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Big Book Stones — Updated

Come on!
Be happy, too

T
This is the second article in the Grapevine's
new series by authors of
the personal histories in
the Big Book, Alcoholics Anonymous. First
published in 1939, a
revised, enlarged Big
Book was published in
1955. Now, twelve
years later, the author
of "He Who Loses His
Life," page 540 in the
Revised Edition, looks
back over twenty yearsplus of sobriety
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WENTY years later? Dry, one
day at a time, for twenty years?
Once that would have seemed an
unendurable sentence to be faced.
In retrospect, the years have been
so busy, so happy, so full of fulfillment that no one of those seven
thousand three hundred days has
been long enough. And I have been
happy — not frivolously and determinedly cheerful — but deep down
happy. A happiness so basic that it
can withstand the occasional shocks
of anger, frustration, impatience
and bone fatigue that once would
have sent me to the nearest and
quickest alcoholic escape.
Fifteen years ago I wrote my
story for the Big Book. In it I said
that I belong to the school of AA
thought which teaches that successful membership in AA frees us, so
that we may range the world — in a
manner of speaking—like any other

human being. Practically expressed,
this viewpoint means that I do not
feel the necessity of going to meetings constantly. I go whenever I
have a Twelfth Step case to work
with (I never turn down a Twelfth
Step case) and on my anniversary.
I do not go out looking for Twelfth
Step cases as a means of insuring
my continuing sobriety. Yet I always tell new friends and even
casual strangers, when I am in their
company and they are having a
drink, why I do not drink: I am in
AA. A friend has remarked that she
considers me the alcoholic the least
anonymous she ever heard of. This
procedure has brought me more
than a few Twelfth Step cases. Always it elicits inquiries and usually
intense interest about the unorganized organization called AA. If
there is this interest, I explain briefly my own experience before and
after joining AA, smile, accept congratulations, secretly giving thanks
inside myself for the philosophy I
have hooked onto. For I am hooked
on AA; that is the most certain
thing I know. And it makes me
happy to shoot arrows into the air.
I also believe that as soon as they
are a bit competent in AA, the newcomers should carry the Twelfth
Step work. That's how I got well —
doing constant and intense Twelfth
Step work, privately, in groups and
in hospitals. I did it for a number of
years, joyously. Now when I acquire
a new customer, as soon as it's sensible to do so, I transfer him to an

AA member younger in AA than I
am, and so (I am convinced) provide him with some of the help and
opportunity he needs to better himself as well as the new candidate.
I keep liquor in my home and
serve it to friends. I literally do not
want any. It's no deprivation for me
to act as bartender for everyone excepting myself. I go to cocktail
parties early and leave early, before
my friends and the other guests get
silly and argumentative and boring.
I have served my time paying back
for the boredom I inflicted on others
when I got drunk. Sometimes I pick
up a Twelfth Step case at one of
these parties.
Anyone tailing me as I move
around the big city where I live
might think me a liar and a hypocrite, for on occasion I go — alone
— into a bar. The answer is simple:
from the old, bad days I know
where the washrooms are and, of
course, when you gotta go, you
gotta go. American cities are notoriously short of this kind of convenience; the most likely place
always is in a bar.
My intent in writing such details
is, hopefully, to reassure the candidate for AA who hesitates about
coming to that first meeting or keeping on coming. Joining AA does not
mean to me the taking of perpetual
vows of abstinence through years
that loom ahead bleakly. Of course
this is why we have the twenty-fourhour plan. But even so, two years
before I achieved sobriety in AA, a
PDF Index

Copyright © The AA Grapevine, Inc.

friend told me not to come near her
again until I had been sober for ten
years. I yelled, "I'd rather be dead
than face such a terrible future!"
Her reply did not comfort me:
"Keep on as you are and you will
be dead." I knew that; but I did not
know that in achieving sobriety in
AA I'd also achieve the free-est
kind of freedom, if freedom can be
qualified. I would achieve the freedom of choice. I'd like all hesitant
candidates to know that and to accept it: that they are not necessarily
committing themselves to a life of
bondage, however healing that
bondage might be.
No one would be in despair because his body cannot handle strawberries. Well, my body just can't
handle alcohol, that's all. It so happens I've had my gall bladder out
and can't eat grapes, but that circumstance does not make me contemplate suicide. (The doctors assured me that my past drinking had
nothing to do with the gall bladder
trouble, for any possibly curious
readers of this essay.)
Now, while I go to meetings only
occasionally, I use AA daily, hourly, I might say every waking hour
of my life. I have to deal with a lot
of people. Frequently, I am in the
position of being able to help them
in many ways. Thanks to AA, I am
more tolerant and, I hope, more
understanding of others. A certain
former impatience is minimized; I'm
working on it. The sarcasm is replaced by — at least in intention —
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wit, or maybe just good humor,
good nature. I hope I am easier to
live with. And behind the anonymity of this essay, I will confess
to a joy that approaches smugness
in performing good deeds, also kept
anonymous, if possible. You
wouldn't think that at my age anyone could be so naive? Ah, truly, it
is more blessed to give than to receive. Let not your right hand know
what your left hand doeth. Retire to
a private place for your prayers.
Bread cast on the waters, and so on.
Believe me, it's all true. At least, it's
true for me.
Selfishly, for me, the best is that
I'm in command. No compulsion by
anything drives me to actions that I
don't really want to do, don't approve of, and know are wrong. I
hope I am no less human for being
dry, twenty-years-plus dry, in AA.
The bad old years, the years of
suffocating in the deep morass of
alcoholism, are years I could have
used to good advantage had I not
been trapped by this hideous disease. There were seven or eight
years before I found AA — oh, how
I could have used those years! But
they were not wasted; they stripped
me of everything, including selfrespect; but they made me ready for
the happiness of the last twenty
years in AA.
Come on, man, join us! Be
happy, too. All you have to do to
change your life is change your
mind.
E.B.R., Manhattan, N. Y.
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