
The Day Desperation Out-weighed My Denial
I Did a Right About Face and Never Looked Back

 In my most desperate days, I was the guy standing around in the parking lot at 5:45 am. along 
with one or two other desperate souls, waiting for the bar to open. I was craving a drink and 
when we heard the keys being inserted in the door from the inside, we knew the agonizing wait 
was almost over. The door would open, and we would exchange jokes and wise cracks with the 
bartender trying to make normal, a scene that was obviously pathetic.  We then sat down at the 
bar, the bartender would draw a glass of beer and place it in front of me and I would sit there 
for about 5 minutes, just staring at the bubbles rising, before drinking it. I was already getting 
relief before I even raised the glass to my lips. Why the delay? If I was so desperate, why didn’t I 
just pick it up and guzzle it down? The answer came to me years after I was sober. It occurred 
to me that, in those 5 minutes, I was attempting to regain my dignity. After all I couldn’t be that 
desperate, could I? It took about four more years of drinking to get me to the point where I had 
lost more than I was willing to lose and was about to lose a lot more. In those four years, in a 
last-ditch effort to regain some sanity, I reenlisted in the navy, one of the only things I was still 
qualified for that I had not destroyed. In a very short time, I also got married, had a child and 
was divorced by correspondence, as I was all over the Pacific, while trying to deal with all of 
this. I then started to lose the ability to show up at my ship on Monday mornings and the reality 
started to set in once again. Without the discipline and structure of the navy, I would be, once 
more, standing in front of that bar, before it opened, and that was the last straw. After the third 
time waking up late, I called A.A. that morning and, in military terms, I did a right about-face 
and that part of my life was over for good. I spent my last thirteen years of my navy career 
sober and I retired in 1982, to continue this wonderful journey as a civilian once again. I 
sometimes question why, at that life changing moment, my entire way of thinking changed 
when I did that right about- face. As I look back today it has become obvious to me that I had 
run out of options and, in fact, my desperation finally outweighed my denial, and I became 
entirely ready to ask for help. I wasn’t much for platitudes when I was in my first year of 
sobriety and heard a man sharing that, “if I surrendered to this disease, cleared up the 
wreckage of the past, and practiced these principles in all my affairs, I could walk out the door 
with my dignity and my self-respect”. He seemed to understand how worthless I was feeling 
about myself. I knew that I was in the right place, so I took him up on it and things have never 
been the same. I’ve learned about character building, respect for everyone around me, 
compassion, forgiveness, faith, how to be a friend and the list goes on and on. In closing, I 
would like to quote another old friend, who is no longer with us. He used to close his sharing at 
the meetings with: I’m sober today, I’ll get Weller with time, but I never want to graduate from 
this beautiful program.


