
    
      
        


    


The A–Z of Binning the Booze

Escaping the Alcohol Trap

––––––––

By Lucy Rocca

Founder of Soberistas.com


After drinking wine with much gusto for twenty years, something clicked in my head in April 2011 which was to lay the foundations for an entirely new and amazing life; I sobered up permanently. Becoming alcohol free has led to me being a much better parent, having tonnes more energy (despite having since had another baby!), creating Soberistas.com and finally, after years of wishing, becoming a published author. Life just keeps on getting brighter, and it’s all down to ditching the booze.

For Isobel and Lily

And for DH


Introduction

Who knows what led you to picking up this book? You might consider yourself to be a binge-drinker, a frequent drinker, an out-of-control drinker, an alcoholic, a boozer, someone who likes a drink ... perhaps you had a major blowout last night and you know that you have to end this merry-go-round, or maybe the drunken arguments are becoming too frequent and too awful to endure any longer. Whatever the reason, and whatever the definition you ascribe to your tendency to consume alcohol in excess, you need to know right now that it’s not your fault. It is not your fault. It. Is. Not. Your. Fault.

The western world is really a terribly boozy place. Everyone loves to drink, don’t they? Drinking is not just acceptable but encouraged, expected, revered. But there are hundreds of thousands of people in the UK alone who are off the scale in terms of how hazardous their drinking has become; who binge-drink as a means of feeling sociable, less stressed, or to tune out their surroundings momentarily. And a large proportion of these people will blame themselves and continue to booze away their concerns in private, struggling to cope with the regular mornings of self-hatred and ruinous hangovers, too scared and ashamed to ask for help. 

I was one of those people until a few years ago. It’s now been more than five years since I had my last alcoholic drink, and I love not drinking far more than I ever loved drinking. Which is saying something, and a statement you’d be rather stunned by if you had known me as a booze hound. 

In the last few years of my alcohol-fuelled life, getting pissed had wormed its way into every crevice, nook and cranny of my existence. All my spare time was geared towards, or had at its heart, booze – especially wine. If I wasn’t drinking then I was looking forward to drinking, or recovering from it, or planning an event that allowed for it in large quantities. And it struck me, aged as I was then in my mid-thirties, that this was a tragically sad way to spend my life: being a slave to an addictive substance, enabling it to colour the person I was inside and alter (for the worse) my expectations of the future and the opinion I had of myself. 

But, despite this growing sense that alcohol was no longer working for me, I was hampered by the belief that in some way this was all my fault – that I was to blame for my obvious inability to control this stuff that most of the population was pouring down its neck every night without, apparently, a care in the world. I had turned into a dreaded ‘problem drinker’, complete with the reputation of being a liability – one to watch on a night out due to my routine acts of passing out, flirting outrageously with all and sundry and throwing up all over the pub toilets. 

But let’s get one thing straight – the blame I allotted to myself for the unhealthy development of my relationship with alcohol did nothing whatsoever to help me get things sorted. I soon realised, once I’d made the brilliant decision to quit drinking altogether, that the wellness process would be sped up nicely if only I could simultaneously learn to be kind to myself and come to appreciate the good to be found in being sober – all of the time. 

So I set to work restructuring myself from the inside out – how I perceived life; how I perceived alcohol; my choice of friends and partner; how I spent my spare time; how I treated myself; the messages I told myself about who I was and what I deserved out of life. I brainwashed myself a fair bit with self-help books, and I got off my backside and threw myself into exercising and learning how to meditate. I sought comfort in simplicity and wondered at all the incredible things I’d been missing out on for the twenty-two years I had spent getting drunk. 

Over the course of the last five years, I have transformed myself from a drunken bum to a happy, healthy and self-respecting individual with no desire whatsoever to drink. I don’t blame myself any more for the fact that I found myself unable to control the amount of alcohol I drank. I don’t label myself, and I love my life. 

I wrote this book, noting all the things I did which got me to this place, as a way to help you navigate your own route out of the booze trap, and to remind you that the journey to true happiness begins with learning to love yourself. 

That journey starts here – it’s time to get well again. 


A - Awareness of the Problem

You cannot begin to address any problem unless you first acknowledge that it exists. Personally, I think that admitting you’ve stepped over the invisible line and become (sshhh!) one of ‘them’ is right up there among the hardest things to do in the world. Why? Because we live in the Land of the Boozers. Everyone and their grandma likes to drink in the West. Booze is an icebreaker, a leveller; it soothes away social discomfort with the ease of a gentle breeze. With an alcoholic beverage close to hand, people find themselves able to enter into conversation with those they would struggle to utter a single word to when sober. 

And yet, if you slide uncontrollably (and probably unknowingly as the transition is occurring) into the realm of alcohol dependency then you are deemed to have parted company from ‘us’ and entered into the territory of ‘them’. And this demarcation of the habits of drinkers, from responsible on the one side to alcoholics on the other, is the biggest hurdle we face when it comes to the title of this chapter – awareness of the problem. 

When I was a teenager, I lived close to a mini-market. In the evenings, my friends and I would meet up there and smoke our cigarettes; occasionally swigging from a bottle or two of cheap booze, should we have been able to convince an older friend or sibling to purchase some on our behalf. Just around the corner lived a boy who we went to school with, and every night at about 7 p.m. his mother would stumble down the road and visit the mini-market to buy alcohol. She was what I recognised as an alcoholic – her cheeks were ruddy and she couldn’t walk in a straight line. She never smiled, her clothes looked dirty and her face revealed the thinly veiled shame of people who can’t control their alcohol consumption. She would totter with an uncertain gait into the shop before re-emerging minutes later, clutching a carrier bag filled with clanking bottles. 

We labelled her an ‘alkie’ and believed her to be different from us – the ones who were downing cheap cider and fortified wines on a street corner. And, as the years passed by, that woman settled into my world view and became the gold standard of what an alcoholic looked like. 

Years later, I said to my sister, in all seriousness, ‘I’d hate to become an alcoholic because then I’d have to stop drinking.’ I failed to detect any irony in this statement at the time, but I often think back to it and almost laugh (not quite) at my complete lack of awareness regarding just how dependent upon alcohol I already was at that stage. I was in my mid-twenties and booze was still a social lubricant to me; a prop that enabled me to switch personalities and live up to my reputation as something of a rebel and a party girl. But I consumed a lot of it, as much as my male friends (if not more), and I would drink only to get drunk. I couldn’t see the point otherwise. 

I was surrounded by a circle of friends who all drank to excess, and together we socialised in pubs that were occupied exclusively by heavy drinkers. And beyond my immediate social group, I witnessed the majority of the population consuming alcohol regularly too – in real life, on the TV and in films. Drinking was sung about in songs and detailed in books. It was an activity so engrained into popular culture that I never, for one moment, considered not taking part. How could I? I lived in the Land of the Boozers. 

In my mid-twenties, I occasionally voiced concerns to my then-husband that I might be an alcoholic, a fear that he wasn’t fully able to allay for me. My concerns largely stemmed from the frequently debauched social occasions I enjoyed alongside my girlfriends, when we would down vast quantities of wine on nights out away from our husbands and children. Many a time I would wake up the following morning with a throbbing head and sketchy memories of the previous evening’s events, together with the knowledge that I seemingly didn’t know when I was drunk and should therefore be calling it a night. 

After one such evening, I sat and cried on my husband’s knee, sobbing my heart out because I was convinced that I had crossed the line and turned into one of them. He reassured me a little and advised me to cut down, perhaps lay off the booze for a while until I felt better able to control my intake – nonsense advice, of course, for the person with no off-switch. I briefly abstained, in the manner of a pissed off teenager who has been instructed to tidy her bedroom, before persuading myself that I was, in fact, a party animal as opposed to an alcoholic and I had no business adopting the lifestyle of a nun. 

It was my interpretation of the word ‘alcoholic’ that prevented me from truly coming to terms with my drink problem during the twenty-two years I spent binge-drinking on a regular basis. I perceived alcoholism to be an issue troubling them and not us, the latter being the camp to which I felt I firmly belonged. It was, in addition, the general acceptance of what drinking too much, or alcoholism, meant in our society that kept me safe from these dreaded labels. In my mind, drinking was connected to fun times, happy social events and easy flirtation with the opposite sex. It was not, yet, sinister in any way.

Of course, there was a further reason regarding my inability to acknowledge that I was alcohol dependent: in and among the terrible booze-related disasters that repeatedly knocked me sideways, damaging my confidence and self-worth, there were times when drinking was still fun. It made me feel young and sexy and enabled me to socialise, free from any of the awkwardness and shyness that I felt when sober. I cherry-picked the memories. For every terrible night which had soured after too much to drink, there was the counter argument – the evenings filled with laughter and good times and silliness; the nights on which all my responsibilities had drifted off and I’d felt blissfully unanchored once more. 

And so the awareness, that fundamental – crucial – acceptance that things had gone too far and my relationship with alcohol had been lost to a place of no return, for me arose primarily out of two issues. It was the balance of alcohol-related good times versus bad times and the latter finally outweighing the former. And it was my understanding that having a problem with alcohol does not necessarily happen only when all the wheels of your life fall off. You don’t need to be reaching for the spirits at 7 a.m. or losing your job, facing a drink-driving charge or having the Social Services contact you over fears for the welfare of your family. It’s not a prerequisite to suffer from withdrawal symptoms because your body is crying out for alcohol. And you don’t need to be a sad, lonely person all of the time. 

In fact, as was the case with me, you may find that nobody around you is fully aware of how much importance you attach to alcohol. You probably won’t resemble the woman whom my friends and I used to watch as she stumbled down to the shop every night for her fix of booze, and you more than likely will have at least some good times when drinking. Right up until I ditched the bottle permanently, I was still putting on a pretty decent act of a person who ‘just liked a drink’. But beneath the veneer, I had my doubts. 

I’d frequently begun to experience hangover-induced panic attacks during the days after heavy drinking sessions. I would suffer extreme heart palpitations and breathlessness, once so bad that I was convinced I was having a heart attack. I felt as though my nerves were shot to pieces and I was paranoid about developing cancer or cirrhosis of the liver as a result of my alcohol consumption. Plus, I had made a complete arse out of myself on numerous occasions when drunk – snogging people I didn’t actually like all that much, falling over, being sick and initiating pointless arguments with those I really cared for. 

These factors were gradually accumulating and tipping the balance away from drinking and towards me becoming teetotal. But I still doubted whether or not I really had a booze problem; whether things were so bad that I needed to stop for good. All around me I could see people drinking to excess, way more than was recommended in the government guidelines. And none of them seemed to care. They generally laughed off any drunken misdemeanours and just put them down to having ‘one too many’. 

But I couldn’t shake the feeling of being deeply ashamed of myself as a result of the effects alcohol had upon me. Drinking turned me into a monster. It made me throw up in my sleep. Snap at my daughter. Almost lose my dog. Argue with people. Fall into the bath and bang my head. Collapse on the pavement. Slip down a steep, muddy bank in the dark. Smoke way too many fags. Eat crap. Throw myself out of a moving car. Jeopardise my studies, and later my job. Sleep with people I wasn’t all that bothered about. Chuck a pint of beer over someone. Flirt with other men blatantly in front of boyfriends. Shout. Cry. Be depressed. Have panic attacks. Hide in the house, fearful of innocent interactions with people. 

None of these alone was sufficient to turn me against alcohol permanently, but many of them resulted in me going on the wagon for a period of a few weeks at a time. Each one contributed to the bank of shame that continued to fester inside, and every morning, when I awoke with that familiar sense of dread and regret, it felt as though another nail had been banged into the coffin. 

Awareness of my alcohol dependency came about like a perfect storm. I finally abandoned my preconceptions of what an alcoholic was, coming to the realisation that to lose control of one’s drinking occurs on a sliding scale – you can be weakening in the fight against alcohol a long time before your life hits the skids for good. 

I chose to end my fight with booze at the age of thirty-five. I was hurtling along a one-way road to somewhere very unpleasant, and things were only going to get worse. Age impacts on us in many ways, but a noticeable phenomenon that I became aware of following my thirtieth birthday was that I suddenly acknowledged my own mortality. For the first time ever, I actually accepted the fact that yes, one day I would die. I stopped believing that I was going to live for ever, and the drinking and smoking and other bad lifestyle choices became problematic for me. I could no longer bury my head in the sand and ignore the risks – early onset dementia, breast cancer and a plethora of other health consequences loomed on my horizon, and I was scared. 

Of course, because of the society in which we live, it can be enormously difficult to perceive one’s own drinking habit as being problematic, even if it is. To develop an awareness of this, it’s essential that you allow yourself to be guided by your own gut feelings. Nobody else will know how wretched alcohol makes you feel the mornings after, when you’re filled with regret for something you did the previous night; nobody will have a clue how much of your thinking time alcohol occupies – the planning, the worrying, the controlling; no one will appreciate just how little self-respect you have because of your drinking habits. 

Fully accepting that you cannot control alcohol, whether you are an alcoholic or not, is something only you can do. It’s vital that you allow your own feelings on the matter to come to the fore; do not let yourself be bullied by others who might want you to continue drinking because it benefits their own agenda. 

In a nutshell, these are the factors that helped me come to the conclusion, finally, that I needed to quit drinking permanently: 


	As soon as I opened a bottle of wine, I immediately began to worry about it running out;

	I didn’t enjoy my evenings unless drinking alcohol was on the cards;

	I regularly blacked out and lost all memory of the night before;

	I was frightened (as a direct result of the amount of alcohol I was consuming) of developing cancer or liver disease;

	I was ashamed of the way I acted when drunk;

	I was fearful that I could no longer hide my drinking from my daughter and didn’t want it to impact negatively on her; 

	I stopped convincing myself that the odd positive experience when drinking mitigated the many negative ones;

	I stopped waiting for further proof that I was an alcoholic and just decided that my drinking was sufficiently bad for me to warrant stopping.



And, alongside accepting all of the above, I distanced myself from the commonly held perception of alcohol within western culture: that drinking is a positive and glamorous activity. I gave myself permission to sidestep the norm, to think that maybe alcohol wasn’t all it was frequently cracked up to be. I started to question the pros of booze and seriously ponder the cons. 


B - Balls to What Anyone Else Thinks

Once you’ve accepted that you wish to stop drinking altogether and begin to put that into practice, you may discover that family members, your partner and/or friends fail to grasp just how difficult and unmanageable your relationship with alcohol has become. And potentially, an announcement of your impending sobriety will make them feel uneasy for a number of reasons.

First of all, they know they will be losing their boozing partner. If, like me, you utilised alcohol to give you the confidence to morph into the archetypal social butterfly, then without it you will be a different person – a quieter one; someone who is nowhere near as brash and excitable. And if your friendships and relationships have all been born out of the booze-induced version of you, the meaningful others in your life won’t have a clue about what you’ll become without alcohol buoying you up. And, most likely, that fact will worry them. 

As drinkers, and especially as heavy drinkers, we tend to gravitate towards other people who consume lots of alcohol on a regular basis. Partly, this is because of the culture in which we live, with societies in the UK, and the western hemisphere in general, being known for their alcocentric approach to life. Socialising usually revolves around drinking, and we are subjected to countless references within popular culture that reinforce the notion that excessive drinking is completely normal, trivial and virtually expected of us. Over time, we become desensitised to the concept of consuming a mind-altering drug (which is exactly what alcohol is) merely to be sociable. And for people like me, who have trouble stopping when they’ve had enough, it becomes all too easy to slide, almost unwittingly, into a world of frequent heavy drinking.

A major part of alcohol dependency is denial – it is often described as the only condition where the sufferer is the single person unaware of having it. Commonly what happens is that we gradually surround ourselves with friends who also drink too much because this detracts from our own problem, simultaneously helping us confirm that we don’t have an issue with alcohol, thank you very much. We are just doing what everyone else does: having a good time while drinking. 

It’s a safe little haven, the social world filled with other drinkers, because nobody pulls you up on how pissed you are, or the fact that you were pissed just a couple of days ago and now you’re heading that way again, or that you have clapped loads of weight on and look terrible because of the amount of alcohol you are drinking. Why would they? They are all happily in denial of the harms of drinking too much, and if they highlight the negative repercussions it’s having on your life then it might shine a light on their own habits. 

Similarly, it’s a fair bet that, if you’re part of a couple, your significant other is a drinker, too. Of course, this isn’t always the case, especially in circumstances where you’ve ramped up your consumption later on in life, and you may be in a relationship with a person who can take or leave alcohol. But for many people who are serial binge-drinkers, their social life (which has always been comprised of serial binge-drinking) will probably have led them to meeting their partner, who will be – you’ve guessed it – a serial binge-drinker. 

As I write this I am forty years old and have had one – yes, one – relationship that was not formed while I (or he) was heavily under the influence of alcohol. Unsurprisingly, I met this partner after I had stopped drinking for good, several years into my sobriety. Is this a miraculous coincidence? No, it is not. It’s entirely to be expected. 

Firstly, a person who does not drink vast amounts of alcohol would have been about as attractive to the boozing me as a worm. I detested it when friends acted sensibly and declared their intentions to have just one or two drinks on a night out because of work, or taking the kids to football the following morning, or any other perfectly legitimate reason for not getting as pissed as a newt. Their opting out of a night of hedonism impinged upon my own freedom to get drunk, for how can two people maintain any kind of conversation when one is sober and the other falling over because they are so inebriated? And this unwillingness of mine to tolerate other people’s rightful desires to drink responsibly stretched to boyfriends, too. 

I doubt that any of my past partners would have found me in the slightest bit attractive anyway had they been non-drinkers and first met me on a night out, when I was usually loud, obnoxious, slightly wobbly on my legs, flirtatious and quite probably a little bit frightening to anyone who didn’t know me. 

Assuming that you do have a partner and that person also likes a drink (or ten) then this is more than likely going to cause some issues in your efforts to become alcohol-free. First of all, when you cut out the booze, your social life alters. For me, this was (initially) a fairly drastic recalibration as I virtually stopped going out altogether for several months. I was wary of being around people drinking to get drunk, and I found those who were inebriated to be rather boring once I was permanently sober. And so I became a bit of a hermit. 

This tends not to go down well with a partner who enjoys a busy social life, most of it involving alcohol. One of the things that has become blindingly obvious to me since launching Soberistas.com is that people don’t like having their alcohol consumption called into question if they don’t perceive themselves to have a drink problem. Even when they are downing way more booze than is good for them, if they don’t recognise their habit as being hazardous then they aren’t going to take kindly to people voicing concerns about the harms of drinking too much. 

But this quest you are setting out on is not about anyone else. Right at the start of your alcohol-free journey, the only person you should be getting sober for is you. And it’s vital that you don’t waiver on that for anyone else, not even your beloved other half who is maybe a little down in the mouth at losing his or her best drinking buddy. Treat this step as the first tutorial in ‘How Not to People Please’. Get selfish (but selfish in a good way – we’ll come to this in a minute). People who have low self-esteem, and (in my experience) those who drink to excess, are often guilty of being colossal people pleasers. I’ve done it. You’ve probably done it. Perhaps the fact that we put aside our own happiness so much in an effort to placate people and be liked is partly to blame for why we routinely get so pissed. 

But here’s where that ends. Quitting alcohol has taught me many things about how to live life in a more rewarding way, and one of the biggest lessons has been in learning to follow my own heart. To misquote Frank Sinatra, we should all ‘Do it Our Way’, because at the end of the day, we can only find true contentment and happiness if we live the life that we, as individuals, feel we should be living. 

Telling your partner or friends that you will no longer be partaking in the heavy drinking sessions, a part of your lives for so long, is never going to be a breeze. But here are a few pointers for when you reach that monumental moment and announce to your loved ones that you are now a non-drinker:


	Remember that we live in the Land of the Boozers. Your stance as a non-drinker will likely be met with derision, surprise, apathy, disappointment, laughter, confusion or happiness (delete where appropriate). The reaction you receive will depend upon whom you are informing of your decision to become a Soberista, and also upon their relationship with alcohol. Be prepared for all of the above reactions and think ahead as to how you will respond to each. 

	You will perhaps have shared with your closest friends or partner your occasional fears regarding the amount you drink and the consequences of your binge-drinking, but maybe not to the full extent that you have experienced those feelings. So when you announce your newfound commitment to sobriety, don’t be surprised if people think you are overreacting. What they might perceive as very rare incidents of going over the top are most probably, to you, deeply humiliating and shameful episodes that you feel strongly about never repeating. It’s unlikely that other people will truly grasp the extent of how wretched your relationship with alcohol has caused you to feel, so don’t be swayed by their encouragement to ‘just have one’, ‘loosen up a bit’ or ‘not be so hard on yourself’. Listen to your own wisdom on this; trust your instincts. 

	You may feel tempted to tell a little white lie in the early days and explain your abstinence as being due to a course of antibiotics or the need to drive. This may help in the short term, but you can only rely on these types of explanations temporarily as at some point it will become obvious that you are alcohol-free on a permanent basis. Most people will soon lose interest in the fact that you no longer drink alcohol, and although you may have to deal with a few questions initially, I think it’s best to get these out of the way and let the news morph into old news as quickly as possible. As the old adage goes: ‘those who matter don’t mind and those who mind don’t matter’. 

	There is no need to declare yourself as an alcoholic when you reveal your new healthy lifestyle choice. Here’s what I say to people who quiz me on why I no longer drink: ‘I got sick of drinking more than I meant to. I was getting drunk too frequently and I wanted more out of my life than hangovers and feeling like shit.’ Done. Walk away. Who cares? It’s your life, nobody else’s. 



When everyone in your immediate circle drinks too much, it’s all too simple to fall into a safe world of denial. After all, if he/she is getting sloshed every weekend on prosecco or vodka tonics, it must be OK, right? Because he/she isn’t an alcoholic, ergo neither are you. What happens when you step aside from this mass sticking of heads in the sand is that you force the people around you to question their own relationships with alcohol. And, for many, this is intensely uncomfortable and something they would rather not focus on too sharply. An easy way to deflect the attention away from their own boozing is to chastise you for your choice to no longer drink. 

Choosing to be alcohol-free in a society that places drinking at the heart of its very essence is a brave and bold thing to do. Essentially, what you are doing is going out on a limb to save yourself, mentally and physically, from the very real harms of excessive alcohol consumption. You will hear the same old rubbish from certain drinkers pertaining to the Nanny State and nobody having the right to tell them not to drink. Whenever I am subjected to this kind of reaction, I remind myself that I have never, and would never, attempt to instruct other people to quit drinking, but that I choose not to drink because I was placing myself in increasingly dangerous situations every time I picked up a glass. 

A declaration of sobriety is not relevant to the people who can successfully limit their intake to one or two drinks before calling it a night. I am not one of those people and I doubt you are either, because you are reading this book. If you can’t stop drinking once you begin, if you never know when you are drunk, if you have blackouts as a result of drinking more than you set out to, then alcohol is a dangerous substance for you. And you deserve to live a life safe from the negative repercussions it brings about when you consume it. 

The generally accepted norm is that alcohol is fun and glamorous, a social lubricant. This positive face of alcohol is one that most out-of-control drinkers wish was applicable to them, but the fact of the matter is it isn’t. When friends or family attempt to persuade you to have a little drink with them, they perceive alcohol to be that positive experience and they want you to be able to do the same. But (and this is the crux of the whole issue) alcohol is a different animal for you and me. They are not talking about the same substance, and they will not be able to understand why you can’t moderate your consumption and drink responsibly. 

This is why stopping drinking, especially when you are part of an alcohol-fuelled social circle, has to be solely about you. I had very low self-esteem and didn’t think I was worth a great deal at all when I first put down the bottle. Therefore it was inordinately challenging to put my own needs first by choosing to end the fight with alcohol I’d been engaged in for years. It took a lot of faith, placing my belief firmly in something that I couldn’t see or even imagine – a happier life in which I became confident and valued myself again. That transformation did arise eventually, but I had to do a lot of trusting and waiting first. And the thing I fundamentally trusted was my decision to stop drinking. 

‘Balls to what anyone else thinks’ has to become your motto as you embark on your new life without alcohol. Do whatever it takes to stay sober in the early days, whether that’s shirking all social invitations until you feel better able to cope with watching other people drinking, forking out on a posh weekend spa trip, eating too much chocolate and slobbing around the house in a tracksuit or just lying in bed. It doesn’t matter! Being a non-drinker takes some adjustment, and as alcohol is everywhere in our society, the first few days or weeks may involve you engaging in a degree of hibernation. So be it. You’ll develop confidence and will naturally feel more inclined to get out socially as time goes on, so allow yourself to indulge in whatever you desire if you think it will help keep you off the sauce (as long as it’s safe and not illegal or harmful in any other way). 

Explain to loved ones that you can’t go on putting yourself through the emotional ups and downs that drinking creates in your life, and that you feel you aren’t fully in control of your consumption. Plan to do some nice things with your partner or friends that don’t feature alcohol as soon as you feel up to it. Be kind to yourself. Remember that this will be the hardest but best decision you will ever take – once you’ve cracked this non-drinking thing, you’ll be able to handle anything. Embrace the challenge, get all the help you need, but, most importantly, do it for you!


C - Compassion for Yourself and Everyone Else 

How the hell do you learn to be kind to yourself when you’ve spent years putting yourself down? When you are so well versed in beating yourself up that it has become second nature? When weeks can pass by without you so much as thinking one fleeting positive thought about yourself? 

Being unable to control our alcohol intake almost inevitably leads to feelings of self-loathing. There are many reasons for this. For starters, as drinkers we often set ourselves limitations on how much alcohol we will allow ourselves to consume. When we fail to stick to these self-imposed rules we regard ourselves with contempt, ‘Why can’t you just drink normally like everyone else?’ and ‘Why did you make such an arse of yourself, again?’ being familiar questions rotating around our minds on a loop. And, maddeningly, there are no satisfactory answers. That’s just how we are. 

Secondly, chances are that if you regularly get smashed on alcohol, then you will say or do things that cause you untold shame and remorse when you wake in the morning with the mother of all hangovers. Dancing on tables and falling over were the least of my worries as a regretful drinker – I frequently acted in ways that made my toes curl the next day, and I let myself and other people down far more often than I care to remember. It’s inordinately difficult to laugh such incidents off, particularly as you grow older. Personally, I could just about convince myself that behaving like a drunken idiot was fine when I was twenty; by the time I reached my early thirties it was a different matter entirely. 
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alcohol dependency.
Personal, passionate,
convincing.
Alastair Campbell

Lucy Rocca





