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Alcoholics Anonymous: I have no words to express my gratitude for this wonderful, spiritual fellowship that not only saved my life but gave me a life, a spiritual do-over!

			As always, Cole K. is my biggest fan, supporter, and partner in life. I thank you.

			My dear friend Janet F. and I have been best buddies for more than forty precious years. Thank you for patiently listening to me read my stories to you for comments so many times.

			Denise H., Oh my! How can I thank my friend who tirelessly offers the most insightful suggestions to help me write and rewrite?

			Marilyn M., my wonderful and supportive friend who has a limitless ability to offer the most profound suggestions and has an unexpected talent for proofreading.

			Renee O’H. – My partner in all things technical, including planning and organizing workshops. She does all the hard work! What more can I say?

			The wonderful, patient, and honest women of my “focus” group. They listened to me read the book out loud and made suggestions; then we all went to our hangout, The Jellybird, for lunch! In alphabetical order, they are: Brenda, Carol, Dani, June, Karen, Linda, Mary Ellen, Renee, and Val – my heartfelt thanks to all of you.

			Pamela Workman is an unexpected gift with extraordinary talents, patience, and knowledge of the publishing world.

			Sarah Lahay’s always beautiful and unique designs make the book shine!

			Those brave Conference Chairmen – especially the wonderful Deric F., Sandy G., Dave B., and Chris P. – who asked me to present “The Rocking Chair” without knowing anything about it and not falling apart when I asked them for a rocking chair – really!

			The tireless volunteers at Dr. Bob’s Home, Wilson House, and Stepping Stones who are dedicated to preserving the landmarks of A.A. history. All proceeds from this book are donated to those three houses to help them in their efforts. A detailed description of the houses and what they represent is included in the back pages of this book.

			Thank you to every person who has found something meaningful in my writing that will help them on their journey. Each of you obviously has an open mind and an open heart! My goal in life is to love and serve and to pass on the wisdom that was so freely given to me. Isn’t it wonderful to know we are all links in this never-ending chain of sobriety?
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			A few years ago, my friend Deric invited me to speak at the annual Step Ashore Conference outside of Seattle, Washington. My topic was “The Principles Beneath the Principles.” What does that even mean? As a writer, I began exploring my thoughts on paper, and by conference time, the story had blossomed into a very substantial manuscript.

			I read it aloud to different groups of friends here at home. It was good. I liked what I had written. They liked what I had written.

			I knew I couldn’t just stand before the audience at the Conference and tell this story, and I didn’t want to merely “read” it. I wanted to create an engaging experience for the audience. 

			Inspiration struck: I thought of my own front porch and the hours I spend in my rocking chair pondering and sharing the beauty and the challenges of life with other like-minded souls 

			I envisioned myself seated in a rocking chair on stage, wearing a long white dress, and sharing my narrative with those gathered together. And that is exactly what happened.

			Thus was born “The Rocking Chair Book: Spirituality From My Front Porch.”
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Why did I write this book? 

			In this lifetime, if we’re lucky, we are able to share our universal stories of pain and rebirth with each other, and we are both enriched. We now have a spiritual bond. I know you have been where I have been. Maybe your road to hell was different than mine, but how we got there isn’t the issue – the story of how we worked our way out of that hell – now that is the issue, and that is the story.

			We are both the hero and the villain in our stories.

			We have each engaged in our ordeal, our life-or-death crisis, during which we faced our greatest fears, our most difficult challenges, and emerged triumphant through hard work and spiritual change.

			The hero’s journey is a standard narrative in which a hero goes on an adventure, meets adversity, almost dies, learns a lesson, is changed, and returns home transformed to tell his story.

			In my story, I was taken down into the depths of despair by a power outside myself that was more powerful than my own self-will or self-reliance. That abusive power was a bottle of alcohol! I was doomed.

			But then the miracle happened, although at the time, I described it as “The worst day of my life.”

			What happened was this: a power greater than alcohol showed up as the real Hero (with a capital H) in my story. God, as I understand Him, is the real hero in my story. God showed up as a middle-aged, sober housewife. The encounter was life-changing. 

			Like most human heroes, I endured the pains of resisting change to emerge triumphant and happier than I could have ever imagined. 

			This is the story of that journey.

			Hang on, hero – this can be your story, too!
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I want you to sit back, relax, and open your mind to a new experience. I’m going to tell you a story. If you were fortunate, as a child, someone read you a story at night before you went to sleep. If no one read to you then, I’m doing it now. I was lucky that way. Sometimes, I think my love of reading came from that simple bedtime story ritual. 

			I learned that all good stories start this way: Once upon a time. 

			So that’s how I’ll start:

			Once upon a time, there was a little girl who grew up in a moderately crazy alcoholic family. She was a very pretty little girl, although she didn’t think so. Inside, she felt she was a misfit; she didn’t really belong, but she never shared this with anyone. It was her secret.

			Her parents described her this way: “She was a little girl, who had a little curl, right in the middle of her forehead. When she was good, she was very, very good, but when she was bad, she was horrid.” (Henry Wadsworth Longfellow)

			She, however, thought of herself as a princess as well as a horrid little girl.

			And so she was — a little bit of both.

			Her parents were completely self-reliant. They had money; they didn’t need God. She believed that God was only a word, a sound, or a written symbol to be used by people who didn’t have money. 

			So, as a child, she became completely self-reliant like her parents. 

			However, she was also restless, irritable, and discontented. 

			She was arrogant, anxious, insecure, resentful, unforgiving, and manipulative to the extreme. And lonely, so lonely. 

			That’s one of the problems that come with being a Princess and a horrid little girl, unique and separate from everyone.

			And so, because of her life experiences and her thinking, she concluded that other people were just cardboard cutouts on the stage she called her life, and her purpose in life was to control these cutouts so that she could always get her way. That was the way to happiness. After all, she was a horrid little girl princess! 

			To achieve her goal, she could be kind, patient, generous, considerate, even modest, and self-sacrificing. 

			On the other hand, she could be mean, selfish, egotistical, and dishonest. 

			She was fearfully self-centered — that was the root of her troubles, although she didn’t think so. She truly believed that the problems in her life were all your fault! If you would only do as she wished, everybody would be happy!

			When she grew up, she found that alcohol miraculously smoothed out the rough edges of her world and made her happy, so she drank more and more to be happier and happier. 

			One horrible day, she realized she could not stop drinking and stay stopped, and her world collapsed into pathetic, alcoholic despair.

			She tried everything she could think of to moderate or control her drinking, but nothing worked. 

			Hopeless and broken, she dragged herself into the last house on the block, Alcoholics Anonymous. 

			She found it to be a strange place, full of light and love, but with the craziest “suggestions.”

			They said, “Here are a group of principles, spiritual in their nature, which, if practiced as a way of life, can expel the obsession to drink and enable the sufferer to become happily and usefully whole.”

			She said, “Obviously, there is a lot more to sobriety than not drinking.”

			They said, “The principles embedded in the Twelve Steps are not about how to stop drinking. They are about how to start living. 

			They are about learning to let go of faulty dependencies. They are about discovering love and tolerance of others. The world is a very beautiful and wonderful place. Life can be very easy when love becomes your way of life and when you see everything through the eyes of love.” 

			“Okay Dokey,” she said. “It is clear that my path to happiness doesn’t work. I’m so miserable that I’m willing to go to any lengths to achieve the peace I seek. How do I grab onto these weird ideas.”

			“Oh, no,” they said, “You can’t do it. It takes a power much bigger than you.” “How do I find this power?” she asked. “Come on inside, and we’ll share our experience, strength, and hope with you along those lines. Welcome home.”

			And so she joined this new way of life. As the years passed, she painstakingly learned to put the principles of A.A. inside of her for the same reason she used to put alcohol inside of her - to feel better. 

			She was slowly transformed. She was changed from the self-centered little girl who came to A.A. into a lovely, other-centered (and therefore God-centered) grown-up woman. 

			Healed in spirit, she was healed in her relationships with you, with God, even with herself. Motivated by this spirit of love and tolerance, she spent her life trying to live by these spiritual principles and to carry the message of these spiritual principles and spiritual perceptions to other alcoholics — and to everyone she met. She was a happy camper!

			As she continued to practice all these principles on a daily basis, both inside and outside the rooms of Alcoholics Anonymous, she was at peace and lived reasonably happily ever after. 




			The end.

			


(I know you are surprised when I reveal that I am that little girl with a little curl right in the middle of her forehead. This is my story.)
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