
 

  

ENGLISH: SPEECH 
 
“Overcoming alcohol and facing reality” 
 
 
The following is a transcript of a speech delivered to members of the group “Alcoholics Anonymous” 
from a member who has overcome his addiction. The speech was advertised to its members as 
“Overcoming alcohol and facing reality” 
 
January 15, 1998 
 
Good afternoon everyone. 
Hi, my name is Jonathon Kowalski, and as of today, I have been dry for 15 months. 
[crowd applauses] 
 
I’ve been asked to come here today, because at one stage in my life, like all of you, alcohol got the 
better of me.  
 
In fact, alcohol got the better of me, my family, my relationships, and-my freedom. I should add, that 
whilst I have been dry for 15 months, today has also been 15 months since- I lost everything. 
 
However, I think I should give you a bit more information of my family history, and what I’ve been 
through. 
 
Anyway, I was born in 1947 in a place called “Elysian Fields” in New Orleans as an only child. My 
father was a Polish immigrant who came to the States, fought in the war, and came back to marry 
my wife, a girl originally from Mississippi.  
 
Unfortunately, my family also had problems with alcohol which may or may not have lead to my own 
ones later on. My father having fought in the war was somewhat of a heavy drinker, I’d often also 
found my mother sitting at home whilst he was out to work miserably having a drink. The problem 
extended off to my Aunt as well, the only other member of my family I have ever seen. Though 
when I say seen, I can not remember anything of her as I was a newborn baby at the time, but my 
father told me she was an uncontrollable alcoholic who killed herself from alcohol poisoning not long 
after I was born.  
 
This seemed a bit ironic coming from my father. As a child I’d always see my parents fighting over 
the most trivial things. My father would drink alcohol as a pastime, but it made him a violent and 
unloving man. It was quite often that he would descend into an aggressive drunken fit, throwing 
things around, yelling at us, and even at times threatening to hit my mother and I. We would just sit 
in the corner quietly attempting not to make a movement, because we knew that after some time the 
ordeal would be over. 
 
My mother never quite came to deal with the problem correctly, instead, when he was left the home 
she would just take out a bottle of brandywine and begin to drink as soon as he left the house. I’d 
often wanted to stop her doing what she did, but I didn’t know why I would be in a place to tell off my 
mother, and she seemed so much less miserable whilst she was drinking, and I didn’t quite know 
why she would do it. 
 
My lack of understanding and awareness of alcohol as the cause of misery in my family at an early 
age lead to my own problems as I grew older. 
 
There would often be bottles of brandy or wine somewhere in the house, and one day as a fourteen 
year old I decided to try it out. My mother was often in one of the other rooms listening to the radio 
whilst having a drink, so she’d never noticed my habit. My father would often come home, notice the  



 

  

missing drinks, look to my mother with an unfriendly smirk of sorts, and continue on with whatever it 
was that he did. Over time he just got used to bringing alcohol home from work, which only 
furthered my own problems.  
 
With a virtually unlimited supply, my habit continued, and gradually I came to the stage where I 
could supply it myself, and it only got worse.  
 
I found myself 37 years on, about to be divorced from my wife, having two kids who I never really 
got to know properly, and a miserable life. 
 
I had consumed alcohol as a past time, I had drinks socially, I had drinks to quench my thirst, but 
perhaps my worst reason for using it was the same reason for which my mother would drink it. 
 
I simply could not handle reality; I wanted magic in my life, a bit of freedom. But, I thought this was 
in the form of a sweet, hard cider. I drank to evade what was going on in my life. My job was 
becoming too much, my relationships were dwindling, and though I did earn enough money for 
basic amenities, my problem resulted in my family not getting all the things they wanted, and 
deserved. 
 
It came to the stage where I would no longer drink socially, or for fun, I only had my one reason for 
it. I came to the stage where I thought I had gotten rid of my problem, as I’d rarely touch it more 
than once a week. But it touched me often, as I didn’t realize that I was still trying to run away from 
life, run away from my problems, and run away from my family. 
 
My years of drinking amounted to me losing my family 15 months ago, having to hear from my 
young daughters, 16 and 11, whom I barely knew, that I was “weak”, an “ape”, and “uncontrollable”. 
So I had no family, had no one to talk, and was feeling the most miserable I had ever felt in my life. 
 
After that I found myself back home. I took another look at a solitary bottle of cheap Absinthe, 
walked over to it and had did nothing but stare at it. Here I was with a problem, and all I knew about 
problems was that they could be gone, for at least a while, with just a little from the bottle.  
 
I took a glass out, poured myself half a reservoir glass, and said to myself, okay, I can do this. 
“One’s my limit”. That was what I said, but my mind replaced the one with “none”.  
 
Since then I’ve never looked back. Sure, I realized what I had gotten myself into, but rather than 
evading it and constructing a false sense of security through the drinks, I took positive steps to 
tackle them. I built up the courage to call up my family, and have the first chat to one of my 
daughters to try and really get to know her.  
 
Next week we are going out to the beach. And can I say, life has never been better. 
 
So I want all of you, whether you’ve been dry, or if you are trying to stop. To really think. Why are 
you drinking?  
 
It took me almost forty years to be able to answer this question, and it came to me after I had 
seemingly lost everything. I don’t want any of you to have to go through the pain I felt. 
 
I want you all to keep on asking yourself that question, and it may take you a long time to answer it.  
 
But sometimes – it strikes you – so quickly. And that’s when you can start to make your own magic. 
 
 


