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ALCOHOLICS HAVE
A HABIT OF
BLAMING OTHERS
FOR

THEIR PROBLEMS.

| BLAMED MY
EXCESSIVE DRINKING

ON THE LOBBYISTS
IN SACRAMENTO
WHO INITIATED
METO THE
NOONER.

THE OTHER BAR

WHO'LL STOP THE BLAME?

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.

Although we maintain the strictest ano-
nymity and confidentiality, the member has
permitted me to relate the facts that may
expose his identity.

In early December of 1964, my secretary
told me that the Governor wanted to see me
at ten the next moming. My curiosity was
aroused since he had offered me a superior
court judgeship on more than one cccasion.
My term presiding at the industrial accident
commission (WCAB) was coming to end and
it was about time to move up the ladder.
With no idea what was in store for me, but

- with great expectation, I entered the execu-

tive office the next morning and extended my
hand as I had for many years to my political
mentor. But let me digress momentarily.

Alcoholics have a habit of blaming others
for their problems. I blamed my excessive
drinking on the lobbyists in Sacramento who
initiated me to the nooner. In 1956 1 was
elected to the Senate at age 36. This was
heady stuff to a depression kid. I did not have
the maturity to compete with my colleagues
and had no electoral experience prior to
Sacramento, so it was a natural to rely on my
drinking buddies to learn the ropes. I enjoyed
my term in the Senate and my responsibili-
ties and success, but I ended up absorbing
more alcohol than legislative knowledge.
This got back to my district, and it was no
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wonder that when I ran for reelection I was
defeated in the primary.

This is when I ended up in San Francisco as
an appointee of the Governor. I knew that if |
changed climates I would drink like any nor-
mal social drinker, work on the Commission
and the change to the wonderful city of San
Francisco seemed perfect,

Yet San Francisco is a sophisticated city
and is an alcoholic's "Valhalla". I remember
trying to drive home one night during the
week. As I tummed a comer I collided with a
car that was pulling away from the curb. I got
out to exchange insurance information. The
driver of the other car accused me of drinking.
When I admitted that I had a couple he imme-
diately said, "So have ], let's get the hell out of
here!". This was my kind of town,

As an attorney and counselor at law, we are
trained to solve problems. Why can we not
simply change our associations, drink wine
only, move to another county, and join a
health club instead of asking for help? This is
what I did. Unfortunately I found we are
unable to overcome our own addiction with-
out the help and camaraderie of many others,

When 1 saw the Governor that day in
December, 1964, the Governor was congenial,
but abrupt. He told me that he was not going
to reappoint me to the Workers' Compensation
Appeals Board because I was an embarrass-
ment to his administration. I was shocked and
of course I denied such absurd charges. It was
difficult for me to exhibit the other dynamic
of alcoholism: defiance. Instead, 1 asked him
to reappoint me on the condition that I give
him a written resignation effective three
months hence. The Governor agreed.
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When I was running the Compensation Board in San
Francisco my two older sons were in high school. Because I
drank my lunch and remained at the bar until cocktail hour, 1
was in no condition to drive across the Golden Gate Bridge to
my home in Tiburon. It was only sensible that [ rent a hotel
room on a monthly basis across the street from my office in
the State Building. On Friday afternoons my sons would drive
me home, Most often they would have to drag me from the
room to the car. This avoided any embarrassment of being
stopped by the law.

After my degrading and demoralizing meeting with the
Governor, and after leaving the Board, I moved to San Diego
from Marin County to join a law firm and assist the lead part-
ner in a successful campaign for the State Assembly. I knew
that everything was under control. As an expert in workers’
compensation law I had no difficulty in handling a large com-
pensation practice which had been developed by the firm. I
was comfortably ensconced in an office which had its own bar
in the penthouse, and it was soon apparent that I was spending
more time in the penthouse than I was in the law office. This
was known to the senior partners and after a few months I was
again told that my presence was no longer required or desired.
I was more concerned that the penthouse was now off limits
than that I had no longer had a job
or an income. What the hell! I still
had friends.

Many years before I had tried a
federal criminal trial in San
Diego. The prosecutor and I
enjoyed our drinks. After sending
the case to the jury we decided to
await the verdict in the local
watering hole. The jury was out for several hours when we
were told to return for additional jury questions. We were both
wiped out. Somehow we stuffibled through and the jury soon
reached a verdict. Although it was late, the bars were still open
and the prosecutor and I decided to rehash the verdict. When
the bar closed, we went to his house to finish our drinking.

Although this had been some years before, this former U.S.
Attorney was now in private practice, and I knew that if I
called him he would remember what a great litigator I was and
would take me into his firm. Unfortunately he was no longer
drinking (and had stopped drinking some years earlier) and did
not want to again be my drinking buddy. He did take me to a
meeting and introduce me to some of his new found friends
who had decided to stop drinking on a day-to-day basis. I did
not immediately take to this group, but some months later this
man became my sponsor. He took me into this law office and I
began on the road to sanity. Shortly thereafter, he was
appointed to high office by President Nixon.

I was now on my own, but I took over his practice and that
of the man who succeeded him in the Federal Defender's
office. Both of these men held responsible positions and

THE OTHER BAR
(statewide anonymous number)
1-800/222-0767.

Local meeting and information: 909/683-4030.

became my models. Both had experienced what they charac-
terized as "the agony of defeat at the hands of Jim Beam."
Both were proud to be recovering from its effects.

On Cinco de Mayo, 1967, I threw in the towel. I was sick
and tired of being "sick and tired". My family had long since
resigned themselves to my addiction and all lines of communi-
cation had been severed. The older children were off to school
but the two younger ones hardly knew their father as anything
but a hopeless drunk.

What a relief it was when I was told that I was suffering
from an addictive disease and not a lack of moral character.
For years 1 knew that I was an alcoholic and had spent thou-
sands of dollars on hospitals and psychiatrists. Unfortunately
not one of the professionals in my treatment regime told me
that I was an alcoholic. It was my good fortune to have been
elected to the State Senate, and I had a successful law practice.
The family was still "intact”, (I thought). My children were in
private schools and I lived in a rather exclusive community in
marvelous Marin. It is understandable that the doctors did not
want to tell me that I was an addict. '

At one of my first meetings I attended with my sponsor, I
was told that if I was sincere and seriously wanted to stop
drinking that all I had to do is
have an honest desire and attend
90 group meetings in 90 days and
abstain from the use of alcohol
and all mind altering drugs. How
would this simple program work
when I had been through three
hospitals and spent thousands on
the best psychiatrists in the state?
What was I going to do with all the prescriptions I had
obtained from my doctor friends? I later learned that Miltown
(the forerunner of Valium) was not an antidote for booze. New
friends told me to take my body to the group and my mind
{vould follow and "sub-consciously absorb the message.” I
didn't necessarily believe this, but suffice it to say it worked.

I became very active in the County and State Bar alcohol
abuse committees. When the State Bar committee disbanded, 1
joined The Other Bar and until this year I have been an
advisor or officer of the group. San Diego hosted the last inter-
national lawyer's group of recovering alcoholics, and it was
my honor to be a part of the organizing committee. We meet
in Cancun this September. We usually alternate between
Car'aad\,a and the U.S., but this year Mexican lawyers will be
our hosts. We are making waves. They come ashore on many
lands. To those who have a problem and know that their lives
are out of control, but do not know how to get help, we have a
24 hour -hotline. All calls are confidential. We are not an
agency of the State Bar Courts. We try to help you keep out of
them,

As a result of rebuilding my life and reputation, my family
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was reunited. The promises that I
was told would follow the program
of recovery materialized.

When I had re-established my
practice I received a call from my
oldest son who was working in San
Francisco for a large brokerage
house. He asked me to help him
attend law school. Ten minutes later I
received a call from my next oldest
who was a senior at SDSU. He too
asked if I would help him attend law
school. Here were two boys who had
dragged me out of a hotel and treated
me like a cripple. Now they wanted
to follow in the footsteps of a man
they once despised. This was too
much for me and I had to break down
and cry. Today these men are suc-
cessful trial lawyers. The eldest is an
assistant district attorney in a south-
em county.

The former Governor who fired
me recommended that his son
appoint me to the bench. It was my
good fortune to have served on the
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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.

judiciary until my retirement in 1990.
1 continue to serve on assignments
from the Judicial Council and am able
to carty my message around the state
to those who are still suffering.

We are fortunate to be in a learned
but much maligned profession. It is
within our power to give clients and
employers our very best. We cannot
do this when our recreational drug
use and heavy drinking becomes
obsessive and addictive. The Other
Bar is ready to help. It took two law-
yers to convince me that help is
available. If you or any of your law-
yer friends have a chemical depen-
dency problem, please let The Other
Bar Show you the way to regain self
respect,

The Other Bar (statewide anony-
mous number): 1-800/222-1706.
Local meeting and information; 909/
683-4030.

If anyone reading this understands
these feelings or specifically relates
to this recital, if you or anyone you
know is depending on drugs (includ-
ing alcohol) to cope with life, know
that it doesn’t have to be that way.

Orange County
Hon. Campbell Lucas
Hon. James Cook
Hon. John L. Donnellan
Hon. Vernon Poster
Hon. Robert D, Fratianne
Hon. Richard C. Garner
Hon. John K. Otis
Hon. Roberta Ralph
Hon. Harry T. Shafer
Hon. William Sheffield
Hon. John Stanton
Hon. John A. Griffin

San Bernardino County
Hon. George E. Danielson
Hon. Robert D. Fratianne
Hon. William A. Friedrich
Hon. Richard C. Garner
Hon. Francis J. Garvey
Hon. Louis M. Greenbilott
Hon. Elwood M. Rich
Hon. Philip Schaefer
Hon. William Sheffield

Riverside and

Hon. Amold P. Mordkin
Hon. Rabert C, Todd*
Hon. G. Tom Thompson

Hon. Richard Sullivan, Conunr.

Melvin Feldman, Esq
Mari J. Frank, Esq

¢ Effective August 2, 1993

Hon. John Stanton
Hon. Nancy B. Watson
Hon. EBllen E. Brodie
Hon. Roland J. Brownsberger
Hon. Dyson W. Cox
Hon. David Merriam
Hon. Carver Honn, Commu,
Hon. Douglas M. Phillips

Like Doctors In The Past,
Our Panel Makes Convenient House Calls.

Indio and
Palin Springs
Hon. George E. Danielson
Hon. Louis M. Greenblott
Hon. James H. Hastings
Hon. Robert Fratianne
Hon. Philip Schaefer
Hon. William Sheffield
Hon. Nancy B. Watson
Hon. Leonard S. Wolf
Hon. Bllen B. Brodie
Hon. Carver Honn, Commr.
Hon. Douglas M. Phillips

* From San Diego to Seattle
* Over 100 Retired Judges,
Arbitrators and Mediators
* Settlement Conferences
* Non-Jury Trials
* Discovery Referees
* Mail-in Resolution

Call for resumes and information
on our affordable rates:

(800) 347-4512

A R.C.

ALTERNATIVE RESOLUTION CENTERS

The Arbitration & Medlation Company -
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