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Quotes from The Big Book by Alcoholics Anonymous [headings added]:

...Gradually things got worse. The house was taken over by the mortgage holder, my mother-in-
law died, my wife and father-in-law became ill.

Then I got a promising business opportunity. Stocks were at the low point of 1932, and I had
somehow formed a group to buy. I was to share generously in the profits. Then I went on a
prodigious bender, and that chance vanished.

I woke up. This had to be stopped. I saw I could not take so much as one drink. I was through
forever. Before then, I had written lots of sweet promises, but my wife happily observed that this
time | meant business. And so I did.

Shortly afterward I came home drunk. There had been no fight. Where had been my high
resolve? I simply didn’t know. It hadn’t even come to mind. Someone had pushed a drink my
way, and I had taken it. Was I crazy? I began to wonder, for such an appalling lack of
perspective seemed near being just that.

Renewing my resolve, I tried again. ... The mind and body are marvelous mechanisms, for mine
endured this agony two more years.

LOW ANTHROPOLOGY IN THE EXTREME

...My brother-in-law is a physician, and through his kindness and that of my mother I was placed
in a nationally-known hospital for the mental and physical rehabilitation of alcoholics. Under the
so-called belladonna treatment my brain cleared. Hydrotherapy and mild exercise helped much.
Best of all, I met a kind doctor who explained that though certainly selfish and foolish, I had
been seriously ill, bodily and mentally.

It relieved me somewhat to learn that in alcoholics the will is amazingly weakened when it
comes to combating liquor, though if often remains strong in other respects. My incredible
behavior in the face of a desperate desire to stop was explained. Understanding myself now, I
fared forth in high hope. For three or four months the goose hung high. I went to town regularly
and even made a little money. Surely this was the answer-self-knowledge.

But it was not, for the frightful day came when I drank once more.

...No words can tell of the loneliness and despair I found in that bitter morass of self-pity.
Quicksand stretched around me in all directions. I had met my match. I had been overwhelmed.
Alcohol was my master.

Trembling, I stepped from the hospital a broken man. Fear sobered me for a bit. Then came the
insidious insanity of that first drink, and on Armistice Day 1934, 1 was off again. Everyone
became resigned to the certainty that I would have to be shut up somewhere, or would stumble



along to a miserable end. How dark it is before the dawn! In reality that was the beginning
of my last debauch. I was soon to be catapulted into what I like to call the fourth dimension of
existence. I was to know happiness, peace, and usefulness, in a way of life that is incredibly
more wonderful as time passes.

... To Christ I conceded the certainty of a great man, not too closely followed by those who
claimed Him. His moral teaching-most excellent. For myself, I had adopted those parts which
seemed convenient and not too difficult; the rest I disregarded.

The wars which had been fought, the burnings and chicanery that religious dispute had
facilitated, made me sick. I honestly doubted whether, on balance, the religions of mankind had
done any good. Judging from what I had seen in Europe and since, the power of God in human
affairs was negligible, the Brotherhood of Man a grim jest. If there was a Devil, he seemed the
Boss Universal, and he certainly had me.

But my friend sat before me, and he made the pointblank declaration that God had done for him
what he could not do for himself. His human will had failed. Doctors had pronounced him
incurable. Society was about to lock him up. Like myself, he had admitted complete defeat. Then
he had, in effect, been raised from the dead, suddenly taken from the scrap heap to a level of life
better than the best he had ever known!

Had this power originated in him? Obviously it had not. There had been no more power in him
than there was in me at that minute; and this was none at all.

That floored me. It began to look as though religious people were right after all. Here was
something at work in a human heart which had done the impossible. My ideas about miracles
were drastically revised right then. Never mind the musty past; here sat a miracle directly across
the kitchen table. He shouted great tidings.

I saw that my friend was much more than inwardly reorganized. He was on different footing. His
roots grasped a new soil.

...At the hospital I was separated from alcohol for the last time. Treatment seemed wise, for I
showed signs of delirium tremens.

There I humbly offered myself to God, as I then I understood Him, to do with me as He would. I
placed myself unreservedly under His care and direction. I admitted for the first time that of
myself I was nothing; that without Him I was lost. I ruthlessly faced my sins and became willing
to have my new-found Friend take them away, root and branch. I have not had a drink since.

...Common sense would thus become uncommon sense.



AA’s PORTRAIT OF CHURCH

...We are average Americans. All sections of this country and many of its occupations are
represented, as well as many political, economic, social, and religious backgrounds. We are
people who normally would not mix. But there exists among us a fellowship, a friendliness, and
an understanding which is indescribably wonderful. We are like the passengers of a great liner
the moment after rescue from shipwreck when camaraderie, joyousness and democracy pervade
the vessel from steerage to Captain’s table. Unlike the feelings of the ship’s passengers,
however, our joy in escape from disaster does not subside as we go our individual ways. The
feeling of having shared in a common peril is one element in the powerful cement which binds
us. But that in itself would never have held us together as we are now joined.

The tremendous fact for every one of us is that we have discovered a common solution. We have
a way out on which we can absolutely agree, and upon which we can join in brotherly and
harmonious action. This is the great news this book carries to those who suffer from alcoholism.

...But the ex-problem drinker who has found this solution, who is properly armed with facts
about himself, can generally win the entire confidence of another alcoholic in a few hours. Until
such an understanding is reached, little or nothing can be accomplished.

That the man who is making the approach has had the same difficulty, that he obviously knows
what he is talking about, that his whole deportment shouts at the new prospect that he is a man
with a real answer, that he has no attitude of Holier Than Thou, nothing whatever except the
sincere desire to be helpful; that there are no fees to pay, no axes to grind, no people to please, no
lectures to be endured-these are the condi-tions we have found most effective. After such an
approach many take up their beds and walk again.

... The tragic truth is that if the man be a real alcoholic, the happy day may not arrive. He has
lost control. At a certain point in the drinking of every alcoholic, he passes into a state where the
most powerful desire to stop drinking is of absolutely no avail. This tragic situation has already
arrived in practically every case long before it is suspected.

The fact is that most alcoholics, for reasons yet obscure, have lost the power of choice in
drink. Our so called will power becomes practically nonexistent. We are unable, at certain
times, to bring into our consciousness with sufficient force the memory of the suffering and
humiliation of even a week or a month ago. We are without defense against the first drink.

... The great fact is just this, and nothing less: That we have had deep and effective spiritual
experiences which have revolutionized our whole attitude toward life, toward our fellows and
toward God’s universe. The central fact of our lives today is the absolute certainty that our
Creator has entered into our hearts and lives in a way which is indeed miraculous. He has
commenced to accomplish those things for us which we could never do by ourselves.



If you are as seriously alcoholic as we were, we believe there is no middle-of-the-road
solution. We were in a position where life was becoming impossible, and if we had passed
into the region from which there is no return through human aid, we had but two
alternatives: One was to go on to the bitter end, blotting out the consciousness of our
intolerable situation as best we could; and the other, to accept spiritual help.

...We, in our turn, sought the same escape with all the desperation of drowning men. What
seemed at first a flimsy reed, has proved to be the loving and powerful hand of God. A new life
has been given us or, if you prefer, "a design for living" that really works.

...Not all of join religious bodies, but most of us favor such memberships.

In the following chapter, there appears an explanation of alcoholism, as we understand it, then a
chapter addressed to the agnostic. Many who once were in this class are now among our
members

...Who cares to admit complete defeat? Practically no one of course.

...MOST OF US have been unwilling to admit we were real alcoholics....We alcoholics are men
and women who have lost the ability to control our drinking. We know that no real alcoholic
ever recovers control. All of us felt at times that we were regaining control, but such intervals-
usually brief-were inevitably followed by still less control, which led in time to pitiful and
incomprehensible demoralization. We are convinced to a man that alcoholics of our type are in
the grip of a progressive illness. Over any considerable period we get worse, never better.

We are like men who have lost their legs; they never grow new ones.

PARALLELS TO ROMANS CH. 7

...Our behavior is as absurd and incomprehensible with respect to the first drink as that
of an individual with a passion, say, for jay-walking. He gets a thrill out of skipping in front
of fast-moving vehicles. He enjoys himself for a few years in spite of friendly warnings. Up
to this point you would label him as a foolish chap having queer ideas of fun. Luck then
deserts him and he is slightly injured several times in succession. You would expect him, if
he were normal, to cut it out. Presently he is hit again and this time has a fractured skull.
Within a week after leaving the hospital a fast-moving trolley car breaks his arm. He tells
you he has decided to stop jay-walking for good, but in a few weeks he breaks both legs.

On through the years this conduct continues, accompanied by his continual promises to be
careful or to keep off the streets altogether. Finally, he can no longer work, his wife gets a
divorce and he is held up to ridicule. He tries every known means to get the jaywalking idea
out of his head. He shuts himself up in an asylum, hoping to mend his ways. But the day he



comes out he races in front of a fire engine, which breaks his back. Such a man would be
crazy, wouldn’t he?

You may think our illustration is too ridiculous. But is it? We, who have been through the
wringer, have to admit if we substituted alcoholism for jay-walking, the illustration would
fit exactly. However intelligent we may have been in other respects, where alcohol has been
involved, we have been strangely insane. It’s strong language-but isn’t it true?

...If a mere code of morals or a better philosophy of life were sufficient to overcome
alcoholism, many of us would have recovered long ago. But we found that such codes and
philosophies did not save us, no matter how much we tried. We could wish to be moral, we
could wish to be philosophically comforted, in fact, we could will these things with all our
might, but the needed power wasn’t there. Our human resources, as marshalled by the will,
were not sufficient; they failed utterly.

Lack of power, that was our dilemma. We had to find a power by which we could live, and
it had to be a Power greater than ourselves. Obviously. But where and how were we to find
this Power?

Well, that’s exactly what this book is about. Its main object is to enable you to find a Power
greater than yourself which will solve your problem.

... The first requirement is that we be convinced that any life run on self-will can hardly be
a success. On that basis we are almost always in collision with something or somebody,
even though our motives are good. Most people try to live by self-propulsion. Each person
is like an actor who wants to run the whole show; is forever trying to arrange the lights, the
ballet, the scenery and the rest of the players in his own way. If his arrangements would
only stay put, if only people would do as he wished, the show would be great. Everybody,
including himself, would be pleased. Life would be wonderful. In trying to make these
arrangements our actor may sometimes be quite virtuous. He may be kind, considerate,
patient, generous; even modest and self-sacrificing. On the other hand, he may be mean,
egotistical, selfish and dishonest. But, as with most humans, he is more likely to have varied
traits.

What usually happens? The show doesn’t come off very well. He begins to think life doesn’t
treat him right. He decides to exert himself more. He becomes, on the next occasion, still
more demanding or gracious, as the case may be. Still the play does not suit him. Admitting
he may be somewhat at fault, he is sure that other people are more to blame. He becomes
angry, indignant, self-pitying. What is his basic trouble? Is he not really a self-seeker even
when trying to be kind? Is he not a victim of the delusion that he can wrest satisfaction and
happiness out of this world if he only manages well? Is it not evident to all the rest of the
players that these are the things he wants? And do not his actions make each of them wish to
retaliate, snatching all they can get out of the show? Is he not, even in his best moments, a
producer of confusion rather than harmony?



Our actor is self-centered-ego-centric, as people like to call it nowadays. He is like the retired
business man who lolls in the Florida sunshine in the winter complaining of the sad state of the
nation; the minister who sighs over the sins of the twentieth century; politicians and reformers
who are sure all would be Utopia if the rest of the world would only behave; the outlaw safe
cracker who thinks society has wronged him; and the alcoholic who has lost all and is locked up.
Whatever our protestations, are not most of us concerned with ourselves, our resentments,
or our self-pity?

Selfishness-self-centeredness! That, we think, is the root of our troubles. Driven by a
hundred forms of fear, self-delusion, self-seeking, and self-pity, we step on the toes of our
fellows and they retaliate. Sometimes they hurt us, seemingly without provocation, but we
invariably find that at some time in the past we have made decisions based on self which later
placed us in a position to be hurt.

So our troubles, we think, are basically of our own making. They arise out of ourselves, and
the alcoholic is an extreme example of self-will run riot, though he usually doesn’t think so.
Above everything, we alcoholics must be rid of this selfishness. We must, or it kills us! God
makes that possible. And there often seems no way of entirely getting rid of self without His
aid. Many of us had moral and philosophical convictions galore, but we could not live up to
them even though we would have liked to. Neither could we reduce our self-centeredness
much by wishing or trying on our own power. We had to have God’s help.

This is the how and the why of it. First of all, we had to quit playing God. It didn't work.
Next, we decided that hereafter in this drama of life, God was going to be our Director. He
is the Principal; we are His agents. He is the Father, and we are His children. Most Good ideas
are simple, and this concept was the keystone of the new and triumphant arch through which we
passed to freedom.

When we sincerely took such a position, all sorts of remarkable things followed. We had a new
Employer. Being all powerful, He provided what we needed, if we kept close to Him and
performed His work well. Established on such a footing we became less and less interested in
ourselves, our little plans and designs. More and more we became interested in seeing what we
could contribute to life. As we felt new power flow in, as we enjoyed peace of mind, as we
discovered we could face life successfully, as we became conscious of His presence, we began to
lose our fear of today, tomorrow or the hereafter. We were reborn.

...A business which takes no regular inventory usually goes broke. Taking commercial inventory
is a fact-finding and a fact-facing process. It is an effort to discover the truth about the stock-in-
trade. One object is to disclose damaged or unsalable goods, to get rid of them promptly and
without regret. If the owner of the business is to be successful, he cannot fool himself about
values.

We did exactly the same thing with our lives. We took stock honestly. First, we searched out the
flaws in our make-up which caused our failure. Being convinced that self, manifested in various
ways, was what had defeated us, we considered its common manifestations.



Resentment is the 'number one' offender.

JUSTIFICATION BY WORKS VS. FAITH

...We reviewed our fears thoroughly. We put them on paper, even though we had no
resentment in connection with them. We asked ourselves why we had them. Wasn't it because
self-reliance failed us? Self-reliance was good as far as it went, but it didn’t go far enough.
Some of us once had great self-confidence, but it didn’t fully solve the fear problem, or any
other. When it made us cocky, it was worse.

Perhaps there is a better way-we think so. For we are now on a different basis of trusting
and relying upon God. We trust infinite God rather than our finite selves. We are in the
world to play the role He assigns.

...It is easy to let up on the spiritual program of action and rest on our laurels. We are headed for
trouble if we do, for alcohol is a subtle foe. We are not cured of alcoholism. What we really have
is a daily reprieve...

...Pain is the touchstone of all spiritual progress.

...Now and then a serious drinker, being dry at the moment says, "I don’t miss it at all.
Feel better. Work better. Having a better time." As ex-problem drinkers, we smile at such
a sally. We know our friend is like a boy whistling in the dark to keep up his spirits. He
fools himself. Inwardly he would give anything to take half a dozen drinks and get away with
them. He will presently try the old game again, for he isn’t happy about his sobriety. He cannot
picture life without alcohol. Some day he will be unable to imagine life either with alcohol or
without it. Then he will know loneliness such as few do. He will be at the jumping-off place. He
will wish for the end.

We have shown how we got out from under. You say, "Yes, I'm willing. But am I to be
consigned to a life where I shall be stupid, boring and glum, like some righteous people I see? I
know I must get along without liquor, but how can 1? Have you a sufficient substitute?"

Yes, there is a substitute and it is vastly more than that. It is a fellowship in Alcoholics
Anonymous. There you will find release from care, boredom and worry. Your imagination will
be fired. Life will mean something at last. The most satisfactory years of your existence lie
ahead. Thus we find the fellowship, and so will you.

...Abandon yourself to God as you understand God. Admit your faults to Him and to your
fellows. Clear away the wreckage of your past. Give freely of what you find and join us. We
shall be with you in the Fellowship of the Spirit, and you will surely meet some of us as you
trudge the Road of Happy Destiny.

May God bless you and keep you-until then.



