
Chapter 1 

BILL'S STORY 

(1 II IAR FEVER ran high in the New England town 
, V V to which we new, young officers from Platts
burg were assigned, and we were flattered when the 
first citizens took us to their homes, making us feel 
heroic. Here was love, applause, war; moments sub
lime with intervals hilarious. I was part of life at last, 
and in the midst of the excitement I discovered liquor. 
I forgot the strong warnings and the prejudices of my 
people concerning drink. In time we sailed for "Over 
There." I was very lonely and again turned to alcohol. 

We landed in England. I visited Winchester Cathe
dral. Much moved, I wandered outside. My attention 
was caught by a doggerel on an old tombstone: 

"Here lies a Hampshire Grenadier 
Who caught his death 
Drinking cold small beer. 
A good soldier is ne'er forgot 
Whether he dieth by musket 

Or by pot." 

Ominous warning- which I failed to heed. 
Twenty-two, and a veteran of foreign wars, I went 

home at last. I fancied myself a leader, for had not the 
men of my battery given me a special token of appre
ciation? My talent for leadership, I imagined, would 
place me at the head of vast enterprises which I would 
manage with the utmost assurance. 
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16 ALCOHOLICS ANONYMOUS 

they seek. At these informal gatherings one may often 
see from 50 to 200 ·persons. We are growing in num
bers and power. * 

An alcoholic in his cups is an unlovely creature. 
Our struggles with them are variously strenuous, 
comic, and tragic. One poor chap committed suicide 
in my home. He could not, or would not, see our way 
of life. 

There is, however, a vast amount of fun about it all. 
I suppose some would be shocked at our seeming 
worldliness and levity. But just underneath there is 
deadly earnestness. Faith has to work twenty-four 
hours a day in and through us, or we perish. 
~ Most of us feel we need look no further for Utopia. 
We have it with us right here and now. Each day my 
friend's simple talk in our kitchen multiplies itself in 
a widening circle of peace on earth and good will to 
men . .'j 

Bill W, coj ounder of A. A. , 
died January 24, 1971. 
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