
 

 

The Story of Archie T (as told by Archie): These are excerpts from an AA Speaker Meeting held on 

December 25th, 1948. 

This is a wonderful place to be on Christmas night. I can think of a lot of places that all of us were on 

other Christmas nights that didn't turn out as well as this occupation of ours tonight will turn out for 

us.  

Eleven years ago last Summer I was winding up an eighteen year career of drinking. I was 39 years 

old and I had started drinking heavily at 21. When I was 30 years old, I began to look on alcohol as a 

crutch, as a solution for every problem. It proved to be such a wonderful solution that at the age of 39 
I had reached a point of, and a common one for all of you, or almost all of you, of no job. I hadn't 

been fired, I just quit. I didn't even quit, I just walked off the job. No money. No place to live. No 

help. No morale left. No will to live left. That was my condition in the Summer of 1938.  

It caused me to park myself at an unsuspecting friend’s house whose family were out of town. He had 

me on his hands for 19 days. Every one of those days I was drunk, continuously. I thought he didn’t 

know. How wrong I was about that. I went to him after I returned to Detroit a long time afterwards 

and was sober and was in AA and said: "Ralph, did you have any idea how bad I was?" And he said: 

"Did I! I carried you up from the front doorstep twice and put you to bed.” I didn't even know he had 

done this. 

Well I had reached a point that if I can’t find a solution to this problem by next Monday, this was 

Labor Day weekend, I'll put an end to everything. But, I finally concluded that before I did anything 

like that I'd better go in and talk to him. I went in with nothing on my mind for the solutions to my 

problems except to ask him if he would lend me $50. He said: "You don't need $50, you need a great 
deal more than that." Well, I agreed with him on that. But he said "You need a new lease on life, a 

new interest. I can't give you those things, but I know someone who might. He asked me if I'd be 

willing to go and talk to this woman. I saw this woman, and to be brief, she offered me a chance to go 

down to Akron and to meet some men who had found a solution to their problem which was my 

problem. She offered to take me the next day if I were willing to go. She however insisted that I make 

up my own mind about it, perfectly freely and without any pressure from her. This took me quite a 
while. I spent a long time in her house sitting there thinking about it. I finally made the decision. I 

was on deck the next day, pretty much of a wreck, but I was there to start to Akron.  

In Akron I was turned over to Dr. Bob and his wife. And put in the hospital. My health was bad. At any 
rate, it was ten and a half months later before I could go to work. And I lived with Dr. Bob and his 

wife(who nursed me to health) during those ten and a half months. In March, 1939, Bill W. was in 

Akron., he was on his way to Detroit. And I said "I certainly would like to go up there and see what 

the lay of the land is and look around and see whether I could take hold yet or not". And he says "why 

don't you?" I said, "well, why don't I?". Bill said-"let's go now". Well, we decided we would go Monday 

morning. After a few days, Bill went back to New York and I stayed here and worked entirely on trying 

to make some AA contacts that would later on produce prospects. 

That Spring in March I got my first prospect, and he was a lulu. A friend of mine said he had a guy, 

he's down on Park Avenue in a dollar a day hotel. He's tried to commit suicide twice this week". Does 

he want to stop drinking? "I don't know". Has he ever heard of us? "No".  

I took a bus from Downtown and went through a lot of torture for a half hour on the bus. What was I 

going to say to this fellow? Every time I got all wrought up about it I finally said to myself "wait a 
minute". Your job is get in the same room with the man and see what happens next. This wasn't a 24 

hour program, this got down to be a 5 or 10 minute program. I got in the room with him. And he 

certainly was a cold potato. I found out afterward from him that he thought I was a detective trying to 

find out whether he was drinking or not.  

But as everyone of you know, there's something about being an alcoholic that will win over another 

alcoholic if you've got 10 minutes with him. Fifty minutes later I had his consent to go to Akron. 

Twenty-four hours later I had raised the money amongst his former friends to send him to Akron. I'm 



 

 

afraid that most of them gave me donations of five and ten dollars with the thought that it would be 

fine to get him out of town. I shipped that man out of the Union Depot the next afternoon on the 5:30 

Red Arrow to Akron all dressed up looking pretty well with a pint of Seagram's in his pocket. I gave it 

to him to keep him happy. 

Dr. Bob was waiting on the platform at the other end to take him off the train. But the point is I 

walked out of that station on a cloud. My feet weren't touching the ground. I'd done the 
first twelve step work all by myself and under pretty difficult conditions. And I just was up 

in the clouds somewhere. 

There were 5 people who had gone through my hands between the Spring and Thanksgiving. Four of 

them were sober. I had an idea that until we had such a meeting every week that we would never 

have a center toward which people would gravitate. And it worked out that way.  

We no sooner began to sit down once a week together that we began to get prospects. And we held 

the meeting in my bedroom in a rooming house. By February our meetings were so big that my 

bedroom was crowded. We were borrowing all the chairs from the third floor. In February of 1940, we 

moved our meeting. All six of us. Huddled down in a little circle at one end of a recreation room. By 

Fall we had 25 people. By February or March of 1941, we had grown to the point where we were 

packed in tight in that recreation room and were sitting on the basement stairs and in the furnace 

room.  

After that, growth was so great that by the fall of 1941, we split our one Detroit group into three 

groups. Out of those three groups, which I might say were very, very small, have grown all our 

present groups in the greater Detroit area and have grown into Windsor and through this part, the 
near part of Ontario. But the thing I would like to point out to every one of you who are members of 

AA and who sometimes become discouraged with the behavior of your prospects, just remember that 

I had half a dozen of them before I got one that stayed continuously sober.  

And I want to mention one thing. In the early going I began to wonder how this AA was going to 

impair my chances of getting a good job one of these days. And I felt why can't I go ahead and do AA 

work when the opportunity comes but just keep my trap closed and get a decent job? Why advertise 

myself as an alcoholic. Finally I was forced with the decision that if I wanted to stay sober I was going 

to have to put AA up at the top of the list, never once in these past ten years have I regretted that 

decision. I not only got sobriety from it but I got a degree of contentment, happiness, and joy which is 

essentially impossible to describe. 

I came into this thing an unwilling prospect who had no place else to go. I'd like to say that if I could 

drink today, I wouldn't want a drink, if I had to forfeit my membership in AA, because it's the grandest 

thing that I know of.  

 

 

Archie T (Who’s story was originally called “The Fearful One” and later changed to  “The 

Man Who Mastered Fear” in the big book), died on Jan 23, 1957 at the age of 57 years old. 

He was responsible for starting AA in Michigan, including Detroit and a long list of other 

cities in the Midwest.  

Archie and this Detroit group played a large part in creating the “Beginners Meetings” 

Pamphlets that were used in early AA and that “Back To Basics” is based on. 


