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 On New Year’s Eve, December 31, 1992, I went through my house – each shelf, cabinet, 

cupboard – and pulled out everything that had alcohol in it. It wasn’t that I thought I had 

a drinking problem. Never mind that I’d wrecked a car, ruined my employment record, 

put my kids at risk, and alienated myself from friends. It just struck me that no-more-

alcohol seemed like a good New Year’s resolution. So, down the sink went the whiskey 

and wine, the vanilla I used for baking, the Tylenol and Nyquil from the bathroom 

medicine chest. I was determined to be thorough.  

     A month later my brother, who had been through court-ordered rehab for his 

alcoholism, gave me an AA coin recognizing my first month of sobriety. Although the 

gift seemed thoughtful, I had no idea why he thought it applied to me.  

     Then, a year or two later, I caught a cold, was given doctor-prescribed cough syrup, 

and three things happened. For starters, no sooner had the first dose gone down my 

throat than I felt myself drifting into a welcoming fog, warmed like I had been given a 

big hug, like I’d come home after a long absence, like all was wonderfully right with the 

world. Second, that overwhelming euphoria was instantly followed by a frightening 

awareness of what I had refused to acknowledge: alcohol was clearly not my friend. 

And third, I was hit with a tsunami of guilt for what my drinking had done to family, 

others, myself.  

     At my first AA meeting, I felt like a fish out of water. Maybe I drank too much, but 

surely I wasn’t as messed up as these people. Then I visited a new AA group being 

formed at a women’s prison. They needed help getting started, and, as it turned out, I 

needed them. Having lost their homes, spouses, children, self-respect, and freedom, 

and having already been judged and found guilty of whatever crimes they were 

imprisoned for, they had nothing to fear. Excuses weren’t allowed. Meetings were run 

with brutal honesty and ended with us holding hands and saying the Lord’s Prayer. It 

was understood that without our Higher Power, we were unable to maintain our 

sobriety.  

     A few months later my job changed, I relocated and I’ve never seen those women 

again. In the 30 years since, there remain days when having a glass of wine or a cold 

beer sounds so innocent and is so tempting. Being brutally honest, though, I know that 

one glass or one beer wouldn’t be enough.  

     More importantly, I know that my Higher Power, God made Man, faced and overcame 

temptation. With God in me, I can too.  


