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My name is Marty, and I am an alcoholic.  I grew up believing I
was a liar and a thief after being wrongly blamed—and punished
—when I was five. By 13, guilt and confusion led me to drinking. A
man down the street made wine and let us have as much as we
wanted, and I knew where he kept the key.

After high school, I was drafted and sent to Korea. Beer was a
nickel, and my drinking escalated. As a medic, I saw things I
wasn’t prepared for. On my first ambulance run, faced with blood
and chaos, the older guys told me I’d be fine—and took me for
beer. I stayed drunk almost the entire time I was overseas.
When I came home, I worked at General Motors—another place
where drinking was easy to hide. I could stop for a while whenever
my wife or in-laws complained, but I always returned to alcohol.
In the ’70s, Valium, Librium, and marijuana were easy to get, and
I used them whenever I needed to look “okay.”
Eventually I had an affair. I knew if my wife left, she’d take the
kids. I wasn’t a perfect husband, but I loved my children deeply—I
fed them, dressed them, did everything for them. I went to
treatment to figure out a plan. I was shaking so badly the kids
brought me half-filled cups of coffee. I spent 28 days there and
started attending meetings. At St. David’s, I met my sponsor, Joe.

Joe didn’t rush me. When I told him AA was boring, he said it stays
boring until you start working the steps. Step One showed me I
was powerless over alcohol—I’d never had one drink in my life. 

Step Two taught me that sanity simply meant sober, rational
thinking. Step Three required me to set aside old religious
baggage and choose a Higher Power I could understand.

The Fourth Step changed everything. Joe told me I didn’t love my
wife or girlfriend because I didn’t love myself. He asked me to look
in the mirror and say, “You’re the nicest person I know.” It felt
ridiculous—but slowly I began to believe it.

Sobriety opened new doors. I started volunteering with Special
Olympics—first warming up athletes, then chaperoning, then
coaching. People trusted me. I even
 learned to ski in my 40s and joined ski patrol, where I helped save
three lives, including my wife’s. My six grandchildren have never
seen me drink.

Over time I learned what love means: wanting the other
person to be happy, whether or not I’m part of that
happiness. Sponsoring others gives me joy—I love
watching people come alive in the program. Joe taught me
that if someone doesn’t stay sober, it doesn’t mean I
failed. My job is to stay sober myself.

My wife struggled with her health for years and ultimately
chose to die at home so everyone could say goodbye.
Before she passed, she told me she wanted me and Scruffy
to take her van, travel, and find someone who would make
me happy. We had made our amends. We were happy for
decades.

Life isn’t always fair—my father used to say the only fair is
at Woodward and 8 Mile—but today, life is good. I’m
grateful for sobriety, for the people who trusted me, and
for the man I’ve become.

GRATEFUL FOR THE MAN I BECAME






