rgroup setting where they're with
other individuals that come from the
same background, providing the
feedback, the confrontation, makes a
big difference in their willingness to
accept that they are, indeed, powerless over alcohol and drugs, that their
life has become unmanageable, and
if they continue to keep using it, it
will stay unmanageable. They see the
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need for surrender, that they
can't run the show their way
anymore.

****
Audience member: In a perfect
world, should a program for
judges be separate from the
lawyers' assistance program?
Kane: Our Judges' Assistance

#3

My name is Bill Cain and I am an alcoholic. By the
grace of God and the brotherhood of Alcoholic~
Anonymou,s I am sober today. I have been for the
past 24 hours and certainly hope to be for the next
24 hours.
I was not born an alcoholic, and I do not con-1
sider beverage alcoholto be some kind of a curse
on mankind. Thousands of people use>alcohol in
moderation without significant problems. am simply not one of them ..
I was a 21-year-old honorably discharged veteran of the Korean War and in my freshman year in
college when I had my first drink. In those early
years, alcohol provided an effective means by
which I was able to overcome, at least in part, the
social inhibitions that had plagued me since boyhood. For a decade or more alcohol was my
~ friend
and my crutch, though, slowly but surely, my rate
of consumption of alcohol steadily increased. I
cannot say with any degree of accuracy when
alcohol evolved from being pliant servant to brutal
task master. It was some time in my mid-30s. I will
not extend this narrative by a painful discussion of
all the horrors of addiction to alcohol. Two of the
worst of such were sleep deprivation and blackouts.

I

Shakespeare described the glory of peaceful
sleep when Macbeth in his agony cried out, "Sleep
that knits up the rave II'd sleeve of care. The death
of each day's life, sore labour's bath, Balm of hurt
minds, great nature's second course, Chief nour-,
isher of life's feast." Day after day and night after
night, with no more than a catnap leaves the
human body exhausted and the mind driven
almost to distraction. Looking back on it, it is easy
to recognize what I,could not then accept: my
crutch was the culprit.
I was not all everyday drinker. I proved to myself
repeatedly that I did not have a problem with alco-
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hol, that I could "take it or leave it," and that I
could "quit whenever I wanted .to quit." I would
from time to i}time quit drinking altogether for
extended periods, on one occasion,abstaining
for
ne?.ring eight months. During these abstentions,
relatively normal sleep patterns returned.
Blackouts are ,nightmarish experiences in which
entire episodes of life are simply blocked out of
, memory. They fit no particular pattern .that can be
anticipated bu! simply come and go. Sometime,s
they are there, q.nd sometimes they are not. It is
frightening to snap out of a blackout sitting in your
own living room when the last recollection that you
have is sitting in a motel room more than 100 mile!§
away. One is not "passed out" in a blackout. I conducted client and witness interviews during a
blackout that I simply cannot recall. My wits must
have been about me for I usually made notes or
dictated a contemporaneous memorandum that
were
in the file
and that I reviewed at a later time
,••
i:!,
but with no ihdependent recollection.' I came out of
a week-long blackout one Monday morning and
asked my secretary to bring me the file in a relatively complicated appeal only to have her bring
instead the appellate brief that I had dictated, she
had typed, and I had filed the previous week. It
was obviously my work, but to this day I cannot
remember preparing it.
All of this leads to the pathetic condition of being
sick, tired, nervous, apprehensive, frightened, and
ashamed over something that one cannot or, more
likely, will not acknowledge. For me, it all came to
its climax in a rather traumatic experience that
brought me to my first meeting in Alcoholics
Anonymous. A local businessman and old friend,
Gene S., with whom I had st)ared many a drunken
spree, found his way into recovery, and when I
fina.lly stumbled and fell, it was"Gene S. who held
out his hand. With lo~e, patience, compassion, and
understanding, he guided my footsteps back to the
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Program is our Lawyers' Assistance
Program. It's under the same
umbrella. But we have a different
brochure, a different 800 number,
and we do different promulgation.
And only the director and the assistant director help the judges. But I
think that for economy of scale, a
quick start, not reinventing the wheel,
that it's okay to have them both under

path of sanity and sobriety. As one day at a time
the dark clouds lifted for me, and the sun in all its
pristine brightness shone forth again, so one day at
a time Gene was there - a tower of strength, a pillar of hope. He was my sponsor in the great brotherhood, and I found to my surprise in Alcoholics
Anonymous that I was not alone and that many
others had lived ,the same nightmares. A blackout
was not unique to me.
In those first few months of AA meetings, I followed G~ne's admonition to be quiet and listen. I
learned first of all thaMhe battle against alcoholism
is a one-day-at-a-time struggle in which those in
recovery lean on each other. In the meetings, the'
doctor and the lawyer sat at the same table as the
man who dug the ditch, the stay-at-home housewife trying to raise her family, and the unemployed
laborer all trying to recover from a common problem. Some author whose name I cannot remember
expressed it best in his admonition that alcohol
was no respecter of persons: "The drunk lying in
the two-inch carpet and the drunk lying in the twoinch gutter are equally close to the groynd."
From the beginning and·through the years of
recovery, the first two steps of the AA program
have been for me, as for so many others, the dayto-day guide to life. "(1) We admitted that we were
powerless over alcohol and that our lives have
become unmanageable and (2) came to believe
that a power greater than ourselves could restore
us to sanity." I try to make my last conscious
thought each night to be to thank my higher power
for giving me another 24 hours of sobriety and my
first conscious thought in the morning to ask for
just one more day.
Once in recovery, I discovered again to TY surprise that I was[1ot anonymous.to anyone other
than myself. My panic stricken efforts to hide my
addiction from my clients and from the public had
not been effective. Almost everyone knew I had a

the same umbrella. They can coexist.
Wolfson: I would be very reluctant
to have a separate program. I might
want to bureaucratically just call it
something separate as long as you're
in the same place. But I would be concerned about an elitist kind of setup.
We've used judges very effectively to
help lawyers, and we would hate to
take them out of that system. ~I¢

problem and' all were enthusiastically supportive of
me in my recovery. My family stood by me in the
bad years and have shared with me the glories of
recovery. When 'I determined to try to fulfill a lifetime ambition to become a member of the judiciary, I found that my recovery from alcoholism
presented the least of my problems.
Today, recovery from addiction, whether it be
alcohol or some other substance, is the focus of
national attention, and the resources, public and
private, committed to the cause of continuing
recovery is heartening and encouraging. In Tennessee less than a decade ago, the Tennessee
Lawyers Assistance Program was established and,
under inspired leadership, is now functioning and
remarkably effective. We, have come so far since
the day more than 70 years ago when Bill W. and
Dr. Bob sat down in a small kitchen in Akron, Ohio,
and founded what was to become the worldwide
brotherhood of Alcoholics Anonymo!Js.~Some years
after a small grqup of. men i3.ndwomen in Columbia, Tennessee, banded together to form the
Columbia group of Alcoholics Anonymous and pur9,hased a small home on South High Street. A few
years afterw;ard, Gene So brought a bewildered and
broken 42-year-old lawyer to his first meeting. The
rest is my story.
The cynic, or perhaps the realist, will ask if I do
not know that I can never have another drink. Deep
inside L know this, but I have never allowed myself
the luxury-or
da"ngE?r-of thinking in such terms.
Living my Ijfe as the great brotherhood has taught
me to live it, for 10,415 consecutive 24-hour periods I have been sober, and, God willing, tomorrow
is another day.
•
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