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Are you worried about how much you’re drinking? Trying to give up but don’t want to be seen as a killjoy or party pooper? This is the book for you, providing practical advice and strategies for quitting the booze and feeling great about it, while improving your life at the same time.

Author Lucy Rocca, whose life was nearly ruined by the multiple bottles of wine she was consuming every evening, provides an in-depth look at how Western society has normalised binge drinking and why being sober is often associated with a boring lifestyle that so many people fear, yet giving up alcohol can make your life incredible.


This book is dedicated to all the Soberistas in the world


Foreword by Della Galton

Drinking too much is a problem of our time.And being a woman who drinks too much is still a taboo in modern society.If a man has one too many and staggers off home to sleep it off he may be the recipient of a few sympathetic titters. But if a woman slides off her bar stool and passes out on the floor we are much less forgiving.It’s hard to be a woman who drinks too much.

I know because I was one for longer than I care to remember.Making a decision to live life without alcohol was for me, as it is for many women, very difficult. But once I realised I could no longer safely drink, I did make that decision. These last eight years when I have embraced sobriety and all that it means have been the happiest of my life.

If you are starting your alcohol-free journey, one of the most helpful things is to realise that you are not alone. There is a massive amount of support out there.And sharing your experience of going alcohol-free and hearing other people’s stories is a very good start.

Lucy Rocca drank too much for most of her adult life.When she gave up she founded the wonderful Soberistas – an online forum where other people who wanted to try life alcohol-free could chat, share their stories, and give each other unconditional support.

How to Lead a Happier, Healthier, and Alcohol-Free Life is her fourth book about quitting drinking. Between the pages of this frank account Lucy explains how she became alcohol-free entirely and found happiness, and how you can do the same thing.

Here’s to you and your alcohol-free life.

With very best wishes

Della Galton

Author of the novel Ice and a Slice

www.dellagalton.co.uk


Sober Syllabification: (so·ber) Pronunciation:/ˈsōbər/

Adjective (soberer, soberest) not affected by alcohol; not drunk.

Serious, sensible, and solemn: a sober view of life: his expression became sober

Free from alcoholism; not habitually drinking alcohol: I’ve been clean and sober for five years

Muted in colour: a sober grey suit

Verb

Make or become sober after drinking alcohol: [with object]: that coffee sobered him up [no object]: I ought to sober up a bit

Make or become more serious, sensible, and solemn: [no object]: his expression sobered her (as adjective sobering) a sobering thought


Prologue

“Hit the bottom and get back up; or hit the bottle and stay down.”

– Anthony Liccione

I defined myself by my dependency on alcohol for twenty years. I was a wino, a boozer, a good-time girl. Nights out did not happen unless they were structured around drinking; nights in spent not under the influence were hours wasted, time to get out of the way before the real living began once more and another bottle was opened.

Holidays presented an extended opportunity to drink minus the constraints of the normal working week. Weekends when my daughter stayed with her dad constituted forty-eight hours of alcoholic indulgence, beginning in the pub on Friday after work and concluding at 5 p.m. Sunday, the last glass being drained just seconds before she arrived home.

There were, however, a few obstacles standing in the way of my bottles of chilled pinot grigio and true happiness. When I had my last alcoholic drink I was thirty-five and my daughter Isobel was twelve years old. For the duration of her childhood, her mum had ‘liked a drink’. Much of this boozing had occurred when she was either in bed or at her dad’s house, but the consequences of too much alcohol lay all around for her to witness; my mood swings, lethargy and hangovers, ditching the car after Sunday lunch in a pub and calling a taxi instead because Mummy had had too much to safely get behind the wheel, strangers asleep on the settee, invited to spend the night after several bottles had been drunk into the early hours of the morning as Isobel slept peacefully and blissfully unaware upstairs.

And here lay the first (and biggest) reason for my questioning a growing dependence upon wine – I felt guilty, and was all too conscious of the fact that my alcohol misuse would (if it hadn’t already done so) have a damaging impact on Isobel’s state of mind, negatively affecting her sense of security and our future mum/daughter relationship. In addition to the concerns that I felt with regards to Isobel’s wellbeing (and how my alcohol consumption threatened that) during my latter drinking years I also developed an increased awareness of the state of my own health and how booze was putting my body at risk of God knows how many scary conditions.

Breast cancer, cirrhosis, death by drunkenness, early onset dementia – I wasn’t stupid and I knew full well that the writing was on the wall for any number of the above health consequences (and plenty more), should I choose to maintain my longstanding wine habit.

The result of these fears over my excessive boozing was that I eventually made the decision to quit alcohol altogether, forever. Perennially unable to moderate, I realised that, if I continued as I was, my entire time on the planet would come to be defined by my drunkenness. My daughter’s emotional security, my reputation, my appearance, my achievements (or lack of), my relationships, my self-esteem, and how I viewed the world; it would all amount to nothing more than the sum total of too many nights spent drunk. I wanted, and needed, much more than that – for both of us.

Now, here’s the dilemma I found myself faced with: the opposite of being drunk is sobriety. My biggest issue in making this choice to adopt a pure existence was that I couldn’t imagine myself as a person who shuns letting her hair down in favour of quiet nights drinking mineral water, perpetually looking after herself, regularly sleeping eight hours, and parting company from the crowd of party animals that had generated my entire adult social life. I was carving out a future based on clean living; never again would I be the reckless, wayward rebel.

What would I be? Who would I become? The years ahead stretched out like an endless road of monotony. No crises, car-crash situations, or doomed relationships based on boozing; no more mornings spent hiding in bed, crippled by debilitating hangovers, or impetuous weekends away booked at 1 a.m. with wine glass in one hand and plastic fantastic in the other. I would never again experience false, alcohol-induced confidence or shameful hours spent lying on the settee with mascara streaked across cheeks and fear in the pit of the stomach. All of this would be consigned to the memory bin and day-to-day life suddenly offered nothing more than good sense and self-confidence. Over the years I had grown dependent, not only on alcohol, but on a warped and negative way of being. My adult history was littered with bad choices and low emotions, and I had never known true self-esteem since childhood. I felt unanchored at the mere thought of life without my gloom and mayhem.

My musical heroes were Anthony Kiedis of the Red Hot Chili Peppers and Shaun Ryder of the Happy Mondays. I listened to the Stone Roses, Nirvana, any good dance music of the late 1980s/1990s, Joy Division, New Order, Johnny Cash, and Oasis – bands that lent themselves to indulging in the rock n roll lifestyle, artists who sang about drugs and addiction and the dark side. I understood their lyrics and outlook. I felt a part of what these people stood for. I was rock n roll, for God’s sake.

My biggest worry rested on the notion that without alcohol I would be dull, that as a non-drinker I could no longer realistically present myself as a free-thinker, a rebel, a person who rejects conformist attitudes. I desperately wanted to retain the version of me that consumed alcohol in excessive quantities, smoked Marlboro Lights, and clung to these addictive substances in the visceral belief that, somehow, they made me worthy. I have to be honest; for a long time, I hated the thought of never drinking again.

And yet, sobriety it had to be.

At no stage did I feel content with the idea of living as the kind of teetotaller who grits her teeth to make it through each alcohol-craving day, longing for a cold glass of pinot grigio but forced to put up with a Diet Coke instead. No, that would never do. I wanted to think like a person who had never been troubled by alcohol issues, the type who might indulge in the odd sherry at Christmas but who is then perfectly happy with nothing alcoholic to drink for the rest of the year. I needed to fall out of love with booze and in love with, well, me.

Sober living means no façades behind which to hide. It means knowing who you are inside and out, liking that person, and never feeling the urge to run screaming into the arms of your (drunken) alter ego. Being straight all of the time removes the cheat’s route to feeling relaxed, it presents many spare hours all of a sudden, and asks that they be filled with stuff. Sobriety forces the issue of sex minus the (for many) convenient fog of inebriation – getting naked sober takes balls! Living alcohol-free smashes through ALL the bullshit and demands a person face life head-on.

I wasn’t sure that any of that appealed, back in April 2011. Alcohol had definitely helped induce sexual confidence in me. It was my most reliable prop when it came to socialising amongst people I was not overly familiar with, and it happily brought about a metamorphosis from boring to fun, no matter which teeth-pulling situation I may have found myself in.

Drinking, not to put too fine a point on it, made me into the person I was. I was a Drinker. Take away the ethanol and I feared for a while that I might just wither away and disappear into thin air. And thrown into the jumble of all this anxiety was the creeping suspicion that maybe, just maybe, life was pretty pointless.

Far harder than coming to terms physically with the notion of never having a drink again, was accepting the idea of becoming a person who does not drink. Ever since my early teens I had defined myself as a rebel, a defiant individual who permanently held two fingers up to authority. Getting drunk, in my mind, slotted right in with this self-image and I could not conceive of a life devoid of the prop that I imagined formed the central core of my personality. People who behaved themselves and accepted a quiet life staying in to watch the soaps with a cup of tea, maintaining a pristine home that shines as brightly as their reputation, and always obtaining a solid eight hours of sleep were the ones who I associated with the alcohol-free lifestyle. Car-washing at 8 a.m. on a Sunday, striving for promotions at work, looking out for their neighbours, and showing their face in church on a regular basis – this was the crowd that I envisaged I was joining, but I couldn’t imagine my living their existence one little bit.

When non-sympathisers accuse heavy drinkers of irresponsibility and call for them to control their urges and sort themselves out, they fail to recognise that for many it is precisely the irresponsible and reckless nature of excessive alcohol consumption that draws certain people towards it in the first place. We like the fact that we don’t conform; we enjoy the fighting spirit that we feel is conveyed by our indulgent drinking habits. The last thing we want to do is quit drinking and act responsibly, as this would be tantamount to losing all sense of the person we are.

The society we live in can make it incredibly difficult and unappealing to contemplate an alcohol-free life for three major reasons: a) alcohol is generally revered all over the Western hemisphere, b) the alcohol industry is given something of a free rein when it comes to marketing and advertising its products, and c) those who are teetotal are largely regarded as boring; people frequently associate sobriety with overly religious types who have a desire to convert the masses into grey and joyless do-gooders.

But what happens when you are just a normal person who has always loved getting pissed and you are suddenly floored (for whatever reason) with the realisation that you cannot drink anymore (that is, if you wish to cling onto your dignity, family, and liver)? How does one go about navigating ones way through the sparkling and full-of-health world of sober living? How do you get, and stay, sober?

In order for me to deal with my earth-shattering decision to quit drinking (and to commit to such a radically new way of living) it was essential that I get my head around sobriety. I wanted to fully understand exactly why I had come to rely on booze so heavily, and what it was about alcohol-free life that I was so dismissive and afraid of. I needed to fit as comfortably with non-drinking as I had with knocking back a bottle a night (on a quiet evening); I needed to like the idea of me, sober.

This book, then, provides an in-depth look at sobriety. It examines why, as a society, we take such issue with it while simultaneously holding alcohol in such high regard. It looks at self-image and how, as we grow up, alcohol frequently becomes such a key factor in the way we perceive ourselves and how we live. The book highlights historical figures associated with sobriety, and examines the alcohol-free life in a practical and realistic way, focusing on what it really means to not drink in the contexts of sex, body confidence, socialising, and friendships.

How to Lead a Happier, Healthier, and Alcohol-Free Life details the trajectory of women throughout the latter half of the twentieth century and into the new millennium, and how the birth of the ‘ladette’ culture together with powerful marketing and advertising strategies by the wine industry have resulted in many Western women of all ages increasing their alcohol consumption in the belief that they are indulging in a treat. It investigates the idea that alcohol-free living can equate to being cool, and why quitting drinking does not have to mean transforming one’s character from fun-lover to dullard.

As a person who spent more than twenty years almost surgically attached to a bottle of wine, it was vital for my sanity that I learnt to love being sober with a passion equal to that which I’d felt towards booze. And to fall in love with anything, one has to familiarise oneself with it first – this then, is your comprehensive guide to the world of sobriety.


Chapter One – Maslow’s Wisdom

“We are what we pretend to be, so we must be careful about what we pretend to be.”

– Kurt Vonnegut

At some stage between the age of twelve and thirteen and a half, I developed a crush on alcohol. As the transformation began to occur from conscientious schoolgirl to wayward and rebellious teenager, I silently and unwittingly acknowledged the fact that I was going to become a drinker.

December 1988, a Christmas party; my family and I arrived at the hosts’ house (friends of my parents) and mingled politely amongst the already-present guests. It didn’t take long before my friend and I discovered the extended table in the dining room which was simply groaning with bottles of booze. As Kylie Minogue played loudly from the hi-fi in the corner, we embarked (in expert fashion, despite it being the first time either of us had sipped anything more potent than a thimbleful of white wine with Sunday lunch) on the act of getting pissed.

The Martinis were poured, cocktail umbrellas added to make everything yet more fancy and grown-up, and off we danced into a state of inebriation. Meanwhile, oblivious to our shenanigans, my parents were chattering away to their friends and sipping alcoholic beverages in a responsible style elsewhere in the house. Eventually, when our drunken states were reported to them we were dragged off the premises and marched home with our tails between our legs.

What I remember most vividly though about the whole episode took place the following morning in the kitchen when my grandma, with whom we lived, shook her head in disdain as I staggered past her clutching my head (in order to illustrate the fact that I had a hangover). I chuckled and said breezily, “Oh come on Granny – what’s Christmas about if not to get pissed!” Unsurprisingly my grandma gasped and looked at me with an expression that said: “You cheeky, precocious little shit” and proceeded to viciously attack a pile of potatoes with her peeling knife.

What does this incident reveal about me, a typical middle-class teenager of the late eighties, and the unbelievably normalised face of excessive alcohol consumption? I was not, during my childhood, exposed to extreme alcohol misuse, addiction to other drugs, or violence or abuse of any sort. A few months previously I had spent most of my spare time either playing with Sindy dolls, reading Enid Blyton books, or writing short stories. And yet, somehow, this innocent youth gave way very rapidly to a desire to obliterate my world as often as possible through the use of alcohol.

I often wonder whether I was born to be wild and thus all the drinking and partying was merely the manifestation of me finding my feet on the predestined path of Lucy’s life. Or alternatively, was I actually fairly sensible, whereby the excessive boozing and other debauched antics were evidence of how I was blown, quite catastrophically, off course by alcohol?

My character as a child was somewhat bolshie. A leader and organiser (whether my friends enjoyed these aspects of my personality is another matter – I have been labelled ‘bossy’ more times than I care to remember in my life!) I was not one to hide away in the corner. Throughout my schoollife I had many friends and, later on, boyfriends. I was hard-working and creative, and I exuded confidence and self-assurance. Beneath the surface, however, I remember experiencing frequent moments of self-doubt; I would have ‘wobbles’ and worry that I didn’t fit in.

I recall one lunchtime at primary school being taught how to make a pot of tea by a teacher. A friend and I had been selected to watch over the biscuits our class had made in the previous lesson and which were baking in the ovens, and the teacher suggested showing us how to make a pot of tea as a way of passing the time. Aged about seven, I’d never been near a kettle before and had absolutely no clue as to how one goes about making tea. I watched intently and listened conscientiously, gearing up for the chance to have a go myself. The teacher left the classroom for a few minutes leaving us to it, and that’s where it all got quite confused in my head. I added the leaf-tea, not to the teapot but inside the kettle, which I then filled with water and switched on to boil.

When the teacher returned and witnessed my bungled attempt at tea-making, she burst into peals of laughter which continued for what seemed like hours. I laughed it off brazenly but inside I was utterly crushed and desperately wanted to run screaming from the school and never return. I was (and still am) an utter perfectionist and couldn’t bear the thought that I’d slipped up and made such a clumsy error while undertaking an apparently simple task.

That feeling of inferiority returned over and over again throughout my childhood, teens, and twenties. One time, as a Brownie Guide, I was instructed to make a decorative item from fabric during the forthcoming week, in order to obtain my ‘Craft Badge’. My fellow Brownies all returned the following session bearing extravagant and sophisticated creations which wouldn’t have looked out of place in John Lewis’s soft furnishings department. It was obvious that their parents had helped out considerably with this particular task. My heart sank as I gazed around at my friends’ offerings, comparing them unfavourably with my own 1-D ragged piece of felt, cut roughly into a house shape (it was weak, I’ll be honest, but at least it was my own work!)

The Brown Owl (leader of the Brownie group) proceeded to dangle my ‘house’ in front of the other girls who all fell about in fits of hysterics, and that familiar sensation of churning stomach and self-loathing flooded my whole being once again.

Meanwhile, as these and other incidents occurred periodically during my youth, I continued to project a confident, almost cocksure, attitude, and those around me more than likely had no idea of the extent to which I beat myself up inside. Low self-esteem is often disguised through the presentation of different ‘faces’ to the outside world. There are the people who act full of bravado, loudly vocalising their achievements to anyone who will listen, but who are riddled with the secret fear that they’ll be found out for who they really are; an imposter. There are the rebellious ones who portray an attitude of not caring, the type of person who demonstrates aggression and anger as their default position. And there are the victims, people severely lacking in self-confidence and the ability to make their own decisions, whorely on self-pity in the hope that others will help them out, never making an effort to work through things independently.

It was a mixture of these three personas which formed the disguise of my own increasingly low self-esteem as I matured through my teenage years. Cocky, arrogant, and loud, but occasionally consumed by utter helplessness and self-pity, I unwittingly allowed those early fleeting moments of self-doubt to creep up on me and become a real part of who I was.

Looking back, I believe that the fact I did not acknowledge (even to myself) those feelings of inadequacy contributed greatly to my desire to get drunk. Alcohol not only makes us forget, it also buoys us up with Dutch courage, providing a false but seemingly very real sense of confidence. For someone who is being gently eaten away inside by her insecurities but who cannot admit this to anyone, alcohol appears to be the perfect medicine.

Teenagers are at a particularly high risk of falling for the myth that alcohol is a magical substance which injects confidence and glamour like nothing else, as they have very little, if any, grasp of their own mortality. For a person who imagines they will live forever, the warnings related to excessive alcohol consumption mean absolutely nothing. James Dean once said ‘Dream as if you’ll live forever. Live as if you’ll die today’, and for most teenagers, me included, this is exactly the way to go.

So what is self-esteem and why is it so tightly woven with the issue of alcohol consumption? A healthy self-esteem means having the strength of character to bat off life’s difficulties without crumbling under their weight. It results in the ability to avoid perceiving every problem as if it were a personal affront. When one is lacking in self-esteem, feelings of inadequacy and inferiority rise to the surface and prevent a person from fulfilling their true potential.

I speak from many years of personal experience when I say that a couple of alcoholic drinks work well, and fairly dramatically, at diluting these negative emotions – in the immediate and very short term at least. The problems come about over a period of time, and are insidious in the way they are realised.

Aged twenty, I fell in love with a drug dealer. He was a ‘recovered’ heroin addict although he had merely swapped one drug (heroin) for another (legal) one: alcohol. My relationship with this man was the perfect illustration of how a person with low self-esteem becomes trapped in a cycle of negativity, a self-fulfilling prophecy which is all-too-often spurred along by booze. He was a drinker, I was a drinker. We met in a pub frequented by heavy drinkers; it’s fair to say that during that period of my life, I was awash with booze.

Our social life revolved around the pub in which we met and from the very beginning we fell into a pattern of meeting, drinking, arguing, passing out, and doing it all over again the next day when we woke up. I thought I was Nancy to his Sid Vicious. I was in love with the excitement of being so bad, and I believed I was in love with him. On reflection I view his effect on me as being similar to that of alcohol; in short bursts of fun and recklessness he made me feel overwhelmed with love and happiness, but over any significant length of time my mood would be low far more often than it was high. I was frightened of my reaction to him, and yet I kept returning for another dose of the same.

He put me down in very subtle ways and incrementally chipped away at my friendships until I spent almost all my time with him, drunk. I did everything he said, and defended him to the bitter end. The relationship was doomed to end badly, and after several months it did exactly that. Quite suddenly I came to my senses and finished with him, feeling as though I needed to escape before I found that I couldn’t. He did not take kindly to me ending things, and his reluctance to let go culminated in me having him arrested in the early hours of one summer’s morning for assault and battery, breaking and entering, and false imprisonment.

Thankfully I regained a grip on normality and we drifted apart, our paths never crossing again. However, I often think of that man as personifying the terribly innocuous-seeming hold that alcohol can have over us, and as illustrating how we can easily fall madly in love with something so dangerous and detrimental to our wellbeing.

The Scottish philosopher, Thomas Carlyle (1795–1881) once said, “Nothing builds self-esteem and self-confidence like accomplishment” and I firmly believe that this is one of the key reasons why alcohol retains its vice-like control over us, even when we know it is causing us so much harm. The simple fact is that when we are drinking heavily and regularly, we don’t accomplish anything of much substance, in fact, the opposite is true; drinking away our evenings results in us undoing elements of our lives in which we have already accomplished something, be it our relationships with partners, children, or friends, our careers, financial security, health and fitness, or our reputations.

Successful relationships, regardless of who they are with, demand effort, self-sacrifice, and a good degree of self-awareness. Long-term, excessive alcohol consumption plays havoc with all of these qualities, resulting in an inability to fully possess any one of them. Without self-esteem it is virtually impossible to be truly self-aware, and self-sacrifice is a difficult concept to grasp when one is caught up in feelings of inferiority and a victimcomplex.

In all the relationships I was involved in as a drinker I was unable to accept criticism, flying off the handle for the most trivial of matters. I would internalise my irritations and anger, powerless to vocalise my emotions in a constructive way, and after every major row I would merely drink the problem away. Although I hate to point the finger solely at alcohol (I did, after all, lift each glass and drink from it), I feel quite certain that a) I probably wouldn’t have ended up with any of my past partners had booze not played its part, and b) if, in the unlikely scenario that I had wound up dating any of my exes as a non-drinker, the arguments, jealousies, misunderstandings, and infidelities would never have occurred. Almost all the negative aspects of my past relationships came about because I had zero self-esteem, which in turn was largely as a consequence of the amount of alcohol I was consuming.

Being in possession of adequate self-esteem allows us to understand whether we are being treated with respect. It provides us with the mental tools we require to recognise when we are in the right, and when we have acted out of turn. Crucially, the possession of self-esteem means that we don’t take criticism to heart and react badly to it, but are able to utilise it in a helpful way to learn from our mistakes and better ourselves.

Having self-awareness equates to knowing who we are, inside and out. We are able to acknowledge where our weaknesses lie and what our strengths are; we have a deep understanding of ourselves which enables us to make conscious change in our lives, where change needs to be made. Self-awareness helps motivate us to alter negative habits and provides us with the drive to switch course and do things differently and better. Breaking out of bad habits is only possible when we are able to recognise the detrimental effects a habit is having in our lives – being self-aware affords us the understanding that a particular future we may crave cannot be ours unless we stop acting in a certain way.

Self-awareness, put simply, is the passport to self-fulfilment, and it is virtually impossible to possess when we are caught up in a destructive cycle of heavy alcohol consumption. Being aware of our every facet can only occur when our self-esteem is buoyant – without self-esteem we perceive ourselves and those around us with a warped vision.

My life as a drinker was very small in comparison to the way it is today. The horizons of my existence were no broader than my next alcoholic drink, although when I was caught up in the booze trap I had no comprehension of this being the case – I firmly believed that all my desires were my own and did not stem from the need to obtain my next fix of alcohol. Prior to being a parent my evenings were almost always spent in the pub, and should I have stayed at home then it would never have been without a decent supply of wine or beer to see me through the evening. Spending each night under the influence resulted in my goals being nothing more substantial than cooking a nice meal (excellent justification for a good bottle of wine, or three) or watching a film.

While these are pleasant enough activities they do not act as self-esteem boosters. We simply do not derive the same kind of satisfaction and pride from catching up, glass to hand, on the latest blockbuster, or rustling up a meal which we then wash down with sense-numbing alcohol, as we do from setting goals which demand real effort and the conquering of obstacles.

Goals that take true effort and self-sacrifice tend to be longer-term in nature than, for instance, viewing a film, but when we drink excessively (and by excessive I mean two or three decent-sized glasses of wine per evening) it’s impossible to focus on anything which demands a good degree of brain power. Establishing a business, for example, means weeks if not months of planning; the financial aspects, a solid business plan, staff, marketing, the product itself – it all requires masses of work and organisation, but when the outcome is a successful and flourishing enterprise the rewards are huge, not least to our self-esteem.

Learning a new skill, be it mastering a foreign language, developing an artistic streak or training for a physical challenge like a marathon, takes time, patience, and commitment. When we do not drink and are therefore able to apply ourselves fully to goals we set, we reap the rewards of satisfaction, pride, and fulfilment which all substantially boost self-esteem. However, when we booze away the evenings and our hopes and dreams fall by the wayside, the opposite occurs; our self-esteem plummets and we chastise ourselves, believing we are no good at anything and are in some way inferior to others who seem to achieve so much.

Before I quit drinking I would scoff at those who engaged in hobbies, perceiving them as boring and nerdy. Now I understand that hobbies are so much more than just a way of passing the time, a means of distracting ourselves from the humdrum of life. Hobbies act as an effective method of establishing goals, allowing us to become accomplished at something not everyone can do – yes, hobbies are actually a tool for building self-esteem.

Another means to building self-esteem is through socialising and engaging with people who boost our confidence. Other people can make us feel good about ourselves – being in their company acts as a mirror to our personalities and their reaction to us helps create our self-image. When we are in control of our actions and speech, this can be a good thing – telling a joke, for instance, and seeing our friends fall about laughing is reassuring and an effective sign telling us we are funny and wellliked. Being drunk, staggering about, and boring people with the same old story we’ve told a thousand times but cannot remember due to the effects of alcohol, has the opposite effect.

My self-image deteriorated during the last few years I spent drinking. I was well aware of my reputation as something of a nightmare on nights out. I was the liability who would always have one too many, the one who some well-meaning friend or other would attempt to sober up with a cup of strong coffee while simultaneously steering me away from the bar. I made bad choices, argued with people, reacted in a hostile and over-the-top way to situations that did not necessitate such a response, and flirted outrageously with men to whom I did not actually feel attracted.

The outcome of such behaviours was that my self-image was very poor. In conjunction with this, I gave my self-esteem absolutely no chance to blossom because I rarely set myself goals, and








































