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Worser and Worser and Wor ser

Alcohol works. For a while, it makes thingsiea and funner. If | had a buzz going
when | walked into a room full of strangers, thabiiitating shyness | seemed to have
been born with disappeared. Early on in my drinldageer, | was dancing at a party and
a woman commented on how well | could dance. Téraark astounded me! She said,
“I wish | could dance like that.” | said, “It hed@ whole lot to get drunk.” She said she
didn’t want to do that. | thought, “That’s too baReally. |thought it was a shame that
she couldn’t use such a wonderful tool.

But, the good part doesn't last for the aldmhoFor some alcoholics, it gets bad fast.
For others it takes a while. For the active alcahohough, the movement is always
down, down, down. A recovering alcoholic | knowk&akbout how life gets worser and
worser and worser when we keep drinking. That'dterovay of saying the disease, or
condition, or whatever you want to call alcoholissnprogressive. Progressively worse,
that is. I've never heard of a recovering alcohwlim drank again and said it was better.
It's always worse. And here’s the insidious thindre-tllcoholism continues to progress
even when we stop drinking. I've heard it over andr again from alcoholics who
relapsed. If they were drinking nightly when thegtfquit, a relapse five years later
moved quickly to drinking all day. Even though tireink stopped drinking alcohol, the
progression continued.

That doesn’t mean we can’t get better in saneas in our lives while alcohol makes
other areas worse. That's what happens to mostifurat alcoholics like me. In fact, a
year after my first drink, | had the most powerfersonal growth experience of my life.
But before | could get there, | had my first awddperience with daily drinking.

During my first year at West Georgia Collegefore I'd had my first drink of that
sloe gin, I was in an English class taught in agitatium. A classmate from my high
school sat next to me. | didn’t know him well. Had been among the high school elite —
the envy of all of us regular guys. Now, during ylear after graduation, he reeked of
alcohol every morning in that English class. t f&rry for him.

Two years later during the winter of 1971,dsasitting in agony in a chemistry class
taught in an auditorium at the University of GeargMy bladder was about to burst, as it
was every morning at that time. The class begaenaand by 10:30, | was squirming. It
was the Old Grand-Dad. One hundred proof Old Giaad- | sat in that auditorium
class every morning reeking of alcohol. No dosbmebody in there was feeling sorry
for me. | was progressing quickly.

I'd had a chemistry class for non-science msajbe previous year at West Georgia.
Now, | had to take the second course, a requirefoemy degree, at UGA. | knew | was
in trouble during the first day in class. The instor showed us a list of concepts and
said we should already be familiar them. Not met &t all. The two courses, the first at
West Georgia and the second at the University ar@a, were supposed to be the same.
Somebody clearly forgot to tell the instructors. Btgmach knotted and | knew | was in
trouble. I did what I'd learned to do to deal wille anxiety—drink alcohol.

My preparation for class each morning inclutteelOld Grand-Dad before leaving the
apartment. Every day, half way through the cléddye in pain and promise myself to
skip the whiskey tomorrow.

And each tomorrow I'd break my promise andtdmgain.
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Somehow, | got a C in that class. It's a sh&weorgia didn’t have a state lottery back
then because | surely would have won. My abilityrtultiple guess on the tests was
miraculous. However, | earned an A on the protagpalcoholic sequence: Regret —
Promise - Renege - Hurt — Regret — Promise — Renégat. Day after day after day
after day.

During that time, | played badminton nearlggvday with Alan, my apartment mate,
and our neighbors, Jim and Chuck. We had a nebjtstde our apartments on a small
spit of grass and dirt. | was pretty much undieféaa circumstance that drove Jim
totally batty. He couldn’t stand to lose. There \aasee next to the net and it wasn't
unusual for somebody to have to climb the treestoave the racket from where Jim had
thrown it.

One morning | was in Jim’s apartment and e iee about a new thing he’'d done. It
was called an encounter group. He said he’d domecause he received extra points in
his psychology class for participating. He wasitextabout the experience. He was with
a group of people who spent the weekend sittingratdalking to each other about how
they felt. He called it a “marathon encounter grdife thought 1 ought to try it.

My depression was deep. | was ready to tyghamg if it might provide some relief.
Anything but quit drinking alcohol, that is. | &éad Dr. Phillip Lewis and after an
interview, he allowed me to be in a group. Therfdisigned made it clear participants
had to be sober and clean during the group sessitmet terrified me. But, | was
desperate. In fact, knowing | couldn’t arrive wélouzz, | never would have done it, but
Jim said you didn’'t have to say anything if yourdidvant to. | figured | would just sit
and listen.

The group started at six on Friday eveningn&ting like twelve of us sat in a small
room in chairs in a circle. Dr. Lewis asked us&y our names then told us a few rules.
We were expected to participate all weekend. We'thgme at ten Friday and Saturday
evenings. We were expected to arrive Saturday and&y mornings at eight. We would
finish at six on Sunday. After he explained adltftwe sat.

Just sat and looked at each other, the feoaod,the walls.

I don’t remember what happened to get usestatiut before too long people were
talking about what they were afraid of and explagnivhat they thought about those fears
and about each other. Eventually, | spoke. | S&dople say things to me like, ‘Those
are nice shoes,” and | don’t know what to sayidhd have anything to do with making
those shoes. | didn’t design them. [ just paid eyofor them.”

Somebody said, “Just say ‘Thank you.”

| replied, “Then I'm taking credit for theni.shouldn’t do that.”

The consensus seemed to be that | was a sutwathat, but they said it in a
supportive way. It went like that for a long tinBy Sunday, people were crying,
laughing, supporting, attacking, and it was allyvwexal and wonderful to me. Real
powerful stuff. For many years, | described thgiexgience as my rebirth. It was my first
motivation for my selecting my ultimate professiooednseling.

And that Monday morning | drank my Old Granddend spent another bladder
bursting hour in chemistry. That’s the insanityitof

Three years later, | was back at West Gedgiéege working on a master’s degree in
psychology. | supported myself first by being agreom director WLBB radio. After a
year, | began teaching English to sixth, sevenit,ranth graders at a private school. The
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psychology department at West Georgia was pahehtmanistic psychology

movement that had spawned encounter groups. Tio the iprogram, students had to
commit to working on their own personal growth. Thavhat | wanted. And it was great.
Experiences in the program helped me begin to &sereny sense of positive self-esteem.
I remained shy and uneasy around people, but lgetimg better. Did my obsession

with alcohol get better? Maybe a little, until lugdnt a cold.

During the winter of 1975, | developed a cdldsed Nyquil to treat my symptoms
and discovered the neatest thing. With Nyquil'ohtd content, | had a way to have a
legitimate buzz while | taught and went to classralcoholic’s dream come true. My
personal growth toward becoming a more whole afet&fe person fostered by West
Georgia College’s psychology program didn’t ma#tevhit when it came to my
addiction to alcohol. Eventually, one of Nyquiligls effects kicked in. Instead of
relaxing me, it turned to speed. | started whagkiat and had to quit using it to
function. My alcohol consumption slowed down again.

That's the way it was for the first ten yeafter my first drink of alcohol. I'd go
through short periods of daily drinking, and thenbgck to party drinking. Now, to be
sure the party drinking was alcoholic drinking, .téoom my first drink, | was never
satisfied with one or two. Never. And the dailynfing bouts lasted longer and longer—
the progression of the disease at work. And, | waiking hard at working on my
emotional growth. | was getting better in one padrse in another.

That stop-and-go pattern of drinking alcohudled for good in the fall of 1978;
shortly I married my wife, Pat. I'd begun my do@tbprogram in counseling. | had a
teaching assistantship that paid a $5000 stip&ad.was finishing her degree in social
work and was working as a data entry clerk for dmcation program. Money was tight.
To help in the transition, | took only one clasattfall to save tuition costs and | would
substitute teach on occasion.

The teaching assistantship was for a humarioak course that all teacher candidates
had to take. | was scheduled to teach three clagsamsh was supposed to meet once a
week for an hour. | talked two department heads atibwing me to hold a weekend
seminar and get all the hours done at once. | stgd¢hat the marathon, weekend
setting would add a dimension to the emotional dginao? the students that wasn’t
possible in ten, one-hour weekly sessions. Thattws However, another primary
motivation was to get my semester’s worth of wookel in one weekend.

The class | was taking for my doctoral prograas not terribly challenging.
Because of the weekend marathons, | only taughtlaiss a week for an hour. Every
now and then, | spent a day substitute teachingthlati wasn't often. | had a desk in a
room shared by other doctoral students with aggshés. | sat at my desk as long as |
could each day, doing very little. I arrived hom&®0 each afternoon, just in time to
watch reruns of the M*A*S*H television show.

The surgeons on that show drank alcohol—aflatcohol. It was a constant thing. As
| sat there, every afternoon, bored out of my gptivd alcohol beckoned me. We didn’t
have much money, so I'd given up my scotch andldvaxlka instead. | arrived home
each day, made a drink of vodka and water, andhgdt®*A*S*H. Soon, to save even
more money, | began buying half-gallons. | le# thottle on the kitchen counter, next to
the flour, sugar, and coffee canisters. After deylthe drinks began to stretch beyond
M*A*S*H and go into the evening.
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Sometime that fall, Pat commented on my drnigkShe mentioned the vodka bottle
on the counter and said it seemed like | was dnimpk lot. | listened carefully to her
concern, took her comments seriously, and immdglidtd something about it. | moved
the bottle of vodka off the counter and out of sigha spot in a bottom cabinet, way
back in the corner behind the stuff we never usédt way she couldn’t monitor how
much | was drinking.

Problem solved

That's the kind of thing active alcoholics dobegan my secret life of daily drinking
that day. It lasted for 24 years. | had to be noim@mspect in how | went about drinking
all night long after that, but | went about dringiall night long just the same.

Some people progress to the really bad stuffiaster than | did. It took me 24
years to hit my bottom of bottoms that led to setyti Some alcoholics begin having
blackouts right away and wake up in a strange bedhave no memory of who they are
with or how they got there. Some get blasted afitlivion every time they drink. They
lose jobs and can’t manage relationships. Someipdth long prison stretches. That
wasn’t me, but that doesn’t matter and doesn’t nmageany less of an alcoholic. My
progression was steady and slow, instead of bawmgptous and fast. But, | progressed
just the same, and it got worser and worser andeavor

Par adox

In the popular consciousness, alcoholics aragy toothless guys who live in
cardboard boxes under bridges. I've heard manyhalats say that was a major player in
their denying their problem. They can’t be an at@h They aren’t losers. They have
jobs. In fact, many are quite successful profesdgonThey live lives full of paradoxes—
quite successful in one area, pitiful failures thess. And, in sobriety, they recognize the
cognitive dissonance they lived with for so mangrge | am one of those guys. We lived
a life that was far different from who we are at oares. Paradoxes flourished in our
lives.

I've already told you about one paradox | diweith. Talking to people face-to-face
without alcohol was excruciating for me. Talkingthousands when | was alone in a
studio in front of a radio station microphone wasye The power of that paradox was
demonstrated to me shortly after | transferrechéoUniversity of Georgia in the fall of
1970. My neighbor, Jim — the friend who told nb®at the encounter groups—and his
girlfriend arranged a date for me with a friendledirs named Kathy. | took her to dinner
and as we talked, she seemed interested in mywaatia 1'd gotten a job at a station in
Athens, and | asked her if she wanted to visitstiaion. She did. When we arrived, the
announcer on duty said he was glad to see me.itl&savasn’t feeling well and needed
to go to the bathroom badly, but a newsbreak wasrapup. Would | do it for him?

My guess is he did all that so | could be on tmenéh the girl there. And, | didn’t mind
at all.

After | did the news and got some music golathy said, “Wow, you have a
personality.”

Really. I’'m not kidding. That's what she sait¥wow, you have a personality.”
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I have no memory of the rest of the evenimgl we never went out again. | was too
afraid of being rejected to ask her, and | presthmewas appropriate because my friends
who arranged the date never said anything elsetabdunever forgot that statement and
the surprise in her voice. Alone, by myself witmerophone, | was at ease and | had a
personality. Face to face, in person, | was iediaind there just wasn’t one. Alcohol
narrowed the gap between those two parts of nelpied me deal with that paradox.

Employers loved me. When | went to workhat radio station in Carrollton at the
beginning of my sophomore year at West Georgiaggell another guy was hired at the
same time. We were both part timers with equal B&pee in radio and would both be
working weekends. His father owned a radio statiotlanta. | suppose that's why he
was given the best shifts with the highest ratingsas relegated to the Sunday morning
dreg shift and running the board during ball gamBstee months later the roles were
reversed. | showed up for every shift on timektpade in my work, and worked at
getting better. The other guy wasn't like that. ®&eflong, | was given the prime time
morning weekday shift.

But, when we had a station party, which weaftén, | had to get drunk to survive it.

When | was in the Teacher Corps, the fallraftg summer with Arch when | learned
to smoke cigarettes, | was assigned to a middleach the inner city of Atlanta. The
teachers we worked with, called senior teachersg @e uninspiring lot. | was excited
about trying to help these kids who'd reached satttdl seventh grades without being able
to read a lick. Surely we could do something. Tér@a teachers lacked enthusiasm. We
were required to have team meetings once a dagh€eawere supposed to plan team
teaching activities during those sessions. Thaenkappened. Mostly, the senior
teachers sat around gossiping and griping. Tawawithout going crazy, | began
reading during the meetings. That caused a Te&ubigas administrator to ask me to
meet with him.

When we met, the administrator told me a getei@cher had complained that | was
being disrespectful to them. | was flabbergasteaas raised to be polite and couldn’t
imagine what he was talking about. “Disrespectful8aid. “How?”

“One of the teachers says you've been reaaliingok during the team meetings.”

“That’s true.” | admitted, puzzled. “Most tife time the meetings are a waste of time.
They don’t do any planning. When they do, | pagratibn. That doesn’t happen much,
though. | never say anything negative. How is tehg disrespectful?”

He hesitated. “It's not so much that yousading a book that's she’s concerned
about. She doesn't’ like the kind of book you'radeng.”

“The kind of book?”

“Yes. She says you're reading a love boolke ®imks that’s not appropriate.”

“A love book?” | had no clue what he was tatkabout.

“That's what she said. ‘A love book’.”

| thought hard. Then it hit me. | laughed.cdn't believe it.”

The administrator raised his eyebrows.

| leaned forward. “Yes sir. | was readindavé book.” The Art of Loving, written by
Erich Fromm—the world-renowned psychologist andqdupher. It was published in
1956.” | laughed again. “Is about love--the nature of love: Motherly love, tihwerly
love, Godly love . . . and, | have to admit, hegigire a nod to erotic love from time to
time.”
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And the administrator laughed heartily. We bhatharaderie after that, which always
happened with my employers. My fellow interns & $ichool elected me to be their
representative in the intern council. Most of themew | wasn’t reading a love book
during our meetings. They respected me.

So how did a guy who was respected by his eyep$, supervisors, and classmates
end up at Effies?

What's Effies? you ask. Let me tell you.

It was shortly after my date with Kathy where discovered that | had a personality
— the year before | moved to Atlanta to be in teadher Corps. Once again | was alone
on a Friday night. Alan, my apartment mate, waa alate. | could hear neighbors Jim
and Chuck next door with their girlfriends througje paper thin apartment walls. | sat
and drank Old-Granddad and Coca-Cola. My depresgamrefilled with each refill of
my glass. At some point, | thought of Effies.

Effies was among the most well known landmamkathens. | didn’t know exactly
where it was, but Alan had told me about it. Effieas a house of prostitution that had
served University of Georgia students for yearghénfall, during fraternity rush, Alan
had participated with other pledges in a scavehgat. One of the items they were
required to obtain was a breast print in a creasfrpim Effies.

| sat and drank Old-Granddad and thought akffigs. Finally, | said aloud, “What
the hell.”

Problem was, how was | going to find out whiefiges was? It's nine o’clock in the
evening. | could hardly go next door and ask Iim,ck, and their girlfriends, “Oh, by
the way, do you know where Effies is?” Now, | vgasng crazy. I'd made this decision
to do this thing that was a very big deal — losmmgvirginity—and couldn’t do it because
| didn’t have directions.

The answer came—one of those answers thatsddera great idea when you're half
way into a bottle of 100 proof liquor. | drovettee radio station and entered the studio.

“Hey, Tom, | need to find out something.”

Tom was the announcer on duty. “What's that?”

“Uh .. .I'm doing a news story on Effies. Y&now about Effies?”

“Yeah.”

“I don’t know where it is. Do you?”

Some things, even when they're experiencetarmidst of a heavy drunk, never
leave your mind. I'll never forget the self-satesfismirk on Tom’s face when | asked
that. Even though my job at the station was innées department, | don’t think he
believed my story. He took me to a map and shawedvhere it was.

Even as drunk as | was, | knew he knew whedd doing. | was massively
embarrassed as | left the station, but that disbojp me. The liquor was still in charge. |
needed some cash. |didn’t know if Effies tookadtse but in any event | couldn’t
imagine writing one to “Effie’s Whorehouse.” Indse days, ATMs didn't exist. The
Golden Pantry convenience stores and at the Vdraityburger place cashed checks.
The Golden Pantry stores had a five-dollar limididn’t know how much it cost at
Effies, but | was afraid it might be more than flmecks. The Varsity would cash checks
for twenty dollars. Twenty dollars would wipe auy checking account. Didn’t matter.
Alcohol doesn’t care a whit about your checkingaaot.
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After cashing a check, | followed Tom'’s direcis. | found three wood frame houses
sitting together where he said I'd find Effies. éjfhwere the only structures in the area
and were next to a bridge crossed the Oconee Riymarked on the other side of the
river, walked across the bridge to the housessématl in the street looking at them.

Which one? If Tom had told me, | couldn’t rember.

A dim streetlight barely illuminated the hossEach had a front porch and sat on
two-foot high concrete block pillars. There wereneon signs announcing Effies as a
place of business. Effies was well known and obsfiyp allowed to exist by the
authorities, but prostitution was, after all, il&g

| could feel the alcohol beginning to wear. offhat was a major problem | had with
alcohol. The effect never lasted. | really wartedo this thing and if | lost the buzz, |
might not do it. Probably wouldn’t. | needed td.ac

| picked the house on the left, moved to tbecp and knocked on the door. A woman
with that hard country look and dressed in a wallhwbathrobe answered the door.
“Yes?” she said.

“‘Uh ...

“What do you want?” Her voice was sharptted.

How do you ask the question | need to ask® ddor wasn’'t opened enough for me to
see inside. | had no clue to go on as to whethemtas a house of prostitution of some
grandmother’s house.

She stared at me hard.

“I'm looking for ... Is this the place wleeyou cometo....”

“No! Get away from here!” She slammed the door

Grandmother’s house. | was horrified and emaisged beyond measure as | hurried
off the porch and retreated to the street. Buatt, didn’t mean | was ready to give up.
Her reaction told me | was in the right neighborthod/hy else would she get so mad
before I'd even completed my sentence? She obwidugw what | was trying to find.

Two houses were left. The odds were fiftyyfifftNot good enough. | didn’t want to
go through all that again. Surely, there was samgto figure it out. | moved down the
street, looking all around the houses.

There is was.

The house on the right had a wide, swingihgirtlink gate. It was in the shadows,
so | hadn’'t noticed it before. It seemed incongsim the setting. | walked to it and
looked in the back. There was paved parking lodt &driveway — a parking lot. What
kind of house had a paved parking lot?

I'd found Effies.

| knocked on the door. Another country-hardwam answered. But, this one was
wearing a leopard spotted leotard.

Ah hah.

This lady was irritated, too. She opened ther dader and said, “Get in here. Why'd
you come to the front door?”

Once again, | was embarrassed at my lack @iviedge. A couple of poodles ran to
my feet. The living room was velvet. Velvet coughlvet chair, velvet wall hanging.
Another guy was sitting on the couch reading a rniaga The woman said to sit down.
Somebody would be there shortly. She disappeareddgh another door.
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| sat. A poodle jumped up beside me. | phtehead. | didn't want to. I'm not a
poodle person, but it seemed a prudent thing to do.

The woman reappeared and signaled for meltwfdner.

| entered a small alcove with several dootswere closed except for one leading
down a hallway. Three women were standing theréir-dllats and lingerie of some
sort. The hall was dimly lit, hiding the detail§he older woman told me to pick one.

What? Pick one? |looked at the three wamdow could | pick one? Each stood
there expectantly. | was lost. | didn’'t want tarthany of any of their feelings.

“Well, hurry up.”

I indicated the one on the left because shethafirst one on the left. | had no other
reason. The one in the middle said, “Shit, I'm rmey@nna get laid tonight.”

| think that's what she said. Maybe she saigid.” Either way, | was very sorry about
that. Guilt coursed through me.

“Come on.” The one | had chosen took my hamtilad me through the door to the
hallway and into another barely lit room. | rememnh twin bed on the right side of the
room. To my left was a small table holding a basid a lamp with a weak bulb. She
said her name was Debbie. “What do you want?”

That was what the woman in the first housedad and | had no better answer for
this one. | said, “Uhhhh .. .*

She continued, “Five dollars for a straighttsten for a half and half, twenty for
around the world.”

| had a twenty-dollar bill from the Varsity.hated to spend it all. My checking
account was empty. But, | didn’t want to be embssea again. Did they give change? |
didn’t know and was trying to avoid appearing tosh#pid yet again. | said, “Around the
world.”

She held out her hand. | shook it. She Idak&ated and amused at the same time.
“The money?”

“Oh...” I dug in my pocket and gave her wedded up bill.

She straightened it out and put the bill oirawver, and then turned to the basin.
“Drop your pants.”

| did.

She pulled a stool in front of me and sat. 4t your name?”

“Eddie.” As soon as | said it, | regretted litshould have made one up.

She dipped a cloth in water in the basin, latttered it with soap. “Are you a
student?”

“Yes.” My voice was choked. She had startegiing me.

“I am too, I'm majoring in psychology.”

Now, she was squeezing my penis.

“Got to make sure you'’re all clean. Checkiogbad stuff.’

AIDS wasn’'t around then. Hepatitis wasn’tralgem . . . that we knew of anyway.
The big deals were gonorrhea and syphilis. | gyessoozed or something if you had
one of those.

She asked, “Have you ever done this before?”

“‘No m'am.”

“OK, take your clothes off, Eddie.”

| did and she did.
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She said, “You only get once chance, Eddieed\ou’re done, you're done.” She
gave directions and | followed them. Apparentliasted longer than she anticipated.
Obviously, the alcohol was inhibiting my performanét one point, she said in
exasperation, “Are you sure you haven't done teiote?”

“Yes mam.”

A few minutes later, | was back in my car. Hifects of the alcohol were about gone.
Now came the bad part — the cognitive dissonali¢eo was that guy that just went to
Effies? Couldn’t be me. Absent alcohol, there isnay that would happen.

Always living with paradox.

During my freshman year in college, the pretef my Western Civilization class
walked in the classroom and before calling rolidsdsn’t Eddie Wyrick in this class?”
My stomach flipped. What had | done? | raisedhagd. He said, “I saw your letter in
the newspaper. That's the first intelligent thing read in that paper.” | breathed easy
and thanked him. At the time, the song Dixie wastoversial. In the south, people
stood when Dixie was played. It was played at gathes and social events. With
integration, many people said Dixie shouldn’t bayeld. Others reacted strongly to that.
There wasn't anything racial about the song, timsysted. | wrote a letter to the college
newspaper discussing symbols and that the samgt¢hmbe a symbol for one person,
and be a totally different symbol for others. Tad Americans, Dixie was a symbol of
the old South representing slavery and subserviéalbg would anyone want to hurt
people? Giving up Dixie to be kind to a group ebple who had suffered so much
seemed to be the right thing to do to me. Thegssar, for whom | held enormous
respect, had praised my letter highly. | was proud

At my core, | was the guy who’d written thettter about the song Dixie that was
noted by my professor. | was the guy who was etetdehe intern council. | was the
guy reading philosophy books. The alcohol prodwmsather guy who | didn’t like, but
kept going back to. I just couldn’t stop going hat other place.

And that paradox went on for years and ydafteen years after I'd begun drinking
alcohol nightly, in the early nineties, the priraiat our kids’ elementary school asked if
I would be the school’s representative to the Rakewisory Council. | didn’'t want to
do that. When | had my own school activities, dnaites involving the kids, | had to
postpone my nightly drinking. Those nights werdwhand | didn’t want to add to their
number. But, my inner core didn’t want to adméttbven to myself. Reluctantly, |
agreed.

| went to the first two meetings stone, cadber. As | sat at home waiting for it to be
time to go to the third meeting, | decided havingpaple of drinks wouldn’t hurt
anything. | had a little of my vodka and tried tean up so it wouldn’t be detected. That
went just fine. The next month, | drank as | usudid when | got home. After that, I'd
have a little extra to last me until the meetingwaer. Of course, the vodka removed
my shyness, and | participated more and more irtingee

After two years, | decided that I'd done mytydand | could tell the school to ask
somebody else to do it. Mainly, | was tired ofrapthe very hard work of being in an
altered state of consciousness and acting as tHough not. | was also tired of feeling
like a scumbag at every meeting. By then, I'dredrthat all the soap and mouthwash in
the world couldn’t eradicate the smell of alcohbfigured they’'d be happy to be shed of
me.
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So, I'm sitting in my last meeting, feelindiesed because | wouldn’t have to fight
the battle anymore. The “New Business” portionh&f agenda begins with a report from
the nominating committee. The chairperson of tharodtee says, “We haven't had an
opportunity to talk to him yet, but we nominate Bfgrick to be president of the PAC
next year.”

Huh?

| was dumbfounded. So dumbfounded.. . . andldr . .| had no defense. With all of
my insides screaming, “No! No!” | agreed to dondastruggled with it for another year.
Long after my last drink of alcohol, | finally figed it out what must have happened. No
doubt the nominating committee couldn’t get anytmagree to be president. |
envisioned one of them saying in frustration, “Hiey's get the drunk guy to do it. He
won’'t know any better.”

It would have been a blessing to be ignoohmby paradoxes. It seems like some
people are. | wasn’t. | wanted to quit drinkingaiol. | wanted to quit smoking
cigarettes. | wanted to quit having all these paxad. Problem was, | didn’t have a clue
as to how to go about doing that.
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