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DEVIOUS X-MASTER

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 to you for your
consumption and digestion.

It didn't take very long for me to realize that
alcohol had become an integral part of my life.
It took what seemed like two lifetimes for me to
concede that it had become the control of my
life. Through the abuse of this devious master, I
managed to almost destroy all I had ever hoped
to have. I look back now into that period of my
life and am really amazed that I had so much
trouble with such a simple concept. My story is
not so very different from many others who
have succumbed to the siren song of artificial
change for our surroundings and personalities.

I started drinking as a young teenager. |
remember that it was probably when I was four-
teen or so. [ immediately felt the release which
is so commonly blamed for the continued use of
booze. I became free of the insecurities, the
fears and the hangups that I seemed to be con-
sumed with at that age. It wasn't that I was
dumb; a school aptitude test placed me well up
in the top one percent of the age group nation-
wide. I just seemed not to fit into any group, at
least not into any in which I wanted to belong.
Alcohol remedied that problem as it allowed me
to lose the inhibitions and restraints and to mix
more comfortably with my peers. I never looked
back. If a little was good then more was better
and a lot was super. Of course, now [ see that
this answer was in fact a pit which would only
get progressively deeper until I could not climb
out.

The use of alcohol and my attitude quickly
alienated me from the few friends I had, caused
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problems with my family (my father was a prac-
ticing alcoholic and could not accept that fact in
himself or in others) and screwed up my school-
work. I barely scraped by in high school and
had one disastrous semester in coilege before I
decided to escape into the military and leave the
mess | had created behind. This decision was
made during that great non-war in Asia. [ may
have hoped that the structured life would add
some control to mine. God, was [ wrong. I
stepped from the pan directly into the fire.

Boot camp was fairly free of booze but like-
wise was a relatively short period of time.
Without having the option of drinking, will-
power and control was possible. That was fol-
lowed by some secondary training schools in
which availability was almost unlimited even
though I was still legally under age. People now
realize that access to drugs and/or alcohol is
rarely a problem for those who wish to use. So,
the old habits came back right away. It seemed
that the progression had not been abated during
the period of abstinence and the escapades dur-
ing the secondary training were legion. After
then volunteering for assignment to Viet Nam. I
was sent to a backwater air station located in
Japan and given duty where I had access to
medical quality ethanol (pure and drinkable) as
well as prescription controlled drugs. I never
had any desire or compulsion to use the drugs.
Strange then that I still felt the need to abuse the
sauce. At the base clubs, in the quarters and in
the local bar town located just outside the main
gate of the station. In fact, I became intimately
acquainted with the bar town. The medic's Red
Cross stamped prominently on my LD. card
assured entrance into places public and private
that were not readily availabie to others. After
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all, the medical staff had a great deal
of power to shut down bars, restau-
Jrants, clubs and brothels by simply
declaring them off limits due to health
considerations. The perfect assign-
ment for a drunk.

Not to give the wrong impression, I
need to clarify that during this period
of time and throughout the remainder
of my drinking "career" I managed to
function well on the surface. Those
who noticed my situation seemed to
take the tolerant attitude that "boys
will be boys" and so long as the foul-
ups didn't get out of hand they were
overlooked. 1 never had to lose all the
trappings of success, did not become
the stereotypical derelict alcoholic.
This probably was partially responsi-
ble for the difficulty I had in admitting
that I had a serious problem with alco-
hol, even later when the problem
became critical.

As the personality changes become
more pronounced and the bouts with

)drinking become more frequent, I

withdrew more and more into myself
in the intervening periods of sobriety.
Each time I would try some new
method of controlling the consump-
tion and with each failure 1 dropped
deeper into the pit, blaming myself. I
had heard often enough, through peo-
ple trying to help in my father's situa-
tion, that the only thing needed was
some will-power and self-control.
Anybody who had any backbone
could do that! The guilt got worse and
the solution seemed to lie in more
booze until finally at the age of
twenty-two [ got lost. I mean really
lost, not in relation to place but in rela-
tion to time and reality. [ stopped
drinking for the purpose of becoming
someone different and started drinking
so that I could forget what I felt was
the real me. I no longer wanted to
change but just to be able to exist as [
was with the emotions, the feelings
and the memories pushed down so far
that they would not drive me any fur-
ther insane.

Lying became commonplace. Not

necessary, just routine. With the lying, I became a cheat and a thief. Not because |
needed the money and possessions but just "because.” And the pit got deeper inside of
me. Remember that on the outside I was still functioning well. I got out of the service
and started over in civilian life. False start followed false start. For some reason it
seemed that whatever I began, I soon felt the need to chase some other rainbow, some
other goal. I constantly moved from job to job, from place to place, and from one type
of beverage to another. I tried them all and liked them all. I didn't seem to have ever
selected a "drug of choice" though I eventually gravitated toward Wild Turkey and
sake, the "wine" of Japan which had the effect of knocking me on my butt quickly and
effectively when the need arose. Through the years, the need arose more and more
often until [ was drinking every day. Each moming I awoke with the sure knowledge
that that day I would drink myself into oblivion. It might start early if it was a weekend
or holiday and later if the day was a work day. But I knew that it would start
sometime.

Released from the service, I suffered about two years of erratic schedules of school,
work, moving and just generally wasting time after which I moved to California. This
was ostensibly for the purpose of a vacation originally but hindsight tells me that it
was just another attempt to get away from the mess I had made of everything [ was
involved in. There were no permanent personal relationships, not even any close
friendships. Of course there was usually a cadre of drinking buddies which were will-
ing to put up with me for the price of a few drinks and good times. Since I didn't seem
to have any trouble making money during those times I worked, funds were usually
available for this purpose. After the move to the coast, I started in an entry level job
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for a fairly good-sized firm and made
rapid progress up the ladder.
JImmediately on gaining some level of
‘responsibility, however, I would
change jobs and thus never really
gained anyv seniority or tenure. I did
manage to maintain a reputation of dil-
igence, hard work and willingness. I
also acquired a lot of experience in
that industry. I guess that I'm trying to
say that I continued to function well
on the surface while drinking on a
daily basis. T suppose that I must
admit that my work suffered since I
obviously could not perform as well
drunk or hung over as I would have
been able to had I been sober.

This type of life lasted for about
five years. I never made a lot of finan-
cial gain since I spent all the extra on
booze. I did live in a nice apartment,
drove a new company car. had a ward-
robe of nice, stylish clothes and main-
tained a fully stocked wetbar just in
case someone came over to visit. Not
that they did very often and usually
hat was only for a single visit. The
end result of all this was that my life
was just an empty shell. I really saw
no future and no hope of ever chang-
ing the pattern I had entered. With
each drunk, which almost always
resulted in a blackout, I would try
some new method of trying to control
the consumption of booze. With each
attempt [ discovered another way to
fail and with each failure I became
more and more depressed. Each
depression drew me closer and closer
to the ulimate end which I found
more and more enticing. I became sui-
cidal in my thought processes.
Fortunately for me, I could never seem
to carry out any of the several ways I
contemplated. Sober, I just seemed too
damned logical. Simple plans were
discarded as too messy or too brutal
and repulsive. Complicated plans were
too complex and would fail due to

—..some detail. And each failure or dis-

J-arded plan made matters worse until I
couldn't seem to think at all. After a
period of relative sober thought, I usu-
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ally came to the conclusion that the only way to get the courage I needed to end the
problem was to get drunk. But drunk, I didn't seem to think things were so horrible to
require this ultimate answer.

One might ask at this point just what happened to change matters since I seemed to
have arrived at an ongoing catch-22. I simply do not know what happened. I do know
that I got another citation for driving under the influence, spent some more time in the
drunk tank and had the company car impounded again. But these things had not both-
ered me before. I suppose that I finally reached that period in the pit where I couldn’t
get any deeper. Or maybe, some Power looked down and had pity, saying that I had
suffered enough. Whatever answer seems to fit I know that a miracle occurred which
not only saved my life but also saved my sanity. I mentally conceded that I could not
handle this problem and became willing to turn at least that much control of my life
over to whomever or whatever was big enough to take the job. I contacted people
involved in a twelve-step program of recovery and asked for help. I received their
assurance, love and guidance, and recovery began.

I admit that at first I had wanted only to learn to control my drinking so that the
demons would be kept at bay while I put the pieces of my life back together. I quickly
was informed that no alcoholic was able to yet do that sort of supreme control. I had to
be willing to acknowledge that my life with alcohol had become unmanageable. I
learned I could wake each morning and decide to stay sober. Not for a lifetime nor
even for a week. One day or one hour at a time, I could govern my life as it related to
the abuse of alcohol. .

My whole life did not instantaneously become perfect. My attitude did not immedi-
ately change. While I met a lot of new people, many of whom were willing to offer
help, I wasn't surrounded by a flock of new, close and personal friends. My old habits
were not suddenly dissolved and replaced by new ones. The fears, insecurities and
other emotional baggage I had carried for so long were not automatically traded for
serenity and peace. But I did know that I no longer was compelled to drink.

More than ten years have passed since the miracle of sobriety was granted. Had I
known then that such a period was possible or had 1 felt it was expected, I probably
would not have had the courage to humble myself to ask for help. Such a monumental
chore would have been impossible. I only knew that I could no longer continue the
way life was. Now I cannot imagine that I would ever want to get drunk again. I also
know that I face the very real danger that just one drink will release the old demons
again and start the whole disaster over again just as it did when I was a child. My life
now is indeed better than I had ever hoped. I decided, sober, to return to school and
eventually graduated from law school, passed the California Bar exam and have settled
into a life of relative peace inside. I can only thank whatever Power saw fit to find
something worth saving in the drunken misfit I used to be and sincerely pray for each
one who still suffers those horrors that the miracle will also be granted.

I now attend The Other Bar meetings on a regular basis as part of my twelve-step
program of recovery — again: a peace of assurance, love and guidance, and recovery
continues. I

If anyone reading this understands these feelings or specifically related to this reci-
tal, if you or anyone you know is depending on drugs (including alcohol) 1o 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.




