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Warning: This Guide Won’t Change Your Life 
 
If you’re looking for someone to tell you to stop drinking forever then this is not for you. We 
wrote this eBook for one reason only; to help you get away with not drinking for one day - 
one very specific day.  
 
If you want to change your ways, or change your life, or stop drinking and not start again, 
then there will be plenty of other opportunities for that. But this is not one of them. 
 
We aren’t concerned with what you do before your Christmas party. We don’t care what you 
do after it.  
 
All we are here for is to help you get through the holiday season at work without making a 
prat of yourself. Or getting fired.  
 
The rest of the year is up to you. 
 
Also we aren’t doctors or addiction counsellors or any of that malarkey. I’m a TV Presenter. 
My professional field of expertise involves wearing pretty dresses and geeking out over 
sporting statistics. I like to do both on a daily basis (and I actually have time to, now that my 
main hobby isn’t drinking to Olympic standards). Lucy is an author and co-founder of a highly 
successful website and forum www.soberistas.com She also does not drink anymore. We 
don’t like to brag, but we’ve got this non-drinking thing absolutely nailed. To the point where 
it’s the easiest thing we’ve ever done. It has transformed our lives on every level. But again, 
you’ll hear more about that later. Especially from Lucy, who will share some personal stories 
from her past about her drinking in general, and her drinking experiences at Work Christmas 
parties in particular. 
 
Lucy and I get annoyed by folk who either treat non-drinking like it’s a tragedy, or as if it’s a 
virtue. It’s neither as far as we are concerned. Non-drinking to us is just a set of tools no more 
difficult to learn than how to drive. We’d like to show these tools to you. If you like them? 
You can use them to avoid common pitfalls that come with drinking too much at the Work 
Christmas Do. We enjoy partying our Sober Asses off. We feel like you should get the chance 
to do the same. Nothing more. Nothing less.  
 
Got it? Excellent. So glad we had this little chat. Now, let’s crack on, shall we…? 
 
Why The Blazes Would I Not Drink At My Own Party? 
 
You work your ass off all year round. You go in when you are sick. When you can’t be 
bothered. When the person sat next to you insists on talking at you, even though you’d rather 
swallow your own face than hear another anecdote about their children. You put the hours 
in dammit. Don’t you deserve to let your hair down and get wasted on the company’s money?  

http://www.soberistas.com/


 
Yeah, maybe. But don’t you deserve to have a job to go back to when the party is over? 
 
Alcohol is no joke when it puts your job at risk. The Institute of Leadership and Management 
(ILM) surveyed over 1000 UK managers and employees and produced some pretty worrying 
statistics: 
 

 28% of employees have overheard peers revealing secrets about their colleagues at 
the Christmas party 

 48% return to work after the office Christmas party hungover and unable to perform 

 87% have experienced fellow workers drinking too much at the party 

 51% of managers are willing to reprimand an employee for their behaviour at the 
company party 

 
But none of this is new. People have been offering advice on how to avoid screwing up at the 
work Christmas party for years. Very well meaning advice - well meaning, but totally useless. 
Almost laughable guidance. These are some of my favorites: 
 
Try to limit your drinks to less than five. Of course! Why didn’t I think of that! Just count my 
drinks! Maybe my problem isn’t that I can’t control my drinking. It’s just that I have a problem 
with counting. No bother, I’ll just enroll in a basic math’s course. That’ll sort me right out… 
 
Use this as an opportunity to network instead of drinking heavily. Absolutely. My totally 
intimidating Line Manager for whom I cannot summon the courage to talk to at work, the 
place they are actually paid to talk to me? OK, I’ll go and mosey on up, shoot the breeze with 
them now instead. Sober. Because I never use alcohol to give me courage, so I definitely won’t 
be tempted to get wasted then chat to all these influential people. I’m sure this can only end 
really well… 
 
Dress Appropriately. Because costumes always help people feel brave who are over the age 
of ten. Maybe I won’t dress like Batman, which would be extreme (although the mask would 
help protect my identity). I’ll dress like a sober, sedate person. That way, when I’m trying to 
perform an impromptu pole dance around the photocopier, I will look down at my sedate 
outfit, remember myself, and stop mid lunge. No. Even better. I’ll dress as a nun. Bet they are 
awesome at this non-drinking malarkey… 
 
So yes. Essentially most tips I’ve seen out there are rubbish. If limiting drinks worked? We’d 
do it. If dressing sedately had an effect? We’d all turn up in a Morning Suit and behave 
ourselves. These things don’t make a difference. If they did, I would never have embarrassed 
myself at work parties. Never got in trouble. But sadly I did. Frequently. Because I could not 
control my own drinking or my behavior when I drank. No matter how hard I tried. 
 



 
My apologies for sullying your eyeballs by burning my Before picture onto them-as opposed to just burning the picture as 
nature surely intended... 

Excuse Me, But Did We Even Write This For You? 
 

If you are indifferent to alcohol, can let a drink go warm because you put it down and forgot 
it was there? Then no. We did not write this for you. Off with you. Go find something else to 
do. 
 
But if you drink so much you lose physical control of your body and are embarrassed by this 
the next day; if you say horrible things you don’t mean to people; if you blackout and can’t 
remember where you were, what you did, or how you got home? Then, yes, read on… 
 
Because it’s bad enough doing all of these things in front of friends and family, but to do them 
in front of the people who are responsible for your financial wellbeing? That’s something 
everyone wants to avoid if they can. 
 



Lucy and I wrote this for everyone who gets a feeling of dread in the pit of their stomach 
when office Christmas celebrations start to be discussed, when the Christmas trees go up in 
shops. We wrote this for the people who are expending all of their thinking time trying to 
protect themselves from their own behaviour, instead of being free to enjoy the present 
moment. 
 
This eBook was written for the people who spend their days locked in an internal battle with 
themselves, who find that they are wrestling with a constant loop of contradictory thoughts: 
 

 Can I get away with not drinking at all? 

 Will people notice if I don’t drink? 

 But if I don’t drink over Christmas, does that mean I’m an alcoholic? 

 Am I just making a big fuss over nothing? 

 Couldn’t I maybe just try my best to have one or two drinks at the most? 

 Is my drinking really that bad after all? 
 

Of course, there will be fleeting moments when you aren’t locked in that struggle, the points 
at which you are determined that you must do your best not to drink. That you know it will 
cause more trouble than is worth. And at those times, a whole new set of ceaseless 
questioning will emerge: 
 

 Ok so I won’t drink. HOW do I explain it? 
 

 How do I have that conversation with my colleagues? 
 

 How can I AVOID having that conversation about alcohol? 
 

 Can I really not drink and get away with it? 
 

 Should I just avoid the party altogether? 
 

 Is there honestly an easy way to get away with not drinking at the party? 
 
That’s why we wrote this guide. We have been there. We’ve tried and tested all of the 
methods we are going to teach you here, so that you don’t have to. We are going to give you 
the answers to those ceaseless, contradictory questions, because we once struggled with 
them too.  
 
We don’t drink. At all times. We do this easily.  
But that wasn’t always the case. 
 
Lucy and I strongly believe that you shouldn’t have to feel as uncomfortable in your choice to 
not drink as we did, that you shouldn’t have to do it on your own. And now that you have this 



guide, you don’t ever have to. We know that everyone is different, that no two people will 
use these practical tools in the same way.  We want you to feel in control, confident that you 
are responsible for these tools. We want you to take them and make them your own. Mould 
them to suit your personality, beliefs and lifestyle. 
 
And no, we don’t want to analyse whether or not you have a drinking problem, or what label 
you should put on yourself. We just want to assist you in your quest to not make a total fool 
of yourself in front of your colleagues this holiday season. Of not having to start the New Year 
with a hunt for a new job because of actions you have no recollection of undertaking. It’s just 
not necessary to mess life up like that. Not when there is an easy alternative. It’s just a case 
of learning the components and practising them until you feel confident in their execution. 
 
No Navel Gazing 
 
Good Grief, no.  This is most certainly not about encouraging you to navel gaze and ask 
yourself Big Questions. We didn’t call it Soul Search Your Ass Off During Your Christmas Party 
now, did we? That would be pretty dreary. Christmas isn’t really the ideal time for 
introspection. It’s about outward things; people, places and giving; creating memories to look 
back on in years to come. So yes, the unexamined life at Christmas is the easiest way. 
 
You don’t have to dig deep to stop yourself drinking at the office Christmas party. You don’t 
have to ask why, or look into your past. This is not a counselling session. To not drink at your 
Christmas party means just that; not drinking. Not delving deep into your psyche to discover 
why you think you need to drink. Not examining your entire drinking life to see if or when it 
stopped being fun.  
 
It’s certainly not about admitting you have a drink problem. No one is saying you even have 
a drink problem. The one problem we’re concerning ourselves with here is that you don’t 
want to get in trouble at your Christmas party. You don’t want to act like an idiot. Get yourself 
into an awkward position. You definitely do not want to get fired. Or have disciplinary action 
taken against you. And it happens. Regularly.  
 
If it didn’t then we wouldn’t have written this guide. 
 
Also, it’s not true that people with alcohol problems are the only ones who land themselves 
in trouble at Christmas parties. Often it’s people who aren’t big drinkers at other times of 
the year. Sometimes it’s folk who drink quite moderately socially, but who feel anxious 
socialising with work colleagues. Whatever the reason, this little eBook is intended to help 
you avoid those pitfalls, irrespective of how much you drink during the rest of the year. 
 
Who The Dickens Are WE To Tell YOU What To Do? 
 



It’s a bit annoying being told what to do. I never respond well to people who give me 
instructions. Can anyone actually do it without sounding smug? And anyway, surely you get 
bossed around at work enough as it is? Why listen to what we have to say? 
 
Well, Lucy and I are both lasses who are old hands at getting drunk and acting badly. But we 
didn’t discriminate by solely making idiots of ourselves at work parties. We liked to do it 
everywhere. And we were very good at it. We both drank abusively for years.  
 
And no. I don’t mean we drank the odd white wine spritzer, got a bit giggly and stumbled out 
of our high heels. I mean we drank until we couldn’t speak. Until we couldn’t walk. The type 
of drunk who wakes up badly injured, unsure of where they are, how they got there and what 
they did this time. The kind of ugly, messed up drunk that frightens you but for whom that 
fear isn’t enough to stop the insane behaviour. The kind of drunk that turns life into a 
horrifying place, unrecognizable in its chaos to how things once were.  
 
Then we both stopped drinking. Successfully.  
 
Which you might not care about, because this guide is about helping you to not drink for one 
day only. It’s just worth noting that if we don’t ever drink, then we definitely don’t drink at 
work parties… so we are actually quite good at this. Therefore, it may be worth having a little 
listen to what we have to say. 
 
Not drinking is something we have both embraced, long term, because it works for us. We 
like it and we wouldn’t have it any other way. For us, living this way is a million times easier 
than drinking ever was. And we feel like everyone should get the opportunity to experience 
that. To call the shots, rather than be compelled to drink them.  
 
It’s time for our first episode of Storytime with Lucy. Because she tells an excellent drinking 
story does our Lucy, and because you are no doubt sick of the sound of my dulcet Geordie 
tones at this point. So sit back, relax, and let Lucy tell you a drinking tale… 
 



 
Lucy (pictured right) and I look nothing alike now. Yet back in our drinking days we were amazed to find we looked scarily 
similar. We were both 25 in these pictures.  

Lucy Rocca’s Drinking Story 

 

I drank for many years before I decided to stop altogether. I started at the tender age of thirteen 

and continued apace until I was thirty-five. The way I drank, how much I consumed, and which 

particular beverage I was fond of alternated throughout that period, as did whether or not I 

considered myself to have a ‘drink problem’. But one thing that did remain a constant was that 

I routinely appeared to lack an off-switch when it came to alcohol.  

 

At thirteen, I hit the spirits: a bottle of vodka here, a little bit of rum there, a flirtation with 

Malibu, a dalliance with Tequila. Cider also featured in my repertoire but only fleetingly, as 

the extreme sickness that it brought about worked wonderfully as a deterrent. Mid-teens and able 



to pass for eighteen in pubs, I ventured into the world of lager and quaffed pints of Lowenbrau 

and Stella Artois whilst wearing Smiths T-shirts and looking a bit moody.  

 

By the time I was in my early twenties I was necking a delightful combination of Boddington’s 

in the pub and red wine at home, often a mixture of the two in a night. The ale enabled me to 

drink a decent quantity without falling over as it wasn’t too high in its ABV content, and the red 

wine provided me with the stronger hit I was seeking, comfortably achieved within the comfort of 

my own four walls.  

 

Up until my mid-twenties, I never regarded myself as having a ‘problem’ with alcohol. I loved 

drinking, I enjoyed the mind-altering properties of booze, and I had only myself to let down. 

Then, aged twenty-three, I became pregnant and quit drinking for a couple of years. I missed it 

dreadfully, felt bereft and couldn’t wait to get back in the drinking saddle once again. As soon 

as I stopped breastfeeding I was raring to go once again, and my return to drinking marked the 

beginning of a ten-year-long love affair with white wine. And with this rekindling of my drinking 

habits came an escalation of the less joyous consequences of heavy alcohol consumption.  

 

Drinking is a funny old game. We tend to associate it with so many of the more enjoyable aspects 

of life – parties, celebrations, glamorous nights out and cosy evenings in. And yet there is a 

substantial proportion of the population that cannot moderate their intake, and for whom alcohol 

subsequently brings about a range of embarrassing, shameful and even dangerous situations. 

But because these negative effects don’t occur every time these people drink, it can prove very 

difficult to know whether they signify a worrying problem (Am I an alcoholic?) or not (I just 
like a drink – doesn’t everyone?).  

 

How can you really tell? There is no test to buy from the chemist that will flag up a ‘drinking 

problem’. It’s a guessing game, and one that is especially challenging when you place it within 

the context of the alcohol-loving society we live in.  

 

For years I brushed off a range of scary drinking escapades in the name of being ‘a bit of a 

rebel’, ‘living on the edge’ and ‘having a laugh’. But in and amongst my drinking years I did the 

following: fell into an empty bath at 3am and cracked my head viciously on the taps; vomited 

in my sleep on numerous occasions, waking up to find myself covered in sick and wondering how 

I had managed not to choke to death; sat crying all night outside a police station in a very rough 

area of the city; travelled in taxis alone, late at night and virtually unconscious; woke up in 

hospital with no memory of how I’d got there.  

 

‘Houston, we have a problem.’  

 

Would you not think alarm bells might have rung, given the nature of my drinking adventures? 

Well, sometimes I did wonder if I should stop altogether. I tried to moderate numerous times, 

and I would regularly embark upon a detox, attempting to mitigate my unhealthy habits with 

lots of water, fruit and vegetables and a break from alcohol for a few weeks. But it was never 



something I could stick to, and always at the end of my teetotal phase I would get well and 

truly smashed as a way of rewarding my temporary sobriety. 

 

One thing that did begin to register with me, especially once I’d reached my thirties, was that I 

needed to watch it in certain situations where a lot of alcohol was on offer and I was with people 

who were drinking a lot. Weddings, parties, and yes, the Office Christmas Do, were all events 

that caused me much nervous anticipation. I couldn’t trust myself not to get horribly drunk, and 

I worried about losing control and doing something terrible that I would later regret.  

 

But despite these significant fears, I never felt comfortable in not drinking because I couldn’t 

conceive of attending any social event sober. I didn’t have the tools or the confidence or the 

wherewithal to face the world without alcohol buoying me up. And so, like a lamb to the 

slaughter, I would trot along, attempting to stick to my loose plan of ‘not going mad’, and then 

ending up, well, ‘going mad’.  

 

Here’s a guide that, we hope, will help you stay safe and happy this Christmas – a few handy 

tips for bypassing the booze if you, like us, aren’t especially gifted at sticking to ‘sensible’ 

amounts of alcohol… 

 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
 
We don’t ever feel like we are missing out, because for the first time in our lives, we aren’t 
missing out. That’s what non-drinking means to us. But if the thought of not drinking makes 
you feel worried that other people at your party may feel uncomfortable, it may be worth 
asking yourself one simple question: 
 
Are you a person? Or a performing chimp? 
 

Are You The Christmas Party Performing Chimp? 

It's the most wonderful time of the year with days, upon days, off work. People to see. 

Presents to wrap. 

Bars to drink dry. 

And that's okay. Nothing wrong spending your free time any way you see fit. Spending those 

hours you aren't working - or on the long commute - doing exactly as you please. 

Is it pleasing you though? Who are you actually doing it for? 

One of the biggest surprises to me about stopping drinking was the realisation that the story 

I'd been telling myself about how important alcohol was to my job was a total lie. People 

don't care if you drink or not. Socially or professionally, it makes no difference. They care 

whether you have a personality of not. And if you aren't going to drink, they are concerned 



with whether you are interesting and interested in them. If you have both of those things 

then people will leave your drinking choices alone. 

If people genuinely want to let loose? That's okay. Everyone is their own grown-up and they 

are allowed to get on with it. The accountant dancing round with his tie on his head having a 

laugh in the early hours, still able to control himself isn't the problem. He genuinely wants to 

be there. 

The people we are concerned with here are those who don't want to, but feel they have to; 

that they are there to perform for other people. Be the life and soul of the party. Make a fool 

of themselves purely for the entertainment of others. Those who can't say no, who truly 

would like to leave the party before it all goes pear-shaped. But who, instead, end up staying 

til 3am, blackout drunk and unable to recall the previous five hours - what they said or did, 

or how they got home. 

If you are going to blackout at 10pm, why not just go home? What's the difference between 

leaving a party early, and drinking to oblivion early? Either way you are intentionally checking 

out and not being there anymore. The only difference really is feeling the pressure of 

expectation, of being other people's chimp. Performing for drinks and approval. 

And conversely, that's not going to impress anyone. Because not knowing who we really are, 

or having the self-esteem to choose actions that make us genuinely happy, will never garner 

respect from anyone, be they boss or colleague. People may vaguely like or enjoy watching 

the Performing Chimp in action. But they don't respect them. And without their respect you 

are meaningless to them professionally. 

It took me years to do things like spend real money on nice outfits for parties. Get my hair 

done. Buy new shoes. Because I'd spent years buying and wearing outfits I automatically 

assumed would get torn, or covered in blood from unidentified drinking injuries. It took me 

years to work out that it wasn't just because the clothes got ruined that I didn't invest in 

them. I didn't invest in looking nice because I didn't believe it was possible. I thought I was 

hideously unattractive all the time, and only slightly interesting or acceptable when I was in 

Performing Chimp mode; that I wasn't worth looking at unless it was as entertainment fodder 

for others. So, I thought, it was best to stay as invisible as possible, (and you’ve seen my 

“before” photos, let’s face it, I was a fairly typical example of wallflower), until it was time to 

get into Performing Chimp mode. 

It took me years of non-drinking to realise that people genuinely respected me, now that I 

left a venue early and went and did something that interested me more instead. But that 

wasn't why I did stopped drinking. I didn't care what anyone thought of me anymore. I 

stopped drinking because making myself happy eventually became a bigger priority. 



It took me years to not go for the cheapest drink in the bar (yes, even sober) because I'd spent 

my entire drinking life automatically reaching for the bargain basement drinks that would get 

me the most drunk in the fastest time. It took me years to feel like I truly deserved to look 

nice, enjoy myself, and to choose something lovely and non-alcoholic to drink. Because it 

turned out I deserved nice things after all. 

I was a drunken Performing Chimp for a very long time. And it never did me any good. No one 

ever respected me for it. I wasn't held in high esteem by anyone. I was just a drunk, insecure 

mess, who was as unhappy on the inside as I looked on the outside. Lonely and desperate for 

those elusive feelings of love and approval that I couldn't feel, even when they actually were 

being directed at me. 

I'm not saying you shouldn't go out and enjoy yourself this Christmas party season. Just make 

sure that you are genuinely enjoying yourself. That every action you take is taken because 

you want to do it; that every drink is consumed because it's something that makes you feel 

happy and comfortable. 

People-pleasing is unattractive. Almost as unattractive as being sick on the party clothes you 

probably don't like and didn't spend that much money on (because, like I did, you feel as 

though your only useful personality traits to colleagues, socially, are either as wallflower or 

Performing Chimp). 

And if being the Performing Chimp isn't something you feel you can break free from this party 

season? Well, it might be worth sticking it on the New Year’s Resolution List, because you can 

do better than merely being a jester for other people's entertainment. 

You deserve so much more than that. 



 

I love a good mocktail these days I tell you…this was one I asked the barman to make up for me at a Do. It was delicious! 



It’s Not What You Say… 

 
A lot of the time the only things we say with utter conviction are self-deprecating things about 
ourselves. But everyone has one area of their life that they feel confident in, where they 
value their own opinion. Something they are passionate about, in which case they will speak 
with utter conviction about it. For some it is a hobby. For others it is their children. Some feel 
like have confidence and authority at work. For others, it’s a sports team they support and 
know a lot about.  
 
Whatever it is, one thing is for certain; people speak with utter conviction on their area of 
expertise or when in this environment. They feel unshakable in their knowledge of this 
subject. It is their comfort zone. 
 
Lucy and I both speak with utter conviction when it comes to non-drinking. We know who we 
are. We know why we do this. It’s a choice we are utterly confident in and totally comfortable 
with. And because of this, no one questions us on this choice. 
 
But in the bad old days, we were not certain at all. We were rubbish at not drinking, and very 
self-conscious about it. We questioned our own judgment in this area. We felt stupid for 
trying to be sober. Certain it would leave us open to ridicule. And people picked up on this. 
And our faltering, fleeting attempts at sobriety were doomed to fail. 
 
But it never had to be that way.  
 
If you tell people that you aren’t drinking and you say it with total conviction, no one will 
mess with you. Lots of people are chronically uncertain about alcohol and their own 
consumption of it, and in such a person’s company, anyone who speaks with conviction on 
the subject automatically wins. Its why, ironically, a lot of us end up drinking when we don’t 
want to. Because someone who has utter conviction in alcohol consumption being a good 
choice will bend us towards his or her way of thinking. Not by what they say, (because they 
will sound like a tool most of the time, to be blunt) but how they say it - their utter certainty 
in themselves. 
 
So, how do we get to be a person who speaks with conviction from this current place of 
doubt? 
 
Practise, practise, practise!  
 
It’s honestly that simple, but so few people deliberately cultivate a habit of confidence when 
it comes to verbally stating their non-drinking, that it’s almost a secret.  
 



Get some post-it notes (and buy them; it would be sad if you nailed behaving yourself at the 
works Christmas party only to get the boot for stealing post-it notes from the stationary 
cupboard). 
 
Stick them everywhere that you go the most frequently. Put them on your mirror, the door 
of your bathroom and on your fridge. Stick them in the car, put a reminder on your phone. 
Use key phrases. Say them out loud if you can, but reading them in your head is almost as 
effective. 
 
The awkwardness that comes with saying you are not drinking is down to lack of practise. 
Repeat it often enough and your brain will accept it, consciously and subconsciously. And 
when that happens, those relentless questions will leave your mind, enabling you to live in 
peace with your decision. Say the phrases that you have practised calmly, confidently and 
with utter conviction. Then people will accept your decision and ultimately let you get on with 
it. 
 
It works. It really, really works, and it will work for your ultimate goal of one day only, 
successful non-drinking at the work Christmas party. It will allow you to do this and to feel 
comfortable with it. It’s not shooting for the moon. It’s right to feel comfortable with this 
decision. It’s right that it should feel comfortable and easy. It’s true that it can be like this for 
you too. Just like it is for us. Don’t expect anything less than feeling 100% positive about this 
decision you are making; it’s smart and it’s logical and it IS possible. 
 
Start saying the words regularly - to yourself in the mirror, all over the place, as often as you 
can. Get comfortable with those words. 
 
I never question my choice not to drink. It’s been a decade and yet I still meet people for the 
first time all of the time. None of these people know I do not drink when they offer me a drink 
and I turn it down, and it is literally never an issue. Never. Irrespective of who they are or 
where I meet them so it must be the confidence in my delivery that shuts down any 
questions they may have. 
 
Post-it note phrases; these may make you feel a bit silly, but say them often enough over the 
next few days and they’ll get into your subconscious and make the party go a lot easy for you 
without you even having to try… 
 

 No thanks. I’m not drinking tonight. 
 I’m on antibiotics. 
 I’m not drinking.  
 I’m not drinking right now. 
 Not drinking is easy. 
 I’ll have a, (insert name of non-alcoholic drink) please. Yes, I’m sure! 
 You can get through this night without drinking - I know you can! 
 Keep up the great work! 



 I’m building new momentum. 
 I’m forming new habits. 
 I’m in control. 
 I decide. 
 Not tonight, thanks. 
 I’ve got the car. 
 Non-drinking is not a big deal. 
 I’m always comfortable with my choices. 
 I do what I want, when I want. 
 I feel good about not drinking. 
 I feel more comfortable attending this party sober. 
 I didn’t drink when I was a kid and parties were great! 

 
Lucy before when she was drunk and unhappy and her now that she parties sober 



 It’s Not All About You, You Know… 
 
The last thing you want to do is draw attention to yourself, right? If you’ve tried periods of 
non-drinking before then you will probably have come across a huge pitfall that so many 
people, contact Lucy and I about. And that is, that to confess to the intention of non-drinking 
immediately turns every conversation to alcohol. Everyone and their granny have a story to 
tell on this subject, and really, it’s the last thing any of us want. Or need.  
 
Because it’s so flipping boring! 
 
You didn’t choose non-drinking at the work Christmas party so that people could use you as 
a subject of discussion, or entertainment. That would just turn you into the Sober Performing 
Chimp. One of the lovely side effects of not drinking is that it makes life a much bigger place, 
with increased variety in so many facets. You don’t want to narrow your conversations to 
drinking or not drinking. You want to discuss bigger, better things. Even if this is just non-
drinking for one occasion only.  
 
To counteract this possible (unwanted) interest in your choice to not drink, try asking people 
questions - not solely because you don’t want the attention on yourself, but because you 
might just learn something new. Nobody told me about a rather brilliant aspect of non-
drinking, of how seductive it is to be in a position where you actually get to see life through 
new eyes; being constantly entertained and interested, by people you may have overlooked 
in the past, by things you never thought of before. For me, it’s about having new thoughts 
every day, having new conversations. It’s about being excited over making new discoveries.  
 
Even if you are flirting with this whole non-drinking thing just for the evening. 
 
Even if you don’t want your non-drinking to extend beyond making sure you don’t act like a 
prat at your work’s Christmas party, there’s no reason why you can’t have a little taste of the 
newness, the sheer variety that a non-drinking lifestyle throws up (no pun intended). How it 
forces you to see things from a new perspective. It’s pretty refreshing stuff actually. Plus, it 
means that you don’t have to talk about your non-drinking, or someone else’s actual drinking. 
Yawn… 
 
I’m Scared To Say It Though 
 
A great deal of folk are far more scared of telling people that they aren’t drinking than the 
actual act of non-drinking itself. Especially those of us who feel as though: 
 

 We are surrounded by people who are better than us 

 We will be seen as boring 

 People will remark that we are anti-social 
 



It’s a shame we waste so much time over these concerns. Because they are total bull. I don’t 
know who started these stupid rumours but nothing could be further from the truth. I only 
know this because I’ve done it both ways. I’ve been the person too afraid to not drink, and 
the person who loves being a non-drinker. I don’t blame you for being scared right now either. 
But it may be worth asking yourself, which are you more afraid of, being sober for one specific 
occasion, or being prospectively unemployed? 
 
The truth is, most people don’t actually care if we drink or not. 
 
Gasp. 
 
Seriously.  
 
So what do they care about? 
 

 Are you still going to find ME interesting when you are sober? 

 Am I going to find YOU boring when you are sober? 
 
I used to find people really dull when I drank. I also used to be dull myself. Not a coincidence. 
But this really has very little to do with not drinking. It’s to do with focus, specifically where 
we place our focus with regards to both others and ourselves. There’s always something 
interesting about people. Even one little thing. Something that makes a person light up when 
they speak about it. Focus on that and the rest falls into place. 
 
I have a massive mouth. This made me a really terrible listener for years. Then I read 
somewhere that listening to people was like giving them a gift. And I liked that. So I changed. 
And my world got a great deal more interesting as a result. People do love being listened to. 
The trick is to sway the conversation to something that excites them.  
 
Yes. Admittedly. There is always that one person, the one who gets really unsettled by other 
people not drinking. It’s usually the person with the biggest alcohol problem in the group, 
who likes to bully everyone else into submission so they can keep assuring themselves that 
their own problem isn’t that bad after all.  
 
I was this person in most of the social groups I frequented. Because I was a complete tool. 
And very unhappy. 
 
But even this person, this complete tool of an individual, will only give you stick about your 
non-drinking for a few minutes. Is that really so bad? Is it really worth risking your job to 
silence this fool for what would have been a slightly uncomfortable few moments? 
 
Yes, of course they will more than likely resume their razor sharp rhetoric further on in the 
evening. But by then they will have lost the upper hand along with any credibility, because 
they will have become a drunken fool, and you won’t respect their words. They will have no 



credence. The same words will have no effect on you anymore because they will be delivered 
slurred. 
 

 
Me: Before and After. Probably the biggest change is that I don't hate myself now; the rest is just window-dressing. 

So What Should I Drink Instead? 
 
When people tell me how much money they are saving by not drinking, it makes me want to 
fake my own death purely to get me out of the world’s most tedious conversation. I’ve never 
understood why we need being stingy to be an incentive. Not drinking is not a sacrifice to me. 
I spend just as much on a night out and I have a far better time. Saving money is not a 
consolation. It’s not the upside to being sober. And if you have tried to treat it that way in the 
past, well, it was probably a pretty rubbish experience. 
 



I used to be a bit stingy in my dark, sad, drinking days. It seemed virtuous to forgo buying 
rounds (in between bouts of panicking that people might think I was tight and subsequently 
listing it as reason No. 2532 of why they wouldn’t like me). But it’s not virtuous. What goes 
into your mouth doesn’t make you a good person. It’s what comes out of it that counts. I’m 
a far nicer person now that I’m not chronically miserable. So I say nice things. And it turns out 
people like being around people who say nice things. It makes us all feel good. I didn’t actually 
realise that life was supposed to feel good, that I was supposed to feel good. But that doesn’t 
matter for you because you are going to be a non-drinker for one day only. 
 
I love non-alcoholic cocktails, or mocktails, or whatever you want to call them. Actually 
L.O.V.E. them.  
 
But you don’t have to hit the mocktails if you’re worried about the sugar factor (although it’s 
weird how we are all willing to let this go where alcohol is concerned). There’s a whole world 
of non-alcoholic drinks out there that won’t put you on a sugar high for the rest of the week. 
Just please try and avoid the dreary lime and sodas. They may cost next to nothing, but they 
are easy to spot a mile off as a non-alcoholic drink and because of this, they could prompt 
questions you probably don’t want to have to answer. 
 
Lying Your Sober Ass Off 
 

'Tis the season to make a total idiot of ourselves at the Christmas party. Yes? 

Doesn't have to be that way. 

How we react to the upcoming season of merriment is a good indicator of where we are on 

the sliding scale of alcohol misuse. If we are at the stage where we still love to go out and get 

hammered but know it's causing a teensy bit of tension amongst friends and family then 

Christmas can seem like a relief. The feeling of constantly being under surveillance on a night 

out dissipates. There are too many other people to watch, and lots of them will be drinking 

to excess too. Suddenly, it becomes legitimate to misbehave and get hammered.  

But if you’re at the point where you really aren't having fun anymore with alcohol and the 

drinking has turned into a compulsion, or it’s become something with which to eradicate 

the symptoms of a hangover, lessen anxiety or cover up depression, then perhaps you had 

better sit up and take notice. If you know that once you start drinking you just cannot stop 

then this is a cycle you really should try and avoid during Christmas. And the only way to do 

that at this stage is to not drink at all. 

 

"I'll never manage that." 

Why not? People do it all the time. Some are just much better at covering their tracks than 

others. 



“How?” 

They lie. And do it really well. 

“Why?” 

Sometimes, lying is the easiest option. Not because Lucy and I are fans of dishonesty. But 

because experience has shown us that right now, in this instance, your biggest priority needs 

to be doing what makes you feel most comfortable. Getting the attention off you and back 

onto everyone else.  

So here are a couple of handy lies to tell your drinking office cronies (excuses need to be 

something people won't question so go for either medical or legal): 

1."I have the car". Some people might think it is a poor excuse, but most won't push you on 

it, as it's so fecking difficult to get a taxi during party season. Just make sure you aren't 

amongst the 28% that drive home after drinking at their Christmas party. Unless you enjoy 

prison food. Obviously. 

 

2. "I'm taking antibiotics". Ear infection. Whatever. No one cares. This one works every time. 

Or, "I have a stomach ulcer". Good one. This implies that you have executive stress and are 

clearly working harder than the rest of them. Again, people don't question anything to do 

with stomach problems thanks to good old British Reserve, and they'll leave you to get on 

with it.  

 

Remember, Christmas should be fun. Everyone deserves to have a lovely time. Just make sure 

you are having fun on your own terms, doing what makes you feel most comfortable. Because 

it isn't worth ruining your entire Christmas with alcohol just because you thought it had to be 

that way. Not when lying your ass off is such an easy option. 

What’s The Real Cost Of A Free Bar? 

Life is expensive. Everything seems to rise in price at an alarming rate. How often do any of 

us get something for free? So when the work Christmas party gives us an opportunity to have 

something for nothing, what sort of an idiot doesn’t take advantage? How stupid would it be 

not to?  

It might be worth asking yourself what the real cost of that free bar is. Is it worth the cost of 
losing the respect of your colleagues? Sacrificing relationships you have carefully cultivated 
throughout your career? Is it worth lowering the worth of your professional reputation with 
actions that could haunt you for years to come? 
 



Will it be worth more money than being passed over for promotion because of a mark on 
your HR file due to actions you can’t even remember? 
 
Calculate how much money you could actually drink your way through at the party. Then 
calculate the cost of any of the above things. The real saving becomes clear pretty quickly… 

 
 
 
I hate having my photo taken. I feel like a right tool. But I look so different now that I don't drink so I figure it's worth showing 
you... 



 Our Little Bag Of Magic Tricks 
 
As a child in the eighties, it was the height of sophistication to have a magician perform at 
your birthday party. Looking back, it seems like every weekend involved going to someone's 
house and witnessing a bloke with the dubious title of "Uncle Maurice" or "The Majestic 
Norman" suffering the ignominy of a bunch of hyped up five-year-olds off their faces on E-
numbers; causing mayhem during the Punch and Judy show by trying to climb into the box 
and join said magician; stealing the puppets from his magic hands (though not at my party, 
which was cut short due to my mum poisoning everyone with rancid butter in my Fairy 
Princess Castle cake. I was pretty ill-received in the house of Primary 2 for a while let me tell 
you...and Mystic Derek never appeared at a party for me again).  
 
My favourite parts of the show were always when the magician pulled a rabbit from a hat, or 
made a bunch of flowers appear from thin air. I could never work out if it had really appeared 
from nowhere or if it had been there the whole time but I just hadn't been able to see it. 
 
This section of the eBook contains ten really easy tricks to help you feel at ease with your 
choice to not drink at your work Christmas party. They are tools that will have instant impact.  
 
But do me a favour and try all of them. Sometimes the ones that you think look ineffective on 
paper will really do the trick when applied practically. Deliberately stopping drinking for one 
day only is new territory. So how are you going to know at this stage what will help and what 
won’t? Exactly. You won’t. So try them all, please.  
 

1. Look into EFT (Emotional Freedom Technique). Tapping is an amazingly effective way 
to alter and gain control of emotions such as anxiety. If I had known how to alter my 
own emotional state, I would never have used alcohol to medicate social anxiety like 
I did for so many years. You can buy a basic EFT book online for next to nothing and it 
takes only a few hours to start and put into practice. 

 
2. Change your routine. If there’s one or two colleagues you normally misbehave with at 

work gatherings then make sure you don’t sit with them. Give your brain a chance to 
see you are going to behave differently tonight by starting it off with a new routine. 
That way you are far more likely to not fall into old, familiar habits. It’s far more 
difficult to do this if you start the evening just like every other event at which you 
drank in the past. 
 

 
3. Deliberately train your eyes on other things. Stop looking at what everyone is drinking. 

Look instead at things you wouldn’t normally think to take in, such as your 
surroundings. Look at other people rather than their drinks. Look at the food. Take in 
as much as you can. Show yourself the only reason alcohol feels like it’s such a big 
deal is because it’s where you train your gaze the most. The less you look, the less 
self-conscious you will feel.  



 
4. Carbonated water. Don’t ask me how or why carbonated water knocks physical 

alcohol cravings on the head because I haven’t a flipping clue why it does. But, trust 
me, it does. So if you are feeling the urge, get yourself a massive bottle of the stuff 
and chug away. 
 

 
5. Sublingual Vitamin B12. If you’re regularly drinking heavily then consider picking up 

some of these little miracle workers. Alcohol depletes the body of Vitamin B; a 
depletion that causes anxiety attacks. If you get Vitamin B Complex into your system 
before the party comes around, you will be able to reduce your anxiety. Which will 
mean less temptation to drink in an effort to alleviate horrible feelings. I’m not doctor, 
I just know it worked for me… 

 
6. If you start to feel uncomfortable? Go to the loos, take a moment and close your eyes. 

Then simply visualise yourself stepping into the shoes of someone you really admire. 
Someone really confident who doesn’t care what other people think of them. How 
would they handle this conversation? Or this party? Try looking at life through their 
eyes for just a few moments. It’s a great trick for faking confidence in moments of 
doubt. 
 

 
7. Eat and be merry! Eat everything! Relish in the food. Don’t treat this as an opportunity 

to have a day munching health food or some mini-detox. Fill your boots at the buffet. 
Enjoy being able to taste everything properly! Don’t confuse the decision to not drink 
as a reason to forgo everything. To do so is to fall into one of the most common pitfalls 
of non-drinking. Don’t deny yourself pleasure. There is so much of it to be found in 
food… 

 
8. Music is an incredible tool to utilise. Download as many songs as you can find that 

remind you of any age up to the time you starting drinking. Play them as often as you 
can and recall in as much detail as possible what life was like back then. Guaranteed 
you attended some of the best parties of your life - sober and confident. You just also 
happened to be under the age of eleven. And if you could do it easily then? You can 
do it just as easily now… 
 

 
9. Raise your expectations; ask yourself what you expect from attending the work 

Christmas party as a non-drinker. If the honest answers are dreary, boring, stressful? 
Then stop it! You have to at least be willing to believe it can be fun and easy or there 
is no way it can be…go back and read those post-it notes of yours again please. 

 
10. Don’t be tempted to quantify why you aren’t drinking. It’s not a conversation that can 

end well. Stick to really non-committal answers. Be elusive. The more detail you give 



and the more you try and explain yourself then the less power you hold in that 
conversation. Which, in turn, gives people an invitation to convince you to drink, in 
order to make them feel better. So, keep your answers short, then swiftly pivot the 
conversation elsewhere. Do it as often as you need to. You are in control here. Not 
them. 

 
 
Lucy, most likely relishing in looking over the night before's events-rather than hiding under her bed trying to forget them 
like back in the day... 

 
Lucy Rocca’s Cautionary Tale 

 

When I think back to the last work’s Christmas party I attended, one of the most vivid memories 

I have of the night is changing into my evening attire in the Ladies’. Why do I remember this 



experience of getting undressed awkwardly in a cramped cubicle, trying not to drop anything 

down the toilet as I squeezed myself into a tight dress that I hadn’t worn out for years 

previously? Well, there are a couple of reasons. 

 

Firstly, when I emerged from the door to assess my appearance in front of the mirror, I found 

myself standing next to the Most Beautiful Girl In the World. Yes, she actually was. I worked 

with her, and she had golden tresses that tumbled down her back, her figure was lithe and 

curvaceous all at the same time, and she had huge pools for eyes that made her look like a Disney 

princess. She was about eight years younger than me so she had youth on her side too. Oh, and 

really annoyingly, she was nice, kind, clever and good at her job, so there was nothing about her 

that you could reasonably hate.  

 

When I had tried my dress on at home the night before, it was under subdued lighting and without 

a total goddess standing at my side. But there, in the toilets at work, my attention was drawn 

acutely to all my flaws – my flat, lifeless hair, my slightly dumpy body, the wrinkles around 

my eyes, and a dress that suddenly struck me as drab and not that flattering. At that point in 

my life, aged thirty-five, I was also beset with crushingly low self-esteem and it didn’t take much 

for me to crucify myself in terms of physical, emotional or intellectual attributes.  

 

I could literally feel the confidence seeping out of me, dripping painfully into the tiled floor at 

my feet. The cravings for alcohol and cigarettes started to emerge at the same rate as my feelings 

of inadequacy grew. Which leads me nicely to the second reason why I remember so clearly the 

time I spent in the Ladies’ before we all trooped off up the road to the restaurant for our 

Christmas meal; much of the remainder of the evening got sucked into the dark and murky world 

of the booze blackout.  

 

With impressive effort considering how wretched I felt, I steeled myself to get through the event 

ahead and ventured out into the cold December night to meet the rest of my colleagues. I sparked 

up as soon as I got the chance, the first of many cigarettes that I would inhale over the course 

of the evening. Now, at that stage, I was fully intending on sticking to my usual ‘rules’ when it 

came to booze. These consisted mainly of not touching wine or spirits (far too high in ABV and 

guaranteed to tip me over the edge into extreme drunkenness), to alternate my alcoholic beverages 

with glasses of water, and to quit while I was ahead, ensuring I didn’t leave the party after 

midnight at the absolute latest (not because I would turn into a pumpkin but rather that I would 

be transformed into a drunken idiot who would make a complete ass out of herself in front of the 

people she worked with).  

 

In the pre-restaurant bar we visited, I succeeded for a while in sticking to my first rule of ‘beer 

only’, ordering a bottle of premium lager and swigging it alongside a few of my male workmates, 

the ones I had earmarked as being ‘up for a laugh’. After a couple of these, however, I entered 

into a shots round and downed a Tequila at high speed to the sound of excited cheers all around 

me.  

 



On we proceeded to the Italian restaurant next door by which time I was feeling slightly 

lightheaded, a condition exaggerated by the contrasting temperatures of the hot and sweaty bar, 

and freezing night air. Once settled into the corner of the room that had been reserved for our 

party of about fifty people, I unwisely got stuck into the red wine. I was breaking all my own 

rules and the rush of ethanol was filling me up with false confidence. In between the starters 

being cleared and the main courses arriving, I leapt onto a table and shouted for the attention of 

the party. This was completely out of character and my colleagues observed me with a bemused 

look upon their faces.  

 

At work I was fairly quiet. Not that this was representative of who I was in my private life, as 

there I had a long history of being a bit of a hedonist, the one who would always want to carry 

the night on into the early hours with more booze, more escapism. But at work, I was a different 

kettle of fish altogether; reserved, private, unremarkable. And so, it was not entirely expected, 

me clambering upon a table and banging my cutlery together like a manic town crier. I demanded 

that everyone put their hands together and applaud Jane, the woman from my office who had 

organised the Christmas night out – a gesture that was somewhat hyperbolic with retrospect. 

Everyone went along with it though, and I felt buoyed up and giddy, sliding dangerously into 

the version of me who was so adept at throwing caution to the wind.  

 

I have a few photos that were taken around the table and which show a variety of reddened 

faces, boozy laughter, and an out-of-the-ordinary close proximity to one another. The pictures 

suggest a level of raucousness but nothing too horrific. I seem to be sitting alongside one 

particular male colleague for much of the time we spent in the restaurant – a man who I had no 

sexual feelings for whatsoever. My memory begins to falter at the stage when we left the 

restaurant to walk through town to a nightclub.  

 

In the club, I have only three sketchy memories. One is of me ordering a drink at the bar, shouting 

to the bartender that I wanted a BIG glass of white wine (shouting the word BIG) and not to 

‘give me any of the sh*t stuff’. Then I have the most horrific mental image of me spotting an 

intern who was at the time working his placement in my office, a teenager who was at least fifteen 

years my junior. He was called David. I fought my way through the heaving throngs of people 

on the dance floor and literally threw myself at him – I mean, like an embarrassing middle-

aged woman who still thinks she is twenty-one. I cavorted around him, believing myself to look 

alluring but in reality looking (no doubt) like a desperate lush who had no self-control. This 

memory is blurred, but I do recall his expression; one of being uncomfortable, nervous and not 

at all reciprocal with regards to my advances.  

 

My final recollection of the nightclub finds me standing outside in the cold, chatting about red 

wine, Tuscany and skiing to the man who I was sitting with in the restaurant. I seem to remember 

being surprised when he commented on me being a wine connoisseur believing, as he did, that we 

had something in common. And in my head, I said, ‘I do not drink wine because I am a 
connoisseur, my man, but just because I love getting hammered…’ 
 



When I awoke the next morning, I was lying on the settee in my lounge, fully clothed and still 

wearing my knee length boots. My head banged outrageously, competing with my lurching 

stomach for the prize of most hung-over body part. For a while, the ‘what happened last night?’ 

moment didn’t arise. But slowly, there it was, creeping up on me like a damp fog. Consuming me. 

Twisting my mind with paranoid terror over the endless possibilities of what might have occurred 

the night before. I had no idea how I had got home, of how many people had seen me hammered, 

if I had offended someone, snogged someone, hit someone, fallen over, been attacked, mugged or 

told my boss I couldn’t stand her.  

 

That terror was something I was familiar with. It arrested my senses on a regular basis, every 

weekend pretty much. But this was different, this had been a work event, a night out with the 

people who I relied upon for my rent and food. I entered into an age old mental tussle; ‘you 
weren’t that bad, everyone gets drunk at Christmas, you just got a bit tipsy’, versus, ‘you are an 
alcoholic, you’ve showed yourself up big time, nobody will respect you, you are not a worthy 
person, you are scum, an embarrassment, you can never show your face again’.  
 

Tentatively I typed a text message into my phone to send to the line manager who I felt, of all 

the senior staff members, seemed the least uptight. She was an easy-going and kind person whom 

I hoped would break to me gently whatever heinous act I had been engaged in. My message was 

typically light hearted, ‘Hi, God I have a terrible hangover! Great night though, hope you 
enjoyed it ’. In this style of appearing untroubled by my terribly drunk state of the night 

before, I hoped to lessen the impact of my actions, to impart some damage limitation. Her 

response did little to alleviate my fears, however, as it was annoyingly vague and didn’t refer to 

any of the specifics I had hoped for.  

 

My head was thrown into a whirlwind of anxiety: did the brevity of her text indicate that nothing 

bad had happened? Or that whatever I had done was so awful she couldn’t bring herself to 

mention it? Or did she just not care? Was it ok to get blind drunk and make a complete idiot of 

yourself at the office Christmas party?  

 

After a while, I did begin to recapture some of the moments from the night before. I remembered 

the horrendous way I had launched myself at David the intern, and the look of sheer panic on 

his face as he wondered how on earth he could escape from my clutches. I started to dread going 

into work on Monday morning.  

 

As I sat at my desk two days later with a cup of strong coffee and my face mostly hidden behind 

my computer screen, an email popped up from the man who I had been talking to outside the 

club about Tuscany and my apparent vast knowledge of wine. His desk was situated about 

thirty feet from mine, so it was unusual for him to email me as opposed to walking the short 

distance from his chair to mine. As I began to read his message I could feel myself sliding 

downwards into my seat, as if I was hoping to disappear completely from view, and from his 

memory. He had written about how he believed we had ‘really connected’ and how ‘special’ I 

was. That he had loved ‘our time together’ and he hoped I’d slept OK after he had taken me 

home in the taxi. And finally, ‘Would you like to go out for a drink sometime?’ 



 

This man was not known for his easy manner or sharp wit, or for his charisma or charm. It 

would be fair to say that he wasn’t exactly my type. But somehow, amidst the drunken 

shenanigans of the Christmas party, I had obviously given him the impression that I was 

interested in him. Maybe I had kissed him in the taxi. Perhaps worse, I might have invited him 

in ‘for coffee’.  

 

I turned him down. I withdrew even more than normal in the office, barely speaking to anyone 

for several weeks, communicating only when I had to for the purpose of doing my job. My self-

esteem took a severe battering that night. It was one of the worst ‘mornings after’ I had known, 

when I was consumed with a deep-seated terror about what I had done and how I had behaved. 

I felt like an abuser, a tragic middle-aged woman who had acted so inappropriately with a 

teenage boy. Gradually, with time, I’m sure the people I worked with forgot about that 

Christmas party, but I never did. Even now, five years later, I can still vividly recapture the 

self-loathing that ate away at me afterwards. 
 

Last Orders with Lucy: 
 
So you made it to the end of the book. The fact that you started reading an eBook about how not to make 
a drunken idiot out of yourself at the work Christmas party suggests that you might have concerns about 
your alcohol consumption. That’s OK. It’s absolutely fine. In fact, we’d go as far as saying it’s pretty 
normal these days. 
 
Lots of people regard ‘an alcoholic’ as the archetypal homeless bloke on a park bench, clutching a brown 
paper bag concealing a bottle of super strength cider as if his life depended on it. In reality, what 
constitutes a ‘drink problem’ is as varied in terms of person type as it is in relation to the level of 
dependency. A housewife who muddles through the day amidst the haze of a low-level hangover (erm, 
yes, that was me a few years ago) might be downing one to two bottles of wine most evenings, and would 
most definitely be considered to be drinking hazardously at such quantities. A lawyer with a stack of 
important clients and a professional veneer to maintain could easily be slipping into the danger zone of 
alcohol dependency by keeping up with colleagues during lunchtimes, and then drinking in the evenings 
too as a way of unwinding after a stressful day. But most people would not consider these two examples 
to be ‘alcoholics’.  
 
However, let’s not spend too much time here debating definitions or labels. Personally speaking, I just 
knew that I had an unhealthy relationship with alcohol. I knew I drank to reach a state of mind that I 
couldn’t access sober. Alcohol brought out a wildly confident and flirtatious side to me that I became 
overly reliant on, especially in social situations. I found that, even in my teens, socialising sober bored 
me to tears – largely (I recognise now) due to the fact that, back then, I was severely lacking in self-
confidence and didn’t really like the person I was very much. Alcohol meant letting my hair down, 
escaping who I was, and occupying a parallel universe for a few short hours.  
 
A major issue that arises when attempting to resolve a booze problem is that we, as a society, commonly 
regard teetotalers with suspicion and disdain. It can feel isolating to step aside from the boozy culture 
that most of us grew up in and amongst, and surprisingly alien to venture out to a social event alcohol-



free. How do you get excited about a sparkling mineral water? Is it possible to fit in and be accepted by 
your peers when they are all getting hammered and you’re as sober as a judge?  
 
For many people who have struggled with an ineffective off-switch, it ultimately comes down to a choice 
between two options: carry on getting blasted at every social occasion and bear the brunt of the shame, 
embarrassment and potentially dangerous consequences of your excessive drinking; or try and sort it 
out. And sorting it out will involve different things for different people. Unless you are drinking masses 
and masses, it’s unlikely you will need to undergo a medical detox (although if you are in any doubt about 
this at all please consult your GP, as stopping drinking suddenly for people who are physically dependent 
upon alcohol can be extremely dangerous, if not lethal). Some people will benefit from counseling, as 
often there are underlying issues behind a tendency to drink too much such as low self-esteem or 
relationship problems, bereavement or stress at work. Others may find that they really need to connect 
with people who have had similar experiences with alcohol misuse to themselves, and so may turn to 
organizations like Soberistas or SMART recovery/AA for additional and on going support.  
 
And for lots of people, simply gaining an awareness of the reasons why they are regularly drinking more 
than intended and adopting a mindful approach with regards to their relationship with alcohol can be 
enough to initiate positive and lasting change. Signing up to a month off the booze (for instance, Alcohol 
Concern’s Dry January campaign) can kick-start a reduction in alcohol consumption over the longer term. 
And if the whole business of bypassing the booze permanently is something that terrifies you, for 
whatever reasons, you could just commit to doing it at your work Christmas party this year, and see how 
you find it. Who knows, waking up without a steaming hangover the next day, not having to painstakingly 
put the night back together again in your fragmented memory, and being able to enter the office the 
morning after without embarking on the walk of shame, might be enough to make you want to do the 
same again next Christmas… 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 



Lucy as a drinker, (left) and now as a happy Soberista 

 
One for the Road… 
 
Everything you need to get started on your journey to partying your Sober Ass 
off at the Work Christmas Do can be found in the eBook you just read. These 
techniques have been used by ourselves and the people who contact Lucy and 
I through our websites in a bid to live alcohol free lives. We know these 
techniques work long term, so there is no reason they cannot be used with 
total success for one day only. 
 



Every suggestion we have offered in this eBook has been tried and tested, 
both by ourselves and by the many people who contact Lucy and I for advice 
on stopping drinking, or controlling their alcohol intake. We do need to point 
out that this material is intended for use as a basic guide. There are plenty 
more tools that can be applied in more detail, with greater precision and, dare 
I say in a more aggressive, proactive manner, but when-and only when- the 
basic tools have been mastered. 
 
If you would like to learn more about these advanced techniques then feel free 
to get in touch with us via our websites. Lucy runs a website and forum used 
by people all over the world www.soberistas.com. My own little website is 
www.howtobeasobergirl.com  Thank you for reading, and have a wonderful 
Christmas Party-you deserve it! 
 

http://www.soberistas.com/
http://www.howtobeasobergirl.com/


Right I've got my pretty dress on..where's my invite to your Christmas Party, eh? 

 


