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Stepping Stones

By Deirdre Sinnott

The End and a New Beginning

I opend my eyes. The gloomy room was illuminated by the eerie glow of morning
light filtered through venetian blinds. I tried to lift my head, but it felt swollen, larger
than normal, as if filled with molten metal. It was then that a vision of the night before
materialized. Oh yeah, I thought, I got drunk again last night.

The party was nothing special, but I felt happy because I was finally over a very
bad flu. Still a little shaky, I volunteered to help set up the food for the host and
hostess. I figured one glass of wine wouldn't hurt me. After all I was a strong 36-year-
old woman with a satisfying job, my own apartment, two cats, and plenty of
possibilities. Why not have one glass of wine?

The first glass felt so good going down, like a cool mountain breeze lifting my
spirit, that it led to another one. After the second, my body began to feel good, really
good. It made perfect sense to have another. The "logic of alcohol" had control of me.
Later, that's why sipping freezer-chilled vodka seemed like a good idea.

This wasn't the first time I got drunk when I hadn't intended to. It happened most
weekends and, if I was really honest, during the week too. I sat up slowly and for the
first time noticed how messy my apartment was. It was as if I didn't really live there,
as if I were just visiting.

There was nothing homey about my home. It only had a desk, a bed, a coffee
table, and my bookshelves. There wasn't even a comfortable chair to sit in. I swung
my legs over the bed and my foot crushed an empty plastic cup. I remembered that
before I left the party, I poured a large shot of vodka to keep me company on the walk
home.

Since it was January in New York City, the streets were frozen and fierce winds
whipped through the man-made canyons.

It felt like icy needles assaulting my forehead. I made certain to wear a hat to the
party, but in my drunken condition I couldn't find it. Even though the gathering was
only five blocks from my place, I got lost and wandered the streets for an hour, each
wrong turn punctuated by a sip of the vodka. By the time I finally found my doorway
and warmth, I had an empty plastic cup and an overload of alcohol in my system.

I kicked the crushed cup away from the bed and picked my way through the
apartment. In the bathroom I stood staring at my reflection. My hair wild, my skin
ruddy from the wind, my nose sprouting red veins like a cartoon alcoholic, I looked
like a nightmare.
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The woman who stared back at me was like a vision from the future. Me in ten
years, life wrecked by drinking, all my potential diluted one glass at a time.

I needed to stop, but how? Previous attempts all ended with me shrugging my
shoulders and lifting that first drink to my lips. I remembered that a friend
recommended acupuncture to quit smoking. I rifled through the piles of papers on my
desk, searching for the note he gave me with the phone number of an acupuncture
clinic.

When 1 showed up for my first appointment, I was nervous. I defined myself by
what I drank: Deirdre the scotch drinker, the woman who could keep up with the guys.
Without alcohol who was I?

I received acupuncture treatments three times a week and had a pin in my ear that
I could rub if I felt an urge. Each time I passed the liquor store where I bought most of
my booze, my fingers found the tiny brass ball inside my ear. One moment passed and
then another. Before long I had gone ten days without any alcohol.

Each morning T marveled at my new attitude. No longer sick and hung-over, |
began work feeling sharp. Soon enough, I got my confidence back, but still my desire
to drink waited for me at the end of each day.

I needed more than just the physical treatment that acupuncture delivered. |
needed help with the sea of emotions that churned below my sober surface. I found
help in recovery meetings and psychotherapy.

Things are completely different for me now. Over the last ten years I've gotten
engaged, changed careers, and begun doing things I loved to do as a child-like
painting, riding a bicycle, hiking, writing, and gardening. I got back that potential
was wasting every time I drained my glass.

While everything is not perfect, I know that I can deal with life's problems with a
clear head and the support of new non-drinking friends. My definition of myself and
my life no longer involves drinking.

The nightmarish premonition in the mirror never came true because | accepted
that I had a difficult and embarrassing problem. Rather than hiding it, I finally brought
my troubles out of the gloom and into the bright sunshine. I dsked others for help and
they gave it to me without conditions.

In order to hold onto this gift of a new life, I also must be ready to gladly give heﬁ’
to those who ask for it. !
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