of God. Each with thesoth
as a witness, we took the Third Step out loud—just
as it says in the Big Book. And life keeps gettingpler
and easier as we try to reverse my old idea, by
taking care of the internal environment via the wee
Steps, and letting the external environment take ca
of itself.)

One day as | sat there in the hospital, my psychiat
walked up behind me and asked, “How’d you like

to talk to the man from A.A.?” My reaction was that
I'd already helped all the patients on the wardi Bn
still had plenty of problems of my own without g

to help some drunk from A.A. But, by the look oe th
psychiatrist’s face, | could tell that it would Hga

make him happy if | agreed. So, for no better reaso
than to make him happy, | agreed. Very shortlgalized
that had been a mistake—when this big clown

came bounding into the room, almost shouting, “My
name is Frank, and I’'m an alcoholic, ha-ha-ha!” |
really felt sorry for him; the only thing in lifeehhad

to brag about was the fact that he was an alcaHblic
wasn’t until later that he told me he was an aggrn
Against my better judgment, | went to a meeting
with him that night, and a strange thing beganaopen.
The psychiatrist, who had generally been ignoring
me, how became quite interested; every day he
would ask me all kinds of questions about the A.A.



meetings. At first | wondered whether he was alco-
holic himself and was sending me to find out about
A.A. But it quickly became obvious that he had this
childish notion instead: If he could get me togo t
enough meetings while in the hospital, | would amun
to go after he let me out. So, for no better

reason than to fool him, | asked Frank to take oree t
meeting every night. And Frank did set me up for a
meeting every night except Friday, when he thought
he might have a date with his girl friend. “Thad's
devil of a way to run an organization,” | thougémd

| reported Frank to the psychiatrist, who didn&se
perturbed; he just got someone else to take me on
Fridays.

Eventually the psychiatrist discharged me from the
hospital, and Max and | began going to meetingseiues.
Right from the start, | felt that they weren’t

doing anything for me, but they sure were helping
Max. We sat in the back and talked only to eaclemth
It was precisely a year before | spoke at an A.Aetimg.
Although we enjoyed the laughter in the early

days, | heard a lot of things that | thought wetgl.

| interpreted “sober” as meaning “drinking but not
being drunk.” When a big, healthy-looking younddel
stood up there and said, “I'm a success today if |
don’t drink today,” | thought, “Man, I've got a theand
things to do today before | can brag about not

taking a drink, for God’s sake!” Of course, | waifl s
drinking at the time. (Today there is absolutelyhimay
in the world more important to me than my keeping
this alcoholic sober; not taking a drink is by tlae

most important thing | do each day.)

It seemed that all they talked about at meetings wa
drinking, drinking, drinking. It made me thirsty. |
wanted to talk about my maiwg problems; drinking
seemed a small one. And | knew that giving up “one
drink for one day” wouldn’t really do any good.

Finally, after seven months, | decided to try . this

day, | am amazed at how many of my problems—most
of which had nothing to do with drinking, | beliele-
have become manageable or have simply disappeared
since | quit drinking.

| had already given up all the narcotics, moshef t



pills, and some of the alcohol when | first caméta.
By early July | had tapered off alcohol completayd

| got off all pills in the ensuing few months. Whire
compulsion to drink left, it was relatively easystay
off alcohol. But for some time, it was difficult teep
from taking a pill when | had an appropriate synnpto
such as a cough, pain, anxiety, insomnia, a muscle
spasm, or an upset stomach. It has gotten
progressively easier. Today | feel | have used yp m
right to chemical peace of mind.

It helped me a great deal to become convinced that
alcoholism was a disease, not a moral issue; thadi |
been drinking as a result of a compulsion, evengho

I had not been aware of the compulsion at the time;
and that sobriety was not a matter of willpowereTh
people of A.A. had something that looked much Ibette
than what | had, but | was afraid to let go of what

| had in order to try something new; there was a
certain sense of security in the familiar.

At last, acceptance proved to be the key to mykdrm
problem. After | had been around A.A. for seven
months, tapering off alcohol and pills, not finditig
program working very well, | was finally able toysa
“Okay, God. Itis true that I—of all people, strange as
it may seem, and even though | didn’t give my pssmin—
really, really am an alcoholic of sorts. And

it’s all right with me. Now, what am | going to do
about it?” When | stopped living in the problem and
began living in the answer, the problem went away.
From that moment on, | have not had a single cospul
to drink.

And acceptance is the answertbmy problems
today. When | am disturbed, it is because | finchao
person, place, thing, or situation—some fact oflifey
—unacceptable to me, and | can find no serenity unt
| accept that person, place, thing, or situatiobeisg
exactly the way it is supposed to be at this moment
Nothing, absolutely nothing, happens in God’s world
by mistake. Until | could accept my alcoholism, |
could not stay sober; unless | accept life complete
on life’s terms, | cannot be happy. | need to coihede
not so much on what needs to be changed in the
world as on what needs to be changed in me and in



my attitudes.

Shakespeare said, “All the world’s a stage, and all
the men and women merely players.” He forgot to
mention that | was the chief critic. | was alwajea

to see the flaw in every person, every situatiomd A
was always glad to point it out, because | knew you
wanted perfection, just as | did. A.A. and accepgan
have taught me that there is a bit of good in tbestv
of us and a bit of bad in the best of us; that reesdl
children of God and we each have a right to be.here
When | complain about me or about you, | am conmhgj
about God’s handiwork. | am saying that |

know better than God.

For years | was sure the worst thing that could
happen to a nice guy like me would be that | would
turn out to be an alcoholic. Today I find it's thest
thing that has ever happened to me. This proves |
don’t know what’s good for me. And if | don’t know
what’'s good for me, then | don’t know what's goad o
bad for you or for anyone. So I'm better off ifdrt
give advice, don’t figure | know what's best, andtj
accept life on life’s terms, as it is today—esphiay
own life, as it actually is. Before A.A. | judgedyself
by my intentions, while the world was judging me by
my actions.

Acceptance has been the answer to my marital prable
It's as though A.A. had given me a new pair of
glasses. Max and | have been married now for fivey
years. Prior to our marriage, when she was a shy,
scrawny adolescent, | was able to see things ithagr
others couldn’t necessarily see—things like beauty,
charm, gaiety, a gift for being easy to talk tesease

of humor, and many other fine qualities. It wasfas
had, rather than a Midas touch which turned evergth
to gold, a magnifying mind that magnified whatever

it focused on. Over the years as | thought about

Max, her good qualities grew and grew, and we redri
and all these qualities became more and more
apparent to me, and we were happier and happier.
But then as | drank more and more, the alcohol
seemed to affect my vision: Instead of continuimg t
see what was good about my wife, | began to see her
defects. And the more | focused my mind on herasfe



the more they grew and multiplied. Every defect

| pointed out to her became greater and greateh Ea
time | told her she was a nothing, she recedeitla li
more into nowhere. The more | drank, the more she
wilted.

Then, one day in A.A., | was told that | had the
lenses in my glasses backwards; “the courage to
change” in the Serenity Prayer meant not that |
should change my marriage, but rather that | should
change myself and learn to accept my spouse as she
was. A.A. has given me a new pair of glasses. | can
again focus on my wife’s good qualities and watch
them grow and grow and grow.

I can do the same thing with an A.A. meeting. The
more | focus my mind on its defects—Iate startglon
drunk a logs, cigarette smoke—the worse the meeting
becomes. But when | try to see what | can addédo th
meeting, rather than what | can get out of it, ahen

| focus my mind on what’s good about it, rathemtha
what's wrong with it, the meeting keeps gettingdret
and better. When | focus on what’s good todayyveha
a good day, and when | focus on what's bad, | lzave
bad day. If | focus on a problem, the problem iases;
if | focus on the answer, the answer increases.

Today Max and | try to communicate what we feel
rather than what we think. We used to argue about
our differing ideas, but we can’t argue about @alihgs.
I can tell her she ought not to think a certain way

but | certainly can’t take away her right to feellever
she does feel. When we deal in feelings, we tend

to come to know ourselves and each other muchrbette
It hasn’t been easy to work out this relationship

with Max. On the contrary, the hardest place tolkwor
this program has been in my own home, with my own
children and, finally, with Max. It seems | shotnldve
learned to love my wife and family first; the newuoer

to A.A., last. But it was the other way around. Bwally

I had to redo each of the Twelve Steps specifically
with Max in mind, from the First, saying, “I am pevless
over alcohol, and my home life is unmanageable

by me,” to the Twelfth, in which | tried to think ber

as a sick Al-Anon and treat her with the love | \abu
give a sick A.A. newcomer. When | do this, we get



along fine.

Perhaps the best thing of all for me is to remember
that my serenity is inversely proportional to myeatations.
The higher my expectations of Max and other

people are, the lower is my serenity. | can watgh m
serenity level rise when | discard my expectations.
But then my “rights” try to move in, and they toanc
force my serenity level down. | have to discard my
“rights,” as well as my expectations, by asking effys
How important is it, really? How important is itropared
to my serenity, my emotional sobriety? And

when | place more value on my serenity and sobriety
than on anything else, | can maintain them at hdrig
level—at least for the time being.

Acceptance is the key to my relationship with God
today. | never just sit and do nothing while wagtin

for Him to tell me what to do. Rather, |1 do whateve

is in front of me to be done, and | leave the rtssup

to Him; however it turns out, that's God’s will fare.

I must keep my magic magnifying mimeth my acceptance
andoff my expectations, for my serenity is

directly proportional to my level of acceptance.afh

| remember this, | can see I've never had it sadgoo
Thank God for A.A.!



(17)
WINDOW OF OPPORTUNITY

This young alcoholic stepped out a second-story
window and into A.A.

I got sober while | was still in college. Once,

outside of a meeting, | overheard a conversation
between another sober student and a woman who
lived in the town where | went to school. She was
explaining why so many local residents disliked the
students. She described the common perception of
students as arrogant and self-centered, and went on
to tell the following story.

“l'am a nurse and | work in the emergency room.
Two years ago a student was brought in by ambulance
in the middle of the night. He had gotten drunk,
walked through a second-story window, and fallen
twenty feet headfirst into a concrete window widik
was brought in covered with blood. His head had
swollen to the size of a watermelon. He kept swegri
at the nurses and doctors, telling them to keep
their hands off of him, and threatening to sue them
He was, without a doubt, the single most obnoxious
person | have ever met.”

At that point | interrupted her. “That was me,” |

said. “That was my last drunk.” | had walked thrbug
that window when | was nineteen years old.

How had | gotten there? | had always been a “good
kid” growing up, the kind of son other mothers Idve

| was at the top of my classes academically and had
been in almost no trouble for the first seventesary

of my life. | would like to say that was becauserof
well-developed moral fiber; in fact, much of it was
result of fear. My earliest memories included tksea

by my parents to throw me out onto the streetHer t
slightest acts of disobedience. The thought ofdpein
forced to live on the street is pretty terrifyiray & six year-
old. Those threats, coupled with a fair amount of
physical punishment, kept me frightened and obédien
As | grew older, however, | made a plan. | would be



dutiful until I graduated from high school. Then |
would escape to college, secure my economic future,
and never go home again. Just after my eighteenth
birthday, | left for college. | was, | thought, &ty

free. | was in for a rude awakening.

Like many alcoholics, | had spent much of my life
feeling different, as though | just didn’t quitéifa. |
covered those feelings and my low self-esteem by
being one of the smartest people in any grouptif n
the smartest. Additionally, | became a performer in
crowds, always ready with a quick joke to point tne
humor in any situation. | managed to bring a great
deal of laughter into my life.

| went to a college filled with people who had also
spent their entire lives at or near the top ofrtaeademic
classes. Suddenly, | was no longer special. To

make matters worse, many of them had what | only
dreamed of—money. My family was strictly working
class, struggling to get by on what my father edurne
Money had always been a big issue, and | equated it
with security, prestige, and worth. My father wasd

of saying that the sole purpose of life is to make
money. | had classmates whose names were household
words that connoted wealth. | was ashamed, ashamed
of my family and ashamed of myself. My shaky coefide
crumbled. | was terrified of being found out. |

knew that if others discovered who | really wagyth
wouldn’t like me and | would be left alone, wortbde

and alone.

Then | discovered alcohol. | had tried it a fewdsn

in high school, but never enough to get drunk.dvkn
that getting drunk meant being out of control. Mgape
plan required that | always keep my wits about

me. | was too afraid to be out of control. Whemt g

to college, however, that fear left me. In ordefit,

| pretended, at first, that | had as extensiveiskirg
history as any of my classmates. It was not lorigree
my history surpassed everyone’s.

My drinking career was short and destructive, and
my alcoholic progression was very fast. | got drémrk
the first time in October. By November people were
willing to wager money that | could not go one week



without a drink. (I won and, in celebration, drankself
sick.) By January | was a daily drunk and by

April a daily drug user as well. | didn’t last téang.

As | look back on that period, | realize how true i

is that one of the primary differences betweenladtios
and non-alcoholics is that non-alcoholics change
their behavior to meet their goals and alcoholics
change their goals to meet their behavior. Evenghi
that had been important to me, all of my dreams,
goals, and aspirations, were swept away in a wave o
booze. | realized quickly that | could not drinkdan
function at any high level. That did not mattewds
willing to give up anything so that | could keepn#ing.
| went from being a solid A student to nearly
flunking out of school, from being anointed a class
leader to being shunned as a pariah. | almost never
went to class and did little of the required regdin

| never attended any of the many cultural events
sponsored by the college. | forsook everything that
makes college worthwhile in favor of drinking.
Occasionally, some sliver of pride would work itayw
through the chaos, resentment, and fear and cause
me to look at my life. But the shame was too great,
and | would drive it back down with bottles of vadk
and cases of beer.

Because my college was fairly small, it did notetak
long for me to come to the attention of the college
deans. It was under their watchful eyes that t firs
agreed to enter counseling. While the administnatio
saw this as an opportunity to help a troubled stuyde

| saw it as a bargain. | would go to counselingieke
them happy, and they would owe me one. Not sungigi
the counseling had no effect. My daily drinking
continued unabated.

About a year later | realized that | was in troulble

had failed a class during the winter term (I haelya
attended and had not turned in the term paper on
which 50 percent of our grade was based). The gprin
term was looking equally bleak. | was enrolled in a
class that | had attended only once. | had notenrit
any of the required papers or bothered to showup f
the midterm examination. | was bound for failure an
expulsion. My life had become unmanageable, and |
knew it.



| went back to the dean who had guided me into
counseling and, for the first time, admitted to etlfys
and to someone else that | had a problem with alcoh
| didn’t think | was an alcoholic. | wasn't even

sure what that was. But | knew my life was out atrol.
The dean allowed me to withdraw from that class
the day before the final exam on one condition—d ha
to enter a treatment center. | agreed.

A few days went by. With the pressure lifted, my
life did not look so unmanageable. In fact, it ledk
as if I was back in the saddle. So, | thanked &and
for his help but told him that | would be okay oy m
own. | did not go to a rehab. Two weeks later Ikedl
through a second-story window.

After insulting the emergency room personnel, |
slipped into unconsciousness, where | remained for
five days. | awoke in a neck brace with completelde
vision. My parents were furious. | was flown home
and the future looked bleak. God’s timing, hower,
impeccable.

My college had a long history of drinkers, incluglin
Dr. Bob. At the time of my accident, the deans were
assessing how to respond to student alcohol abuse
and were waiting to try out their latest idea. Alobcs
Anonymous. | was the test case. They told me in no
uncertain terms that | would never get back ints th
college unless | went to A.A. Under that pressure,
went to my first meeting.

Looking back, that may have been the first healthy
decision | ever made with respect to alcohol. One
definition of a bottom is the point when the ldshg
you lost or the next thing you are about to losaae
important to you than booze. That point is differen
for everyone, and some of us die before we geether
For me, though, it was clear. | was willing to duything
to get back into school.

| went to my first A.A. meeting with absolutely no
idea what A.A. was about. | am from a large Irish
Catholic family and have had several relativesnd a
out of the program. A.A., like prison, was shameful



however, and was never discussed. | also had @ao ide
what alcoholism was. | remember a girlfriend once
told me that her mother had a drinking problem but
that she was not an alcoholic. Curious, | asked wha
the difference was. “An alcoholic,” she told mes “i
someone who needs to drink alcohol every day, gven
it is only one drink. A person with a drinking pftetm
does not have to drink every day but once shesstart
she cannot stop.” By that definition, | was an hlulec
with a drinking problem.

| was surprised by my first meeting. It was in a

church and, whatever | had expected, it was net thi
The room was filled with well-dressed, smiling, pgp
people. No rancid coats or three-day beards. No
bloodshot eyes, wheezing coughs, or shaky handls, bu
laughter. Someone was talking about God. | was sure
| was in the wrong place.

Then a woman introduced herself and said that she
was an alcoholic. | knew then | was in A.A. Shelspo
about feelings, of insecurity replaced by confidenc
fear replaced by faith, resentment replaced by, love
and despair replaced by joy. | knew those feelihgs.
had insecurity, fear, resentment, and despairlidco
not believe it. Here was a person who was happy. It
seemed like a long time since | had seen one gktho
After the meeting, people welcomed me with open
arms and gave me their telephone numbers. The dis-
cussion meeting was followed by a speaker meeting,
where | had my first awakening in A.A. The speaker
said, “If you're an apple, you can be the bestagpu
can be, but you can never be an orange.” | was an
apple all right, and for the first time | understabtat

I had spent my life trying to be an orange. | labke
around at a room filled with apples and, if | waslerstanding
the speaker, most of them were no longer

trying to be oranges.

My progress in A.A., however, was slow. | refused t
go to meetings outside of my neighborhood, which
meant that | went only Tuesday and Thursday nights.

| always felt better after a meeting. | rememberes
when something upsetting would happen on a Friday
and | would tell myself, “I wish it were TuesdayIso
could go to the meeting.” No matter how many sutjges



| heard and how many rides were offered,
however, | simply would not go to meetings on those
other nights.

People gave me many other good suggestions as
well. They suggested that | stay out of relatiopshi

| was young and single, and | rejected this idda ou
of hand. For the first year | bounced from one sick
relationship to another. They suggested that hget
sponsor. | had no idea what a sponsor was andowsas t
proud to ask, but | was sure | didn’t need oneeAft
all, I was smarter than the rest of these peogieyT
might need someone to tell them how to run their
lives, but double vision, neck brace, and all, swa
doing just fine on my own. People suggested that |
find a Higher Power. | was not fooled. | knew when
they said Higher Power they meant God. And | knew
that God waited for me to step out of line justeso
that he could take his revenge. | wanted no part of
God.

With this resistance | plodded along for a few

months. Whenever people asked me how | was doing,
| would say, “Fine, just fine,” no matter how hdndas
crying inside. Then | reached the crossroads. | was
sober about six months, and | was not getting atiyehb

| contemplated suicide almost every day. My emation
swung between paralyzing despair and

murderous rage, often in the space of a single mame

| was not happy, joyous, or free. | was miserable,

and | was sick of it.

| decided | had had enough. | went to my Tuesday
night meeting, fully intent on sharing honestlartived
at the meeting and no one else was there. This
meeting, which routinely numbered twenty people,
was empty. | waited for a few minutes and was piaga
to leave, when a man whom | barely knew walked
through the door. He suggested that he and | have a
meeting. | was sure it was a bad idea. He asked me
how | was doing. That was all I needed. The pain,
fear, misery, anger, loss, resentment, and despaie
pouring out. For the next forty-five minutes | tedkat
this man, who continued to nod his head, smile, and
say, “Yeah, | remember feeling that way.” For tistf
time | made completely honest contact with another



human being. | showed someone who | really was,
without fear of rejection. | took an action thatsadesigned
to make me feel, rather than just look, better. |

was met with acceptance and love.

When | had finished talking, he told me something
simple: “You don’t have to drink over it.” What an
idea! | had thought that situations made me diink.

| was angry, | drank. If | was happy, | drank. B
excited, elated or depressed, | drank. Here wagra m
telling me that, independent of my life situatibajd
not have to drink. If | stuck with A.A., | couldast
sober under any and all conditions. He gave me,hope
and in many ways, he symbolized the door through
which | finally walked into Alcoholics Anonymous.

| began to change. | began to pray. | became #&gtive
involved in working the steps. | had previously
dismissed them as the tools of mental inferiorsy ho
embraced them as the rungs on the ladder to satvati
| began working with a sponsor and became active
in my home group. | did not understand how

making coffee or cleaning up after meetings could
have anything to do with staying sober, but older
members told me that service would keep me sober,
so | tried it. It worked.

My life began to change. Just before my first aarsary,
| was readmitted to my college. | arrived

back on campus terrified. All I had known there was
drinking. How was | ever going to stay sober under
these conditions? The answer was simple—I threw
myself into A.A. Some very loving people took me
under their wings. | had the opportunity to perfam
fair amount of Twelfth Step work with other studgnt
and by the time | graduated, there was a thriviog. A
community at that school.

After graduation | attended law school. | arrived t

find an A.A. that was very different from that tdieh

I had grown accustomed. | was sure | would getkirun
because “those people weren’t doing it right!” My
sponsor back at college, aware of my propensity for
finding fault, assured me that if my new friendseve
not “doing it right,” it was my obligation to shotliem
how. So | did. Driven by fear and conceit, | set t@u
remake A.A. in my image. | am certain that if mensbé



had depended upon being liked, | would have
been expelled.

After some time | called my sponsor to report my
progress. He stopped me short with a simple questio
“These people who aren’t doing it right, are theyig
sober?” | admitted that, despite their failinggyh

were staying sober. “Good,” he said. “You have told
them what A.A. is. Now it's time for you to listéa
figure out how they are staying sober.” | followtbadt
suggestion and began to listen. Slowly but surely,
some wisdom and humility began to creep in. | bexam
more teachable. | found God working all around

me where previously | was sure | had been alone.
When | opened my eyes enough to see the miracle, |
found that it was right in front of my face. | wgowing
in God’s love.

| was fortunate to have an opportunity to spend

time abroad during law school. That was something |
had dreamed of doing while drinking, but when push
came to shove, | drank. Now sober, | have been in
meetings in probably a dozen countries and havayslw
been amazed at the message that transcends all
linguistic and cultural differences. There is ausion.
Together, we can live soberly, joyously, and freely
My life has been one of great joy. | am now thintge
years old, and God willing, in one month | will
celebrate my fourteenth sober A.A. anniversarynl a
surrounded by loving friends on whom | depend and
who depend on me. | have reconciled with my parents
from whom | had been estranged. My life is

filled with laughter again, something that alcohat
taken away.

| was married shortly after my ninth anniversary to

a loving woman. One week before my twelfth anniagys
our son was born. Through him | learned more

about unconditional love, the value of wonder, tred
sheer joy of being alive. | have a wonderful joatth
(most days) | appreciate. | am active in A.A. segvi
work and have both a sponsor and several sponsees
with whom it is a privilege to work. All of thoseea

gifts from God. | express my gratitude by enjoying
them.



| once knew a woman who was crying before a
meeting. She was approached by a five-year-old girl
who told her, “You don’t have to cry here. Thisis
good place. They took my daddy and they made him
better.” That is exactly what A.A. did for me; @ak

me and it made me better. For that | am eternally
grateful.



(1)

MY BOTTLE, MY RESENTMENTS,
AND ME

From childhood trauma to skid row drunk, this hobo
finally found a Higher Power, bringing sobriety aad
long-lost family.

When i rode into a small mountain town in

an empty freight car, my matted beard and

filthy hair would have reached nearly to my bdit, i
I'd had a belt. | wore a lice-infested, grimy Meaic
poncho over a reeking pajama top, and a ragged
pair of jeans stuffed into cowboy boots with nolaee
| carried a knife in one boot and a .38 revolvethia
other. For six years I'd been fighting for survival
skid rows and riding across the country in freights
hadn’t eaten in a long time, so was half starveti an
down to 130 pounds. | was mean and | was drunk.
But, I'm ahead of myself. | believe my alcoholism
really began when | was eleven years old and my
mother was brutally murdered. Until then my lifelha
been much the same as any of the other boys who
lived in a small town during that period.

One night my mother failed to return home from

her job at a car manufacturing plant. The next mmgrn
there was still no sign of her or any clue to why

she had disappeared; with great apprehension the
police were called. Since | was a mama’s boy,\las
especially traumatic for me. And to make matters
unbelievably worse, a few days later the policeeam
and arrested my father. They had found mom’s ntatila
body in a field outside of town and wanted to
guestion him. In that instant the family life | kme

was destroyed! My father was soon returned because
the police had found a pair of glasses that didoetiing
to him at the murder scene. This clue led to the

man who had so brutally killed my mother.

At school the gossip was vicious. At home there was
chaos and no one would tell me what was happening,
so | withdrew and began to block out the reality



around me. If | could pretend it didn’t exist, itght

go away. | became extremely lonely and defiant. The
confusion, pain, and grief had begun to subsidenwhe
an article appeared in a murder mystery magazine
about my family’s misfortune. The children at schoo
started the gossip and scrutiny all over agaiatreated
further and became angrier and more withdrawn.

It was easier that way, because people would

leave me alone if | acted disturbed even beforg the
tried to inquire.

Because my father was unable to care for all nine o
us, the family had to be split up. About a yeagrdte
remarried, and my oldest brother offered to take me
in. He and his new wife tried to help me, but | was
just so defensive there was little they or anydse e
could do. Finally, I took a job after school sogisoda
bottles in a grocery store, where | found | couyét

if | worked hard enough. In addition, it was a good
place to steal beer and be a big guy with the dtiuksr
in school. That's the way my drinking began, asag w
to make the pain go away.

After several years of semidelinquent adolescence,
was old enough to join the marines. Leaving behind
the origin of my bitterness, | thought my life wdule
better and the drinking not so bad. However, during
boot camp, | recognized that this was not the answe
The discipline, the authority, the tight schedukntv
against my very nature, but it was a two-year ssiat
there had to be a way to function in spite of the

anger and now hatred that seethed through me. Every
night found me at a bar drinking until they threve m
out. That got me through the week; on weekends we
went to a club nearby. This place was managed by
people who drank as much as or more than | didchine
a constant customer. Arguments and fights were

a regular occurrence.

I managed to complete the two years, was given an
honorable discharge, and was sent on my way. Lgavin
the marine base behind and feeling homesick foolahy
environs, | hitchhiked back to my old hometown and
returned to my brother’'s home. | soon found work as
a painter for a construction company in town. Bywno
drinking had become a constant part of my life.



Through some friends | met a woman | really cared
for and soon we were married. A year later our d&erg
was born, and eventually two boys. Oh, how |

loved my brood! This nice little family should have
settled me down, but instead my drinking progressed
It finally reached the point where | was intolemabd

live with, and my wife filed for divorce. | just vae
berserk, and the sheriff ordered me to leave tdwn.
knew if | stayed, my anger at my wife for takingsie
children away from me would get me into more treubl
than even | could handle, so once again | set off.

I left with my hatred, resentment, and the clotbes

my back. This time for good.

In the largest city close by I could be found, dead
broke, drinking myself into oblivion on skid rowt A

first a day-labor job provided for rent and foodf b
before long all the money had to go for booze uhib

a mission where someone in need could sleep and eat
free. But the bugs were so bad, the food so tetribl

and people were such thieves, | decided that it was
easier to just sleep outside and that | really’tlidn

need to eat so often. So | found that hobo jungles,
parked cars, and abandoned houses made nice places
for my bottle, my resentments, and me. No one dared
to bother me! | was utterly bewildered at where lif

had taken me.

Other hobos | met taught me the safest way to hop
on a moving freight train and how to protect myself
They told me who were the easiest people to get a
handout from and how to scam them. My biggest
problem at that time was to find a way to get emoug
to drink to keep the reality of my life at bay. &sr=consumed
by hate! For the next six years | went from skid

row to skid row. One boxcar headed in any direction
was as good as another. | had no place to go. One
thing about it, | never got lost, because | neweed
where | was! | crossed the United States threestime
with no plan, no reason, not eating half the time.
hung out with other misfits like myself. Someone
would say they were hiring in Florida, or New Yodk,
Wyoming, and off we’d go. But by the time we would
finally get there, they would say they were noirtgr
anymore. That was all right, because we didn’t viant
work anyway.



One scorching day, when | was in a desert town
drinking, something unusual happened. | felt as
though | had reached the point where | couldn’t go
on. To get away from everyone | managed to find
some booze and started walking out into the desert,
thinking, I'll just go until | die. Soon, so drunk
couldn’t walk another step, | fell to the groundian
moaned, “Oh, God! Please help me.” | must have
passed out because, hours later, | came to and foun
my way back to town. At the time | had no idea what
made me change my mind about death. Today | know
it was that my Higher Power took over my life.

By this time | was so wild-eyed and filthy, people
would shy away from me. | hated the look of fear

on their faces when they saw me. They looked at me
as if I were not human, and maybe | wasn’t. In one
large city | took to sleeping on the grates withiece

of plastic over me so | wouldn’t freeze. One nigght
found a clothing drop box | could get into; it maale
nice warm place to sleep and | could get new
clothes in the morning. In the middle of the night
someone threw in more clothes. | opened the top,
looked out, and shouted, “Thanks!” That woman
threw up her hands and ran away screaming, “Lordy,
Lordy!” She jumped into her car and screeched off.

| was just about as sad a figure of a man as isilples
when | jumped off that freight. | found an empty
refrigerator car sitting on a siding and took ugigdence
in it. Here you could get welfare very easily, so

off | went to apply. Now | could eat! It was my rthi
time in this town, so | headed straight for my fateo
bar. Here | met a barmaid who drank like a fish and
was as mean a woman as | had ever seen, but she had
a place to live, so I moved in. And thus beganrttimeance
of a lifetime!

| finally had a roof over my head, sheets, and food
All we did was drink and fight, but she worked fa¢ t
bar so it kept us going. With just enough cash for
booze, we drank continuously for several months.
Then, on my way to find a drink, | ran into onenoy
old hobo buddies, an older man. | remembered him
as an excessive drinker, an “alcoholic.” And heze h
was walking toward me down the street in a white
shirt, tie, and suit, looking marvelous! With a kigile



on his face, he told me he’d quit drinking, and how
he’d managed to do it, and how much better he felt.
My first thought was If he can do that, | can datth
—and much better, because I'm only thirty-three.
He took me down to this club where there were
some other recovered alcoholics. | drank coffedewhi
they all told me how they had changed. It lookéd li
they might have something here! If they could ds,th
maybe, just maybe, | could too. Their enthusiasrs wa
catching. | began to feel excitement inside but mad
idea why. | rushed off to tell my new girlfriendaii
what had happened and how great it would be if we
quit drinking. “You're nuts!” she yelled at me. “¥io
can just drag your rear back to your refrigeratot ¢
I've got parties to go to!” Although | seemed ureat
transmit my excitement, | told her more.

The next day we both quit drinking. There are no
words to explain why it happened or how it happened
it just did. It was a miracle! Every day we werdeaio
stay sober was another gift from a Higher Powexd h
given up on many long years before.

The next year we took a job managing a camp out-
side of town where drunks were sent to get drigd ou
and sobered up. It was our responsibility to sae th
they had food and stayed out of trouble. Both tasks
were almost impossible at times, but we kept trying
With some support from oldtimers in A.A., we lasted
year. This was a volunteer job and we had littlanayo
for ourselves. When the year was up, | went over th
list of drunks who had been through the place,ih78
all. I exclaimed to my partner, “Not a single orfe o
them is sober today!” “Yeah,” she replied, “but you
and | are!” And so, on that happy note, we wera the
married.

My sponsor told me if | wanted to form a relatioipsh
with my Higher Power, it would be necessary for

me to change. At a meeting one night a member said,
“It's not how much you drink, it's what drinking de

to you.” That statement changed my whole attitude.
Of course | had to surrender and accept | wasarhalic.
I had a hard time giving up the anger at my

ex-wife for taking my kids, at the man who murdered
my mother, and at my father for what | felt wasetdag



me. But these resentments eased with time

as | began to comprehend my own defects of characte
| became acquainted with some monks in a

nearby monastery who listened to my story with some
amazement and were able to help me understand
myself. At the same time my sponsor and other roleits
who had taken us under their wings loved us

back to rejoin society.

Gradually the ice that was my heart melted and |
changed as my relationship with my Higher Power
grew. Life began to take on a whole new meaning. |
made what amends were possible but knew | would
have to return to my childhood home to clear up tha
part of my past. But we were busy with our own pain
contracting company now, and as the years passed by
the opportunity to go back home just did not come.
As the months following the day we quit drinking
have turned into years, | have become increasingly
more devoted to this program that saved not only my
life, but my wife’s also. Eventually | became invedl

in A.A. service and helped get a central officetsth

for our groups. We both became active in general
service and began traveling all over the stategytmn
meetings. To my surprise, both of us were given the
opportunity to serve as delegates to the General
Service Conference. What joy we found in this! One
of my most memorable moments was when at the
opening of the conference the chairman of A.A.’s
General Service Board said: “We are all gathered he
tonight, not as individuals, but for the bettermeht
Alcoholics Anonymous all over the world.” The years
flashed back to when | was on the grates outsiale th
very hotel, frantically trying to keep from freegin

was overwhelmed by God’s grace just to be there!
One day a friend of mine who writes for a living
asked if he could write the story of my life fonegazine.
He assured me there would be no anonymity
problems, so | agreed. | had been sober for almost
twenty-five years at this time and had no idea what
God, as | understand him, was about to do for me. M
oldest brother, the one who had taken me in, jagpaned
to subscribe to this magazine and just happened

to read the article. Thus began an amazing

chain of events that has altered not only our Jives
but the lives of my family and many others. It &



ing short of a modern-day miracle. God has done for
me what | could not do for myself!

The article gave the name of the town I live in, so
after my brother and sister-in-law finished readimg
story, they called directory assistance and phoned
me—the first time we had spoken in more than thirty
years. | burst into tears, and so did they. Th&yoe
that after my disappearance following the divorog,
family had tried repeatedly to locate me. They were
concerned because someone had told them | was
either dead or had left the country. | felt bad tha

had worried them like that, but in my self-centeress

it had simply never occurred to me that they

cared that much. One by one | talked to all myHet
and sisters in the next twenty-four hours. My

brother gave me the phone number of my own daughter
whom | hadn’t seen for twenty-seven years, and |
called her. Next | talked to both my sons. Oh, God,
what an experience! | was so overwhelmed by all the
memories and the lost years that it was difficottrhe
even to speak. | spent several weeks crying dball
old hurts rose to the surface and were healed.

Later we had a big family reunion back in my hometo
It was a happy day for all of us to be together

for the first time since we were split up. My fattmad
passed away, but all his children were there vinéirt
families—a large and joyous crowd. Finally, aftér a
those years of wondering about my family, my Higher
Power had acted through my friend to undo the &hgl
circumstances and allow me to make amends to

the people who had been hurt by my bitterness.

| believe that | am living proof of the A.A. saying
“Don’t give up until the miracle happens.”



(@)
HE LIVED ONLY TO DRINK

“I had been preached to, analyzed, cursed, and
counseled, but no one had ever said, ‘| identifyhwi
what's going on with you. It happened to me and thi
is what | did about it.” ”

On looking back at my life, | can’t see anything

that would have warned me or my family of

the devastation that alcoholism had in store fofTes
our collective memory there was no drinking on ith
side of the family. We were from a long Southern
Missionary Baptist tradition. My father was a misis
and | attended his church every Sunday with thie res
of the family and, like them, was very active itigeus
work. My parents were also educators; my father
was principal of the school | attended, and my
mother taught there. They were both champions of
community outreach and well respected. There was
caring and togetherness among us. My maternal
grandmother, herself a deeply religious woman who
lived with us, helped raise me and was a livingeple
of unconditional love.

Early on, the values of morality and learning were
impressed on me. | was taught that if you were well
educated and morally upstanding, there was nothing
that could stand in the way of your success inlifas

or hereafter. As a child and young man, | was estce—
literally drunk with moral zeal and intellec-

tual ambition. | excelled in school and dreamed of
career in teaching and helping others.

It was not until | was an adult, away from the fgmi
and doing graduate work at a prestigious East

Coast university, that | had my first real drinkad€ohol.
| had tasted beer and a little wine before that and
long since decided that fruit juice tasted beltead
never been inside a bar until one evening somewell
students persuaded me to go with them to a local
cocktail lounge. | was fascinated. | still rememther
hazy, smoky atmosphere, the hushed voices, thietink
of ice in the glasses. It was pure sophisticatirt.



most of all | remember that first sensation of the
warm whiskey radiating through my body.

I drank so much that night that nobody believed |
hadn’t been drinking all the time, and | didn’t get
drunk, although there were parts of the eveningltha
didn’t remember the next day. But more important
than anything else that night, | belonged. | was at
home in the universe; | was comfortable with people
Despite my active church and school life as a child
had never felt really comfortable; | was actuakyw
nervous and insecure around people and most of the
time forced myself to be outgoing like my parents
because | thought it was my duty. But this night in
the bar was like no other time in my life. Not only
was | completely at ease, but | actually lovedts
strangers around me and they loved me in return, |
thought, all because of this magic potion, alcohol.
What a discovery. What a revelation!

The following year | began my career as a teacher.
My first job was at a college fifty miles from mypimetown.
Before the school year ended, | had been asked

to resign because of my drinking. Within that short
space of time, drinking had become an accepted way
of life. | loved booze. | loved people who dranidan

the places where they drank. At that time in mg;, lif
although | had lost my first job and embarrassed my
family, it never occurred to me that alcohol cobéa
problem. From that first night at the bar a yealiea

| had made a profound decision that was to dirgct m
life for many years to come: Alcohol was my friend
and | would follow it to the ends of the earth.

After that first job there were many more that |

lost, all because of my drinking. | taught in many
schools and in different states. | was no longer th
moral young man who had seen his destiny in helping
people live better. | was loud and arrogant, angjoysive,
always blaming and confronting others. | was ggttin
arrested and beaten up. | had developed a foul

mouth and was frequently drunk in classes and in
public places. Finally my teaching career ended in
total dishonor. My family could not understand what
was happening to me, nor could I. In moments of
clarity, 1 was full of shame, guilt, and remorséad
become an embarrassment to all who had had faith in



me; to others | had become a joke. | wanted to die.
Now alcohol had become the only friend | had.

I wound up in an insane asylum, which probably
saved my life. | do not remember how I got there;

I do know that | had become suicidal. | became cotable
there, and months later | cried when | was

dismissed. | knew by that time that | could not mak

it in the world. | was safe behind the barred hiadpi
windows and wanted to stay there for the rest of my
life. | could not drink there, but tranquilizersdan

other drugs abounded and | helped myself to them.
The wordalcoholicwas never mentioned. | do not believe
the doctors knew much more about alcoholism

than | did.

When | was released from the asylum, | moved to a
large city to make a new beginning. My life haddmee
a series of new beginnings. In time | picked up

the drink, got good jobs, and lost them as | hatthén
past. All the fear and remorse and terrible dejoass
returned tenfold. It still did not register thaeth
drinking might be the cause of all this miseryolids
my blood. | prostituted myself; | drank more. | hate
homeless and slept in the bus and train terminals.

| scrounged cigarette butts off the sidewalks

and drank from a common wine bottle with other
drunks. | drank my way to the men’s municipal strelt
and made it my home. | panhandled. By this time |
lived only to drink. | did not bathe or change bles;

| stank; | became thin and ill; | had begun to hear
voices and accepted them as death omens. | was
frightened, arrogant, enraged, and resentful of, man
God, and the universe. There was nothing else¢o li
for, but | was too frightened to die.

It was at this point that a woman who was a social
worker on skid row and a sober member of Alcoholics
Anonymous sat me down in her office and told me her
story—how she drank, what happened, and how she
got sober. No one had ever done this before. | had
been preached to, analyzed, cursed, and counseled,
but no one had ever said, “l identify with whattsirg

on with you. It happened to me, and this is whdidl
about it.” She got me to my first A.A. meeting that
same evening.



The people at the meetings gathered around me

in kindness in those early days, and | did notldrin
But the spiritual demons of withdrawal descended on
me. | was black, and these people were white. What
did they know about suffering? What could they tell
me? | was black and bright, and the world had cpestly
rejected me for it. | hated this world, its people,

and its punishing God. Yet | believed the people in
A.A. were sincere and whatever they believed in was
working for them. | just did not believe that A.A.
would work for me as a black drunk.

I genuinely believed that | was different until rhuc
later, when | had what | now know to be my firsirispal
awakening: that | was an alcoholic and | didn’t

have to drink! | also learned that alcoholism, ias a
equal opportunity illness, does not discriminate—is
not restricted to race, creed, or geography. Atllas
was released from the bondage of my uniqueness.
In early sobriety | had to continue to live in eghouse
filled with active drunks. Not drinking, | became
acutely aware of my surroundings—the foul

smells, the noise, the hostility and physical dange
My resentments mounted at the realization thatll ha
flushed a career down the drain, disgraced andaikel
my family, and been relegated to the meanest of
institutions, a skid row shelter. But | was alst¢edb
realize that this bonfire of resentment and rage wa
beckoning me to pick up a drink and plunge in to my
death. Then | realized that | had to separate royjiesty
from everything else that was going on in my

life. No matter what happened or didn’t happen, |
couldn’t drink. In fact, none of these things thaias
going through had anything to do with my sobriety;
the tides of life flow endlessly for better or weys

both good and bad, and | cannot allow my sobrigty t
become dependent on these ups and downs of living.
Sobriety must live a life of its own.

More important, | came to believe that | cannot do
this alone. From childhood, despite the love | eigueed,
| had never let people, even those closest to

me, inside my life. All my life | had lived the deest

of lies, not sharing with anyone my true thougimd a
feelings. | thought | had a direct line to God, &nd

built a wall of distrust around myself. In A.A.dded



the pervasive “we” of the Twelve Steps and graguall
realized that | can separate and protect my sgbriet
from outside hazards only inasmuch as | rely on the
sober experience of other A.A. members and share
their journey through the steps to recovery.

The rewards of sobriety are bountiful and as pregjve
as the disease they counteract. Certainly

among these rewards for me are release from the
prison of uniqueness, and the realization thaigpation
in the A.A. way of life is a blessing and a prigé
beyond estimate—a blessing to live a life free

from the pain and degradation of drinking and dille
with the joy of useful, sober living, and a priygketo
grow in sobriety one day at a time and bring thesage
of hope as it was brought to me.



(3)
SAFE HAVEN

This A.A. found that the process of discovering who
he really was began with knowing who he didn't want
to be.

I rison. What a wonderful life it is. Here | am,

sitting in a cell waiting for my hotpot to heat

up so | can have a cup of instant coffee and resméni
As | ponder my current circumstance, | reflectloa t
undeniable fact that | am well into my fourth year
of incarceration. | still wake up some morningshing
it were all a bad dream.

I didn’t grow up in a home that used alcohol, but
when | took my first drink at the age of thirteén,

knew | would drink again. Being raised in a home
founded on high moral standards didn’t seem tallinst
any fear of consequences once | took a drink okéo0
Sometimes as | rode my bicycle around the neighdmath
| would spy a grown-up in his yard drinking

beer. Returning later, when | knew he was not at
home, | would break into his home to steal the gold
beverage from the refrigerator.

| recall too well the morning when another guy and

| stole my dad'’s credit card and pickup truck so we
could run off to California to become movie staite
had a pistol so we could rob stores when the time
came to stock up on beer, cash, and cigarettesré&ef
the first day of travel was over, however, | tolgg m
friend | couldn’t go on any longer and needed tamre
home. | knew my mom and dad were climbing

the walls with worry by now. My friend refused tan
back, so I let him out of the truck; | never samhi
again. My parents may have recognized my behavior
as some serious adolescent rebellion, but theybad
idea it was fueled by the disease of alcoholism.

At age sixteen | got a part-time job as a disc ¢yck
for a local radio station. Those in a position oW
observed that | had a knack for this kind of wadx|
dropped out of high school and started spinning



records full time. Drinking and partying went hand

in hand with this job. Soon, a pattern began that
lasted for many years. When the alcoholism became
obvious to my employers and began to affect my job
performance, | would simply resign and seek empkrym
with another broadcasting company.

| recall one day when | was doing a midday show, |
realized | could not go another minute without a
drink. I put on an album and quietly walked out of
the radio station unnoticed. | drove to a liquarst
and bought a bottle of whiskey, got back in my car,
turned on the radio, and started drinking. As | sat
there listening to song after song, the album exadiyt
came to an end, and all you could hear was the
needle scratching against the turntable. Someone at
the station finally realized | was no longer in ttwatrol
room and put on another record.

During my years in the broadcast industry, | worked
from time to time as a radio storm chaser. It wgs m
job to use radar information to follow the storndan
spot tornados, hail, flooding, and storm-relatezibinds
or damage. | would then use a cellular phone in

my vehicle to give live reports over the radio \ehil
chasing the storm. One night the storm was extyemel
turbulent. Our listening audience was larger thaer e
as | gave my live report, sounding as if | werdlomn
front lines of a war zone.

The following day a newspaper honored our station
with a nice article about the professional job we d

on weather coverage. But what no one knew was that
all of those “professional” storm reports were edll

in from the safety of my back patio as | ad-liblzed

little better with each fresh glass of bourbon aal.
Periodically | worked as a broadcast journalist and
reported many news stories on location. | regularly
drank on the job and was frequently loaded whels cal
came in about alcohol-related automobile accidents.
There | was with microphone in one hand and flask i
the other as | jumped into the news van and rushed
to the scene of an accident, just as drunk or rvore
than the one who caused it. It was inevitable that
would one daypecomehe news, rather than just report
it, by causing a serious accident as a result of my



drinking.

| had experienced run-ins with the law several
times—for not paying fines, public intoxicationgffiting,
and driving while intoxicated. But nothing could
compare with the time the police asked me to come
downtown for questioning concerning a murder. |
had been drinking the night before and had gotten
involved in a dangerous incident. | knew | hadwienitted
a murder, but here | was being considered a

prime suspect. An hour or two into questioning dsw
determined that | had not committed the crime, land
was released. This was quite enough to get my full
attention though.

| went home and called a friend | had seen at the

local mall a week earlier. | hadn't talked to her &
couple of years, but | had noticed how differerd sh
looked and behaved. As we spoke, she said shethadn’
had a drink for over a year. She told me aboubamr

of friends who were helping her stay sober. | tied

her and claimed | hadn’t had a drink myself for

quite some time. | don’t think she believed me, but
she gave me her phone number and encouraged me
to call if I would like to meet her friends. Latevhen

| worked up the nerve to call her, | admitted that

had a drinking problem and wanted to stop. She
picked me up and took me to my first A.A. meeting.

In Alcoholics Anonymous, | knew | had found a
protective haven. But during the ensuingyéars |

fell into the category known, in A.A. parlance,aas
“chronic slipper.” I might get a good six monthssaibriety
under my belt, but then | would get a bottle to
celebrate.

| did all the things that were suggested for me not

to do. Within my first year around A.A., | made sem
major decisions, like getting married, renting thest
expensive apartment | could find, not using my soon
avoiding the steps, hanging around old haunts

with my old drinking pals, and talking more thastdéining
during meetings. In short, | wasn’t responding

to the miracle of A.A. My disease progressed abddame
a regular patient in detox hospitals, intensive

care units, and treatment centers. Permanent tgsani
was drawing near, and the gates of death wereeim. vi



There is a saying that alcoholics either get sabere
up, locked up, or covered up. Since | was not geziyi
willing to do what it took to get sobered up, |

had the other options to face. | never dreamed it
would happen so quickly.

It was a beautiful September weekend just before
Labor Day. | made the decision to buy a case of bee
and a bottle of wine. Later in the evening | drank
whiskey on top of the beer and wine, blacked out,
committed a drunken crime, was arrested, and within
ten days was convicted and sentenced to twentg year
in prison. | guess an alcoholic death can come in
much the same way: | drink, | black out, | die.lédst
with prison | would have another chance at life saunere
down the line.

| can't start to describe the forced humility tieat
placed upon an alcoholic who comes to prison.
Although | deserved to be in prison, the trauma was
horrible. The only encouragement and hope | was
able to find was from reading the personal stdries
the back of a tattered Big Book | found in my cell.
Then one day | heard something that was music to my
ears. A correctional officer announced that an A.A.
meeting was to be held in the chapel. When | walked
into the meeting, | took a seat in the circle ddict
where | once again found a protective haven.

As | pen this story, 3:years have passed since that
meeting in the chapel. I've moved to a larger priso
unit and have remained very active in the awesome
program of Alcoholics Anonymous. A.A. has accontudid
so many things in my life today. It has given

me my sanity and an all-around sense of balance. No
willing to listen and take suggestions, | have fdun
that the process of discovering who | really amifgeg
with knowing who | really don’t want to be. And lattugh
the disease of alcoholism inside of me is like

gravity, just waiting to pull me down, A.A. and the
Twelve Steps are like the power that causes afaagp
to become airborne: It only works when the

pilot is doing the right things to make it work.,% |
have worked the program, | have grown emotionally
and intellectually. | not only have peaeéh God, |

have the peacaf God through an active God



consciousness. | have not only recovered from alch,
| have become whole in person—body, spirit,
soul.

I've had one “God-thing” after another happen to

me since submitting myself to the principles of A.A
The trial officials who convicted me and the vicsimof
my crime have all decided to support my early idea
from prison. Coincidence? | think not. I've recaive
letters from former employers who have heard of my
sobriety and have offered me employment againen th
radio industry. These are just samples of God doing
for me what | couldn’t do for myself.

One of the things | have committed to do in return
for God’s grace is to immediately become activa in
correctional committee upon my release. Bringirgg th
A.A. message back into jails and prisons is extigme
important to me and my own sobriety today.

From experience, I've realized that | cannot go
back and make a brand-new start. But through A.A.,
can start from now and make a brand-new end.



(4)
LISTENING TO THE WIND

It took an “angel” to introduce this Native
American woman to A.A. and recovery.

I started drinking when | was around eleven

years old. | stayed with my brother and his wife

just outside of Gallup, New Mexico. We were poor.
The smell of beans and fresh tortillas symbolized
home to me. | slept in a bed with three other chiig
where we huddled close to keep warm in the freezing
winter. The snow was deep around us.

I had a hard time reading and understanding

school work, so | skipped school every chance | got
My dad and grandma had told me the old stories
about the longhouse and the travels of our people
across the deserts and mountains of this countngt |
a boy and together we ditched school and stole a
truck. We drank tequila and explored the red mesas
together. Sometimes we sat in the shade of thangad
post directly across the street from the tracksekiVh
the train rumbled through the dusty small town near
the reservation, it promised glamorous placesviaya
When | was fifteen years old, | arrived alone imSa
Francisco with a guitar, a small suitcase, and $30.
went to several taverns and coffeehouses in sefrch
a job singing. | believed | could pursue a carsea a
performer. Three days later | found myself sleeping
a doorway to stay out of the rain that had falliwlay.

| was broke and cold, and had nowhere else tolge. T
only thing | had left was my pride, which prevented
me from trying to reach my brother by phone or ifiigd
my way back to the only people who ever really
knew me.

Sometime in the middle of the long, restless night,

a kindly middle-aged white man laid his hand on my
shoulder. “Come on, young lady,” he said. “Let's ge

you to someplace warm and get you something tb eat.
The price he asked in return seemed little, comisige

the cold rainy night behind me. | left his hotel

with $50 in my hand. Thus began a long and somewhat



profitable career in prostitution. After working

all night, 1 would drink to forget what | had to tio
pay the rent until the sunrise brought sleep. The
weeks passed.

| started stealing and robbed a gas station and a
liquor store. | made very few friends. | had learhe
trust no one. One night, around eight o’clock, ia ca
pulled up to the curb just as | had settled my$eiff
drunk, against the wall of a building. | figuretidd

met my companion for the evening. We made the gpjate
conversation to confirm the deal, and | got

into the car. Suddenly | felt a deafening blow tp m
temple. | was knocked senseless. In a desolate area
across town, | was pulled from the car, pistol vpleig,
and left to die in the mud with rain falling softly

upon me. | came to in a hospital room with bars on
the windows. | spent seven weeks there, havingatepe
surgeries and barely recognizing my surroundings
each time | woke up. Finally, when | was able to
walk around a little, a policewoman came and | was
taken to county jail. It was my third arrest in two
months. Nearly two years on the streets had taken
its toll.

The judge said | could not be rehabilitated, and$
charged with eighteen counts of felony. | would sex

the streets again for nearly twenty-six monthsasw
seventeen years old. The first few months | woadeh
done just about anything for a drink. | knew | vpasverless
over the drugs, but | really couldn’t see what harm

there was in alcohol. In the summer | was released.
wasn’t sure where | was going, but a nice cold sees
sounded like a refreshing celebration of freedom. |
bought a six-pack and a bus ticket.

When | got off the bus, | got a waitressing jolain

bar. By the end of my first shift, however, | had
enough money to get a bottle and a sleazy motehroo
nearby.

A few weeks later | saw him, the only Indian | had
met in a very long time. He was leaning over a pool
table when | came to work. | put on my apron,
grabbed a tray, and headed straight for him tofsee
he needed a refill.



“Who let you off the reservation?” he asked. | was
furious, humiliated, and embarrassed.

That man became the father of my first-born child.
My relationship with him lasted only a few months
and was the first of many mutually abusive relaglops
that would continue over the next few years. |

found myself alone, drunk, homeless, and pregnant
in a matter of weeks. Afraid that | would wind up
back in jail, I went to live with my brother andsrin-
law.

My brother had gotten a very good job and moved
to Hawaii. My son was born there, and on the day of
his birth, | found my purpose in life: | was bomle

a mom. He was beautiful. Straight black hair andk da
eyes. | had never felt like this in my life. | cdyut

my past behind me once again and move forward
into a new life with my child.

After a year or so | became bored with my life in

the islands and the guy | had been dating. | saddiigye
to my waitress job and my family, and moved to
California with my one-year-old son.

| needed transportation, but cars cost too much
money. Where could | get lots of money? It did not
seem appropriate to go back to prostitution in the
same town where | was raising my son. | could take
the bus to the next town, work all night, and come
home in the morning if | could get someone to watch
my little boy. The night job paid well. As long bs
didn’t work close to home where my child would
attend school, everything would be fine. Also, |
could drink on the job. | kept the welfare, though,
because it provided health insurance.

| did quite well financially. After one year | fodn

a beautiful large apartment that had a view of the
ocean, bought a new car and a purebred Collie dog.
The social workers started getting very nosy. ldou
not figure out what their problem was. | led a deub
life. By day | was super-mom, and by night | was a
drunken hooker.

| met a wonderful man at the beach, and we fell in
love. Everything was like heaven on earth until he
asked where | worked! Of course, | lied. | told Him



worked for the government and held a top security
clearance, which required complete secrecy. That's
why | had to work nights, undercover, out of town,
on weekends. Now, maybe he would stop asking
SO many questions. But instead he proposed.

We moved in together and my working arrangements
became nearly impossible to live with. So did

my conscience. One night on my way to work, | sat
in rush-hour traffic on the freeway. | broke down i
tears and felt all the lies of my life burst opaside

of me. | hated myself and | wanted to die. | cottldn
tell him the truth, but | couldn’t continue to ke

him either. Suddenly a great light came on. It s
best idea | had ever had. | got off the freewaat
next ramp, drove home, and told him I got fired! He
took it well, and we celebrated with a huge batfle
wine.

It took a lot of booze to cover the nightmares gf m
past, but | was sure | could get around this small
problem before long. | never did. The relationship
broke up over my drinking, and | packed my little
car and moved myself, my son, our dog, and three
cats to the mountains.

This mountain town was a place | had visited as a
child with Dad and Grandma. Memories of the stories
of my childhood and our Indian people flooded in. |
got a job cleaning cabins for a local resort lodgd

got back on welfare. Shortly after our move, my son
started school. By this time | was consuming nearly
fifth of tequila each day, and blackouts were ogogr
on a regular basis.

One day | got up as usual. The last thing | remembe
was feeling so shaky | could hardly stand up. | ate

a tablespoon of honey, hoping it would give me the
necessary sugar rush. The next conscious memory was
the emergency room. They said | was suffering from
malnutrition. | was nearly thirty pounds underweigh
They had the audacity to ask me how much | drank!
What could that possibly have to do with anythihg?
promised | would never do it again.

For the first time in my life, | tried very hard to

quit drinking. After a few days of shakes and nayse
decided that a shot of tequila wouldn't hurt. | had



managed to put on a little weight, but six montts

| collapsed and was diagnosed with a bleeding ulcer
| was in the hospital for four days that time. They
told me that if | didn’t stop drinking, | would poably
die.

My son called his grandparents, and they traveled

to the mountains to visit us. | had not seen them f
years. We got along much better than | expected.

The relationship they formed with my son was
incredible. My dad took his grandson hiking in the
wilderness, and mom helped out with looking after
him while | worked. My health continued to fail.

My parents wound up moving to our town in an attemp
to help their grandson and me.

My dad and | decided to go to a Native American
gathering. | hadn’t been to one of these pow wows
since | was a child. When we heard the drums and
watched the dancers, | felt some great passionugell
inside me. | felt like an outsider. | wanted a #rih
wore my hair down to my waist and wore a lot of
turquoise jewelry | had collected over the years. |
looked like the people, but | certainly didn’t feide
one of them. | felt as if they all knew something |
didn't.

In an effort to prove | was getting better, | sdrt
hitting the streets again in order to make moreeyon
| told my parents that | was going down the mountai
to visit friends. | received my third arrest foudk
driving on one of the trips back, after working all
weekend. The night in jail seemed a long time to go
without a drink.

Weeks and months passed, and the blackouts codtinue
getting worse. Then | met a man in a local

bar. | didn’t like him very well, but he had quadot

of money, and he sure liked me. He took me to nice
restaurants and brought me expensive gifts. As long

as | had a buzz on, with a few drinks, | could rtate

him.

One thing led to another, and we wound up married.
The most powerful motive | had was getting out
of the streets and being provided for. | had begun



to think I did not have much longer to live. Theda

of my doctors were looking more and more grim

every time | went into the hospital to dry out.

The marriage was a farce, and it didn’t take long

for this man to figure that out. Someone had told

him about my past, and he demanded to know the
truth. | was tired, nauseated, and drunk. | judhi

care anymore, so | admitted everything. We fought
every day after that, and my visits to the hospieadame
more frequent. One afternoon | decided | no

longer wanted to live and got the gun from over the
fireplace. | owe my life to the man | had marriei
heard my child scream from out back and came rgnnin
into the house. He grabbed the gun and wrestled

it away from me. | was numb and couldn’t figure out
what had happened. My son was taken away from me
by the authorities, and | was placed in a locketbwa
for the criminally insane. | spent three days there
legal hold.

After | was released, most of the next few weeks
was a blur. One night | caught my husband with
another woman. We fought and | followed him in my
car and tried to run him down, right in the middfe
the main street in town. The incident caused aaix-
pileup, and when the law caught up with me later, |
was sent to the locked ward again. | do not remembe
arriving there, and when | woke up, | didn’t know
where | was. | was tied to a table with restraints
around my wrists, both ankles, and my neck. They
shot heavy drugs into my veins and kept me liké tha
for a long time. | was released five days laterewh
left, there was no one there to drive me home, so |
hitchhiked. The house was dark and locked, and no
one was anywhere around to let me in. | got aéottl
and sat in the snow on the back porch and drank.
One day | decided I'd better go to the laundromat
and wash some clothes. There was a woman there
with a couple of kids. She moved around quickly,
folding clothes and stacking them neatly in a ceupl
of huge baskets. Where did she get her energy?

Suddenly | realized | had to put my clothes inte th
dryers. | couldn’t remember which washers | had put
them in. | looked into probably twenty different steers.
I made up my mind how to handle the situation.



I would stay here until everyone else had leftouid
keep whatever clothes were left behind, as wathyas
own. As the other woman finished her tasks, she was
writing something down on a small piece of papée S
loaded her baskets and kids into her car, and came
back into the laundromat. She came right up to me
and handed me the small blue paper. | couldn’t make
out what it said. | smiled politely and slurred a
friendly “Thank you.” Later | made out the telepleon
number and the handwritten message below: “If you
ever want to stop drinking, call Alcoholics Anonyaso
24 hours a day.”

Why had she given me this, and what made her
think 1 was drinking? Couldn’t she see that my leott
was soda? Of all the nerve! | was mortified! | fedid

the paper neatly and put it in the back pocket pf m
jeans. As the next few weeks passed, | becamersicke
by the day. One morning | woke up alone as usual. |
hadn’t seen my husband in a long time. | needed a
drink, and the bottle on the bedside table was dry.

| rose on my shaky legs, but they refused to hold m
weight. | fell to the floor and began crawling andu

the house looking for a bottle. Nothing! This melant
had to leave the house and get to a store.

| found my empty purse on the floor, but | knew

| could never make it to the car. | became tewdifie
Who could | call? | never saw any friends anymore,
and there was no way | could call family. | remenaie
the number in the pocket of my jeans. | hadn’t

even gotten dressed for several days. Where were th
jeans?

| searched the house until | found them on therfloo
of the bedroom. The number was in the pocket. After
three tries | managed to dial the number. A woman’s
voice answered.

“I...uh...gotthis number fromyou. .. uh
Is this A.A.?” | asked.

“Yes. Do you want to stop drinking?”

“Please, yes. | need help. Oh, God.” | felt theyfi
tears run down my face.

Five minutes later she pulled into my driveway.
She must have been some kind of an angel. How



had she appeared from nowhere that day in the taorat?
How had she known? How had | kept her
number all that time without losing it?

The A.A. woman made sure | had no more alcohol

in the house. She was very tough on me for a long
time. | went to meetings every day and startechtaki
the steps. The First Step showed me that | was hesge
over alcohol and anything else that threatened

my sobriety or muddled my thinking. Alcohol was ynl
a symptom of much deeper problems of dishonesty
and denial. Now it was a matter of coming to grips
with a Power greater than myself. That was verg har
for me. How could all thesehitepeople even begin

to think they could understamde? So they brought a
sober Indian woman up to work with me for a day.
That was a very powerful day. That Indian woman cut
me no slack at all. I will never forget her. Shewioced
me | was not unique. She said thegste folks

were the best thing that ever happened to me.
“Where would you be without them?” she asked.
“What are the alternatives? You got any bettersdea
for yourself? How manindiansdo you know who are
going to help you sober up?” At the time, | coutdn’
think of any. | surrendered behind the tears chnswers
and decided to do it their way. | found the

Power greater than myself to be the magic above the
heads of the people in the meetings. | chose to cal
that magic Great Spirit.

The Twelve Steps worked like a crowbar, prying

into my dishonesty and fear. | didn't like the tiysnl
learned about myself, but I didn’t want to go back
where | had come from. | found out that there was n
substance on the planet that could help me getshone
I would do just about anything to avoid working

on myself.

The thing that kept me sober until | got a grip on
honesty was the love in the rooms of Alcoholics
Anonymous. | made some friends for the first time i
my life. Real friends that cared, even when | was
broke and feeling desperate. At twenty-two months o
sobriety, | was finally able to complete an honegéntory.
The Fifth Step enabled me to see my part in

my resentments and fears. In the chapter “How It



Works,” in the Big Book, | was shown some questions
The answers to these questions provided me with
knowledge about my reactions to the conditionsyn m
life. Every response to every resentment, reainagined,
had been sick and self-destructive. | was allowing
others to control my sense of well-being and
behavior. | came to understand that the behavior,
opinions, and thoughts of others were none of my
business. The only business | was to be concerned
with was my own! | asked my Higher Power to remove
from me everything that stood in the way of

my usefulness to Him and others, and to help me
build a new life.

I met my current husband in an A.A. meeting.
Together we carry the message to Indian people on
reservations all over the country. | started affifttegrade
level in school when | had been sober nearly

two years. After college | started my own business.
Today | publish the books I write. Our daughter was
born during my early sobriety, and she is in high
school now. She has never seen her mother take a
drink. Our family has returned to the spirituality

our ancestors. We attend sweat lodges and othemanc
ceremonies with our people on sovereign native
land. We take panels of sober Natives into Indian
boarding schools and institutions, and share atsmatvery.
My life is filled with honesty today. Every action,
word, prayer, and Twelfth Step call is an investtmen
my spiritual freedom and fulfillment. | am in loead
proud to be a Native American. At an A.A. meetimg o
an Indian reservation, | heard the words “Sobirigty
traditional.” | stand at the top of the sacred ntaum

and | listen to the wind. | have a conscious dedgtact
with my Creator today, and He loves me.

Everything is sacred as a result of the Twelve Step
and the love and recovery in Alcoholics Anonymous.



()
TWICE GIFTED

Diagnosed with cirrhosis, this sick alcoholic got
sobriety—plus a lifesaving liver transplant.

I oday is sunday, my favorite day of the week.

Things are usually peaceful, and | always get

that wonderfully humbling, it's amazing to be alive
feeling. | am happy to say that very few days go by
without that feeling.

Sunday used to be pretty wild in the old days. That
is what | call my drinking days, the old days. &sv

the last day of the weekend, finishing up a fewsdaty
partying with my friends. | never went anywhere
that was not a party, and if in doubt about theasmm,
I'd think of a good one and bring the party with

me. | cannot remember a time without booze in my
life. Even when | was young and didn’t drink myself
liquor was always around. | do remember a time at
the beginning of my drinking, thinking to mysel&th

| was not and would never become an alcoholic,
knowing in a very personal way exactly how an atdich
lived. | was a teenager then, and | figured | was

just having fun and could control everything aboyt
drinking. By the time | actually reached legal #iig
age, | had definitely gone beyond weekend party
drinking, and Sunday once again became the figst da
of the week, soon to become a week of daily drigkin
During my young adulthood, drinking was the way

| related to others. | did not know anyone who rafid
drink, and all of my interests, friendships, andeno
intimate relationships revolved completely around
drinking. Over the years, by all appearances, Wwarp
and got a life, but it was only a facade. | nevdrrdature
other than in the physical way. | appeared normal
on the outside. | knew | drank and so did everyone
else, but | behaved pretty well and, only by chance
managed to stay out of harm’s way, except for a few
occasions. Looking back now, the picture of my life
before | got sober looks like a long series of nished
matters. Through the ye