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"My belief is that recovery first begins BETWEEN people, in
a safe space. Once the recovery journey has commenced
it allows the person to begin a PERSONAL journey of
recovery and healing. This personal journey is then shared
with others and the cycle repeats. "

A Testimonial

I'm Sarah and I'm an Alcoholic

I remember the first time I said those words at my first AA meeting I said them because that is how
people were identifying as they went around the room. I still didn’t wholly believe the words about
myself even though I couldn’t stop drinking alcohol and was completely broken and had walked into
my first AA meeting. I was telling myself I was just "testing the waters" to see if I really was an
alcoholic, as if the evidence hadn't piled up enough as it was.

I was drinking almost daily. If I wasn’t drinking alcohol I was obsessing over alcohol or I was too
hungover to drink.

I would drink alcohol to numb bad emotions and to heighten good ones. If I was happy, sad,
anxious, angry, elated, excited, celebrating, mourning, boredom, socialising, isolation, connection,
disconnection, you name it - it was my "reason" to drink. I didn’t understand the concept of drinking
because I had a disease - alcoholism. A disease that is so cunning, baffling and powerful that it wants
you "other than", "separate from", isolated and alone.

In the Big Book they describe it as "cunning, baffling and powerful" and that is exactly what it is. It is
incredible how an addict can convince themselves "that it wasn’t that bad" that "this time it will be
different" and having temporary amnesia about the guilt, shame and remorse that the last times have
bought.
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I'm Sarah and I'm an
alcoholic.

It was single-handedly destroying my entire life one drink at a time and even though I knew I was
dying, I could not stop.

Even though I had become a shell of myself filled with nothing but guilt, shame and remorse - I
could see no other way.

Alcoholics talk about the loneliest moment in their lives being the moment when they realise that
they can't live without alcohol and yet they cannot live WITH alcohol. Baffling. I too know that
moment well. One night I woke up at wee hours of the morning, not knowing if it was dawn or dusk,
where my husband was, whether I had consumed the last of the alcohol hidden in the house and
what I had done prior to passing out. I knew that I was completely helpless and hopeless and
terrified.

I looked up my first AA meeting. I didn’t know much about AA, actually I knew nothing at all really. I
made an appointment with an unknown GP about 2 months prior and thought to myself "I am never
going to see this man again, I am going to be honest and tell him how much I am drinking - just to
see what he says". When I attended the appointment I was honest and told the Doctor (Male in his
60's) how often I was drinking, how much it was destroying my life and how I couldn’t stop. I asked
him for medication to help me to stop drinking alcohol. Instead he told me that he was an alcoholic

was embarrassed for him. I was actually sitting in the chair feeling awkward for this man who clearly
had his life together (and more years of sobriety than I had been alive) because he was an alcoholic.
Yet I was in the chair feeling like a cold wet and shaking Chihuahua because I could not stop doing
something that was obviously destroying my life. That is how this disease keeps you "other than" and
telling you "that it isn't that bad" and "have another drink". It is unbelievable.

It took another 2 months of my own willingness and my own attempts to stop drinking before I
literally fell to my knees and decided to try anything and everything - going to AA. I believe that was
my Higher Power leading me to that appointment because although I didn’t get sober on that day, he
planted the seed for me to attend AA and I am sober today.

I was so unbelievably fried by the time that I attended my first meeting, I had destroyed so many
brain cells, was in a constant fog, riddled with anxiety, with the constant shakes and an absolute shell
of myself. I actually had no idea who I was anymore and have no idea how I hadn't killed myself by
that point - either on purpose of due to misfortune whilst intoxicated.

I had no idea what to expect. I thought that it was a Christian cult and was looking for a priest in a
long gown waving people in. I imagined that the people in the room were going to be old men who
were yellow and chain smoking cigarettes. I imagined them to be drunk and maybe suck some spit
through their teeth whilst they made an inappropriate sexual remark. This all because my disease
telling me "I am different" "I am not like them" "I am better than them" etc. etc. etc.
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with 30+ years of sobriety and to go to AA. Now I will demonstrate to you how crazy this disease is. I

When I sat in the circle and said "I'm Sarah and I'm an alcoholic" the welcoming smile on people’s
faces was unbailable. People were actually happy to see me, which hadn't happened in a very long
time. My husband didn’t want anything to do with me, I was a liability to my friends, I was a constant
disappointment to my co-workers, if I called my parents it was because I was drunk and needed to
abuse someone. No one was happy to see me.

Then I heard people identifying describing the exact shameful things that I had done, yet were able
to describe them with a smile on their face and even laugh playfully at themselves for having done it.
I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe that these people could describe such shameful things (that I
had told no one) and seem to be at ease with such a behaviour, comfortable enough with the
behaviour to announce it to a room playfully. It was so confusing.

Story after story after story resonated. I heard my story in each and every other person - despite age,
gender, race, sexuality, occupation, history. We all had a shared experience.

We understood one another.

There was hope.

I looked at these people in complete wonder. People who had 1 month, 1 year, 5 years, 10 years, 30
years of sobriety. They were happy. Their eyes looked present, engaging. Their smiles - warm. Their
lips not chapped and dehydrated. Their skin glowing. They had showered. They were looking
around the room with wonder. They were sitting there with ease. And they were alcoholics.

What surprised me the most was that most people were young and women, like myself. I didn’t
know it was possible to be a young female alcoholic with a full time job. That is how naïve I was.

What I learned was that alcoholism doesn’t pick and choose.

After the meeting the young female who was sitting next to me THANKED me for coming. A
complete stranger. And she gave me a hug. She told me to "keep coming back" and asked if she could
give me her number. I was so confused by the whole process but my god that hug felt nice. It felt so
nice to be looked at by someone as if I was meant to be there and that they wanted to be around me.
Connection. That young female became by sponsor.

It is amazing how you can connect with a complete stranger by virtue of being in the same room
sharing the same baffling disease. Complete strangers who would otherwise not cross paths. Who
would not talk to each other. Who's lives would never mix with each other's "in the real world". Yet, in
the rooms everyone is one in the same "another bozo on the bus".

3

Chapter one

I'm sarah, and i'm an alcoholic

There was no judgement.

Due to that hug, the stories and the hope in the room I decided to do another meeting....then
another....then another.

I learned more about the disease by being taken through the book. I heard more stories. Some worse
than mine, some exactly like mine, and some I saw in myself from 10 years ago. All of these were
pivotal in connecting me to others.

Each time I heard my story from others it gave me the strength to share mine. Each time I shared
mine I felt a little bit of shame dissipate. Each time I saw someone who had longer sobriety than me
I had hope.

I would leave the room feeling better than when I came in. With a sense of purpose and connection.
I didn’t feel as lonely. I didn’t feel as hopeless or helpless. I felt cared for and nurtured by complete
strangers.

It was encouraging to keep returning, they had something that I wanted.

Then people started calling me. The horror. I hated talking on the phone to people that I knew well,
let alone people I barely knew. My sponsor told me the importance of connecting with others via

anxious, overwhelmed or on the verge of drinking. Guess what, it worked.

The amount of times I have called other sober members in a moment of crisis is uncountable. They
give you advise from a place of knowing a place of completely understanding and they give you the
advice you NEED not what you want to hear. I hated not having my ego brushed as I so liked to have
prior to sobriety. I had no idea that I had so many selfish tendencies, that I was self-seeking, full of
self-pity, insecurities and thrived off the approval of others. I. Had. No. Idea.

I look back and it is almost unbelievable to know that I couldn’t see that for what it was. How many
friendships I had where I did nothing but take and when I gave it was to get approval or security.

Shame.

Then comes the shame of hating who I was as a person because they were characteristics I was
learning about myself.

Drink.
Drink.
Drink.

My brain would tell me.

I would go to a meeting. I would meet more young sober women. I would cross reference stories. I
would fill my hope with their sobriety. I would follow in their tail lights. That’s all I had.
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phone calls, not SMS. I learned the importance of picking up the phone not a drink when feeling

At first, it was genuinely life or death attending AA. I didn’t have an option. I knew I would die.

Then I began to enjoy going, seeing familiar faces. Learning so much about the disease and about
how the brain of an alcoholic/addict works differently to people who do not have the disease.

Then I became grateful for AA.

I became grateful for the life it was giving me. The friends it was giving me. The freedom that it was
giving me.

My life had become so small.

My life had become trying not to drink, drinking, isolating, shame, guilt, remorse, isolate - repeat.

The power of healing through connection is unbelievable. These complete strangers loved me back
to life.

That isn't to say that the people in my life didn’t love me; my husband, my friends, my family.
However, they didn’t understand me. They weren't equipped to understand such a raging disease

One day at a time.
One day at a time.
One day at a time.

I would wake up, go to work, go to a meeting, go to bed. Sometimes call a few AA members in
between. Sometimes go to the "second half" which is where AA members catch up for a coffee or
dinner or something after the meeting.

That is all my life consisted of until I actually had a few brain cells bouncing around in my head
again.

During all this, I was able to attend a very important Government job. Show up for work and do my
work. The fact that I had an important job kept me from believing that I was an alcoholic for a very
long time because I was of the belief that alcoholics didn’t have jobs. Oh was I wrong.

In sobriety the quality of my work became better. I felt like I was seeing the world in colour again. I
began feeling emotions for what they were in years. I even had to re-learn what emotions I was
feeling. I don’t think I truly knew the difference between a few certain emotions were.

Other people sharing their experiences in the rooms allowed me the strength to share mine in the
rooms. Then to open up to selected people in my life about what was actually going on for me - as
most of it was behind closed doors.
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that was destroying my life. They also had to protect themselves.

Sharing with people in my personal life allowed me to connect with those important in my life, who
had wanted to help me for such a long time but didn’t know how. It allowed me to heal on a personal
level and on a social level with the ones I cared most about.

It allowed my relationship with my husband to heal. It was a miracle he was still around. Especially
considering his Mother was an alcoholic and he found her dead in the shower due to falling and
hitting her head. I would trigger him over and over and over again. Although I have learned in AA
that there are no coincidences and people find each other for a reason.

My sobriety allowed my relationship to heal with my husband and also for my husband to
understand his Mother's disease more and work through his own trauma from that.

Recovery is contagious on many levels.

Recovery allowed me to love myself again.

It allowed me to look at my defects of character and to unlearn behaviours and thought processes
that no longer served me.

that if I am experiencing discomfort or pain it is because I am trying to control something that is
outside of my control. I may not be able to change the situation but I can change my PERCEPTION
of the situation by handing it over.

That is where the real freedom comes.

Sometimes I need to do this hundreds of times a day until I fall asleep and then begin again the next
day as well. However, it lifts. This too shall pass.

Nothing has killed me yet.

My sponsor has told me that the Universe only provides you with what you can handle. I believe that
is true.

Recovery would not have been possible for me without connection to other alcoholics.

My belief is that recovery first begins BETWEEN people, in a safe space. Once the recovery journey
has commenced it allows the person to begin a PERSONAL journey of recovery and healing. This
personal journey is then shared with others and the cycle repeats. I believe that once a person has
lifted a certain level of guilt, shame and remorse by understanding their disease and their behaviours
they are able to start healing WITH PEOPLE they are the most closest with in their lives. Again, a
shared experience.
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It has allowed me to constantly hand over control on a daily basis to a Higher Power. I can guarantee

Step 4 of AA allows for a Sponsee to explore their harms done to other people by taking what is
called their "personal inventory".

This again, allows healing BETWEEN people as sometimes this involves directly reaching out to
people that one has harmed and making amends.

Bit by bit, I started to feel like a worthy human again.

A human worth loving.

A human worth peoples time.

I have learned that the thing that is most fulfilling in life is by giving to others selflessly without
expectation of receiving anything. As opposed to trying to get something out of a person, place or
thing. Those highs are short lived and you return empty. By giving to others it allows you to believe
you are worthy. If you believe you are worthy, you are empowered to do things with your life. If you
feel empowered, you are happier. If you are happier you attract positive things in your life.

The cycle repeats.

Some people may be able to get sober by their own willingness. Some people may get sober using
the AA App. Some people may get sober by reading self-help books or listening to self-help podcasts.
Some people may get sober through therapy. Some people may get sober by going to jail or
rehabilitation.

That wasn’t my story.

Alcoholics helped me get sober. Alcoholics helped me see the desire to get sober. Alcoholics gave me
hope that I too could live a full life. Alcoholics were the people who kept me from drinking in the
darkest of times. Because Alcoholics understand on such a horrific level what you are experiencing
and how to keep you sober.

Recovery is connection.

Connection is recovery.
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I believe that Recovery truly thrives by connection between people in the rooms.

My life is infinitely better than I could ever have planned it out to be. If I had a magic wand and
could have designed my life I would have sold myself short. I would have aimed for things like status,
achievement, money, housing, relationship stability, job promotions....

Yes, recovery gave me all those things. But it gave me so much more.

It has allowed me to feel things that I had never felt prior to being sober.

To feel worthy.

To feel empowered.

To feel like there is something greater than me that is guiding me.

To feel lovable.

To feel at ease.

I'm sarah, and i'm an alcoholic

To feel like I have something to provide to others.

To feel proud.
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