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Production note

The original working manuscript of Alcoholics Anonymous has been captured with state-of-the-art
technology, utilizing a Sinar AG large format camera back, and saved as tiff images at 300 dpi
resolution. For preservation of the manuscript, each page was treated with an alkaline material to aid
in preventing deterioration of the paper. The pages were then placed inside separate sleeves made of
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polyester film. Finally, the sleeves were encapsulated, in which all air was pressed out of them,
making each sleeve perfectly flat.

The annotations that appear throughout the manuscript have been conserved in their original state
without artificial means to wash away imperfections in the inks. However, the inks were found to be
water-sensitive and not conducive to treatment for purposes of maximum preservation. The color of
the pages vary slightly due to the natural aging of the paper used to compose the document, among
other possible factors. To further preserve the integrity of the pages, no color enhancement was
attempted in preparing this manuscript for printing. Consequently, the result is a remarkable visual
display that achieves our primary intention: to as closely as possible give readers the experience of
viewing the actual document.



In homage to my grandmother, who often cited the famous line
from the Sermon on the Mount, “Don’t hide your light under a bushel,”
I, the current owner of the manuscript, happily, proudly, and humbly
make this original working manuscript edition of the Big Book

accessible to the public for the first time.
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PREFACE

Presented herein, printed from a high-definition scan, is the original
working manuscript of Alcoholics Anonymous, known to people in Twelve
Step programs worldwide as “the Big Book.” We are grateful to the owner
of the manuscript for allowing Hazelden to make this seminal work
available to readers for the first time.

Following this preface you will find two essays that introduce and
illuminate the manuscript from two different but complementary
perspectives. The first essay, “Historical Context and Suggested Framework
for Reading the Working Manuscript,” was written by a Big Book historian
commissioned by the publisher. The second essay, “The Big Book
Revealed,” was written by a group of AA historians commissioned by the
owner of the manuscript. They described the writing of their essay as
follows:

This essay represents the wisdom and perspectives of
many different AA historians and enthusiasts, as well as
the finishing touches of readers, reviewers, and friends. It
is, in fact, much the same sort of collaboration that the
original Big Book represents: an act of good fellowship
rather than an attempt to deliver the “final word.” We trust
that what is presented here will become part of the
continuing effort to uncover, debate, expand, and correct
the history and origins of AA. The claims, points of view,



and facts here represent our best collective effort to
accurately put the origins of the Big Book in perspective,
and will surely benefit from the further knowledge,
opinions, and research of our readers.

After the presentation of the manuscript you will find three
contributions, which are meant to provide further historical context for
appreciating the manuscript:

* An annotated listing of the edits made to the manuscript gathered
under five thematic topics provided by a lecturer and teacher on the
Twelve Steps, with additional listings provided by Hazelden editorial
staff

* A transcript of Bill Wilson’s speech on the origins of the Big Book
given at the Texas State AA Convention in 1954

* A short publishing history of the Big Book by the AA historians who
wrote the second essay, “The Big Book Revealed”

We offer these essays and other materials, not as the exhaustive or
authoritative final word on this remarkable document, but as guideposts to
help readers unlock their own individual interpretations and insights as they
watch the text evolve before their eyes, and with hopes that the ideas
revealed may come alive in their own hearts and minds.

The writers and contributors of the materials in this book (except for
Bill Wilson’s speech) are currently members of AA and have chosen to
remain anonymous.

— The Editor



Historical Context and Suggested Framework for
Reading the Working Manuscript

his book presents a wonderful opportunity for anyone interested in the
history of the book Alcoholics Anonymous. What you hold in your hands is
a rare and valuable snapshot taken from a few critical weeks in 1939 that
dramatically captures the controversy and creativity that went into
producing the book that would explain AA’s program of recovery to the
world. In mid-February of that year, the members of Alcoholics
Anonymous printed up multilith copies of their proposed book on how to
recover from alcoholism. (Multilith is an offset printing process that was
used at that time for small print runs.) These copies were distributed to AA
members and to doctors and ministers for their comments and suggestions
for changes. As those suggestions came in, they were all entered in one
single multilith copy—the one reproduced in this book.

A PRIMARY DOCUMENT

This “original working manuscript” is a historical document of singular
importance, combining within its pages several different stages in the
writing of Alcoholics Anonymous. These overlapping layers in the creation
of the final text can be discovered by carefully reading and “untangling” the
different elements presented in the pages that follow.

The original working manuscript (hereafter referred to simply as “the
working manuscript”) is what historians call a primary document—one that



comes from a specific time and place, capturing all the complexity and
immediacy of that particular moment. The working manuscript encapsulates
and preserves the thinking of the people who were “founding” Alcoholics
Anonymous during a very brief time period—six weeks or so—between the
printing of the multilith copy in mid-February 1939, and the final editing of
the first edition of the Big Book, which was done in late March or early
April.

Like all important primary documents, the working manuscript should
be approached with a clear understanding of its origins and history along
with some appreciation for the time and place of its creation. Some of the
more important “time and place” factors are briefly noted in the next
section about the historical context of the document’s development.
Following that, you will find a suggested framework for reading the
working manuscript—an orderly way to approach the different layers of the
manuscript and to make sense of the pages that may at first appear
confusing. Once this context and the framework have been understood, the
text can be more fruitfully read and studied.

Whether you are a scholar investigating the important spiritual
movements of the twentieth century or simply a student of Big Book
history, this working manuscript provides a unique glimpse into the creation
and evolution of the recovery program that would eventually bring a
“design for living” and sobriety to millions of people worldwide.

SOME HISTORICAL CONTEXT

While reading this amazing document, you can expand your understanding
and appreciation by being mindful of the time period in which this book
was written. Here are just a few of the important historical elements that
affected and influenced the creation of the Big Book.

THE GREAT DEPRESSION

In 1938-1939, most of the world was still in the depths of the Great
Depression. In the United States, the economy was not as dire as it had been
three years earlier, but it was still just barely limping along. This had a
direct effect on the ability of many marginal workers (for instance,
alcoholics) to obtain jobs and to properly support their families. The



language of the Big Book—especially in the chapters “To Wives,” “The
Family Afterward,” and “To Employers”—is more understandable when
seen in this context.

PROHIBITION

On a national level, Prohibition—America’s great experiment for ending
“the drink problem”—had been a complete failure and was abandoned in
1933, less than six years before Alcoholics Anonymous was published.
Prohibition was itself the result of over fifty years of intense political
lobbying by the powerful Temperance Movement, which firmly believed
that the best solution to the “alcohol problem” was to make it illegal. The
Big Book presents a “new solution” to this problem, and the writing
frequently points out these differences—for instance, it often declares that
AA is addressing the problems of individual alcoholics rather than the
problems of society as a whole. AAs wanted to be clear that they were not
interested in legislating anyone’s drinking. Everyone involved in this
writing project knew something of the Temperance Movement, and they
had all been intimately involved in the recent failure of Prohibition.

THE OXFORD GROUP

Both Dr. Bob Smith and Bill Wilson were, for considerable periods of time,
active members of the Oxford Group—founded by Frank Buchman in 1921
using the name “A First Century Christian Fellowship”—and they were
greatly influenced by both its structure and its beliefs. Bill Wilson clearly
acknowledged the Oxford Group’s influence on Alcoholics Anonymous:
“early A.A. got its ideas of self-examination, acknowledgment of character
defects, restitution for harm done and working with others straight from the

Oxford Group . . . and from nowhere else.”]

These and other Oxford Group influences can be found interwoven
throughout the Big Book. In this working manuscript, you will also see a
reaction against this influence—note, for example, the comment “This is
absolutely Too Groupy” at the bottom of manuscript page 43.

THE “FLYING-BLIND PERIOD”



This was a world before Alcoholics Anonymous meetings. When the Big
Book was published in April 1939, there were only two AA meetings in
existence—a Tuesday night meeting in Brooklyn, New York, and one in
Akron, Ohio, on Wednesday nights.

Today, we might fairly say that the book was written as a “meeting in
print” and was intended as the primary vehicle for carrying the message of
AA to people who had never heard of the group. This was surely the
rationale for including a section of personal stories in the second half of the
book.

In the foreword to the second edition of Alcoholics Anonymous, Bill
Wilson wrote that the time before the Big Book was published was the

“flying-blind period.”2

This characterization is helpful in understanding the many decisions that
went into the changes to the text that you will find here. AA takes a very
pragmatic approach to alcoholism, and the evolving text reveals the
founders’ struggles to understand what their own collective experience had
been—*“what has worked for us”—and then to write about it in a clear and
concise way.

Finally, it should be noted that Bill Wilson, the primary author of this
work, wrote the first version of the chapters “There Is a Solution” and
“Bill’s Story” in late May or early June of 1938, when he was just three-
and-a-half years sober. Bill was only four years sober when he wrote the
first, full version of the Twelve Steps in December 1938. All of the other
contributors to this book had even less sober time than that. Today, many
AA members consider it nothing short of miraculous that this book was
written by people with so little time in sobriety.

A MULTI-LAYERED TEXT

It is possible to discover at least five different “layers” buried in the text of
the working manuscript: The multilith printing itself, the “accepted”
changes, the “rejected” changes, the marginalia, and the “proof sheet”
changes. Clearly identifying these layers can provide helpful insights into
the thinking of AA’s founding members as they tried to describe their
program of recovery in print for the first time.



Perhaps the best example of these different layers exists in the familiar
reading that opens the chapter “How It Works”—which appears on pages
30 and 31 of the working manuscript.

THE MULTILITH PRINTING

The first layer is the multilith printing, on which the handwritten, suggested
changes were added, resulting in the working manuscript presented here.
This is the version of the Big Book as it was originally proposed in mid-
February 1939. It is a remarkable document presenting AA’s “first pass” at
the book that they hoped would “show other alcoholics PRECISELY HOW
THEY CAN RECOVER” (wording taken from the manuscript foreword,
which is on the unnumbered page before page 1).

The first two pages of “How It Works” reveal many interesting items,
not least of which is the “original” version of the Twelve Steps. This
manuscript presents a First Step that lacks the famous “We” at the opening,
as well as some significant variations on the other Steps that we are so
familiar with today—including

* turning our will and our lives over to the “direction” of God in Step
Three

* being entirely “willing” in Step Six
* getting “on our knees” and “holding nothing back” in Step Seven
* making “complete” amends in Step Eight

 improving “our contact with God” (with no “as we understand
Him”) in the Eleventh Step

* a Twelfth Step that claims “a spiritual experience”3 is the result of

“this course of action” and recommends that we try to carry this
message “to others, especially alcoholics”

A favorite line of many readers of this multilith printing is the sentence
that immediately follows the abc’s on page 31: “If you are not convinced on
these vital issues, you ought to re-read the book to this point or else throw it
away!” This is one excellent example of the multilith printing’s presentation
of Alcoholics Anonymous’s solution in a very “preachy” and directive
format.



THE “ACCEPTED” CHANGES

The next layer in the text can be discovered among all the written notations
themselves. This is the collection of changes suggested by doctors,
psychiatrists, ministers, and members of AA that were incorporated into the
text that was first published in April 1939.

Many of the “accepted” changes found in the opening to “How It
Works” will be easily identified by anyone familiar with this reading. Here
you will find “followed our path” substituted for “followed our directions”
and “At some of these we balked. We thought we could find an easier,
softer way” replacing “At some of these you may balk. You may think you
can find an easier, softer way.” This move from directive language (“You
must find Him now!”) to a softer and more suggestive tone (“May you find
Him now!”) is typical of the suggested changes that eventually made their
way into the book.

By carefully considering the exact meaning and tone of the deleted
words and then comparing them with the tone and meaning of what
replaced them, we can see the “working mind” of Bill Wilson and the
members of Alcoholics Anonymous who helped him craft the final text.

And, if experts can someday identify all the writers of the different
handwriting that entered these suggestions, we will gain even further
insights into the creative process that resulted in the final text of the Big
Book’s first edition.

THE “REJECTED” CHANGES
But there is another layer on these same pages that offers even greater
insights into the thinking of those who created the Big Book—and these
insights can only be found here, in the working manuscript. These are the
suggestions that were submitted and written down here—but were not
taken. The “accepted” changes could always be identified by comparing a
multilith printing to a first-edition copy of the Big Book, but the “rejected”
suggestions can only be seen in the copy that you now hold in your hands.
In the first page and a half of “How It Works,” you can see a number of
these “rejected” suggestions—which are underlined on the next page—
some of which were actually crossed out and others that were not:

» “Without help it was too much for us.” [crossed out]



* “then you are ready to take certain steps” has the partially erased line
below it: here are the steps we took

* “We asked His protection and care with complete abandon. When we
were receptive he responded.”

» “Admitted to our understanding of God, to ourselves, and to another
human being . . .” [crossed out]

» Were entirely willing [crossed out and changed to “ready” ]—
[comment that is crossed out]: “wouldn’t ‘anxious’ express greater
humility?”

 There is an all-but-undecipherable word or comment at the end of the
Sixth Step that has been heavily crossed out, perhaps reading
understood [as in “God as we understood Him”?]

* “improve our conscious contact with a power above us” [crossed out]

* rather than “tried to carry this message to alcoholics,” “offered the
simple kit of spiritual tools but no compulsion could be said(?) we
have tried to show others, especially alcoholics what etc.” [crossed
out]

» “our personal adventures before and after, was the way we
determined three pertinent ideas” [crossed out]

» “That faith could and did.”

These ten “rejected” changes, considered individually and collectively,
provide important insights into what was not considered acceptable by the
editors as they finalized these two most important pages of the Big Book.

The working manuscript has page after page of these “rejected”
suggestions—each of which provides us with important information about
“the mind of A.A.” at this early stage of its development.

Again, if handwriting experts can identify the authors of all the
“rejected” suggestions, we might gain further insight into the book’s
creation process—as well as some insight into the thinking of the writers
themselves.

MARGINALIA



Then, what are we to make of the marginalia and interlinear notations that
appear on so many pages of the working manuscript? Here are the
fascinating and intriguing entries on just the first two pages of “How It
Works”:

There is a crossed-out note over the chapter title: “Should be studied
from the mold angle.” [See the handwritten note on manuscript page
156 for a clue to this mysterious bit of marginalia.]

There is a lightly written “11” in the top left corner of the first page
and a “19” in the lower left. [11 and 19 what?]

Just over the Third Step is the crossed-out word “Group” and a line
connecting this “comment” to the boxed words “decision” and “and
direction” in the Third Step. [Was someone complaining about the
Oxford Group “language” here?]

The left margin of the first page has a number of what seem to be
initials or possibly names that have been crossed out. [What purpose
did they serve here?]

“HGP” (Henry G. Parkhurst) has signed his initials to the bottom of
these two pages. [What was the purpose of this “sign-off” and why
wasn'’t Bill Wilson doing that?]

At the very bottom of the first page, someone has neatly printed: “His
Divine Consideration.” [Is that phrase supposed to be inserted into
the Steps—and, if so, where?]

At the top of the second page, someone has written: “See inside back
cover” with a connecting line to an erasure starting with the letter
“B” and underlined twice—and below this is written “Buchman”
(certainly a reference to Frank Buchman and the Oxford Group) and
underlined once. [Explaining all of those elements in a coherent
fashion may be challenging!]

Several of these notations help us understand the controversies and
arguments among the various members of the small group of early AAs as
they tried to agree on an edited text.

THE “PROOF SHEET” CHANGES



Finally, a careful reading of the first-edition printing of the Big Book
reveals some edits that are not noted in this working manuscript copy.

There are two possible explanations for these last-minute changes. One
asserts that there was a hand-marked “printer’s copy” of the multilith
printing (which has since been lost) where further changes were added
during their transcription from the working manuscript. The other
possibility is that this working manuscript was the “printer’s copy,” and all
of these final edits were made when Bill Wilson, Hank Parkhurst, Ruth
Hock, and Dorothy Snyder made corrections to the proof sheets at Cornwall
Press (see page 15 for additional details). Or, perhaps it was a combination
of both.

The suggestion regarding a now-missing “printer’s copy” will be
addressed separately in the pages that follow. Whatever the final resolution
of that issue may be, it is clear that editorial changes were made as Bill,
Hank, Ruth, and Dorothy reviewed proof sheets from the printer.

In 1954, when Bill Wilson was doing research for Alcoholics
Anonymous Comes of Age, he interviewed a number of “early timers” of
AA, and several of these interviews were transcribed and later preserved at
the GSO Archive in New York City. Bill’s August 1954 interview with
Dorothy Snyder was particularly lively and wonderfully revealing and
immediate in the way that, despite the casual language, it so vividly
captures what happened during these last-minute edits:

Dorothy:  Bill, do you remember when I was with you and Hank and Ruth,
Cornwall (New York) that night before the book was done?

Bill:  1should think I do. It was one of my precious moments.

Dorothy: ~ Well, one of the things that I had told Ruth is the care with which
that was done, even though psychiatrists, priests, ministers, and
other people had given their opinions on the book, here it was
ready to roll, I can still see you, we were reading parts, different
phrases to you and you would weigh those phrases, did this really
say what you meant, would it really help somebody, would it
offend this group, that group, or the other groups. And after one of
those discussions, Hank was sort of pounding at you that a certain
phrase was perhaps too strongly put, I can still hear you say, well, I



don’t want the thing to be so insipid that they don’t want to get the
idea that what they have to do to get sober.

Bill: Hank was going to water it down. On the other hand, it was that
friction between [Jim] Burwell, Hank, and myself on the one side
or Fitz Mayo on the other who wanted to draw in all the old-
fashioned expressions out of which grew this concept of a book big
enough to go through with. We had a hell of a rumpus about that.
My position was that if you went overboard with the old
expressions you could tell people and if you labeled it as a strictly
Christian book you’d have to take in God knows what, and if on
the other hand, we just make a psychological job of it nobody

would get well from it anyway, so that was the problem.4

The differences between the beginning of “How It Works” in the
working manuscript versus the first-edition printing of the Big Book are
mostly cosmetic, although one of them—the wording to (c)—is certainly
substantive:

» “Continue” has been changed back to “Continued” in Step Ten.

* “(c) That God could and did” has been edited to read “ (c) That God

could and would if sought.”5

* In the paragraph “The first requirement . . .” there is one small
change: “even though our motives were good” is changed to “are
good.”

While relatively minor, the changes in this section of the book are
numerous. Each departure from the wording of the working manuscript will
need to be identified by a careful reading and then evaluated for its
importance.

Consequently, it is clear that the working manuscript is not a document
to be read quickly or lightly, although it is just as obvious that by devoting
sufficient attention and time to the text, the reader will be rewarded with
interesting and important information about the formation of Alcoholics
Anonymous.

THE PRINTER’S COPY



The working manuscript certainly served as a single collection point for all
of the suggested changes to the Big Book text. But whether or not the
working manuscript was the copy that Bill and Hank took to Cornwall Press
and presented to the typesetters as the “printer’s copy” is yet unknown.
When the working manuscript arrived at Sotheby’s auction house in
June 2004, the pages were no longer in their original red “comb” binding.
Rather, they were bound in a “blue cloth binder with a morocco lettering

piece (‘Printer’s Copy M[anu]s[cript]).”’6

Exactly when this new binding was created is not known. In a recorded
talk by Barry Leach (Montreal, July 1995), the man to whom Lois Wilson
gifted this copy (see page 15), he states that he currently owns the “printer’s
copy” of the Big Book—so Barry certainly thought that this was the copy
used to set the type for the Big Book. But whether the working manuscript
was put into this “printer’s copy ms” binding by Bill or by Lois or by Barry
himself is not known.

However, internal evidence—the messy and often difficult-to-decipher
state of the working manuscript—would suggest that this was not the copy
that Bill and Hank presented for typesetting.

For example, consider manuscript page 43, which contains most of the
text on the Eleventh Step. This page is so loaded with cross-outs, inserts,
and marginalia that it is even difficult for a reader familiar with the text to
decipher it. Besides the many confusing inserts, some of the crossed-out
text here did, in fact, appear in the first edition of the Big Book. And there
are several suggested inserts that did not appear in that printing.

Who could make sense of this and produce the text found in the final
book? It hardly seems likely that any reasonable person would entertain the
possibility that this mélange of “yes’s,” “no’s,” and “maybe’s” could ever
have been comprehensible to a typesetter. The person would have to have
been a mind reader!

Still, Bill’s description of this encounter with the typesetter (written
eighteen years after the event) does not clarify whether this working

manuscript was what was offered for the production of galley plroofs:7

Nothing now remained except to prepare the printer’s copy
of the book. We selected one of the mimeographs, and in



Henry [Parkhurst]’s clear handwriting all the corrections
were transferred to it. There were few large changes but
the small ones were very numerous. The copy was hardly
legible and we wondered if the printer would take it,
heavily marked up as it was. . . .

... [Arriving at the printing plant,] we brought with us
the mangled but precious printer’s copy of Alcoholics
Anonymous. When the Cornwall manager saw the mess
our book was in he was so dismayed that he almost sent us
home to make a fresh typing of the whole business. But
salesman Henry prevailed upon him to try to make galleys,
and day after day we corrected these as they issued from

the shop.8

Certainly the working manuscript is “hardly legible,” “heavily marked
up,” and a “mess,” and it might well be described as “mangled.” But it is
just as certainly not, as described here, with “all the corrections” “in
Henry’s clear handwriting.” And, indeed, we have much more here than just
“all the corrections”—we’ve also got all those other untaken suggestions.
Finally, Bill’s account begs the question: “Transferred” from where?
Perhaps, it was transferred from the working manuscript. Or . . . perhaps
not.

This will likely be one of those ongoing and unresolved historical
questions—unless the “original printer’s copy” is eventually discovered.

Reading the “original working manuscript” is an exciting adventure for
anyone interested in the book Alcoholics Anonymous—whether readers
have only an academic interest or just want to explore the history of the
book that provides the foundation for their own sobriety. The examples
above from the beginning of “How It Works” are brief and “suggestive
only,” but they provide a glimpse of the many opportunities that you will
discover here on almost every page—opportunities for hours of inspiring
reading and exciting research.

May you enjoy and appreciate them all!
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. Alcoholics Anonymous Comes of Age: A Brief History of A.A. (New York: Alcoholics
Anonymous World Services, 1957), 39.

. Alcoholics Anonymous, 4th ed. (New York: Alcoholics Anonymous World Services, 2001), xvii.

. The wording of the Twelfth Step was changed to read “having had a spiritual awakening” in
1941 when the second printing of the first edition went to press.
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interviews: Draft “Ridgeway” Through “Wilson,” Box 1: 304680980; file folders of oral history
transcriptions made by Bill Wilson in 1954 in preparation for Alcoholics Anonymous Comes of
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. The current wording of this phrase “That God could and would if He were sought” did not
appear until the first printing of the second edition in 1955.

. Sotheby’s Auction Catalog, Fine Books and Manuscripts Including Americana, New York, June
21, 2007, p. 215.

. Bill Wilson, along with other early AA members, can be fuzzy and inaccurate in the details of
his recollections when delivered some time after the events mentioned—underlining the even
greater importance and value of a primary document like this “original working manuscript.”

. Alcoholics Anonymous Comes of Age, 169-70.



The Big Book Revealed

hat you have before you is a great revelation: the seminal source of
arguably the most influential and important twentieth-century book on
recovery from alcoholism and other drug addictions. The beneficial impact
of AA and its cofounder Bill Wilson has been so great that Aldous Huxley
once referred to Wilson as “the greatest social architect of the twentieth

Century.”1

M. Scott Peck, psychiatrist and author, credits Bill Wilson with
initiating an integration of spirituality and science, as well as originating the
self-help and community movements. M. Scott Peck even associates AA
with divine revelation, proposing that the revolution it started “is going to

be the salvation . . . not only for alcoholics but . . . for us all.”2
Within these pages, you will see the celebrated Big Book “revealed”
through the handwritten notations inscribed on the typescript of the 1939
multilith printing—sometimes referred to as “the original manuscript.”
According to Bill Wilson, as many as 400 copies of the multilith
printing were distributed in February 1939 to “everyone we could think of

who might be concerned with the problem of alcoholism.”> Bill recalls his
desire to get a wide range of responses; he wanted to “try it out, you know,
on the preacher, on the doctor, the Catholic Committee on Publications,
psychiatrists, policemen, fishwives, housewives, drunks, everybody. Just to
see if we’ve got anything that goes against the grain anyplace and also to

find out if we can’t get some better ideas.”?



Those involved in the great collaborative project that would become
Alcoholics Anonymous had decided, in effect, to test-market the manuscript

—to find out whether it would be “widely acceptable to everybody.” O As
these copies were returned, suggestions for revision were considered and
written out on a master copy, resulting in the working manuscript (which is
reproduced in this book). This working manuscript was ultimately the basis
for galley proofs for the first printing of the Big Book on April 10, 1939.

As you will see, the working manuscript contains a number of changes,
large and small, to the multilith copy, and it is the product of the many
minds devoted to one of the most significant collaborative writing projects
of all time. This working manuscript is, then, the missing link in our
understanding of what transpired between the first complete draft of
Alcoholics Anonymous and the first published edition. The many changes
made in black, green, and red pencil on page after page of the working
manuscript give us a glimpse of the opinions, debates, and discussions that
shaped and formed the text with clues to the full spectrum of suggestions,
decisions, and revisions that led to the final text of the Big Book. Today,
when so much writing is done on word processors, deletions and revisions
are made with no visible history of the earlier thinking, no clues as to who
made changes, and how or why the changes were made. Therefore, the
working manuscript also represents a lost age when the creative process
was more “visible” and allows us to re-experience a process that, in the age
of technology, is much harder to access. Scholars and interested readers
alike can now compare the working manuscript with the published first
edition of the Big Book to reconstruct the editing process that took place
when Bill Wilson, Hank Parkhurst, Ruth Hock, and Dorothy Snyder were
reviewing the printer’s galley proofs in March 1939.

A SAMPLING OF EDITS IN THE WORKING MANUSCRIPT

It is especially fascinating to speculate why some material was crossed out
in the working manuscript. For instance, on manuscript page 69, under
heavy lead pencil strikeouts, we can read the following:

Some physicians favor cutting off the liquor sharply, and
prefer to use little or no sedative. This may be wise in



some instances, but for the most of us it is a barbaric
torture. For severe cases, some doctors prefer a slower
tapering-down process, followed by a health farm or
sanitarium. Other doctors prefer a few days of de-
toxification, removal of poisons from the system by
cathartics, belladonna, and the like, followed by a week of
mild exercise and rest.

This summary of physicians’ approaches is cut out, with the general,
essential advice remaining: “The matter of physical treatment should, of
course, be referred to your own doctor.” What was thought wrong with the
excised section? Did one or more of the physicians who reviewed the
multilith copy find it inaccurate? Or did the suggestion for this change
come from some other, completely different, quarter? These are questions
that may even occur to readers without access to the working manuscript, if
they just compare the Big Book and the multilith copy to assess what was
kept and what was changed. However, only the working manuscript adds an
extra dimension to our understanding of this revision: Look closely at the
words under the pencil strikeouts in the middle of manuscript page 69, and
you’ll see that minor revisions were made before the lines were struck
through completely. For instance, the phrase “to use” was changed to
“using.” This tells us that, at one point in the editing process, these lines
were to be retained, with only minor changes. But at some later point
(when, why, and at whose instigation?), the entire section was deleted.

Let’s further examine the editing process by looking at one particular
sentence: On manuscript page 38, the fourth full paragraph concludes with
“You will know you are on the Broad Highway, walking hand in hand with
the Spirit of the Universe.” The working manuscript changes “You will
know you are on the Broad Highway . . .” to “We knew we were on the
Broad Highway . . .” reflecting the overall tendency to emphasize the
authors’ personal experience rather than to dictate to someone else. The
published first edition of the Big Book makes it clear that Bill, Hank, Ruth,
and Dorothy made additional changes to the galley proofs produced from
the working manuscript; in this case, the published sentence is “We feel we
are on the Broad Highway. . . .” By changing “knew” to “feel,” the authors
move from past tense to present tense and from the intellect (“knew”) to the



senses (“feel”), stressing their own subjective experience. With the working
manuscript, we can trace every step in this fascinating creative process.

In another example, there is a wonderful clue to a controversy about the
publication of the Big Book that appears at the beginning of “Ace Full—
Seven—Eleven,” a personal story that in the multilith copy follows page
141, and is notable for the green Xs striking through the story’s four pages.
At the top of the first page, a note bearing Bill Wilson’s initials—“WGW,”
for William Griffith Wilson—says, “Del Tryon’s story—Thought the book
was racket and so withdrew this.”

Del Tryon’s withdrawal is clearly connected with a controversy
surrounding the royalties for the Big Book—specifically, the allegation that
Bill Wilson had reneged on a promise to share royalties with all of the
contributors. Bill admits that questionable stories about his share of the
profits were circulating, noting at one point, “They believed that I, the Wall
Street promoter, had my truck backed right up to Mr. John D. Rockefeller’s
strongbox and had persuaded him to fill it with coin for me and my

friends.”® Bill recalls Rockefeller himself admitting that he was “strangely
stirred” by the Big Book project, while also questioning whether “money

[was] going to spoil this thing.”7

Bill’s note in the working manuscript implies that there was no “racket”
surrounding the book’s publication, and Bill certainly would not have been
happy to see his book lose a story that could have added eight pages or
more and given the book more heft and greater perceived value. Though the
controversy remained about whether the Big Book financing and profits
were part of a “racket,” the handwritten note on Del Tryon’s “Ace Full—
Seven—Eleven” contributes to the intriguing stories about disputes
surrounding the book’s beginnings.

A New Jersey psychiatrist referred to only as “Dr. Howard” is
sometimes cited as one of the most significant “editors” of the multilith
copy. It is he who insisted that the book be descriptive rather than directive,
by calling for the removal of “you musts” and “you shoulds,” and
substituting descriptions of what had worked for others. So, for instance, on
manuscript page 39, in the sentence “Under no condition should you
criticize such a person or be drawn into an argument with him,” the “should
you” is replaced with “did we.” Similarly, later on this page, in the sentence



“Do not dodge your creditors,” “Do not” is replaced with “we did not.”
Attention to these kinds of changes was very thorough, including the
briefest “paragraph” in the book, on page 44 of the multilith copy, which
says, “It works—it really does. Try it.” In the working manuscript, “Try it”
is deleted, most likely because it was thought to be too directive. These
kinds of changes also correspond with the comment written on the inside
back cover of the working manuscript (manuscript page 156):

We have said constantly the trouble with org[anized]
religion is that they try to dogmatically pour people into
moulds. So why should we give specific instructions in the
book such as saying do this and do that?

The place of religion and spirituality in the book was one of the most
important matters under dispute. Bill speaks of a “character” named Fitz
M., “one of the most loveable people that A.A. will ever know. Fitz was a
minister’s son and deeply religious, an aspect of his nature which is

revealed in his story entitled ‘Our Southern Friend’ in the Big Book.”8
According to Bill, the dispute pitted Fitz against Henry Parkhurst and “a
newcomer named Jimmy B., who like Henry was an ex-salesman and

former atheist”:9

Fitz wanted a powerfully religious document; Henry and
Jimmy would have none of it. They wanted a
psychological book which would lure the reader in. . . . As
we worked feverishly on this project Fitz made trip after
trip to New York from his Maryland home to insist on
raising the spiritual pitch of the A.A. book. Out of this
debate came the spiritual form and substance of the
document, notably the expression, “God as we understood
Him,” which proved to be a ten-strike. As umpire of these
disputes, I was obliged to go pretty much down the middle,
writing in spiritual rather than religious or entirely

psychological terms. 10



Bill’s decision to give the book a spiritual rather than a religious
character was a very astute “ten-strike,” since one of the features most
important to AA’s worldwide success has been its openness to persons of all
faiths and persuasions, and its refusal to advocate any sectarian,

denominational, political, or cultural position or affiliation itself.11
This is what the “newcomer” Jimmy B. had to say about the ultimate
decision:

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. I don’t think the boys were completely
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 my firm conviction—since I was
still a theological rebel—that the word God should be
qualified with the phrase “as we understand Him”—for

that was the only way I could accept spirituality.12

On some level, each and every change in the working manuscript is
significant. Take, for instance, the chapter “To Employers,” in which the
advice on manuscript page 71 is that

No man should be fired just because he is alcoholic. If he
wants to stop, he should be afforded a real chance. If he
cannot, or does not want to stop, he should usually be
discharged.

In the working manuscript, “usually” is crossed out, suggesting stricter
advice to the employer and a less sympathetic view of the alcoholic who
won’t quit.

Changes such as those, large and small, fill these pages, representing the
dedicated group of writers and editors who shaped the tone, attitude, and
precepts that have affected the lives of millions.

Along with the questions of what changes have been made, and why,
there is the equally compelling question of whose handwriting we see here.



As many as four or five different hands seem to be at work; uncovering how
many there actually were, and who wrote what, will tell us much about the
historical figures who were part of this great project. With this working
manuscript available, handwriting analysts can get to work, perhaps
determining whether the initials in the lower left corner of many pages

belong to Henry (Hank) Palrkhurst,13 and helping us to see where else in
the working manuscript his hand appears, and to understand his role in the
editing of this manuscript.

In addition to the challenge of identifying the different instances of
handwriting in the working manuscript, there is the intriguing mystery of
the cryptic marks and sentences that appear here and there—for instance,
the arithmetic on manuscript page 36, showing someone multiplying 750 by
24, and adding together 57 and 24. And then there are the doodles on
manuscript page 33, including a small face drawn in the margin midway
down the page. And what is meant by “You can obscure many alcoholics,”
the final sentence written on manuscript page 156, in what may be Bill
Wilson’s handwriting? With the working manuscript before us, we can now
begin to consider such captivating questions.

THE FATE OF THE WORKING MANUSCRIPT

Bill Wilson, Hank Parkhurst, Ruth Hock, and Dorothy Snyder (first wife of
Clarence H. Snyder, the founder of AA in Cleveland) took the revised
manuscript to Cornwall Press in March 1939. One account has it that when
they got there, the Cornwall plant manager nearly refused the manuscript
once he got a look at all the handwritten changes. But instead of insisting
that it be retyped, the manager agreed to proceed with the job, on the
condition that galley proofs be reviewed and corrected as soon as they were
printed. So for the next few days, Bill, Hank, Ruth, and Dorothy remained

in Cornwall, proofreading galleys.14 The first edition of Alcoholics
Anonymous was published on April 10, 1939. (See page 219 for a short
history of the Big Book following the first printing.)

The working manuscript remained in Bill Wilson’s possession until his
death in 1971, when it was inherited by his wife, Lois. Seven years after
Bill died, Lois Wilson wanted to give her dear friend Barry Leach a very



special New Year’s gift. Barry and Lois were close, and they had what
might be most accurately described as a devoted “mother and son”
relationship. As Lois got older, Barry was the companion whom she
frequently chose to accompany her whenever she traveled around the
country, and they spent considerable time together at Stepping Stones, the
Wilsons’ home in Bedford Hills, New York. Barry was also the author of
the book Living Sober and had actively helped Lois when she wrote her
autobiography, Lois Remembers.

Lois decided to give Barry the working manuscript, and her inscription
to him can be seen on the presentation leaf of the manuscript. When Barry
died in 1985, his family inherited the manuscript. Eventually, it found its
way into the hands of another AA member named Joseph B., who put it on

the auction block at Sotheby’s in New York in June 2004.15

A California man acquired it for $1.56 million, and three years later put
it up for auction yet again. The current owners won the working manuscript
with a bid of $850,000 ($992,000 with commission) at Sotheby’s in New
York on June 21, 2007. On that momentous day, they sent their daughter to
Sotheby’s as their proxy. An auction novice, she sat alone in the back of the
saleroom and held her cell phone open so her parents could hear the
proceedings. She raised her paddle at $850,000. Her father recalled the
event: “I heard ‘850 in the back’ and knew it was her. Something came over

me, and I knew we got it. I went numb I was so thrilled.” 16
Here is the description by Sotheby’s for the June 21, 2007, auction:

The working draft manuscript of Alcoholics Anonymous
(published in April 1939), being an original multilith copy
with a multitude of annotations and revisions by several
founders of AA (some by William Griffith Wilson [aka
“Bill W.”], but most in the hand of Hank Parkhurst), 161
pages (three of which are written in pencil by several

hands);17 11 x 8 1/2 .; 280 x 215 mm; Newark, NJ, 1938—
1939; the annotations and revisions in lead, green, and red
pencil (with a few in ink), lightly browned. Each leaf
encased in mylar and bound in a blue cloth binder with a
morocco lettering piece (“Printer’s Copy M[anu]s[cript])”;



joints and corners rubbed. With a presentation leaf bound
in inscribed by Lois Wilson (Bill’s widow): “I joyfully
give this multilith copy of the AA book, one of my most
precious possessions, to you, dear Barry [probably Barry
Leach, who wrote a biography of her], as evidence of my
deep gratitude for all you have done for AA, for Al-Anon,

& particularly forme . .. 1/ 1/78.718

THE AFTERMATH

Sotheby’s claim that Alcoholics Anonymous is one of the most influential
books of the twentieth century is exemplified by the 1999 decision of Time
magazine to name Bill Wilson one of the “ Time 100 Persons of the
Century.”

As detailed in the section in the back of this book entitled “The
Publication of Alcoholics Anonymous: A Short History,” since the first
publication of the Big Book, sales of its four editions in hardback and
softcover printings have exceeded 27 million copies in the United States
and Canada alone. Copies have also been made available in a braille and
large-print edition, in sign language, on audiotapes and CDs, and on the
Internet. The text has been translated into at least fifty-two languages.

In other words, “God as we understand Him,” the Fellowship of AA,
and the Big Book have saved millions of alcoholics from death and given
them a new way of life. The book and the AA Fellowship are viewed as the
gold standard among the worldwide community of Twelve Step groups.
Alcoholics Anonymous World Services, Inc., (AAWS) has granted
permission to over four hundred other fellowships to use and adapt the Big
Book and its Twelve Steps. As early as 1946—-1951, groups like the WANA
Society in New York (an organization of former mental patients), “Addicts
Anonymous” in Kentucky, and “Narcotics Anonymous” in California (a
precursor of today’s NA) were using AA’s Twelve Steps, often in pamphlet
form. Gamblers Anonymous was published in 1984. A great number of
other anonymous groups—including those for overeaters, codependents,
people with dual recovery issues, marijuana addicts, sex addicts, and people
with depression—have used and adapted the Twelve Steps and counted
AA’s Big Book as their spiritual godfather.



Amid the wealth of literature on Alcoholics Anonymous, you have in
your hands the greatest treasure of all, the beginning of it all, the charter of
the Fellowship. Fine Books and Collections ranks this auction purchase
among the top ten of 2007, along with the Magna Carta, and comparing the

working manuscript of the Big Book to the “Great Charter”1® of our
constitutional liberty is not all that farfetched. Both great works offer us
freedom from oppression, and both have—in different ways—changed the
world for the better. But finally, the value of this book is measured by the
people it touches. As many AA members would say, “What’s a book worth
that saves your life?”



O© 0 N O U

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

Notes

. Francis Hartigan, Bill W.: A Biography of Alcoholics Anonymous Cofounder Bill Wilson (New

York: St. Martin’s Griffin, 2001), 4.

. From “Addiction: The Sacred Disease,” a sound recording available at www.sobrietytalks.com.

. Alcoholics Anonymous Comes of Age (New York: Alcoholics Anonymous World Services,

1957), 165. Bill W. adds that “Each mimeograph was stamped ‘loan copy’ in order to protect our
coming copyright.” According to Charles Bishop, some mimeographs not marked “loan copy”
have been discovered (correspondence, October 27, 2008).

. Bill Wilson, “How the Big Book Was Put Together,” talk delivered on June 12, 1954, Fort

Worth, TX (available at www.sobrietytalks.com).

. Alcoholics Anonymous Comes of Age, 165.

. Ibid., 193.

. Wilson, “How the Big Book Was Put Together” talk.
. Alcoholics Anonymous Comes of Age, 17.

. Ibid.

10.
11.

Ibid.

Bill W. recalls his feeling that “This thing is overloaded with Gods. . . . You got these guys on
their knees, stand "em up!” (“How the Big Book Was Put Together” talk).

Jimmy B.’s story, “The Vicious Cycle,” was not included in the first edition of the Big Book but
was inserted beginning with the first printing of the second edition in 1955. He is quoted here
from Alcoholics Anonymous: The Story of How Many Thousands of Men and Women Have
Recovered from Alcoholism, 4th ed. (New York: Alcoholics Anonymous World Services, 2001),
229.

Parkhurst, an alcoholic whose sponsor was Bill Wilson, also became Bill’s partner in Honor
Dealers, the auto supply company the two men formed. They also formed Works Publishing
Company, which published the first edition.

Charlotte Hunter, Billye Jones, and Joan Zieger, Women Pioneers in 12 Step Recovery (Center
City, MN: Hazelden, 1999), 81-82.

Felicia R. Lee, “My Name Is the Big Book. My Future Is Open,” New York Times, June 14,
2004, available online at http://query.nytimes.com/gst/fullpage.html?
res=9B01E7DF1030F937A25755C0A9629C8B63 (accessed 10/26/2008).

lan McKay, P. Scott Brown, Karen Edwards, Jonathan Shipley, Joyce Godsey, and Ellen
Firsching Brown, “50 Top Auction Sales of 2007,”
www.finebooksmagazine.com/issue/0602/topten-1.phtml (accessed 11/02/08).

The printer’s manuscript actually consists of 162 typewritten pages (including the title page and
foreword), three handwritten pages of revision notes, the dedication page (handwritten), and a
partial table of contents page at the back (also handwritten), for a total of 167 pages.

Lot Details: Sotheby’s—New  York—2007, Lot 149 (Alcoholics Anonymous),
www.artfact.com/catalog/viewLot.cfm?lotCode=GTRIN230 (accessed 10/11/08).


http://www.sobrietytalks.com/
http://www.sobrietytalks.com/
http://query.nytimes.com/gst/fullpage.html?res=9B01E7DF1030F937A25755C0A9629C8B63
http://www.finebooksmagazine.com/issue/0602/topten-1.phtml
http://www.artfact.com/catalog/viewLot.cfm?lotCode=GTRIN230

19. McKay et al., “50 Top Auction Sales of 2007,” www.finebooksmagazine.com/issue/0602/topten-
1.phtml (accessed 11/02/08).


http://www.finebooksmagazine.com/issue/0602/topten-1.phtml

The Original Working Manuscript













































Gradually things got worse. The house wes taken over by the mortgoge holder,
my mother-in-lew died, my wifc and fether-in-law boceme 111,

Then I zot o promising business oprortunity. Stocks were at the low poini of
1922, and I had somehow formad a group fo buy., 1 was to share generously in the
profits. Then I went on e prodigious bender, and that chancc vanished.

I woke up. This had to be stopped, I saw I could not take so much es one
drink. I was through forever. Before then, I had written lots of sweet promises,
but my wife happily observed that this tine I meant business. ind se I did.

Shortly afterward I ceme home drumk. There hed been no fight, where had been
my high resolve? 1 simply didn't kmow, It hadn't even come to mind. Sonmeconc hed
pushed a drink my way, and I had taken it. Ves I erazy? I bogen to wonder, for
such an appalling lack of perspective seemed necar being just thot.

Henewing my resolve, I tried egain. Some time passed, and confidence bLegan to
be replaced by cocksureness. I could laugh at the gin mills, Now I had what it
tokes! One dey I walked into a cafe to telephone. In no time I was beating on the
ber asking myself how it happened. 4s the whiskey rosze to my head 1 told mysclf I
would manage better next time, but I might as well get good @nd drunk them. 4hnd I
did.

The remorse, horror and hopelessncss of the next morning ere unforgettaoble.
The courage to do battle wes not there. Ly brain raced uncontrollably end there was
a terrible sense of impending colamity, I hardly dered cross the street, lest I
collapsc end be run down by an ecarly morning truck, for it was scarcely daylight,
4n all night place supplied me with o dozen glasses of ale. My writhing nerves wers !
stilled at last. i mormning paper told me the market had gone to hell sgain, Vell, !
50 had I. The market would recover, but 1 wouldn't, Thet was & hard thought.
Should I kill myself? No -- not now. Then & mental fog settled down. Gin would
fix that. So two bottles, and -- oblivion,

The mind and body are marvellous mechanisms, for mine endured this agony for
two more years. GSometimes I stole from my wife's slender purse when the marning
terror ond madness were on me. igain I swayed dizzily before an open window, or
the medicine cabinet, wherc there was poison, cursing myself for a weakling. There
were Tlights from city to country and back, as my wifo and I sought escape. Then
eame the night when the physical and mental torture was so hellish I foared [ vould
burat through my window, sash and all., GSomehow I managed to drag my mattress to a
lower floor, lest I suddenly leap. 4 doctor came with a heavy sedative. lNext day
found me drinking both gin and sedetive., This combinetion soon landed me on the
rocks. Teople feared lor my sanity. So did I. T ecould eat little or nothing when

| drinking, and I was forty pounds under weight. % e

' in-law is a physician, and through hj.s‘zindnaas I was placed in a
nat ionally-known hospital for the mental and physicel rehebilitation of alcoholies,
Under the sc-called(belladonna treatment my brein cleared., Hydrotherapy and mild
exercise helped much.' Best of all, I met & kind doctor who axplainad that tlnue.h
certainly selfish and foolish, I hu ‘been seriously ill, bo )

It relieved me somewhat to-hfaeetIEt in alcoholics fMfe will is emezingly 8
weakened when it comos to -n.«‘@} ¢ liquar, though It often remains strong in other '
respects. Ny incredible behavID¥ in the face of a desj@rate desirc to stop was ex- %_
plained. Understending myself now, I fared forth in high hope. For three ar four

months the goose hung high. I went to town regularly end even made & little money.
Surely this was the anawer -- self-knowledge.
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But it was mot, for the frightful day ceme when I drank once more., The curve
of my declining morzl and bodily hoalth fell off like a ski-jump. After a time I
returned to the hospital. This was the finish, the curtain, it scomed tome. My
weary ad despairing wife was informed that it weuld all cnd with heart failure
during delirium tremens, or I would develop & wet brain, perhaps within a ycar, She
would soon have to give me ovor to the undertoker, or the asylum.

They did not need to tell me., I knew, end almoet welcomed the idea. It waa &
devastating blow to my pide. I, who had thought sc well of myself and my abilities,
of my oapacity to swrmount obstacles, wae cornerod at last. Now 1 was to plunge into
the dark, Joining that endless procession of sots who hed gone on before, I thought
of my poor wife. There had been much happiness after all. ihat would I not give to
make emends, DBut that was over now.

No words can tell of the loneliness amd decpair I found in that bitter mar ass
of self-pity, Quicksand stretched around me in 21l directions, I hed met my match,
1 had been overwhelmed. alcohol was my master,

Trembling, I stepped fran the hespital & broken man, Feer sobered me for a
bit. Then ecme the insidious ineanity of that first drink, and on irmistice Dey
1934, I was off again. Zveryone became resigned to the certainty that I would have
to be shut up somewhere, or would stumble slong to & misersble end. How dark it is
before the dawnl In reality that was the beginming of my last debouch. I wes soon
to be catapulted into what I like to call the fourth dimension of existenca, I was
to know happiness, peace, and usefulness, in & way of life that is ineredibly more
wonderful as time passes.

llear the end of that bleak November, I set drinking im my kitehen. With a car-
tain satisfaction I reflected there wua cnough gin concealed about the house to carry
me tirough that night and the next day, My wife was at work. I wondered whether I
dared hide a fyll bottle of gin near the hoad of our bed, I would need it before
dﬂyllﬁhto

Ky wea interrupted by the telephone. The ehoery voice of an old school
friend asked if he might come over. He was sobar. It was years sinee 1 could re-
member his caming to New Yark in thot condition., I was emezed, Rumor hed it that
he had bean commitied for alcoholic insanity. I wondered how he had eseaped., ¢f
course he would have dimner, and them I could drink openly with him. Ummindful of
his welfare, I thought only of recapturing the spirit of other days., There was that
time we hed chartered an airplene to complete a jag! His coming was an casis in this
drear desert of futility. The vory thing -- an omsisl Drinkers are like that,

The door opaned and he stood there, fresh-skinned and glowing. There was Some=
thing about his eyes. Ke wes inexplicably different. VWhet had heppened?

I pushed a drink aecross the table. He refused it. Disappointed but eurious, J
wondered what had got into the fellow. He wasn't himself.

"Come, what's all this about?" I quaried.

Ho looked straight at me. Simply, but smilingly, he said, "I've got religiom.”

I wes aghast, GSo that was it -- last summer an aleoholic erackpot; now, I suse
peeted, a 1ittle cracked about religion, He had that starry-eyed look. Yes, the

old boy was on fire sll right., But bless his heart, let him rant! Besides, my gin
would last longer than his preaching.

\%3\ But he did no renting. Jn a matter of fact woy he told how two men had eppeared
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in court, persuading the judse to suapend his cormitment. They had told of e simplc
religious idea and a practical yrogrem of action. That was two monthe ago end the
result was self evident. It warked!

Le had come to pass his experience along to me -- it I cared to hove it. 1 wes
shocked, but interested. Certoinly I wes interested. I had to be, for I was hope- |
lesa.

Ho talked for hours. Childhood memcries rose before me, 1 could almeEt hear
the sound of the preacher's voice as I sat, on still-Sundays, way over there on the |
hillside; there was thet proffered temparance pledge I never signed; my grandfather's |
good natured contempt of some church folk and their doings; his insistence that the
spheres really had their music; but bis denisl of the mreachar's right to tcll him
how he rust listen; his fearlecancos os he spoke of these things just before he dicd;
these rocollections welled up from the past. They nede me swollow hard. |

That war-time day in old Winchester Cathedral came Lack egain.

I had elways believed in ¢ power grester thon myself, I had often pondercd
these things, I was not on atheist. Few people reslly ere, for that meens blind
foith in the strange proposition that this universe origincted in a cipher, and
ainlessly rushes nowhere. Jiy intellectual heroes, the chemists, the astronomers,
even the evolutionists, suggested veot lavs end forces at work, Despite contrery
indications, I had little doubt that a mighty purpose ond rhytlm underley all. jow
could there be so much of precise and immutable law, ané no intelligence? I simply |
had to believe in a Spirdt of the Universe, who kmew neither time nor limitation, |
But that wes as far as I had gone, |

With ministers, ond the world's religions, I parted right thore, ihen thay
talked of a Cod personal to me, who was love, superhuman strength and direction, 1
became irritated and my mind snapped shut ageimst such a thoory. |

To Christ 1 conceded tho certainty of e great man, not too closely followed by |
those who claimed Him. His moral teuching -- most oxcollent. For myself, I had |
adopted those ports which seemed convenient and not too difficult; the rest I dis-
regarded.

The wars wiich had been fought, the burnings end chicanery thet religious dis-
pute had facilitated, made me sick. I honestly doubted whether, on balance, the re-
ligions of mankind had done any good. Judging from what I hed scen in Lurope and
sinece, the power of God in human affairs wes ne;ligible, the irotharhood of Lon & |
grim jost. If there was & Dovil, ke seemed the Hoss Universal, and he certainly had
me.

But my Iriend sat belore me, and he made the point-blenk declaretion that(C
had dome for him what he could not do for hiuself, s human will hed fniled, Doe-
tors had pronounced him incursble, Soclety was sbout to lock him up. Like myself,
he had edmitted complete defeat. Then he had,in cffect boen reised from the dead,
suddenly tcken from the scrap heap to & level of life botter then the test he had
evar known! . g

Hed this power originsted in him? Obviously it had not. Thare had been no more
power in him then there was in me at that minute; and thic was none ot all.

That floored me. It begen to look as though religious people were right after
all. lere was somothing ot work in & human heart which had done the impossible. Ly
ideas sbout miraclus werc drastically revised right then. lever wind the musty post;

ere sat 8 miracle directly across the kitchen table, Iic slputed rreat tidings.
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~{rig of having in a common peril is one element in the powerful cement which
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Chepter Two A
THERE IS A SOLUTION ﬁ“(m@‘l\}
cJJQ \V\ o\

We, of ALCOHOLICS ANCINYMOUS, know one hundred men who wore once just as hope-
less as Bill. All have recovered. They have solved the drink problem.

Wle are \J&%“m' All sections of this coumtry and many of its occu=
pations are represented, as well as many politicel, economic, socialgend religious
backgrounds. We are people who normally would not mix. But there dguta emong us
a followship, & friendliness, and an understanding which is indescribebly wonderful,
We ere like the passengers of a great liner the moment after rescue from shipwreck,
when cameraderie, joyousness and democracy pervade the vessel from steerage to
Captain's table, Unlike the feelings of the ship's passengers, however, our joy
in eacape from gisaster does not subside as we go owr individual ways. The feel-

binds us. But that in itself would never have held us togethcr as we are now
joinsed. ’
A

The tremendous fact for every one of uspthat we have discovered a common '
solution. We have & way out on which we cen ebasclutely agree, and upon which we

ean join in brotherly and harmonious action. This is the great news this bock

carries to those who suffor alcoholism.

hn illness of this sort -~ and we have come to believe it an illness --
involvee thoss about us in & way no other human sickness cen, If a person has
cancar all are sorry for him and no one is engry or hurt. But not so with the
alcoholic 1llnees, for with it there goes annihilation of all the things worth
while in life. It emgulfe all whose lives touch the sufferar's, It brings mis-
understending, fierce resentment, financial insecurity, disguated friends and employera,y
warped lives of blameless children, sad wivas and parents -~ anyone can incraaae)the R

MW - &L t. u.awm,y wald fe ek

is volume will inf\ mﬂ comfort those who are, or who may be af= ) 1
fected, They ars many.

Times

yan &
ighly compet histrists who heve dealt with u&iﬁ"""r‘"ﬁu& ‘l‘ -
[H,} find it ssible to persuade en eleoholic to discuss his situetion \) |

without reserve, Stremgely enough, wives, perents and intimate friends usually find

3 evep more ungpprodchable than do the psychistrist and the doctor,
’ a1/ LT FITAALIT 4
, ; he ex~alcoholic who has found this solution, who is mroperly srmed fiith oes
i nedicelfniormation) can gonera n the ontire conlidonce of enother alcoholic
in 8 Tow hours. Un such an understanding is reached, little or nothing cam be ac-
mllihed-

= |
That the man who is meking the approach bhas had the same difficulty, that he !
obviously knows what he is tolking about, that his whole deportment shouts at the new
prospect that he is a men with & real answer, that he has no attitude of holier than
thou, nothing whatever excopt the sincers desire to be helpful; that there are no
fees to pay, no exes to grind, mo people 8, no lectures to be endured == !
these are the conditions wo ha After such en spproach memy take \
up thoir bede and walk agein. |
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{ But what about the rcal olcoholie? He may start off as o moderate drinker; he
may or may no¥ bocome ¢ continuous hard drinker; but at some stoge of his drinking
carcer ho begins to lose 2ll control of his liguar consumption, once he sierts to
@‘1“!

Page 10,

Here iz the fellow who has been puzzling you, espseielly in his lack of control.

Ile doea absurd, incredible, tragic thinga while drinkinz. Fe ia a resl Ir. Jekyll
and 1r, Hyde. He is seldom mildly Intoxicoted. o is alwaeys more or less insanely
drunk. [ia disposition whilo drinking resembles his nomal pature but little. I
may be one of the [inest fellows in tho world. Yet lot him drink for a day, and he
frequently becomes disgustingly, end even dangorously anti-socicl. He hos a positive
genius for getting tight at cxmetly the wrong moment, particularly when somo impor-
tant decision must be made or ongagement kept. He is often perfectly eonsible and
well balanced coneerning averything except ligquer, but in thet respect is ineredibly
dishonest and selfish. He often possesses special cbilities, skills, and aptitudes,
and has & promising career ohead of him. He uses his pifts to bulld up a bright

I outlook for his family and himself, then pulle the structure down on his head by a
senseless series of eprees. Io ls the fellow who goos to bed so Intoxicated he

' ought to sleep tho clock around. Yet early next morning he searches madly for the
bottle he misplacoed the night before. If he can afford it, he may heve liquor con-
cealod 8ll over his house to be certein no one gets his entire supply away from him

; to throw down tho wastepipe. as matters grow worse, he begins to use a combination
of high-powared sedative and liquor to quiet his nerves so he cen go to work. Then
comes the days whem he simply cannot make it and gets drunk all over agein. Ferhaps
he pgoes to a doctor who gives him o dose of morphine or some high-voltage sedative
with which to taper off. Then he begins to appear at hospitals and sanitariums.

\r This 18 by no means & comprehensive picture of the true alcoholie, as our be-
havior patterns vary. But this description should identify him roughly.

=
-

J Why does he behave like this? If bundreds of experiences have shown him that
one drink menns another debaclo with all its attemdant suffering and humiliation,
why is it he takes thet one drink? \hy cen't ho etay on the water wegon? lhat has
become of the common sense and will power that he st1ll sametimes displays with re-
aspect to other matters?

Parhaps there nover will be & full anewer %o these guestions. W

pademedbenieman vary considerably a8 to why the alcoholic reacts
differently from normal people e why, onoca & certain point is reached,
% can be done for him. We cannot enawer the riddle.

v

|

We know that while the alcololic keepe away from drink es he may do for months
| or yoars, he reacts much like other men. Ve are equally positive that once he takes
| any olcohol whatevor into his systom, something heppens, both in the bodily and men-
tal sense, which makes it virtuslly impossible for bim to stop. The experience of
any alecoholic will ebundsntly cenfirm that.

why he giarted yauanyoneora
Inmth'q! alibis, Sonatim these excuses have & ecrttin plousibility, but none of
them really make semse in the light of the hovoc an aleoholie's drinking bout creates.
They sound like the philosophy of the man who, baving & hoadache, beat hin-
sell on the with & hovmer do thut he couldn't feel the ache. If you draw thia
rnllaei.ou.u roasoning to the attanuon of an alcoholie, he will laugh it off, or bo-

o trritatod, ang rafuse to tolX featdl Wi, Thoae

jgh =3 ICWIGM"H Fn.:. 24 ?ﬂ-"ms haei- -) $
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Once in 2 while be may tell ixq,ﬁ/the truth. and the truth, strange to say, is ——
usually that he has no more idea why he took that first drink than you have. Some
drinkers have excuses with which they are satisfied part of the time, But in their ©
hearts they really do not know why they do 1t. Once this meledy has & real hold, 3
they are a baffled lot. There is the obsession that somehow, some dey, they will @
beet the pume, But they often suspect they are dom for the count.

x

-

How true this is, few realize, In a vogue way their families and friends semse
that these drinkers aro abnormal, but everybody hopefully waits tho doy when the
sufferar will rouse himself from bis lothorgy and asseart his power of will.

The tragic truth 1a that if the men be a real alccholie, the happy day will
seldom arrive. ile has lost control. At & certain point in the drinking of every
alcohclic, he passaes into o stote where the most powerful desire to stop drinking
is of sbsolutely mo avail. This fragic situation has already arrived in

every case long before it is auegectcd. |
t:!_ b ¥
The foet is that mstfnlaoholiua, for recsons yst obo , hove lost the power

of choice in drink. (uwr so-called wi 1 ;

-
are uncble at cortain times, Qumedrer—how—sert—w et oo nc o | 3 f'
into our consciousness with a cient M

Torce the momory of the sufforin; end hunille-
tion of even n weck or a month spgo. Ve are without do;.snae Bgeinst the f1rst arink,

The almost certain consequences that follow teking even a2 glass of beer do not 3 .§
crowd into the mind to deter us. If these thoughts occur, thoy &re hazy, and readily ®
supplanted with the old threndbare idee that this time we sball handle oursolyes like Jb
other people, There 18 a compleis failure of the kind of defense that kesps one ITom,,
putting his hand on a hot stove, | "' "*f""“’t‘"%

T

The alcoholic may say to himself in the most casual way, "It won't burn me this *
time, 8o here's how!®™ Or perhepe he doesn't think &t all. How often have some of
us begun to drink in this nonchalont way, and after the third or fourth, pounded on
the bar and sald to ourselves, "For God's seke, how did I ever ot started ageine"
Only to have that thought lwplmE by "Well, I'll atop with the sixth drink.” Or

"What's the use anyhow?"” (‘m 3) M/TE:-L amlduouwry,
~ A p

Jhen this gort of $hinking is fully established’in an individusl with sleoholie {’5
tondencies has probably placed himself beyond human aid, and unless locked

up, die, or pgo permencntly insane, e stark and ugly focts heve S w
boeen confirmed by legions of eleoholics throughout history. DBut for the grace of &

Cod, thers would have becn one lundred more convineing dempnstrations. So many went a

et

Ps

to stop, but cannot. J .é
There is o solution. Almost momo of us liked the self-searching, the levelling R
of ow pride, the confession of shortcomings which the process requires for its suc-
cesaful consummation. But we sew that it really worked in others, end we had como

to belicve in the hopelessness and futility of life as we had been living it. Vhen,
therefore, we were approached by those in whom the problem had been colved, there

wae nothing left for us but to plek up the simple kit of opiritual tools laid at our
feet. \e have found much of heaven and we have boen rocketed into & fourth dimension

of existence, ol which we had not cven dr

The groat fact is just this, and nGthing less; that we lhave had deep and effec-
tive spiritual experiences, which e rovolutionized our whole attitude tosard life,
towerd our fellows, and toward universe, The ecentral fect of our lives today
is the abaolute certainty ibat ouwr Creator has entered into our hearts and lives in
a way which is indeed mirnculous, He has commenced to accomplish those things for

us which we could never do by ourselves.

R YW
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s
o If you are,pelriousl:.r alcololicy we believe w@/ﬁo middln—of-the-road ol KN
solution, L in a msithn where life i {mpossible, end
passed into the region from which there W¥'no return throuwsh human aid,Yyou hawd but

two alternatives: one to go on to t tter end, blo tting out 5}1 |

of gfour mums tuamn as bast und the lm.- to Miﬁ g
M found. Thia #illing to make the offort,

A certein American business man had ability, good senaa amd high. ehnractar.

Por yoars he bad floundered from one sanitarium to anothér. He had consulted the

beet lmown Americem paychiatrists., Then he hed pone $o Buwrope, plac s

in the care of a celebrated phyeician who mescribed for bin. i‘mmw

ience had made him skeptical, he finished his trestment with un.sual conlidonce.

His physicel and mentel condition were unusually good. Above all, he believed he

had acquired such & profound knowladge of the inmer workings of hia mind and its

hidden springs, that relapse was unthinkable. Nevortheless, he was drunk in a short

time. MNore baffling still, he could give himself no aaﬂsf‘acw y explenation for
his fall,

Jo he returned to this doctor, whom he admired, and mgked him point=blenk why
he could not recover., He wished above all things %o repain self-control. He
seemed quite rational and well-balanced with respect to othar mroblems. Yet ho hed
no contral whatever over alcohol. Vhy was this?

lle begged the doctor to tell him the whole truth, and he got it. -In the doctor's:
Judgment he was utterly hopeless; he could never regain his position in society and
he would have to place himself under lock and key, or hire a badypuard if le ex-
pected to live long. That was a great physielen's opiniorn,

But this man still lives, and is & free mon, He does not need & bodyguard, nor
is he confined. He cam go anywhere on this eerth where other frpe men may go with-
out disaster, movided he remsins willing to meintein a certain simple utt:l.tuda.

Some of our alcoholic readers may thimk they can dg without. apl.r,itual hal:p. pet -
us teoll you the reat of the convérsation our friend had with his doctor. . ;

The doctor said: *You lave the mind of a chromic alcoholic.. I hove naver seen
one single case recover, where that state of mind existed to tl;e extent that it does
in you." Our friend felt as though the gates of hell bed closed on him with 2 cleng.

He said to the doctar, "Is there mo exception?"

"Yes," replied the doctor, "there is. Bxceptions to ceses such as yours luve
been occurring since early times, Here and there, once inm & whilg, slcoholice have
had what are celled vital spiritual experiemces., To me these occurrences are '
phenomena. They eppoar to be in the nature of huge emotional displacements and re-
arrangements, Ideas, emotions, end attitudes which were once the.pulding forces of
the lives of these men are suddenly cest to one side, and = completely new set of
conceptions and motives begin to dominate them. In fact, I have been trying to pro-
duce same such emtional rearranzement within you. mth many individuals the methods
which I employed are successful, but I have never been successful with an alcoholic
of your description.”

Upon hearing this, owr friend was smewhat 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 his religious convictions were wery gonrd but that in h;a ;
case they did not spell the nacaanary vitel spiritual experience,

Here was the territle dilemma in which ow friend found iai:.:aolf 'when he had tﬁa A
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/ Chapter Three
[ MORE ABOUT ALCOHOLISM

Most of us have been unwilling to admit wo were real alcoholics. No parson
likes to think he is bodily and mentelly different from his fellows, Therefore, it
is not surprising that our drinking carcers have boen charsctcrized by countless
vain attempts to prove we could drink like other people. The idea that somshow,
someday he will control and enfoy bis liguar drinking is the great obsession of every
abnormal drinker, The persistence of thie illusion is astonishing. lany purauve it
into the gates of insanity or death,

We learned that wo had to fully concede to our innermost selves that we were
alcoholics. This is the first atep in recovery. The delusion that we are like other
people, ar presently may be, had to Les smashed.

e alcoholics are men and women who had lost the ability to camtrol our drinking,
ile know that no real alccholic ever recovered tmim control. All of us felt at times
that we were rogoining control, but such intervels -- usually btrief -- waere inevita-
bly followed by atill less control, which led in time o pitiful end incomprehensible
| demoralisation. e are convinced to a man that alcoholics of our type are in the
grip of a mogresaive illnesa. (ver apy conoiderable period wo get worse, never
better,

Wo are like men who have lost their logas; thoy never grow now ones, lNeithor
_doea there appear to be any kind of treatment which will make aelcoholica of owr kind
| 1 like othar mea. e have tried every imeginable remedy. In scmo instances there has
" been btrief recovery, followed always by still worse relapse. Physicians who &re
femiliar with alcoholism agroe there is no such thing as msking a normel drinker out
, of an aleoholic, Science may one day accomplish this, but it evidently hesn't done
' 80 yot.

will try to prove themselves exoeptions to the rule, therefore mon-gleoholic. If
anyone, who is showing inability to control his drinking, cen do tho right-about~fece
and drink like & gentleman, owr hate are off to him, Hemven knows, we have tried
hard enough and long enmough to drink like other peoplel

Here are some of the methods we have tried: drinking beer only, limiting the
number of drinke, never drinking alone, never drinking in the morning, drinking only
at home, never having it in the house, never drinking during business hours, drinking
only &t parties, switching from acoteh to brandy, drinking only natural wines, agree-
ing to resign if ever drunk om tbe Job, teking a trip, not taking a trip, swearing
off forever (with and without o solemn oath), teking more physical exercise, reading
inspirational books, consulting peychologists, going to health farms and sanitariums,
eceepting voluntary commitment to asylums =~ we could inerease the list ad infinitum,

' We do mot like to brand any individual &a en alcoholic, but you ean quickly,
‘ diagnose yoursell. 3Step over to the nearest barrcom and try some controlled
| ing. Try to drink and atop abruptly. Try it more than once. It will not

!
Deapite all we ¢an aey, m&ny who are real alcohclics are not going to believe
they are in that class, By evary form of self=-deception emnd experimentation, thay
§
0

*  far you to decide, if you are honcst with yourself ebout it. (lt
% 2, casé of H.lttur!
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Though thers is no way of proving it, we believe that early in our drinking |

carecrs most of us could have stoppod drinking. But the difficulty is that few al- I

coholics ha'm enough desire to stop while there is yet time. Ve have heard of & |

r:‘? 05) *F ople, who showed definite signe of alcoholism, were able to
5 8 of pomlng desiro to to so. Here is one.

4 man of thirty was doing a great deal of spres drinking., He was very ner-
vous in the morning after these bouts end quieted himself with more liguor., FHe
was embitious to succeed in business, but saw that he would get mowhere if he drank [
at all, Once he sterted, he had no conirol whatover. He made up his mind that
until he had been successful in business and had retired, he would not touch an=-
other drop. An exceptional man, he remeined bone dry for twenty-five years, and
retired at the age of fifty-five, after a successful and happy business cereer.
Then bhe fell victim to a belief which practicelly evary eleoholic has -- that hie
long period of sobriety and self-discipline had gqualified hinm to drink as other men, |
Qut came his cerpet slippers and a bottle. In two months he was in e hospisal, '

& puzzlsd and humiliated. 3o tried to regulate his drinking for a while, meking sever-
al trips to the hospital meantime. Then, gathering all his farces, he attempted to

r stop, and found he could not. Zvery means of solving his problem which money could

buy waa gt hia disposal. Zvery attempt [miled.  Though a robust man at rotirement,
he went to pleces quickly, and was doad within fouwr yeers,

This case containe a powerful lesson. Moot of us have belioved that if we
remained sober for a long stretch, we could thereafter drink normally, But hore is
a man who at fifty-five years found he was just where he had left off at thirty.

We have seen the truth demonstrated again and again: "once an alccholic, always &n
alccholic.” Commenc to drink after a period of sobrioty, we ere in a short time '?
as bad as ever. If e planning to atop dr , there must be no reservation W
I of any kind, nor any ng notion thet some will be immune to ﬁlﬂ%y""
. = e

Young people may be oncouraged by thie man's experience to think that they can
stop, a8 he did, on their own will power., Ve doubt if many of ‘them cen do it, be-
cause none will really want to stop, end hardly one of them, because of tho peculiar
mentel twist already acquired, will find he win out. OSeveral of our crowd, men
of thirty-five or less, had been drinking a few years, but they found themsslves
as helpless as those who hed been drinking ty yoars,

To be gravely affected, one does not necessarily have to drink a long tiue, nor
take the quantities some of us have. This is particularly true of women., Fotential
feminine alcoholics often turn into the real thing and are gone beyond recall in &
few yoars, Certein drinkera, who would be greatly insulted if called alcoholic, are
astonished at their inability to 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 feol we had gone on drinking many yesrs beyond the)\point

| where we could quit on our will power. If anyons questions whether he has cntered
this dongerous area, let him try leaving liquar alone for one yeer., If he is a real

. alcoholic and very far advaneed, there is scant chance of success, In tho early days

I of our drinking we occasionally remained sober for a year or more, becoming serigus
drinkers again later, Though you may be able to stop for a considerable period, you

1 may yet be a potentisl alcoholic., We think few, to whom this book will eppesl, can

\ stay dry anything like a year. Some will be drunk the day after meking their reso-
lutions; most of them within a few wcoks,

1' For those who ore umeble to drink moderately the question is how to stop alto-
gether. e are assuming, of course, that the reader desires to stop, Whether such

B= a Sruon can gquit upon a non-apiritual basis dapgndu
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iﬁﬁumﬂﬂ:e extent to which he has already lost the power to choose whether

he will drink or not. Many of ua felt that we had plenty of character, There wes a
tremendous urge to cease forever, Yot we found it impossible, This is the balfling
feature of alcoholism as we know 1% =« this utter insbility to leave it alome, no
matter how great the neceselity or tho wish,

How then shall we help our readers detormine, to thoir own setisfoction, whether
they are one of us? The oxperimont of quitting for a period of time will be helpful,
but we think we can render an even greater servico to alcoholic sufferers, and per=
haps to the medical fraternity, So we shall describe some of the mental states that -
procede a relapse into drinking, for obviously this is tho crux of the problem.

What eort of thinking dominates an slcoholic who repeats time after time the
deaperate experiment of the first drink? Friends, who have reasoned with hin after
a spree which has brought him to the point of divorce or bankruptey, ere mystified
whon he walks directly into e saloon. Wby does he? Of what is he thinking?

Our {irst example is a friend we shall call Jim. This man has a charming wife
and family. He inherifed e lucrative automobile sgency. He had & commendable warld il
wor record, He is a pood salesmmn. Everybody likes hin, Ie is an intelligent man, | |
normel so far as we can see, oxcept for a nervous disposition. le did no drinking
until he was thirty-five. In a few yoars ho became so violent when intoxicated that
he had to be committed. On loaving the asylum, he ceme into comtact with ue,

We told hir what we know of alcoholimm and tho enswer we had found. He made
a beginning, Hie family was ro-sasembled, and he began to work as e salesmén for
the business he had loat through drinking. All went well for a time, but he falled !
to enlarge his apiritual life. To his consternation, he found himself drunk half e |
a dozen times in rapid succession. On each of those occasions we worked with him,
roviening eerefully what had happened., He agreed he was a roal alcoholic and in
serious condition. He knew he faced another trip to tho asylum if he kept on. liore- |
over, ho would lose his femily, for whom he had deep affection,

Yet he pot drunk sgain. We asked him to tell us exactly how it heppened. This
ie his story: "I ceme %o work on Tuesday marning. I remember I felt irritated that
1 hed to be a sslesman for a concern I once ownod, I had a few words with the boss,
but nothing serious, Then I decided to drive into the country and see one of my
prospocta for e cer, On the way I felt hungry so I stopped at a roadside place where
they have a bar., I had no intention of drinking, I just thought I would get a sand-
wich. 1 alse had the notion that I might find & customor for a cor at this place,
which wae fumilier, for 1 had been going %o it for yeers. I had eaten thare meny
times during the months I was sober. I eat down et @ table and ordered a sandwich
and a glass of milk, Still no thought of drinking. I ordered another sandwich and
decided to have amother gless of milk.

erod another w oy and pour t i.nto mre mk That didn't seem ta hothm' me
g0 I tried anothor."

Thus started on wore journoy to the asylum for Jim. lere was the throet of
commitment, the loes of family and position, to eay nothing of that intense mentel
and physical suffering which drinking elweys caused him. }li@ had much kmowlodge about

himself es an slcoholic. Yot all reasons for not drinking were easily pushed aside LN
favor of the foolish idea take whiske only ho mixed it with milkl -
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ihatever tho reciso meddmed dei'inition of the word may be, Wo c this plain
1 insanity. How can such a ladk of jropertionm, of the ability to think straight, be
called anything else?

You may think this an extreme case, To us it is notefar fotched, for this kind
| of thinking hes been characteristic of every single one of oderl@ol. somaoluse
have sometimes reflected more them Jin did, upon the comsequences, But there was al-
[ ways the curious mental phonomemon, that parallel with our eound reasoning there
inevitably ran some inmsenely trivial excuse for taking the {irst drink. Our sound
reasoning failed to hold us {n ebeck, The insamo ides woem out. Next day we would
|f' ask owrsolves, in all eerncsinoss and sincerity, how i% could have happened,

In some circumstances we have gome out delibarately to got drunk, feocling our-
selves justified by narvousness, anger, worry, depression, jealousy or the like.
But even in this type of beginning we are obliged to admt that our justification
for a spree was insanely insufficient in the light of what mlweys happened. .e now
[ seo that when we began to drink deliberately, instead of casually, there was little
| serious or effective thought during the period of mremeditation, of what the terri-
fic consequences might be.

Our behavior is @s absurd and incomprehensible with respect to the first drink
) as that of en individuel with a pession, say, for jay-walking, He gets o thrill
i out of skipring in front of fast-moving vehicles. He enjoys himself a few yeers in
I spite of friondly warnings. Up to this point you would label hin as a foolish chap,
having queer 1deas of fun. Luck them deserts him and he is slizhily injured several
times in succession. You would expeot him, if he were normal, to cut it out. Fre-
sently he is hit again and this timo has a fractured skull, w#ithin a weck nfter
leaving the hospital, a fast-moving trolley sar breaks his erm. ke tolls you ho
has decided to stop jay-walking for good, but in a few weekas he breaks both legs,

On through the yesrs this conduct eontinues, accompsnied by bis continual
promises to be careful or to keep off the strosts mltagether, Finally, he can no
longer work, his wife gets a divorce, he is held up to ridicule. He tries every
known meame to get the jay-walking idea out of his hemd. He shuts himeelf up in an
asylum, boping to mend his ways, But the day Le comes out he racos in front of a
fire eagine, which breake bis bsck. GSuch a wan would be erazy, wouldn't he?

| You may think owr illuetration is too ridieulous, But is it? We, who have been
' tlrough the wringar, bave to admit 1f we subatituted elcoholism for juy-walking, the
= {llustration would fit us exactly. IHowever intelligemt we may have been in other

' respects, where mlcohol has been imvolved, we have been atremgely insene, It's

' strong lengusge == but isn't it trus?

Some of you are thinking: "Yes, what you tell us is true, but it doesn't fully

apply. Ue admit we have some of theso symptoms, but we have not gone to the extremes

= you fellows did, nor are we likely to, for we understend oursclves so well after what
' you have told us that such things cannot happen agmin. Ve have not lost everything
L in life threugh drinking and we ¢¢jalﬂy do nat mtond_tn./ Thanks for the informa-

tion."

snard Lol Ko A L

holic people who, though drinking foolishly

= and hoavily at the present time, eble to ptop or moderate, because their brains
and bodies have nmot boen oura were. Dut the actual or po-

- tontial alcoholie, with hardly an excep " be sbsolutely unable to atop drink-

= ing on the basis of solf-knowledze. This uapnl.ntuuiﬁgauuoiﬁra-'

0, to smash bome upon owr alecoholic resders as it has been revealsd to us out

of bitter experience. Let us take amother illustration,

That may be true of ‘certein non-

'::")W. E.-Ll,_l;‘._m‘i_‘_ g;f,t LAY (L]
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Fred ia partner in a well known accounting firm. MHis income is good, he has &
fine home, is happily married add the father of promising children of collogo age.
He i3 30 nttract.ivo a personnlity {hat he mekes {rionds with everyone. If ever
there was 8 succossful business pan, it is Fred. To all appesrances he is a stable,
well belanced individual, Yeot, he is sleoholic, Ve first sew Fred sbout & year
ago in a hoapitel where he had gone to recover {rom a bad case of jitters. It was
his first experience of this kind, and he was much ashamed of it. Far from ad-
mitting he was an aleoholic, he told himself ho cams to the hospital to rost hia
nerves, The doctor intimated strongly thot he might be worse than he realized.

For a few days ho was depresesed about his condition. He mede up his mind to quit
drinking altogether. It nover occurred to him that perhaps he could not do #so, in
spite of his character and standing., Fred would not believe himself an aleoholic,
much less accept a spirituel remedy for his moblem., e told him about aleoholism,
He was interestod and conceded that he had some of the symptoms, but he was & long
way from admitting that he could do nothing about it himself. He was positive that
this humiliating experience, plus the knowledge he had acquired, would keep him
sober the rest of his life., Self-knowledge would fix it.

e heard no more of Frod for n while, One day we ware told that he was back in
the hospital, This time he was quite shoky. He soon indicated he was anxious to
ges us. The story he told is most imstructive for here was & chap esbsolutely con-
vinced he had to stop drinking, who had no excuse for drinking, who exhibited splen-
did judgment and determination in all his other concerns, yet was flat on his back
nevertheless. )

Let him tell you mbout i%: "1 was much imgrossed with what you fellows said
about alcoholism, but I frankly did not believe it would be poseible for me to
drink again. 1 somowhat appreécistod your ideass about the subtle insenity which
precedes the firat drink, bui I was confident it could not happen to me after what
I had learned. I reasoned I wes not so far advanced ae most of you fellows, that 1
hed been usuelly succesaful in licking my othar perscnal ond problems, that I would
therefore be successful where you mon failed. I felt I had overy right to bo selfe
confident, that it would be only n mattar of exercising my will power and keeping om

guerd,

"In this frame of mind, I weat sbout my business and for a time all was well,
1 had no trouble rofusing drinks, and begen to wonder if I had not boen making too
bord work of 8 simple matter. One day 1 went to Washington to present some account-
ing evidence to a govariment bwroau. I had been out of town before during this par-
ticular dry spell, so thero was notiing now abous that. Physically, I felt fine.
Neither did I have eny presslng problems or worries. My business ceme off well, I
was ploaged and know my pariners would be %oo. It wes the end of a perfect day, not
a cloud on the horizen.

"1 went to my hotel and leisurely dressed for dinner. As I crossed the thresh-
14 of the dining room, the thought come mind it would be nice to

I ordered anothar coﬁtui . ter dinner I decided to take a walk,

When I :'m:'nod to the hotel it struck me & highball would be fine before going to

bed, so I stepped into the bar and had one. I ramember having several more that

night and plenty nezt moraing, I have & shadowy recollection of being in an airplane GP
bound far New York, of finding o friendly texicab driver-at the lending field in-
stead of my wife. The driver escorted me about for sevaral days. 1 little of
where I wont, or what I =said and did, Then come the hospital with unhearable
mental and physicel suffering.

. \f "As soon es I regained my sbility to think, I went carefully over that evoning
; M Weshington. Mot only had I been off puard, I had made no fight whatever against

o i




thet first drink, This time I hed not thought of the consequences at ell. I hed
commenoed to drink as careles y as though the cockieils were ginger ale. I now
remembersd what my 8lcoholic friemds had told me, how they phophesied that if I had
an alcoholic mind, the time and place would come -- I would drink again, They bad
said that though I did raise a defense, it would one day give wey before scme
trivisl reeson for having @ drink, Well, just that did happen end more, for what
I had learned of alcoholism did not ocour to mo at all. I knew from that moment
that I had an alcoholioc mind. I sew that will powar end self-knowledge would not
help in those atrange mental blank spots. I bad never been able to understand
people who aaild that a problem had them hopelessly defeated. I knew then. It was
a crushing blow,

*T'wo of the members of Alccholics Anonymous ceme to see me. They grinned,
which I didn't like 8o much, and then asked me if I thought myself alcoholic and
if I were really licked this time. I had to concede both propositions., They
piled on me heaps of medical evidence to the effoct thaet en aleoholic mentality,
such as I had exbibited in Woshington, wae & hopeless condition. They cited cases
out of their own experience by the dozen, This process snuffed out the last flicker
of convietion that I could do the job myself.

“Then thay outlined the spirituel enswer emd program of action which e hundred
of them had followed suceessfully. Though 1 had been only & nominal churchman, their
proposals ware not, intellectually, herd to swallow. But the jrogram of action,
though entirely sensible, was metty drastic. It meant I would heve to tirow sever-
ol lifelong conceptions out of the window, That was not easy. But the moment I
made up my mind to go through with the process, I had the curious feeling that my
alcoholic condition was relioved, as in fact it proved to be.

nQuite as important was the discovery thot spiritual principles would solve
all my problems, I have sincs been brought into a way of living infinitely more
satiafying and, I hope, more useful than the life I lived before. My old menner
of 1ife wap by no mesns a bed one, but I would mot exchange its best moments for
the worst I have now, I would not ge back to it oven if I could,”

Fred'e story speaks for itself. Ve hope it strikes home to thousands like him,
He had felt only the first nip of tho wringer. Lllui alcoholica have to be retiy
badly mangl ;Lhmm!f they really commence to 2olve their groblems.

ﬁgu.\.u Wy x TR -

doctors and psychiatrists agrse with our conclusions. One of these men,
[} mémber of a world-rencwned hospital, recently made this statement to some of
us: “What you say about the general hopelessneas of the average alcoholic's plight
is, in my opinion, correct. As to two of you men, whose stories I have heard,
there 48 no doudbt in my mind thet you wers 100% hopelees, epart from Divine help.
Hed you offersd yourselvea ns pationts at this hospital, I would not have taken you,
if 1 had been able to avoid it. Feople like you are too heartbreeking. Though not
a roligious person, I have profoumd respect for the apiritusl approach in such
¢ases 08 yours. For most csees, there is virtually no other solution.®

Once more; the alcoholie at certain times hes no offective mentanl defense
ageinst the first drink. Rxcept in s few rare cases, neither he nor any other human

being can provide sueh & dlfanu.: His defense must come from a higher Power. )
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I AGNOSTICS

In the preceding chapters, you have learned eomething of alcoholism. e hope
we have made clear the distinction between the alcoholic and the nonm-alcoholic. If,
when you honestly want to, you {ind you camnnot quit entirely, or if, when drinking,
you have 1ittlo control over the amount you take, you are probably alcoholic, If
that be the case, you may be suffering from en illuness which only a spiritual ex-
parience will conquer,

To one who feels he is an atheist or egnostic such an experience scems impos-

aible, but to continue as he iz means disastar eape if he is an alcoboli
the hopeless varioty. To be doamed to en slcoholic (] M e |
' alternatives to face. o l\W& onashr Tve asiy

But 1t isn't so difficult. About half owr fellowship were of exasctly that
type. A% firat some of us tried to avoid the issue, boping egainst hope we were not
true alcoholica. But after a while we had to face the fact that wo must find a
spiritual basis of life -- or else. Perhaps it is going to be that way with you.
But cheer up, something like fifty of us thought we were atheists or agnostics. owr
experience shows that you need not bo disconcerted.

If & mere code of morals, or a better philosophy of life were sufficient to
overcomé alcoholism, many of us would heve racovered long sgo. But we found that
such codea and philosophics did not save us, no matter how much we tried. (e could

| wish to be moral, we could wish to be philosophically comfarted, in fact, we could
| will these things with all owr might, but the needed power wasn't therc, Our human
resources, as marshalled by the will, were not sufficient; they failed utterly.

Lack of power, that was our dilomma, e had to find a power by which we could
1ive, and it had to be A Power Greater Than Qweelves. (bviously, But where and
how wero we to find this Power?

Well, that's exactly what this book is about. Ite main object is to enable
you to find & Power greater then yourself, which will solve youwr problem. That
means wo have written a book which we belleve to be spiritual es well as maral, ind
it means, of course, that we are going to talk about God. Here difficulty erisce
with agnostica. Nany times wo talk to a now man and watch his hope rise as we dis-
cuss his alcoholic problems end explain our fellowship. But his faco falls when we
speak of apiritual matters, especially whon we mention God, for we have re-opened
a subject which our man thought he had neatly evaded or entirely ignored.

/,

We know how he feels. 'We have sharod Mﬂﬁﬂlt doubt and prejudice. Some of
us have been violently enti-religious, To others, the ward "God" brought up a par-
ticular idea of Him with which someone had tried to impress us during childhood.
Perhaps we rojected this particular conception because it seemed inadequate. Jith
that rejection we imagined we had abandoned the God idee entirely. We were bothered
with the thought that faith and dependemce upon 2 Fower beyond ourselves was somo-
what wesk, even cowardly. e looked upon this world of warring individuals, warring
theologicol systems, inexplicable ¢ ty, with deep skepticiem. iie looked askance
at meny individuals who claimed to be(ppdly. How could e Supreme Being have any-
thing to do with 4% 8117 And who could comprehend o Supremo lping enyhow? Yet, in
other moments, we found ourselvea thinking, when enchanted by the starlit night,

b
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"Who, then, mede all this?" There wee a feeling of ews and wonder, but it was fleet-
ing and socon lost.

Yes, we of agnostic tomperament have bad these t hm:u\
us make haste to reassurs J de Toun at as sgon ag we were able lay aside
e g ovan & willingness to believe in a Power greater then ourw
selvea, we commenced to got rmlta.iven though it was imposeibvle for sny of us to

{ully dofine or comprehond that Power, which is God.

b Much to owr relief, we discovered we did not need to consider another's cone
ception of God. Cw' own conception, however inadequate, was sufficient to make the
approach and to effect a contact with Him, As Boon as we edmitted the possible
existence of a Creative Intelligence, 4 Spirit of the Universe undarlying the
totelity of things, we began to be posscosed of a new sense of power and direction,
rrovided we took other aimple steps. ie found that God does not make herd terms
with those who seek Him. To us, the Reslm of Spirit is broad, roomy, ll inclusive;

o e

never exclusive ar fordidding. It is open, w, to all men,

“ihen, therefore, we spesk to you of Cod, we mean your own coneeption of God,
This applies, too, to other spiritual expressions which you £ind in this book, Do [ (J//(
not let any prejudice you may havo against apiritucl tarms detor you from S
asking yourself what they mean to you, At the start, this ic all nee et

commence spiritusl prowth, to effoct your s_tﬁmmm-n 3 r%—ﬂ'
undergtead Him, Afterwerd Mﬂu copting things whic :
semﬁntiraly out of roﬁs' That i= growth, but if me grow, féha

to begin somow _d,. So Jﬁw own comception, however limitod it nmapabee LWHQ o

W nood nsk ,?‘ournl but one short question. “Do I now belleve, or am I even
willing to bolieve, that there is a Fower greater than myself?" As scon &8s a man
can say that he does bellove, or is willing to believe, we cmphatically assuwre him
that he is on his way., It hoe been repoatedly proven among us thet upon this simple
cornorstone a wondarfully effective spiritusl structure can be buils.

Thet was great news to us, for wo had asounmed we could not moke use of spirite
uel grineiples unless wo mceepted mony things on faith which seemed difficult to
believe. ihon people presented ue with spirituel apmroachos, how frequently aid
wo oll say: "I wiah I hed what that men bhas, I'm ewre it would wark 4f I oould
only believe us he bolieves. But I cannot eccept as swrely true the many articles
of faith whick ers so plain to him.” So it wes comforting to lsarn that we could
cormence at a simpler lovel.

Besides a seeming inability to acoept mueh on feith, wo often found cursolves
handicapped by obstinacy, senoitiveness, and unressoning projudice, Meny of us have
boon so touchy thet aven casual reference to spiritunl things made us bristle with
entagonism. This sart of thinking hod to be abandoned, Though some of us resisted,
wo found no great difficulty in casting aside such feolings. Feaced with slcoholie
destruction, we scon becamo as open minded on epdvitusl mattere as wo hsd tried to
be on other questions. In this respeot aleahol was a groat persuader. It finally
beat us into a state of ressonablonoss, Sometimes this wos a todious irocess; we
hopa no pne will be projudiced as long ae some of us ware,

The reader may still eak why he should believe in & Fower grenter than himself.
e think there are good romsons. Let us have & look at sawo of them,

The practicel individuasl of today is a stickler for facts and results. Never-
theleas, the twentieth century readily sccopts theories of cll kinds, provided they
aro firmly grounded in feot. We have numerous thearies, for example, sbout electri- .
olty, kverybody bolieves them without & murmur of doubt, Why this ready scceptance? bt
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a few simple requirements. Once confused and baffled by the seeming futility of
existence, they will Bhowiue) the underlying reasons why they were making heavy go=
ing of life. Leaving aside the drink question, they tell why living wes so unsatis-
factory. They will show @ how the chang over them. When one hundred
pﬁuph,@. are able to say thataconsciousness of The Presence of God

is today the most importent fact of their lives, they present & powerful
kTSR TSty

, ¥ iae W‘% e i

This world of ours has made more meterial progress in the last century than in
all the milleniums which went before. Almost everyone knows the reason. Students
of ancient history tell us that the intellect of men in those days wes equal to thn‘

best ol today. Yet in anclent times material progress was painfully slow. The =

spirit of modern scientific inquiry, research and invention was almost unknown. In
the realm of the material, men's minds were fettered by superstition, tradition,

and all sorta of fixed ideas, The contemporaries of Columbus thought & round earth
preposterous, COthers like them ceme near putting Galilec to death for his astrono-

mical heresies.
u-bﬁﬁiu
» gre not some of us just es biased and unreascnable about
the r e 8p as were the ancients about the reelm of the material? sven

in the present century, American newspapers were afrsaid to print an account of the
Jright Brothers first successful flight at Xittyhawk. Imd not all efforts at
flight failed before? Did net Profosser Langley's absurd {lying machine go to the
bottom of the Potomae river? Vas it not true that the best mathematical minds bhad
proved man could never fly? Had not people said Cod had reserved this privilege to
the birds? oOnly thirty years later the conquest of the mir was anlmost an old story
and airplane travel wes in full swing.

But in most ficldas our gemeration has witneased complete liberation of our
thinking, Show any longshoremsn a Sunday supplement deseribing a proposal to ex-
plore the moon by means of & rocket and he will say, "I bet they do it =- maybe not
80 long either.” 1Is not our age characterized by the ease with which we discard old
ideas for now, by the complete readiness with which we throw eway the theory or gad-
get which does not work for something mew which does?

e had to ask ourselves why we shouldn't apply to our human jrobleme this soame
readiness to change the point of view. e ware having trouble mith personal rela-
tionships, we couldn't control our emotional natures, we ware a prey to misery and
depression, we couldn't meke & living, we had a feelimg of uselessness, we were full
of fear, we wers unbappy, we couldn't seem to be of real help to other people -- was
not a basic solution of this bedevilment more important thon whether we should see
newsreels of lumar flight? Of courss it was.

When we saw others solve their problems by simple reliance upon the Spirit of
this universe, wo had to atop doubting the power of God. Our idsas did mot wark.
But the God idea did,

The liright Brothers®' almost childish faith that thoy could build a machine which
would fly was the mainspring of their accomplishment. iithout that, mothing could
have happensd. i/o agnostics end mtheists were sticking to the idea that self-
sufficiency would eolve cur problems. Jhen others showed us that "Cod-sufficicney"
worked with them, we begen to feel like those who had insisted the .rights would
nevar fly.

Logic is great stuff, We liked it. We still like it. It is not by chance we
were given the powar to reason, to exsmine the evidence of our senses, and to draw
conclusions, That is one of men's msgnificent attributes. ie agnostically inelined
would not feel satiafied with & proposal which does not lend itself to reascnable
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& bn, ‘
J_haen blocking ‘*ﬁuﬂ. Low 1iquer gﬁt a symptom. ﬂmﬁ

causesy and conditions,

'fhererora.q;:f';tm*t upon a4 personal inventory. This #’:f: four. A businces |
which tokes no rogular inventory usuelly goes broke. Taking a commercinl inventory .
16 a fect-finding and a fact-facing process, It is an offort to discover the truth -
gbout the stock-in-trade, Its object is to disclose damaged or unsalable goods, %o
get rid of them promptly and without regret, If the owner of the business is t0 be
suceesaful, he cannot fool himself about values.

Wie do oxactly the ssme thing with our lives. We take stock honestly. First,
we search out the flaws in our make-up which have caused ouwr failure. DBeing con-
vineed that self, manifested in various ways, is what hos defeatod us, we consider
i1ts cormon manifeatations.

lesentment is the "number one" offender, It destroys moro alcoholics than any~
thing else. From it stem all farms of spiritual disesse, for we have been ndt only

, mentally and physically ill, we have been spiritually sick. When the spiritual
) malady is overcome, we straighten out mentally and physically.  In dealing with re-
' up ts, we set t on m%u, institutiona or prine with whom
b angry, urse angry. In most coses it found that

ur gelf-esteem, pocketbools, your ambi tio wr nal relationships, (in-
luding sex) M?or threatened. (G o SoT6, nﬂl"“ ed upat

i N\ : pory
l On yow grudge un}@’é‘i‘ opposite each name ﬁur injurics. {3- it gour self-
osteom, Jour security, yowr embitions, yow personel, or your sex relations, which

' m been interfored with?
M by L
. <% 8 Gefinite ma this example: _

h& Lim resentful at: The Cause Affocts my:
¥r. Brown His attention to my wife, Sex relations, |

Self-esteen (Tear)

Told my wife of my mistresa. Sex relationa. i
Self-esteem 11‘941_-,] 4
|
Brown may get my job at the office. Security. }
Self-estecn (fear)
a lirs. Jones Sho's a nut -- she snubbed me,
| She committed her husband for Perasonal relation-
drinking. He's my friend. She's ship. Lelf-estcem
a gosaip. (fear) :
P My employer Unreasonable -- Unjust == Over-
] bearing -- Tlreatens to fire me for Self-esteen (fear)
drinking and radding my expense Security
account,
My wife Misunderstenda and nags. Likes rride -~ Personel
Brown. Wante house put in her neme, and sex relutions~ . |
Security ({ear) ]
u'l'f JE i x . l
V@ on threugh-tho-List back through four/difetie, Nothing countd but thoroug-
! ness and honesty., When you-gre finished consider it ecarefully. The first thing ap-
kL Q{q&m tosyouste that this world and its people are often quite wrong. To conclude
i (Y] Je
a - .
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!— Ferhaps there is a better way -- we think so. I nrt.. ngw
different basis; the basis of trusting and relying upon Mu‘mt
I nf'inite God rutha.r than (m.r finite Be are in the world to play the role
. assigns. Just to the extent that Jou do as $éu think Mo would have ﬁ% and =

umbly rel)' on Him, does lio ennble &4 to match calamity with serenity.

| Yﬂt-t never apologize to anyone for depending upon Foupéréator. %‘f—éﬂ'&b |
laugh at those who think spirituality the way of weaknesg.~Taradoxically, 18
the way of strength. The verdict of the ages is s- [aith means courage, A1l .~ --=

. men of faith have courage. They trust thej “Wlever apologize for 6u 'mst‘&ad*w{.
. let Him demonstirate, thmgh , what He 'dl LskfHim to T e gfour foar
. direct gour attention t%"l He "would have be. At once, commenc

outgrow fear.
15 Moww ¢f ma
Now about aex. an overhbsuling there. Ve -rEUEd—+t. But
l above ell, senoible on this question. Ii's so casy to get wey off the

track, Jere we find uman opinions running to extremes -- ebsurd extremes, per-

' hapa, One set of voices cry that sex Is & lust of our lower nature, & base neces-

I sity of procreation. Then we have the volces who cry for sex and more sex; who
bewail $he inotitution of marrisge; who think thet most of the troublea of the rece
are traceable to sex causes. They think we do not have emough of it, or thet it
fan't the right kind. They sce its significance everywhere. One school would allow
man no flavor for his fare and the other would have us all on a atraight pepper diet.
We want to stay out of this controversy. e do not want to be the srbiter of any-

! one's sex conduct. Ue all have sex mroblems. We'd bardly be human 1f we didn't.

) ~ What cen we do about them? _
| - fadse |

. \“Tovien your owm conduct over tho years past, Where hewe-yeu been selfish, e
i) dishonest, or inconsiderate Whom did hur t% Dideutirﬁbly ouse jeal=- .
' ousy, suspicion or hittarnesa'? Wihere yeu uar'L,n!E fault, what ahauld. done
' instead? this all flp&r und lookkat it. NiaTS

In this way yol-ese shap

a sane and sound ideal for ;ﬁu:- futurc sex 22/ -
| \stSubject each relation to this test -- is w;r M or not?" Xek God to moyld your
ideals and help to live up to them. always that ybur sex powers ere
God-given, and tharefore guod neiﬂm' ‘m be used lightly or selfishly mor to he
despised and loathed.

lr_ Whatever your ﬁaal willing to grow toward it.
155, e willing to make amenda whern hu done harm, mvlﬁed t
(. bring sbout still more barm in so In other lards, u a8

any other problem.  In mditnuon. should do about each spoc
mtter. The right answer h.-u-ﬁm—m

I alone can Judguﬁn' BEX situa'a.‘.oz.l mﬁl with persons is ofton de-
’ sirable, hutl'ﬂ‘f Cod be the T Judge. t some people &re as fanatical
- about sex as others are loose, id hysterical thinking or advice.

\
Suppose you fall short of th o um Ly
m going to get drunk? Some peo
| half-truth., It depends on and gouw mtiw. % e sorry for vhnt S

dons, and have the honest desire to let God take to better things, you
forgiven and will have learned ybur lesson, If

ere not sorry, end ﬁur conduct
’V continues to harm othevs, ars quite sure to drink. We are not theorizing. These
are facts out of our a::pariantsa.
| e
[ To sum up about sex: -I‘em'matly pray for the right ideal, for guidance in each
questionable situation, for sanity, and for the stremgth to do the right thing. IT
|
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o
| w::t. down with yowr femily and Cronkly ixlif Jouwr past as m " 3 Lt :
| vory caroful not to criticize then. ﬂ:u! shelr defects, ?Iﬁywm. r
but the chenced are thut pour oun actions wruly responsible.  Soqeleantlouse
with the family, esking each morning if medituiion $hdt gour Croetor shov you the
way of patience, tolerance, kindlinass and love, - u
Tho Wlhc is not a theory. ﬁhwn %0 live it. Unless gowr fomily |
exprosses tpdesiref to live upon spiriiual mwinciyles, however, we think sslousht M
i to loave thon olone, Ahbohoffd not talk ineessantly sbout apiritusl mattors to
' them, They will changoe in‘tine. Jouwr practice y32 convince§then more than your
| « ‘wiords. Wianomber that ton ar twenty years of driumkonness weould meke a gkoptic o
I ol anyone,

M—n some Wiongs can never fully righs, ml't worr;r abodt them
o WAL can honegtly sey ¢ uﬁﬁurnelf‘%hat Pt would richt t pé. coMlid, Some

paople [ c see --NoordD weeman honest lett Arid, THer e ""‘ hd 0 yalid
reason for postronement. im—seme—sades., Dut elay if it cef ; ayoided. %M-G "
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is not the matter of glving that is in guestion, but when and how to give.

es the difference between failure and success. The minute we put our worke ' a--sr‘
nn a sectEl service plane, the alcoholic conmences to rely upon our assistance
rather than upon God. He clamors for this or that, claiming he cannot master alco- ,
hol until his materizl needs are cared for., Nonsensa, Some of us have taken very. i
hard knocks to learn this truth: job or no job -- wife or no wife == we simply do
not stop drinking sdesdel so long as we place dependence upon other people shead
of dependence on God.

Burn the idea into the consciousness of every man that he can get well ro--
pardless of enyone. lo—jerseien—tirtm—senili-sai-aiop—irbi-disoveny-irommivohol; |

sbpnazant his betne=swppitod-ritrehotever—tomgood-foi-ubn, The only condition

18 that he trust in God and clean house, é—-———'—_——-
Now, the domestic problem: Thers may be sepfration, or just etrained

relations. When your jrospect has made such as he can to hia !uﬂy,

and has thoroughly explained to them the new principlos by which he is living, he
should proceed to put those principles into actiom at home. That is, if he is |
lucky enough to heve & home, Though his femily be at fault in many respects, he
should not be concerned about that, He should conoentrate on his own spiritual
demonstration. Argument and feult-finding ere to be evolded like leprosy., In
many homes this & a difficult thing to do, but it must be done if any results sre

to be expected. If persisted in for a few months, the effect on & man's femily |
1' sure to be great, The most incompatible poople discover they have a besis upen
which they can meet., Little by little the femily #{3§ see their own defects end
admit them. These can then be discussed in en atmosphers of helpfulness and friend-
liness,

After they have seen temgible rosults, the family will perhaps want to jodm-
o These things will coms to pass naturally and in good
timo, provided, however, the alcoholic continuca to demonstrate that he can be
sober, considerate, end helpful, regardless of what anyone says or does. 0f
courss, we all fall much below this standard many times. But we must try to re-
pair the damsge irmediately lest we pay the penalty by a spree.

If there be divoree or smuon, there should be no undue haste for the
coupls to get together, The man should be sure of his ﬁﬁﬁ'&' The wife should
fully understend his new way of life. If their old relationship is to be resumed,
it must be on a better basis, since the o34d one did nmot work. This memns a new
attitude and apirit ell around. GSometimes it is to the best interests of all con-
eernad that a couple rw:mlx. no rule can be laid down., Let the
aleoholic continus his day by day. When ths time for living to-
gother hes come, it will be apparent to both parties.

Let no alcoholic say he cannot recover unless he hae his family back. Thie
Just fan't so. _JIn some cases the wife will mever come back for one remsson or am-
other, Remind rospect that his recovery is not dependent upon people. It is
dependent upon his relationship with God. We have seen men got well whose femilies
have not returned at all. We have seen othera slip when tho family came back %oo
s00M.,

Aroeaasd
Poth you and the new peespact mtmﬂk}m the path of spiritual
progress, If peu_persist, remarksble things will happen.to.geu. When we look
tack, we realize that the things which came to us whan we put ourselves in God's
hands were better #er—ws then anything we could have plamned. Follow the dictates
of a Higher Power and you will presently live in a new end wonderful world, no matter
what your present cirocumstances!

ey ) R
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ihen working with a men end his family, youswet teke cere not to participate
in their quarrols. You may spoil your chance of being helpful if you do. But you
may urge upon & men's family that ho has been a vary sick person and should be
treated accordingly. You should warn them against arousing resentment or jeslousy.
You should point out that his defects of character ere not golng to disappesar over-
night. Show them thet he has enterod upon a period of growth. Ask them to remem-
ber, when thoy are impaticnt, the blessed fact of his sobriety. by e i

1f you have been successful in solving your own domestic problems, tell the
nowcomer's family how that was accomplished, In this way you cen set them on the
right treck without bocoming eritical of them, The atory of how you and your wife
settled your difficulties is worth any amount of preeewisger criticism.

hssuming we are spiritually fit, we can do all sorts of things elcoholice are
not supposed to do. Feople have seid we must not go wWhere liquor is served; we
maet not bave it in our homes; we must shun friends who drink; we must avoid moving
pletures which show drinking scenes; we mlﬂdt go into bars; our friends must hide
tholr bottlos if we go to their houses; we mustn't think or be reminded about alco-

ol at all, arionce pEoves—trie—ie—nonsenss,sheusd tal tus 4

We meet those conditions every day. An alcoholic who comnot meet thom, a%ill
' has on alcoholic mind: thero i somsthing the matter with his spiritusl status,
His omly chancs for sobriety would be somo place like the Greemland Ice cep, and
| even there an iskimo might turn up with a bottle of scofch and ruin everythingl
Ask any woman who has sent her huaband to distant places on the theory he would
esoape tho aleohol problem. Q

""‘ﬁ-ehm of M ism which proposes to shield the sick man
@

from temptation is d » If the alcoholic tries to shield himself,
Buce for & time, but wfII windsup with a bigger explosion than ever.
ave tried these methods. These G:li.nh attempts to do the im-
possible have always failed,

S0 our rule is mot to avold a place where there is drinking, if we have a
legitimate reason for be there. That includes bars, nightclubs, dancce, ro-
ceptions, weddings, even ﬁiin ordinary whoopee parties., 7o @ person who has had
experionce with an alcoholic, this may seem like tempting Frovidenmce, but it isn't,

You will note that we made an t qualification. Therefore, nsk your-
gell on each occesion, "Have I any to sooisl, business, or personal reason

'O 1N

5\' 1f you answer these questions
ol mAy go or stay away, whatever

i d apiritual ground before you start and
thet your motive in going is tharoughly 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 opipih=nlly
| shaky, you had better work with smothar slcobclic instead)

8it with a long face in places whero there is drinking, aighing
sbout the good old days) If it is & happy occasion, try to incresse the plessure
of those thore; if a business occasion, go and attend to your business enthusiesti-
cally, If you ere with a person who wents to eat in a ber, by sll means go along.
Let your friends krow they are not to change their habits on your account. At &
proper time and place explain to all ypur [r a why olcohol disagrees with you.
If you do this thoroughly, no-4@d- ask you to drink. While you wero
drinking, were withdrawing from life little by little. XNow you are getting back
into thaj{o of this world, Don't stert to withdraw fsem=tifo agein just beceuse
your friends drimk liquor,

1
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Chapter Eight
T0 WIVEs

With few exceptions, our book thus far has spoken of men., But what we have
soid applies quite @s much to women. Qur activities in behelf of women who drink
are on the increase. T is prtry evidence that women regain their health as
readily es men if thoy %‘ pur suggestions.

But for every men whe drinks others are involved -- the wife who tr
fear of tho next debauch; the mother and father who see their son was

imong us ere wives, relatives, and friends whose r en solved, as
well as some who bave not yot found & happy solution. ¢ wivea of
Alcoholica Anonymous addross the wives of men who drink too much. What they say
will epply to nearly sveryone bound by ties of blood or affection to an elcoholic.

- - W -

As wives of Alcoholics Anonymcus, we want you fo M« that we understand yes
as perhaps few can, de want to enalyze mistakes we have made

ayold—theun, Ve want to leave you with the feeling that no situation is too diffi-
cult end no unhappiness too greet to be overcoms. ING

fle have traveled a rocky road; there is no mistake about that, W¢ have had
long remdezvous with hurt pride, frustration, self-pity, misunderstend, and fear,
Theae are not ﬂw. We heve been driven to maudlin sympathy, to
bitter resentment. ed fram eitreme to extreme, ever hoping that one day
our loved ones would be themselves once mores i

Our loyalty, and the desire that our hustands hold up their heads and be like
other men have begotien all sorts of predicaments, Ve have been unselfish end sgll~
secrificing. We htve told inmumerable lies to protect our pride and our husbends!
reputations, We heve prayed, we have begged, we have been patient. We have struck
out viciously. We have run eway. We have been hysterical. Ve have been terrar
astricken. We have sought sympathy. We have bad retaliatory love affairs with other
men,

Ouwr homes have been battle-grounds wany en evening. In the morning we have

"kissed and made up, C(ur friends have counseled chucking the men and we have done

so with finality, only to be back in a little while, hoping, elways bhoping. Qur men
have sworn great solemn o#tha they were through drinking forever. We have believed
them when no one else could, or would, Then, in days, weeks, or months, & fresh
outburst.

We seldom hed friends et owr s, never knowing how or when the men of the
house would appear. We could makejpl'ew sociel engagements, We came to live almost
alone, unwanted by anyone. ihen we were invited out, our husbands always sneeked
so many drinks that they spoiled the occesion. If, on the other hand, they took
nothing, their polf-pity made them killjoya.

There wae never financial security. TFositions were always in jeopardy or gone.
An ermored car could mot have brought the pay envelopes home. The checking account
melted like snow in June,
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condemn your alcolkolic husbtand no matter what he says or does. He is
just another very sick, umressonable person. Treat him, when you can, as though
he hed pneumonia, ihen he engers you, remember that he is very ill,

There is an important exception to the foregoing. We reslize some men are
thoroughly bed-intentioned, that no emount of patience will make eny difference.
An alcoholic of this temperament MM} be quick to use this chapter as e club
over your head., Don't let him got away with it, If you are positive he is one
of this type you may feel you bad better leave. It is not right to let hinm
ruin your life and the lives of yowr children}
B -

Thoe problem with which you struggle usually falls within one of four cate-

gories: )
One; Your husband may bo only a heavy dr » He drinking mey be constont
or it may be heavy only on certain oceasicns, spends too much money for Lliquor.

I3-elcus him up mentally and physicelly, but he does not see it. GSometimes he is
a source of embarrassment to you and his friends. He is positive he can handle
bis liquor, that it does him no harm, that drinking 1s neccseery in his business,
He would be insulted if celled an elcoholic., This world is full of people like
him, Some will moderate or stop altogether, and some will not. Of those who keep

on, 8 good number will become true alcoholics after a while.

Iwo: Your husband M lack of oontrol. He R_@\ to stey on the
water wegon, even when he wants %o. often gets entirely out of heand when drink-
ing. le admits this is true, NW'M the idoa that he will do better.
He has begun to try, wiih or without your coopearation, various means of moderating
or staying dry.iWie nning to lose his friends. His business may suffer
mewhat, He is worried at times, and is becoming awers that he cannot drink like
ther paople. He sometimes drinks in the morning, and through the dey also, fo
hold his nervousness in check. He is romorseful after serious drinkimg bouts and
tells you ho wants to stop. But when he gete over the spree, he begins to think
once more how he can drink moderately next time. This person ia in danger. He
@ real alcoholic. Perheps he can still temd to business fairly
well, He has by no wmeans ruined everything. As we sey among ourselves, "He wants
to want to stop." '

Three: This husband hes gone much further thanm husbend number two. Though
onco 1ike number two, he became worse, His friends have slipped awsy, his home is
& near=-wreck, and be cannot bold a position. leybe the doctor has been called in,
and the weary round of sanitariums and hospitels has begun. He admits he cannot
drink like other people, but does not see why. He clings to the notion that he
will yet find & wey to do so. He mey have come to the point where he desperately
wants to stop but cennot, His case preseats additional questions which we shall
try to apswer for you. You can be quite hopeful of a situation like this.

Four: You may have a husband of you completely desplir., Ho has been
placed in one institution after enotfer. He is violent, or

has had delirium tremens. Doctor
committed. Maybe you have already bLeen obliged to put him away. This rictire may
not baﬁn derk as it looks. MNany of owr husbands were just as far gone. Yet they
got well,

Let's now go back to husband number ome. 0ddly enough, he is often difficult
to deal with., He enjoys drinking. It stirs his imasination. His frisnds feel

cloger over a highball. Pearheps you enjoy drinking with hiu yourself when he doesn't

-— - 1
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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 ligquar. e ,
. have enjoyed such evenings ourselves; we had & good time, We know 21l about liga
a8 & social lubricant. Soms, but not all of us, think it has its sdvanteges when
[ l/ reasonably used, >
¥our_hushand-has bogun to sbuge-edeohol. The first principle of success s
i that you should never be amgry. Xiven though your hueband becomes unbesreble, and
! you heve to leeve him tomporarily, you should, if you cen, zo without ranmcor.
Fatience and good temper are H,&am necessary.

durr’ ) W
Tm@u that you should never tell him what about his drinking.
If he gets the Idea that you are & nag or 2 killjoy, your chance of accomplishing
anything useful be zero. He will use that as a&n cxcuse to drink some more.

He will tell you he s misunderstood., This may lead to lonely ovenings for you.

He may seek someone to console him -- not always anothor men.

' Be determined that your husband's drinking is not going to spoil yowr relatim
with yowr children or yowr friends. They need your companionship and your holp.
It is possible to have o full and useful life, though your husbend continues to
| drink, We know women who &re unefraid, oven bappy, under these ccnditions. Do not
) set your heart on reforming your husband. You may be unable to do so, no matter
' how hard you try.

|
X We know these suggestions are ﬁﬂm, but you will save many

a heartbreak if you can succeed in observing them, Your husband come to ap~-
prociate your reasonableness and patience. This wigd/lay the proundwork for &
Ieenk-and friendly t about his ligquor problem. Try to have him bring up the

— subject hinself. Bgpure you are mot critical during such & discussion, Attompt
instead, to put yourself in his place. Let hir sce that you want to be helpful
rather than eriticel,

Wihen a discussion does ariase, you might suggest he read this book, or at least
£ the chapter on slcoholiam. Tell him you have been worricd, though perhaps nood-
[ lessly. You think he ought to know the subject better, as everyone should have &

. clear understanding of the risk bhe takes if he dr mich. Show him you have con=
fidence in his power to stop or moderate. Say you do not want to be & wet blanket;
that you only want him to teke care of his health, Thus you mey succeed in inter-
sating him in alcoholism.

He probably has several alcoholics mmong his own acqusintances, You might
sugrest that you both take an interest in them, Drinkers like to help other drinkers.

L Yowr husbend may be willing to telk to one of themgpeshese—vver—e—irtrhbedd,

If this kind of approach does not catch yowr husband's interest, it may be best
to drop the subject fer—a—time, but after a friendly taolk your husband will usually
| roevive the topic himself. This may take patient waiting, but it will be wor th it.

: Meanwhile you might try to help the wilec of another serious drinker., I1f you act
uron these principles, your husband may sfop or moderste oiser-—e—whide.

Suppose, however, that your husband fits the description of number two, The
same principles which apply to husband number one should be practiced. put after
his mext binge, ask him if ho would really like to get over drinking for good, Do
not ask that he do it for you or anyone else. Just would he like to?

] The chances are he would. OShow him your copy of this book and tell him what
you have found out about alcoholism. GShow him that the writers of the book under=
standp 8o ondy Blcoholics can. Tell him some of the intoresting atorics you have j
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read, I you think he will be shy of apiritual remedy, ask him to look at the
chepter on olcoholism. Then perheps he will be interested enough to continue,

If he io enthwsiastic, cooperate with him, though you, yourself, may not wai-
agree with all we say, If he is lukewarm, or thinks he is not &n eleoholic, leave
him alone. HNever urge him to follow our progrem. The seed has beon plented in
his mind. Fo knows that over & hundred men, much like himsolf, have recovered.
But don't remind him of this after he hus been drinking, for he o angry.
Sooner or later, you are likely to find him resding the book once e, Ualt
until repeated Btumbling convinces him he must act, for the more you hurry him,
the longer his recovery may be delayed, '

If you bave a numher three husband, you may be in luck, Being cartain he
wants to stop, you can go to him with thls volume as joyfully as though you had
struck oil., He may not share your enthusiesm, but he is prectically sure to read
the book, and he may go for the program at once, If he does mot, you will probably
not have long to wait, Again, you must not crowd him. Let him decide for himaelf.
Cheerfully see him through more aprees, Talk about his condition or this book
only when ho raises the issus. In some cases it may be better to let the femily
-dogtor present-the book, Thedmeor cen urge action Without arousing ‘hostility.

If your buaband is otherwise & normel individual, your chancos are good at this
stage.

but that is not so, Meny of Alcoholice Anomymous were like that., Everybody had
ful recoveries.

There are oxceptions, Some men have beon so impaired by alcobol that they can-
not stop. Sometimes there are cases whero alooholism is complicated by other dis-
vruers, A good doctor or posychiatrisi can tell you whetber these complicatlions are
perious, In any ovent, see that your husband gets this hook. His resction may be
one of enthusiasm., If he is already cormitted to an institution but can convince
you and your doctor thet he meens business, you IMWIW bim a chance to Wy our
method, unless the doctor thinks his mta]. conditionasbnormal or deamgerous. Ve
make this recommendatign with some confidence, About & year ago a cerfeli state
institution relesasad chronic alcoholics, It was fully expectod they would all
be back in a few weeks, Only one of them haa returned. The others had no relapse

at all., The power of God goes_dogp!

You may have the roverse situetion on your hands., Ferhaps you have s husbaend
bo is at large, but who should be coumitted. Some men cannot, or will not get
over elcoholism, Whan they become too dangerous, we think the kind thing is to
lock them up. The wives ond children of such men cuffer horribly, but not lece
than the men themselves. \
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But somatimes start life anev, fe know women who have dome it. If
such women adopt life, their road will be smoother.

' If your husband is & drinkar, you worry over what other people are thinking.
| You hate to meet yowr friends. You draw mare and more into yourself, You think

You would suppose that mem in the fourth classification would be guite hopeless.
7 given them up. Defeat seemed cartein, Yet often such men have spectacular and power-
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them. He gets stirred up about their troubles, but not at all mbout yours. It will
do no pood if you peint that out and urge morc attention for yourself, It ia a
recl mistoke if you dampen his enthusiasm for alcoholic work. You should join in
his efforts as much &8 you possibly can. Direct some of your thought to the wives
of his now plcoholic friends. They need the counsel and love of a women who haes
rzone through what you have.

It is probably true that you and your husband have been living too much alone,
Por drinking almost isolated meny of us, Therefore, you need frosh interests and
g great cause to live for as much as your husband. If you cooperate, rather than
complain, yow will find that his excoss enthusiasm will tone down. Both of you will
awaken to a new sense of responsibility for others. You, &s well as your husband,
must think of what you can put into life, inatead of how much you cuon teke out.
Inevitably your lives will be fuller for doing so. You will lose the old life
to find one much better, bg'

Terhaps your husbend will make a fair ster¥ on the new basis, but just as
things are poing bemutifully, he dismays you(bg)coming home drunk, If you are satls-
fied he renlly wanta to get over drinking, you need not be alarmed, Though it is
infinitely bettor he have no relapse at all, as has been true with many of owr men,
it is by no means a bad thing in some cases, Your husband will see at once that
he must redouble his spirituel activities if he expocis to survive. H-he—tdopée
Thitepiotpmilidaildpaidddeholp=tm. You need not remind him of his spiritual de-
ficiency -~ he will know of it. Cheer him up and ask him how you cen be still more
helpful.

Zven your hatred mes¥ go. The alightest sign of fear or intolerance will
lessen your husband's chance of recovery. In a weak moment he may teke your dia-
like of his high-stepping friends as one of those insanely trivial excuses to drink,

lever, never try to arrenge his life, so 8s to shield him from temptation.

The slightest disposition on your part to guide his appointments or his effairs so
he will not be tempted will be noticed. Make him feel sbsolutely free to coms and
go as he likes, This is important. If he gets drunk, don't blame yoursclf. God
has either removed your busband's liquor problem, or e haa mot, If not, it had
better be found out right away. Then you and your lusband can get right down te
fundamentels. If a ropetition is to be prevented, place the problem, along with
everything else, in God's hands.

Vie realize we have been giving you much direction and advice., We may have
seemad "preachy”, If that is so, we are sorry, for we ourselves, don't csre for
people who preach, But what we have related 1s based upon experience, some of it
painful. e had to learn these things the hard way. That is why we are anxious
that you understand, 1 you ovoid these unnecessary difficulties.

wives

So to you out there =- who may soon be with us -- we say "Good luck end GCod

bless youl"
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good account. We grow by our willingness to face and rectify errors and convert

them into assets, The alcoholic's past thus becomes the yrincipal asset of the
family, and frequently it is the only onal
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This painful past may be of infinite value to other families still struggling
with their problem. We think sach femily which has been relieved owes something
to those which have not, and when the occasion requires, each member of it who
has found God, should be only too willing to bring former mistakes, no matter hoi
grievous, out of their hiding places, Showing others who suffer how we were given
victory, is the very thing which makes life seem so worth while to us now, Cling
to the thought that, in God'a hends, the dark past is the greatest possession you
have -= the key to life and happiness for othars, With it you can avert demth and
misery for them.

It is possible to dig up past misdeeds so they become a blight, & veritable
plague, For example, we know of situations in which the alcoholic or hia wife have
had love affaira. In the [irst {lush of spirituel experience they fargave each
other and drew closer together. The miracle of reconciliation was at hend. Then,
under one provocation or &nother, the aggrieved ona would unearth the old affair
and angrily cast its ashos about. 4 few of ua have had these growing pains and
they hurt a great deal. Husbands end wives have sometimes been obliged to separ-
ate for a time until new perspective, new victory over hurt pride, could be rewen.
In most cases, the alcoholic survived this ordeal without relapse, but not always.
So owr rule ig that unless some good and useful purpose is to be served, past oc-
currences are not discussed,

We femilies of Alcobolice Anonymous have few secrets. Kveryonse knows all about
overyone else. This is a condition whiech, in ordinery life, would produce uniold
grief. There would be scandalous gossip, laughter at the expense of other people,
and & tendency to take advantage of intimate information, Among us, these are rere
occurrences,

We do telk about each other a great deal but almost invariebly temper such talk
by a spirit of love and tolerance. We discuss another's shortoominge in the hope
that some now idea of helpfulness may come out of the conversation, The cynic might
say we are good because we have %o be.

Another rule we cbserve carefully is that we do mot relate intimete experiences
of enother persen unless we are sure he would approve, We find it better, when pos-
sible, to atick to owr own stories, A man may criticize or laugh at himself and it
will affect others favorebly, but criticism or ridicule of him coming from another
often produces the contrary effect., Moembers of & family should wateh such mattera
carefully, for one careless, inconeiderste remark hes been known to reise the very
devil., We alcoholics are sensitive poople. It takes some of us a long time to
outgrow that serious hendicap.

Most alooholics are enthusiasts. They run to extremes. At the beginning of
recovery 8 man will take, a2 a rule, one of two directions. He may either plunge
into a frantic ettempt to get on his feet in business, or he mey be so enthralled
by his new 1life that he talks or thinks of little else. 1In either case certain
femily problems will erise, With these we have experience galore.

‘o pointed out the danger he runs if he rushes headlong et his economic prob-
lem,  The femily will be affectod also, pleasantly at first, as they foel their

¢ troublea are to be solved, ihen not so pleasently as they find themselves ne=
clectod, Dad may be tired ot night and pre-occcupied by dey. Mo may teke emall
interest in the children and may show irritation when reproved for his delinguen-
cles, I not drritable, he mey seem dull and boring, not gay end affectionate, as
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Here,. for instence, is a typlcal oxample: in officel™ one of tho largest
banking institutions in America knows 1 no lonper drink. (O(me™dgy he told me alout
on cxecutive ol the some bank, who, from his deseription, was undeybtgdly aleabolic,
This scemed to me like an oprortunity to be helpful. So 1 spent el p hours
talking ebout slcoholism, the malady. I deseribed the symptoms and sumpbfta(tguila

. His comment was: "Very interesting.y But I'm
sure this man is done drinking. MHe has juast roturned from a threc-months' leave
of absence, has isken & cure, looks fine, and to clinclt the matter, the boapd of

directors told him this was his last chanc W
ey
Cﬂl/ Avidull “‘--H’ m

- : ; (/
m—-m-ww.uaa on & hi ea.',y._st than ever., I felt t-.'hi 1 avitable and -&-"hr :
fio WAL doins o injustice. ihy not bring in contect with

me our aleoholic crowd? He might have a chance. I pointed out I had had nd& h-
ing to drink whatever for throe years, and this in the face of difficultics that

would have made nine out of ten men drink their heads off. ‘hy not et least affcrd

A him an opportunity to hear my story? "Oh no", said my friond, "this chap is eithm

| throt -j with liquor, or he is minus & job. If he has your will power and guts

will make the grade." - Q £ d failed

o i v

tly the men did slip and, cf—eeurss, was [ir ‘ollowing his dischergs,
E&j % lsg, Jithout mueh ado, he aeceptaﬂ Irinciples and proce-
dur . 1le 13 unddubte en the” road to recwery. To n , thia ineident illus

trates a

what part mploya.‘s might p‘.'nfitahly take in salvaging their gick ampluycos-
' an o duvws B maﬁ
| well To disregard your aan drink-
ing expariemcs, or lack of it. ihether you are & hard drinimz' a moderate drinker,
or & testotaler,
Jai0g —dmeboad, you may heye some protty strong opinions, perhaps prejudices @bes™d
Those ed-vest who drink moderately
be more anncyed with on alcoholic then a total absteiner would be. Drinking occas-
ionally, and understanding your own reactions, it is°possible for you to Lecome quite
sure of many things, which, so far as the alcoholic is concerned, are not slways sjg

mte drinker, you can take your liquor or leave it alone. \jhenever
you want to, you gEm control your drinking. Of an evening, you can go on & mild
bender, get up in the morning, sheke your head, and go to business. To you, liquar ;
is no real problem. You cannot see why Iit should ha_to anyone ulses save the spine-
M

less and stupid.

| annoyence that @ ~a

‘hen dealing with en alcoholic, e | .
¥= could be s0 Ia&kE .'ﬂ-gd and 1rreapomible en you
i msf &-this reeuﬁE :

B, 1! s Wi

2 1

Pake A look at the alcoholi Al you.'.' or(,s.nlzntlonf Is he not usuaJ.J,:,' brnlinnt
fast-thinking, imaginative and likgg ik : grd gnd Savig @
I i 5'”"1 kst ;7Y 77 £ Y7 TR, 1_'!',44-.'1'!.:;13‘1nr~_45..,_ an
w s'."..-q-.-_a-.-hwnA i : ha worth salvazing? If your decisiom is }'el‘ ) *'
f whether the rpason be mnimrian or business, or both, then

lri !.if\-s'
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The Linst—pact hag 5 do wifh-yeu
only with habit, with stubborness, or a weak will?
—i—mm-ﬂu ra—read apters two and three oftiis

¥ wncedal‘ thet your em-

ﬁlir,l, 33 AL . Ak
nloyee is 111 cen Margiva”‘h for what he has done in W
3 et —pe—rry—in cause-—af his put shaurditiu preeia*eL

alechol on his brein?

I’& I well remember the shock I received when a prominent doctor in Chicago told me
| M of cases where pressure of the spinsl fluid setuelly ruptured thé brain,fecn lthinr—
o wonder en aleoholie is strangely irretienel. Who weuldn't be, with such a rwma

yalat et A1 Aiesg. et pe T ey o ek offn

- s Your man has probabl:.r been t o eonceal a number of scranes, verhaps pretty

messy ones, They m iasus %%th under-

¥ stan% how such = saumingly ahuv oard chap eould be so involved. But an gener-
ally no matter how bad, to the abnormal action of sleohol on his mind.

| When drinking. or getting over a 'naut an alecholie, sometimas the model of honesty
‘ vhen nornel, will do inuraﬁi‘bluthlnga. marmd ‘his revulsion will be terrible,

This is not to say that aleohol e nonest and uoright when not dr
0f course that isn't se, and that such peopl
on yous Seeing your attempt to understand and help, some men will try tg take ad'um-
tage of r kindness. If you are sure your man does not want to stop, ¥y as well
\gdiac‘rmrg &13 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
l needs. I know, in my own particuler case, that nothing my comjany could heve done
| would have stopped me, for so long as I was able to hold my position, I could not pos-
| sibly realize how serious my situation was. Hed they fired me first, and had they then
taken steps to see that I was vresented with the solution contained in this book, I
might have returned to tham six months later, & well man.

; But there are many men vmcvkmnt to stop ﬁghhm and with them ygu csn go fare

Perhaps you have such & man in mind. He wemtis to quil: ‘P‘nt to
helo him, eve it be only & matter of sood business. You ow W" eloo-

holism. You that he is nente yeically sick. ﬁou are wi to overlook
m ike

' his p&st Erramuus. Suppose yeu-padl T
ko the RSEEit that you know e# about his drinking, that

wi
must stop. %ﬂeitﬂ his mbilities, wnuld like to kasp him, but cannot,
11‘ he continues t o YT g4k - nd irenrii-menn

~ sible Gas L L
eﬂyl.m dea o aleoholin,ﬁ- sigkness, : :
w inte the matter. “Jog T wal you—say, el I 3 - |
rour willingness to deal uth tll )mlm a5 ﬂme a diseaae. You ara
willing-to loo yeur man as a gravely-ill persen, with this guelificetion -- being
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My next move was to take up the study of medicine, entering one
of the lergest universities in the country. There I took up the
business of drinking with mueh greater earnestness than I had pre-
viously shown. On account of my enormous capacity for beer, I was
elected to membership in one of the drinking socleties, and soon
beceme one of the leading spirits. Many morninge I have gone to
classes, and even though fully prepared, 1 would turn and welk back
to my fraternity house because of my jitters, not daring to enter
the classroom for fear of meking a scene should I be called on for
recitation,

. ———

s went fron bad to worse until aup!nn'c spring when, after
a prolong aiod of drinking, I mwade up my mind that I could not
' complete my so, 80 I packed my grip and went South end spent &
month on & large farm owned by a friend of mine. ihen I got the
fog out of my brain, I- -decided that quitting s was very foolish
end that 1 had better return and continue k. fhen I reached
school, I discovered the faculty had o ideas on the subject.
After much argument they anllowed me terTeturn and take my exams,
t tho;uﬂa much disgusted and

I migrated to snother

entered as a Junior t Fall.

Thera mr/l{inklng became so much worse that the boys in $h

fraternity house where 1 lived felt forced to send for my father,

[ who made-# long jowrney in the vein endeavor to get me straightened
eround. This had littleYeffect however far I kept on drinking _:ng,]

'. uaﬂ a grut deal more hard liquor than in former yoars..

P S

cming up to finsl exsms I went on e particularly strenuous
spres, Whem I went in to write the exsminations, my hend trembled
g0 I could not hold e pencil, ] passed in at least three absolutely
blank booka. I wae, of course, soon on the carpet and the upshot
was that I bad to go back far two more quarters and remain sbsolute-
ly dry, if I wished to graduaste. This I did, and proved myself
satisfectory to the faculty, both in deporiment and scholesticelly,

1 conducted myself so ereditably that I was able to secure &
much coveted interneship in a Western City, where I spent two yeara.
During these two years I was kept so busy that I hardly left the
hospital 8t all. Consequently, I could not get into any trouble,

When these two yeers were up, I opened my office downtown,
Then I had some money, &ll the time in the world, and considerable
stomach trouble. I soon discovered that a couple of drinks would
alleviate my gastrioc distress, at lesst for a few hours 2t & time,
so 1t was not at all difficult for me to return to my former exoes-
sive indulgence.

By this time I was beginning to pay very deerly physically, and
in hope of relief voluntarily incarcerated myself at least 2 dozen
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times in ome of the local saniterjums, I wes between Scylla and
Chorybdis now, because if I did not drink my stamich tortured me, and
if I did, my nerves did the same thing., After throe years of this,

I wound up in the local hompital where they atiempted to help me, but
1 would get my friemds to smuggle me in & quart, or I would steal the
alcohol sbout the building, so that I got rapidly warse.

Fipally my father had to send a doctor out from my home town
who managed to get me baock there some way and I was in bed sbout two
months befors I could venturs cut of the house. I atayed about tomm
& couple of months mare and returned to resume my yractice. I think
I must have been thoroughly scared by what had happened, or by the
doctar, or probably both, so that I did mot touch a drink again until
the country wemt dry,

With the passing of the Eighteenth Amendment I felt quite safe.
I knew everyone would buy & few bottles, or cases, of liquor as their

~ exchequers permitted, and it would soon be gome. Therefare it would

meke 1o greet differemce, evon if I should do same drinking, At

that time I was not awere of the almost unlimited supply the govern-
mont made it possible for us doctors to obtain, neither had I any
knowledge of the bootlegger who soon appesred on the harizon. I drank
with moderation at first, but it took me only a relatively short time
to drift back into the old habits which had wound up so disastrously
before.,

During the next few years, I doveloped two distinct phobias,
One waes the fear of not sleeping, and tho other was the fear of
running out of liquor. Mot being a men of means, I knew that if I
did not stay sober enough to earn money, I would run out of liquar.
Most of the time, therefors, I did not take the morning drink which
I craved so badly, but instead would f11l up on large doses of
sedatives to quiet the jitters, which distressed ma terridly., Oc~-
casionally, I would yield to the morning craving, but if I did, it
would be only a few bowrs before I would be quite unfit for work.
This would lessen my chances of smuggling some home that evening,
which {n turn would mean a might of futile toseing around in bed
followed by a morning of unbeerable jitters. During the subsegquent
fifteen years I had sense enough never to go to the hospital if I
had boen drinking, and very seldom did I receive patients. I would
somotimes hide out in ome of the clubs, of which I was a member, and
had the habit at times of repistering at & hotel under & fictitious
name, But my friends usually found me and I would go home if they
promised that I should not be acolded.

If my wife were planning to go out in the aftermoon, I would
get & large supply of liquor eand smuggle it homs and hide it in the
coel bin, the clothes chute, over door jambs, over beems in the
cellar and in cracks in the celler tile. I also made use of old
trunks and chests, the old can container, and even the ash container.
The water tank on the toilet I never used, because that looked too
easy., 1 found out later that my wife inspected it freguently. I
used to put eight or twelve ounce bottles of alcohol im a fur lined
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glove and toss that onto the back airing porch when winter days got
derk enough. My bootlegger had hidden it at the back steps where I
could get it at my convenience. Sometimes I would bring it in my
pockets, but thare were inspected, and thet became too risky. I used
#lso to put it up in four ounce bottles and stick severel in my
stocking tops. This worked nicely until my wife and I went to see
Wallace Beary in "Tugboat Aunie", after which the pant-leg and stock-
racket were out!

N\

I will not take space to relate all my hospital or saniterium
“w‘m“.

FPor the bensfit of those experimentally inclined, I should
mention the so-called beer expariment. When beer first came beck,
I thought that I was safe. I could drink ell I wanted of that, It
was harmless; nobody ever got drunk on beer., So I filled the cellar
full, with the permission of my good wife. It was not long befors I
vas drinking at least a case and a hnlf a day. I put on thirty
pounds weight in ebout two montha, looked like a pig, and was uncom=
fortable from shortness of breath, It then occurred to me that after
one nee all smellod up with beer nobody could tell what had been
drunk, so I begen to fortify my heer with straight alcohol. 0Of
course, the result wes very bad, and that ended the beer experiment.

During all this time we became more or less oetracized from our
iriends. We could not be invited out becouse I would surely get
tight end my wife dared not invite people in for the seme reason. My
phobia for sleeplessnsss demanded that I get drunk every night, but
in order to got mare liguor for the next night, I had to stay scber
during the day, at lesst up to four oclock. This routine went on
with few interruptions for seventesn years. It was really a horrible
nightmare, this earning money, getting liquar, smug;ling 1t home,
getting drunk, morning jitters, taking large doses of sedatives to
mke it possible far we to earn more money, and o on ad nauseem, I
used $o promise my wife, my friemds, and my children thet I would
drink no more == mromises which seldom kept me sober even tlrough the
day, though I was very sincere when I made them,

About the time of the beer expsriment I was thrown in with e
crowd of people who asttracted me beceuse of their seeming poise,
health, and heppiness, They spoke with great freedom from embarrass-
ment, which I could never do, and they seemed very such at ease on
ell oconsions end eppeared very healthy. More than these attributes,
they seemed to be happy. 1 wes self consoious and jll at ease most
of the time, my hoalth was at the bresking point, and I was thorough~
1y miserable. I semsed they had something I did not have, from
whieh ] might readily mrofit, I lesrned that it was something of a
spiritual nature, which did not appeal to me very much, but I thought
it could do no harm. I gove the matter much time and study for the
noxt two and a half years, but still got tight avery night neverthe-
less. I read everything I could find, and telked to everyone who 1
thought knew anything about it.
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My good wife became deeply interested end it was her interest
that sustained mine, though I at no time sensed that it might be an
answer to my liquor problem. How my wife kept her falth and courege
during all those years, I'll never know, but she did. If she had
not, I know I would have been doad a long time ago. Far some reason,
we alcoholics aeem to have had the gift of picking out the world's
finest women. Why they should be subjected to the tortures we in-
flicted upon them, I cennot explain,

About this time & lady called up my wife one Saturday after-
noon, saying she wanted me to come over that cvening to meet 2
friend of hers who might help me, It was the day before Mother's
Day end I had come home plastered, carrying a big potted plant
which I set down on the table and forthwith went upstairs and passed
out. The next day she celled again. Wishing to be polite, though
I felt very badly, I said, "Let's make tho call," and extracted from
my wife 8 mromise thet we would not otay over {ifteen minutes,

We entersd her house at exactly five oclock and it wes exactly
elovon [ifteen when we left. I had a couple of shorter talks with
thie men afterward, and satopped drinking sbruptly. This dry spell
lasted for nbout three weeks, when I went to Atlantic City to attend
goveral deys' meeting of a National Soclety of which I wes a member.,

I drank all the Scotch they had on the train md bought several quarts
on my way to the hotel. This was on Sundey., I got tight that night,
stayed sober Monday till after the dinner and then proceeded to get
tight egein, I drank all I dared in the bar, and then went to my room
to finish the job, Tuesday I started in the wmorning, getting well
arganized by noon. I did not want to disgrace myself, so I then
checked out, I bought some more iiquor on the way to the depot. I
had to wait some time for the train. I remember nothing fram then
until I woke up at a friend's houss, in m nearby town. Thess good
pecple notified my wife, who sent my newly-mmde friend over to get ms
in my car, He came &and got me home and to bed, gave me a fow drinks
that night, and one bottle of beer the next morning.

That was June 10, 1935, and that was my last drink. As I write
nearly fow years have passed,

The question which might naturally come into your mind would be:
what did the man do or ssy that was differemt from what others had
dome or said? It must be rememberoed that I had read a great deal and
talked to everyone who knew, or thought they knew, anything about the
subject of alcoholism, This man was a men who had experienced many
years of frightful drinking, who had hed most all the drunkerds' ex-
pearionce known to man, but who had been cured by the very means I had
been trying to employ, that is to say, the spiritual approach. He
gave me information mbout the subject of slcoholism which was un-
doubtedly helpful, 0f far more importance wag the fact that he was

the first living humen with whom 1 had ever telked, who knew what Le
wae talkin aEEut in rnﬂa to_slcoholism from actual experience, 1In
other words, he talked my ﬁge. He knew all the answers, ond cer-

toinly not bocause he had picked them up in his reasding.
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It is a most wonderful blessing to be relieved of the terrible

curse with which I was afflicted.
gained my self-respect and the respect of my colleagues.

My health is good and I have re-

My home 1ife

is ideel and my business is as good &s can be expected in these un-
certain times.

I spend & great deal of time peesing on what I learned to others

vho want and need 1% badly.

1., Sense of dut)'.
2. It is e pleasure,
3. Because in 80 doing I

an
the man who took tims to

I do it for four reasons:

raying my debt to
pass
4. Because every time I do it I

it on %o me.
take out &

1ittle more insuwrance for wyself ageinst a

possible slip.

Unlike mont of our crowd, I did not get over my oraving for liguor

much during the firat two and one-balf yeers of abstinence.
But et no timo have I been enywhere near yields
I used to got terribly upset when I saw my friends drink and knew

almost always with me,

lml

It was

1 could not, but I schooled myself to believe that though I cnce had
the same privilege, I bad sbused it so frightfully that it wes with-

So it doesn't behoove me to squawk about i%, for after all,

nobody ever used to throw me down and pouwr eny liquor down my throat,

If you think you are an atheiet, an agoocstic, & skeptic, or ave
any othot form of imtellectunl pride which kespe you from aceepting

what 1s in this book, I feel sarry for you.

1t you e%ill think you

are sirong onough to beat the geme, that is yowr affair. But if you
reélly and truly want to quit drinking liguer for good end all, and
sincerely feel that you mus% have some help, we know that we have an

answer for you.

It never fails if you go about it with one half the

zeal you have been in the habit of showing whem getting another drink.

Youwr

will never let you downi

B Huwaud,

oo e

oy g

e N
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THE UNBELIEVER

Dull,..listless,,.senicomatose,.,I lay on my bed in & famous hospital
for alegholice. Death or worse had been my sentence.

What was the difference? What difference did anything meke? Why think
of those things which were gome -- why worry about the results of my drunken
eacapades? What the hell were the odds if my wife had discovered the mis-
tress situation? Two swell boys...sure...but what difference would & corpse
or an esylum imprisoned father meke to them? .,.thoughts stop whirling in my
head,..that's the worst of this sobering-up process...the old think tank is
geared in high-high...what do I mean high-high...where did thet come from...
°h yos, th“ riﬂt G!dimc I h‘d. it hlﬁ four im.onmd a hlﬁh‘hm sw-:
{nsane asylum...how that bus could scemper...yes...even then liquor probably
poisoned me, What had the little doctor seid this morning...thoughts hesai~
tate & moment...stop your mad turning...what wes I thinking about,..oh yes,
the doctor.

This worning I reminded Doc this wes my temth vieit. I had spent a
couple of thousand dollars on these trips and those that I bad finsnced for
the plastered play girls who also couldn't sober up. Jackie wes a honey
until she got plastered and then she was a hellion. Wonder what gutter she's
in now, Where was I? Oh...I asked the doctor for God's sske to tell me the |
truth. He owed it to me for the amount of woney I had spent. He faltered. |
Said 1'd been drunk that's all, God} Didn't I know that?

But Doc, you're evading. Tell me honestly wiat is the matter with me.
1+11 be all right did you say? But Doc, you've said that before. You said
once that if I stopped for a yeer I would be over the habit and would never
drink again, I didn't drink for over a year, but I did stert to drink again,

Tell me what 1s the metter with me, I'm an alcoholic? He, ha &nd ho,
bol As if I didn't know that] But aside from your fancy neme foar a plain .
drunk, tell me why I drink, You say a true alcoholic is something different
fram a plain drunk? What do you meam.,.let me have it cold...brief and with mo
trimmings.

An aleoholic is a person who has an allergy to alcohol? Ie poisoned by it%
One drink does something to the chemicel make-up of the body? That drink does
something to the nerves and in a certein number of bours another drink is medi-
cally demanded? And so the vicious cycle is started? An ever smeller amount of
time between drinks to stop those scremming, twitching, invisible wires called
nervesy

I know that HB’G&‘I Dog...how the B?ir.l mm-o.ﬂ dr ink...unconscious...
awake...drink...unconscious...poured into the hospitel...suffer the agonies of
hﬂllu-“lﬂ lhlkﬂlunﬂﬂ“ﬁh‘. I'Ilﬂliﬁg 'Mulnmm \mlm‘:lﬂﬂ.uﬂlgﬂi !1‘“}0“" l
governor. But hell Doc, I don't want to drink! I've got one of the stubbormest
will powers known in business., 1 stick et things. I get them dome. I've stuck
on the wagon for months. And not been bothered by it...and then suddenly, incom-
prehensibly, an empty gless in my hand end another spirel started. IHow did the Doe
explain that one?

- - p— B ]
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He couldn't. That was ome of the mystories of 4pus alcoholism, A-femows

Wohy a man ever sterted when he ?y;}_-f‘ % b SE G tning:
thed could not be fathomsd. Only the demn fool public believed it & matter of
weak will power. Fear...ostracisn...loss of family...loss of position...the
gutter,,.nothing atoppad the alcobolic.

For Chriat's sske, Doc! What do you mean -- mothing! What! An incurebdble
disease? Doc, you're kidding mel You'rs trying to e mo into stopping!
What's that you say? You wish te-Ged you were? are thoss tears in youwr -
eyss Doc? What's that? Forty years you've spent at this alcoholic busimesa and
you have yot to ses & truo alecoholic cured? Your life defeated and wasted? Oh,
coms, come Doc¢...what would some of us do without you? If even to only sober up.
But Doc...let's have it. What is going %o be my history from here on owt? Some
vital organ will stop or the mad house with a wet brain? How scon? Within two
yeara? But, Doc, 1've got % do something about it4 I1'11l see dootors...I'll go
to sanitariums, Surely the medicel prefession kmows something about it. 8o
little, you say? But why? Messy. Yes, I'll admit there is nothing meesier than
an alcoholie drunk,

What's that Doc? You know & coupls of fellows that were steady oustomers
here that haven't besn drunk for about tem woAths? You say they claim they are
cured? And they meke an avecation of passing it on to others? What have they 1
got? You don't knovw...and yow doalt bedters they are moreed...well why tell me
sbout i%? A fins fellow you say, plenty of momey, and you'rs swre it im't a
m“ttt’““ wante to be hwﬂmml bim up for ms will Jou, Doe? |

Fow Doo had hated to %ell me. Thoughts stop kmodking at my deor. Why can't
1 get drunk 1ike otber pacple, get up mext muning, toss my head & couple of
times and go to wark? Why do I bave %o sheke so I can’t hold the razory Why
does every littie muscle inside ms have to feel like a crawling warm? Why do
aven my vocal cords quiver so words ars glbberish until I've bad a big drink?
Poison! Of course! But how could &myoms understand such & necessity for a
drink that it has $o be loaded with pepper to keep it fram bouncing? Cen eny
mortel understend such secret shame in having to have a drink es to make a parson
keep W bottles hiddem all gover the howse. The morning drink...sheme and neces- !
8ity.,.weakness,. .remorse, But what do the family know about it? What do doctors
kmow obout 117 Little Doc wae right, they know nothing. They just say "Be
strong® --"Don't take that drimk* == “Suffer it through.*

What the hell do they kmow about suffering? HNot sickness, Not a belly ache -
ch yes, your guts get so sare that you cénsot place your hends on them...oh sure,
every tice you go you twist and writhe in pain. What the hell does any mon~
alcoholic kmow about suffering? Thoughts...stop this mad merry-go-round. And
worat of all this mental suffering -- the hating yourself -- the fesling of absurd,
irretional weekness =- the umsorihiness. Qut that window! Use the gun in the
drawer! What about poison? 00 out in & garage and start the car. Yeah, that's
the way out...but then people‘'ll say "He wae plastered.” Jesus! I can't leave
that story behind, That's worse thsn cowardly,

Isn't there soms one who understends? Thoughts,..please, oh pleass, 8top...
I'm going nuts...or am I nuts sov? Newer...never sgain will I take another drink,
not even a glass of beer...even that starts 1%, Nower...nsver...never agéin... o |
and yot I've said that o dosenm times snd imexpliombly I've found an empty glass in &
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my hand and the whole story repeated,

My Lord, the tragedy that sprang out of her eyes when I ceme home with &
breath on me...end fear, The smiles wiped off the kids' faces. Terror stalking
through the house., Yes...that changed it from & home into m house. Not drunk
yet, but they knew what was coming. Mr. Hyde was moving in.

And so I'm going to die. Or a wet brain. Wwhat was it that fellaw said who

was hers this afternoon? Damn fool thought...get out of my mind. INow I knmow

I'm going nuts., 4And sciemce knows nothing about it.. And paychiatrists. I've
9 spent plenty with them. Uhji-should=they-feed-on-ue-who—are~suffering? Thougzhts,
go awayl HNo...I don't went to think about what that fellow said this afternoon.

He's ﬁ'?ihg...iﬂeﬂlil‘biﬂ as hell...nice fom', too, Oh, why do 1 have to
suffer with this revolving brain? Why can't I sleep? What was it he said? (Oh
yes, ceme in and told about his terrific drunks, his trips up hare, this same
thing I'm going through. Yes, he's en alecoholic &all right. 4And then he told me
he knew he was cured. Told me ho was peaceful...(I'lnever know peace againj...
that he didn't carry constant fear around with him. Happy because he folt free.
But it's serewy. He said so himself, But he did get my confidence whem be
started to tell what ho had gone tlrough. It was so exsctly like my case, b |
knew what this torture is. BHe raised my hopes so high; he looked as though he
hed samething., I don't knmow, I guess I was so sold that I expected him to spring
some kind of a pill and I asked him desperately what it was.

And he said "God."
And I laughed.

A ball bat across my face would have been no greator shock. I was so high |
with hope and expectation., Ibw can & man be 8o heartless? He sald thet it
sounded screwy but it worked, at least it had with him,,.said he was not a re-
ligionist...in fact didn't go to clurch much...my ears come up 8t that,.,.his
unconventionality attracted me.,..said that some epproaches to religion were screwy
«s.talked sbout how the simplest truth in the world had been all balled up by
complicating it...that attrected me...oh, for God's sake get out of my mind.,..
what a fine religious bird I1'd be,..imegine the glee of tho gang et me gotting |
religion...phooey...thoughts, please slow down...why don't they give me something
to go to sleep...lay down in green pastures...the guy's nuts,..forget hinm,

And so it's the nut house for me...gled mother is dead, she won't have to
suffer that...if I'm going nuta maybe it'd be better to be crazy the way he is...
et least the kids wouldn't have tho inaane father whi }PM pggb 1ira... .
life's cruel...the puny-minded, curtain hiding gossipa... dn't you knos hi !
father was committed for inannity? What a sly label to heng on those bﬁ?ﬂu.
damn the goseiping, reputation-shredding, busybodies who put their noses into '
other people's business.

He'd laid in this ssme dump,.,suffered...gons through hell...made up his mind
to get well.,.studied alcoholism,..Jung...Blank Medical Foundation...asylums.,.
Fopkins...meny said incuraeble disease...impossible...nearly all known cures had
been through religion,.,.revolted him,,.made a study of religion...more he studied

| the more it was bunk to him,.,not understandable.,,self-hypnotism omes.,.end then
the thought hit him that people hed it all twistod up. They ware trying to powr
everyone into moulds, put a tag on them, tell them what they had to do and how
thoy had to do it, for the salvation of their own souls, When as & matter of fact
,?K people were through worrying about their souls, they wanted action right hers end
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now, A lot of tripe bad been built up around the aimplest and most beautiful ideas
in the world.

And how did he put the idea.,.bunk,,.bunk...why in hell em I still thinking
asbout him...in hell,...that's good,,.I am in hall., He said: "I came to the conclu-
sion that there is SOMETIONG. I know not what It is, but It is bigger than I. If
I will acknowledge It, if I will humble myself, if I will give in &nd bow in sub-
mission to that SOMETHING end them try to lead a life as fully in accord with my
idea of good as poseible, I will be in fune.” And latar the word good contracted
in his mind to God,

But, mister, I can't see any guy with long white whiaskers up there just wait-
ing for me to make a plee...and what did he enswer,..said I was trying to compli-
cate it,.,nhy did I insist on making It human...all I had to do was believe in
some power greater than myself and knuckle down to It...and I sasid maybe, but tell
me mister why are you wasting your time up here? Don't hend me any bunk about it
be ing more bleseed to give than to receive...asked him what this thing cost and he
laughed. He seid it wasn't & waste of tims...in doping it out he had thought of
something somebody had said. 4 person never kmew & lesson until he tried to pasa
it on to someone else. And that he had found out every time he tried to pase this
on it beceme more vivid to him. 5S¢ if we wanted to get herd boiled about 1it, he
owed me, I didn't owe him. That's & new slant...the guy's crezy as a loon...get
away from him brain...picture me going arcund telling other people how to run
their lives,,.if I could only go %o slasp...that sedative don't seem to take hold,

He could visualize a great fellowship of us,.,quietly, semi-secrstly pessing
this fram alcoholic to alcoholic...mothing orgenized...not ministers,,.not mis-
slonaries...what & story.,.thought we'd have to do it to get well.,.scme kind of a
miracle had happened in his life...common sense guy at that...his plan does fire
the imagination,

Told him it sounded like self hypnotism to we and he said what of i%.,.didn't
cere if it was yogi-iam, self-hypnotism, or anything else...four of them were well,
But it's so damn hypoeritical...] get beat every other way smd then I turn around
and lay it in God's lap...damed if I ever would twrn to God.,..what a low=down,
mﬂ,. dﬂlpiﬁlﬂ-l trick that would be.,..don't bﬂlm in God MI,III-"IM a lot
of hooey to keep the masses in subjugation...world's warst inguisitionms lave been
procticed in His neme,..and be said...do I have to turn into an inquisitiomist...
if I don't knuckle down, I die...why the lowedown missionary...what a bastardly
screw to put on & person...s witch burner, that's what he 1s,,.the hell with him
and all bis demn theories...crap...witeh burner.

Sleep, please come to my door...that last was the eight hundred and eighiy
fifth sheep over the femce...guses I'1l put in same black ones,..8heep...shep-
herds,, . wise men...what was that story...hell there I go back on that sames line...
told him I couldn't understend and I couldn't belisve anything I couldn’t undor-
stand, He said he supposed then that I didn't use alectricity. No onme actually
understood where it ceme from or what it was, Muts %o him. He's got %oo many
answers., What did be think the nub of the whole thing wesf Subjugate sell to
some power above...ask for help...mean it...try to pass it on. Asked him what he
wis going to neme this? 8aid it would be fatal to give 1t any kind of & tag...to
have ony sart of formality.

I'm 801!8 nuts,..trisd to g“ him into an m‘ about mirecles...about
immaculate concepiion...about stars leading three wise men.,.Jonah and the whale,
He wanted to know what differenmce those things made...he didn't even bother his
head sbout them...if he d4id, he would get tight sgain. So I asked him what ha
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thought about the Bible. 3Said he read it, and used those things he agresd with
and understood, o didn't take the Bible literally as an instruction book, for
there was no nonscnse you could not make out of it that way. If ministers could
only just advise people and mot try to tell them what they had to do, he figured
religion would be more successful with fellows like us,,.figured mst Jreachers
tried to pour people into some n}ﬂd of their own.

Thought I hed him when I asked about the past sins I hed committed. Guess
I've done everything in the book...I supposed I would have to adopt the attitude
that ell was forgiven...hers I om pure and clean as the driven snow,..or olse I
was to go through life flogzing mysmelf wentally...beh, But he had the answer for
that onse too. Said he couldn't call back the hellish things he hed done, but he
figured 1ife might bes 2 ledger page. If he did a littls good here and there, maybe
the score would be evened up some day, On the other hend, if he continued es he
had been going thare would be nothing but debit items on the sheet. Kind of common
‘m'.

This is ridiculous,...have I lost all power of logic...would I fell for all
that religious junk..,let's see if I cen't got to thinking straight...that's it...
I'm m to do too much thinkihg.u}ult ealm m!lfu.quinu,."quﬂ NOWes s
relax every musclo...stert et the toes and move up...insene...wet drain,..those
boys...what a mess my life is...mistrees...how I hate her,..ah,..] know what's the
watter...that fellow gave me an emotionsl upset,..,I'll list every reason I couldn't |
accept hio way of thinking, After laughing at this rslipgious stuff all thess years i
I'd be a hypocrite. That's one., Second, if there was a God, why all this suffer-
ing? veit a minute, he said that was one of the troubles, we tried to give God

some form, Make It just a Power that will help. Third, it sounds like ths Sal-
ution Army. Told him that and he said he wes not going around singing on
stroet corners. Simply, if he beard of a guy suffering the torments, he told him
his story and belief.

There I go thinking again,..just started to get celmed down,..sleep..,boys...
insane.,,.death...mistress...1life all messed up...business, low listen, take hold...
what am I going to do? HNEVER...that's final and in caps., MNever,,,.that's net no
discount. Never,..never,.,and my mind is made up. NEVER am I going to be such a
cowardly low down.essesdessiieh no to Acknowledge any God., The two faced, gossip-
ing Babbitts can go around with their sanctimonious Christ mouthings, their miser-
able worshipping, their Bible quotationms, their holier-than-thou attitudes, their
nicy-nice Christian, Sunday worshipping, Monday robbing ections, but never will
they find me acknowledging God. Let me laugh,...I1'd like to shriek with insene
glee,..my mind's made up...insane, there it is again.

Brrrr, this floor is cold on my knees...why &re the tears running like a river
down wy cheeks..,God, have marey on my soull

L O
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THE EUROPEAN DR INKER

1 was born in Purope, in Alsace to be exact, shortly after it had become
Germen and practically grew up with "good KRhine wine" of song amd story. My
parents had some vegue ideas of weking a priest out of ms and I attended for some
yeers the Franciscan school at Basle, Switzerland, just agross the border, about
six miles from my home. But, although I was a good Catholic, the momastic life
had 1ittle appeal for me.

Very early 1 became epprenticed to berness=making and acquired considerable
knowledge of upholstering. My daily consumption of wine was about & quart, but
that was common where I lived. Everybody drank wine. And it is true that there
was no great smount of drunkennese, But I can remember, in my teens, that there
wers & few characters who caused the villege heads to mod pitylngly and sometimes
in enger as they paused to say, "That sot, Hemri" and "Ge pauvre Jules™, who drank
too much. They weare undoubtedly the elecholies of our village.

Military service was compulscry and I did my stretoh with the class of my
aga, goose-stepping in Germen barracks and teking part in the Boxer Rebellion in
China, my first time at any great distence from home. In foreign parts many &
soldier who has been abatamious at home loerns to use new and potemt drinks. ©So
I indulged with my comrades in evarything the Fer Zast had to offer, I osnnot say,
however, that I acquired any craving for hard liquor ms & result. When ]I got back
to Garmany I settled down to finish my apprenticeship, drinking the wine of the
country as usual,

Meny friends of my femily had emigrated to Americe, so at 24 I declded that
the United States offered me the opporfunity I was never likely to find in my
native land, ] ceme directly to & growing industrisl city in the middle went,
where I have lived practically ever since. I was warmly welcomed by friends of my
youth who hed preceded me. For weeks after my errival I was feted and entertained
in the elready large colony of Alsatisns in the city, emong tbe Germans in their
saloons and clubs. 1 early decided that the wine of America was very inferior
stuff and took up bear instead.

I scon found work at my trade in hernesss-making. It was still an ege of
horgos. But I discovered that harness and saddle-making in America was different
than anything I had known. Every men in the shop wes a specialist and imstead of
having a variety of jobs to do svery dey I was ocompelled to ait all day long at a
bench doing the seme thing emdlessly. I found it very momotonous and, wanting a
change, I found it when I got wark as an upbolsterer in a large furniture store.

Fond of singing, I joined a Garman singing society which had good club head~
guarters, Thers I sat in the evemings, enjoying with wmy friends our memories of
the "old country”, singing the old songs we all knew, playing simple card games for
drinks and consuming great quantitiea of beer.

At that time I could go into any salcon, have one or two beers, walk out and
forget about it. I had mo desire whatever to sit down at & table and stay a whole
morning or afternpon drinking. Certeinly &t that time I was one of those who "can
take it or leave it slone™, There had never beem any drupkerds in my feamily. I
came of good stock, of men and womem who drank wine all their livea ss a beverage,
end while they oceassionally got drunk &t special celetwrations, they were up and
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about their business tha next day.

Prohibition came. Having regard for the law of the land, I resigned myself
to the will of tho notional legislators and quit drinking altogether, not becauae
I had found it harmful, but because I couldn't get what I was accustomed to drink,
You can all remember that in the first few months after the change, & great many
men, who had formarly been used to & few beers cvery day or en ocehsional drink
of whiskey, simply quit sll slcoholic drinks. For the great majority of us, how-

_ ever, that condition didn't last. We saw very early that prohibition wasn't go-
ing to work, It wasn't very long before home-brewing was an institution and men
began to search feverishly for old recipe books on wine-making.

But ] hardly tasted anything for two years and started in business for myself,
founding a mattress factory which is today an importent industrial omterprise in
our eity. I was doing very woll with that and general upholatering work and there
was evary indication that I would be financially independent by the time I reached
middle age. By this time I was merried and was paying for a home, Like most
immigrants I wanted to be somebody and have something emd I was very happy and con~
tented as I felt success crown my efforts. I missed the old socisl times, of
course, but had no definite craving even for beer.

Successful home-brewers emong my friends began to invite me to their homes.
I decided thet 4if thess fellows could mke it I would try it myeelf and so I did.
It wasn't very long until I had developed a pretty good brew with uniformity and
plenty of nutharity. I knew the stuff I was making wes & lot etronger then I had
been used to, but never suspectsd that ateady drinking of it might develop a taste
for samething even stronger.

It wesn't long before the bootlegger was an sstablished institution in this
as in other towns., I was doing well in business and in going around town I was
frequently invited to have & drink in a speakeasy. 1 condoned my domestic brewing
and the bootleggers and their business. More end more I formed the habit of doing
some of my business in the speakeasy end after a time did not need that es an ex-
cuse, The "speaks™ usuelly sold whiskey., Bear was too bulky and it couldn't be
kept in a jug under the counter ready to be dumped whem John Law would come eround.
I was now forming an entirely new drinking techmique. Before long I had a defin-
ite taste for hard liquor, knew nausea and headechea I had nover known before, but
a8 in the old days, I suffered them cut. Gradually, however, I'd suffer so much
that I simply had to have the morning-after drink.

1 became what ie called a periodical drinker. I was essed out of the busi-
ness I had founded and wes roduced to doing general upholstery in a smpall shop
at the back of my house. My wife uptraided me often and plenty when she saw that
my "periodicals" were gradually losing me what business I could get. I began %o
bring bottles in. I had them hidden away in the house and all over my shop in
careful concealment. I had all the usual experiences of the &lcoholic for I was
cartainly one by this time. GSometimes, after sobering up after a bout of several
weeks, I would righteously resolve to quit. With a great deal of determinationm,
I would throw out full pints -- pour them out and smash the bottles -- firmly re-
solved never to take another drink of the stuff. I was going to straighten up.

In four or five days I would be hunting all over the plece, &t home md in my
workshop far the bottles I bad deatroyed, cwsing myself for being = damned fool.
My "periodicals" beceme more frequent until I reached the point where I wanted %o
devote all my time to drinking, working as little as possible and then only when
the necessity of my family damnded it. As socon as I had satisfied that, what I
earned as an upholsterer went for liquor. I would promise to have jobs done and
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never do tham. My customers lost confidence in me %o the point where I retained
what business I bad only because 1 was a well-trained and reputedly fine crafte-
mn, "Best in the business, when he's sober,” my custamars would say and I still
had a following who would give me work though they deplored my habits because
they knew the job would be well done whem they eventually got it,

1 had always been & pgood Catholic, possibly not so devoted as I should Imve
been, but fairly regular in my atiendence at services. I had never doubted the
existence of the Suprame Being but mow I begam to absent myself from my churoh
whers I had formerly been a membor of the choir, Wnfortunately, I had no desire
to consult my priest nbout my drinking. In fact I wes scered to talk to him
about it, for I feared the kind of talk he would give me, Unlike many other
Catholica who freguently take pledges for definite periods =- a year, two years
or for good, I never had amy desire to "take a pledge™ before the priest. And
yot, realizing at last that liquor really bad me, I wented to quit, My wife
wrote away for sdvertised oures for the liquor habit and gave them to me in
coffes. I even got them myself end tried them. Nome of the various cures of
this kind were any good.

My experiences differ vary littles from the experispces of other alcoholics
but 4f ever & man was firmly in the grip of a power thet could lead only to ruin
and disgrace, I waes that men.

I bad the usual array of friends who tried to stop me in my drinking career.
I can hear them yet. Kindly for the most part, yet blind and almost wholly w ithout
understanding, they had the approach that every alcoholic kmows:

"Can't you be & mant"
"You can cut it out.”

"You've got & good wife; you could have the best businass
in town, What's the matter with you anyway?®

Every alcoholic has heard those femiliar plrases from wellemeening friends. And
they were my friends, too. In their way they did what they could, helped me at dif-
ferent times to pgot on my feet after a particularly bad time, aided me in unraveling
my tengled business affaire, suggested this and sugzested that, They all wanted to
help me. But mone of them lmew how. Not one of them bad the answer I wanted.

My wife got talking to & local merchent one day. He wao knows &s a deeply re-
ligious man, He wes undoubtedly a fundementelist with strong leanings towerd evan-
gelistic rreaching. He kmew me and something of my reputation. My wife asked him ®
help her if he could. So he came to see me, bringing a friend along, He found me
drunk end in bed, This men hed never been an mlcobolic and his approach to me was
the femiliar one of the emotional seeker after souls, Well, there I was, lying in am
alcoholic stupor with occasional flashes of emotional self-pity, in pretty much the
sams condition as the drunk who plunges to the sewdust at the appeal of a religious
orator.

Good, honest and sincere men, he jwaysd at my bedside and 1 promised to go %o
church with him to hear an evangelist, He didn't wait for me to come o his office,
he came after me. I heard the ovengalist but wae mot impressed., The service was
entirely foreign to what I had been accustomed to im my religlous observance since
childhood, I have no doubt of the preacher's sincerity and seck not at all to be-
1little his wark, but I was unaffected. 50 I got no amswer.
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e There are flcoholics who have been without any comsciousnees of God all their

lives; there are some who are actual haters of the idea of a Supreme Being; there
are othors, like myself, who have never given up a bolief in the Almighty, but who
have always felt that God is afar off. And that's the way I felt. I had a closer
sense of God during the mass at church, & feeling of his presence, but in everydey
1ife He seemed to be ot & distance from me and more as & righteous judge, than an
ell-wise, pitying father to the human race.

Then ocowred the event that saved me. An alcoholic cams to ses me who was
a deetor. Ho didn't talk like & preacher at all, In fact his language was per-
featly suited to my underatending. He had no desire %o know anything except ;
whether I was definite about my desire to quit drinking. I told him with ell the
gincerity at my command that I did. Even then ho went into no great detail about
how ho and a crowd of alcocholics with whom he associated hed mestered their diffi-
culty. TInstead he told me that soms of them wanted to talk to me and would be
over to see mo. :

This dootor had imparted his knowlsdge to just a few other men at that time -=
not mar e than four or five =- a group that now numbers more than seventy persons,
And, because es I bave discovered since, it is pert of tho "treatment" that these
men be sent to sea and talk with alcoholics who want to quit, he kept them busy.

He hed alroady imbued them with his own spirit until they vere ready and willing
at all times to go where sent, and es a dootor be woll knew that this mission amnd
duty would strengthen them ea it later helped me. The visits from these men im-
pressed me at once. Where preaching and prayers had touched me very little, I was
immediately impressed with desire for further knowledge of these men.

"There must be something to it," I said to myself, "Why would these busy men
take the time to come to ses me? They underatand my problem. Like me, they've
triod this remedy and that remsdy but never found one. But whatever it is they ere
using mow, it seems to keep them sober.®

Certainly I could ses they were scber, The third men who came to fee me had
been one of the greatest business-getters hias company had ever employed. From the
top of the hemp in & fow years he had mkidded to becoming a shuffling customer,
still entering the better barrooms but welcomed by neither mine host nar his patrons,
His own business was practically gone, he told me, when he discovered the answer,

"You'yve been trying men's waye and they always fail,” he told me. "You can't
win unless you try God's way."” - ;

I had never heard of the remedy oxpressed in just this language. In a fow son-
tencos he made God seem personal to me, explained Eim as a being who was interested
in m, the alcoholic, and that all I needed to do was to be willing to follow his
way for me; that as long as I followed it I would be eble to overcome my desire for
liquor.

Well, there I was, willing to try i%, but I didn't know how, except in a vague
way, I knew somehow that it meant mare than just going to church end living a moral
1ife, If that was sll, then I was a little doubtful that it wee the answer ] was
looking for.

Hie went on talking and told me that he had found the plan hes m basis of love
end the [ractice of Christ's injunction, "love thy meighbor as thyself." Teking
that as @ foundation, he reasoned that if a man followed that rule he could nct be
selfish. I could sec that, ind he further said that God could not aceept me aa &
sincere follower of his Divine Law unless I was reedy to be thoroughly honest about
i%.
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That was perfectly logioal, My church taught thet. I had always known that
in theory. We talked, too, sbout personsl purity. Every man has his problem of
this kind but we didn't discuss it very much, My visitor well kmew, that as I
tried to follow God's plan I would get o studying these things out for myself.

. We talkod things over a long time, I saw readily that I couldn't afford to
quiddle, I clready believed in God, had always done so. Was I ready to surrender
ny will to Eia, to let Him guide me daily? That's what 1% ceme to.

That day I gave my will to God and asked to be directed. But I have never
thought of that as something to do end then forget about. I very early ceme to
soe that there had to be a comtinual remewal of that simple deal with God; that I
hed perpetually to keep the bargain. So I began to pray; %o plece my problems in
God'e hands.

For @ long time I kept on trying, in s pretty dumb way at first, I lnos, but .
very oernestly. I didn't want to be a fake. And I began putting in practice what
I was learning every day. It wasn't very long until my doctor friemd sent me to
tell enother alcoholic whet my experience had boen., This duty together with my
wookly weetings with my fellow slooholics and my daily remewal of the contract I
originally made with Cod heve kept me sober when mothing else ever did,

I have been sober far three years mow, The firet few months were herd. Many
things happened: business trials, little worries and feelings of gemeral deepon-
dency came mear driving me $o the bottle, but I made progress, As I go along the
new wey I seem to get streagth daily to be able to resist more easily. And when
1 get upset, cross-grained and out of tune with my fellowman I kuow that I &m out
of tune with God. Searching where I have been at fault, it is not hard $o die-
cover and got right sgain, for I have proven to myself and to many others who know
pe that dod can keep & man sober if he will let Him.

Being & Catholie, it s natural that I should attend my own church which I do
regularly, 1 partake of its sacrements which have & new and desper moaning to me
now. I realize what it is to be in the rresemce of God right in my own home and I
realize it deeply whem 1 am at church, For when & man is truly trying to do God's
will, instead of his own, he is very conscious of being in the presence of God
always, wherever he may be.

L L O
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A FEMINE VICTORY

To my lot falls the rather doubtful distinction of being the only “lady"
aleoholic in our particular section, Perhaps it is because of @ desire far a
vsupporting cast" of my own sex that I am praying for inspiretion to tell my atory
in a manner that mey give other women who have this problem the courage to sse it
in its true light and seek the help that hes givenm me & new lease on life.

ihen the idea was first presented to me thet I was an alcoholic, my mind aimply
refused to accept it. Iorrors! How disgracefull ~what humiliation! How preposter-
ous! Why, I loathed the taste of liquar -- drinking wes simply a means of escape
when my sorrows became too great for me to endurs., Even after it had been explained
to me that elcoholism 45 a disease, I could not realize that I had i1t. I wes still
ashamed, still wanted to hide behind the screen of reascns made up of "unjust treat-
ment”, "unhappiness”, "tired and dejocted", and the dozensa of other things that I
thought lay at the root of my seerch for oblivion by means of whiskey or gin.

In any cess, I felt quite sure that I was not en alcoholic. However, &ince I
faced the fact, and it swrely is @ fact, I have boom able to use the help that is
8o freely given when we learn how to be really truthful with ourselves.

The path by which I have come to this blessed help is long and devious. It
has been through the mazes and perplexities of an unhappy marriage and divorce, and
a dark time of separation from my grown children, and & readjustment of life at an
age when most women feel protty sure of a home and security.

But I have reached the source of help. I have learned to recognize e&nd eck-
nowledge the underlying csuse of my disease: selfishness, self-pity and resentment.
A Tew short months ago those throe words applied to me would have eroused as much
indignation in my heart as the word mlcoholic. The ability to accept themas my
own hes been derived from trying, with the un~ending help cf God, to liwe with cer-
tain goals in mind, 7

Coming to the grim fact of alcoholism, I wish I could present the awful reality
of its insidiousness in such & way that no ome could ever again fail to recognize
the comfortable, easy steps that lead down to the edge of the precipice, and show
how those steps suddenly diseppesred when the great gulf yawned before ma. You
couldn't possibly turn and get back to solid earth again that wey.

The firet step is called == "The first drink in the morning to pull you out of
a hangover."

I remember so well when I got onto that step =- I had been drinking just like
most of the young married crowd I knew. For a couple of years it went on, at
parties and at "speakessies", as they were then called, end with cocktails efter
matinoes. Just going the rounds, and having a good time.

Then came the morning vhen I had my first case of jitters. Someonc suggested a
1ittle of the "hair of the dog that bit me”. A half hour after that drink I was Bite-
ting on top of the warld, thinking how simple it was to cure shaky nerves, bW
wonderful liquor wee, in only & few minutes my heed had stopped shaking, my gpirits
were back to normal and all was well in thie very fine warld, .

Unfor tunately, there wes a catch to it -- I was an slcoholic. As time went on
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the one drink in the mormimg bnd to be taken a little eorlier -- it had to be
followed by a second one im en hour or 50, befors I really felt equal to getting
on with the business of living,

Gradually I found at parties the service wes a little slow; the rest of the
crowd being oretty happy end carefree after the second round. My re-action was in-
clined to be just the opposite. GSomething had to be done about that so I'd just
help myself to & fast one, emmetimes openly, but as time went on and my need be=-
came more acuts, I often did it on the quiet.

In the meantime, the morning-sfter treatmont was developing into scmething
quite stupendous. The eye-openers were becoming earlier, bigger, more frequent,
and suddenly, it was lunch time! Perhaps there was a plan for the aftermoon -~
a bridge or tea, or just callers. My breath had to be sceounted for, so along
eame such alibis as a touch of grippe or same other ailment for which I'd just
taken a hot whiskey and lemon, Or "sameone™ had been in for lunch and we had just
had a couple of cocktails, Then cams the period of bragening it out -- going %o
social patherings well fortified against the jittera; mext the phone call in the
morning -~ "Perribly sarry that I can't make it this efternoon, I have an awful
headoche"; then aimply fargetting that there were emgegements at all; spending two
or three days drinking, sleeping it off, and waking to start all over again.

0f course, I had the well known excuses: my busband was feiling to come home
for dinner or hadn't been home for several days; he wane spending woney which was
nesded to pay bills; he had always beem a drinker; I had never known anything about
it until I was almost thirty years old and he geve me my first drink, Oh, I had
them all down, letter perfect =- mll the excuses, reasons and justifications. What
I did not know was that I was being destroyed by selfishness, self-pity and resent-
ment,

There were the sweering-off periods and the "goings on the wagon® -- they
would last anywhere from two weeks to three or four months, Once, after a very
severe illness of six weeks' duration (c¢sused by drinking), 1 didn't touch enything
of an alcoholic nature for almost a year. I thought I had it licked that time, but
all of a sudden things were worse off than ever., For you can't cure this thing
through feari

Next came the hospitalization, not & regular sanitarium, but & local hosgpital
where my doctor would ship me when 1'd get where I kad to cell him in. That
man == I wish he could read this for he would kmow them it was no fault of his I
wasn't cured. He told me, the last time he took cers of me, that I was his only
failurel

fihen I was divoreced, I thought the cause had been removed. I felt that being
away from what I had considered injustice and ill-ftreatment would solve the problem
of my unhappiness, In a little over a year I was in the elcoholic werd of a public
hospital}

It wos there that L.... ¢ame to me. I had known her very slightly ten years
before. My ex-husband brought her to me hoping that she could help., Bhe did.
From the hospital I went home with her,

There, her husband told me the secret of his rebirth. It is not really a
socref at all, but something free and open to 21l of us. He asked me if I believed
in God or some power greater than myself, Well, I did believe in God, but at that
time I hadn't eny idea what He 1s, As @ child ] had been taught my "Now I lay me'e"
and "Our Father which art in Heaven”, I bed been sent to Sunday School end taken

(3}
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to church. I had been baptized end confirmed, I had been taught to realize there
is & God end to "love" him. But tho 1 bhnd been taught ell these things, I hed
never learned them.

When B... (L's huaband) began to talk about Cod, I felt jretty low in my mind,
1 thought Cod was something that I, and lots of other peoplo like me, had to worry
along without. Yet I had always had the "prayer habit", In fact I used to say in
my mind "Now, if God enswers this preyer, I'll know there is & God." It was a great
system, only somehow it didn't secem to work!

Finelly B...put it to me this way: "You admit you've mede & mess of things
trying to run them your wey, ere you willing to meke a decision? Are you willing
to say: "Here it is God, all mixed up, I don't know how to un-mix it, I'll leave
it to you." Well, I couldn't quite do that. I wasn't feeling very well, and I
was afraid I'd make a declsion and later when the fog wore off, I'd want to beck
out., S0 we let 1t rest a few days. L and B soent me to stay with scme friends of
theirs out of town -- I1'd never seen them before. The man of thet house, P.uue
had made hie decision three montha befere. After 1 had becn there & few days, I
saw that P... and his wife had something that made them mighty hopeful and happy.
But 1 got a little uneasy going into & perfoct stremger's home end staying day
after day., I said this to P,,. and his reply was: "Why, you don't know how much it
is helping me to have you hers,* Was that a surprise] Always before that when I
was recovering from a tailspin I'd been just & pain in the neck to evaryons. 5o,

I begen to semse in a small way just what these apiritual principles were all ebout.

Finally I vary self-conaciously and briefly asked God to shos me how to do
vhat He wemted me to do, My mrayer was just about aa weak and helpless & thing
as one could imgine, but it teught me how to open my mouth and pray earnestly
and sinocersly, However, I had not quite made the grade. I was full of fears,
shames, and other "bug-a-boos" and two weeks later an incident occurred that put
me on the toboggan again. I seemed to feel that the hurt of that incident was o0
great to endure without soms "release”. So I farscok Spirit in favor of "spiritar
and that evening I was well on the way to a long session with my old enemy "liquor“.
I begged the person in whose home I was living mot to let anyone kmow, but she,
having good sense, got in touch right away with those who had helped me befors and
very shortly they had rallied round.

1 waa eased out of the mess and in & day or two I had 2 long telk with one of
the qroup. 1 dragged out all my sins of commission end ommission, I told everything
I could think of that might be the cause of creating a fear situation or a remcrse
situation, or a shame situation. It was pretty terribvle, I thought then to lay my=-
golf bare that way, but I know now that such is the first step amay from the edge
of the precipice.

Things went very well for quite & while, then came & dull rainy dey. I was
alone, The weather and my self-pity bsgen to cook up a nice dish of the bluea for
me. There was liquor in the house and I found myself suggosting to myself "Just
one drink will meke me feel So much more cheerful." Well, I got the Bible and
*Victorious Living” and sitting down in full view of the bottle of whiskey, I com=
menced to read. I elso prayed. But I didn's say "I must not take that drink be-
cause 1 owe it to so and so not to."” I didn't say "I won't take that drink because
I'm strong enough to resist temptation.” 1 didn't say "I must not" or "I will not™
at all, I simply prayed end read and in half an hour I got up and was absolutely
free of the urge for & drink.

It might be very grand to be abls to say "Finis” right here, but I ses now I
hadn't gone all the way I was intended to go. I was stlll coddling and nursing my
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?n pets, u].f-gity and resontment, Naturally, I omme a oropper once more. This
ime I went to the telephone (after I had teken about two drinks) anmd ocalled L fo
tell her what I had done. She asked me to promise that I would mot take mnother
dripk before someone came to me. Well, I had learned smough about truthfulness
to refuse to give that mwomise. Had I bsen living efter the old pattern, I would
heve boen eshamed to ecall for help. In faet I should not have wanted help, I
should have tried to hide the fact thet I wae drinking and comtinued until I again
wound up behind the "eight ball.” I was teken back to E's home where I stayed far
throe weeks. The drinking ended the morning after I got there, but the suffering
contimed for some time. I felt desparete and I questioned my sbility to really
aveil myself of the help that the others had received and applied so sugcossfully.
Gradually, however, (od begen to clear my chamnels so that real undersianding
began to come. Then wae the time when full realization and acknowlsdgement came
to me, It was roalization and acknowledgement of the fact that I was full of
self-pity and resentment, reslization of the fact that I had not fully given my

problems to Cod. I was still trying to do my own fixing,

That was more than & year ago. Sines then, although circumstances are no
different, for there are still trials and hardships and hurts end disappoint-
ments and disillusionments, the two sins of self-pity and resentment are being
forgiven and sliminated. 1In this past year I haven't besn tempted once, I have
no mre idea of taking a drink to aid me tlrough a difficult period than I would
if I had never drank. But I know sbsolutely that the minute I close my channels
with sorrow for myself, or being hurt by, or resensful toward anyono, I am in
horrible danger.

I know thet my victory is none of my human doing. I know that I must keep
myself worthy of Divine belp. And the glorious thing is this: I em free, I &m
heppy, and perbaps I em going %o have the blesaed opportunity of "passing it on".
I sey in all revarence == Amem.
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OUR SOUTHERN FRIEND

Two rosy-cheeked children stand at the top of a long hill as the glow of the
winter sunset lights up the snow-covered country-side. "Its time to go home"
seys my sister., She 18 the eldest. After one more exhilarating trip on the sled,
we plod homeward through the desp amow. The light from an oil lamp shines from an
ppeteirs window of our home. e stamp the snow from our boots and rush in to the
warmth of the coel stove which is suppossd to heat upstairs as well., “Hello
dearies”, calls Mother from above, "get your wet things off",

"fhere's Father?" I ask, heving gotten e whiff of sausage cooking through
the kitchen door and thinking of eupper,

"Hs went down to the swamp," replies Mother. "He should be home scon.”

Fether is an Eplscopal minister end his work tekes him over long drives on
bad roads, His parishioners are limited in number, but his friends are many, far
to him race, creed, or socicl po=ition make no differemce. It is mot long before
he drives up in the old bugey. Both he and old Msud are glad to get home. The
drive was long and cold but he was thenkful for the hot bricks which soms thought-
ful person had given him for his feet. Soon supper is on the table. Father says
grace, which delays my atiack on the buckwheat cekes and ssusage, What an appe-
titel ,

A big setter lies asleep near the stove. He begins to make queer sounds and
his feet twitch. What is he efter in his dreems? More cokes and sausage, A% last
1 am filled, VFather goes to bhis study to writo some letters. Mother plays the
plano and we sing. Father finishes his lotters and we oll join in several exciting
gemee of parchesli. Then Pather ias persuaded to read aloud scme more of "The Rose
and the Ring."

Bed-tims comes, I climb to my room in the at$ie., It is cold so there 18 mo
delay., I crawl under a pile of blankets and blow out the candle, The wind ias
rising and howls eround the house., But I em safe &nd warm. I fall into & dreem-
less sleep.

I an in church., Fether is delivering his sermon, A wasp is crawling up the
back of the lady in front of me. I wonder if it will resch her neck, Shucks! It
has flown away. Ho, bum, maybe the watermelons are ripe ic Mr. Jones patch. Thet's
en idea} Benny will know, but Mr. Jones will not know wiat happened to some of them,
if they are, At lastl The message has been delivered.

"Let your light o shine before men that they mey see your good Workae-=-==- =
I nmt for my nickel to drop in the plate so that mine will be seen,

Father comee forwerd in the chancel of the chwreh. "The peace of God which

passes all understanding, keep your heerts and minds===-===." Hurayl Just & hymn
end them church will be over until next weekl

- - e - o
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I can hold a lot now, more than the others.

I em exemined for the draft and pass the physical exem. What a dirty denl!
Draftedl The sheme of it. I am to go to camp on November 13th., The Armistice is
signed on the 11th and the draft is called off. Ilever in the service! The war
leaves me with a pair of blankets, & tollet kit, & sweater knit by my sister, and
a 8till greater inferiority.

- = ==

It is ten oclock of & Saturday night. I om working hard on the books of
subsidiary company of a large corporation. I have had experiemce in selling,
collecting, and accounting, and am on my way up the ladder,

Then the crack-up, Cotton struck the skids and collections went cold, 4
twonty three million dollar surplus wiped out. Offices closed up and warkers dis-
charged. I, and the books of my division have been transferred to the head office.
I have no assistance and am working nights, Saturdays and Sundeys. My salary has
been cut. Ny wife and new baby are fortunately staying with relatives. ihet a
life! I feel exhausted. The doctor has told me that if I don't give up inside
work, I'll have tuberculosis. But what em I to do? 1 have a family to auppart
and have no time to be locking for another job.

Ch, well, I reach for the bottls which I just got from Ceorge, the slevatar
boy . 3

1 oam & traveling selesman, The day is over and business has been mot sc good.
I'll go %o bed. I wish I were bome with the femily end not in this dingy hotel.

Well =~ well =~ look who's herel Good old Charliel It's great to see him,
How's the boy? A drink? You bet your life! We buy & gallon of "corn" because it
is 80 cheap, Yot I em fairly steady when I go to bed.

Morning comea. I fesl horribly. A little drink will put me on my feet. But ‘
it takes others to keep ma there. |

‘1 see some prospects. 1 em too miserable to cere if they give me an order or
not. My breath would knock out & mule, I learn from & friond., Back at the hotel
end more to drink. I come %o early in the morning. My mind is fairly clear, but
inwardly I am undergoing torture. My nerves are screaming in agony. I go to the
drug store and it is not open. I wait, Minutes are interminable. Will the stare
never open? At last! I hwrry in, The druggist fixes me up @ bromide. I go back
to the hotel and lie down, I wait. I am going crazy. The bromides have no effect.
I get & doctor. BKHe gives me & hypodermic, Bleased peace!

And 1 blame this experience on the guality of the liguor.

- = -

I am a real estate saleeman. "What is the price of that house,™ I ask the heed
of the firm I work for. He nemes me & price. Then he says, "That is what the
builders are asking, but we will add on $500.00 end eplit it, if you cen close the
deal." The prospect signs the camtract for the full amount. My bose buys the pro-
perty and sells to tho prospect. I get my commission end J250.00 extra end every=
thing is Jake. But ia i%? Something is sour. 50 let's have a drinkl
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I bocome & toachar in a boy's school. I am happy in my work. I like the boys
and we have lots of fun, in class and out,

An unhappy mothar comes to me about her boy, for she knows I am fond of hinm.
They expected him to got high marks and he has not the ability to do it. So he
gltered his report card from fear of his father. And his dishonesty has been dis-
covered., Uhy are thare so many foollsh parents, and why is there so much unhappin-
ess in these homes?

The doctars bills are heavy and the bank account is low. MMy wife's pwrents
come to our assistence. I am filled with hurt pride and self-pity. I seam to have
no sympethy for my illness and no eppreciation of the love behind the gift.

I call tho boot=legger and Till up my charred keg., But I do not wait fa the
charred keg to work. I get drunk. My wife tekes the children eway for the nircht,
ler father comes to sit with me. He never says an unkind word. le is & resl
friend but 1 do not apmreciate him.

Ve are steying with my wife's father. Hor mother ia in critical condition at
@ hospitel, The wind is moaning in the pine trees. I cannot sleep. I must get
mysclf together, 1 sneak down stairs and get & bottle of whiskey from the celleret.
I pour drinks down my throat. My father-in-law appears., *"Have & drinke" I usk,
He makes no reply, and hardly seems to see me. lis wife dics that night.

Mother haa been dying of cencer for & long time. She is near the end and now
in a hospital, 1 have been drinking a lot for some time, but nover pet drunk.
Kother must never know. 1 seo har about to go.

I return to the hotel where 1 am staying and get gin from the bell=boy. I
drink end go to bed; I take 2 few the next marning and go see my mother once more.
1 cannot stand it. I go back to the hotel and get more gin., I drink steadily. I
come to et three in the morning. The indescribable torture has me again. I turn
on the light. I must get out of the room or I shall jump out of the window. I walk
miles, No use, I go to the hospital, where I have made friends with the night
superintendent. &he putsa mo to bed ond rives me & hypodermic. Oh, wondorful jemee!

- = =

Mother end Father die the same year, Wwhat is life all about anywey? The
world is crazy. Read the newspapers, sverything is » racket. XLducation is a
racket. Medicine is o racket. Religion is @ racket. Ibw could there be a loving
God who would allow so mich suffering and sarrow? Bah! Don't talk to mo obout re-
ligion, For what were my children ever born? I wish I weroe dead!

I em at the hospital to see my wife. Vo have another child. But she is not
gled to see me. I have been drinking while the baby was arriving. ler father steys
with her.

My parents estates are sottled at last. I have some money. I'll try farming.
1t will be & good 1life. I'll farm on & large scale and meke & good thing of it. But
the deluge descends. Lluck of judgment, bad management, & hurricane, and the de-

_rression create debts in ever-increasing number, But the stills are operating
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throughout the country-side.

It is a cold, bleak day in November. I have fought hard to stop drinking.
Zach battle has onded in defeet. I tell my wife I cannct stop drinking, She
begs me to go to & hospitel for alcoholics which bas been recommended. I say I
will go. She makes the arrongements, but I will not go. 1'll do it all myself.
This time I'm off of it for good. I'll juset teke o fow beers now and then.

It is the laat day of October, a derk, roiny morning. I come to in & pile of
hay in @ barn. I look for liquor and can't find eny. I wander to a stable and
drink five bottles of boer. I must get some Liquor, Suddenly I feel hopeless,
unable to goon. I go home, liy wife is in the livingroom. She had looked for me
last evening after I loft the car and wandered off into the night. GShe had looked
for me this worning. She has reached the end of her rope. There is no use trying
any more, for there is nothing to try. "Don't say anything,” I say to her, " I
am golng to do samething.”

- - o = -

I om in the hospital for aleoholics. I @m an eleoholic. The imseno asylum
lies mhead. Could I have myself locked up at home? One more foolish idem, I
might go out West on o ranch where I couldn't get emything to drink, I might do
that, Another foolish idea. I wish I were dead, @s I have often wished Lefore,
I am too yellow to kill myself. But maybe=----=--=, The thought stays in my mind.

Four alcoholics play bridge in o smoke-filled room. Anything to got my mind
from myself, The geme is over and the other three leavo. I start to clean up the
debris. One man comes back, closing the deor behind him,

Ile locks et me. ™You think you aro hopeless, don't you?" he noks,

"I know it", I reply.

"ilell, you're not," says the mén. n"There are men on the streots of New York
today who vere vorse than you, and they don't drink anymore,"

"What are you doing here?" I ask,

"I went out of herc ninc days ago seying thet I wes going to be honest, and I
wasn't." he answers,

/. fanatic, I thought to myself, but I was polite. "What is it?" I enguire,

Then he asks me if I belicve in & power greater thon myself, whether I call that
power God, Allah, Confucius, Prime Cause, Divine Mind, or amy other name, 1 tdl him

that I believe in electricity and other forces of nature, but as for a God, if there
is one, he hae never dome anything for me, Then he asks me if 1 enm willing to right
all the wrongs I have ever done to anyone, no matter how wrong I thousht they were.

Am T willing to be honest with myself about myself ‘end tell scmeonc mbout nyself, and

an 1 willing o think of other people instead of myself and of their needs: to get
rid of the drink problem? ,
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"1111 do anything," I reply.

"Then all of your troubles are over" says the man and leaves the room. The
men is in bed mental shepe certainly. I pick up & book md try fo read, bui camot
concentrate, I get In bed and turn out the light. But I cannot sleep. Suddenly
e thought comes. Can all the worthwhile people I hove known be wrong ebout Godf
Then I find myself thinking obout myselr, and a Tew things that I had wanted to
forget. I begin to see I am not the porson I had thought myself, that 1 had
Judged myself by comparing myself to othors, and elways to my own adventage. 1t
is & shock.

Then comes a thoucht that is like 4 Voice., "Who are you to oay there is no
God?" It rings in my head, I con't get rid of it.

1 get out of bed and go to the man's room. He is reading., *I must ak you
a question," I say to the man. *“low does praycr fit into this thing?"

"ell,” he onswers, "you've [robably tried praying like 1 have. Vhen you've
been in a jam you've sald, 'God, please do this or that' and if it turned out your
way that was the last of it and if it didn't you've said 'There isn't any God' or
'He don't do anything for me'. Is that righte»

"Yeg" I reply.

"That isn't the wey" hie continued. "The thing for you to do is to say 'God
here ] am and here are all my troubles. I've made a mess of things and can't do
enything about it., You take me, and all my troublecs, and do snything you want with
me.' Does that answer youwr question?"

"Yes, it does" I enswer, I roturned to bed, It didn't wske semse. Suddenly I
felt a wave of utter hopelessness aweep over me. I was in ihe boitom of hell. And
there a tremendous hope was born. It might be true.

I tumbled out of bed onto my knees. I know not what I said. But slowly a
great peace ceme to me. I felt lifted up. I belleved in God. I crawled beck into
bed md slept like & child. '

Some men 8nd women came to visit my friend of the night before. He invites me
to meet them. They ere a joyous crowd. I have nover seen people that joyous be-
fore. e talk. T tell them of the Peace, and that I believe in God. They tell me
what I must do to live, I think of my wife. I must write her. One cirl suggests
that 1 phone her. Whet a wonderful idea.

My wife hears my voice and knows I have found the answer to lifc. She mmes
to New York., I get out of the hospital and wa visit some of those new-found friends.
Whet a glorious time we have!

I em home again. I have lost the fellowsiip. Those that understood me are far
away. The seme old problems and worries surround me. Lembers of my family annoy
me, lNothing seems to be working out right. I =m bluc and unheppy. MNaybe & 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 lew York had
said. I go to see a man I had been asked to visit end tell hin my story. I feel
much better. Much better! I hove forgotten mbout a drink.,
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I am on & train, hoaded for & city. I have left my wife at home, sick, and I
have been unkind to her in leaving. I em very unbappy. Maybe & few drinks vhen I
get to the city will help. A great fear seizss me. 1 talk to the strenger in the
seat with me. The fear and the insanc idee is taken awey.

- - = = =

Things are not going so wall ut home. 1 &m loarning that I cannot have my
own way as I wsed to. I blame my wife and children. Anger possesses me, anger such
as 1 have never felt before. 1 will not stand for it. I pack my beg and leave. I
stay with understanding frionds.

1 see whare 1 have been wrong in same respects. I do not feel angry eny more.
I return home and say I &m sorry for my wrong, I am quiet again. But I have not
seen yet, that I should do some construetive acts of love without expecting any re-
turn. I shall leern this after some more explosions.

- e -

I am blue again. I want to sell the place and move away. I want to get where
I can £ind some alcoholics to help, end whore 1 can have same fd lowship, 4 man |
calls me on the phone. Will I teke & young fellow who has been drinking far two
weeks fo live with me? 3Soon I have others who are alcoholics and some who have
other problems,

1 begin to play Goed., I feel that I cen fix them &ll. 1 do not fix anyore,
but 1 em getilng part of a tremendous education and 1 have made some new {riends,

Nothing is right. Finences are in bud shape. I must find a way to mike some
money. The femily think of necthing but spending. People amoy me. I try to read,
I try to pray. Gloom swrounds me. IWhy has Cod left me? I mope tround the house.
I will not go out and I will not enter into enything. (Mot is the matter? I cannot
understand, I will not be that way.

I'll get drunk! It is & cold-blooded idea. It is premediteted, 1 fix upa
little apartment over the garage with booke and drinking water. 1 am going to fown
to get some liquor end food. I shall not drink until I get beck to the aparitment.
Then I shall lock myself in the apartment end read. 4and as I read, I shell take
little drinks at long intervals. I shall got myself "mellow" and stay thol way.

I got in the car and drive off. Halfway down the driveway & thought strikes |
me, 1'll be honest anyway. I'1l tell my wifo what I am going to do. I back up to
the door and go into the house. ] cell my wife into a room wherc we can talk privateJ
ly. I tell her quietly what I intend to do. She says nothing., GShe does not get ex-
citod. She meintains a porfect calm.

When I am through speaking, the whole idea has become absurd. Kot u trace of
fear is in me. I laugh at the insanity of it. Ve telk of other things. Strength '
has come from weakness. |

I cannot see the cause of this temptation now. But 1 em to learn later that it
bogan with the desire for my own metorial succeas becoming gremter than the interest
in the spiritual welfare of my fellow man. I learn more of that foundation stone of |
charecter, which is bonesty. I lemrn thet when we act upon the highest conception of

|
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A BUSINESS MAN'S RECOVERY

The 5. S, "Falcon" of the Red D. Line, bound from New York to Merecaibo,
Venezuela, glided up the bay, and docked at the wharf in the port of 12 Guayra on
a hot tropical afternoon early in 1927. I was a passenger on that boat bound for
the oil fields of Meracaibo as an employee of the £ 0il Compemny, under a two year
contract at a good salery and maintensnee. There I hoped to buckle down to two
years of hard wark, and save some money, but above all to avold any long, con-
tinued drinking that would interfere with my work, because that hed cost me oo
many jobs in the past.

Not that I was poing to give up drinking entirely; no, such a step would be
too drastic. But down here in the oil fields, with o bunch of hard working, herd
drinking sood fellows, I, too, would learn how to handle my liquor and not let it
get the beat of me again. Such an enviromment would swely do the trick, would
surcdly teach me to drink moderately with the best of them and keep me eway from
thoso leng, disastrous sprees, I was still young, I could make the grade, ond
this was my chence to do it. 4t last I had the real cnswer, ond my troubles were
over!

Red and I, who had bocome bosom shipboard companions on the way down from New
York, stood at the rail watching the activity on the dock incident to getting the
vessel secured alongside. Hed was also on his way to Maracaibo to wark far the
same company, and we agreed that so long as we were going to be here overnight, we
might as well po ashore together and look the town over.

LRed was a swell fellow who might take & drink now and then, who might even
get drunk once in & while, but he could handle his liguor and did mot [0 to any
great excesses. Thousands of other fellows like him, who have been my drinking
companions from time to time, were in no way responsible for the wey I drank, or
what I did, or the way liquor affected me.

So off we went, Red and I, to do the town -- and do 1t we did. After & few
drinks we decided there wuen't much else to do in town excopt to make & round of
the cantinae, have a good time, get back io the ship early and get @ good night's
rest, So whet harm would a little drinking do now, I reassomed. Zspecially with
one full dey and two nights shead to got over it.

Wie visited every cantina along the atreggling mein street of La Guayra, and
feeling high, wide and handsome, Red and I decided to roturn to the ship. When
we rolled down to the dock we found that owr ship had been berthed off from the
wharf about thirty feet and thet it wes necessary to take a tender out to her. No
such ordinary method would satisfy Red and myself, so we decided to climb the stern
nawser hand over hand to get on board. The flip of & coin decided that I would go
first; so off I sterted, hand over hapd, up the hawser,

Now even & good experienced sailor, perfectly sober, would never attempt such
a foolhardy feat and, ns was to be expected, about half way up the hawser I slipped
and fell into the bay with 2 loud splash. I remember nothing more until next morn-
ing. The captain of the boat soid to me "Young men, it is true thet God looks
after drunken fools and little children. You probably den't know it, but this bay
is infested with man-eating sharks and usually & men overboerd is a goner. How
close you were to death, you don't realize, but I do."
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Yes, 1 was lucky to be saved! But if wasn't until ten years latcr, after ]
had time and time again temptod Fate by going on Jrotracted bendera that I was
really saved -- not until efter 1 hed been fired from job aftor job, tried the
patience of my family to the breaking point, alicnated wiat might have been meny,
many good, lasting fricndships, taken my dear wile through more sorrov and heart-
aches than any one woman should bear in 4 lifotime; after doctors, hospitels,
psychiatrists, rcst cures, changes of sconary and all the other peraphernalie that
go with the alecholic's futile attempts to quit drinking, Finally I dimly began
to get the realization that during twenty ycers of continual drinking every ecx-
pedient 1 had tried, (and I had tried them all) had failed me. I hated to admit
the fact cven to myself, thot I just couldn't lick lLooze, I was licked., I was
desparnte. I was scared. ;

I wen barn in 1900, my father was a hardworking man who did the very best
he could to support his family of four on a smell income. Rother was very good to
us, kind, patient and loving. As soon as we were old enough my mother sent us o
Sunday School and it so heppened that as I grew older I took quite an active in-
terest in Sunday School, becoming successively o toacher and lator Superintendent
of a smell Sunday School in uptown Mew York.

Yhen the United Stetes enfercd the World War in April 1917, I was under age
but, like most other youngsters of thnt period, wanted very much to get into the
fray. My parents, of course, would not heanr of this but told me to be sensible
and wait until I wes eichteen. Boing young and restless, however, and fired by
the military spirit of tho times, I ran away.from home to join the jrmy in another
clty.

There I joined up, I didn't get into any of the actunl hostilitics at the
front, but later, after the Armistice, served with the United Stutes forces oceu-
pying tho Rhineland, warking my way up o & good non-commissioned rank.

While serving abroad I started to drink. This, of course, was entirely my om
choice. Drinking by @ soldier during those times was viewed with a degree of in-
dulgence by both suporiors and civilians. It seems to me, 85 I recall it now, thet
even then I wasn't satisfied to drink like the normal follow. '

Most of the United States Army of Occupation were sent back home in 1921 but
my appetite for travel had been whetted, and ]q.ni'i_:!g-haard terrible stories of jrohi-
bition in the United States, I wanted to remain in Hurope where "a men could raise
a thirst."

Subsequently I went to Russia, theh to England, and back to Germany; warking
in various copacities, my drinking inereasing and my drunken escepades getting
worae. So beck homs in 1924 with the sincero desire to stop drinking end the hope
that the Frohibition I had heard so much ebout would onsble me to & it -- in other
words -- that it would keep me away from it.

I secured a good position, but it wesn't long before I was initiated into the
mysteries of the speskeasy to such an extent that I socon found myself once more
jobless, Aifter looking around for some time, I found that my foreign experience .
would help me in securing work in South America., So, full of hope once moro, re-
solved that at last I waes on the wagon to stay, I sailed for the tropics. A4 little
over a yeer wes all the campany I then warked for would stand of my continual drink-
ing and ever-lengthening benders. So they had me poured on & boat and shipped back
to New York.

This time I wes roally through, I promised my family end friends, who holped
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me got olong while locking for another job, that I would never teke another drink
as long as I lived — and I meent it. But alas]

After several succesaive jobs in and around New York had been lost, and it
isn't necessary to tell you the ceuse, I was sure that the only thing thet would
anable me to pet off the stuff woe a change of scenery. With the help of patient,
long-suffering friende, I finally persuaded an oil company that I could do a good
job for them in the oil fields of Maracaibo.

But it was the same thing all over again!

Back to the United Statos spgain. I reslly sobered up for a while -- long
enough to establish o connection with my present employers, During this time I
met the pirl who is now my wifo, At last here was the real thing -- I was in love.
I would do anything for her. Yes, I would give up drinking. I would never, never
do anything to even remotely affect the heppinese that now came into my life. Iy
worries were over, my problem was solved. I bad sown my wild oats end now I was
going to settle down to be & good husband and live & normal happy life.

And so we were marriod.

Supported by my new found happiness, my abstinence this time lasted about six
months. Then a Now Year's party we gave sterted me off on a long bender. The thing
about this episode thet is impressed on my mind is how earmestly and alncerely I
then promised my wifc thet I would ebsolutely and positively this time give up
drinking -~ and again I meent it,.

No mattar what we tried, and my wife helped mo in each now cxperiment to the
best of her ebility end understending, foilure was alwoys the result, and cach time
greater hopelessness.

The next step was doctors, a succession of them, with occasional hospitaliza-
tion. I remember cne docior who thought & course of seventy-two injeciions, three
a week, after two weeks in & private hospital, would supply the deficiency in my
system that would enable me to stop drinking. The night after the seventy-second
injoction I was peralyzed drunk and & couple of days later talked myself out of
being committed to the City Hospital.

My long-suffering employers hed a long talk with me and told me that they were
only willing to give me ono last final chance beceuse during my short periods of
sobriety I had shown them thet I could do good work., I kmew they meant it and that
it was the last chance they would ever give me.

I also knew that my wife couldn't stand it much longer.

Somehow or other I felt that I had been cheated -- thet I had not really been
cured at the Saniterium even though I felt good phyoicelly. So I talked it over
with my wife who said there must be something somewhere that would help me. She
parsuaded me to go back to the Sanitarium and consult ir.---, which thenk God I did.

He told me everything had been done for me that was medically possible but
that unless I mada a decision I was licked. "But doctor,™ I said, "I have decided
time and time again to quit drinking and I was sincere each time, but each time I
slipped again and eech timo it got worse."™ The doctor smiled and said, "Yes, yes,
I've heard that story hundreds of times. You really never made & decision, you just
declarations. You've got to meke o decision end if you really wemt to (uit drinking
I know of some fellows who con help you. Would you like to meet them?”

A |
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would @ condemned men like © reprieve? Of course I wanted to meet them, 1

was s0 scered and so desperate that I was willing to try emything. Thus it was that

1 met that boand of life-savers, Alcoholics Anonymous,

The first thing Bill told me was thet I was & hopeless alecoholic and that noth=
ing thet I could do for myself would help me % be otharwise -- thut the only pos
aible way, providing I really wanted to quit, wos to let a Greater Fowar do it for
mne.

He told me his own story, which parslleled mine in most respects, end then
saild that for three years he had had no trouble. It was plain to see that he was
a supremely happy man -- that he possessed a happiness and peacefulness I had for
years envied in men.

Jhat he told me made sonse because 1 kmew that everything thet I, my wife, my
family and my frionds had tried had failed. I had slways believed in God even
though I was not & devout church-goer, Many tives in my 1ife I had prayed for the
thinge I wented God to do for me, but it hed never occurred to me that le, in His
Infinite Wisdom knew much botter then I what I should heve, and be, cnd do, and
that if I oimply turned the decision over to Him, I would be led slong the right

path.

A% the conclusion of our first interview, Bill suggested that I think it over
and come back to see him within a few days if I was intercsted, Fully realizing
the utter futility with which my own efforts had met in the past, and somehow or
other sensing that deloy might be dengerous, I wes back to see him the next day.

At first it scemod & wild, crezy idea to me, but because ol the fuct that
evarything else I hed tried had failed, because cverything seemed so hopeless, and
because it warked with these fellows who 81l bad been through the same hell that
I had been through, I was willing, at least, to have a try.

To my utter astonisiment, when I did give their method a fair trial, it not
only worked, but was so smazingly easy and simple thet I said to them *jhere have
you been all my lifo?"

That was in February, 1957, and life took on an entirely different meaning.
It was plain to see that my wifo was radiantly happy. A1l of the differences that
we seemed to bave boen having, &ll of the tonseness, the worry, confusion, the
hectic days and nights thet my drinking had pouwred into our life together, vanished,
There was peace. There wes real love, Thare was kindness and comsideration. There

‘was everything that goes into the fabric of a happy normel existence together.

My employers, of course, as the writers of these stories, must romain anonymous,
But I would be vary thoughtless if I did not take this opportunity to acknowledge
what they did far me. They kept me on, giving me chance after chance, hoping I sup-
pose, that some day I would find the answar, although they themselves did not know
whet it might be. They do now, however.

4 tremendous change took place in my work, in my relationship with my employers,
in my association with my co-workers and in my dealings with our customers. Crazy
as the idea seemed when troachod to me by these men who had found it worked, God
did come richt into my work when permitted, as He bad come into the othar activnies
connocted with my life, 1

With this sort of lubricant the wheels turnod so much more smoothly that it
scemed 85 if' tho whole machine operated on @ much better basis than herotofore, Pro-
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motion that I had longed for proviously, but hadn't deserved, wes piven to me.
Soon another followed; more confidence, more trust, more responsibility and
finally a key executive position in that seme organization which so charitably
kept me on in a minor position through the period of my drunkenness.

You cen't lsugh that off. Come into my bome and see what & happy one it is.
Look into my office, it is o happy human bechive of activity. Look into any phase
of my life and you will see joy and happiness, & sense of usofulness in the scheme
of things, where formerly there was fear, sorrow and utter futility,

¥ ¥ % ¥ ¥

A DIFFERENT SLANT

I probably have one of the shortest stories in this wholo volume and it 15 short
because thers is one point I wish to get over to tn oceasionsl man who may be in my
position.

Fartner in one of this country's nationally kmown concerns, heppily morried with
fine children, sufficiont income to indulge my whims end future sccurity from the
financiel standpoint should paint @ picture in which there would be no posaibility
of a man becoming en alcoholic from the peychological standpoint. I hed nothing to
escape [rom and I em known 88 & conservative, sound business mnn,

I had missed going to my office several times while I tapered off and Lrought
myself to sobriety. This time, though, I found 1 could not taper off, I could not
stop and I had to be hospitelized, That was the greatest shoek I ever hud to my
pride, Such o blow that I made the firm resolve to never again teste as much as one
glass ol beer. Careful thought and snelysis went into that decision.

The doctor at this hospital told me vagusly of the wark of & greup of men who
celled themselves Alcoholics Anonymous and asked if I wented one of them to cnll
upon me, I knew I needed no outside help, but in order to be polite to the doctor
and hoping he would forget it, I assented.

1 was emberressed when a chap colled at my house ome evening and told me about
himself, FHe quickly sensed my clight resentment and made it plain to me that none
of the crowd were missionaries, nor did they feel it their duty to try to help any-
one who did not went help. I think I closed the talk by seying I was glad I was not
an alcoholic and sorry he had been bothered by me.

Within sixty days ofter leaving the hospitel the second time, 1 was pounding at
hia door, willing to do anything to conquer the vicious thing that had conguered me.

The point I bope I have made is -- Liven a man with everything from the material
standpoint, & man with tremendous pride and the will power to function in all ordinary
circumstances can become on alcoholic and find himself ms hopeless and helpless as
the men who bas & multitude of worries and troubles.

k% R
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The ennunl post-geme banguet wos winding up. The last rolling "x" of llic
gpeaker's hearty Caledonien accent died away sonorously. The company of students
and alumni, all Scots, begen to adjourn to thie spucious ber for stronger stuff
than the comparatively innocuous wines on the tables. & poul-scorer in a soecer
peme between my school and its centuries-old rival, 1 rated some popularity and
the odmiration of the moment expressed in femous ales and whiskey and sodn, 1 wos
the son of & clerpgymen and just past sixteen years of age.

ieking in my hotel room the next day, I croaned, I Gidn't want to see or talk
to anyone, Then someone raised my head and put a glass to my lips. “Lhet you nced
is 'o hair of the dog that bit you', get this into you."

The smell of the stuff sickened me, ‘I grimaced, gulped the drought down ond
fall back on the bed, Somehow it stayed dovm and in sbout fifteen minutes 1 began
to feol better and, ménaged to et o [air breakfest., ‘[hat wes my first expericnce
of the "morning after" drink.

Back to college and my apmenticeship to & well='momn lowyer, the studcents in
their various clubs and soocioties, tippled cnormously. 1 guve up the law but
stayoed in school to graduate, Through these college years in a elty of woll ovar
a million inhebitanig I learned &ll the botter barrooms. Burns and Byron und other
colorful profligates werc the literary idols in the gang of “"bloods" with whom 1
wasa 3 popular figure. 1 thowht I was a zay dog and this was the life.

With nothing but a liberal arts cducation, very definitely cetranged from my
femily end alroady merricd, goon wfter graduation I beeome & bookmakex's clark on
the Iritish racing cireuits, for better off finsmeially than the aversgc profession-
al men. I moved in a gay crowd in the various "pubs” and gorting clubs. Ky wife
traveled with me, but with a baby coming I decided to settle in a large city where
1 got a job with o commiscion sgent which is a polite term for & hand-book oparator.
1y Job wes to collect bets and betting-slipa in the business section, & lucrutive
spot. Ny boss, in his way, wes "big business®. Drinking wes ell in the day's work,

One evening, the book after chocking up, vwas very definitely in the red for
plenty throuzh a piece of studied carclossness on my pert, and my boss, very shrowd
and able, fired me with a parting stotement to the affeet that once was encugh. .ith
8 good steke I sajled lor New York. I knew I waz through smong the English "bookies™,

Tom Sharkey's brawling ber on ld4th Street end the famous winc-room et thc back
were headquarters for me, I Soon rén through my stake. Some colloge friends got
me jobs when I finally had to go to work, but I didn't stick to then. I wented to
travel. Making my way to Pittsburgh, I mot other former friends and got & job in @
large factory where pieceworkers were making good moncy. Ly fecllow-workers wore
mo5tly good Saturdey night drinkers and I wes right with them. Young and able to
travol with the best of them, I managed to hold my job and keep my end up in the
barrooms.

One of my keenest memories is of meeting Joek Londen who came in unannounced
one night to our fevorite saloon, made a rousing spoech, and later set up the drinls
211 evening.
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couldn't stand the pace. My drinking was never the smcad doses of the careful
tippler; it wes always gluttonous,

Returning to the town I had loft three momths before, 1 beceme editor of e
monthly megazine, soon had additionsl publicity and advertising accounts and the
money rolled in. The strain of overwork soon led wme to the bottle agaln, Ly wife
made several attempts to got me to stop and I had the usuel visits from persons
who vwould clways ask me "Why?" --- as if' I knew! Offered tle job of advertising
mensger for an eastern automotive Company, I moved to Philedelphim to bogin life
anew. In three mwonths John Barleycorn had me kicked out.

I d1d 8ix years of newspaper, advertising and trade journal work with many,
many drunks of drab and dreary hue woven into the pattern of my life. I visited
my family just once in that time. 4An old avocation, the colleetion of first
editions, rare books and Americons, fascinated me between times. I had some
finencial success through no ability of my own, and, when jobless end almost
wiped out in 1930, I begen to trade &nd sell my collection &and much of the pro-
ceads went to keop my apartument stocked with liquor and almost every night saw me
helpless to bed.

I tried to help myself. I evem began to ;o the rounds of the churches. I
listened to femous ministers -- found nothing. 1 bogam to know the inside of jedls
and workhouses. My family would have nothing to do with me, in fact couldn't, be-
cause I couldn't spare any of my money which I needed for drink to support them,
My last venture, o book shop, wes hastened to closed doors by my steady intoxica-
tion, Then I had an idea.

Loading a car with good old books to sell to collectors, litrarians, univer-
sities and historicol socictlies, I started out to travel the country., I stayed
sober during the trip except far an occasjonal bottle of beer becausec funds barely
| met expenses, When I hit Houston, Texas, I found employment in 8 large bookstere.
Need 1 say here that in & very short time I was walking along e prairie highway with
arm cxtended and thumb pointed? In the two succeeding yoors I held ten different
Jobs ranging from newspeper copy-desk and rewrite, to traffic director for an oil
field equipment compeny. Alweys in between there were intervels of being broke,
riding freights and hiteh-hiking interminable distances from one big town to another
in threc states. Now on & new job I was 8lways thinking sbout peydey and how much
liquor I could buy and the pleaswe I could have,

1 knew I was a drumkerd. Enduring all the hangover-holls that every alcoholic
exporiences, I made the usual resolutions. My tloughts sometimes turncd to the idea
thet thers must be @ remedy. I have stood listening to strect-corner preachers tell
hoz they did beat the game, They seemed to be happy in their fashion, they end the
little group of supporters, but always pride of intellect stopped me from sceking
what they evidently hed. Sniffing st emotional religion I walked away. I was an
honest agnostic but definitely mot a hater of the church or its adherents. What
philosophy I hed was thoroughly paganistic -- all my life wes devoted to a search
for pleasure. 1 wanted to do nothing except what it pleased me to do end when I
wanted to do it.

Federal Theatre in Texas gave me an administrative job whieh I held for a yeer,
only becsuse 1 worked herd end productively when I worked, and bocousc my very
tolerant chief ascribed my frequent lapses to & bohemian temperement. hen it was
closed through Weshington edict I begam with Federal iriters in Sen lntonie. In
those deys my system was always to drink up my last pey check and believe that ne-
cessity would bring the next job. A friend who knew I would soon bo broke mounted
guard over me when I left my job of writing the histories of Texas cities end put
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me eboard a bus for the town I bad left almost five yoars before.

In five yeers a good meny persons had forgotten that I had been somewhat
notorious, I bad arrived drunk but promised my wifc I would keep scber, and I
knew I could get work if I did. Of eowrse, I didn't keep socber. My wife and
family stood by me for fen weeks and then, quite justifiasbly, ejected me. I
menaged to maintein myself with odd jobs, did ten weeks in a social rescus in-
stitution and at length wound up in & socond-hand bookstore in an adjacent town
as manager. Vhile there I wee called to the hospitel in my bome town to sce &
former partner who bad insisted that I visit him. I found my friend was there
for alcoholism and now he was insisting that he had found the only cure. I
listened to him, rather tolerantly. I noticed & Bible on his teble end it amazed
me., I had nover kmown him to be anything but & good healthy pagan with & propen-
sity for getting into liquor jams and serepes. is he talked I gathered veguely,
(bocause he was & faltoring boginner then just as I am now) that to be relieved
of 2lcoholism 1 would have to bo different.

Some days later, after he had been discharged, e stranger come into my shop
in the nearby town. He introduced himself and begen to tell me about & group of
some 60 former drinkers ond drunkerds who met once & woek, and he invited me fo
go with him to the next meoting. I themked him, plended business engogemonts and
promised I'd go with him &t some future date. i

"Anyhow, i'm on the wagon now," I aaid, "I'm doing a job I like and it's
quict where I live, practically no temptations. I don't feel bothered about liquor."

He looked at me quizzically. IHe knew too well that didn't mean & thing just es
I knew in my heert that it would bo only a question of time -- e few days, a wook,
or even & month, it wes inevitable -- till I would be off on another bender. The
time came just a week later. 4And as I lock back on the events of two months, I can
cleerly see thet I had been cireling eround, half-afraid of cncountering the remedy
for my situation, half-wanting it, deferring fulfillment of my promise to get in
touch with the doctor I had heard sbout. JAn accident while drunk laid me low for
about three weeks. 48 soon as I could got up and welk I sterted to drink egain end
kept it up until my friend of the hospital, who, in bis first try at the new way of ‘
1life had etubbed his toe in Chicago but had come back to the town to teke counscl
and make 8 new stert, picked me up and got me into & hospitel. |

I had been drinking heavily from one state of semi-coma to another and it was I
severel days before I got "defogged" but subconsciously I was in carnest about wemt-
ing to quit liquor forever. It was no momentary emotionalism born of self-pity in
a maudlin condition. I was seeking samething and I was ready to learn. I did not
need to be told that my efforts were and would be unavailing if I did not get help.
The doctor who came to see me almost at once did not mssail me with any new doctrines;
he made sure that I had 8 need and thet I wanted to have that need filled and little
by little I learned how my need could be met. The story of Alcoholies Anonymous
fascinated me. Singly mmd in groups of two or three, they ceme to visit me. Some
of them I had known for years, good two-fisted drinkers who had disappesred from
their former haunts. I had missed them myself from the berrcoms of the town.

Thore were business and professional men, factory warkers. All sorts were re-
presented and their relation of experiences and how they had found the only rcmedy,
asdded to their human existence as sober men, laid the foundation of a very nocessary
faith. Indeed, I was beginning to sece that I would require implicit faith, like a
smell child, if I was going to get anywhere or so it eppeared 8s I lay in that hos-
pital., The big thing wes that these men were &ll sober and evidently had something |
I didn't have, Whatever it was, I wanted it.
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They rushed me to the hospitnl, The emeorgency physicians applied the imme-
diate remedies but shook their heads. There wasn't a chence, they said. And for
days it was touch and go. One day the chief resident physicien came in on hias
daily rounds. Fe bad often seen me there before for alecoholism.

Standing at my bedside he showed more them professional interest, tried to
buoy me up with the desire to live. He asked me if T would reelly like to quit
drinking and have another try at living, One clings to life no matter how miser-
able. I told him I would end that I would try again, He seid he was going to
send another doctor to see me, to help me.

This doctor ceme and sat beside my bed. He tried to cheer me up about my
future, pointed out I was still a young mem with the world to lick and insisted
that I could do it if I really wented to stop drinking. Without telling me wiat
it was, he said he had an onswer to my problam and condition that really worked.
Then he told me very simply the atory of his own life, & life of generous tipplimg
after rofessionel hours for more then three decades umtil he had lost almost
everything & man cen lose, and how he had found and &pplied the remedy with com~
plete success., He felt sure I could do the seme. Day after day he called on me
in the hospital and spent hours talking to me and gradually leading me to meke an
impartent decision,

He simply asked me to make & practical application of beliefs I alrecdy held
theoretically but had forgotten all my life. I believed in & God who ruled the
universe. The doctor submitted to me the idoa of God as & father who would not
willingly let any of his children parish and suggested that most, if not all of our
troubles, come from belng completely out of touch with the idee of God, with God
Himself. All my life, he said, I had been doing things of my own humsn will as op-
posed to God's will and that the only certein way for me to stop drinking wes to
submit my will to God end let him hendle my difficulties,

I hed never looked on my situntion in that way, had always felt myself very
remote indeed from & Supreme Being. “Doe"™, ae I shall cell him hereinafter, was
pretty positive that God's law was the Law of Love and that all my resentful feel-
inga which I had fed and cultivated with liquor were the result of either conscious
or unconscious, it didn't matter which, disobedience to that lew. Was I willing to
submit my will? I said I would try to do so. While I was still at the hospital
his visits were supplemented by visits from & young fellow who had been a heavy
drinker for yesrs but bad run into "Doc" and had tried his remedy.

At that time, the group of ex-alecoholics in this town, which has now grown to
considerable proportions, numbered only Doc and two other fellows. To help them-
selves and compare notes they met once a week in & privete house and talked things
over. As soon &s I came from the hospital I went with them. The meeting was with-
out formelity. Taking love as the basiec command I discovered that my Taithful et~
tempt to fractice & law of love led me to clear myself of certein dishonesties.

I went back to my job., Hew men came and we were glad to visit them, I foumd
that new friends helped me to koep straight and the eight of every new ulecoholic in
the hospitel was a real object lesson to me. I could ses in them myself as I had
been, something I had never been able to picture befare.

Now I come to the hard part of my story. It would be great to sey I pmgressed
to a point of splendid fulfillment, but it wouldn't be true. My later experience
points & moral derived from & hard and bitier lesson. I went along peacefully for
two years after God bhad helped me quit drinking. And then something happened. I
was enjoying the friendship of my ex-alecoholic fellows end getting slong quite well






: Personal Stories
[9 % Qéwxm =

HOME EREWMEISTIR

Strangely enough, or by some queer guirk, I became fcquainted with the
"hilarious life just at the time in my life when I was beginning to reslly settle
down to & common-sense, sane, domestic life. My wife became pregnant and the
doctor recommended the use of Forter Ale,..s0...I bought six gallon erock and a
few bottles, listened to advice {rom ematewr brewmeisters, and was off on my beer
menufacturing cereer on & smell scele (for the time being), Somehow or other, I
must heave misunderstood the doctor's imstruetions, for I not only mede the bear
for my wife, I also drank it for her.

4As time went on, I found that it was customary to open & few bottles whenever
visitors dropped in. That being the case, it didn't take me long to figure out
thet my meager manufacturing fecilities were entirely inadequate to the manufac-
ture of beer for sociel and domestic comsumption. From that point on, I secured
crocks of ten gallon capacity and really took quite an asctive interest in the men-
ufacture of home brew.

le were having card perties with limburger and beer guite regulerly. Iven-
tually, of course, it came to bear with no time for cards, what with all the
hilerity that could be prowoked with a few gallona of beer, there secmed to be no
need of bridge or poker playing for enterteimment. Well...we all know how those
things go. The parties waxed more liquid and hilerious as time went on, &nd
eventually T discovered that e little shot of liguor mow and then between beers
had the tendency to put me in a whacky mood much quicker than having to down sever-
a8l quarts of beer to obtain the same results. The inevitable result of the above
mentioned discovery was that I soon learned that beer made & very pgood wash for !
whiskey. That discovery sc intrigued me, thet I stayed on that diet almost en-
tirely for the balance of my extended drinking carear. Yes sir, the cld Boiler=
maker and his @elper. The last day of my drinking career, I drank 22 of them
between 10 and 12 A.M. 2nd I shell never know how many more followed them until
1 was poured into bed that night.

1 was getting along fairly well with my perty drinking for quite some time
however, but esventually I began to visit beer joints in between perties. A night
or so a week in & joint, end a party or so a week at home or with friends, along
with a 1little lone drinking, soon had me preparing for the existence of a top

Three years after I started on my drinking career, I lost my first job. At
thet time, I was living out of town, so I moved back to the home town and made a
connect ion in a responsible position with one of the larger companies in the finance
bueiness. Up to this point I had spent six yeers in the business and had enjoyed
the reputation of being very successful,

My new duties were extremely confining and my liquor comsumption begen to in-
crease at this time. Upon leaving the office in the evening, my first stop would
be & saloon about a block from the office. However, as there happened to be several |
saloons within that distance, I didn't find it necessary to patronize the oame plece
each evening. It doesn't pay to be scen in the same place at the same bour every |
day, you kmow.

The general mrocedure was to take 4 or 5 shots in the first place 1 stopped at.
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1 have ommitted details of tranmsgressions that I made vhen drunk for several
reasons, QOnhe 1s that I don't remember too meny of them, as 1 was one of those
drunks who could be on his feet and attend a meeting or o party, ongege in a con-
versatlon with people and do things that any neerly nmormel person would do, and
the next day, not remember a thing about where I was, what I did, who I sew, or
how I got home. (That condition was a distinet handicap to me in trying to vindi-
cato myself with the not so patient wife).

I also committed other indiscretions of which I see no particular point in
relating. Anyone who is o rummy or is close to rwmiecs knows what oll thos o thinga
amount to without having to be told about them.

Things eventuzlly ceme to the point where I had no friends., I didn't care to
@go visiting unleas the parties we might visit had plenty of liquor on hand and I
could get stinking drunk. Faet is, that I was always well on my wuy before I would
undertake to go viaiting at all. (Neturally, this condition was alsc a source of
great delight to my wife).

After holding good positions, paying better than averupe income for over ten
years, I was in debt, had no clothes to spesk of, no money, no friends, and no one
any longer tolerating me but my wife, My son had absolutely no use for me. Iven
some of the saloon-kecpers where I had spent so much time and money, requested that
I stay awey from their places. Finally, an old busineas aequaintance of mine, whom
I hadn't seen far several years offered ms a job. I was on that job a month and
drunk most of the time.

Just at this time my wife heard of & doctor in amother city who had been very
successful with drunks. She offered me the alternative of going to see him or
her leaving me for good and all, Well,..I bad a job, and I really wanted deaper-
ately to stop drinking, but couldn't, so I readily egreed to visit the doctor she
recommended.

That was the turning point of my life., My wife accompanicd me on my visit and
the doctor really told mo some things that in my etote of jitters nearly knocked
me out of the chair. He talked about himself, but I was sure it was me. He men-
tioned lies, deceptions, ete. in the course of his story in the presence of the one
porson in the world I wouldn't want to know such things. Fow did he know ell this?
I had never secn him before, and at the time hoped to hell I would never sece him
egein. However, he explained to me that he had beon just such 2 rummy as 1, only
for a much longer period of time.

HEe advised me to onter the particular hospital to which staff he was connected
and I readily egreed. In all honesty though, I was skeptical, but I wented so de=
finitely to quit drinking that I would have welcomed any sart of physical tarture
or pain ta asccomplish the result.

I made arrangements to enter the hospital three days later and promptly went
out and got stiff for three days. It was with grim foreboding end advanced jitters
that I checked in at the hospital, O0f course, I had mo hint or intimation as to
what the treatment was to consist of. Was I to be surprised!

After being in the hospital for several days, & plan of living was outlined tu
me. 4 very simple plan that I find much joy and happiness in following. It is
impossible to put on paper all the bemefits I have derived,...physical, mental,
domestic, apiritusl, and monetary.

This is no idle talk. It is the truth.
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MY WIFE &ND I

Coming from a ferm boyhoed with the common education of the little red school-
house, I had worked during the war and afterwards for seven years at high weges in
a booming industrial town, had saved considerable money and finally married en able,
well-cducated womsn who hed an unusual gift of common sense and fer more than the
average buainess vision, & true helpmete in avery way. :

In our early twenties, we were both embitious and had boundless faith in our
ability to succeed. We talked over the future all the time, exchanged ideas and
really plenned our way im life. Just working in a feectory, even at highly-paid
plece wark, and saving out of my wages did not seem to us to be the best way to do.
‘e tolked things over and decided to strike out for oursclves., Ow first venture,
a neighborhood grocery store, prospered. 4nother neighborhood store, in an ideal
location at a nearby summer resort, looked pood to us, Ve bought it emd started
in to make it go. Then came & business slump affecting the whole country. With
fewer customers I had lots of time on my hands and was getting to like high-
powered homo brew and the potent liquors of prohibition days entirely too well.
That didn't help the business, We finally shut up shop.

Jobs were secarce, but by persistence I sgain found a facfory job. 1In a few
months tho factory closed down. e had agein sccumulated a small stake and since
the job situation showed no imjrovement, we thought we would try business sgain.

This time we opemed a restaurent in a semi-rurel section and for a time all
went well. My wife opened up in the morning, did all the baking end cooking and
weited on trade, I relieved hor later in the day end stayed open late to catch
every possible bit of business, Our place becsme e reguler hang-out for groups
of late-comers who showed up with & bottle every now and then.

I told myself thet I was one man who could handle my liguor because I was al-
ways on my feet at closing time. I talked knowingly about "spacing my drinks,"
about taking omly a measured shot, and about the folly of gulping down big drinks.
Yes sir, I was never going to be one of those "rummies" who let liquor get the
best of them. Young and strong, I could throw off the effects of the rrevious
night's drinking and stand the neusea the following morning, even abstaining from
taking a drink until the afternoon. But before long the idea of suffering for a
few hours didn't seem so good.

The morning drink became the first act of the deily routine., I had now become
a "regular", I had my reguler remedy -- a stiff shot to stert the day and no wait-
ing $ill a specified time. I used to weit for the need, scon I was craving the stuff
go tmeh that I didn't wait for that. My wife could sece that it was gripping me. She
werned me, gently at first, with quiet seriousness, Was I going to pave the way to
losing this business just when it needed to be nursed along? e began to run be-
hind. My wife, anxious for the goal we had set out to reach, and secing the result
if I didn't brace up, talkod straight from the shoulder, We had worda., I loft in
a passion.

our seperation lastod & week, 1 did a lot of thinking, and went back to my
wife. Quieter, somewhat ramorseful, we talked things over. Qur situation was -
worse than I had anticipated. Vo pot a buyer for the place and sold out. ije still
hed some money left.




Fersonal Stories ( W

50.

I had always been & natural mechenie, handy with tools. !le moved back into
town with a slim baniroll end, still determined mever to be & factory hand again,
I locked eround and finding a workshop location with a house adjacent I started
a sheet-metal shop. I had chosen & very difficult time to stert up. My business
mractically vanished on account of the depression.

There were no jobs of any kind. We feoll far bohind on owr rent and other
obligetions. Qur cupboard was often bare. '/ith every penny needed for food and
shelter end weering old clothes with mothing new except what our two youngsters
needed, 1 didn't touch a drop for two years. I went aftor business, I slugged
doorbells all over the town asking far jobs. My wife rang bells with me, teking
one side of the street while I warked the other. We left nothing undone to keep
going, but we were still far behind, so far that at the low point we could sce
eviction and our belonginge in the stroeet.

I breced myself to talk to our lundlord who was comnected with & large real
estate firm menazing many properties. %e were behind six months in our rent eand
they saw that ihe only way to get thoir back rent wes to give me a couple of small
Jobs. 1y wife learned to use the tools to shape and fashion materiel when I was
doing the instellation work. The real estate firm liked my work and began to give
me more jobe., In those grim days, with babies to Teed, I couldn't spend what
little money came in for drink., I stayed sober. My wifec end I evon started back
to church, bogan paying our dues.

They were thin years, those depression years. For thlree years in suecession,
Clristmas in owr little family was just the 25th of December, OQur customers saw
us as two eernest young people irying to get along mnd 4s times improved e little
we began to get better jobs, Now we could hire some competent workmen and bought
a cor and @ few smell trucks. Ile prospored and moved into & better-sguipped house.

My pockets, which hadn't jingled for years, now held folding money. The first
greenbacks grew into & roll with & rubbor band eround it. I became well-known to
real estate firms, business men and politiciens, I was well-liked, popular with
everyone. Following & prospercus season cems 8 quiet period, With time on our
hands I bhad e drinking spell. It lasted for a month, but with the aid of my wife,
I checked myself in timo. “"Remember how we lost the store! Remember our restaur=
ant!" my wife said. Yes, I could remomber, Those times were too recent and their
mamory %oo bitter. 1 solemmly swore off and once more climbod aboard the wagon,
this time for nine long months,

Business kept up. It became avident that by ecareful hendling we might even=
tually have something pretiy good, sufficient income to provide a good living for
us all and ensure o good education for ouwr childrem.

Ly business is seasonal. ¥Fall and early winter are rush times., The Tirst few
months of the year are quiet. But though business slackened, I got around making
contracts, lining up future work and meeting people wip would be able to put work
in my way. Mot yet sensing any great danger, in spite of past expericnces, I sel-
dom refused the invitations of businesa friends to haye a drink, In a zhat time
I was drinking every day and evenftually much more than I had ever done before for
1 always had a roll in my pocket.

At first I waa oven more jolly than usual when I came home in the evening to
my wife and family. But the joking good fellow who was the husband and father they
had known, gave place to & mon who slammed the door when he ceme in, Wy wife,
genuinely alermed now as week after week went past without any sign that I was going
quit, tried to reason with me, but the old erguments didn't wark this time,










/ fj Z/ Parsonal Stur;;:

A VAAD OF THE PROBATE COWRT

At about the time of my graduation from high school, & state university was
ostablished in our city. On the csll far an office sssistant, I was recommended by
my superintendent, and got the position. I was rather his choice end yride, but &
few yoars later, I met him in & nearby city snd "panhamdled” him for two "bucka"”
for drinks,

I grew with this institution and advanced in position. I took a year off for
attendance ot an enginearing college. &t college I refrained from any hilarious
celebrating or drinking.

Wer wes declared. I was ewey from home on business at the State Capitol where
my mother couldn't raise objections and I enlisted. Ovarscas I was on five fronts
from Alsace up to the North Sea, Upon relief from the lincs --back in the rest-
area, "vin rouge" and "cognac* helped in the let down from trying circumstances,

I was introduced to the exhilaration of intoxication. The old spirit, "lhet the
hell?" "Heinie may have you tagged,™ didn't help toward any moderation in drinking
then. lie had mony casucltics but one of the recl catastrophiss was the loss of &
ral, a lieutenent who died from the D.T.'s over there, aftoar it was all over. This
didn't slow me up end back in the States I had a big fling before returning home.

My plana were to covar up with my mother and the girl I was to marry, that I
had become addicted to alecohol. But I exposed the fact on the day our engagement
was anncunced, On the way I met a training camp buddy, got drunk and missed the
party. Booze had got over its first reel blow on me. I saw her briefly that night
but didn*t have the guis to face her people. The romence was over.

To forget, 1 engaged in a super-active life in social, fraternal end civic
promot fon in my community. This ell outside my position in the President's Office
of the Steve Umiversity. I becemo a leader ~-- the big flash in the pond, I or-
ganized and woa first comander of the American Legion Post -~ raisod funds and
built & fine memorisl Club House. Was Secretary of Elks, Hagles, Chambor of Com-
merce, City Club and active as an operator and officer in political circles., I was
always a good follow and controlled my drinking, indulging only in sprees in private
clubs or away from home. '

1 was deposed from the exccutive position at the college by m politicel change
in the governcrship of the State., I knew the salosmanager of the Sccurities Divi-
sion of a larpge Utility corporation in Wall Street, and started out to scll securi-
ties. The issues and the market were good end 1 had a fine opportunity. I was away
from home and I began to drink heavily, To get away from my drinking associstes, I
menaged to be trenaferred to another eity, but this didn't help. BPooze had me, my
aales and commissions diminished, I remained almost in a continucus stupor on my
drawing account until I was released.

I braced up, got asober, and made o good conneotion with a stosmahip sgency, @
concarn promoting European travel and study at most all {mportant univarsities in
Zurope. Those were the bath-tub gin daye and for drinking in and about my office,
I held out in this position for only & year.

I was now engeged to be marriod and fortunetely I got amother position as sales-
mén for a large corporation. I warked hard, was suceessful and dr inking became
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periodical, I was merried and my wilc soon leesrned that I was no Social drinker.
I tried hard to control it, but could not. There were many separutions and she
would return home. I would make pledges and a sincere effort and then my top
would blow off again. I begen here to take samitarium treatments to satisfy my
wife and my folks.

1 had o great cepacity for drink and work, With the help of turkish baths,
bromo-seltzar and aspirin, I held to the job. I became top-notcher in the entire
salea force of the country. 1 was assigned to more specinl territory and finally
into the merliet of keonest competition. I was top rate in salery, won bonus awards
and was bringing in the volume. But there was slways the drawback my excessive
drinking made at times, I was called in once, twice, and werned, TFinally I wasn't
to be tolerated any longer, although 1 was doing & good job. I hed lested five and
a holf years,

I lost my wife along with my job end fine income. This was a terrible jolt.
I tried for a hook-up, but 1 had a black-oys marring a good recard. I became dis-
couraged and depressed, [ sought rollcf with booze. There begen the fowr black
years of my life,

I had returned home to the community where I had been so prominent. These
were book-let days still and 1 hung out at the clubs with bars. I got so 1 would
last on a fob but & few days, just until I could get an advence for drinks, 1 began
to got entangled with the law == arrested for driving while intoxicated and drunken
and disorderly conduct,

My folks heerd of the curc a% the State Hospital, I was picked up drunk end
gent there by the Probate Court. 1 was administered paraldehyde and came to in &
receiving ward among lunatics. [ was transferred to amother ward of less violent
cases and I found a little group of alcoholies and “Jjunkers” (dope addicts). 1
learned from them the seriousness of being a ward of the Trobate Court. I felt then
if I over got released the old devil eleohol would never get me in & jem like this
again, In times of great distress such as this, I would pray to God for help.

I wes fortunate and was roleased after eleven days and nights barred up in the
laughing acedemy -- "bug-house”, That was enough. I wented no more of it. I took
a Job as manager of a club and put myself to the old acid test. I was poing to
roally assert my will power. I even tended bar pert of the time, but never icbibed
e bit, This lasted about three months.

I vent to an annual convention of my overseas division and came to locked up in
a cheap hotel room, new shocs, suit comt, hat and purse missing, I must have slipped
badly.

Then followed much drinking and trouble, After & few arrosts for intoxication,
the law decided another sojourn to the State jospital would tame me. They jumped
the stay this time from eleven days to eleven weeks. It was getting tough for me.

I came out in good physical condition &nd held 8 fear of getting probated agein,
thinking the seige might be eloven months, I got énother job amd stayed dry for
about two months and off to the raccs egain.

1 became terribly weak =- couwldn't emt and tried to pet nourishment from booze
and moatly only bootleg at that. One time, I just mede it into & hospital and
another time a police patrol took me to the hospital instead of the jeil. I suffered -
bedly frem insomnia. As many as tlree shots in the arm had no effect, I

1 would get in shape and back at it agein. 1 was going to battle it to the
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Casey sgain, but from this man I received my first lesson in the guiding and com=
polling principle of the Good Life., "love thy neighbor as thyself."

1 was city-wise by this time, uncontaminated to be sure, thanks to my friend,
lio longer & "boy rube in the big town." I found a job gquickly emough but I missed
Tom. I began to hang around pool rooms and it was inevitable that I soon learned
to handle a schoomer of beer and an oceasionel "shot"., Jobs were plentiful. If
I didn't feel right in the morning after a night with the "corner gang" I didn't
go to work. I lost jobs. My bank account dwindled, disappohred entirely. My new
berroom friends wero 1ittle help. I was broke.

1%t was summer and the park benches, hard end uncomfortable as they were, ap-
pealed to me more then the squelid "flops" of the eity's slums. So I slept out a
few nights. Young and full of cncrgy, I hunted for work, The war was on and work
was easy to got. I became a machine-shop hand, progressing rapidly from drill-
press to milling machine to lathe. I could quit a job one day and have a new one
the next with more monoy. Soon I again bad a good boarding-house, clothes and
money. But I never started amother bank mccount. "Plenty of time for that,” I
thought. My week-ends werc spent in my canception of "e good time", finally be-
coming regular carousals and debauches over Saturday and Sunday. I hed thoe usual
experiences of being slipped a "Mickey Finn" and getting slugged and rolled for my
money. These had no deterrent effect., I could always pget jobs and live comfortably
again in a few weoka. GSoon, however, I tired of the weary routine of working and
drinking., 1 began to dislike the city. Somehow my boyhood days on the farm didn't
seem to be so bad at a distance.

No, I didn't go bome, but found work not too far away. I still drank, I mon
got restless and took & freight for a Michigan city, arriving there broke late at
night. I set out to look for friends. They helped me find work. Slowly I bogsn
to climb the industrial job ladder once more and eventually achieved a responsible
position as a pachine setter in a large plent, I was sitting on top of the world
again. The sense of accomplishuent I had now told me that I had earnmed the right
to have enjoyable week-ends once more. The week-ends begen to extend to Tuesday
and jiednesday until I frequently worked only from Thursday to Saturday with the
bottle olways in my mind. In & vague sort of way I had set a time to quit drinking
but that wos at least fifteen years awsy and "What the helli” I said to myself."I'm
going to have a good time while I'm young."

Then I was fired, Fiqued, 1 drank up my last pay check and whon I got sober
again found another job -=- then another -- and another in quick sucecesaion. I was
soon back on the park bamches. And once more I got o broak when coverything secmed
dark. An old friend volunteered to got me a job driving a bus, He said ho would
buy mo & uniform and give me tho hespitality of his home if I would promise to quit
drinking, Of course I promised. I hed boen working about threce days when the bus
line superintendont celled me into his office,

"Young fellow,” he said, "In your application you state that you don't use
alcoholic liquors. Now, we always check a man's referonces end three of the firms
you have worked for say you're a highly capable man, but you have the drink habit,"

I looked at him. It was all true, I admitted, but I had Leen out of work such a
long time that I had welcomed this job as an opportunity to redeem myself. I told
him whet I had promised my friend, that I was sincerely doing my best end not drinking
a drop. I asked him to give me a chance,

"Somehow 1 think you are in earncet,” he said. "I boliove you meen it., TI'11
give you & chance and help you to make good.™
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High school studies irked md emrly. I was an imeginatiyb kid and when a emall
cernivel ceme to town it seemed pRetty glamorous to me, Hotfvery big, skinny and
looking like & victim of malnutritlen, I made en admirable Cigerette Fiend" for
one of the side-shows, as one of th4 concession men told m¢ when he propos itioned
me. I had a dandy hacking cough end\looked very convineigh on the platform as the
gpicler told the crowd low mony hundrdd coffin-nails I smbked every day, hos doc-
tors bad given me up and I sure surely¥perked for the Grfm Reeper, At every telling

point in the ballyhoo, I would cough ns §f I would cros any minute, I was tickled.
I was fooling the people.

That idea of fooling the people, which had its sfart with the carnivol side-
show, later dominated my whole life. I was'g smart guy living by my wits, making
my living by beating the other fellow. TiroWn emong carnival folks, I soon ac-

quired their ways. I learned to teke on & dr¥nk onf two occcesionally and on one
night in & middle-western town got so loaded ok@ up the next morning in e pig-
pen. liow I got there I don't even remember. hgU been sick during the night end
I've often wondered why the pige tolerated me. $hortly afterward I quit the show

and returned home.

Ny father was o pharacist so I studied to folllm in his footsteps, however, on
tho ove of taking the state board examination,/I wesYordered to repert for militery
service. Jrmy life contributed to the formatfon of mg character in en important
way. Like most of the boys, I didn't oxpect fo be lucky cmough to be alive when
hostilities were over, so I began to live frgm day to diy. In time of wer tho
soldier is a panbler end tomarrow is somothinyz he is nevlyr quite sure about.

I was never mare than ardinarily lucky and I knew thel I couldn't get all the
money I wanted by depending on luck, so I bogen to mester the art of manipulating
dice and cerds, I became passionately inferested in the bas¥e erts of the profes-
slon of crooked gembling. Conscience bothered me somewhat at¥irst, but the voice
was stilled as I wes soon meking more mofiey than the commandin@ officer of the en-
campment. Soon I had a house with & lady in cherge outside of Mgvernment property
and 1aid in a stock of liguor and beer.; My place becarie so pop that I was
waking money such as I hadn't dreamed gf. I was the only reel, gfguine "doughboy"
== I was making the dough and plenty of it. -

The war ended and I returned homb. I had experienced easy living and I cor-
tainly couldn't see a future of rolling pills and moking up prescripti@ps from
medical letin, I had plenty of monay &nd in my homs town began to know'gnd be
knomn by the gambling fraternity, the towm sports, the bookies and operafiyrs. Eut
something kept me from making any cénnection with that crowd professionalll in my
home town. I knew how hurt my people would be, so I lit out for pastures niw.

Dovnstate was a hell-roaring river town with almost a century old reputoWion
for being o gombler's paradise, It was proctically never a closed town excopt §r
sporadic elections of reform administrations, I allied myself with one o the Best
known operators in a saloon, deeling poker, craps and blackjack, I made plenty o
money. I developed o strong habit of stimulating myself with liquor.

Even that exciting existence dulled after a time end I felt I ought to sce the
country so, finding myself a clever and congenisl partner, I took to riding the

‘m
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"name trains" from coact to coast, always with the best the Pullman company could
offer. I had an excellent wardrobe, the best-looking baggage I could get -- all
the essentials for the front so necessery in the profession of & trgin-sherper,
Prohibition was now with us, and the kind of whiskey I drank was (20.00 end maro by
the quart, Ow plan of cperation was in the best technique, based on the opening
of offering something for nothing which is sure-fire appezl to himan cupidity.

Traveling oventuplly became tiresome. I went home once mgre. I was now very
definitely a professiopal but I didn't have to tie up with any outfit in particuler,
Vorking when the mood deized me, drinking steadily every dey, 1 did not escepe the
fete of every gembler, getting into troubls with the authorities now end them, but
alweys getting by becauso, I well kmew the value of protection, which was just a
business proposition with'me and thoroughly justifiable,

For the first time in my life, however, money failed me when I was incarcerated
for eight months after hiring\the best available mouthpiece and placing the need-
ful where it seemed it might df me good to the tune of more than 5,000. iven when
I went behind the bars I still had plenty left, Through influence I became cook
for the superintendent of the mripon which opened the'way to liquor for me, and I
managed to be comfortably jingled\most of the time F'was in the pen.

When I was out on the bricks sgain, I decided to give my home town a wide berth
for & while and went %o one of the lArgest citieafin the couniry to resume opera-
tiona, 3

1 wesn't much given to contemplatipn. Lopme 8go I had dropped eny idea that
there wes a God. If I ever gave any thdught # mysslf being in this world for any
other purpose than to make all the money\I pgssibly could, I do not recall it.

I drank heavily with sober periods fey'and far between. In this city I oper-
ated for four years during which time I wad) stendily slipping in emy control over

liquor I might once bave hed. I had my firat experience of hospitals, taoken there
helpless from continued drinking. The bfat medical talent in the city was always
in sttendance. Hospital followod hospighl an{ I finslly went from one sanitarium

to enother. My business still gave A consigerable income. My economic position
was not bad. By this time I had marriod but thet had no steaddng influcnce on me.

Back I went to my home town andfthen my trogblos really sterted. My domestic
situation became very disagreeable.) Cambling evel almoat lost 1ts oppeal for me
and that hed been my life, I quitjeverything to fgke up drinking seriously. I
knew that I was a drunkard, had ngf bope of ever ov&rcoming the desire for liguar,
now for more necesaary to continufd existence than the food I ate. My wife heard
of & cure at a state institutionj~- the staete insanefpsylum to be frank == and, un=
known to me, got a court order %0 have me sent there.y Two deputies hauled me out
of bed ons day ond took me to the county jail for temp&rery lodgement., I had many
friends and even the law didna'f went me %o be sent to 3 bughouse. I got as far
as the county jail twice for Wilef periods, being releaséd on my promise to do
scmething about drinking. I @idn't do anything about it.% When I got out ell I
wonted was liquor. ]

Sc eventually to the bjgzhouse I went, assigned to tho slcobolic werd. I
spent four months there. Diwing that time I had no trouble ghtting liquor because
I still had rmoney. Agoin J wea releamsed. Once out, I wreckedimy cer, driving
while intoxicuted, and 1% #8eemed that I might get s stiff jail Bentence so when it
was suggested thot I migh$ ovold that by going beck to the asyl I accepted.

The bughouse had nojterrors for mo. I knew I could always gek & supply of
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liquor and stay helf stupefied most of the time, In the institution I became 8 .
nuisance to officials, attendants, and doctors. I bad been in and out of the [ -

place so often that even the sincere professional medical men ond psychologists
had given me up. 'Suggestion, kindness, everything had been tried. /They noa re- 1
gerded me &8s incarrigible, said nothing could be done for or with jie and dis- |

charged me in & very short time,

" “In two months' } was back again, This time I was treated lfke eny insene per-
son, wes punished fom\ infractions, any breaches of discipliney I could still get
all the liquor I want8d tlrough my financial reserve end thatfwes all 1 cared ebout. B

I used to talk witi\enother inmate about this drinkingfbusiness. He was &
man who had lost one goodijob after another, had fallen frfm & good professional [
position to the status of & hobo, This fellow knew and hd lived in almost every
railroad jungle from coast %o coest ond had finally beenfslammed into the bughouse
because his family didn't walt to read about his death gomedey as & friendless 1
wanderer. To me he confessed\that he had tried for yegrs to quit. I told him I |
had long sgo discovered I coul@§n't and that now I digh't give a damm, But this
time when I was sent back to thé esylum, he wasn't tifere.

. About the middle of my laet &pnf inoment I was Burprised by a vislt from this
fellow..:He had kept me in mind an@ had cane & confiderable distance to see me,
I wes balf-drunk when he called on ik end didn't Jave even the haziest idea of what
he wea talking mbout. But he asked my if I would try to lollow instructions if he
| was sucecessful in getting me out. FelX-heartedlf I told him I would, but I had no
| intention of cooperating. I merely wan%pd to gft out, where I could have [ree
access to what money 1 had and make a refy jobf drinking,

. _ |

| Shartly after that, my sister visited gefand parsuaded the authorities to let |
me g0, They were glad to do 80, being sick §nd tired of me., They were glad of
the short reapite they thought my absence wghhd give them, I guess. [

When I got bome, doped with sedatives I welput to bed end menaged to get &
1ittle rest, The next day my former fellof-inma¥e and recent visitor came from 1
a noighboring town to see me. I was very fnervousnd jittery and my mind was con- L
tinuelly on the botile while he $alked. My naturaldistrust of all lumsn beings
seemed diminished a 1ittle while he was §aliing, for§l knew his story and we had
something in common. He was preity defifite in his Sjatements and finelly elicited
from me & promise to try to follew a certain plain whih he now mroposed to explain 8
to me. He stressed the fact that his dfinking cereer Hhd beon very similar to mine
and -much more miserable becsuse it had jnade & homeless Bm out of him whereas I had |
never been in straitened finsncial cirfumstances. I toldihim I would give it a
trial if at all possible end invited Wim to keep on talking.

He bogan by pointing out what I fouldn't dispute, that § had mo faith in eny-
thing, man or God, that all my lifo J had lived as I plessed without ony moral |
scruples or misgivings whatever. I Bdmitted that I had, \ '

"What you need is a definite réligious experience,” he seid. I

*That's the bunk.” I said. "] knew there was scme angle like this. Count me 3
out, If I've got to turn sround efd join & church and sing Lymms and holler 'Amen [|-.
when some long-beardsd jasper, who spends six days out of the wesk skinning suckers,
legally begins to pray in meeting/ I don't went any pert of it."

"You don't have to do that," he seid., “ind, anyway, the long-bearded slicker
is no concern of yours. Your problem is yourself.®

N ———
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My friend was new to this job of helping the other fellow, but I couldn't get
evay from the fact that he wes now sober end that he had got that way and was being
kept that way by o religlous experience. He made me a propoaition,

"I'11 come for you Wedneadsy night,” he said, "I'll take you to whefe a bunch
of guys who used\to be pickled practicnlly all the time meet every wecky You can
see and listen anf judge for yourself.*

With my friendYl attended that meeting. I was cordially receiyed, I knew &
good many of them an{ listenod attemntively, but I say quite honestly it left me
cold, Not that it wak like a church service. No, it wasn't like/tist at all,
hen some stories had Yeen told it ended up with the Lord's Prayér, then evarybody
sat around and visited.§ I was beginning to get a little scaredi Now, I thought,
is when they'll put the Yorks to a guy; along ubout this t.’ma ne of these mugs is
going to get me in a corngr and ask me about my soul.

Nothing of the sort heppened. They invited me back aghin, Others asked if
they could come to see me, when 1'd be in end so forth. My pal stuck pretty close
to me that week. Some of the¥gang turned up &t my home @hd told me how they had
been helped to quit drinking, went back to the next méeting and the next and the
next again, Gradually I began %p see what it wes ell gbout. I listemed carefully

for 1 was now definitely interes@ed. More or less ungonsciously I was seeking for
something. T didn't kmow it thenfjbut I think I wes Burely seeking God, Now, I
didn't find God suddenly. You mus¥iremember thet God was never in any of my plems.
The former cynical, gemblor-slicker Who didn't even believe much that there was

honor among thisves, graduelly learndll thet Love i the law of God. I, who had
strictly followed the injunction that §ou should gever give a sucker an even bresk,
had to learn thaet God demands we be hon@st if wegjtre to follow his teachings,

I sm writing this in the Thankegivin@ seagbn., It 1s & great privilege to
heve the fine human friendship and associdfgon’of thls gang of former drunks. It
is an even grester privilege when I can be W service in helping some puy to @
ramedy which is his for the takdng.

But if frionds end fellowship were tojdis@ppear tomorrow I don't think I
would be dismayed, Back of all that therg' is tHe knowledge that I have a Divine
Father -- that as long as I try to walk g8 Ho ha® laid down for me to do through-
out my life, nothing of ill can befell mé, that {M I wish I can be sober for the
rest of my days. 3

1 have a simple little job on whith I meke less & month than I formerly mede
in a day, but that doesn’t worry me. FfI know there is¥pomething far better than mere
dollars, There isn't & gambling houfe of note that wollldn't be glad to heve me as
en cparator, for the cwners know I'@ capeble, that I c#f tring end keop business,

In fact, some who know, think I wopld be a greatcr assetithan ever for they have
confidence that I would meke an hghest accounting of recdipts.

No, 1 don't have much moneyfnowadays, but I don't neediany. 1 em quite sure
that God doesn't want me to go Pack to the green tables and %he shaded lights agein.
It might even be possible that @l could go back to my former pRofession and stay
sobar, but I doubt it, AccustPmed to coldly caleculating the Ofds all my life, I'm
of the opinion that they w be definitely against me. -

His Will must be my bel§f-- There's no other way!

* ok ok % &
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THE SALZSMAN

I learned to drink in a worimmanlike manner when the law of the land seid I
couldn't and what started out as a young man's fun becomo a habit which in ite
later cxistence laid me by the heels many a timo and almost [inished my careor.

'Toen yoers were unevomtful with me. I was raised on a ferm but sau little
future in farming, I was going to be a business men, took & business collago
course, scquired a truck and stand in the eity market of a neerby town, end started
off. 1 brought produce from my folks' place and sold it to city customers and
there were plenty of them with bulging pocketbooks.

Boek of me was the normal life of a farmer's son. My paronts were unusually
understanding people. kLy father was a lifo-long comrade till the day of his deoth.
The business theory I had learned in college was now being practiced and I wes
equipped beyond many of my competitors to be materially successful. Scon I had ex-
panded until I wes ropresented in all the city markets and also in amother city.

In 1921 wo had the forerunner of the later depression and my customers diseppenred,
Successively I had to close my stands and was finally wiped out altogether. Delng
a young man of affairs, I had begun to do @ little business mnd socisl drinking ond
now with time on my honds, I secmed to do more of it.

Following a year of factory work, during which time I got married, I got a
Job with a procer as clerk, My grocor-employer was en expert wine-moker and I had
frec access to his cellar. The wark was monotonous in the extreme, behind a counter
all day when I had been used to driving arcund attending to business, meeting
poople and building for what I thought was a great future., I merk, too, as a mile-
stone, the death of my fothor, whom I misaod greatly.

I kept hitting the wine, with just occasional use of liquor. Leaving the
procery I wont back imto the mroduce business and out among people, went back to
liguor again and got my first warning to quit before it pot me,

I was anxious to get with a concern which would give me an opportunity to build
up agein, and landed A job with a nationally kmown biscuit compeny. I wes assigned
to a good business region, covering several important towns, end almost at onco be-
pon to earn real money. In a very short time I wes the stor salesmon of the compny,
winning & reputation as o bus iness-getter. Naturally I drenk with my botter cus-
tomers for on my route I had many stops whore that was pood business, But I had
things rather well under control and in the corly days on this job I seldom wound
up my day's wark with any visible effects of drinking.

1 had a private brewery at home which was now producing 15 gallons o weck most
of which I drank myself. It ia typical of the attitude I hed towdrd alcohol at that
time that, when e fire threatonod total dostruction of my home and garage, I rushed
to the cellar and rescued my most procious possessions -- m Keg of wine ond all the
beer I could carry, and pot pretty indignant when my bettor half susgested thet 1
had better get some of the needed effects out of the house before it burned doun,

Ly home-brewing groduslly became 4 bore and I began to carry home bottles of
powerful bookleg whiskey, storting with helf & pint every night and winding up with
a quart as my daily after-supper allowance. For 8 time I kept on the job spucing
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Before I left the sanitarium I answered an advertisement for an engineer in
a smell Chie town and after an interview, obtainsd the position. In tlwee deys
ofter leaving Lhe saniterium I hnd 8 job I liked at a satisfactory selary in &
emtll town with besic living costs (board, room and laundry) arpunting only to
about 153 of my salary. I wes all set, sobar, working im @ congenicl etmee phere
for a firm that had rmore profitable business then they know whet to do with, I
mede some beautiful plans, I could save emugh in a few years to completo my
formal education and there were no seloons in the town to trip me up. So what?
So ot the end of the week I was drunk again for no particular reason at &ll that
1 could understand., In about three months I was out of a job again, but in the
meantime two things of mojor importence had hoppened. I had fallen in love and
war had beem declared,

I had learned my lesson. 1 knew definitely thet I couldn't toke even ome
drink, I wanted to get married so I plonned very eernestly to got snother job,
stay sober, 2nd save some money. I went to Pittsburgh on Sunday, colled on a
manufacturer of rolling-mill equipment and on Monday, ot & position &nd went to
work., I was first paid ot the end of the second week, was drunk before the end of
the day and couldn't{ be bothered with going to work the next Londay.

Why did I teke that first drink? 1 honestly don't kmow. inyhow I nearly
vent crazy that surmer and really developed some sort of mentsl disturbance, The
night clerk of the small hetel where I wos staying saw me go out about tlwee in
tho morning in pajames and slippere and hod a policemen tnke me back into my room.
1 suppose he was used to screwy druiks or he would have taken mo to jailinstead.

I stayed there a few days ond swentod the alcohol out of my system, wont to the
office to collect the belance of my salary, paid my room rent, and found 1 hod
just enough money to get home. So home I went, sick, broke, discouraged and dis-
peiring of ever attaining a normal, happy life.

after two or three weeks of idleness at home, 1 obtained & subordinate po-
sition with = former epployer, doing the lowest grade of drafting work on em hourly
basis. 1 kept reasonably sober for several months, went to see my fiencee one or
two weekends, was ndvanced rapidly in selary and responsibility, hed a date set
for the wedding and then inamdvertently learnod that one of the men worlking under
my direction was roceiving about forty dollers more per month them I was, which
burnt me up to such an oxtent I quit afier an argument, took my money, packed my
personel effects, left them at the corner drug store, and went dowmtown and got
plastered. Knowing that I would be greeted with tears, sorrowful sympathy and
more grief when I got home, I stayed avay until I was spain dectitute.

I wes really worried sick about my drinking so father again advenced the money
for treatment. This time I tock & three-day cure and left with the firn reosolve
never to &rink cgain, got a better position then I'd had before and actually did
keep sobar for several months, saved some money, paid my debis and agein made plans
to get married. But the desire for a drink was with me constantly after the first
week or two, and the memory of how sick I had been from liquor end the agonies of
the treatment I had undergone faded into the backzround. I hed only begun to re-
store the confidenco of my associatos, fomily, friends and myself before I was off
again, without any excuse this time.The wedding was egain postponed and it looked
very much as though it would never %ake place. My employer did not twrn me locse
but I was in another nice jem nevertheless. After considerable fumbling around
mentally as to what to do I went back to the three-day cure for the second time,

after this freatment I got along & little better, was married in the gpring
of 1919 and did very 1little drinking for sevorsl yeers. I got elong verywell with
my work, had a happy home life, but when away from home with little likelihood of
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THUTH FREED ME!

In May 1936, after o prolonged period of elcoholism, my friends, my assoclates,
my superjors, and those people who really loved me in spite of opbarrassments too
numerous to mention, finally left me because they had come to the conclusion that
1 didn't have any idea of doing or trying to do the right thing.

I was & spineless individual who didn't care & rap for anyone or enything --
1 was hopeless and knew it -- and then in my extremity, The Divine Comforter, "Truth®
cameé to me in n barroom where I had spent the major portion of six weeks.

The Divine Comforter, in my experience, came in the guise of & former drinking
companion whom I had assisted home on several occasions. Becouse of physical in-
firmities brought about by alcoholic excess, he had been unable to walk a distznce
of threec blocks to his home unassisted, when I law saw him. Now he approsched me,
end to my emazement he was sober and appeared greatly improved in physical condi-
tion.

He induced me to take & ride with him, &nd as we rode along told me of the
meérvelous thing that had came into his life, He had more than & practical idea of = |
my difficulties, he also had a logicel and practical idee mas to har they might be
overcome. il

He started the convarsation by explaining true alcoholism end stated very
bluntly that I was an alcoholic. This wes news to me in spite of the face that I
had promised overybody 2oet of the Mississippl, if they would take time to listen,
that I was through with drink., At tho time I made these promises, I honestly wanted
to quit drinking, but for some unknown reason hedn't seemed able to. He told me
why I failed.

He then suggested that accompany him to a local doctor who had been helpful to
him. It took forty-eight howrs of persuasion and quite a few drinks to fortify
myself, but I finally agreed to go. The doctor turned out to be one who had been
an alcoholic himself, and in gratitude for the release he had found and because he
understood the true meaning of the plhrase "Brotherly Love" wes spending & rreat
portion of his time helping unfortunate individuals like mysolf.

With the help and advice of these two individuals and two or three sssoclates,
I was able, for the firast time in tw and a half years, to stay sober for six
weoks, and then disastrously tried the bear experiment. For some time I couldn't
get hold of myself, but greduslly ceme out of hiding end exposed myself again to
this influence which had been so helpful.

July 2, 1938, I sgain contacted the two individusls, end eince that day I heve
never had a drink. However, beceuse.of the difficultics I encountered as the re=
sult of the beer experiment, I wes unable for some time to find reality in thia new
way of life. I was doubtful, fearful, full of self-plty, afraid to humiliate my- =
self.

This unreality lasted until December llth, when I was faced with tho absolute
necessity of raising & sum of money, For the first time ceme the realization thet
I was faced with a difficulty fran which I seemed unable to cxtricate myself. Of
course, 1 took time out to bamoen the fect that “after all I'd done, this had to
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SUILE WITH ME, AT ME.

At the age of eighteen I finjehed high school and during my last yeer there
my studles were dropping away to be roplaced by demcing, going out nights and think-
ing of & good tine as most of the boys of my age did. I secured a job with & well
known telesraph company which lastod about a year, due to the face I thought I was
toc clever for & ,7.00 a week job which did not supply me with enough money for my
plensurss, such as taking ~irls out, etc. I was not at all satisficd with my small
wages,

Now, I was a very good violinist at the time and was offered jobs with some
well known orchestras, but my parents objected to my being & professional musicien
although my last year in high school wae mostly spent playing for dances and giving
exhibition dances at most of the fraternity affairs, Now naturally I was far from
satisTiad with my seven dollars a week wages, o when I came across a bhoy neighbar
of mine on the subway cne night (by the way I reed in the newspaper that this secme
boy died four days e&go) he told me he was a host in a celebrated Hestawant and
Cabaret, and that his salary ran $14.00 par week and he made .50.00 a week in tips,
Well, think of being paid for dancing with the carefree ladies of the afterncon end
recoiving ell thaet sum, and me warking for only ,7.00 per, The following day I went
straight uptown to iroadway and never did po back to my old job.

This was the beginning of a long stretch of high-flying as I thought, only to
Tind out when I was forty onc years old to be very low-flying. I worked in this
restaurant until I wes twenty one, then we went into the warld war. I joined the
navy. Iy enlistment plesscd ihe owmer of my cabaret so much that he offered me a
good job at the end of my federal service,

The day T walked in to his establismment with my release from active duty, he
said, "You are my assistont manager from mow on.”™ Well, this pleased me as you can
imagine and my hat from then on would mot fit.

Now, all this time my taste for liquor was constantly growing although it was
no habit and I had no craving, In other words, if I had a date and wanted to drink
with the pirl friend I would, otherwise I would mot think of it at all,

In 8ix months time I found I was too good for this job and a competitive
restauranteer or a chéin of the beat well-known night clubs offered me a better
position which I eccepted, This night life was sterting to tell and ahow its marks
end together with the slump in that sort of business at the time, I decided to apply
for a job with a well known ballet master who drilled many choruses for Eroadway
shows.,

I was this man's assistant and I really hed to work very herd for the little
money I received, sometimes twelve hours or more & day, but I got the exparience and
honor which was just whet I was looking for. This was one time when my work inter-
fered with my drinking, This job come to an end cne evening when I wea drinking
quite heaevily. A certain prominemt actress imquired of Professor X, my boss, if I
would be interested to sign an eighty week contract for a waudeville tour. It seems
she could use me as & partner in her act., Now, a very nice woman, Miss J. who was
office clerk and pianist for the bosa, overheard the conversation and told both Nr.
X ond lilss Z that I would not be interested.






s

Parsonal Stories t..)

78.

enywhere, to a private institution and thaot was far beyond our financial means. In
the third place, I knew that that would be no cure, beceuse I reasoned that it would
be like teking candy out of a young childi's reach. The instant I would come out a
free maf I would go right back to old Alky sgain, In this one thing I found out
lator I was perfectly right,

Whaet I thought and wented at the time was "pot to want, to want to take a drimk.»
This phrese is a very important link in my story. I imew this could only be done
by myself, but how could I accomplish it? dell, this was the main question,

The point was always that when I did drink, I wanted all the time not to, and
that alone wasn't enough. At the time I felt like a drink, I did not want %o take
it at all, but I had to, it seemed. So if you can grasp what I mean, I wished I
would not want that drink, 4m I nuts, or do you get me?

To get back to the doctor. If anything, these visits made me worse, and wer st
of all, everyone told me I wanted to drink end that was all there was to that. ifter
going Lo 25 many as six or eight other doctors, some of my own friends advised my
wife to make her plens for the future as I was a hopeless casc, had no backbone, no
will power, &nd would end up in the gutter.

Wiell, here I was, a man with much ebility, & violinist, e radio engineer, a
ballet mester, and at this point took up hair drossing, so thot added one mare to
the 1list. Can you beat it? I knew there muet be some way out of all this ness.
Everyone told me to stop my drinking, but none could tell me how, uniil I met a
friend snd believe me he turned cut to be a true friemd, something I never had until
this paat year,

One morning aftor one of my escapades, my wife informed me I was to go with her
to a public hospital or she would pack up and leave with our boy. By fathar, being
8 physicien for forty years, put me in a private New York hospital. I was there ten
deys and was put in physical shape, and above everything else put on the right path
to recorery and happiness,

Iy friend first asked me if I really wanted to atop drinking, ond if I did,
would I do anything mo matter what it vwas in order to? I knew there was only one
thing left to do if I wished to live and not enter an insanc esylum where I knew I
would eventually wind up.

Vaking up my mind that I would, he said, *Fine,” And went on to explain the
simple steps to take. After spending am hour or two with me thet day he returned
" two days later and went into the subjeet more thoroughly, He expleined he had been
in the seme hospital with the seme malady and after taking these steps after his
discherge had not taken e drink in three yetrs and also there were zbout sixty
others that had this same experience. All these fellows got together on Sunday
evenings and brought their wives and everybedy spent a very pleasant time togother.

Well, after I met all these people, I was more than surprised to find a very
interesting, sociable, and friendly crowd. They seemed to toke more interest in
me than all of my old fraternity brothera or Erosdway pals had ever done.

There were no dues or expenses whatscever, I went along for about fourtosn
weeks, partly keeping these rules, and so one afternoon I thought it would do no
herm to take a couple of drinks smd po more. Seying to myself, "I have this thing
in band now, I can be a moderato drinker." Hore I made a fatal mistake., After all
my pest experience, again I thought I could handle the situation only to find out
one week later it was the seme old thing. I repeated the same thing over again apd










Notes on the Manuscript: Thematic Listing of Edits
with Annotations

he goal of this review of the edited multilith printing was to identify themes
among the hand written changes and ascribe meaning to them, in an attempt
to perhaps understand the motives that prompted them.

All of the deleted and added words and phrases were reviewed in
sequence. The margin and interlinear notes (whether related directly to edits
or offered as general comments) were reviewed as well. Then, by
generalizing the nature of each change and entry, five categories emerged.
These categories, or themes, provide information that reinforces a long-held
belief by many in the simultaneous presence of inspiration from a “Power
greater than ourselves” and the loving hand of careful human editing.

The five categories are as follows:

1. Shifting from Prescriptive Language to Descriptive Language
a. Shifting Pronouns
b. Minimizing Potentially Offensive Language

2. Emphasizing Universal and Personal over Religious References to
the Spiritual Solution Offered in the Text

3. Ensuring Consistency and Engendering Respect and Cooperation
from a Variety of Professional Disciplines

4. Significant Notations That Stand Alone



5. Changes Reflecting Galley Edits Evident by Comparison with the
First Edition, First Printing

The lasting impressions from this process kept bringing to mind the
principles and language highlighted in the book Twelve Steps and Twelve
Traditions, published in 1953 (fourteen years after the Big Book): “one
primary purpose,” “to carry the message to the alcoholic who still suffers,”
“principles before personalities,” “attraction rather than promotion,” and
“no opinion on outside matters.”

The study of this editing environment foreshadows the continued chaos
and conflict in the Fellowship that forged the Twelve Traditions’ guidelines
for establishing and maintaining group unity. Thus the desire of the first one
hundred members so purely stated in the foreword to the first edition, “We
simply wish to be helpful to those who are afflicted,” could be realized.

SHIFTING FROM PRESCRIPTIVE LANGUAGE TO
DESCRIPTIVE LANGUAGE

Handwritten endpaper margin note related to this category of edit:

“We have said constantly the trouble with org [sic] religion
is that they try to dogmatically pour people into moulds.
So why should we give specific instructions in the book
such as saying do this and do that? You can obscure many
alcoholics”

SHIFTING PRONOUNS

Foreword, paragraph 1, lines 3 and 4:

“To show other alcoholics PRECISELY HOW [THEY
CAN RECOVER (WE HAVE RECOVERED)] is the main
purpose of this book.”

This second sentence of the foreword to the first edition, which follows
the unedited opening sentence, “We, of Alcoholics Anonymous, are more
than one hundred men and women who have recovered from a seemingly



hopeless state of mind and body,” sets the voice of the Big Book in the first-
person plural. There are significantly more edits changing singular and
plural second- and third-person pronouns to this first-person voice than any
other. The importance of when the authors chose not to change it—which
typically occurs further along in the directions for following the Steps—is
particularly noticeable in chapter 7 “Working with Others,” when the
authors choose to leave the prescriptive, more directive pronouns as they
are, possibly because they are now speaking to people who have had a
personality change sufficient to recover from alcoholism, a group of people
less likely to be as sensitive to being told what to do.

Manuscript page 16, paragraph 1:

“If you are (as) seriously alcoholic (as we were), we
believe [you have (there is)] no middle-of-the-road
solution. [You are (We were)] in a position where life [is
(was)] becoming impossible, and if [you have (we had)]
passed into the region from which there is no return
through human aid, [you have (we had)] but two
alternatives: one [is (was)] to go on to the bitter end,
blotting out the consciousness of [your (our)] intolerable
situation as best [you can (we could)]; and the other, to
[find what we have found (accept spiritual help)]. This
[you can do if you (we did because we)] honestly [want
(wanted)] to, and [are (were)] willing to make the effort.”

Manuscript page 17, paragraph 5, sentence 2:

“Then clear-cut directions are given showing how [an
alcoholic may (we) recover (recovered)].”

Manuscript page 25, paragraph 3, lines 4-8:

“At the start, this is all [you will need (we needed)] to
commence spiritual growth, to effect [your (our)] first



conscious relation with God, as [you understand (we
understood)] Him. Afterward, [you will find yourself (we
found ourselves)] accepting many things which [now seem
(then seemed)] entirely out of reach. That is growth, but if
[you are going (we wish ) to grow, [you have (we had)] to
begin somewhere. So (we) [use (used) your (our)] own
conception, however limited it [may be (was)].”

Manuscript page 29, last sentence:

“[Draw (When we drew)] near to Him [and He will disclose
Himself to you (He disclosed Himself to us)]!”

The overarching principle reflected in this frequent category of edit is
codified later in an element of the Eleventh Tradition, “attraction rather than
promotion.” It is easy to understand that the first one hundred members of
Alcoholics Anonymous—who were, for the first time in human history,
experiencing a sustainable solution to alcoholism—could be overzealous in
the language used to “show other alcoholics precisely how we have
recovered.”

And yet it is clear from the descriptions of AA’s earliest contributors, as
when Ebby Thatcher visited Bill Wilson in November of 1934 or in Bill and
Dr. Bob’s epic meeting six months later, that neither Ebby nor Bill had any
agenda beyond honestly sharing their experience. Many alcoholics are
oversensitive to even a hint of being controlled, born often from their
battles with well-intended family and friends. “But he did no ranting” is a
powerful moment in Bill’s story, when his defensiveness, triggered by
Ebby’s mention of religion, was disarmed. Similarly, Dr. Bob’s experience
shifted when Bill made it clear that he wasn’t there to help him. He was
there to help himself.

It is just as interesting when this editing device was not used, as in the
beginning of the above-mentioned paragraph when those changes were
made, from manuscript page 25, paragraph 3, lines 1-4:

“When, therefore, we speak to you of God, we mean your
own conception of God. This applies, too, to others



spiritual expressions which you find in this book. Do not
let any prejudice you may have against spiritual terms
deter you from honestly asking yourself what they mean to
you.”

It is clear that this often-used category of revision was not applied in
every instance. This quote does make clear a very important direction for
the reader because it relates to another major category of the edits that
follow, titled Emphasizing Universal and Personal over Religious
References to the Spiritual Solution Offered in the Text.

Additional Manuscript Pages Where Such Changes Were Made
19, 25, 26, 27, 29, 30, 31, 32, 33, 34, 35, 36, 37, 38, 39, 40, 41, 42, 43, 44,
47, 48, 69, 156

MINIMIZING POTENTIALLY OFFENSIVE LANGUAGE
Manuscript page 3, top partial paragraph last sentence:

“. . . that we have found nothing which has contributed
more to the rehabilitation of these men than the
[community (altruistic)] movement now growing up
among them.”

Margin note on top of page:

“Community is too light a word to describe what you men
are doing—might mean community chest etc.—”

The editors here are being sensitive to using language that is respectful
to the dimension of the seemingly hopeless state of mind and body. The use
of the word “altruistic” here also is consistent with an earlier edit in “The
Doctor’s Opinion,” adding an altruistic plane that notes involvement in the
community of recovery as well as the spiritual practice of the Twelve Steps.

Manuscript page 12, paragraph 2, line 1:



“We are [ordinary (average)] Americans.”

Margin note on top of page:
“People do not desire to be called ordinary—”

This subtle shift from a word that could have negative connotations
(“ordinary”) to the word “average,” which is a word implying humility,
highlights the care taken to minimize offensive language and maximize
language accurate to recovery.

Manuscript page 12, paragraph 5, lines 1 and 2:

“[(We hope) T(t)his] volume will inform [, instruct] and
comfort those who are, or who may be affected. They are
many.”

Red-pencil note above this line space:

“Do people like to be told they will be instructed”

Manuscript page 3, paragraph 8, lines 1 and 2:

“[Then there are those who are never properly adjusted to
life, who are the so-called neurotics. The prognosis of this
type is unfavorable.]”

This sentence was not included in the first edition, perhaps mostly
because it did not carry a message of hope for what could describe a large
portion of any population.

Manuscript page 21, paragraph 8, lines 1-3:



“That may be true of certain non-alcoholic 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 [warped and degenerated (harmed)]
as ours were.”

The red-pencil margin note of this edit suggests using the word
“harmed” “(because our away gang [Akron] do not like this said).” This
change not only eliminates powerfully negative adjectives in consideration
of their possible effect on the newcomer, but also respects other members of
the first one hundred.

Additional Manuscript Pages Where Such Changes Were Made
8, 13, 18, 19, 26, 30, 32, 34, 37, 38, 39, 40, 48, 49, 67, 69, 70-72, 91

EMPHASIZING UNIVERSAL AND PERSONAL OVER
RELIGIOUS REFERENCES TO THE SPIRITUAL SOLUTION
OFFERED IN THE TEXT

Manuscript page 10, upper-left margin note:
“Inst > #1” with two large question marks beneath it.

At this point, the text of the two handwritten front papers details Bill
Wilson’s process from his old ideas to his new experience. Like the
important role of the stories in the back of the book, this insert reinforces
that the spirituality of Twelve Step recovery is personal and often
reminiscent of memorable experiences earlier in life that were fleeting. And
it provides a clearer introduction to the paragraph that follows the insert:

“Thus was I convinced that God is concerned with us
humans, when we want Him enough.”

Note also that this paragraph has suggested edits for the word “God”
(there is a spiritual power that) and “Him” (it), neither of which were used.
The upper-right margin note on this page relates directly to this sentence:



“Howard—Had been a sincere desire to be backed up,” likely referencing
the controversy around the religious versus psychological terms to be used
in the first edition.

Several other notes on manuscript page 11 carry on this discussion in
the margins. Top margin note:

“Dr. Howard made statement—Word God is a limiting
word.”

Paragraph 5, line 3:

“[God (Faith) has to] work[(s)] twenty-four hours a day in
and through us, or we perish.”

The margin note on this page referencing the phrase “has to” states:
“who are we to say what God—has to do.” Thus Dr. Howard’s suggestion
of changing “God” to “faith” is used when typically so many in Bill’s story
have not been.

Numerous times Dr. Howard’s suggestions for toning down the more
religious-sounding nouns are not accepted. It would seem that any
resentment borne out of the contentious discussions about the use of the
spiritual terms did not come into play as a blanket rejection of someone’s
suggestions. There is always a clear context for understanding that the
decisions made are for the reader’s benefit.

Manuscript page 10, paragraph 4, line 2:

“I have not had a drink since.” is circled and moved to the
end of paragraph 5.

This powerful statement, following the lengthy description of the
devastating progressiveness of Bill’s alcoholism, is used even more
effectively to highlight the spiritual power of the program in treating
alcoholism when placed at the end of paragraph 5, which essentially
summarizes Steps One, Three, Four, Six, and Seven. This change produces



a subtle but important emphasis on the power in the program resulting from
the sequence of its directions.

“There I humbly offered myself to God, as [ then
understood Him, to do with me as He would. I placed
myself unreservedly under His care and direction [Step
Three]. I admitted for the first time that of myself I was
nothing [Step One]; that without Him I was lost. I
ruthlessly faced my sins [Step Four] and became willing to
have my new-found Friend take them away, root and
branch [Steps Six and Seven].”

Manuscript page 17, paragraph 2, lines 1-4:

“The distinguished American psychologist, William James,
in his book, “Varieties of Religious Experience,” indicates
a multitude of ways in which men have [found
(discovered)] God. [As a group we (We)] have no desire to
convince anyone that there is only one way by which [God
(faith)] can be [discovered (acquired)].”

Manuscript page 17, paragraph 3, line 1:

“We think it no concern of ours, [as a group,] what
religious bodies our members identify themselves with as
individuals.”

Manuscript page 25, paragraph 3, lines 1-4:

“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 this book. Do not let any
prejudice you may have against spiritual terms deter you
from honestly asking yourself what they mean to you.”



This quote remains as it was originally written with no editing
suggestions and represents the truth that the term “God” is referenced as
one of many spiritual expressions used in the text. It invites newcomers to
translate what might otherwise trigger their religious prejudice into
something that is currently meaningful for them, while simultaneously
welcoming newcomers to define something that has personal meaning for
them. In other words, newcomers are given a very broad path to proceed
amid the discussion that the real solution to alcoholism involves a spiritual
dimension.

Manuscript page 43, paragraph 4:

One of the more fascinating and dramatic changes involves
the extent of space devoted to the margin notes regarding
the “over-the-top” Oxford Group language and “mould”
(that they felt organized religion poured people into).
Paragraph 4 is changed from a morning practice of looking
back over the day before to an evening practice of looking
back over that day. This very important Oxford Group
practice of morning quiet time and guidance now has its
elements still included, but shifted and referenced to
different times of the day.

Additional Manuscript Pages Where Such Changes Were Made
17, 24, 30, 32, 36, 37, 86, 156

ENSURING CONSISTENCY AND ENGENDERING RESPECT
AND COOPERATION FROM A VARIETY OF PROFESSIONAL
DISCIPLINES

Foreword, paragraph 5, lines 1, 2, and 3:

“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 [shall try
(should like)] to [contact (be helpful to)] such cases.”

Foreword, paragraph 6, lines 1 and 2:

“Inquiry by scientific, medical(,) and religious societies
will be welcomed.” [(The alc F.]

Lower-right margin note related to these edits:

“Separate any notion of pat on back—Actually the field
needs workers.”

In the interest of the best possible support from the professional
organizations listed, a frequent reason for edits in this manuscript, while in
the same comment being sensitive to not giving even a hint of personal
credit to someone using the book, are both accomplished with their interest
to “be helpful to.”

Manuscript page 2, paragraph 1, lines 1 and 2; and manuscript page 3, end
of first paragraph:

“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.”

Margin note on top of page:

“This frees criticism of Bill where he says ‘you cannot get
well unless you work with others”

The addition of the altruistic plane of the solution not only accomplishes
what the top-margin note cites, but, as importantly, makes this sentence
consistent with the main point made on the first page of the chapter “There
Is a Solution.”



Manuscript page 12, paragraph 3:

In this paragraph, the “tremendous fact” and “the great
news” that there is a “common solution” is described as
necessary for a more complete bond in recovery in
addition to what the “feeling of having shared in a
common peril” provides in the paragraph above it. Note
that the word “shared” is circled and has a left-margin note
cautioning it could be seen as Oxford Group vernacular.

Manuscript page 7, paragraph 8, line 3:

Left-margin note tied specifically to the lowercase letter b
of the word “belladonna” questions whether or not it
should be capitalized. This clearly reflects a sensitivity to
being precise, to not misspell a medical term.

Manuscript page 12, paragraph 6, lines 1-4:

“Highly competent psychiatrists who have dealt with us
([(many times) often fruitlessly, we are afraid]) find it
[almost (sometimes)] impossible to persuade an alcoholic
to discuss his situation without reserve. Strangely enough,
wives, parents and intimate friends usually find us even
more unapproachable than do the psychiatrist and the
doctor.”

Front-paper handwritten note related to this edit:

“—Sentence—Explain that you are were not helped by any
doctor or psychiatrist. Change—"

In spite of the truth that physicians and psychiatrists were not able to
bring about sustained solutions with alcoholics, the editors wisely removed
words that could imply time wasted or never making any headway with an



alcoholic. This is a fine line because simultaneously it seems they want the
alcoholic reader to recognize that this seemingly hopeless state of mind and
body is beyond human aid—including the medical profession. These edits
clearly accomplished both motives.

Manuscript page 12, paragraph 7, lines 1-4:

“But the ex-alcoholic who has found this solution, who is
properly armed with [certain medical information (the
facts about himself)], can generally win the entire
confidence of another alcoholic in a few hours. Until such
an understanding is reached, little or nothing can be
accomplished.”

Margin notes on top of page and right-side of page related to these edits:

“Doctors are a jealous lot and don’t like this. I have had to
ask WHAT MEDICAL INFORMATION? Why not cut?”

“Just say properly armed with facts about himself or just
properly armed.”

At the risk of sounding as though the ex-alcoholic would be discussing
medical information with a newcomer (practicing medicine, so to speak),
the wisdom of this margin note is heeded.

Manuscript page 14, paragraph 5, lines 1-4:

“[Psychiatrists and medical men (Opinions)] vary
considerably [in their opinion] as to why the alcoholic
reacts differently from normal people. [No one is (We are
not)] sure why, once a certain point is reached, [nothing
(little)] can be done for him.”



Referenced again to Dr. Howard, these changes were made in part
because they decreased the likelihood of offending the medical community,
noted their own uncertainty of why the alcoholic reacts differently than
normal people, and don’t eliminate the possibility that anything can be
done. The last sentence of this paragraph, “We cannot answer the riddle,”
simply reinforces that there seems to be a point of no return, but it is not
known why and reinforces the paragraph in “The Doctor’s Opinion,” which
respectfully cites doctors’ limited knowledge about certain things.

Manuscript page 15, paragraph 7, lines 1-3:

“When this sort of thinking is fully established in an
individual with alcoholic tendencies, he has probably
placed himself beyond [all] human aid, and unless locked
up [is certain to (may)] die, or go permanently insane.”

The red-pencil margin note for the change “is certain to” to “may”
avoids language intimating medical knowledge, and it does not limit the
possibility of miracles.

Manuscript page 16, paragraph 2, lines 4 and 5:

“Though [bitter] experience had made him skeptical, he
finished his treatment with unusual confidence.”

The simple margin note eliminating the word “bitter” reads “out Psy,”
as the adjective “bitter” could possibly impugn “the best known American
psychiatrists” referenced earlier in the paragraph.

Manuscript page 15, paragraph 4, line 3:

The removal of the phrase “no matter how well we
understand ourselves” is referenced in a margin note
reading “every psychiatrists would argue this saying ‘If we



understand ourselves well enough we would never do
anything harmful to ourselves.”

This edit demonstrates sensitivity in not making a statement that would
likely trigger the inconsistency between a psychiatric model that at this
point would not embrace the knowledge of the illness of the mind/mental
obsession.

Manuscript page 45, paragraph 1, line 5:
“Remember they are [fatally (very)] ill.”

The margin note tied to the word “fatally” is “Doctors will shoot.” This
edit represents the fine-tooth comb used throughout the manuscript to have
utmost sensitivity to any language that could possibly alienate the medical
profession.

Manuscript page 45, paragraph 3, lines 5-9:

“[Preachers (ministers)] and doctors [don’t like to be told
they don’t know their business. They] are [usually]
competent and you can learn much from them if you wish,
but it happens that because of your own drinking
experience you can be uniquely useful to other alcoholics.
So cooperate; never criticise [sic]. To be helpful [should be
(is)] [your (our)] only aim.”

A margin note above this paragraph is tied directly to the circled word
“usually” in line 6:

“out?—suggests incompetence”

The edit, which combines these sentences, clearly reflects not only
sensitivity to not offending preachers and doctors, but also the underlying
principle in the traditions of not having opinions on outside issues.



Manuscript page 46, paragraph 6, lines 3 and 4:

“If doctors or psychiatrists have pronounced you incurable,
be sure and let him know about it.” The word “him”
referred to the new prospect.

The left-margin note says Dr. Howard wants this sentence deleted, and
it was. This change shows sensitivity for impeccable integrity not just to
avoid sounding as though you may be “showing up” doctors or
psychiatrists, but eliminating the possibility of the AA member sounding as
though he’s boasting.

Additional Manuscript Pages Where Such Changes Were Made
3, 10, 21, 22, 23, 37, 39, 43, 46, 56, 69, 70, 79, 88

SIGNIFICANT NOTATIONS THAT STAND ALONE

NOTATIONS REGARDING THE PRICE OF THE BOOK

Foreword, parenthesized paragraph 7:

“(This multilith volume will be sent upon receipt of $3.50,
and the printed book will be mailed, at no additional cost,
as soon as published.)”

This line of text, clearly relevant only to the multilith copies, would
reflect the hopes of generating some much-needed cash flow before the first
edition was available. It has its equivalent in the appendix of the first
edition on page 400: “To order this book, send your check or money order
for $3.50 to:”

ALCOHOLISM AS A DISEASE OF THE MIND AND BODY

Manuscript page 3, paragraph 5, first and last sentences include lines and
parentheses tying them to this margin note underneath the paragraph:

“These are contradictions”



Those lines read:

“T do not hold with those who believe that alcoholism is
entirely a mental condition.”

“These men were not drinking to escape; they were
drinking to overcome a craving beyond their mental
control.”

But the contradiction is not between these two sentences, since both
support Dr. Silkworth’s singular point—he disagrees with the belief that
alcoholism is entirely a mental condition, because alcoholism also involves
a craving beyond mental control. Earlier in “The Doctor’s Opinion,” these
founding medical aspects of the disease of alcoholism, initially revealed to
Bill Wilson by Dr. Silkworth in 1933, were summarized: “the body of the
alcoholic is quite as abnormal as his mind.”

The margin note that points to where the contradictions lie is above this
paragraph:

“See Page 10, Paragraph 7, Sentence 2—” (manuscript
page 14), where that sentence is boxed-in in pencil and
highlighted by a red arrow: “Therefore, the [real (main)]
problem of the alcoholic centers in his mind, rather than in
his body.”

The bottom-margin note on this page reads:

“Contradiction—Silkworth—Page 3, Para 5, line 1—I do
not hold with those believe [sic] that alcoholism is entirely
a mental condition—"

Now the contradiction is clear. If in “There Is a Solution” it states that
the real problem of the alcoholic centers in his mind, then how can Dr.
Silkworth’s earlier comments that he disagrees with the belief that
alcoholism is entirely a mental condition—because alcoholism also
involves a craving beyond mental control—still have integrity?



These margin notes contribute to the following changes to the sentences
in question in the first edition:

“I do not hold with those who believe that alcoholism is
entirely a [matter (problem)] of mental [condition
(control)].”

“Therefore, the [real (main)] problem of the alcoholic
centers in his mind, rather than in his body.”

The shift from “entirely a mental condition” to “entirely a problem of
mental control” sets up the brilliantly simple shift from “the real problem”
to “the main problem.” The word “main” allows ample room for these two
often baffling (perhaps even to the writer of the margin notes) and
paradoxical dimensions of powerlessness—the seemingly hopeless state of
mind and body. In “The Doctor’s Opinion,” the context of the sentences’
meaning is with the illness of the body (physical allergy). In “There Is a
Solution,” the context of the “real problem” centering in the mind is with
the baffling decision (mental obsession), when sober, to have the first drink
—that then triggers the cycle of craving. These two symptoms considered
simultaneously define what alcoholics must know in order to respect what
they’re up against: They are powerless before and after they drink, a no-win
proposition.

ADDITIONAL SIGNIFICANT NOTATIONS

Lois’s dedication of the multilith (front papers), title page, manuscript pages
19-20, 33, 25, 40, 42, 51, 54, 56, 57, 65, 67, 68, 72, “The Alcoholic
Foundation” page (between manuscript pages 80 and 81), 82, “Del Tryon’s
story” (between manuscript pages 141 and 142), 145, 156

CHANGES REFLECTING GALLEY EDITS EVIDENT BY
COMPARISON WITH THE FIRST EDITION, FIRST PRINTING

“THE DOCTOR’S OPINION” EDITS AND MARGIN NOTES

Manuscript page 3, end of paragraph 1, margin note:



“This psychic change involves substitution of a good
compulsion for a harmful one”

This suggested additional sentence became a rejected edit, perhaps
foreshadowing the observation of some that some people may become
addicted to AA.

“BILL’S STORY” EDITS AND MARGIN NOTES
Manuscript page 9, paragraph 8, sentence 1:

Right-margin note initially suggests the word “faith”
replace the word “God.” This became a rejected edit,
perhaps because it was an indirect quote of Ebby Thatcher
during his fateful visit with Bill Wilson in November
1934.

“THE DOCTOR’S NIGHTMARE” EDITS AND MARGIN NOTE
Manuscript page 81, paragraph 1:

Left-margin note suggests all but the first sentence of this
paragraph be cut and, interestingly, contains a word-count
number of 122.

Manuscript page 82, paragraphs 2 and 3:

An X through these paragraphs suggests they be cut and,
interestingly, contains another word count of 219 added to
the word count of 122, totaling 341.

Manuscript page 86, last sentence:

“Your [Heavenly Father (faith)] will never let you down!”



Margin note on bottom of page:

“Dr. Howard says change” references the edit of “Heavenly
Father” to “faith.”

All of these suggestions were rejected, and “The Doctor’s Nightmare”
appears in its original multilith form as Dr. Bob submitted it, including his
use of the words “Heavenly Father.”



How the Book Alcoholics Anonymous Came About:
Bill W.’s Speech at the Texas State AA Convention,
June 12, 1954

’d just like to spin some yarn, and they will be a series of yarns which
cluster around the preparation of the good old book Alcoholics Anonymous.
Some people reading the book now, they say, well, this is the AA bible, and
when I hear that, it always makes me shudder because the guys who put it
together weren’t a damn bit biblical. I think sometimes some of the drunks
have an idea that these old-timers went around with almost visible halos
and long gowns and they were full of sweetness and light. Oh boy, how
inspired they were, oh yes. But wait till I tell you.

Bill W.



I suppose the book yarn really started in the living room of Doc and
Annie Smith. As you know, I landed there in the summer of ’35; a little
group caught hold; I helped Smithy briefly with it, and he went on to found
the first AA group in the world. And, as with all new groups, it was nearly
all failure, but now and then, somebody saw the light and there was
progress.

Pampered, I got back to New York; a little more experienced group
started there, and by the time we got around to 1937, this thing had leaped a
little over into Cleveland and began to move south from New York. But it
was still, we thought in those years, a flying blind—a flickering candle
indeed, that might at any moment be snuffed out.

So, on this late fall afternoon in 1937, Smithy and I were talking
together in his living room, Anne sitting there by the gas logs, and we
began to count noses. How many people had stayed dry: in Akron, in New
York, maybe a few in Cleveland? How many had stayed dry and for how
long? And when we added up that score, true it was a handful of—I don’t
know, thirty-five to forty maybe. But enough time had elapsed on enough
really fatal cases of alcoholism, so that when we grasped the import of these
small statistics, Bob and I saw for the first time that this thing was going to
succeed. That God in his providence and mercy had thrown a new light into
the dark caves where we and our kind had been and were still by the
millions dwelling.

I never can forget the elation and ecstasy that seized us both. And then
we fell happily talking and reflecting; we reflected that, well, a couple of
score of them were sober, but this had taken three long years. There had
been an immense amount of failure, but a long time had been taken just to
sober up the handful. How could this handful carry its message to all those
who still didn’t know? Not all the drunks in the world could come to Akron
or to New York.

But how could we transmit our message to them, and by what means?
Maybe, we thought, we should go to the old-timers in each group, but that
meant nearly everybody, to find the sum of money—somebody else’s
money, of course—and say to them, “Well now, take a sabbatical year off
your job if you have any, and you go to Kentucky, Omaha, Chicago, San
Francisco, and Los Angeles and wherever it may be and you give this thing
a year and get a group started.”



It had already got evident by then that we were just about to be moved
out of the City Hospital in Akron to make room for people with broken legs
and ailing livers, that the hospitals were not too happy with us. We tried to
run their business perhaps too much, and besides, drunks were apt to be
noisy in the night and there were other inconveniences, which were all
tremendous. So, it was obvious that, drunks being such unlovely creatures,
we would have to have a great chain of hospitals. And as that dream burst
upon me, it sounded good, because you see, I’d been down in Wall Street in
the promotion business and I remember the great sums of money that were
made as soon as people got this chain idea. You know, the chain drug store,
the chain grocery store, or the chain dry goods store. Why not chain drunk
tanks, and let us make the dollar? So we needed some missionaries,
subsidized. We needed a chain of drunk tanks; that got very clear, awful
clear to me. Bob was a conservative type of Yankee; I don’t think he was
quite so fast for those items, but I was very interested. It would take a pile
of dough to finance all this, but after all, with this brand-new light shining
in our dark world, we’d just squirt it in the eye of the rich guys and they’d
up with the dough. Besides, we reflected, we’d have to get some kind of
literature.

Up to this moment, not a syllable of this program so far as I know was
in writing. And it was kind of a word-of-mouth deal, with variations
according to each man’s or woman’s fancy. Well, in a general way, we said,
the booze has got you down boys, you got an allergy and an obsession, and
you’re hopeless—if you are, you better get honest with yourself. Take
stock; you oughta talk this out with somebody, kind of a confession, you
know. And you oughta make restitution for the harms you did; you oughta
make amends and all that kind of business. While you play it as best you
could, according to your life. . . . And that was the sum of the word-of-
mouth program up till that time.

But, as I say, variations on that were already appearing. How could we
unify this thing? Could we out of our experience get certain principles,
describe certain methods, that had done the trick for us? Yes, obviously, if
this movement was to propagate, it had to have a literature so its methods
could not be garbled either by the drunks or by the general public. So, Bob
and I reflected that late afternoon in 1937: missionaries, chain of drunk
tanks, and a book.



Well, even by then, he and I had begun to learn that we were not the
government of Alcoholics Anonymous. He, I guess more than I, already
realized that the conscience of the group—the opinion of the group—when
it was an informed opinion and in the group’s interests, could be better than
our own. We better consult folks. Well, there was dear old alcoholic and his
wife . . . in Akron; they’d let us meet in their house. After it got out of the
Smith parlor it got into theirs, and he was a great friend of ours.

So we called a meeting of the Akron group, that is to say those who had
been sober any great length of time; I think for this particular meeting we
scraped up about eighteen.

And that evening, Bob and I told them that we were within sight of
success and that we thought this thing might go on and on and on, that a
new light indeed was shining in our dark world. But how could this light be
reflected and transmitted without being distorted and garbled?

At this point, they turned the meeting over to me, and being a salesman,
I set right to work on them drunk tanks and subsidies for the missionaries; I
was pretty poor then. And we touched on the book. The group conscience
consisted of eighteen men good and true . . . and the good and true men,
you could see right away, were damned skeptical about it all. Almost with
one voice, they chorused, “Let’s keep it simple; this is going to bring money
into this thing; this is going to create a professional class. We’ll all be
ruined.”

“Well,” T countered, “that’s a very good argument. Lots to what you say
. . . but even within gunshot of this very house, alcoholics are dying like
flies. And if this thing doesn’t move any faster than it has in the last three
years, it may be another ten before it gets to the outskirts of Akron. How in
God’s name are we going to carry this message to others? We’ve got to take
some kind of chance. We can’t keep it so simple it becomes an anarchy and
gets complicated. We can’t keep it so simple that it won’t propagate itself,
and we’ve got to have a lot of money to do these things.”

So, exerting myself to the utmost, which was considerable in those
days, we finally got a vote in that little meeting, and it was a mighty close
vote by just a majority of maybe two or three. The meeting said with some
reluctance, “Well, Bill, if we need a lot of dough, you better go back to New
York where there’s plenty of it and you raise it.”



Well, boy, that was the word I’d been waiting for. So I scrammed back
to the great city, and I began to approach some people of means and
described this tremendous thing that had happened. And it didn’t seem so
tremendous to the people of means at all.

They said, “What? Thirty-five or forty drunks sober up? They have
sobered them up before now, you know. And besides, Mr. Wilson, don’t you
think it’s kind of sweeping up the shavings? I mean, wouldn’t something for
the Red Cross be better?”

In other words, with all of my most ardent solicitations, I got one hell of
a freeze from the gentlemen of wealth. Well, I began to get blue, and when I
begin to get blue, my stomach kicks up as well as other things.

I was lying in the bed one night with an imaginary ulcer attack (this
used to happen all the time—I had one the time the Twelve Steps were
written), and I said, “My God, we’re starving to death here on Clinton
Street.” By this time the house was full of drunks. They were eating us out
of house and home. In those days we never believed in charging anybody
for anything—so Lois was earning the money, I was being the missionary,
and the drunks were eating the meals. “This can’t go on. We’ve got to have
them drunk tanks, we’ve got to have those missionaries . . . and we’ve got
to have a book. That’s for sure.”

Well, the next morning I crawled into my clothes and I called on my
brother-in-law. He’s a doctor and he is about the last person who stuck to
me when the chips were way, way down. The only one, save of course dear
Lord. “Well,” I said, “I’ll go up and see Leonard.”

So I went up to see my brother-in-law Leonard, and he pried out a little
time between the patients coming in there up there. And I started my awful
bellyache about these rich guys who wouldn’t give us any dough for this
great and glorious enterprise, so well on its way to success. Think of it,
forty hopeless cases sober for two, three years. Well, he’d heard this story
before. He resigned himself to hearing it again, but at length he scratched
his head and he said, “Well, well ... when I went to high school, I used to
know a girl, and she had an uncle by the name of Richardson. He was then
a pretty old man, and it seems to me that somehow he was tied up with the
Rockefeller family and their charity. And if you want to, we’ll call up the
Rockefeller offices and see if there is such a man and if there is, is he alive
and will he see us? Would you like me to do that?” Well, I hadn’t tried the



Rockefeller offices, so I said, “Well, sure; give them a ring.” On what
slender threads our destiny sometimes hangs. Remember, my brother-in-law
said I knew a girl and I think she had an uncle.

So, the call was made. Instantly there came onto the other end of the
wire the voice of dear Willard Richardson—one of the loveliest Christian
gentlemen that I have ever known. And the moment he recognized my
brother-in-law, he said, “Why Leonard,” he said, “where have you been all
these years?” Well, my brother-in-law, unlike me, is a man of very few
words, so he quickly said to dear old Uncle Willard that he had a brother-in-
law who was apparently having some success sobering up drunks and could
the two of us come over there and see him. “Why certainly,” said dear
Willard. “Come right over.”

So we go over to Rockefeller Plaza. We go up that elevator—fifty-four
flights or fifty-six I guess it is, and we walk plump into Mr. Rockefeller’s
personal offices and ask to see Mr. Richardson.

Here sits this lovely, benign old gentleman, who nevertheless had a kind
of a shrewd twinkle in his eye. So I sat down and told him about our
exciting discovery—this terrific cure for alcoholics that had just hit the
world, how it worked, and what we have done about it. And, boy, this was
the first receptive man with money or access to money—remember we were
in Mr. Rockefeller’s personal office at this point—and by now, too, we had
learned that this was Mr. Rockefeller’s closest personal friend perhaps.

So he said, “Why yes, I’'m much interested. Would you like to have
lunch with me, Mr. Wilson?” Well, now you know, for a rising promoter,
that sounded pretty good—going to have lunch with the best friend of John
D. Things were looking up. My ulcer attack disappeared. So I had lunch
with the old gentleman and we went over this thing again and again, and,
boy, he’s so warm and kindly and friendly.

Right at the close of the lunch, he said, “Well now, Mr. Wilson or Bill, if
I can call you that, wouldn’t you like to have a luncheon meeting with some
of my friends? There’s Frank Amos; he’s in the advertising business, but he
was on a committee that recommended that Mr. Rockefeller drop the
prohibition business. And there’s LeRoy Chipman; he looks after Mr.
Rockefeller’s real estate. And there’s Mr. Scotty, Chairman of the Board up
at the Riverside Church.” He said, “There’s a number of people like that. I
believe they’d like to hear this story.”



So a meeting was arranged and it fell upon a winter’s night, late 1937.
And the meeting was held at 30 Rockefeller Plaza. We called in, posthaste,
a couple of drunks from Akron—Smithy included, of course—heading the
procession. I came in with the New York contingent of four or five. And to
our astonishment, we were ushered into Mr. Rockefeller’s personal
boardroom right next to his office. I thought to myself, “Well, now, this is
really getting hot.” And, indeed, I felt very much warmed when I was told
by Mr. Richardson that I was sitting in a chair just vacated by Mr.
Rockefeller. I said, “Well, now, we really are getting close to the bankroll.”

Old Doc Silkworth was there that night too, and he testified what he had
seen happen to these new friends of ours. And each drunk, thinking of
nothing better to say, well, each of us told our stories of drinking and of
recovering, and these folk listened.

They seemed very definitely impressed. So I could see that the moment
for the big touch was coming. So, I gingerly brought up the subject of the
drunk tanks, the subsidized missionaries, and this question of a book or
literature.

Well, God moves in mysterious ways, his wonders to perform. But it
didn’t look like a wonder to me when Mr. Scott, head of a large engineering
firm and Chairman of the Riverside Church, looked at us and said, “But
gentlemen, up to this point, this has been the work of goodwill only. No
plan, no property, no paid people, just one carrying the good news to the
next. Isn’t that true? And may it not be that that is where the great power of
this society lies? Now, if we subsidize it, might it not alter its whole
character? We want to do all we can—we’re gathered for that—but would it
be wise?” Well then, the salesmen all gave Mr. Scott the rush and we said,
“Why, Mr. Scott, there’re only forty of us. It’s taken three years. Why
millions, Mr. Scott, will rot before this thing ever gets to ’em unless we
have money and lots of it.”

And we made out our case at last with these gentlemen for the
missionaries, the drunk tanks, the book. So one of them volunteered to
investigate us very carefully, and since poor old Dr. Bob was harder up than
I was, and since the first group and the reciprocal community situation was
in Akron, we directed their attention out there. And Frank Amos, still a
trustee in the foundation, at his own expense, got on a train, went out to
Akron, and made all sorts of preliminary inquiries around town about Dr.



Bob. All the reports were good except that he was a drunk that had recently
got sober. He visited the little meeting out there. He went to the Smiths’
house and he came back with what he thought was a very modest proposal.

He recommended to these friends of ours that we should have at least
just a token amount of money at first, say $50,000, something like that.
That would clear up the mortgage on the Smith place. It would get us a little
rehabilitation place. We could put Dr. Smith in charge. We could subsidize a
few of these people briefly, until we got some more money. We could, you
know, it would start the chain of hospitals. We’d have a few missionaries.
We could get busy on the book—all for a mere $50,000.

Well, considering the kind of money we were backed up against, that
did sound a little small, but, you know, one thing leads to another and it
sounded real good. We were real glad.

Mr. Willard Richardson, our original contact, then took that report into
John D. Jr., as everybody called him. And I’ve since heard what went on in
there. Mr. Rockefeller read the report, called Willard Richardson back, and
said: “Somehow I am strangely stirred by all this. This interests me
immensely.” And then looking at his friend Willard, he said, “But isn’t
money going to spoil this thing? I’'m terribly afraid that it would. And yet I
am so strangely stirred by it.”

Then came another turning point in our destiny. When that man whose
business is giving away money said to Willard Richardson, “No,” he said,
“I won’t be the one to spoil this thing with money. You say these two men
who are heading it are a little ‘stressed’; I’ll put $5,000 in the Riverside
Church treasury. You folks can form yourselves into a committee and draw
on it as you like. But, please don’t ask me for any more. But I want to hear
what goes on.”

Well, the $50,000 that then was shrunk to $5,000; we raised the
mortgage on Smithy’s house for about three grand. That left $2,000, and
Smithy and I commenced chewing on that too. Well, that was a long way
from a string of drunk tanks and books and missionaries. What in thunder
would we do? Well, we had more meetings with our newfound friends—
Amos, Richardson, Scott, Chipman, and those fellows who stuck with us to
this day, some of them now being gone.

And, in spite of Mr. Rockefeller’s advice, we again convinced these
folks that this thing needed a lot of money. What could you do without it?



So, one of them proposed, “Well, why don’t we form a foundation,
something like the Rockefeller Foundation?”

“Well,” I said, “I hope it will be like that with respect to money.”

And then one of them got a free lawyer from a . . . firm who was
interested in the thing. And we all asked him to draw up an agreement of
trust, a charter for something to be called the Alcoholic Foundation. Why
we picked that one, I don’t know. I don’t know whether the foundation was
alcoholic—it was the Alcoholic Foundation, not the Alcoholics Foundation.

And the lawyer was very much confused because in the meeting in
which we formed the foundation, we made it very plain that we drunks did
not wish to be in the majority. We felt that there should be nonalcoholics on
the board and they ought to be in a majority of one.

“Well, indeed,” said the lawyer, “what is the difference between an
alcoholic and a nonalcoholic?”

And one of our smart drunks said, “Well, that’s a cinch—a nonalcoholic
is a guy who can drink and an alcoholic is a guy who can’t drink.”

“Well,” said the lawyer, “how do we state that legally? I wouldn’t
know.” So at length, we have a foundation and a board which I think then
was of about seven, consisting of four of these new friends, including my
brother-in-law, Mr. Richardson, Chipman, Amos, and some of us drunks. I
think Smithy went on the board, but I kind of coyly stayed off it thinking it
would be more convenient later on.

So we had this wonderful new foundation. These friends, unlike Mr.
Rockefeller, were sold that we needed a lot of dough, and so us salesmen
around New York started to solicit some money, again from the very rich.
And we had a list of them and we had credentials and letters from friends of
Mr. John D. Rockefeller. “How could you miss, I ask you, salesmen?” The
foundation had been formed in the spring of 1938, and all summer we
solicited the rich.

Well, they were either in Florida, or they preferred the Red Cross, or
some of them thought that drunks were disgusting and we didn’t get one
damn cent in the whole summer of 1938, praise God!

Well, meantime, we began to hold trustee meetings, and they were
commiseration sessions on getting no dough. What with the mortgage and
what with me and Smithy eating away at it, the five grand had about gone
up the flue, and we were all stone broke again. Smithy couldn’t get his



practice back either because he was a surgeon and nobody likes to be
carved up by an alcoholic surgeon—even if he was three years’ sober.

So things were tough all around, no fooling.

Well, what would we do?

So one day, probably in August 1938, I produced at a foundation
meeting, a couple of chapters of a proposed book in rough and in
mimeograph. As a matter of fact, we’d been using chapters of this proposed
book along with some recommendations of a couple of doctors down at
Johns Hopkins to try to put the bite on the rich. And we still had these two
book chapters kicking around. So Frank Amos said, “Well, now, I know the
religious editor down there at Harpers, an old friend of mine, Gene Exman.”
He said, “Why don’t you take these two book chapters, your story, and the
introduction to the book down there and show them to Gene and see what
he thinks about them.”

So I took the chapters down. To my great surprise, Gene—who has
since become a great friend of ours—looked at the chapters and said, “Why
Mr. Wilson, could you write a whole book like this?”

“Well,” T said, “sure, sure, sure.” There was more talk about it. I guess
he went in and showed it to Mr. Canfield, the big boss, and another meeting
was had. The upshot was that Harpers intimated that they would pay me, as
the budding author, $1,500 in advance royalties, bringing enough money in
to enable me to finish the book. I felt awful good about that. It made me
feel like I was an author or something. I felt real good about it but after a
while, not so good.

Because I began to reason, and so did the other boys, well if this guy
Wilson eats up the $1,500 while he’s doing this book, after the book gets
out, it will take a long time to catch up. And if this thing gets him publicity,
what are we going to do with the inquiries? And, after all, what’s a lousy 10
percent royalty anyway?

The $1,500 still looked pretty big to me. Then we thought too, now
here’s a fine publisher like Harpers, but if this book—if and when done—
should prove to be the main textbook for AA, why would we want our main
means of propagation in the hands of somebody else? Shouldn’t we control
this thing?

At that point, the book project really began to get hot. It began to take
off. Why, we said, what we ought to do is to form a book company, a



publishing company, a corporation. We could call it, let it say, Works
Publishing Company—this being the first of a great many works, you see.
And we could sell stock certificates to all the drunks and get some money
coming in, to support the author, and the guy who collected the money, and
the gal who would help me on the book while this was going on.

Well, we took this idea to the next trustees meeting and they all shook
their heads, and they went out and made some more inquiries, and we had
another trustees meeting. They had gone to some publisher friends and the
publishers said, “Well these authors they all got the crazy idea that we can
publish our own book. It ain’t so; we don’t believe it.” Well, then we had a
kind of an alcoholic rebellion. We said to our friends, well after all you
didn’t produce any dough. We think we’ll try this on separate from the
foundation. So I had a guy helping me on this thing who had red hair and
ten times my energy, and he was some promoter [Hank P.] he was.

He said, “Bill, this is something; come on with me.”

We walk into a stationery store, we buy a pad of blank stock certificates,
and we write across the top of them “Works Publishing Company”—par
value $25.

So we take the pad of these stock certificates (of course, we didn’t
bother to incorporate it—that didn’t happen for several more years); we
took this pad of stock certificates to the next AA meeting, where you
shouldn’t mix money with spirituality, you know. And we said to the
drunks, “Why look, this thing is gonna be a cinch. Parkers, he’ll take a third
of this thing for services rendered. I, the author, I’ll take a third for services
rendered, and you can have a third of these stock certificates par twenty-
five if you’ll just start paying up on your stock. If you only want one share,
it’s only $5 a month, for five months, see?”

And the drunks all gave us this stony look. They said, “What the hell?
You mean to say you’re asking us to buy stock in a book that you ain’t
written yet?”

“Why sure,” we said. “If Harpers will put money in this thing, why
shouldn’t you? Harpers said it’s gonna be a good book.”

But the drunks still gave us this stony stare. No salt. Well, we had to
think up some more arguments: “We’ve been looking about the printing
costs of the books, boys. We get a book here, ya know, 400 or 450 pages, it
ought to sell for about $3.50.”



Now back in those days, we found on inquiry from printers that that
$3.50 book could be printed for 35¢, making a 1,000 percent profit. Of
course, we didn’t mention the other expenses, just the printing costs. “So
boys, just think of it; when these books move out in carload lot, we’re
printing them for 35¢ and we’re selling them direct mail for $3.50. How can
you lose?”

The drunks still gave us this stony stare. No salt. Well, we figured we
had to have a better argument than that. Harpers said it was a good book;
we can print them for 35¢ and sell them for $3.50, but how are we going to
convince the drunks that we could move carload lots of these? Millions of
dollars’ worth.

So we get the idea we’ll go up to the Reader’s Digest, and we got an
appointment with Mr. Kenneth Paine, the managing editor up there. Gee,
I’ll never forget the day we got off the train up at Pleasantville and went
over to his office. We were ushered in. We excitedly told him the story of
this wonderful budding society. We dwelled upon the friendship of Mr.
Rockefeller and Harry Emerson Fosdick. You know we were traveling in
good company, Mr. Paine. And the society, by the way, was about to publish
a textbook—then in the process of being written—and we were wondering,
Mr. Paine, if this wouldn’t be a matter of tremendous interest to the
Reader’s Digest? Having in mind, of course, that the Reader’s Digest had a
circulation of twelve million readers, and if we could only get a free ad of
this coming book in the Reader’s Digest, we really would move something,
ya see?

“Well,” Mr. Paine said, “this sounds extremely interesting. I like this
idea, why I think it’ll be an absolutely ideal piece for the Digest. Why, how
soon do you think this new book will be out, Mr. Wilson?” I said, “Well,
we’ve got a couple of chapters written, ahem, if we can get right at it, Mr.
Paine, uh, you know, uh, probably, uh, this being October, we ought to get
this thing out by next April or next May.”

“Why,” Mr. Paine said, “I’m sure the Digest would like a thing like this,
Mr. Wilson.” He said, “I’ll take it up with the editorial board, and when the
time is right and you get all ready to shoot, come on up and we’ll put a
special feature writer on this thing and we’ll tell all about your society.”

And then my promoter friend said, “But Mr. Paine, will you mention the
new book in the piece?”



“Oh, yes, yes,” said Mr. Paine, “we will mention the book.”

That was all we needed. Then we went back to the drunks and said,
“Now look, boys, there are positively millions in this—how can you miss?
Harpers says it’s going to be a good book. We buy them for 35¢ from the
printer; we sell them for $3.50. The Reader’s Digest is going to give us a
free ad in a piece. And, boys, they’ll move out by the carload. How can you
miss? And after all, we only need $4,000 or $5,000.”

So then we began to sell the shares of Works Publishing, not yet
incorporated, par value $25, and at $5 per month to the poor people. Some
people could buy as little as one, and one guy bought ten shares. We sold a
few shares to nonalcoholics, and my promoter friend who was to get a third
interest was a very important man in this transaction because he went out
and kept collecting the money from the drunks so that little Ruthie Hock
and I could keep working on the book, and so Lois would have some
groceries (although she was still working in that department store).

So, the preparation started and some more chapters were done, and we
went into AA meetings in New York with these chapters in the rough. Well,
it wasn’t like chicken-in-the-rough; the boys didn’t eat those chapters up at
all. I suddenly discovered that I was in this terrific whirlpool of arguments.
I was just the umpire.

I finally had to stipulate: “Well boys, over here you got the Holy Rollers
who say we need all the good old-fashioned stuff in the book, and over here
you tell me we’ve got to have a psychological book, and that never cured
anybody, and they didn’t do much with drunks in the missions, so I guess
you will have to leave me just to be the umpire. I’ll scribble out some
roughs here and show them to you, and let’s get the comments in.”

So we fought, bled, and died our way through one chapter after another.
We sent them out to Akron and they were peddled around, and there were
terrific hassles about what should go in this book and what not.

Meanwhile, we set drunks writing their stories or having newspaper
people that we had to write the stories for them to go in the back of the
book. We had an idea that we’d have a text and, you know, and then we’d
have stories all about the drunks who were staying sober in the back.

Then came that night when we were up around chapter 5. As you know,
I’d gone all on about myself, which was natural, after all. And then the little
introductory chapter, and we dealt with the agnostic and we described



alcoholism, but, boy, we finally got up to the point where we really had to
say what the book was all about and how this deal works.

Well, as I told you, this was a six-step program then. On this particular
evening, [ was lying in bed on Clinton Street wondering what the deuce this
next chapter would be about. The idea came to me, well, we need a definite
statement of concrete principles that these drunks can’t wiggle out from.
Can’t be any wiggling out of this deal at all. And this six-step program had
two big gaps in between they’ll be wiggling out. Moreover, if this book
goes out to distant readers, they have got to have an absolutely explicit
program by which to go.

Well, while T was thinking these thoughts, while my imaginary ulcer
was paining me, and while I was mad as hell at these drunks because the
money was coming in slow. Some had the stock and weren’t paying up. A
couple of guys came in and they gave me a big argument, and we yelled and
shouted and I finally went down and lay on the bed with my ulcer, and I
said, “Poor me.”

There was a pad of paper by the bed, and I reached for that and said,
“Well, now you’ve got to break this program up into small pieces so they
can’t wiggle out.” So I started writing, trying to bust it up into little pieces.
And when I got the pieces set down on that piece of yellow paper, I put
numbers on them and was rather agreeably surprised when it came out at
twelve.

I said, “That’s a good, significant figure in Christianity and mystic
lore.” Then I noticed that instead of leaving the God idea to the last, I’d got
it up front, but I didn’t pay much attention to that . . . it looked pretty good.

Well, the next meeting comes along; I’d gone on beyond the Steps
trying to amplify them in the rest of that chapter, and I took that chapter
with the Steps in them to the meeting and, boy, pandemonium broke loose:
“What do you mean by changing the program? . . . What about this, what
about that, this thing is overloaded with God. We don’t like this; you’ve got
these guys on their knees—stand them up! A lot of these drunks are scared
to death of being godly. . . . Let’s take God out of it entirely.”

Such were the arguments that we had. Out of that terrific hassle about
the Twelve Steps. . . . That argument caused the introduction of the phrase
which has been a lifesaver by thousands . . . it was certainly none of my



doing. I was on the pious side then, you see, still suffering from this big hot
flash of mine.

The idea of “God as you understand Him” came out of that perfectly
ferocious argument, and we put that into the Steps.

Well, little by little things ground on; little by little the drunks put in the
money; and we kept an office open over in Newark, which was the office of
a defunct business that I’d tried to establish my friend in.

The money ran low at times, though, and little Ruthie Hock worked for
no pay. We gave her plenty of stock in the Works Publishing, of course. All
you had to do is tear it off the pad, par twenty-five; have a week’s salary,
dear.

So, we got around to about January 1939. Somebody said, “Hadn’t we
better test this thing out; hadn’t we better make a prepublication copy, a
multilithic or mimeographed copy of this text, and a few of these stories
that had come in—try it out, you know, on the preacher, on the doctor, the
Catholic Committee on Publications, psychiatrists, policemen, fishwives,
housewives, drunks, everybody. Just to see if we’ve got anything that goes
against the grain anyplace and also to find out if we can’t get some better
ideas here?”

Well, so, the book had passed muster, and the stories came in and
somehow we got them edited; somehow we got the galley together. We got
up to the printing contract. Meanwhile, the drunks had been kind of slow on
those subscription payments and the thing a little further on, I was able to
go up to Charlie Towns where old Doc Silkworth held forth. Charlie
believed in us mightily, so we had put the slug on Charlie for $2,500.

Charlie didn’t want any stocks; he wanted a promissory note on the
book not yet written. So, we tapped Charlie for $2,500, which we routed
around through the Alcoholic Foundation so it could be tax exempt; do you
understand? So, all told, we had blown in, supporting the three of us in an
office to do this job, in these nine months upwards of $6,000, and the
amount in the till was getting very low.

Well, we still had to get it printed. So, we go up to Cornwall Press, the
largest printer in the world, where we’d made previous inquiry, and we
asked about printing, and they said, oh yes, they’d be glad to do it and how
many books would we like? Well, we said, that’s very hard to estimate. Of
course, our membership is very small at the present time and we wouldn’t



sell many to the membership, but, after all, the Reader’s Digest is going to
print a plug about it to twelve million readers. This book should go out in
carloads, Mr. Printer.

Mr. Printer was none other than dear old Mr. Blackwell, one of our great
friends, and Mr. Blackwell said, “Well boys, how much of a down payment
are you going to make? How many books would you like printed?”

“Well,” we said, “we’ll be conservative; let’s print 5,000 of them just to
start with.”

And Mr. Blackwell said, “Well what you going to use for money?” We
said that we wouldn’t need much; I imagine a few hundred dollars on
account would be all right with you, Mr. Blackwell. I told you, after all,
we’re traveling in very good company; you know, we’re friends of Mr.
Rockefeller and all that.

So, Blackwell started printing the 5,000 books; the plates were made
and the galleys were read. Gee, all of a sudden we thought of the Reader’s
Digest, so we go up to the Reader’s Digest ; we walk in on Mr. Kenneth
Paine, and we said, “Mr. Paine, we’re all ready to shoot.”

And Mr. Paine said, “Shoot what? . . . Oh yes.” He said, “I remember
you two, Mr. Parkers and Mr. Wilson. You were the gentlemen up here last
fall.” He said, “I told you that I thought the Reader’s Digest would be
interested in this new work and in this book. But right after you were here, I
consulted our editorial board, and to my great surprise, they didn’t like the
idea at all and I forgot to tell you!”

Oh boy, we had the drunks with $4,500 in it; Charlie Towns hooked for
$2,500; on the cuff with the printer. Maybe $500 left in the bank. . . . What
in the deuce would we do?

Well, this fellow, Morgan Ryan, the good-looking Irishman who had
taken the book over to the Catholic Committee on Publication, had been in
an earlier time a good ad man. And he said, “I know Gabriel Heatter. And
Gabriel Heatter is putting on these three-minute heart-to-heart programs on
the radio.” He said, “I’ll get an interview with Gabriel Heatter. Maybe he’ll
interview me on the radio about all this.”

So, our spirits rose once again. Then all of a sudden we had a big chill.
We thought, well, suppose this Irishman got drunk before Heatter
interviewed him? So, he went over to see Heatter and lo and behold, Heatter
said he would interview him, and then we got still more scared. So, we



rented a room in the downtown Athletic Club and we put Ryan in there with
a day and night guard for ten days.

Meanwhile, boy, our spirits rose again. We could see those books just
going out in carloads. Then my promoter friend said, “Look, there should
be a follow-up on a big thing like this Heatter interview. It’ll be heard all
over the country and national network. I think folks that are the big market
for this book are the doctors, the physicians.” And he said, “I suggest that
we pitch the last $500 that we got in the treasury on a postal card shower,
going to every physician east of the Rocky Mountains. And on this postal
card we will say, ‘Hear all about Alcoholics Anonymous on Gabriel
Heatter’s program—send $3.50 for the book Alcoholics Anonymous, sure-
cure for alcoholism.’”

So, we spent the last $500; the postal card shower went out. They
managed to keep Ryan sober, although he since hasn’t made it. All the
drunks had their ears glued to the radios. The group market in Alcoholics
Anonymous was already saturated because, you see, we had forty-nine
stockholders and they’d all got a book free; then we had twenty-eight guys
with stories and they all got a free book. So we had run out the AA market.
But we could see it moving out in carloads to these doctors and their
patients.

Sure enough, Ryan is interviewed. Heatter pulls out the old tremolo stop
and we could see them book orders coming back in carloads.

Well, we just couldn’t wait to go down to old Post Office Box 658,
Church Street Annex, the address printed in the back of the old book. We
hung to it for about three days and then my friends Hank and little Ruthie
Hock, who some of you remember, and I went over and we looked in Box
658. It wasn’t a locked box; you just looked through the glass. And we
could see in there a few of these postal cards. I had a terrible sinking
sensation. But my friend the promoter, he said, “Why, Bill, they can’t put
all those cards in the box; they’ve got mail bags full of it out there.”

So we go to the clerk and he brings us out twelve lousy postal cards; ten
of them completely illegible, written by doctors, drunkies, monkeys. We
had exactly two orders for the book Alcoholics Anonymous, and we were
absolutely and utterly stony broke.

The sheriff then moved in on the office; poor old Mr. Blackwell
wondered what to do for money, and felt like taking the book over, and at



that very opportune moment, the house in which Lois and I lived was
foreclosed and we and our furniture were set out on the street. And that was
the state of the book Alcoholics Anonymous in the summer of 1939 and the
state of grace that the Wilsons were in.

Moreover, a great cry went up from the drunks: “What about our
$4,500?” And Charlie, who was pretty well off, was even a little uneasy
about that note for $2,500. What would we do? What would we do? Well
we put our goods into storage on the cuff;, we couldn’t even pay the
drayman. An AA lent us his summer camp; another AA lent us his car; the
folks around New York began to pass the hat for groceries for the Wilsons,
for which they supplied us $50 a month. So, we had a lot of discontented
stockholders, $50 a month, a summer camp, and an automobile with which
to revive the falling fortunes of the book Alcoholics Anonymous.

We began to shop around from one magazine to another: Would they
give us some publicity? Nobody bit, and it looked like the whole dump was
going to be foreclosed—book, office, Wilsons, everything.

When one of the boys in New York who happened to be a little bit
prosperous at the time, and who had a fashionable clothing business on
Fifth Avenue, which we learned was mostly on mortgage, having drunk
nearly all of it up. One of those guys, Bert Taylor, saved us. I went to Bert
one day, and I said, “Bert, there is a promise of an article in Liberty
Magazine; 1 just got it today, but it wouldn’t come out until next September.
It’s going to be called ‘Alcoholics and God’; it’ll be printed by Fulton
Oursler, the editor of Liberty Magazine. Bert, when that piece is printed,
why, these books will go out in carload lots. We need $1,000 real bad to get
us through the summer.”

Well, Bert said, “You’re sure that that article is going to be printed,
aren’t you?”

“Oh yes,” I said, “that’s positive.”

He said, “Okay, I haven’t got the dough but there’s this man down in
Baltimore, Mr. Cochran, he’s . . . a customer of mine, he buys his pants in
here. Let me call him up.”

Bert gets on long distance with Mr. Cochran in Baltimore, a very
wealthy man, and he says, “Mr. Cochran, from time to time I mentioned this
alcoholic fellowship to which I belong. Our fellowship has just come out
with a magnificent new textbook, a sure cure for alcoholism. Mr. Cochran,



it’s something that we think every public library in America should have,
and Mr. Cochran, the retail price of the book is $2.50. Mr. Cochran, if
you’ll just buy a couple of thousand of those books and put them in the
large libraries, of course we would sell them for that purpose at a
considerable discount.” Well, Mr. Cochran said he didn’t think he’d care to
do that.

And then Bert said, “Mr. Cochran, some publicity will come out next
fall about this new book Alcoholics Anonymous, but in the meantime, these
books are moving rather slowly and we need, say, $1,000 to tide us over.
Would you loan the Works Publishing Company $1,000?”

Mr. Cochran said, “Well, what does the balance sheet look like of this
Works Publishing Company?” And after he learned what the Works
Publishing looked like, Mr. Cochran said, “No thanks.”

So Bert then said, “Now, Mr. Cochran, you know me. Would you loan
the money to me on the credit of my business?”

“Why, certainly,” Mr. Cochran said. “Send down your note, Mr. Taylor.”
So Bert hocked the business that a year or two later was to go broke anyway
and he saved the book Alcoholics Anonymous. He turned the thousand
dollars over to us. We lasted until the Liberty article came in.

Eight hundred inquiries came in as a result of that; we moved a few
books and we barely squeaked through the year 1939. In all this period, we
heard nothing from John D. Rockefeller. Meanwhile, there had been
foundation meeting after foundation meeting, too bad we were having such
a hard time, but no dough. When all of a sudden, in about February 1940,
Mr. Richardson came to a trustees meeting and he said, “I have great news.”

Mr. Rockefeller, who we hadn’t heard from since 1937, we were told
had been watching us all this time with immense interest. Moreover, Mr.
Rockefeller would like to give this fellowship a dinner to which he would
invite his friends to see the beginnings of this new and promising start.

Then Mr. Richardson produced the invitation list. Listed were the
president of Chase Bank, Wendell Wilkie, and all kinds of very prominent
people, many of them extremely rich. I mean, a quick look at the list, I
figured would add up to a couple of billion dollars. So, we felt maybe at
last, you know, there would be some money in sight. So, the dinner came,
and we got Harry Emerson Fosdick, who had reviewed the AA book down
there, and he gave us a wonderful plug. Dr. Kennedy came and spoke on the



medical attitudes. He’d seen a very hopeless gal, Marty Mann, recover, one
of his patients. I got up and talked about life among the “anonymie,” and
the bankers, assembled seventy-five strong and in great wealth, sat at the
table with the alcoholics.

The bankers had come probably as a sort of command performance, and
they were a little suspicious that perhaps this was another Prohibition deal,
but they warmed up under the influence of the alcoholics.

Mr. Ryan, the hero of the Heatter episode and still sober, for example, at
his table was asked by a distinguished banker, “Why, Mr. Ryan, we
presumed that you were in the banking business.”

Mr. Ryan says, “Not at all sir; I’m just out of Great Stone Asylum.”

Well, that intrigued the bankers and they were all warming up fine. But
unfortunately, Mr. Rockefeller couldn’t get to the dinner. He was sick
actually, quite sick that night, and he sent his son, a wonderful gent, Nelson
Rockefeller, in his place instead.

After the show was over and everyone was in fine form, and we were all
ready again for the big touch. Nelson Rockefeller got up and, speaking for
his father, said, “My father sends word that he is so sorry that he cannot be
here tonight but so glad that so many of his friends can see the beginnings
of this great and wonderful thing. Something,” Nelson Rockefeller said,
“that affected his life more than almost anything that had crossed his path.”

A stupendous plug that was! Then said Nelson, “But fortunately,
gentlemen, this is a work that proceeds on goodwill. It requires no money.”
Whereupon, the $2 billion got up and walked out. That was a terrific
letdown, but we weren’t let down very long.

Again, the hand of Providence had intervened. Right after the dinner,
Mr. Rockefeller asked that the talks be published and the pamphlets. He
approached the rather defunct Works Publishing Company and said he
would like to buy 400 books to send to all of the bankers who had come to
the dinner and all who had not.

Seeing that this was for a good purpose, we let him have the books
cheap. He bought them cheaper than anybody has since. We sold 400 books
to John D. Rockefeller Jr. for $1 apiece to send his banker friends. So, he
sent out the books, the pamphlets, and with it, he wrote a personal letter and
signed every doggone one of them.



And in this letter he again recited how glad he was that his friends had
been able to see this great beginning of what he thought would be a
wonderful thing, how deeply it had affected him, and then he said, “But
fortunately, gentlemen, this is a work of goodwill. It needs little, if any,
money. Perhaps a slight amount of temporary help. I am giving these good
people $1,000.” So, the bankers all received Mr. Rockefeller’s letter; they
all counted it up on the cuff. “Well, if John D. is giving $1,000, me with
only a few millions, I should send these boys about $10!” Some did. One
who had an alcoholic relative in tow sent us as high as $300. So, with Mr.
Rockefeller’s $1,000 plus the solicitation of all the rest of these bankers, we
got together the princely sum of $3,000, which was the first outside
contribution to the Alcoholic Foundation.

And that $3,000 was divided equally between Smithy and me so that we
could keep going somehow. We solicited that dinner list for five years and
got about $3,000 a year out of it for five years.

At the end of that time, we were able to say to Mr. Rockefeller, “We
don’t need any more money. The book income is helping to support our
office; the groups are contributing to fill in; the royalties are taking care of
Dr. Bob and Bill Wilson. We don’t need any more money.”

Now, you see, Mr. Rockefeller’s decision not to give us money saved
this society. He gave of himself. He gave of himself at a time when he was
under public ridicule for his views about alcohol. He said to the whole
world, “This is good.” The story went out on the wires all over the world.
People ran into the bookstores to get the new book and, boy, we really
began to get some book orders. An awful lot of inquiries came into the little
office there at Vesey Street. The book money began to pay to answer them.

We hired one more to help. There was Ruthie, another gal, and me. And
then comes Jack Alexander with his terrific article in the Saturday Post.
Then came an immense flood of inquiries . . . 6,000 or 7,000 of them. And
Alcoholics Anonymous had become a national institution.

Such is the story of the preparation of the book Alcoholics Anonymous
and of its subsequent effect, you all have some notion. The proceeds of that
book have repeatedly saved the office in New York. But, it isn’t the money
that has come out of it that matters; it is the message that it carries in it that
has transcended the mountains and the sea and is even, at this moment,
lighting candles in dark caverns and on distant beaches.






The Publication of Alcoholics Anonymous: A Short
History

ccording to ‘Pass It On’: The Story of Bill Wilson and How the A.A.
Message Reached the World, “Bill always said that more than 100 titles

were considered for the book.” Among those considered were “One
Hundred Men,” “The Empty Glass,” “The Dry Way,” “The Dry Life,” “Dry

Frontiers,” “The Way Out,” and “The Bill W. Movement.” !

In her memoir Lois Remembers, Lois Wilson tells us that, since “100 or
so members had been sober for two or three years . . . the name ‘100 Men’
seemed appropriate until one woman, Florence, joined the group and
objected.” She adds that ““The Way Out’ was popular for a while, but Bill
thought it trite,” and that Bill once wanted to call the book “The Wilson

Movement” and to sign it as author.2

Bill Wilson believed that Joe W., a New Yorker writer, was the one who
conceived the title Alcoholics Anonymous in October 1938. There is,
however, a July 18, 1938, letter from Dr. Richards of Johns Hopkins
showing that Bill was, at that time, already using this as the working title of
the book and, perhaps, also as the name of the Fellowship. Though
“thinking up titles for the book was a great game,” according to Lois
Wilson, “the New York group had [already] labeled itself a nameless bunch

of drunks,” so “Alcoholics Anonymous” was quite fitting.3
According to biographer Susan Cheever, the top choices were “The Way
Out” and “Alcoholics Anonymous.” Cheever confirms Lois’s belief that



Bill “was overwhelmingly in favor of the latter, but he knew his

enthusiastic endorsement sometimes backfired among his members.”*

According to ‘Pass It On,’

The choices quickly boiled down to “The Way Out,”
favored by a majority in Akron, and “Alcoholics
Anonymous,” preferred by most in New York. When a
vote was taken in the two groups, “The Way Out”
prevailed by a bare majority. . . . [Bill Wilson] asked Fitz,
who lived near Washington, D.C., to check titles in the
Library of Congress. . . . Fitz is supposed to have replied
by telegram to the effect that the Library of Congress had
25 books entitled “The Way Out,” 12 entitled “The Way,”
and none called “Alcoholics Anonymous.” That settled the
matter; nobody wanted to struggle with the burden of

being simply another “way out.”?

Niles Peebles, author of Dr. Bob and the Good Oldtimers,6 quotes Bill
Wilson saying that the biblical Book of James was read each morning by
Dr. Bob’s wife, Anne, and notes that “the Book of James was a favorite with
early A.A.’s—so much so that ‘“The James Club’ was favored by some as a

name for the Fellowship.”7

Bill Wilson came to think of the battle over the title as “a big brouhaha”
that was taking up too much of his time, so he quietly kept to the title
Alcoholics Anonymous. Dr. Bob seems to have agreed with Bill, according
to a member named John, who observes that another member named Wally
grew “sore” when learning that Bill and Dr. Bob had already settled on the
name while others were still arguing about it. A member named Elgie
similarly reports that

Doc and Bill would sashay around and never say a word.
They’d ooze in and out of situations and let everybody just
fight tooth and nail. All the while, it was going to be a
certain way, and that was it. When they announced it,
everybody would accept it, and that was the end of it. But



in the meantime, the other A.A.’s thought they had
something to say about it and they would fight battles

galore.8

The protracted battle over the title yields some irony since, as we will
see, the name “Big Book” was soon to be coined and preferred among
members of the Fellowship.

THE FOUR EDITIONS OF ALCOHOLICS ANONYMOUS

THE FIRST EDITION

The first edition of the Big Book, hardbound in red cloth, was published on
April 10, 1939. “Alcoholics Anonymous” appeared in gilt lettering on the
front cover and top of the spine. On the bottom of the spine was printed
“Works Publishing Company.” Since the book was four hundred pages long
with extra-wide margins, and made especially thick by heavy stock paper, it
came to be known as the Big Book.

Bill Wilson jokingly said of the large size of the book that “the idea was
to convince the alcoholic purchaser that he was indeed getting his money’s

worth!”?

The price of the first edition was $3.50, and 4,650 copies were printed
(5,000 copies were ordered).

Only the first printing of the first edition of the Big Book was printed
with a red cover. Other printings of the first edition came in green, light
blue, and dark blue until the sixth printing in June 1944 when it was
decicded that only dark blue would be used from then on.

The title page provided the subtitle: The Story of How More Than One
Hundred Men Have Recovered from Alcoholism.

Mitchell K. describes the process for developing the Big Book dust
jacket:

Ray C., a New York artist was “commissioned” to design
the Dust Jacket for the book. One of the first design
submissions showed a man marching forward with fists
clenched and a determined look on his face. In the



background was a bottle with another man trapped inside.
The name, Alcoholics Anonymous was in red across most
of the cover and “Their Pathway to a Cure” was on the
lower right-hand corner. Ray also designed what became
known as the “Circus” Dust jacket, the one that was
eventually used. This cover was red, yellow, black and

white with just the name, Alcoholics Anonymous on top.10

THE “PATHWAYS” FRONT COVER
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THE “CIRCUS” FRONT COVER

This “circus” dust jacket was used for all sixteen printings of the first
edition that occurred between 1939 and 1954. Here is a list of all sixteen
first-edition printings:

First-Edition Printing Data



PRIMNTING MONTHAYEAR APPROXIMATE NUMEER OF COPIES

1st April 1938 4,650™M
2nd March 1941 5,000
Jrd June 1942 5,000
4th March 1943 5,000
ath January 1944 5,000
Gth June 1944 5,000
fth January 1945 5,000
8th February 1945 20,000
ath January 1946 20,750
10th August 1946 25,000
11th June 1947 25,000
12th October 1948 42,350
13th February 1950 50,000
14th July 1951 49,800
15th January 1954 16,242
16th August 1954 15,700
Put in Stock 1955 584
Total 300,076

TEXTUAL CHANGES IN THE FIRST EDITION

Several important changes occurred in the various first-edition printings.

The word “experience” in the Twelfth Step was changed to
“awakening” in the second printing done in March 1941, and appendix 2,
“The Spiritual Experience,” was added to explain that change.

In addition, the phrase “and Women” was added to the subtitle of the
second printing, so that it read, “The Story of How More Than One
Hundred Men and Women Have Recovered from Alcoholism.”

In the eleventh printing of 1947, the word “ex-alcoholic” on page 28,
and at several other places in the 1939 first edition, was changed to read
“ex-problem drinker.”

In later years, additional changes were made. Misspellings and
punctuation were corrected. Updates on membership figures, new addresses
for the central office in New York City, and new forewords were added for
each new edition, together with six appendices.

Many in AA mistakenly believe that the first 164 pages, considered by
most to be the basic text of the Fellowship, have remained unchanged.



However, it is the true that proposals to “modernize” the 1930s language, or
to rewrite the book to make it gender-neutral or otherwise “politically
correct,” have not taken place since the majority of AA members adhere to
the “if it works, don’t fix it” principle.

THE SECOND EDITION

The second edition of the Big Book was published in 1955. Beginning with
this edition, new personal stories were added and others dropped. However,
the essential AA story structure—“what we used to be like, what happened,
and what we are like now”—is a constant across all editions. AA writers
connect with the reader of the Big Book by sharing their stories of
drunkenness followed by recovery, so that the newcomer is attracted to the
“experience, strength, and hope” imparted by each contributor’s story.

The dust jacket on the second and later editions characterizes the Big
Book as “the Basic Text for Alcoholics Anonymous.” Though Bill Wilson’s
story (“Bill’s Story”) has always been the first chapter of the Big Book
(with the remaining personal stories following the chapters of the basic
text), a second section of stories, titled “They Stopped in Time,” was added
to the second edition. AA was to say that this second group of stories “may
help you to decide whether you are alcoholic; also, whether A.A. is for

you.”12

It should also be noted here that the first personal story has always been
that of Dr. Bob Smith, AA’s cofounder, and that the section containing
stories from the founding era was later titled “Pioneers of A.A.”

The 1955 second edition sported a new and more conservative dust
jacket, with white lettering on a dark blue background. Some printings had
a solid blue reverse side enabling the dust jacket to be reversed and thus
protect the reader from being identified as an alcoholic. All sixteen
printings of the second edition used this blue and white dust jacket, and so
did all printings of the third edition.

Second-Edition Printings



PRIMNTING YEAR APPROXIMATE NUMEER OF COPIES

1st 1955 & 1956 28,853 & 23,575
2nd 1957 & 1958 21,565 & 20,656
3rd 1959 23,231
4th 1960 & 1961 24,575 & 27,085
5th 1962 30,000
6th 1963 & 1964 32,105 & 32,509
7th 1965 29,900
8th 1966 34,948
oth 1967 & 1968 38,446 & 41,915
10th 1969 48,197
11th 1970 54,725
12th 1971 69,104
13th 1972 84,908
14th-15th 1973 110,297
16th 1974 & 1975 137,548 & 176,274
Total 1,090,416

THE THIRD AND FOURTH EDITIONS

A third section, titled “They Lost Nearly All,” first appeared in the third
edition and was described as follows:

The thirteen stories in this group tell of alcoholism at its
miserable worst.

Many tried everything—hospitals, special treatments,
sanitariums, asylums, and jails. Nothing worked.
Loneliness, great physical and mental agony—these were
the common lot. Most had taken shattering losses on
nearly every front of life. Some went on trying to live with
alcohol. Others wanted to die.

Alcoholism had respected nobody, neither rich nor
poor, learned nor unlettered. All found themselves headed
for the same destruction, and it seemed they could do
nothing whatever to stop it.

Now sober for years, they tell us how they got well.
They prove to almost anyone’s satisfaction that it’s never



too late to try Alcoholics Anonymous.13

The third edition was published in 1976, and went through seventy-four

printings through 2001, with sales of 11,698,000 copies.14

The fourth edition, first published in October 2001, retained the three
parts of the third-edition personal stories, and added a wide range of
contemporary stories. By August 2006, AA had published a total of
eighteen hardcover printings of the fourth edition, with its new blue and
yellow cover. At this writing, the total print run has been 2,940,629.

In the course of publishing the four editions of the Big Book, AA
dropped fifty-six stories and added a number of new ones. In 2003,
Alcoholics Anonymous World Services, Inc. (AAWS) republished the fifty-
six deleted stories in a book titled Experience, Strength, &Hope: Stories
from the First Three Editions of Alcoholics Anonymous.

OTHER PUBLICATIONS OF THE BIG BOOK

The first language that the Big Book was translated into was Spanish,
and a braille edition was published as early as 1956. AA Archives show
unconfirmed records for a Norwegian translation in 1950 that may not have
been published until 1953 or 1954. To date, the Big Book has been
translated into fifty-two languages, and more translations are in progress.
AA pamphlets and other literature have been translated into more than
eighty languages. AAs in England, Australia, and other countries have
published their own Big Book, usually including stories of AA cofounders
Bill W. and Dr. Bob, as well as stories from Fellowship members in their
own country.

The first pocket softcover Big Book was published in 1986 and was
often called the “pocketbook edition.” By 2001, AA had sold 5,858,505 of
this pocketbook third edition, and by July 2007, 681,689 copies of the
pocketbook fourth edition had been sold. AA offered the first Big Book on
audiotapes in 1989, published the first large-print Big Book in 1990, and
created the first CD version in 2002. The current catalog of AA
Conference-Approved Literature offers twelve different publications of the
Big Book, and the Web sites of AA and a multitude of other groups make it
possible to read and search the Big Book text online.



There is one very special “edition” of the Big Book that is neither
printed nor produced electronically, and that is the AA member himself or
herself. A number of AA old-timers would agree that “You yourself may be
the only Big Book the new person sees.” Every Fellowship member is thus
a walking Big Book. Example is a powerful attractor and transmitter.
Indeed, AA’s Eleventh Tradition declares, “Our public relations policy is
based on attraction rather than promotion.”

THE PROSPECTUS AND THE STOCK CERTIFICATE

To raise the money needed to publish Alcoholics Anonymous, Henry
Parkhurst and Bill Wilson came up with the idea of selling stock in an

enterprise they called Works Publishing Company.15

In late 1938 or early 1939, the company produced a sixteen-page
pamphlet—really a prospectus for what today would be called an initial
public offering (IPO) of stock—titled simply “Alcoholics Anonymous.”
This prospectus declared the “establishment of a trust known as The
Alcoholic Foundation” to administer the financial affairs of a company to
be called “The One Hundred Men Corporation” whose purpose was to
publish a book, what they then called “One Hundred Men,” which later
became the Big Book.

The prospectus indicated that the foundation would “receive an author’s
royalty as a donation for the furtherance of the work,” and also declared
that “anyone must agree with a former editor of the New York Times, who,

after reading the first two chapters, predicted a sensational sale.”16
The prospectus outlined the early history of the alcoholic Fellowship
and presented seven publicity ideas, including the claim that, since the

Fellowship had been instrumental in producing one hundred sober men,17 it
could have a significant effect on what were at the time more than one
million U.S. alcoholics.

A share of stock cost $25, and the prospectus boasted that “one estimate
has been made of half a million volumes within two years time. Should this
come, over nine-hundred dollars per share would be returned.” Bill Wilson
later admitted that at that time they “did not sell even one of our proposed
600 shares of Works Publishing, cheap as we claimed it was,” citing New



York alcoholics who said, “You fellows have certainly got nerve. What

made you think that we would buy stock in a book not yet written?”18

The final page of the prospectus consisted of a subscription form for the
purchase of stock:

Here we see a reproduction of one of the $25 stock certificates:




There are a number of differing views about how the Big Book was
actually financed. It is also unclear what the actual publishing and royalty
rights were, or how well the objectives of Bill Wilson and his partner were
met with regard to them. Though the details are too unwieldy to address
here, it is interesting to see how the Northern New Jersey General Service
Area 44 Web site describes the stock offering:

Board Trustee Frank Amos arranged a meeting between
Bill and Eugene Exman (Religious Editor of Harper
Brothers publishers). Exman offered Bill a $1,500 advance
($19,400 in 2003 dollars) on the rights to the book. The
Alcoholic Foundation Board urged acceptance of the offer.
Instead, Hank P and Bill formed Works Publishing Co. and
sold stock at $25 par value ($325 in 2003 dollars). 600
shares were issued: Hank and Bill received 200 shares
each, 200 shares were sold to others. Later, 30 shares of
preferred stock, at $100 par value ($1,300 in 2003 dollars),
were sold as well. To mollify the board, it was decided that
the author’s royalty (which would ordinarily be Bill’s)

could go to the Alcoholic Foundation. 19

You can read Bill Wilson’s perspective on all of this in the transcript of
his talk at the Texas State AA convention in 1954, which begins on page
205 of this book.

EARLY BOOK REVIEWS

Free publicity for the Fellowship was a high priority in the early days. In
1939, Bill and Hank were talking with editors of Reader’s Digest, Good
Housekeeping, and The Saturday Evening Post magazines. All had huge
national circulations, so an article in any of them about the forthcoming
book would have been phenomenal. However, “the first break,” as Bill
Wilson put it, was to come from elsewhere:

In September 1939, Liberty magazine, then headed by our
great friend-to-be Fulton Oursler, carried a piece called



“Alcoholics and God,” written by one Morris Markey.
There was an instant response. About 800 letters from

alcoholics and their families poured in.20

The Liberty article began by declaring, “Is there hope for habitual

drunkards? A cure that borders on the miraculous—and it works!”2!
According to Lois Wilson, “Liberty was swamped with mail. It
forwarded 800 inquiries, including 350 book orders, to the small Works

Publishing Company office.”?2 In his biography, Francis Hartigan writes of
the Big Book’s early success as taking place in fits and starts:

The book may not have been selling, but there were some
small victories on the AA front . . . Harry Emerson
Fosdick wrote a glowing review, and its appearance in
religious journals and other religious publications garnered
AA some extremely positive recognition. Even so,
virtually no books were sold. . . . On June 25, 1939,
Alcoholics Anonymous received a favorable review in The
New York Times, but it didn’t sell any books. . . . [After the
Liberty magazine article], the Cleveland Plain Dealer ran
the first of a series of articles on AA, backed with
editorials praising the organization. . . . The Plain Dealer
articles produced hundreds of responses in the greater
Cleveland area. . . . In February 1940, reviews in
Newsweek and Time also produced some inquiries and

sales, though they remained modest.2>

A famous article about AA written by Jack Alexander in the March 1,
1941, issue of The Saturday Evening Post produced hundreds of inquiries,
and AA saw its membership jump from approximately 2,000 to 8,000 in
just a year’s time. In the New York Times, Percy Hutchison said that the
program was “more soundly based psychologically than other treatment of

the subject I have ever come upon.”24
And William D. Silkworth, the doctor who wrote the two letters in “The
Doctor’s Opinion” section of the Big Book, also published an essay, called



“A New Approach to Psychotherapy in Chronic Alcoholism,” in the
scholarly Journal-Lancet in July 1939. Here, Silkworth mentioned the new
book called Alcoholics Anonymous and spoke of its potential to grow in
influence:

By contacting personally those who are getting results
from the book, these ex-alcoholics expect to establish new
centers. Experience has shown that as soon as any
community contains three or four active members, growth
is inevitable, for the good reason that each member feels
he must work with other alcoholics or perhaps perish

himself. 25

One of America’s most prominent religious leaders, Dr. Harry Emerson
Fosdick, reviewed “this extraordinary book” in 1939 and wrote, “Gothic
cathedral windows are not the sole things which can be truly seen only from
within. Alcoholism is another. All outside views are clouded and unsure.
Only one who has been an alcoholic and has escaped the thralldom can

interpret the expelrience.”26

In an October 14, 1939, article, the Journal of the American Medical
Association offered the following dismissive praise for Alcoholics
Anonymous: “The one valid thing in the book is the recognition of the
seriousness of addiction to alcohol. Other than this, the book has no

scientific merit or interest.”2”

The September 1940 issue of the Journal of Nervous and Mental
Diseases also slammed the Big Book with the following statement: “Of the
inner meaning of alcoholism there is hardly a word. It is all the surface

material,”28 However, a fall 1940 review in the News-Letter of the
American Association of Psychiatric Social Workers was laudatory, saying,
“There is a sincerity and enthusiasm about the writing of this work that
commands attention. Alcoholics Anonymous seems to have succeeded in
cases where the physician, the clergyman, the psychiatrist, or the social

worker have faﬂed.”29



BIG BOOK ANNIVERSARY PRESENTATIONS

Beginning in 1973, AA began presenting millionth copies of the Big Book
to individuals it believed had made important contributions to AA and to
the study and treatment of alcoholism. Here is a partial list of such
presentations, with some selected commentary:
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One millionth Dr. John L. Norris, Richard M. Nixon April 16, 1973
Nonalcoholic Chair, ULS. President
AA GS Board (at the White House)

Two millionth Lois Wilson Joseph Califano Jr., June 6, 1979
U.5. Secretary of Health,

Education, and Welfare

During the presentation of the two-millionth Big Book, Secretary
Califano said,

I am asking all of our federally supported treatment
programs to seek out A.A. organizations in the areas they
serve, and to work with them so that recovering alcoholics
leaving our programs will be fully aware of the support
A.A. stands ready to give. . . . I am directing that in the
guidelines for federal grants supporting treatment
programs, and in the review process that determines the
award of these grants, the supporting role of Alcoholics
Anonymous be recognized and specific cooperative

arrangements be spelled out.30
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Five millionth AA Fellowship Rurh Hock, July 1985

nonalcoholic,
first AA secretary

Ruth Hock said that the Big Book would not have been written without
Bill Wilson and that it would not have been published without Hank



Parkhurst. Parkhurst wrote all but the opening paragraph of the chapter “To
Employers,” and his personal story, “The Unbeliever,” was in all sixteen

printings of the first edition.3!
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Ten millionth Michael Alexander, Nell Wing, July 1990
nonalcohalic, first AA archivist,
acting chair, AA AA Inrernational

Seartle, WA

Fifteen millionch Jim Estelle, Ellie Maorris, April 21, 1996
nonalcohaolic, widow of former
acting chair G5B Chairman
AA G5B D John L. Norris

Twenty millionth Elaine Johnson, Ph.D., Al-Anon July 2, 2000
nonalcoholic, Family Groups
AA International Minneapolis, MN

AA G5B vice-chair

Twenty-five Allen Aulr, Jill Brown July 1, 2005
millionth class A trustee, Toronto, CA
warden,

San QQuentin Prison

A 2005 newsletter from the General Service Office of AA reports the
presentation of the twenty-five millionth copy:

In 1942, Warden Clinton Duffy of San Quentin Prison
pioneered the first A.A. group behind prison walls.
Twenty-eight inmates were present at that first meeting in
September 1942; today [September 2005], there are 2,562
prison groups and over 70,000 inmate A.A. members. . . .
Class A (nonalcoholic) trustee Allen Ault, in appreciation
of Warden Duffy for his contribution to helping alcoholics,
presented the 25 millionth copy of the Big Book,
Alcoholics Anonymous, to Warden Jill Brown of San



Quentin, “on behalf of all the correctional facilities and
their inmate populations where the A.A. message of hope

is welcorned.”32

Through the years, then, sales of the Big Book have been the focus of
celebrations and commemorations that highlight its tremendous impact.
And, given the fun-loving character of many AA members, it has been the
focus of lighthearted and mildly irreverent moments as well. AA historian
Charles Bishop Jr. recalls a West Virginia AA conference where the main
speaker was an AA member with fifty years of sobriety, who had written
numerous AA Grapevine articles. After his talk, the old-timer was given a
Big Book signed by many present. Accepting the gift, he jokingly replied,
“Gee, thanks. I’'ve always wanted to read this book.” The laughter that
followed typifies the lightheartedness and recurring humor in the
Alcoholics Anonymous Fellowship. For, as Bill Wilson himself wrote, “We

aren’t a glum lot.”33

NON-AA PUBLISHERS OF THE BIG BOOK

An event in 1985 sent shock waves through the Fellowship and Alcoholics
Anonymous World Services, Inc.: Jon S. of Akron published a replica of the
1939 first-edition Big Book. Jon discovered that AAWS had failed to renew
the original copyright and so the book was now in the public domain; this
meant that, as in the case of the Authorized (King James) Version of the
Bible, anyone could reprint it. The first-edition copyright had expired in
1967, and the second-edition copyright in 1983. The General Service
Conference of AA recommended in 1977 that “publication of a facsimile of
the first edition of the Big Book should NOT be undertaken as it would

destroy the sentimental value of the actual first edition.”34

Nonetheless, Jon’s company, Carry The Message, published a reprint of
the first edition and titled it, Alcoholics Anonymous, 50th anniversary of Big
Book, 1985 facsimile of the original red 1939 first edition. The book was
hardbound in red cloth and had a reproduction of the “circus” dust jacket.

In 1992, Intergroup World Service, Inc. (not affiliated with AAWS) of
Croton Falls, New York, reprinted the 1939 first edition of the AA Big



Book in paperback. IWS sold it for $2.50 or in quantity for 55¢ to 85¢. This
edition included the foreword, “The Doctor’s Opinion,” the first 179 pages
(the 1955 second edition marked the shift to 164 pages for the book’s first
half, ending with “A Vision for You”), and Dr. Bob’s story, and also
contained a U.S. and Canadian phone list in the back. IWS sold thousands.
Many AA groups bought as many as 100 copies at a time and gave them
away. In the first year alone, IWS gave away about 2,000 copies and sold
the remainder of the initial printing of 4,500. The cost per book to IWS
(including printing, paper, cover material, and shipping) was 45¢.

THE BIG BOOK INDEXES AND CONCORDANCE

AA members are prone to quoting from the Big Book, and their need for
quick and accurate quotes inevitably led to the publication of numerous
indexes. Some were simple bookmarks with twenty or thirty key words or
quotes and page numbers in the Big Book. Others were booklets.

The largest and most comprehensive concordance is A Concordance to
“Alcoholics Anonymous,” compiled by Stephen A. Poe and Frances E. Poe,
955 pages. Now out of print, this book sported pages in three columns and
enabled the reader to look up any word or phrase in the third edition of the
Big Book. None of these sources has achieved the status of “AA
Conference-approved literature,” and AAWS has declined to publish either
an index or a concordance to the Big Book.

THE AAWS PAPERBACK TRAIL

In 1993, the Literature Committee of the General Service Conference
recommended that AAWS produce a pocket-sized paperback version of the
Big Book with all front matter (preface, various forewords, and “The
Doctor’s Opinion”), basic text, Dr. Bob’s story, and appendices. But in
1958, in a floor action, the conference had recommended that a paperback
edition of the Big Book not be published. In 1976, the Literature Committee
and the conference in a floor action recommended that AA keep the Big
Book as is and not publish a paperback edition. Again, in 1987, a
conference committee concluded that although there was some desire to
publish the first 181 pages of the Big Book in softcover, there was not

sufficient need at that time.35



So, for thirty-five years, AAWS did not reprint the Big Book in
paperback. However, less than a year after IWS published its paperback
reprint, AAWS did print its own paperback edition. AAWS’s first printing
of the newly AA-approved paperback was 100,000 copies. Interestingly,
AAWS used the same printing company as IWS: Rose Printing of
Tallahassee, Florida. The completed AAWS book had sixteen fewer pages
than the IWS paperback. Thus, the AAWS paperback was printed at the
identical plant, on the identical presses, and bound in the same bindery by
the same workers.

As of 2008, AAWS continues to print its paperback. There had been a
substantial dispute between IWS and AAWS over the matter of publishing a
paperback; however, in 1995, the dispute was settled. Shortly thereafter,
IWS was dissolved, and a publisher called the Anonymous Press took over
printing the former IWS paperback as well as a replica of the original 1939
Big Book in both hardback and softcover. According to John G. of IWS, the

Anonymous Press continues to sell thousands of Copies.36

Two other books with small print runs reprinted portions of the original
AA Big Book. In one case, a spiral-bound book without a named publisher
appeared on the scene. It contained a reproduction of the “circus” cover,
front page, and back cover of the Works Publishing, Inc., first edition. It
also contained a replica of the blue and white cover of the second edition, as
well as two pages with material on the first twenty-nine meetings in
Cleveland and a list of other meetings. Some identifying notes follow:

This is a complete set of stories no longer in print as they
appeared in the first and second editions of the Big Book
of Alcoholics Anonymous.

This is a collection of 32 original stories, seven from
the First Edition of the Big Book of Alcoholics
Anonymous. These stories are not in the Third Edition. We
hope they may be helpful for all men and women who
have a desire to continue to stay sober today. This is the
sole purpose of this effort!!! June, 1992.

Another book with a small print run was titled A Simple Program: A
Contemporary Translation of the Book “Alcoholics Anonymous” by “J.,”



1st ed. (New York: Hyperion, 1996), paperback, 162 pages.

THE ISSUE OF “AA GENERAL SERVICE CONFERENCE-
APPROVED LITERATURE”

In 1951, AA’s General Service Conference Literature Committee
recommended that AA literature have conference approval. Such approval
can be denoted in a number of ways in AA publications. One example can
be found on the copyright page of the fourth edition of Alcoholics
Anonymous. Another example can be found in Came to Believe, and still
another in The Co-Founders of Alcoholics Anonymous: Biographical
Sketches: Their Last Major Talks.

For some reason, many in the AA Fellowship have come to view the
phrase “Conference-approved literature” as a dictum that excludes from AA
discussion and AA literature tables any literature that does not carry this
mark of AA endorsement. However, AA has no index of forbidden books.
Nonetheless, ever since the 1951 recommendation, the phrase “This is AA
General Service Conference-approved literature” has often been
misunderstood in its application to so-called outside literature. Every AA
group is autonomous and thus can read and sell whatever the group
conscience decides. The General Service Conference cannot approve or

disapprove any books published outside of AA37

The Big Book existed long before the General Service Conference.38
And before the Big Book or any “conference-approved” literature was
published, members of Alcoholics Anonymous often read the Bible,
devotionals such as the Upper Room, The Runners Bible, and My Utmost
for His Highest, as well as The Varieties of Religious Experience by

William James,39 The Meaning of Prayer by Fosdick, The Imitation of
Christ by Thomas a Kempis, and Sermon on the Mount by Emmet Fox.
They also read four “Pamphlets Published by AA OF AKRON,” published

in Akron, Ohio.40

AA members still read these and a host of other books. As Bill Wilson
writes in the Big Book’s first edition, “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.”41

AA RESEARCH AND WRITING

In 1979, Hazelden Educational Services published Ernest Kurtz’s title Not-
God: A History of Alcoholics Anonymous. Kurtz had been given extensive
access to the archives of the General Service Office of Alcoholics
Anonymous. His book became the inspiration for a subsequent, phenomenal
explosion of research, collecting, writing, archiving, and educating about

the history of this “bunch of nameless drunks”42

on the modern world.

Hundreds of Fellowship members and alcoholism treatment
professionals began pouring out a rainbow of books, and many—Ilaypeople,
professionals, even critics—have since became collectors and archivists of
AA’s history. Many have published commentaries on the Big Book itself.

Publications have been breathtaking in scope—biographies,
autobiographies, histories, meditation books and pamphlets, Twelve Step
guides, indexes and bibliographies, and thousands of scholarly journal
articles. There has been renewed research into pre-AA organizations, such
as the Washingtonian Temperance Society and the Oxford Group. Today’s
Internet abounds with resources: As of February 29, 2009, a Google search
yields over 2,650,000 hits for Alcoholics Anonymous.

But as these various publications and commentaries come and go, we
will always return to the source, the Big Book, the book that started it all.

and its profound influence
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