
Afterward  

Bob Murphy's wife, Ula, reminds us here of the closeness of the AA/AI-Anon fellowships; of how 

much we alcoholics owe the wives of those early alcoholics for their love and caring. They lived the 

Steps together as a family and seemingly visited each other at the drop of a hat. Someone stated that 

we wouldn't even have AA today if not for the ladies-if not for the wives.  

In our history lies our hope. What motivation would we have had to join this fellowship if those be-

fore us kept getting drunk, and that is just what they would have done if those early-­timers would-

n't have held together as a sincere fellowship during those fledgling days. AA didn't simply fall off a 

tree!  

How exciting to have been riding in Roy Hirshburg's sporty fairly-new Cadillac, with the rest of the 

gang, en route to the Sunday Indianapolis Breakfast Meeting, (They went most every Sunday!), or 

up to Detroit the hear one of Dr. Bob's rare talks. There were only two meetings in town back then, 

yet they traveled all over the place all through the week. They traveled to Cleveland and NY for AA 

functions, also six of them attended the 1955 St. Louis Convention. These guys were full of the 

spirit of AA fellowship. AA didn't simply fall off a tree!  

They nursed drunks being de-toxed in the side room of the "Drop In Center," took them to the doc-

tor for a Vitamin B shot, fed him and bought him smokes. One member would hang around the club 

till the bars closed so he could hang around Jennings cafe and maybe 12-Step some poor lost drunk. 

AA didn't simply fall off a tree!  

Thank God for the early-timers. This book is dedicated to them.  


