
Additional Background... 
 

TGNC “Person” in the History of Traditions 1945  
 

Bill W was called by Barry L (who would later author Living Sober) from the 41st St 
clubhouse. Bill persuaded the group to take in a black person who was an ex-convict with 
bleach-blond hair, wearing women’s clothing and makeup. The person also admitted to 
being a “dope fiend.” When asked what to do about it, Bill posed the question, “did you 
say he was a drunk?” When answered, “yes” Bill replied, “well I think that’s all we can 
ask.” The person was reported to have disappeared shortly after. (BW-FH 8, PIO 317- 
318) Anecdotal accounts erroneously say that this individual went on to become one of 
the best 12th Steppers in NY. This story is often erroneously intermingled with that of a 
1937 incident (“year two” on the AA calendar) involving an Akron member that is 
discussed in the Tradition Three essay in the 12&12 (pgs 141-142). 
 

 
 

Excerpts from LGBTQ Alcoholics in A.A. 
 
Franny -  “Accepting that I was powerless over alcohol was easy in light of my own drinking history, but I 
couldn’t understand unmanageability.” 
 
...“During this time, we discussed our desire for a family, and I began exploring my deep-down, suppressed feelings 
of femininity. She was open-minded about this unconventionality of mine, and, little by little, we found ways of 
incor-porating it into our relationship.After two years of marriage, our first son was born and then two years later a 
second son came. Holding those boys in my arms 20 minutes after their birth, while the maternity nurse filled out 
their birth certificates and footprinted them, were my two greatest days in sobriety.As these boys matured, the reality 
of father-hood became paramount to me, and I never really felt deprived of my feminine side. The A.A. pro-gram 
had taught me to reduce my demands down to the level of requests.Time seemed to pass by so quickly; my sons 
went off to college while memories of diaper changing were still so vivid in my mind. Although I missed them so 
much and still do, a new free-dom presented itself. The A.A. program became even more important to me in an even 
deeper understanding of my inner world.With the gradual change in my outward appear-ance, there was some cold 
reception among a few of my A.A. friends, but my home group was warm-ly supportive. The A.A. Fellowship is so 
large that I’ve come to find acceptance and a welcoming atti-tude in general toward my gender nonconformity”... 
 
Sammy -  “I had never gotten truly honest with myself and with other people.” 
 
...“When I first came to Alcoholics Anonymous I knew I was transgender, but it wasn’t something at the forefront of 
my mind. I was 20 years old, just trying to learn how to live life and stay out of jail. Besides, I felt so alone: I didn’t 
want to add anoth-er thing that would set me apart from other people.But after almost two years of sobriety I drank 
again. I could name a list of things I could have done differently, but I think for me it all came down to one thing: 
honesty. During this time in A.A. I had never gotten truly honest with myself and with other people. I was too afraid 
to trust the people around me. After a short stint “out there,” I found myself back in A.A. This time the pain 
out-weighed my fear.20I stopped holding onto all those secrets I thought made me unlovable, unwanted. I got real 
honest with my sponsor in my Step work. I started seeing a therapist and talking about my gender identity. At one 
year sober, I started my medical transition. Transitioning in A.A. has been one of the hardest things I have ever 
done. It was pub-lic and people noticed, and sometimes the fear around rejection overwhelmed me. People said 
things to me — usually in support, but sometimes people said horrible things out of ignorance and intolerance. In the 



end, what I really found was a community of people that supported me no mat-ter what, and I learned how to tell the 
difference between the people who loved me and were will-ing to help me stay sober and those who wanted to 
exclude me or bring me down.Ultimately, service work is what really saved my life. I have always struggled to feel 
like I belonged in life. I never felt like I belonged in the LGBTQ community, and for the longest time I wasn’t sure I 
belonged in A.A. However, service work in A.A. has become the cement that contin-ues to bind me to people and to 
this program. A little while after I started transitioning, my friend and service sponsor got me a speaking gig on a 
LGBTQ panel at a local A.A. event in a neighbor-ing area. I talked about my struggles in A.A. and the struggles of 
other trans people facing stares and whispers and sometimes outright exclusion.”... 
 
Vincent - “I thought I was different.” 
 
...“Arrested again in a different state, I walked into A.A. defeated. Afraid, I kept my “secret” — which I believed 
would stay with me until my death.The job I had landed eventually requested I transfer from the West to the East 
Coast. Petrified of this change, with little sobriety behind me, I shared about it at a meeting. A woman with 26 
26years sober then spoke up. Looking right at me with her smiling eyes, she said, “Always remem-ber... The joy is 
in the journey.” Having heard this, two weeks later I ventured off across the country.Once on the East Coast, I 
immediately found an A.A. meeting that became my new home group. I had trouble finding a sponsor and contacted 
the woman with the smiling eyes. For the first time, I got honest with another human being about who I was and 
what happened to me. I asked her if she could sponsor me until I found a sponsor on the East Coast. She agreed and 
asked me to pray for a sponsor and God would bring one to me.One day a man came up to me after my home group 
meeting ended and said, “You look like you’re in need of a sponsor, and I’d like to be him.” I just wept; I couldn’t 
believe that my prayer was answered, that there really was a God. This man became the first man I ever told 
everything to. I even revealed my deepest secret: My mother, on her death bed, told me that I was born both male 
and female; I was surgically altered to be a boy. I cried when I got honest because I knew I was so different. This 
man suggested we look up my birth condition on the Internet, and that’s where we found that I am an “intersexual” 
individ-ual — and they even have support groups!I am so grateful for what this man did for me. My sponsor with 
the smiling eyes then said that God makes no mistakes, that I would help other alcoholics someday who are just like 
me, and she said she was sure there are many in A.A.”... 
 
Moriah - “Eventually, I started relying on alcohol even more for anything, everything and nothing.” 
 
...“One of my earliest memories was not feeling right. I had a lot of anxiety, a lot of fear, and my mom used to call 
me a “worry wart” when I was only 4 years old. I remember observing my broth-27er growing up, and he seemed 
well put together. I felt like something was missing, and I realized right away what it was. I asked my mom when 
my “peter” was going to grow. My mom’s response was, “Never, because you’re a girl, and girls don’t have peters. 
God made you perfect just the way you are.”I started to get really angry and had this angst inside of me, as though 
my fists were clenched all the time and my body was tight. When I was 10 years old, I asked if there was a surgery 
that would take off my chest because I had started to develop early. She told me, “No, honey, you’ll need those for 
your babies.” I started to hide even more, wearing huge clothes, and my anxiety and anger went up even 
more.Fast-forwarding through a lot of life-changing experiences, when I was 15, I had my first experi-ence with 
alcohol. I remember it touching my lips, and swallowing it. It was kind of gross, but I felt relaxed for the first time, 
comfortable in my skin, and not wanting to die. I just wanted more.I started drinking pretty often, as much as I could 
get my hands on, but just to the point of where it didn’t matter anymore, and feeling com-fortable again. That’s how 
it was for many years, and it worked — it helped.When I was 20, I found out more of who I was being a transgender 
man. I transitioned from female to male when I was 22, and that truly saved my life. I was okay for a while, didn’t 
need to drink as much, and was comfortable being myself. Eventually, I started relying on alcohol even more for 
anything, everything and nothing.”... 


