
My dad has always been a drinker, but it  
always seemed bearable when I was growing 
up. Throughout elementary and middle 
school, I did not even realize he was an  
alcoholic. I thought all parents drank as much 
as he did. I thought it was normal to get your 
dad a new beer every 20 minutes while he 
cooked dinner, or not be able to go to a 
sleepover because he had too much to be able 
to drive. I figured this is what every girl dealt 
with—that it was a part of life. I never knew 
an alcoholic could have a family or have a job. 
I always figured alcoholics were people on the 
side of the street who had truly hit rock  
bottom. I never knew an alcoholic could be 
my hero. I did not even realize he had this dis-
ease until a year ago when he went from drink-
ing a few beers a night to drinking an entire 
bottle of whiskey every night. 
I have five siblings, but my dad’s change in 
drinking affected me the most. My older  
siblings moved out or were starting college, 
and my youngest siblings were too young to 
notice. My drug-abusing mom left us when I 
was younger. I came to believe that I was the 
one who caused my father’s alcoholism and 
that I could control it. Slowly, as his drinking 
got worse, controlling it became my life. I was 
the one who had to take his keys at night and 
make sure my younger siblings got to school in 
the morning, even if that meant I would be 
late to school. I was the one who had to talk 
to my dad if he became irrational after  
drinking too much. This became my everyday 
life, and it soon became unmanageable. I no 
longer had time to hang out with friends or 
complete my homework because I had bigger 
and more pressing problems going on at night 
at home. 
At school, I would look at my friends and hear 
them complain about typical high school  
drama, and I would think how lucky they 
were to not have the same harsh reality that I 
did. One of my best friends seemed to live the 
American dream. Her parents were happily 
married, she made good grades, and her  
biggest problem was choosing what cereal to 
eat in the morning. I became jealous of this, 
but mostly I felt isolated because I thought that 

no one understood what I was going through. 
It felt as if I was drowning and no matter how 
hard I tried to swim, I could never reach the 
surface. 
As my sophomore year in high school came to 
an end, I became more depressed, confused, 
and lonely. This only got worse throughout 
the summer. Towards the end of the summer, 
my grandmother noticed the toll my father’s 
alcoholism was taking on my life, and she  
suggested I go to Alateen. During my first 
meeting, we talked about change and how 
much a change in the alcoholic had affected 
our lives. I was able to relate to their stories. 
After the meeting, I began to feel more  
complete than I had in months. I felt as if 
someone understood me and that I belonged 
somewhere. The more meetings I went to, the 
less lonely and lost I felt, and the less I felt as if 
I was drowning. My dad’s drinking got worse, 
and I began Alateen only a few months ago. 
Since then so much has changed—and for the 
better this time. My father started going to 
A.A., and I have had more time to complete 
my homework and hang out with my friends 
after school. I even had the chance to attend 
the Eastern Seaboard Alateen Conference, one 
of the Alateen conferences, where I was able 
to connect with Alateens from all over  
Virginia. Without Alateen, I never would have 
realized how many people live in the same 
type of situation I was in. 
Today my father still slips up and has a drink, 
but it’s never as bad as it once was. We are 
both learning to accept that he is an alcoholic 
and always will be, whether he is sober or not. 
But today, I have help. I no longer have to  
juggle my dad’s drinking with my younger  
siblings, school, and work. With the tools of 
the program, I am finally able to reach the  
surface again and take that much-needed 
breath of fresh air I had so longed for, instead 
of drowning in my father’s addiction.    
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       I No Longer Feel Like I Am Drowning      
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By -  By Alex R. 



Literature  

Please contact the office Mon - Fri between 
9am and 1pm, and they will be happy to  
recommend Al-Anon books and pamphlets 
that meet your needs... 

Our 24 Hour Helpline - 0861 25 26 
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      Manus Gerber St.  
      Goodwood, 7460 

Tel: 021 595 4517 
Fax: 086 523 3030 
E-Mail:  alanonct@iafrica.com 

Our expenses are met by voluntary  
contributions. If you would like to  
send a donation our bank details are: 

Al-Anon Family Groups  
ABSA Bank (Current account) 
Account No: 407 321 5579 
Branch Code: 632 005 

Just for today . . . 

· I’ll remember the power of sharing my 
smile with others . . . 

· I'll keep the greater good in mind . . .       

· I’ll mind my own business, and mind it 
well. . . 

I neglected to put out the recycle bin this 
morning. It was nearly a national disaster. My 
head began to go down an old familiar, rather 
difficult road. You’d think I’d learnt by now 
not to take that route. It’s a short cut to insani-
ty and I’m off!  

‘What happened next?’, you may well cry. 
Thankfully my day didn’t end in  
total insanity. I put my ‘stinking  
thinking’ into the bin where it belongs. Today, 
because of the Programme I can put on the 
brakes and reverse down that old road before 
it gets too bumpy. Al-Anon has taught me so 
many things and if I take hold of the help that 
is there, I will not continue to neglect  
myself.  

Very quickly an amazing amount of  
support is at my fingertips. My  
turn-around this morning started with Let Go 
and Let God’, thinking through the first three 
Steps, then the Three As: Awareness, Ac-
ceptance and Action. This is a lifeline for me in 
getting things back into perspective and com-
ing into the NOW.  

What can I do to change my day from this 

moment on? Picking up a pen to write to 
News & Views has completely changed the 
start of my day. I thought of so many things 
that help me when I don’t neglect myself. 
H.A.L.T. Hungry, angry, lonely, tired. Am I 
eating properly, stopping for meals and a 
break? Am I acknowledging how I feel or 
keeping things bottled up? Do I feel isolated 
and need to pick up the phone or get to a 
meeting? Could I do with an early night or put 
my feet up sometime during the day?  

 

Right now I can stop, retrace my steps and 
look after myself in all sorts of ways that didn’t 
seem possible before. This is due to the Fellow-
ship and wisdom of Al-Anon. It is one area of 
my life I will not neglect today.         
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        Changing my ‘stinking thinking.    
By -  Liz C St Ives . 


