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     There are as many ways to stop using alco-

hol and drugs as there are stories of why you 

started abusing them in the first place. Most 

involve trying to quit on your own. That almost 

never works. Just “saying no” might have been 

a popular saying among some in the 1980s 

during the cocaine epidemic but almost all who 

finally stopped needed a combination of inpa-

tient treatment and AA or CA. The same is true 

today with both the legal opiates and 

“bennies”, and the illegal versions.  

     With alcohol, the worse of all these drugs, 

there is an 

easier and 

softer 

way. De-

toxing 

may be 

necessary 

for a short 

time, but a 

simple 

program of Alcoholics Anonymous will work al-

most always if you have decided you have had 

enough misery, and are willing. The best part 

is all you need to do is look up an AA meeting 

in the enclosed meeting list near you, and at-

tend. There are no beginner, intermediate, or 

advanced meetings. Every single one of them 

is geared for the first time attendee. When you 

get there, just let folks know that this is your 

first meeting. That will make you feel conforta-

ble and belonging. And then, just listen for the 

hour that you are there. That’s it! No will say 

they saw you there, though you may see a 

friend or two there. You will see lots of people 

with smiles are their faces. 

     The First Step is admitting that you are 

powerless over alcohol, that your life has be-

come unmanageable. You know all the times 

that you said “this is the last time. I’m not do-

ing this again”, and then the very next night 

you are right back doing it. You say you are 

only going to have a couple of drinks tonight, 

and that never works; drinking and driving 

with your children in the car becomes regular. 

Having a drink before going to the party, or 

drinking alone, seems normal 

     You argue with everyone and feel like a vic-

tim; why doesn't everyone understand how dif-

ficult life is? Everyone would drink if they had 

the life I 

have.  

Every 

morning 

you wake 

up scared 

to death of 

what you 

might do 

today; you 

feel guilty and ashamed, and hopeless. One 

would think that feeling this way and behaving 

the way you do would be unacceptable and you 

would just stop it. But you cannot.  

     If you like your first AA meeting, or think it 

offers something you may want, then the next 

step is to get connected with a Sponsor who 

will mentor you. It will be important to get in-

volved. The way to do this is to start working 

the Twelve Steps with your Sponsor. Doing this 

will bring you a “higher power”, or someone 

higher than you, who you will turn your drink-

ing problem over to. The obsession to drink will 

leave you and you will know happiness. You 

will become spiritually fit.  

     This disease of alcoholism will kill you. It is 

also a gateway to Alcoholics Anonymous, 

where 

you will 

know a 

life of 

free-

dom 

from 

self, 

and other people, places, and things. You will 

experience a complete personality change and 

you will know peace.  

     The best part is you can start today, and 

begin to live a life better than ever before, and 

finally be free from alcohol and all the misery it 

brings.  

So, what are you waiting for? 

The First Step 



  

I AWOKE in a 
cold sweat on a 
couch with a 
voice screaming 
in my head. I 
must have 

passed out early. I looked around to see where I was. 
When I realized it was in my house, a brief second of 
peace washed over me. I could hear the upstairs 
shower turn on. When I heard my wife climb into the 
shower, a mad dash to find some booze was on. I 
looked in all my usual hiding spots; in the garage I 
found an almost empty bottle of vodka. As the warm 
vodka ran down into my empty stomach another brief 
second of peace came.  

 I ventured up to the bathroom and started 
brushing my teeth. My wife said nothing. I went to my 
son's room to wake him up. He was grumpy and my 
patience was non-existent. I began raising my voice 
for him to get up. My wife came in and said, "Go get in 
the shower. I'll take care of him." I didn't argue. I got 
into the shower and turned the water on, I tried to tell 
myself that the shaking was due to my being cold.  
 I heard my wife and son getting ready and I 
wanted to get out and talk to them, but I was in no 
shape for that. So I let them finish getting ready and 
moving downstairs before I got out. I dried off and 
looked at myself in the mirror. I looked terrible. I hadn't 
eaten in days, I had dark circles under my sunken 
eyes and my skin was grey. Lovely! I threw on some 
clothes and went downstairs 
 My son ran up to me and said, "Daddy, how 
come you fell asleep so early last night? Were you 
sick?" I said, honestly, "Yeah, buddy, I was." He said, 
"Well, get better today, because I want to wrestle to-
night!" I contemplated the simplicity of his statement 
for a moment, smiled, and said, "OK. That's a deal." 
He gave me five and ran out to the bus stop. My wife 
just walked by without even looking at me. She 
stopped, and without turning around said, "If you are 
drunk tonight, don't come home." The door closed be-
hind her. I hung my head as the voice in my head was 
yelling for booze. I wondered how I'd gotten to this 
point. 
 At work, my boss called me to her office. She 
went over some things she needed me to do. I ap-
peared to be listening, however, I was only thinking 
about which bar I was going to stop at on the way 
home. She finished and I went back to my desk. As 
soon as I sat down, my phone rang. It was a client 
complaining about a promise I never lived up to or re-
membered making. I tried to listen, but I could not con-

centrate. I got up and went to the bathroom to splash 
some water on my face. The anxiety, the paranoia and 
the voice were relentless. I got more coffee. I could 
feel people staring. I knew they were talking about me. 
Don't you people understand? I don't want to be like 
this! The voice and the anxiety make me do this. I only 
feel normal when I'm drunk! I said to myself. I had to 
get out of there. I told my boss I was sick and had to 
leave. She had heard that before. I had no clue how I 
still had a job. At that moment I didn't care. She told 
me to do what I needed to do. I bailed. 
 I sped to the closest liquor store and got a pint 
of whiskey this time. I drank it on the way to one of my 
favorite bars--it's close to my house and the bartender 
on Wednesdays is hot. I was finishing up the pint as I 
pulled into the parking lot. I was feeling so much bet-
ter. I walked in like I owned the place. There were two 
old guys sitting at one end of the bar, the bartender 
and me. It was 10:40 A.M. I sat down in the middle of 
the bar. I wasn't like those two old drunks at the end. I 
said, "Just a beer for now." I didn't want her to think I 
was a loser who 
shot whiskey be-
fore noon on a 
weekday. I lasted 
until 11:15, then I 
ordered my first 
shot. I have no 
idea what time it 
was when I finally 
drove home. 
 My wife 
was there. I tried 
to pull myself to-
gether, but I could barely stand. I staggered in and she 
looked disgusted. My son asked about the wrestling. I 
couldn't even look at him. My wife told him, "No honey. 
We're going to Grandma's." He said, "Is daddy going, 
too?" She said, "No. He has something to do here." 
And they left. I was powerless and had never felt so 
alone. 
 I made a phone call to a guy I knew. He came 
and picked me up. We went to a church and walked 
down to the basement. I smelled cigarettes and coffee; 
I heard laughter. I walked in and sat down. I didn't un-
derstand what these people were doing here or what 
they were so happy about. I was miserable. One guy 
started reading some stuff. The voice in my head was 
screaming. I just sat and pretended to listen. Then the 
people started talking one at a time. I thought, Oh no! 
Do I have to talk? 
 I listened a little bit more. Then it was my turn. I 
said, "My name is Doug and I am an alcoholic. This is 
my first meeting. I'm not sure what to say." They all 
started clapping and several guys shook my hand. 
"We know exactly how you feel. You are in the right 
place," they said. Suddenly, I didn't feel alone. 

From the April 2010 Grapevine magazine. 

Today’s going to 
be different! 



  
 
 
 

 
A man finds his way into sobriety and dis-
covers that the song of a once-treasured 
clock is a symbol for the hope AA brings to 
his life 
 My parents presented my wife and I with  

a cuckoo clock for Christmas. The clock, or-

nately hand carved, is made with wood from 

the Black For-

est. We cher-

ished the clock 

for years and 

put it in a place 

of honor on the 

wall in our 

home. My 

mother had 

many clocks in 

her home and enjoyed telling the story behind 

each one. The clocks were the “watch keepers” 

in her home, ever vigilant. 

 In order for our cuckoo clock to operate 

in 24-hour increments the pine cone weights 

must be lifted each morning by raising the 

chains that hold them. Joyfully, for many 

years, I did this. But time marches on and sim-

ple joys can turn to mundane tasks, especially 

in grips of the progressive disease of alcohol-

ism. Over several years, I lost interest in the 

clock and it became idle in another room. At 

times I resented the fact it need so much at-

tention. Darn old clock, I would think to my-

self. Then the guilt would set in I was not tak-

ing care of this wonderful present I was given 

years ago by my now-deceased parents. I 

could barely look at it most days. 

 The last few years of a multi-decade 

drinking career had taken its toll on a lot more 

than just a clock. We all know the stories, 

mine was no different. For some reason how-

ever, my loving family never left me. This 

grace is still impossible for me to comprehend. 

 One day I found the strength to go to an 

AA meeting in my hometown. That was June 9, 

2014. With only a handful of exceptions, I 

have attended a meeting every day since that 

date and not had a drink. I have a wonderful 

home group, as well as a sponsor, and have 

worked the Steps as suggested. I love the his-

tory of AA, the fellowship in the rooms, and 

working with others. I am so very grateful for 

all the wonderful men and women who have 

cleared the road of happy destiny for me and 

others to trudge. 

 Very early in sobriety I was discovering 

ways to utilize my newly found free time. 

Cleaning up around the house, doing much 

needed yard work and small home repairs 

were first on the list. Of course old forgotten 

hobbies, fishing included, soon were revitalized 

as well. One day in a clutter filled room I came 

across our forgotten cuckoo clock. It looked so 

sad; I was tearful at its neglect. 

 I cleaned and oiled the clock and moved 

it into the kitchen where it is predominately 

displayed. I had missed hearing the lovely 

song it plays (“Edelweiss”— a song of regener-

ation, of hope and of growth) and the little 

cuckoo bird popping in and out from behind 

the door. As I did my morning meditation over 

the next few days I would listen to the pendu-

lum’s back and forth tick – tock, tick –tock. It 

is very soothing. It struck me that my clock 

was analogous to my recovery. Each day I 

must lift the weights—do the work—sobriety 

calls for. 

 It’s not difficult, but it needs to be done 

and I do not have to lift the weight(s) alone. 

The God of my understanding is a willing new 

partner, as are my many new friends in the 

rooms of AA. If I do that each 24-hour period I 

hear the melodious, joyful tune. A song of re-

generation, of 

hope, and of 

growth—the 

song of AA. To-

gether, we stay 

sober, living 

happy, joyous 

and free one 

day at a time. 

Alone we are just a forgotten cuckoo clock with 

no song to play. 

Cuckoo for Sobriety 




