
I remember calling the Al‑Anon answering

service so I could speak to a member. 

It was a relief to find someone who 

understood what I was going through. 

However, I didn’t want to go to meetings 

because I didn’t think other people would 

understand; I thought my situation was 

different. Furthermore, I was so used to 

being isolated that I was fearful of being 

around people at meetings. Talking to an 

Al‑Anon member on the phone was a

major step forward for me to get help and 

information. I wasn’t yet willing or ready 

to make a commitment to my recovery by 

going to a meeting. Making those calls 

calmed me down until my next frantic 

emergency. But I did not have basic 

information about the program or member 

stories to motivate me to follow through 

with what the member on the phone was 

encouraging me to do - go to a meeting. 

My misconceptions worked against me. I 

justified not going to meetings by telling 

myself, it’s really a religious program. What 

if someone knows my husband? No one 

will understand me. So, I continued to drag 

myself further down the rabbit hole of 

despair with my thinking and behavior. But 

today, it can be different for families and 

friends of alcoholics because of 

the Al‑Anon Faces Alcoholism (AFA) 

magazine. It provides basic information 

about Al‑Anon, member stories and articles

by professionals. Members distribute the 
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magazine at the offices of professionals. 

Each year, members are invited to submit 

their stories for potential newcomers for 

the next issue. People unfamiliar with 

our program find encouragement and 

motivation from sharings such as “These 

People are Just Like Me,” “It’s Not Your 

Fault” and “Al‑Anon Saved My Sanity.”

Your AFA story can be short (between 50 

and 300 words). It can give someone else 

the gift of our program. An AFA Writing 

Guideline is enclosed in this issue or you 

can submit your story electronically 

to wso@al-anon.org with AFA in the 

subject line. I thank my Higher Power each 

time I see a newcomer arrive at a meeting 

with a copy of AFA. I get chills, and it is 

not from the air conditioner!   
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Writing from the Heart… 

”Al-Anon Faces Alcoholism”. 

The Loners letters from all areas can be found on our website 

https://www.alanon.org.za/members-newsletters/ 
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Literature  

Please contact Annalise at the office  

Mon - Fri between 9am and 1pm, and  

she will be happy to recommend Al-Anon 

books and pamphlets that meet your  

needs... 

Our 24 Hour Helpline - 0861 25 26 66 
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Branch Code: 632 005 

Just for today . . . 

• I’ll  spread some positive thoughts . . .  

• I'll  spread some positive thoughts . . .      

• I'll say "thank you" a lot . . . 

• I’ll take full responsibility for all of my  

actions, positive and negative . . . 

The crushing pain of watching our son  

spiral downward in his alcoholism and  

addiction became too much to endure. My 

wife and I had done all we could - detox, 

rehab, counseling, psychiatric care, new 

schools, new cars, yet the cycle of recovery 

and relapse continued. 

The situation deteriorated to the point that 

I feared for his life. I thought I knew  

everything because I was a licensed  

physician. I administered narcotics and  

sedatives every day. Despite all the  

academic degrees, specialty certifications 

and licenses I possessed, I was an abject  

failure. I could resuscitate overdose victims, 

but I could not save my boy. 

In desperation, I found my way to Al‑Anon 

on a late summer day. The parking lot’s 

sticky asphalt tugged at my shoes. My inner 

voice said, Don’t go in there; you don’t 

need this. You’re a grown man, a husband, 

a father and a doctor. You might meet 

someone you know - your reputation will 

be shot. 

But I continued on to the meeting, the  

beginning of what would become a  

lifelong journey of self-discovery. I was met 

by a gentle lady who said, “We’ve all been 

through what you are going through.” 

Others said, “You’re in the right place,” 

and “You can find serenity here.” I didn’t 

believe them. 

But I kept coming back, even after our  

beloved son was claimed by this hideous 

disease. As I approach my 70thbirthday,  

I still come back twice a week to be 

strengthened by stories of trial and growth 

and of new insights, stories of learning new 

ways of living, even in the face of a loved 

one’s continued drinking and using. I 

“Keep Coming Back” because I can hold 

out a hand to those who still suffer, those 

who cross sticky parking lots or trudge 

through snow and ice as desperate for help 

as I was. 

I “Keep Coming Back” because what I’ve 

learned here has helped me become a 

grateful, even joyful man. Today I am  

a man at peace, rather than the man  

consumed with rage and resentment I 

would have been without the help of 

Al‑Anon.    
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 I Thought I Knew Everything.  
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