I always abstained
when home for the
summer because

- 1did not want to
be like “him”
and, of course, 1
still steadfastly
maintained I
would never let IT

happen to me.

A TEENAGER’S DREAM

brought to you by  JAMES O. HEITING

This recital was made to me by a member of
The Other Bar, and I pass it on 10 you for your
consumption and digestion.

That first drink was a bourbon and seven. 1
was 10 or 11 and we were in the treehouse we
had built in my friend's backyard. The bourbon
was his dad's and it was great. It was my first
real drink and I liked everything about it. I liked
the taste, I liked the smell, I liked the atmos-
phere, and most of all, I liked the feeling it pro-
duced. It took us about two or three days to fin-
ish the three inches of booze in the bottle we
had stolen. When it was gone I promptly went
on the wagon for the first of many times.

This had been the first time I got to drink as
much as I wanted . . . just like my dad. Even
then, before his drinking got really bad, you
could tell he loved the stuff. After that first real
drink I had to admit that I was a little more
understanding when he went straight to the lig-
uor cabinet when he got home from work or
when he was late getting home because he and
the guys had stopped for a few.

My first ride on the wagon lasted about six or
seven years. Then came "the Trip." It was a
teenager's dream. A classmate and I were to
drive his father's new car back East. Although
we viewed the whole thing as a cross-country
search for a natural blond nymphomaniac, the
stated purpose was to attend my friend's family
gathering in what I came to view as a most pro-
gressive state. The folks up there thought it nor-
mal to allow teenagers free access to the icebox
that had nothing in it but beer. Those folks were
so progressive they even thought it sort of cute
when I got really drunk for the first time. They
also had a miraculous cure for hangovers which
involved brandy and more beer.
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Then I went on the wagon again. This time I
did 1t with a vengeance. I had gotten drunk and
liked it, but I did not like the fact that I acted
like my dad. I swore for the first of many times
that "IT would never happen to me." With this
resolve I was able to stay on the wagon through
high school.

In college, though, (I thought) one just could
not fit in if one did not go to the keg parties and
other assorted drinking bouts. By these stan-
dards I "fit in" magnificently. During the first
year [ did not drink except on weekends, but we
drank until there was not any left. With a zeal
known only to the young, we kept that up for
the next three years, and in the process we
found that one could drink during the week and
still perform moderately well at the ancillary
business of college — our studies. This discov-
ery was profound and was to serve me well for
years to come. I still went on the wagon every
so often and always abstained when home for
the summer because I did not want to be like
"him" and, of course, I still steadfastly main-
tained I would never let /T happen to me.

College ended with a hangover, but a new
task was at hand. The President himself asked
me to defend the country. Indeed he was rather
insistent that my unique talents were crucial to
the Vietnam War effort.

Now everyone knows that a sailor is sup-
posed to get drunk at every opportunity, a tradi-
tion I proudly upheld. Part of my crucial service
was to communicate in Morse Code. I found
that I could "concentrate” a lot better if I had a
pitcher of beer or so with (or more often in lieu
of) lunch. With the help of this valuable study
aid I matriculated with honors and was sent off
to protect as yet unattacked portions of the
globe.
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edge that I had a problem. 1 would
awake hung over and stare at the mir-
rored reflection of my bloodshot eyes
\nd red nose. Some mornings I would
¢ven say to that haggard face that it
needed to get some help. Reason
would return, however. How could a
person of my stature admit to anyone
that I lacked the simple willpower and
necessary moral fiber to control my
own base urges? I believed firmly that
any suggestion that I was weak would
lead inevitably to the destruction of
my personal and professional life.

This finally bothered me enough to
make me see a shnnk. Without even
looking I found the perfect one. He
was the first person to whom I ever
admitted that I drank too much and he
gave me a license to continue. He said
that the other problems in my life were
the cause of my drinking and that if
we could work on those the drinking
would go down to an acceptable level
by itself. He even gave this report to
some of my partners. I had a reprieve
and I used it to full advantage.

. The end came about from an incred-

ble act of friendship and caring by my
law partners. They finally had reached
the end of their rope and had decided
to take matters into their own hands.
Their options were to get rid of me or
to get me fixed. There was no middle
ground. They called a professional in
the substance abuse field and set up a
meeting to confront me and to get my
family involved. To their relief, 1
caved in as soon as they all talked to
me. What they and my wife did not
know was that I was just as relieved as
they because I could finally stop lead-
ing the lie that my life had become.

The help I got as the result of all the
worrying and effort by my partners
and my wife was outpatient treatment
and a program of recovery. Like most
lawyers, I used to think that it was for
the others and never envisioned
myself in one of "those" meetings.
While [ cannot tell you why a program
conceived by a bunch of drunks

;Zould ever work, I can promise you

at it does. I have never felt more at
home than there, whether that meeting
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is in my hometown or in Chicago, Nashville, or London. (We now have international
lawyers' recovery groups.)

I cannot begin to describe the good things that have happened in my life as a result
of that one act of true friendship by my partners. None of the bad things which I feared
would result if I admitted my alcoholism ever happened. In fact, I have come to find
out that most folks have not even noticed that I stopped drinking. Those who have
noticed do not treat me like the outcast I thought I would be and they seem genuinely
happy for me.

I used to pay real close attention to those questionnaires that said if you answered
"yes" to two or more questions you probably have a drinking problem. Naturally, I
could always jimmy the facts so I only ended up with one "yes" answer. That was just
another way for me to prove I was not a drunk. What I tell folks now when they ask
me if I think they have got a problem is that if they have to prove they are not a drunk,
then they probably are. IT happened to my dad, and he died from /7. IT happened to
me, but a program of recovery has miraculously saved me. Bl

If you have something to prove or if my story sounds a little too familiar for com-
fort, get help now because /T may have happened to you.

If anyone reading this understands these feelings or specifically related to this reci-
tal, if you or anyone you know is depending on drugs (inciuding alcohol) to cope with
life, know that it doesn't have to be that way.

If you are suffering GET HELP. If you know someone who is suffering, insist they
get help. You may save a career. Lives are at stake.

“The Other Bar (statewide ‘anonymous number): 1-800/222-0767.
Local meeting and information: 909/683-4030.

Please join the Centennial Committee ¢
The Riverside County Bar Association

as we revisit the

CORNERSTONE OF THE
RIVERSIDE COUNTY COURTHOUSE

4050 Main Street » Riverside, CA 92501

— Thursday, May 6, 1993 —
— 430 p.m. —

Reception Honoring
The State Historic Resources Commission
Immediately Following Ceremony

VIP tickefs for the opening of the cornerstone of the Riverside County Courthouse are available of the
Riverside County Bar Association Office for 550.00 per person. The VIP ticket will provide you with
reserved seating at the opening and admission to the reception.

Thank you for supporfing this historic event.
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There I discovered a most won-
drous piece of military equipment —
the quarter beer machine. For a quar-

“ver, a converted Coke machine would

deliver canned beer to our valiant ser-
vicemen. (It 1s not true that I asked to
be paid only in quarters.) My close
relationship with the quarter beer
machine caused my friends to tell me
for the first time that [ was drinking
too much, that they were concemned.
Fortunately, my enlistment ran out
before this nasty line of reasoning
could be carried to its logical
conclusion.

After my release from the service

there followed some period of relative
sobriety. 1 needed to be successful in
law school and support my wife and
child I had by then acquired. This
period marked my introduction to the
genteel and refined drinks favored by
lawyers and other persons of stature.
Principal among these was the martini
— that solid, dependable punch
clothed in a velvet glove of mystique,
history, and social acceptance.
y Tcut down my drinking to the level
4f most normal folks, so I was still
able to "fit in." I was able to maintain
this facade, with only occasional
lapses.

When 1 joined our firm, 1 was, at
first, moderate. That meant I did not
get drunk unless someone else did.
What I did not realize then was that
"someone else” was always a different
person. In a large firm there are lots of
someone elses so I got drunk more and
more often. I began to drink at night,
at home, and alone. Intuitively I knew
this was my safest course. I knew that
I would not violate that standard to
which lawyers in our firm were held
so long as I did not publicly embarrass
them or me.

These were happy times. I was pro-
gressing nicely in the firm, was able to
drink steadily, and was not causing
anyone any trouble. For the first time I
really understood my dad and why he

_drank the way he did, what with all the

essures and such. I still maintained,
ough, that /7 would never happen to
me. I would handle IT better than he,

This tranquil scene was then shattered by a series of deaths in my family. The firm
was tremendously supportive, but now my drinking had a purpose. Now I drank to for-
get, to feel better, to sleep, or just to make it through the day. It worked. In fact it
worked too well.

It was then that /T finally happened to me.

If asked at the time I could have proven conclusively that T was not a drunk. I was
still able to practice, and quite well, thank you. Further, I never drank during the day, I
did not have any DUIs and to all outward appearances 1 was taking good care of my
family. It did bother me some that I got drunk at social or business functions, that my
partners thought I should have someone else "help” on my files, and that my oldest
child would occasionally pour out all my booze. It also bothered me when I could not
remember what had happened the night before and I would read the morning paper to
see if there had been any hit-and-run accidents. I did not remember driving home.

My solution to these pestering little problems was pure alcoholic brilliance. All
these bad things happened when I drank away from home or when others saw me. The
solution, therefore, was to do my serious drinking at home after everyone else had
gone to bed. While that regularly caused me to miss the kids getting off to school and
regularly put me in the office at later hours, it was, in my mind, a pretty good
compromise.

My partners and my family began trying to organize things so I would not have a
chance to start drinking. Everyone treated me with the utmost care because, after all, I
had been through a series of personal tragedies.

Buried not far below the surface of my alcoholic thinking was the certain knowl-
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