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DISCLAIMER


This book is not intended to be a programme for recovery. The stories presented here were written by each contributor and edited by Simon Chapple and Lois Badey, with commentary by Simon Chapple. We are not doctors. We are not therapists. We are not prescribing any form of therapy or medication. We have simply collected and wish to share the stories of others who have had success achieving freedom from addiction to alcohol. Please consult a qualified medical professional if you are attempting to quit the use of any substance or seeking treatment. 


Where appropriate, some names and details may have been changed to protect privacy.


Simon Chapple and Lois Badey










INTRODUCTION


My name is Simon Chapple. When I was 44 years old, my life had reached a point where it was on the brink of falling apart; in fact, many aspects of it already had. Alcohol had quite simply taken over. I’d completely lost control of my drinking ‘habit’ and I felt like a puppet whose strings were being pulled and ruthlessly controlled by only one master. That puppet master was drink, specifically red wine.


My marriage, my role as a parent, my career, my health (both mental and physical), and my well-being all suffered. They really suffered.


After more than two decades of self-destructive behaviour, I did something that I could never have imagined was possible. I broke free from alcohol and quit drinking for good. The reason I could never have imagined the possibility of becoming sober is that alcohol had weakened me to the point where I had completely lost my personal power to a red liquid poison and desperately needed wine (and often beer) to function each day. But somehow, from somewhere, I was able to find a glimmer of hope. With the faint light of hope I began to feel some of my lost power returning, and with that, I became able to eventually end my awful toxic relationship with drink that had lasted for over 20 years.


Since that day I have continued to grow and found that a life without alcohol is infinitely better than being stuck in the trap of addiction. I have gone on to become a sobriety coach and feel honoured to have worked with thousands of people from around the world to help them change the way that alcohol features in their own lives. My life’s mission has become one of sharing the message about the benefits of living alcohol-free. I never preach or ram my views down people’s throats. If they want to hear what I have to say, then they will seek out the information for themselves.


I have also published three books before this one, all of which I wrote after I quit drinking. I didn’t ever set out to become an author, but after cutting alcohol out of my life, I found new passions that brought me true joy. It turned out that writing was one of them. 


My first book was The Sober Survival Guide, which was followed by How to Quit Alcohol in 50 Days and, more recently, How to Heal Your Inner Child. Incredibly, all of these books have become bestsellers and are helping people around the world understand the best approach to stopping drinking and healing the roots of addictive behaviour without needing masses of willpower or feeling as though they have been deprived of something special. 


My life’s mission has become one of helping people learn how to enjoy the experience of becoming sober without feeling like they are missing out. When we become alcohol-free, despite what we may believe, we lose nothing but gain much more than we could ever have imagined.


I wrote the book How to Heal Your Inner Child to address issues such as trauma and emotional neglect which stem from childhood and contribute to shaping us into adults. Very often these past issues lie at the roots of addictive behaviour and can be the gateway to finding long-term freedom. This is exactly what happened in my own experience. Contrary to what many drinkers believe until they quit drinking, there is absolutely no stigma associated with being alcohol-free. I consider not drinking to be one of the most powerful and positive lifestyle choices anyone can make. There is no shame whatsoever in sobriety. I wear my badge with massive pride. That said, while being sober is most definitely part of who I am, it isn’t all that I am. Being sober doesn’t define me, but it definitely allows me to show up in the world as the person I want to be.


When we are caught in the cycle of daily drinking or regular binge drinking, we become unable to see any other way of living. We hold false beliefs that limit us from being the best version of ourselves and behave in a way that doesn’t align with our personal values. We end up falsely convincing ourselves that alcohol is adding to our lives, when instead it robs us of joy, peace, and fulfilment. 


We wrongly think that alcohol makes us relax, de-stresses us and enables us to have fun. We credit alcohol for the good times we have and treat it as a reward. We also rely on it as a coping mechanism for the bad times we experience, without realizing that we can enjoy ourselves so much more and deal with difficulties so much better when we choose not to drink. The limiting beliefs we hang on to about drink are all totally untrue, but until we become able to look within, it is impossible to see the reality. 


The thought of admitting we have a problem or considering not having alcohol in our lives can fill us with a sense of utter dread. So we look the other way. We avoid staring at the truth for too long because it is far too painful to accept. How do we avoid looking? Usually by drinking more so we can numb it all out. Once the murky fog of alcohol envelops us, the uncomfortable thoughts and feelings begin to fade, but only for a short period of time until they return with a vengeance.


Thankfully, more and more people are finding the strength to look at their own self-destructive behaviour, and once they can acknowledge that they need to change, wonderful things begin to happen. With new-found self-awareness, they can begin taking small steps on the path to becoming free from alcohol and transforming themselves into a new version of who they are – fully present, calmer, happier, grounded, and truly connected. It is an incredible experience for me to witness someone making this change. I feel honoured to be part of the incredible journey undertaken by the many amazing people from around the world with whom I work.


I have a wonderful online community, and every single day this provides me with the gift of looking through a window into the lives of people who are travelling the same path that I walked as they work on themselves to cut out alcohol. Every story is unique and inspirational, yet they all have the same fundamental issues at the core – addiction, destructive behaviour, and a difficult relationship with the ‘self’.


Some of the stories posted and shared by the members of my community are so powerful and inspiring that I have long held the belief that they would make for an incredible book that would have a real impact on anyone who was exploring their own relationship with alcohol, considering a life of sobriety, or has already quit drinking and needs a reminder of why they made that decision in the first place. I have always felt it would be an insightful, eye-opening, and at times shocking book no matter who read it.


This book started as a dream. I can still recall the day I hit the publish ‘post’ button in the Be Sober Facebook group to test the water so I could discover if any of the members would be interested in sharing their story. From that moment on, the dream slowly turned into a reality. So many people wanted to share their story because they realized they had experiences and insights that would truly help others. These members of the community want to give something back and at the same time experience the catharsis of writing and reflecting on their own very personal stories to help themselves fully heal.


Throughout the book you will read stories that have been written by the very people who lived through them. They are raw, real, and totally honest. Sometimes the stories are shocking, upsetting, and downright horrendous; others will make you cringe, and some will make you laugh out loud.


While creating a book with life stories so rich that every page will keep you riveted, the main purpose of every word on every page is for you to read stories by people to whom you can relate. The sober community members who wrote these stories are just like you, facing the same challenges and overcoming the same adversities. My goal is that you will see your own life reflected in some or all of the incredible stories, and within those stories you may well discover a new sense of hope. You might feel inspired and begin to see that change is possible and find the courage within yourself to take steps forward into a new and incredible life without alcohol.


This book would never have become a reality without the hard work and incredible contributions from each of the 29 people who have shared their very personal stories with the world on the pages that follow. Every contributor has overcome doubts, anxieties and fears about publicly sharing their own intimate journey and bravely taken a step into the unknown by facing any worries or challenges along the way.


It is the resolve, strength, and passion of the contributors that have made this book something very special. But it is you, the reader, who will experience the power in the chapters ahead by drawing strength, knowledge, and insights from what you are about to read. I have shared my own story, too, which you can read later in the book. 


I encourage you to look on my YouTube channel for videos that further explain the concepts we will explore throughout the book. You will also find my own commentary alongside each chapter. This is in order to provide you with an easy understanding of the takeaways contained within each story.


Before you begin reading Rock Bottom and Rising, I want to share a word about the format of these stories. First, do not read them in a single sitting, no matter how intriguing you may find the content. Try not to read more than two a day so that you have time to reflect on how you relate to the stories in relation to your own experiences. In doing so, you will have time to fully digest the material. Each chapter follows a pattern of experience, self-awareness, release, and transformation. In my previous books The Sober Survival Guide and How to Quit Alcohol in 50 Days, I describe these stages in detail, with tips and tactics on how to effectively navigate the sober journey. If you feel you need a more in-depth understanding of the specific path to becoming alcohol-free, I recommend you pick up a copy of one of these books when you have finished reading this one. 


At the end of each story are a few questions for reflection. I hope you will give thought to your own experiences and find insights from the sober journeys of others. Nearly everyone who travels the sober pathway finds it helpful to learn from others and to see that the trail to freedom is accessible.


Concurrent with the publication of Rock Bottom and Rising is a journal/workbook that can be used for daily writing to help you explore and understand how to achieve sobriety. Journalling is an effective technique in being able to realize the progress you are making along your path to freedom. It also enables you to put into concrete terms your feelings, your emotions, and helpful tips and tactics you can rely upon. The Sober Life Journal is available on Amazon and is listed in the resource section at the back of this book.


You will notice how the stories throughout this book follow the Five Stages of Sobriety. In many cases, it isn’t a point-to-point journey, as setbacks and rock-bottom moments are encountered along the way. The lines between the various stages are not always clear, particularly with people who have physical and mental health challenges, and people who would consider themselves highly functional drinkers. Here are the Five Stages:


• Ignorant Bliss Many people spend a long time in this stage. It is often when they are younger and have no concerns about their drinking behaviour. Life feels carefree and they have no worries about their relationship with alcohol, despite it already starting to embed its addictive tentacles into their lives.


• Cognitive Dissonance There comes a point where people move out of the Ignorant Bliss stage, often as a result of a trigger that causes them to begin questioning their drinking habits. This stage can be the most uncomfortable of them all, as it creates an inner conflict between the conscious mind and the subconscious that can feel incredibly painful. There is often a strong desire to drink, coupled with a conflicting wish to stay sober, alongside a sense of anxiety about not knowing what to do for the best.


• Many people find that they make their first attempts to quit drinking during this phase. Without the right tools, education, and support, they may find that their attempts are unsuccessful and that their drinking behaviours recur with an increase in the amount of alcohol consumed. It can be a very hopeless and frustrating time for anyone seeking relief from the addiction to alcohol.


• It is important to understand that once someone has moved out of the Ignorant Bliss stage it is impossible ever to return there. Alcohol will never be the same again, and drinking will always carry negative feelings associated with the internal conflict around wanting to quit. This can cause a sense of failure and bring up feelings of shame, regret, and issues around self-worth.


• Education There is only one way out of the Cognitive Dissonance stage, and that is to bring the mental conflict to end by creating harmony. This is achieved through education, and the next step for many people is to begin learning about the best methods of becoming sober, the detrimental effects of alcohol on the body, acquiring a skillset of healthy coping mechanisms, finding a support group, and understanding all the wonderful benefits of an alcohol-free lifestyle. Self-help books, otherwise called Quit Lit, YouTube channels, Facebook groups, online groups, and sobriety groups are great resources for becoming knowledgeable about tips and tactics for sobriety. At the end of this book, there is a resource section listing many available groups and books to help guide you in this process.


• Practice Just like learning any new skill, it is important to start putting what we have learned into practice and to take our newfound knowledge out into the real world. The more we experience life without alcohol by practising what we have learned, the more we form new beliefs about the benefits of living alcohol-free.


• Joy After educating ourselves and getting out into the world to hone our skills, a time comes where we feel we have mastered an alcohol-free lifestyle. We are no longer thinking about alcohol. Cravings have stopped, and we have found new hobbies, friends and activities that invite true joy into our lives. This is the point where freedom is found.


While having similar components, each person’s journey is truly unique. What works for some people to achieve sobriety may not work for others. Trauma, mental and physical health, relationships, socio-economic circumstances, and other life dynamics are factors that impact a person’s particular skills and tactics in order to obtain freedom from alcohol. But for everyone seeking sobriety, the desire to find freedom and joy is powerful, and when people become motivated to achieve something spectacular and adopt the right mindset, nothing will stop them. 


Let’s begin with Katie’s story …










KATIE




Katie’s powerful story is reflective of someone who has become imprisoned by their dependence on alcohol. Her narrative describes what so many other people experience – stressed relationships, trauma from grief and loss, and the negative impact of addiction on family and partners. Her narrative describes the push and pull of the subconscious mind, aka the ‘Dictator’, and how it becomes entwined in conflict against the conscious mind, aka the ‘Liberator’. The Dictator grabs hold and usurps our self-esteem, our relationships, our health, and our happiness. When the Liberator finally has enough knowledge, tactics, support, and available resources, freedom from the Dictator (alcohol) becomes achievable. Katie continues to be an active member of the Be Sober community, and she now helps others by sharing what she has learned on her transformational journey; she is and has become a role model for many people starting out in sobriety. 





I like to think that I had what I consider to be a normal childhood, even though I was born with heart and lung problems. I was a fragile and delicate child – the kid who had to sit out of PE [physical education] and couldn’t manage the school trips. 


As for my home life, neither of my parents was a drinker, and I had an older sibling who was sensible. There were many difficulties in my parents’ marriage, which was incredibly painful to witness, and it had a negative impact on me in later life, especially when my father passed away.


I started drinking when I was around 15 years old. This was normal for the west of Scotland in the 1980s. I enjoyed peach schnapps and lemonade in bars and clubs, and my consumption of alcohol was accepted by my parents and my community as safe for me and my friends. I was drinking just like everyone else.


When I got into my twenties, my childhood drinks like alcopops, or drinks mixed with sweet drinks like lemonade or coke, switched to more sophisticated choices like white or rosé wine. Wine was now an essential part of my life.


I had two daughters before I turned 30. I had a job, a house, a degree, a marriage. At this point, I was satisfied with drinking just a half a bottle of wine a night. I could leave it unfinished if I chose. I remember clearly putting the cork back in the bottle and walking away. 


But nightly wine drinking became habitual for me, and everyone I knew. We all talked openly about it. In many respects, it had become the glue that bonded my friendships. It did not, however, bond me with my husband, who frequently looked at me with disgust and regularly walked out of bars. I remember sitting down for lunch with friends at midday and picking up the wine list first – he walked out, disgusted with my behaviour. In my mind, our relationship was over. He clearly had to go because my wine drinking was a priority in my life.


In my mid-thirties, I met someone new and entered a seven-year tempestuous, toxic relationship. Because our drinking was a shared pastime, my daily consumption quickly escalated. Since my daughters were school-aged and becoming less dependent on me for help with getting to and from school and other activities, I had more free time to drink and fewer worries about taking care of them.


My partner and I would regularly drink far too much and then we would argue fiercely. The drama! There was always so much drama. The police would often be called because of our fights, the crying, and the damage. I had enough self-control and self-worth to set a boundary and eventually I was unwilling to continue the relationship and subject my children to it. They had witnessed enough. Although we loved him, we could no longer tolerate him and all the drama. 


I thought that when I got rid of my addicted partner, my obsession with drinking would leave with him. After all, surely the drama and misfortune in my life were all his fault! I had not yet grappled with my own accountability at this point. Instead of my drinking leaving me, my alcohol dependence became utterly destructive.


I was now over 40, remarried, and mother of two more children. I looked forward to starting every day with drinking. It was the same routine day in and day out. I started drinking at noon, and when I ran out of wine, I drove to the shops to get more. Most of the day, a young Spanish girl took care of my babies, but frequently, I would leave my toddler alone on the sofa while ‘Mummy nipped to the shop’.


I befriended other ‘yummy mummies’ who were up for wine at playdates. I spent all my time with my drinking friends. I walked out of work meetings, excusing myself with a migraine. Every lunch or meal was accompanied by drinks. I never met a single person for coffee because that just seemed so dull! 


I would have a bottle of wine prior to my husband coming home from work and then pretend I hadn’t been drinking before casually suggesting that we go out to the pub so I could have more. If he knew there was a problem, he didn’t say. In front of my husband and daughters, I drank out of cups that disguised the wine as water or juice. I would preload before social occasions – that is, I would drink a bottle of wine before going out and then consume yet another bottle of wine with friends. I was always guaranteed to turn up drunk. I thought my friends loved it. My husband had to drive everywhere we went because I was never fit to drive myself. 


I often wet my pants and regularly wet the bed in an alcoholic stupor. I vomited at night and dry retched during the day. I drank at night and lay in bed. I would lie in a dark room, sometimes trembling, downing painkillers. I would sleep or I would stare at the ceiling. I ruined most weekends and lost so much valuable family time that I can never get back. 


After such continuous dependence on wine, I began experiencing panic. 


‘S—! Am I an alcoholic? Surely not!’ 


I couldn’t bear the thoughts; I would search online constantly for validation that my drinking was normal. 


‘Please, God, I don’t want to have to give up drinking. It is my only friend.’ 


In 2016, my husband and I went on holiday to South America. While we were exploring and wandering the streets, I spotted a sign for AA and an arrow pointing to a cabin. I stared at it. ‘Alcoholics Anonymous’ it read. 


One night during that holiday, my husband and I were working our way through the usual amount of cocktails and prosecco and I could just feel something stirring inside me. The voice that I had desperately tried to quash about my drinking problems became louder and louder in my head. At that moment, I turned to my husband and said, ‘I am going to go to AA.’ He quietly replied, ‘That’s a good idea.’ 


The next day, I woke and immediately searched for the details of the AA meeting. I felt so nervous as I approached the location of the meeting. I stood casually at the end of the street pretending I was reading the noticeboard for a surf shop. An American man hovered behind me, and I wondered if he was a fellow surfing enthusiast. Wrong. He leaned over to me and whispered, ‘Keep going.’ I shall never forget those words. 


I meekly followed that American and walked into my first AA meeting. There were about ten of us in a little room. It was such an emotional realization for me that I wept the entire time. My head was in my hands as I shook and sobbed. Everyone was so kind and supportive. I found it powerful listening to others talk and realizing that I wasn’t the only one stuck in this awful trap. As I sat there, I began to feel a kind of clarity; something within me felt like it was shifting.


I went to the meeting every day of the holiday thereafter. I didn’t speak much, but I listened. I swapped some phone numbers with some of my new friends, and I told my husband proudly that I was cured. I flew home and didn’t touch a drop of drink on the plane. Planes were one of my favourite places to get drunk. This time, I resisted all that free drink! 


I stayed sober for 16 whole days. This was an incredible achievement after years of daily abuse. 


The 16 days came to an end when my husband and I went out for an evening for a drink. My logic was that I wanted to test that I was cured by having just one glass of wine. Although that was my plan, it soon changed to my decision that we should share a bottle between the two of us. That was it. That was all it took to end up right back down the rabbit hole, and within days, my drinking patterns and dependence returned. Little did I know it would be years before I was free. 


I wish I could identify what that specific trigger was. Boredom? Or not being able to face the thought of a lifetime without alcohol? Or that I deserved a reward? After all, I had been well behaved. By taking a break, I proved my control over alcohol. I felt great, and now I could manage drinking without the same issues I encountered previously. 


During this period, my father died. It felt like months watching him slowly fade from my life. On the day he passed away, I sat by his deathbed drinking wine out of a pink plastic sippy toddler cup that I kept stashed in my handbag. Remember, this was my behaviour in the past – drinking from a child’s cup, disguising my wine as juice. My pattern was repeating – lying, sneaking drink, deception. 


The problem was worse than ever because I now had the perfect excuse: 


• ‘Of course I’m drinking. My dad is dying.’


• ‘Of course I’m drinking. I’m at my dad’s funeral.’ 


• ‘Of course I’m drinking. I’m grieving and bereft.’


The conflict between my conscious and subconscious was demanding. I issued a lot of orders in these years: 


• ‘Get me more wine!’


• ‘Please stop me drinking wine.’


• ‘Go to the bar!’


• ‘Go to the shop!’


• ‘Oh, please help me!’


• ‘The sheets need a change because I’ve wet the bed again.’


• ‘I need my painkillers.’ 


• ‘I need you to bring me a bucket.’


• ‘Please get me water.’


• ‘Bring some wine home.’


• ‘Can you get up for the kids?’


• ‘Can you phone in sick for me?’ 


• ‘PLEASE HELP ME!’


I continued to try to quit and managed a few days on occasion. But then something stressful would happen – it could be anything – and I would return to my pattern with a vengeance. For example, when my father-in-law was dying, my husband and I were called to the hospital to be by his bedside. The stress was overwhelming for me. I drank a bottle of wine before we left the house and took a bottle for the journey and sat swigging it all the way. I can’t imagine what my grieving husband was thinking. Was he furious? Was he concerned for me? Was he thinking about his father? He didn’t say. By the time we got to the hospital, I was so drunk that I picked a fight with family members while at the bedside and then left the room. My husband found me hours later lying in the hospital Starbucks, sleeping. I was mortified. I blamed it on the stress of death. 


I recovered from this episode, and things settled. I went back to my nightly routine of a bottle or bottle and a half of wine. I further rationalized my drinking that this was just my normal. ‘I can’t be that bad – I haven’t got any criminal convictions. I haven’t lost my kids. I have a good job. I don’t drink in the mornings.’ 


The nagging thoughts and anxiety didn’t leave me. So I started internet searches to try to learn how to stop drinking for good and bought ‘quit lit’ books. I read This Naked Mind by Annie Grace, and it helped me stay sober for 21 days. I proudly called it a game-changer before telling people that it had changed my life. 


I also read Drinking: A Love Story by Caroline Knapp. Oh my! I really felt something this time. This woman was just like me. I couldn’t believe the sheer power of her words. I consumed them like I had alcohol. I couldn’t get that book out of my mind. Even to this day, I never stop thinking about Caroline Knapp. 


My turning point was 11 November 2017. I was drinking, as usual, at my sister’s house. My habit was so entrenched that I didn’t know what else to do with my hands, or my time. I began to panic and fret that my wine might run out. I was topping up my glass with fierce regularity. I’m not sure I was drunk because my anxiety level was so high. 


I looked around the room that day and noticed that nobody else was drinking. Maybe they had been and perhaps they had finished already? Or maybe they hadn’t bothered to drink? Surely not. These thoughts just wouldn’t stop. They were constant in my head. 


And then, in a single moment, I put that glass down with a thud and with it I heard an audible click deep inside my head. And that was it.


I woke the next day and performed my usual routine of drinking water and coffee and swallowing painkillers. But I knew something was different. I told my husband that things were going to change. I doubt that he had any reason to believe me. 


A week later, I joined Simon’s online sober community Be Sober – Quit Drinking and Enjoy Life. I threw myself into my new life. I avidly read every post. I commented and shared my experiences. I felt so relieved to share in a safe space. I loved the anonymity of it all. I could really express myself in this group, and there seemed to be women, young people, older people, cool people, all normal, intelligent people, all trapped in the same misery. 


Six weeks after joining the Facebook group, Simon asked me to become an online moderator. This helped me guide others and, more importantly, remain accountable. I couldn’t possibly drink and dispense advice. I was a role model.


I had tricks up my sleeve during those early weeks. Some of them I gleaned from reading and learning, and some I made up myself. I ate sweets and cakes by the bucketload. I went out for meals and ordered the most expensive items on the menu. Initially, everything was compensation for not drinking. I bought new clothes, expensive skincare products, and soft furnishings for my home. I also told my family and close friends that I had stopped drinking and asked them to support me. 


I bought alcohol-free drinks and tried them all. I spent time every evening making a fancy non-alcoholic drink with ice and lemon and a nice wine glass. It seemed to have a placebo effect and also helped to keep my hands occupied at the times I used to drink alcohol.


Sometimes I went to bed really early because there were nights where I just couldn’t face the evenings. At 7 p.m., I would take the kids and we would lie in bed and watch movies together. As time passed, I developed new habits such as having herbal tea prior to going to sleep. 


I loved my bed again. I bought new pyjamas and new bed sheets. I savoured a fresh bed. It is hard to explain the relief of lying safely in a warm, clean, and comfortable bed after years of wetting it or vomiting down the side of the quilt and mattress.


I continued to read books and educated myself. I think I read every sobriety book available. I re-read This Naked Mind four times. I put all the energy that I had put into drinking into not drinking. I was full of positivity; sobriety had become my new hobby, and I was immersing myself in it. 


I would get up early on weekends and go for a bike ride. If the weather was inclement, I would watch an episode of a boxed DVD set with a coffee. If I had to go to a party (and I dodged most of them the first few months), I laid out my bed beautifully so I could visualize it waiting for me when I came home from the event. I would fold down a cover and lie my quit lit book on top of it and maybe some chocolates. I held on to this image all evening, and it really helped me to not feel deprived around others who were drinking. I chatted to people and joined in at social functions, but I was almost always the first to leave. I couldn’t wait to get home and lie safely in that beautiful bed. I keep saying safely because that is exactly how it felt. I was finally safe, I hadn’t done anything wrong, and nothing was going to happen to me. I began to find true pleasure in such simple things.


I loved the first six months of sobriety. It was bliss. The relief and feeling of freedom made tears of joy pour down my face. Perhaps there were moments of temptation to drink, but I didn’t dwell on them. If I felt like drinking wine, I downed water or I would brush my teeth. Those things always took the craving away. If I ever felt like going to the shop to buy alcohol, I would jump in a bath instead and wash my hair. After all, I couldn’t go out with wet hair. 


I went to a sober festival. I met cool people. We shared stories and laughed all day. It wasn’t dull and it wasn’t boring. It was fantastic to connect with so many other people who had been through similar experiences, and it made me realize the sheer size of the incredible sober community that I was feeling very proud to have joined.


In fact, since I stopped drinking, my life has been anything but dull and boring. I have discovered what brings me real joy and happiness. I am calmer, happier, and much more grounded. I like to think I am a better mum, a better wife, and a better person all round.


Alcohol really did suck the joy out of everything in my life, and it wasn’t until I was able to give myself a reality check and take a step back to look at myself with brutal honesty that I was able to acknowledge that it had become a problem. Once I had accepted that something needed to change, I was able to begin educating myself and learning how best to become sober. This time, I didn’t feel down or sorry for myself. I felt motivated and excited about what I was doing for myself, my family, and everyone I cared about in my life. 


Two years have now passed. There are days I am curious about moderating. Sometimes I feel cured, and I wonder whether I could go back to drinking. But what for? Why? I gained nothing from it. I struggle to remember any pleasure I ever got from drinking. 


A bad day sober is better than a thousand days drunk. I will never go back. 




QUESTIONS FOR REFLECTION


• When does Ignorant Bliss end and Cognitive Dissonance begin for Katie? Do you see similarities in your own journey?


• What do you consider the turning point in Katie’s story?


• What were the tactics Katie used to stay firm in her sobriety?













JANET 




When we are caught in the battle of cognitive dissonance – knowing that we have a problem but not finding a solution – secrecy about how much we drink becomes an issue. Often, the problem is undetected by friends or colleagues. Many drinkers are highly functioning professionals. They get to work on time, they don’t miss meetings, they can hold a clear conversation or act normally … and yet be in the middle of a blackout. When a person realizes they have begun to have blackouts, taking notes to aid recall is just one of several tactics to appear ‘normal’ and to hide a problem. Top-loading drinks before social gatherings, drinking a nightcap in private at the end of a night of drinking, and hiding a secret stash of alcohol that can be accessed without anyone else seeing are other examples of secret drinking.


Janet has become a mainstay in my Be Sober group. She has been alcohol-free for over two years. She continues to motivate and be a role model to newcomers in our sobriety support group. Her story reflects an amazing transformation in becoming personally honest and facing the need to make a change.





I have a secret. Secrets can be dangerous. They make you do things like telling lies. You can lie to others, but, mostly, you lie to yourself. I once read: ‘Nothing fools you better than the lies you tell yourself.’ Hmmm.


Anyone who knew me then, and those who know me now, see me as confident, well-adjusted, and pretty successful. And that is true. I had a successful theatre career as a stage manager. Later, I did well as a music/drama teacher when I moved to Quebec. But, for some reason, that was not enough. 


My secret did not happen overnight. It was a gradual build-up until drinking was a daily habit. And then I always needed just a little bit more. To hide the amount I was drinking, I would go to different liquor stores so that the cashier would not see how many times I came in. I always bought a few bottles of the same wine so that as one bottle got low, I could switch it, or top it up so that no one would notice that the wine seemed to disappear quickly. Before going to a dinner party, I always had a ‘de-stresser’ before I left the house. What if my host did not serve me enough, or fast enough? I needed a head start. If the party was at our house, I could always sneak off to the garage and have a nip or two from the bottle I had stashed there. 


It was a lot of work to keep up appearances. 


Was I an alcoholic? Perhaps. Functioning alcoholic? Who knows? What I do know is that I was drinking more than I wanted to and could not stop on my own. For 40 years, alcohol was a part of my life, with the amount increasing according to my increased tolerance and my ability to pay for it. 


Did I drink when driving? Never … or almost never. When I knew I was going to drive, I stopped drinking at the end of the evening. Usually. And I was always scared of getting caught, so I drove really carefully if I was driving with alcohol in my blood. 


See how the lies happen? Thank God I did not hurt or kill anyone.


But I did hurt myself once. I turned quickly in the kitchen and clipped my lip on the kitchen counter. I told the dentist that I’d tripped on my sandal. I did not mention the amount of wine I’d drunk before I tripped. I can’t remember what I told my husband, but I’m sure it wasn’t the truth. Fortunately, no dental work was required. 


I always thought that falling down drunk and passing out was a blackout. This isn’t true. A blackout is a memory lapse due to drinking. When I started forgetting things, I started to get scared. But even then, I tried to lie to myself. I mean, we all forget things, right? We are all getting older. 


This type of selective amnesia was different than just forgetting where I put my car keys. The first time it happens, the more likely it is to happen again. And again. What is truly frightening is that I could be fully functional at the time, playing cards, and having a great conversation with my granddaughter. The next day I didn’t realize it had happened until I saw a photograph of the two of us. Apparently, we were having fun. And I had missed it.


Normally, during the sleep cycle, the brain takes events of the day and solidifies them into memories. Alcohol disrupts the sleep cycle, and this can interfere with the creation of these memories. 


Another time, I didn’t remember a phone conversation I had with a friend. We were planning a get-together, and when I contacted her about it the next day, she said, ‘Don’t you remember we talked about that last night?’ Nope. So I made up some lie to explain it. What really bothered me was that, in this case, I knew I had only had a couple of glasses of wine with dinner. But I still had a blackout. 


After that evening, and out of fear of forgetting details, I started jotting down notes when I was drinking with people. I could fake it, and no one would know my secret because I had taken notes to remember the evening. 


Now some people might think I was a drunken loser. Not so. As a young adult, I would get sick before I got into trouble. After that I would swear off drinking for a while, and usually for a year or so I would drink moderately – until I no longer got sick. 


Over time, my tolerance built up. I could handle myself. As my income increased, I was able to afford quality stuff. Nice wines, scotches and vodka came into the mix. I could have a good conversation, could navigate the room, and drinking made me happy, more sociable … until it didn’t. Those damn blackouts ruined everything.


Not only did blackouts ruin my pleasure, but then the government made it less fun. Media outlets began to run ads stating the maximum safe amount to drink was two drinks a day for women, a maximum of ten per week. Really? Not only was I way over that, but few in my social circle were within those limits. At least as far as I knew. None of us talked about it. Perhaps comparing myself to others was another way to justify my own drinking. 


It is a good thing I live in Canada. Our recommended drinking levels are more generous than in other countries. In the UK, only six glasses of wine per week is safe. I would have had a more serious drinking problem there! Many doctors now recommend that no level of alcohol is safe. Alcohol is a known carcinogen. I didn’t want to get cancer. 


So I tried to quit. Forget AA. The one meeting I attended was so negative it sucked me into a black hole. I tried a few other programs. One almost worked until it asked me to find my Life Purpose. As an overworked teacher, I just felt – am I not doing enough already? Am I not enough?


And then I retired. Now that I was no longer working, there was no reason not to drink. It seemed that all of my leisure activities involved alcohol: a beer after the golf game or BYO wine restaurants, summer barbecues. Breakfasts and brunches were dry, unless they were serving mimosas.


Sleep and keeping my weight under control were two health goals I had. Weight Watchers taught me healthy eating and exercising with a kind, nonjudgmental outlook. I could have wine as long as I kept within my points budget. The diuretic effects of wine helped. Success!


I sought help at a sleep clinic, where I learned a lot about how to manage my sleep. It improved, but still wasn’t great. I found it interesting that during the sleep clinic program alcohol consumption was never mentioned. Maybe it was because I live in Quebec, and alcohol consumption is so ingrained in the culture that the sleep experts don’t consider it worth pursuing. After all, what is the source of that joie de vivre? And if they had asked, I would have lied anyway.


Actually, only one doctor in my entire life ever asked how much I drank. I said, ‘Too much, but I am working on it.’ Not a lie. He asked me why I drank. I said because I liked it. At the time, I thought it was the truth, but now I see – maybe not.


Because I could not sleep, I turned to recorded meditations to help. And they did help. One night, I accidentally clicked on the products button for one of my favourite meditations. In the corner was an ad for a weird-sounding product, This Naked Mind, which mentioned alcohol management. I checked it out, it looked good, and although expensive given the Canadian dollar at the time, I bought it.


That night I found Annie Grace’s program, which uses education and logic to build an undeniable case for why people should get alcohol out of their lives. And my problem was given another name. Not alcoholism, but addiction. 


At first, this depressed me, and I figured, OK, now that I am addicted, it really is hopeless. I will have to go into rehab, and I couldn’t figure out how I could lie about that. 


Now This Naked Mind is an excellent program, and I would love to say that it turned my life around – like snapping your fingers. It made perfect sense. I could see the path, but something inside me fought it. I could not argue with any of what Annie Grace said. I did a couple of her 30-day Alcohol Experiments. Whenever I stopped, I could go for a while, but I did not feel better. In describing the Alcohol Experiments, Annie says over and over again how great it feels to be free from alcohol. Unfortunately, that was not what I was experiencing. 


But I was drinking less, a lot less … until I wasn’t. I just learned to be better at hiding things. My emotions as well as the empty bottles were being stashed away. 


Why did I keep lying and hiding things? I considered myself an honest person – except when it came to alcohol. I was not proud of the person I was becoming. I wanted to hide what I was doing because, in my core, I knew that it was wrong. It was not good for me. I now know that the lying and hiding came from a thing called cognitive dissonance. As much as my conscious self wanted to quit, my unconscious self was hanging on to the behaviour I had learned over the past 40 years. My conscious self tried to reconcile this opposition by covering it up. I would hide what I was doing, and I would tell lies to hide the truth from myself as well as from others around me. What I could not hide was how awful that dissonance made me feel. I tried to hide those emotions by drinking more. 


I knew, however, that Annie Grace was right. While listening to the recording of her event Naked Mind Live 2018, I encountered two Brits – Laura Willoughby and Simon Chapple. They were funny and seemed to be having fun being alcohol-free. They talked about alternative alcohol-free drinks that were made for adults. I wanted what they had. Freedom from the cognitive dissonance. I wanted a life free from alcohol. 


COVID then hit, and my husband and I drank more each day because it seemed there was nothing else to do. I knew this could not continue. While listening to a podcast by Laura Willoughby, I caught her interview with Simon Chapple. I learned he was a Naked Mind coach, and was starting his own program, Be Sober – Stay Sober. I googled his website and signed up.


Over the next few weeks, I emptied my house of alcohol by drinking it all. I didn’t really enjoy it, and I took notes along the way to document what I was really getting out of it. Answer? Not much. 


I was ready to go alcohol-free on May 11, 2020. Simon’s program is built on Annie’s, but includes a great sense of humour, contagious enthusiasm, and an amazing group of people who share the journey and support each other. 


I did have a couple of slips along the way. After 35 days of being alcohol-free, I had a particularly bad encounter with some Chinese wine. That was all I could find in the house after having drunk everything else. I had bought the bottle during a trip to China a few years previous. I liked what the bottle looked like, never realizing what lurked within it. I was ill for a day, like I had been so many times before. It was really bizarre that I had turned to alcohol when I was having a fantastic day. I was seeing some family members for the first time since COVID struck and was having wonderful conversations with people. What the hell? 


I contacted Simon, and he calmly coached me to learn from the experience rather than wallow in guilt, shame and self-pity. So I did. We figured that I had equated celebrations with alcohol. We examined how I could have fun and celebrate anything without alcohol. I now believe that alcohol adds nothing to a festive experience. 


And that was it – the end of my drinking days. I haven’t had a drop since. 


I am sleeping really well, am at my goal weight, and am a much happier person. My husband says I am so much easier to get along with because little things don’t bother me anymore. 


In my journal, I used to put a star if a day was particularly good and I was happy. I called it a ‘sparkly’ day. I don’t do that anymore because my new normal is a sparkly day every day. I have moments that aren’t sparkly, but it never ruins the whole day. 


I am continually amazed by this. 


It has now been over two years living alcohol-free.


It was a lot of work getting sober, and I did not feel I had succeeded until I had experienced a full year without alcohol. Even now, I must be vigilant. I do not want to take my current happiness for granted. 


Being alcohol-free is the gift that keeps on giving. Giving is what makes the Be Sober program so special. There is so much caring in this group that people can feel safe to be vulnerable in the Zoom and Facebook chats. Everyone wants each other to succeed. 


One day when I meditated, I envisioned a big wall, which was built from the many barriers that can keep us from being free from alcohol. I allowed my mind to follow this image: 


Many people are wandering around at the base, and some don’t even notice the wall. Some people walk up to it and try to jump up or climb up and fall back down. Some run and throw themselves at the wall only to slide back down. 


But there are people at the top calling to them, encouraging them to try again. They point out the footholds and handholds, which are Simon’s videos, strategies, and tips. These can be used to help them come up. There are steps and ladders, made from the many books about getting sober. These also can be used to find a way to the top. And if the ladders and handholds don’t get the climbers the whole way up, there are people at the top who reach down, perhaps with others holding them by the ankles, so that they can bring these new people to join us in an alcohol-free life. And when that new person gets to the top, we all share in their joy that they have finally made it. In my vision, there is no COVID, so we can all give them a big hug. 


As soon as a new person reaches the top, they look back to call out to the next person, to encourage and reach out to bring them to the top of the wall. It is such an amazing enterprise. It is seen every day in the live Zoom sessions, the chats and on Facebook. It is never ending, and joyous in nature.


That is what the Be Sober group is like to me. I have never been a part of anything quite like it. It is truly amazing. Now I can stand at the top of the wall and reach out to new members of the group to help them come to the top to enjoy the gorgeous view. Helping them helps me. It is the Life Purpose that I was afraid of when I first started to address the problem so many years ago. 


To those who might be struggling, keep coming, and keep reaching up. We are here to bring you up over the wall, no matter how long it takes. You keep those of us at the top humble, and mindful of what our journey has been. Come, join us. Look for the ladders, the handholds, and the footholds. Take our hand and come to the top of the wall. The air is fresh, and the view is magnificent. 


You deserve to be up here with us.


Thank you, Simon. Thank you for giving me my life back. I am enough. And that is no secret.


No more secrets. No more lies. Freedom!




QUESTIONS FOR REFLECTION


• Why did Janet keep her drinking so secret? In what ways have you kept your drinking secret? Why?


• As you think about the wall of help that Janet describes, are there times when others have tried to help you climb it? Or have you tried to climb the wall without help? What do you think you need to achieve freedom from alcohol?







OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
SiMo
CHA PP[_N 3

‘POWERFUL AND Y
BEYOND WORDS

AND





OEBPS/html/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover

   
		Title Page


		Disclaimer


		Contents


		Introduction


		Katie


		Janet


		David


		Hanna


		Ellie


		Sam


		Mandy


		Kate


		Steve


		Jim


		Deborah


		Lisa


		Oliver


		Tina


		Cat


		Shaun


		Adrienne


		Chippy


		Lisa C


		Rob


		Anonymous


		Resources


		Acknowledgements


		Copyright







Guide



 		Cover


 		Title page


 		Contents

 






		iii

   
		v

   
		vii


		ix


		x


		xi


		xii


		xiii


		xiv


		xv


		xvi


		xvii


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		iv








OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
sheldon





