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			PRAISE FOR

			THE SOBER LUSH

			“I wish I’d had The Sober Lush when I quit drinking. I was so scared the exciting part of my life was over, but this guidebook to pleasure and beauty and play is a reminder of all that awaits us when we stop hiding with booze and reconnect with the world—and ourselves.”

			—Sarah Hepola, author of Blackout

			“The difficult part of getting clean isn’t that initial burst of rehab. It’s the arduous process of carving out a sober identity. This book is a big-hearted, big-brained way to find that new life. It’s a charming, humorous exploration of learning how to do right by ourselves.”

			—Joshua Mohr, author of Sirens

			“I fell in love with Amanda Eyre Ward and Jardine Libaire from the first line of this fantastic book and finished it wanting them to be my new best friends. While The Sober Lush explores sobriety, it is ultimately a book about the beauty and delicacy of love, friendship, and family. In short, this book is for everyone who wants to find new ways to live, love, and become a lush at life.”

			—Elizabeth L. Silver, author of The Execution of Noa P. Singleton and The Tincture of Time

			“This wonderful book had everything: incredible writing, laugh-out-loud moments, raw storytelling, honesty, friendship, humor, and sex. Read this book! I absolutely loved it. The Sober Lush truly shifts your mind-set about how incredible and fulfilling a sober life can be! The Sober Lush is a provoking read that left me wanting more.”

			—Annie Grace
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			INTRODUCTION

			We are writers. We fell in love with the elegant, gin-soaked stories of Raymond Carver, Jean Rhys, Patricia Highsmith, Dorothy Parker, and Ernest Hemingway. We were seduced by the druggy prose of Hunter S. Thompson, Helen Garner, and Paul Bowles. We wrote our own short stories with a glass of whiskey next to our notebooks, tapping lipstick-stained cigarettes into an ashtray stolen from a hotel we could not afford.

			We dreamed of being novelists and listened to Johnny Thunders and Billie Holiday and Jimi Hendrix and stayed too late in bars that were open past closing time and we woke with a pounding in our heads and our hearts. We wanted to make something true and beautiful, wanted a surefire way to get to the other side of ordinary life—to the creative side, the anarchistic side, the hedonistic side.

			We hit a wall in this pursuit when drinking did not deliver us to that hallowed place of creating and dreaming and living big. Instead, it took us further away. We knew our lives needed to change, and so we searched for the answers in books. We found Pete Hamill’s A Drinking Life; Caroline Knapp’s Drinking, A Love Story; Sarah Hepola’s Blackout; and Mary Karr’s Lit. We devoured the stories of artists who’d almost boozed themselves to death but then decided, instead, to live. These incredible books were the entry point into imagining something else, and their accounts of lost weekends, blacked-out days, and broken families helped us know it was time to stop. But we also wondered, Is this the end, or can it be a beginning?

			

			
				
			

			We were introduced to each other because we were both sober writers, and when we sat down to talk, we had many of the same questions. Both of us had given up drinking in our own ways, through our own processes, but now wondered how to thrive sober.

			We talked for hours, meeting in Jardine’s garden or walking the trail around Austin’s Lady Bird Lake. Amanda cried while Jardine’s Chihuahua, Loverman, lay curled at her side, his eyes as beseeching as Amanda’s voice. We went to meetings; we went to lunch. We drank coffee and more coffee.

			What happens when you decide to live sober—for a month or a lifetime—but still yearn for danger and chaos, still hope for a secret path to joy? How can you find the sort of raw and crazy connection that used to come in boozy, dive-bar confession sessions? Can you still be dirty and wild, can you take a super-blissed-out vacation, can you trip out on life, can you fall in love, holding a ginger ale?

			The Oxford English Dictionary defines sober as “abstaining from drinking” and also, problematically, as “somber, quiet, inward, responsible, humorless.” But we have no interest in spending our lives being solemn, grave, staid, serious, logical! The fear that this was the nature of a sober life kept us from even considering it for years, long after our gut had told us to check out.

			The idea of this book is to redefine lushness and reclaim it. For ourselves and many we know, figuring out sobriety has been lonely, and we don’t think it needs to be, so this book is a way to keep one another company while we plot a new course. Our stories here are sometimes about alcohol, or the absence of it, but more often they’re about orchids and ice cream and mountains and basil and shooting stars and roller skates and Ethiopian coffee and sex and vetiver and horses and masquerades and glitter. This is on purpose.

			Once upon a time, we thought of sobriety as doing without, as giving up, as deprivation, as substitution. Now our philosophy is rooted in abundance and pleasure. We love seeing parallel approaches, like vegetarians who no longer make a turkey out of tofu but rather serve a feast of ripe tomatoes and garden zucchini and toasted pine nuts and sweet potato with a homemade tahini sauce and grilled halloumi and naan with a dessert of ginger sorbet and pomegranate. They have rethought culinary pleasure from the ground up. Or a friend who wanted to get strong but didn’t just give up junk food and sugar—he started kickboxing and learned to cook exquisitely and bikes to work, and he’s stronger but also more alive.

			

			
				
			

			Sober lushness is not a moral code, and not a closed club. It’s a loose set of ideas and experiences that anyone is welcome to use, and we’re all free to come and go as we please. We don’t believe in sides; we don’t see it as sober people versus drinkers. We don’t imagine someone as in or out.

			For this reason, we decided to use the “we” voice to invite as many readers as possible to connect. Some of these stories belong to one of us and some are closer to being universal.

			This book is not meant to prescribe a way of life, or to show that one way of living is better than another. This book is not against alcohol—we know many people who drink and drinking doesn’t do to their lives what it did to ours. This book is simply a collection of the beautiful lovely things that we do (or dream of doing) that link us to the creative and rebellious side of being sober, now that we have given up drinking because—for personal and particular reasons—it was a good thing to do for ourselves.

			We do not claim to know who else might want to go down that road; that choice is up to the individual. Part of what we believe—that actually led us to say no thank you to a drinking life in the first place—is that we like to live the way we want, and f*%k social pressure to live any other way.

			The spectrum of human beings who play with sober hedonism is large and diverse, including women and men, old and young, from all backgrounds, famous and anonymous, newly sober or sage warriors lighting our path, and they do it for a spectrum of reasons too. Some of us are just starting to explore, some have been committed to sobriety for decades, some are curious about moderation, some have survived life-and-death crises with substances, but sober hedonism is a meeting place for anyone. No one is excluded.

			We don’t want to intimate that this book is full of answers and prescriptions and therapeutic advice. We are dreamers and storytellers who have made a hundred mistakes and have more questions than conclusions and who see life as a crazy journey and not a blueprint. So we offer our stories—since we love stories and the way they connect people, the way they can sometimes heal the teller and heal the listener, and bring light to darkness.

			While this book will hopefully reach you, we do want to say that we understand—with all our hearts—that for many of us, a book—any book—is not nearly enough to get sober, or to stay sober. So this collection isn’t meant to take the place of all the many resources out there that can help. This book isn’t a detox program or a 12-step meeting or a counselor or a sponsor. We have personally found that connection to others is key to staying sober, and sober connections are available to all who seek them, online or in a room.

			This is not a textbook as much as an offering. Feel free to use it as you would a swimming hole: dive deep or take a quicksilver dip. And we hope that wherever you are in your precious life, you can take and leave what you need for your own plan. For example, some people in recovery are triggered by nonalcoholic cocktails to want to drink alcohol again; if you fear that might affect you, please skip the “In Your Glass” section and the last chapter of recipes, both of which discuss zero-proof drinks. We made the decision to include these chapters not to mimic our past habits but because we love to eat and sip delicious things. But that is how we feel. We have respect and love for the autonomy of each reader, the unique path of every human being, and hope you’ll use the book as it suits you.

			

			
				
			

			Welcome, reader, to a story that is not as much about what is lost but what is found. It’s an idiosyncratic manual, from the heart. We begin with two pieces on how we each got to where we are now, then the chapters are loosely gathered around certain aspects of life, finishing with an array of recipes. But there is no order or regimen implied, no correct place to start or finish.

			If you’re wondering whether you’re in the right spot, come sit on our tattered black velvet sofa and we’ll pour you a ginger beer, offer you some angel cake, and put a record on the turntable. Take your time and decide for yourself.

			Are you wondering if you might be happier tonight without a drink? Are you pregnant, seeking a new way into the fun? Have you been sober for ten years? Are you starting a dry January, or October—any month off sugar and booze? Are you curious about living a giant, dirty, wild, glamorous life without consequences of numbness or regret? Are you a parent who wants to be more present for your children? Do you occasionally google “Am I an alcoholic”? Are you in the middle of a fabulous career but feeling lost? Are you single and worried about dating sober? Are you in a relationship and a big part of the relationship is drinking? Are you lonely in having these questions or this uncertainty and you wonder if other people are wondering about all this? Are you in college, curious about the ways your life can unfold? Do you drink because you don’t want to be a killjoy, even as you’re asking yourself, Where’s the joy? Are you scared that if you don’t drink, you will be even more scared? Is there a small, true voice from somewhere inside you saying, Do I want this to be my story?

			Welcome.

			We wrote this book for you.

		

	
		
			JADE EARRINGS

			AMANDA’S STORY

			When I woke, I was still in my New Year’s Eve dress, my second son asleep next to me. My jade earrings were gone. I checked both bedside tables but found only books and a half-filled glass of Chardonnay. I had hosted a party the night before and could remember that the fireworks had been lit before midnight. After that, I remembered nothing.

			My son’s perfect face, awash in slumber. The Colorado sun, slanting in the window of the master bedroom, pale against the snow. I tried anxiously to determine where I’d left my earrings. They were large and flashy—jubilant. They’d been a Christmas present to myself.

			I slipped on my robe over silver velvet, tying the sash tight. My hair still smelled of the fancy hairstyle I’d made stick with Aqua Net as I prepared for the party, sipping wine from a large goblet. One of my black heels lay next to the bed. I felt a sour panic as I scanned the room for the other, but ah, there it was, by the doorway.

			I went to check on my toddler daughter, who was curled up and breathing softly. I found my eldest son sprawled on his top bunk wearing snow pants. My heart slowed, knowing all three were safe, but the dread would remain for days.

			I’d googled the dread many times—was it chemical, something about the Chardonnay going sludgy in my veins? Was I an alcoholic? Did I need to stop drinking forever? (I want to tell myself, my poor, desperate teenage/college-age/middle-aged self, if you google these questions, then yes. Just yes. You don’t have to be done, but my God, you are allowed to be.)

			I was nine when I told my father (after taking a quiz on the back of an AA pamphlet) that he was an alcoholic. I remember standing next to the cupboard where he kept his handles of Jack Daniel’s. My two younger sisters and I were terrified of him: I never knew when he’d scream at us for running up the goddamn stairs, slam my shoulders to the ground and ask me how it felt to be a failure, or chastise us for being spoiled rotten. There is a small child who lives inside me that is so scared of him, even now, that I feel sick and sometimes tremble when I think of those days. I don’t remember many of them at all.

			

			
				
			

			My earrings were not in the kitchen, where I made coffee and took four New Year’s Day Advil. I took Benadryl every night, too, to shut down my brain and sleep, though I had no idea if I’d done so the night before.

			After a blackout, I was a miserable detective searching for clues. What had I done? Would an earring be found under the bed of a man on the other side of town? Had I said something to my husband for which he would never forgive me?

			On one of my last drinking nights, I insisted on a “double Chardonnay to go” from the bartender. Someone posted a photograph of me on Facebook, holding a large solo cup, laughing. I don’t remember the photo. I don’t remember ordering a double Chardonnay. It’s me in the picture, but it’s not me. Who is it?

			To others, I seemed absolutely fine. I drank normally for months at a time, enjoying a glass or two of wine in the evenings or even not drinking at all . . . but try as I might, I couldn’t keep from eventually overdoing it. I later met sober friends who talked about trying—as I had—to find the “third door,” when you don’t want to quit, but you can’t seem to moderate. A new life opened when I finally accepted that, for me, there is no third door.

			My daughter appeared on New Year’s Day, her arms embracing my leg. “You’re OK,” I told my daughter.

			She looked up at me quizzically. She said, “Mama, can we read books now?”

			I filled a mug with hot coffee and sat in the front room. My daughter nestled in, her thumb in her mouth, her cheek next to my robe’s ivory-colored fake fur. As I opened Madeleine and read, my son and then my other son woke and came toward me. Here I was: the mother I wanted, so very much, to be.

			I promised myself I would never—absolutely never, no matter what—drink more than four glasses of wine in one night again.

			By February, I would make this promise a lie.

			Even as I type this, I want a glass of Chardonnay.

			I have never found my jade earrings.

			

			
				
			

			When I was fifteen, my father got sober. In the end, his struggle became the greatest gift he could ever give me: the understanding of how alcohol could wreck your heart, and the living example that you could burn your way to freedom.

			

			
				
			

			On my eldest son’s fifteenth birthday, I had given up the search for the third door; I’d been sober for two years. After a celebratory family dinner, I settled into bed with a book. Around 8:00 p.m., my son appeared in the doorway. He wore shorts and a T-shirt. “Hey, Mom,” he said.

			I looked up.

			“I’m going on a quick run. Want to come?”

			I had once been the kind of mom who said, “I’m already in my pajamas.” I used to be three glasses deep into a bottle of Chardonnay by 8:00 p.m. But I closed my book, losing my place. I threw back the sheets. I said, “Why not?”

			The sun was low in the sky. A rainstorm had just come through, and it was cool, the night smelling of asphalt and magnolia. My son, a cross-country runner, was fast. “Go on ahead,” I said. He nodded and picked up his pace.

			I watched him go, fifteen years after I’d first held him in my arms. I slowed to a walk, then stood still, overwhelmed by a thundering, simple peace. My son would run to the end of the road, turn around, and come back. I would be there, my cheeks hot and my eyes filled with tears. He’d smile when he saw his mother.

			All the fear of the first sober months, the exhaustion of searching for another way to be, the confusion of finding a new tribe in the middle of a life, the nights I wanted just one sip or a whole bottle of Chardonnay. The cans and cans of seltzer. Tears on Jardine’s couch.

			The moon emerged overhead and I knew: it was for this.

		

	
		
			THE FURIOUS TURQUOISE

			JARDINE’S STORY

			August on Long Island, and I’m seven and standing with my family on the dock; we’re stepping one by one onto our boat to head over to Fire Island, to anchor with other boats, all friends of ours, all families, and spend this Sunday swimming, eating ham sandwiches, hunting for beach glass. There’s haze and brine in the low sky today. The moms—in giant 1970s sunglasses—light cigarettes and talk as they sunbathe in the cockpits of the boats. The fathers are cowboys, hip-deep in the gray dazzle of the bay, holding beers aloft.

			After lunch, we all walk across the narrow island to the ocean side, where we kids spend hours riding the surf, high on the crest of a wave, falling, getting tumbled, rising again. As the sun sets, milky and pink, we putter home—everyone alone with their thoughts, tired but together—in the potbellied old boat. On the shore, an egret primly picks her way through seaweed and driftwood toward dusk. That night, I close my eyes to sleep and all I see is the endless cycle of turquoise water, the beautiful and terrifying surf—because I’d been consumed by the ocean that day, part of something bigger than my tiny self, and so alive.

			

			
				
			

			Now I’m fifteen, and my weirdo misfit friends and I find a treehouse in the woods, and we climb up to hang out there in the blue autumn afternoon, smoking Camel Lights and filling out notebooks together, leaves blazing magenta and yellow around us. We don’t drink yet, we don’t do drugs, we just write poems and lists of absurd things, and we copy Prince lyrics over and over again, inscribing coffee and starfish and butterscotch clouds. Me and my friends, in our flannel jackets and baseball hats and ripped jeans, dipping Skoal, laughing till we almost fall out of the sky—we all want the same thing: to set our minds free, to be wild. To become shooting stars, to grow fangs and run through the night, to be loved, to be crazy. We’re at that age when every molecule of us seems to be on fire. We make do with reading Charles Bukowski and Anaïs Nin and comic books, we make do with joking and teasing, with recording endless mix tapes of the Rolling Stones and Bad Brains and Joan Jett, we make do with being nerds, being awkward, but being true friends to one another. Nothing matters but the blue-sky afternoon.

			

			
				
			

			When I turn twenty-three, I’m getting my master’s degree in writing at the University of Michigan, obsessed with writing and with books and wanting to do nothing else with my life but write, and at night to make money I work at a jazz club called the Bird of Paradise. Late afternoon, at the start of my shift there, the vacuum leaves the worst kind of bad breath as I push it over the dirty carpet, and the club seems depressing and small. At night, when the musicians load in, the jazz fiends sit at the little round tables with the pink tablecloths, and the other waitress and I start delivering drinks, candles lit, the bass player now warming up—the place becomes euphorically magical. I actually am not a very good waitress, because I get lost, staring at the trio, who themselves are lost in the song, playing something from John Coltrane or Sarah Vaughan. This, I realize, this is where wildness lives. This is how one gets to lose one’s mind, to be free, to be ferociously awake. In this dark, glittering room, with artists, with listeners, everyone hushed, sweating, smoking—being together in the moment.

			

			
				
			

			Let’s jump to another club—Bungalow 8, in New York City. Downtown, west side. I’m thirty and I just published my first novel, the one I wrote at night while I worked odd jobs in Manhattan. Tonight is my publication party, and people are here at this bar to dance, drink, flirt, laugh, and help me celebrate. This is a dream come true, isn’t it? Better than anything I could have ever imagined? And I do feel so lucky and grateful and happy, don’t I? But I also feel like there’s a glass wall between me and everyone else, like I’m a fish in a tank, or they’re fish in a tank and I’m outside, because I can’t quite make contact with anyone. I have an idea by now of what’s gone wrong. My awareness of the problem has been creeping up when my guard is down: at some point in the past decade, I fused liquor and chemicals into my recipe for what makes me feel ecstatic. Various substances, too much and too often. And they do, they do heat up my blood, they make diamonds in my mind, they heighten life, for a minute. There’s wildness—wait—now it’s gone. And in the mornings, I’m deader than ever before. And alone.

			

			
				
			

			And then, at thirty-eight, I move to Texas, hoping—in the back, silent part of my mind—to leave behind some of my habits. My house is an old bungalow, the yard rich with roses, jalapeño plants, amaryllis, banks of jasmine. The perfume of a new place. Standing in my garden, the golden morning touches my face like a mother’s hand, telling me I could be happy here, I should feel welcome here. And I do sink into the city, and I do have fun, and I love this new world of cowboys and motorcycles and dance halls and unapologetically original people. But what else do I do? What I’ve always done, assuming it’s the thing to do. And now, a few months in, here it is 8:00 a.m.—yet again—and I’m at the bar where I’ve been for fourteen hours, some part of my heart still somehow convinced that it can find wildness, aliveness, truth, realness at yet another dawn like this, with substances like this. I’m with a crew of folks who are magnificent souls—we’re all friends, but really, truly, at that hour, everyone is a stranger; even I’m a stranger to myself. The morning light is raw and evil, the birds are cruel. I find my way to my bed, sleep the day away, again. And I wake up and point to myself in the mirror and say, Please don’t do that again. And then I go out and I do it again.

			

			
				
			

			I’m forty-one, a volunteer being processed into a women’s prison in Texas to attend the graduation ceremony for a writing program there. No phones allowed inside, no wallets, no pens, no lip balm—nothing but ourselves. They take our IDs at Central Control. The walls are painted with murals, and the place smells of cheap disinfectant, and beans and rice. We congregate in the gym, no AC, a fan turning slowly, and when I move my folding chair, the squeal of its leg against the floor echoes around the giant room. The incarcerated women file in, wearing uniforms, and we look at them and they look at us. No bodily contact allowed.

			It’s been almost two years of sobriety for me, and I see everything from a different angle now, but I’m not sure how to see this day. Never been inside a prison. Don’t know anyone here. The head facilitator for the program stands—microphone screeches—and she introduces the first speaker.

			The woman gets up—white sneakers, a loose-leaf page carved with ballpoint ink trembling visibly in her hands—and clears her throat; we wait, a cough from the crowd, silence. And then the woman speaks, tells us—through dirt bikes and big brothers and ice cream and first love and three-legged cats and grandmothers and car accidents and fights and kitchen jobs and childbirth and Valentine’s cards and loans—her story. And my heart is pounding, the room is humid with life, thick, hot; it’s sweaty; it’s muggy with the realization that we do know one another after all, every one of us knows the other.

			

			
				
			

			Forty-six years old, with seven years sober, and where am I these days? In an upside-down wonderland of highways and fig trees and movie theaters and hummingbirds and surfboards known as Los Angeles.

			I don’t know what on earth I’m doing, but I’m doing it. Gertrude Stein said: “You look ridiculous if you dance. You look ridiculous if you don’t dance. So you might as well dance.” Moved here with my man, and we live in a lopsided steel-and-concrete house next to Elysian Park, a lemon tree growing by the front door. Writing for film and television, collaborating with directors and actors, spending feverish days and nights working on storylines and characters. This place is bubbling with new art and possibility, ancient stories and mythological creatures.

			It’s still possible to be mean to myself, vicious even, about years wasted, not having kids, times I let people down, but I’ve gotten better at seeing through all that and jumping back to the jewel of the moment.

			Pitch meeting today in a glass-and-chrome conference room on the twenty-fourth floor, and my nerves are raw. I’m suddenly telling this room about a dreamy, strange, dark story. It’s like sharing a secret. Other people share their own ideas, coughing up stuff they’ve engineered in private and putting it on the table for all to see. Then the conversation rises and splinters and reconnects as everyone takes the project into their hands to weigh it like a new baby, name it, talk about how they’d raise it, if they were to raise it.

			While the discussion evolves, I can’t help gazing over the panoramic landscape, a zillion pale buildings, the palm trees, mountains in the distance, clouds that don’t move. It’s frightening to be up here, suspended in an unknown place. This is exactly when I feel that electricity, the wildness, the freedom. This is when I remember in the cells of my body what it was to be a girl on the foaming falling sparkling crest of a wave, to be part of the ocean—not at all fearless, not sure of anything, just rapturously alive.

		

	
		
			DIVINE TRANSGRESSIONS
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				I swim in a shaft of light, upside down, and I can see myself clearly, through and through, from every angle. Perhaps I stand on the brink of a great discovery . . .

				~JAMAICA KINCAID
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			POLAR-BEAR SWAN DIVE

			In the past, New Year’s Day for us was often obscured by the long, tall shadow of New Year’s Eve. We’d wake up at 4:00 p.m., scrape off makeup, and limp to late-brunch-early-dinner with friends who also still had confetti caught in their hair and tales to tell—or we’d get up at an indecently early hour because the kids didn’t have school and they wanted storybooks and rides to friends’ houses, and we did all that with red eyes and our minds twirling with what had happened the night before. There was a broke-down glory to all this. It’s an American legacy, to be destroyed on the first day of the brand-new year.

			And we believe, to some degree, in the destruction of one’s self so that a new self can rise into the pale winter sky, like a phoenix. But damn. Ain’t there another way? If we’re sober, do we always have to be polite and rational? Or can we still tear things up and turn them upside down?

			An answer: the polar-bear plunge on New Year’s morning. You wake up lucid and bright-eyed, aware that this is fresh time, the first blank page on the calendar. Your bikini or swim trunks are hidden under plaid coats and oversized sweaters, and you make your way with your favorite lunatics—or in perfect solitude—to the pool or ocean or lake, armed with piles of towels and wool blankets. You look out at the icy water, you look at one another, or you look inside yourself, you have second thoughts, and then someone grabs your hand and you jump together—breathless—wild—electrocuted by the cold—laughing—trying to get up and out, shivering, shrieking, and you wrap yourselves in blankets and race to the truck.

			When you get back home, you make a fire. Every cell of your body is radiant.

			Part of previous new years was the swagger and bravado after a big night, and there’s nothing wrong with that. The swan dive into icy waters is worth bragging about too. Start off January with a little bit of masochism and a lot of pride, and eat Chinese leftovers or pancakes for dinner, and realize that you’re not broken after all but stronger than you ever were before, and tingling, and ready.

		

	
		
			MOTORCYCLE GIRL GANG

			A couple of years ago, Jardine’s friend Emily posted a photo online of herself in a helmet and leather jacket, standing with a big old powerful beast of a motorcycle—she and the bike were sparkling on the side of a California highway in the golden sun, and Emily was smiling in a deviously beautiful way. She’d joined a women-only motorcycle club, becoming one of a group of riders who lived for the road (one weekend a month) and took trips and camped for a night or two.

			Jardine grilled her on the specifics. Is it terrifying? Who are the other women? How did she find them? Who taught her to ride? Emily has to plan the rides around work and can only go on weekends when her ex takes their daughter, which leaves a slim window. But it’s a window nonetheless, and it’s worth it to her to strategize. She gets the payback of blue sky, new friends with fascinating stories, and a spike in adrenaline. She sees new country, she tears through the hours.

			This is one of those instances where Jardine saw what a friend was up to and it swung a door wide open. Maybe she won’t go shopping for a vintage Ducati tomorrow, but the seed is planted in the rich dirt of her imagination. So interesting to note how role models change over time, how new possibilities crystallize. Jardine pays attention these days to the acquaintances and neighbors and coworkers who sneak off and do crazy stuff, sniff out adventure, forge paths.

			We used to worry: What will we do if we don’t drink anymore? We’ll have no one to hang out with, we’ll be bored and lonely, left out of the fun. But when we took off our blinders, there were people everywhere, hidden in plain sight, showing us stunning ideas. We just had to want to see them.

		

	
		
			EMBRACING RUIN

			Jardine’s dear friend Justine has taught her many things—but this wisdom rises above the rest: an evening dress is more glamorous when torn from jumping a fence or stained from eating midnight cherries; and a party surprised by a rainstorm can be steamier and more divine because everyone is crushed inside together and stirred up by the lightning and thunder.

			In other words, imperfection is enchanting. Too much control and exactness can sterilize the love out of anything.

			The Japanese concept of wabi-sabi is something that gains traction for us every year and has particular resonance in sobriety, as we accept (and even embrace) the spiritual cuts and bruises we might have gotten along the way. The concept is more complex than this, but at its core, wabi-sabi refers to a practice of seeing every object as beautiful not despite the fact that it is impermanent, but because of that. An illustration of that idea is kintsugi, the Japanese method of restoring a cracked vase, for example, with a seam of gold, so that the crack will always be visible and a reminder of transience. The break is not something to hide. It shows the passage of time, and it elevates the object.

			There are people who get sober with the primary goal of looking better. We are not such people. We’re gonna be happy if we look ragged and torn by the end of our time on earth and we’ll even be okay with living shorter lives if these lives are deep, rich, honest, bejeweled, shocking in where they’ve taken us, exquisite in who they’ve let us love and who has loved us, imperfect, idiosyncratic, even messy, even lonely. We got sober to feel deeply, to take risks. We didn’t get sober to live forever but rather to feel alive.

		

	
		
			NIGHT SKY

			After years of staying up till dawn partying like maniacs, watching the sun rise now without anxiety is amazing. Never thought it would happen. Like a lot of stuff in our beautiful minds, the equation of sunrise-equals-sadness seemed to have solidified and there was no fixing it.

			Ugh. Even recalling these memories makes Jardine queasy sometimes—that sensation of finally leaving a bar or club, way past its closing hour, and entering a grimly lit dawn, and getting into a taxi, somewhat mortified to be seen by the driver, suddenly depressed on a spectacular level and dying to be home, forced to see everything around her because the godforsaken sun is up.

			So funny how something so gorgeous, something that can evoke spiritual awe, became her enemy for a while. When she’d be partying into the wee hours and hear the first birds start singing, she’d actually hate the birds. Who hates birds?! She’d hate the sun. She’d hate the day. One morning, Jardine arrived home in downtown Manhattan and had to navigate through an army of cyclists gathering on her block for an early morning ride. She did so with her head down to hide the mascara smudged down her cheeks and her psycho-pinned pupils. She hated the cyclists. She hated their bicycles. She hated wherever they were going to ride—and, mainly, she hated the lonely dank bed she was about to fall into, her own ride being over.

			She told herself that her
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