
Who Needs God With All These Coincidences 

Doc John 

Have you ever had heavy thoughts about somebody or 

something only to have the "somebody" immediately or soon 

show up, or the "something" mysteriously happens? Most of 

the time we call these events coincidences because they 

happen at the same time we were thinking about them and 

most of the time they are exactly that coincidences. 

Then there are the totally inexplicable events, those that 

seem only to confuse and intrigue us, that dangle just on 

the edge of the explainable but go no further. We call them 

remarkable! Often we even attribute them to forces beyond 

our understanding. "I had an angel sitting on my shoulder!" 

Or "God was with me?" and other picturesque banter. 

You are about to read of such a chain of events for which 

there seems to be no explanation, neither for the order and 

harmony in them nor even for the fact that they exist. I 

wonder: Are they any less inspirational than those events 

seen in the Koran, Talmud or Bible? 

That is for you to decide. 

I have never been to Manchester, Vermont but if I were to 

go it would be for two reasons. First it would be, as a fly 

fisherman, to visit the world famous Orvis Fly Fishing



school which is tied in with the resort of Equinox, a 1100 

acre tract of taverns and lodgings which has existed in 

various forms since 1769. 

But there is a more important reason since here was the 

birthplace of a coincidence that was to save thousands of 

lives. I would check into The Equinox, go to the front 

porch and settle in a chair there to sit and dream of days 

past when four unrelated children wandered in and around 

the Equinox Mountain. This was in the summers before the 

entry of the United States into World War I, the early 

1900s. These children would have no idea their lives would 

blend in such a coincidental way they would eventually be 

the taproot of one of the greatest health organizations 

ever known to man, Alcoholics Anonymous. 

In Manchester was a preparatory school and down from a town 

called East Dorset came a boy named Bill Wilson to go to 

school there. 

Over from Albany, New York came the son of a prominent 

business man who owned a summer home in Manchester, Ebby 

Thatcher. 

Up from New York City through Newport, RI came a rich 

family from the chemical business and their son, Rowland 

Hazard.



And from Brooklyn, NY came a physician named Burnham who 

spent every summer in Manchester and brought with them 

their daughter, Lois. 

All these people intermingled like young people do and 

wandered around the Country club and took their little 

trips to Equinox Mountain. 

When World War came along, the youngsters disbursed. Bill 

Ww. had graduated from the Manchester Preparatory School and 

Norwich College, a semi-military school, as well. He held a 

commission in the Vermont National Guard which got him into 

an auxiliary unit that went to France and it was there Bill 

WwW. served with honors. 

When the war was over all four of the youngsters, now 

adults, gathered again and, after interacting in a way to 

bring back their childhood, all went their own way still 

having no idea the coincidence of their first meeting meant 

anything more than a chance meeting. 

Bill W. went to New York City where he went to law school 

and then, admitting the Law was not his corner, he became 

involved in the securities business on Wall Street. Lois 

was seeing Bill. Ebby tried to become a CPA and Rowland 

went into his father's chemical business. 

No more was expected or planned between the four. The



coincidence of their earlier meeting was forgotten. But 

there seemed to be another purpose for them. The first 

became evident when Rowland Hazard got into trouble with 

alcohol. His family was deeply concerned and, because they 

were very rich. they sent him to every available facility 

they could find that dealt in alcoholism but nothing seemed 

to work. At their wit's end, the family sent him to Europe 

there to go under the treatment of Dr. Karl Jung in 

Switzerland. Rolland stayed with Jung for 1 year. 

"Rowland," Dr. Jung said, "I have done all that I can for 

you. You are going to have to leave." And Rowland left 

Switzerland for Paris. 

While in Paris someone asked him the wrong question. They 

asked him if he wanted a drink. Of course he had a drink 

and after a vicious binge, he woke up one day broken and 

alone and immediately went back to Dr. Jung's who had been 

able to keep him sober for a year. It was then that Dr. 

Jung was forced to give Rowland the death notice. 

"Frankly," said Jung, "I think you are hopeless. I have 

never seen nor heard of an alcoholic of your type recover." 

"Never?" Rowland said. "Is there no hope at all?" 

"Well, I have heard of people having a religious experience 

that is so profound that it seems to reform the personality 

in such a way the person does not drink anymore and all the



symptoms of previous conduct melts away." 

"Great!" said Rowland, his hope restored. "And how do I 

find this religious experience?" 

"Therein Lies the problem Roland" Jung replied. "I can't 

tell you that. It is something you are going to have to 

find for yourself." 

So Rowland, his hope at once aroused and then dashed, left 

Jung and went to England where he heard of the Oxford 

Group, a religious gathering of charismatic Christians 

started by Frank Buchman. It was the theory of this crowd 

to live like ist century Christians lived in the first 100 

years after Christ and before the real foundation of an 

institutional church and it was with them that Roland 

became so involved that he got sober. He took this program 

back to the States and started a commune near Manchester 

where the people living there based their lives on the four 

point rules of the Oxford Group of Absolute Honesty, 

Absolute Purity, Absolute Unselfishness, and Absolute Love. 

Ebby Thatcher's story was different. But like Rowland's 

parents, the Thatchers owned a summer home in Manchester 

and though Ebby had been ostracized from his parents home 

in Albany, New York, they did permit him to live in their 

summer home in Manchester. Only a coincidence that he would 

be able to go back to the village where an ex friend, 

Roland Hazard, had settled down.



But Ebby's drinking had not ceased. One day he was driving 

the outskirts of Manchester when he missed a turn and drove 

his car into a farmer's kitchen, stepped out and asked the 

farmer, "Anybody here have a drink?" 

He ended up in front of the judge, he had been there many 

times before, and was warned by the judge one more time 

that if he ever did that again he would ------ blah blah. "A 

scolding he was given again and again because the judge 

long knew the Thatchers to be good people and he had known 

Ebby since he had been a youngster in the community. 

But that courtroom turned out to be a Godsend and one more 

coincidence that really could not be explained but a 

coincidence all the same as you will see further along. A 

couple of weeks later, Ebby decided he would straighten up, 

at least for that day, and try to get on the good side of 

his parents by painting the family's summer home. 

Having gotten out the ladders, brushes, scrapers, etc., 

including a lawn chair and bottle of gin, Ebby put ona 

coat of paint on the front of the house and then, stopping 

to examine his work, sat down in the lawn chair to have a 

"touch" of gin with ice and lime. One leading to another, 

Ebby eventually "relaxed" in the chair when a sea gull came 

by and defecated on his new paint job. Irate, Ebby went 

into the house, got his father's shot gun and started



shooting at the bird, not a smart thing to do in a quiet 

New England community, and once more he landed in front of 

the judge. 

But this time for no special reason short of coincidence at 

the hallway of the court Ebby bumped into a public phone 

and decided to call Rowland Hazard at his rehab. Getting 

permission to do so, Ebby called Rowland and Rowland told 

the judge about his rehab and would take the responsibility 

of Ebby. The judge approved and Ebby Thatcher was reunited 

with his old friend, Rowland Hazard. Another coincidence. 

After getting sober, Ebby came to New York City where the 

Oxford Group became associated with Sam Shoemaker's Calvary 

Episcopal Church. Attached to the Church was a soup kitchen 

where Ebby worked handing out food to the needy. One day, 

as he was handing out food, a drunk came through the line 

that looked a great deal like his old friend and drinking 

buddy, Bill Wilson. The thought came to him that he should 

go visit Bill. It had been years since they had 

"celebrated" and now would be a good time to tell him about 

the marvelous occurrence he had experienced at Rowland 

Hazard's farm. The experience that caused Ebby to be able 

to put the bottle away. So he called Bill and Bill invited 

him over. Yet another coincidence. 

Bill was anxious for this reunion. He was in the house 

alone, Lois was at work, and they could reminisce about old



times. Bill frequently remembered the time he and Ebby had 

been the first ones to land at the Manchester airport 

because they landed there the day before it opened. It was 

to be opened on Saturday and they landed there on Friday. 

Again they were arrested and once more were back in front 

of the judge. One thread of reality which seemed to weave 

itself through the fabric of their lives was to spend a 

considerable amount of time before the bench. 

While he was reflecting, there was a knock at the door. 

Bill answered the door and was greeted with a man he hardly 

knew Ebby. Ebby stood there looking healthy and glowing. 

When bill asked him what happened he replied, "I got 

religion," and when he offered Ebby a drink, he refused it 

saying he had stopped drinking. 

Bill thought, First a drunken crackpot and now a religious 

crackpot! 

But after hours of talk Bill realized Ebby had come to 

carry the message of the Oxford Group to him and he did 

this by telling Bill about how Rowland Hazard had helped 

him and others find God. 

"I'm not much for religion," said Bill. 

Ebby replied, "Well the way we do it is that everybody 

forms his own opinion of God." This made sense to Bill. 

what Ebby seemed to be saying was he had found an answer to 

the drinking dilemma and had offered it to Bill if Bill was



interested. 

Bill didn't stop drinking that day. In fact it was not 

until December of 1934 he once again entered Towns Hospital 

for the eighth and last time. The hospital was run by Dr. 

William D. Silkworth who was actually a neurologist but due 

to the hard times took the job of running the hospital. The 

doctor arranged for Bill to have one of the "freebie" beds 

and it was there that Bill was destined to do combat with 

alcohol for the final time. 

It was there that Bill fell to his knees and asked for help 

and experienced what was to become known as "Bill's Hot 

Flash." He went through a spiritual experience which caused 

his room to light up so brightly he could hardly see the 

walls. A soft wind blew through the room and Bill seemed to 

be transported into a fourth dimension. He sat in the 

presence of a Power he could not explain and it was there 

he walked away trembling but assured. The coincidence of 

meeting Ebby seemed to affect his spiritual soul and he was 

certain he would never drink again. 

So it was now that the four children and their coincidental 

meeting of years before met again. Bill went with Ebby and 

Rowland to work in the soup kitchen of an Episcopal church 

in New York to feed the homeless and needy while Lois 

Wilson Burnham stayed on her job in a hardware store. The 

four were together again held by the spiritual glue



resulting from life's experiences, good or bad. Or was it 

due to the higher order of things that the coincidence 

continued? 

As Bill worked on Sam Shoemaker's soup line, in his spare 

time he tried to help drunks on the street. He even went 

into bars trying to interest them in stopping drinking. 

Nothing worked. He went back to Dr. Silkworth and told him 

he couldn't sober anybody up. 

"How are you going about it? Silkworth asked. 

"I am telling them about how, after praying, my room lit up 

and a wind blew through the room," Bill answered. 

"That isn't the way you do it, Bill!" answered Silkworth. 

"Tell them they are going to die! Tell them that! Tell them 

about the hopelessness and the fatal nature of the 

disease!" 

Shortly after this Bill went to Akron, Ohio to close a 

business deal to buy a small rubber company. But the deal 

went sour and his colleagues went back to New York leaving 

him in the Mayflower Hotel and with only $10 in his pocket. 

Standing in the Mayflower lobby, Bill was tempted to drink 

especially when he saw all the happy people in the bar 

leading off the lobby. Bill knew he had two options, 

getting drunk or making a call to find somebody to help. He



chose the phone. But first he needed a number! 

At the end of the lobby there was a church directory and a 

telephone that seemed to be calling out to him. "This is 

it!" he thought and picked at random the number of the 

Episcopal Church. Rev. Walter Tunks answered the phone and 

gave Bill a list of 10 people. Bill started calling the 

names but with no results. They were busy or weren't 

interested. But finally Henrietta Sieberling answered. The 

eagle had landed! 

Henrietta Sieberling was the wife of J. Frederick 

Sieberling whose father, Frank A. Sieberling, was one of 

the founders of the Goodyear Rubber Co. in Akron. Among 

other things, she was an ardent devotee of the Oxford Group 

and was one of many who had participated in prayers for Dr. 

Robert Smith who had previously confessed his sins of 

gluttony with liquor. As was the custom of that group, 

anyone confessing their sins would receive daily prayers 

from the membership for thirty days. So Henrietta prayed 

daily for help to come to "Dr. Bob." 

At about the 10th day, Mother's Day, 1935 the phone rang at 

the Sieberling guest house where Henrietta lived. "Hello. 

My name is Bill Wilson and I am here to fix drunks." "Of 

course you are. I have been expecting you!" said Henrietta 

in a nonchalant manner. "Come on over."



Bill had another problem. He had ten dollars in his pocket 

and his room rent at the hotel wasn't paid. What to do? 

Embarrassed, Bill mentioned his plight to Henrietta. "Not 

to worry," she said. "I will see it is taken care of." And 

she went to the phone and made arrangements with the hotel. 

The Sieberling name was very weighty in those days. Ten 

dollars in his pocket and it buys out of the problem and he 

still has his ten dollars. Amazing. 

So Henrietta phoned Anne Smith, Dr. Bob's wife. "There is a 

man here from New York, Ann, and I think he can help Bob. 

Would it be all right to drop by?" "Ordinarily I would be 

happy to do that but Bob bought me a potted plant for 

Mother's Day and right now he is under the table more 

potted than the plant." Ann said. "But I will see to it 

that we get together with him tomorrow." 

So Henrietta arranged to have Bill put up at the club and 

on Sunday Anne and Dr. Bob met with Bill after Bob agreed 

to meet "this guy from New York" and give him 15 minutes of 

his time. They met and talked for four or five hours. And 

that was the start of how they met. 

The rest of the story can be gleaned from the Big Book of 

Alcoholics Anonymous. But isn't it odd that Bill hada 

Church directory handy when he needed help along with a 

phone next to it. Further that a stranger Dr. Tunks would 

give him ten names, including that of Henrietta's and when



the previous nine calls showed no interest, the last call 

was to Henrietta Sieberling who, unbeknownst to Bill, had 

been praying for someone to show up to help her friend, Dr. 

Bob Smith? 

Yes, there is considerably more about the history one can 

find out. I am only striving to point out the many 

coincidences that occurred along the way. 

Does it not seem every bit as providential as Noah's flood 

and Jonah's whale? Is it possible these events were 

something in the order of actions of a power lying above 

and beyond those of mortal man? 

You might ask, "So what?" How does this guess work of some 

Power working, or perhaps, creating certain events of the 

past play in the big scheme of things? 

Four kids from different places gather in the same part of 

the world; three of the four become alcoholics; one goes to 

Europe and then England and with the help of a world renown 

psychiatrist, puts away the drink; another takes advantage 

of his friend's rehabilitation facility and puts away the 

liquor; he in turn carries a message to the remaining man 

who stops drinking; the lady of the group marries the third 

man and through her labors keeps the home fires burning so 

the third man can go to Akron, there unknowingly to meet a 

lady that had been praying for him to come. The third man 

and a physician meet and the physician eventually puts down



the bottle; and all events surrounded by the idea of God or 

a Higher Power acting in their lives. 

That is the cursory history of these people.


