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Change

My first home group, Sunday 
Night Step, on the far South 
Side of Chicago, really worked 

with new people. Members informally ro-
tated responsibility for newcomers, taking 
them to other meetings, discussing their 
Big Book reading assignments with them, 
and hammering home the importance of 
change. They weren’t assigned these re-
sponsibilities; they just naturally took care 
of them. At the time I had never heard 
of the term “90 in 90,” although I was 
encouraged to get to as many meetings as 
possible. With this encouragement I prob-
ably did come close to “90 in 90” anyway, 
but I honestly don’t know if I did.

I was encouraged to get a sponsor, and I 
did, but the group also felt a great respon-
sibility for moving me along through the 
Big Book and, a result of moving me along 
through the Big Book, moving me along 
through the steps. Not just my sponsor—
the whole group.

My original sponsor remained my sponsor 
until his death after 19 years of sponsor-
ing me. He had me read the first chapters 
of the Big Book the first day he met me. 
We discussed those chapters on the way 
to my first step meeting. After the people 
who would become my new home group 
members introduced themselves, they 
opened discussion and directed their com-
ments to the first four chapters of the Big 
Book. When they felt I had a “grasp,” not 
necessarily a deep understanding, of steps 
1 and 2 through reading those first four 
chapters, they started to discuss taking the 
third step with them formally.

Today, unfortunately, at many groups I 
hear a lot of slogans and don’t see much 

willingness to working with newcom-
ers. Shuffling a newcomer out the door 
with a Big Book and a remand to attend 
“90 in 90” is not “carrying this message.” 
We’re great at giving newcomers a list of 
phone numbers to call. How about getting 
their number and follow up to discuss the 
reading of “The Doctor’s Opinion,” “Bill’s 
Story,” and “There Is a Solution”? Another 
call a couple of days later for “More About 
Alcoholism” and “We Agnostics”?

Many newcomers in the 1930s, outside 
of New York and Akron, had only a copy 
of the Big Book. How did they get sober? 
Meetings in many areas were only weekly 
affairs. How did those people get sober? 
Our founders had to invent illnesses (gas-
tric inflammation was one) to get admitted 
to the hospital. There were no AA-oriented 
treatment centers. How did they get sober? 
The members worked with the new people. 
Sitting back in our “old-timers” easy chairs 
and pontificating about “Just don’t drink 
and go to meetings” is an abdication of our 
responsibility and an insult to our heritage.

Through God’s grace and the dedication of 
people like the guys from the old “Sunday 
Night Step,” I have had many 24 hours of 
step-working experience to share with the 
newcomer. I also have a responsibility to 
do so.

I wrote something else for this column. 
The piece was an autobiographical 
account of a visit from the refrigera-

tor repair man two years ago when I was 
strung out and scared, locked in my two-
bedroom apartment in southern Kentucky. 
I juxtaposed my terror two years ago with 
a normal visit from the Comcast guy a 

Working, Really Working 
with Others
Bill H.

couple days ago. But, it was too different. 
It painted a picture that I don’t see in my 
day-to-day. It was another bullshit anec-
dote that I hear too many times from the 
podium of AA meetings. And it ate at me 
like Jim Beam and cocaine and Budweiser 
used to eat at me. So I trashed the story 
and I’ll try to get honest, which is the 
only thing that makes me comfortable as 
a member of AA, as a writer, as a human 
being.

Changes. Here is how I see it. I’m not 
comfortable. Actually, I think I was more 
comfortable while I was drinking and 
using. At least I was convinced that all of 
my problems—my anxiety, my depression, 
my social ineptness, my continuing fear 
of the future—stemmed from the booze 
and drugs. Now, I’m left with all of my 
insecurities and fears and have no excuse 
for them—they are me. There is nothing to 
blame them on, nothing to attach them to, 
nothing to clear my name of them. 

I don’t know what to tell the new guy any-
more. There for awhile, when I was riding 
the pink or purple or fuschia cloud (I rode 
it for more than six months), I knew what 
to tell the new guy. Scenario: Twenty-five-
year-old guy comes up to the back door 
of the St. Joseph Catholic Church. His 
eyes have bags under them, beads of sweat 
hang from his upper lip like Christmas 
tree ornaments—well, not exactly, but you 
know. And I’m there with my little calm, 
cool hand outstretched to him, saying, 
“Hey, my name’s Lex. This program, man, 
does it work. I quit drinking and life is like 
the dawn—all pink and orange and blue 
and the colors all come together—and 
I smile. All the time I smile because I’m 
sober and happy and alive.” Young Guy 
says, “All the time? You’re happy all the 
time?” I say, “Well, not all the time. Some-
times I want to cut people’s heads off. But, 
when I’m reaching for the Michael Myers 
butcher knife, I just call my sponsor and 

Grizzly Bear
Lex S.
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the decapitation doesn’t seem as important 
anymore. And all the pretty colors come 
back and I smile.” Young guy: “Well, that 
sounds great. Where do I sign up?” I say, 
“Right in here. You just go through that 
door and find a little blue plastic chair to 
park your butt on. There will be a good 
sober alcoholic leading the meeting. He’ll 
be smiling. When he asks if there are any 
newcomers, you say, ‘I’m Rob or Billy or 
Bud, and I’m an alcoholic.’” Young Guy 
says, “Well, I’ll give it a shot,” and he walks 
his tired ass right into the fire. 

The fire? Why would I call AA the fire? 
Isn’t what we did before AA the fire? Well, 
this is how I see it, and remember, I’m only 
a year and six months sober, so don’t chew 
what I’m saying too hard. Then again, do. 
Eat it up because it’s my truth which I sup-
pose is as good as any derelict alcoholic’s. 

The fire was always burn, burn, burning 
my ass. But ever since the sixth or seventh 
grade, I had Jim Beam or Budweiser or 
cocaine to calm it. And it was Jim Beam, 
let me tell you that, because I’m from 
Kentucky and we don’t drink that nasty rot 
from Tennessee that so many like to mix 
with Coke. And it worked. The booze and 
drugs worked like Mom’s kisses and a little 
aloe when I burnt my arm on the go-cart 
engine. But they began to fail me—the 
releif kept getting shorter and shorter and 
I kept needing more and more. And the 
bosses and cops and rednecks and frat-
boys didn’t care too much about that fire 
that was burning me. All they did was put 
me in jail, or fire me, or kick my pretty 
little tush. 

So, logistically, AA isn’t the fire. I’m the 
fire, you’re the fire, and she’s the fire. We 
alcoholics are the fire. AA just takes all 
our extinguishers and lets us burn, burn, 
burn, until we can’t burn anymore. Then, 
when you think you’re nothing but ash 
and smoke, there is a spark and your butt 
is all red and black and orange again for a 
Monday, or a week, or a month. And that 
is life, or my life. 

And now, now that I know I’m the fire and 
that young guy with bags under his eyes 
and the Christmas ornaments on his upper 
lip, that he’s the fire too, how do I tell him 
to walk through those doors? Sometimes 

I want to say, “Man, if you have any more 
time, if you can squeeze a couple more 
good years out of that bottle, you just go 
on and do it—because, man, it’s hard in 
there. You go in there and.... Wait. Come 
here, boy,” and I stare into his eyes like 
I’m crazy, which I am. And I say, with no 
inflection and my eyes wide, “Do you like 
kerosene or diesel fuel poured on an open 
wound? Do you like that?” And he says, 
“What in the hell are you talking about?” 
And I say, “No, seriously. If you had an 
open wound would you like kerosene or 
diesel fuel poured on it? Or”—I shake my 
head and rub my face—“I’ve got a better 
one. If you knew you had to fight a big 
damn grizzly bear everyday to live, and 
you wouldn’t die, but he sure would give 
you a beating on some days, would you be 
ready to fight him?” And the young guy 
says, “I don’t know.” And I say, “Well, when 
you’re good and ready to fight that son-
of-a-bitch, you come back to this church. 
But until then, why don’t you walk on back 
home and climb under the covers.” 

Of course I don’t say these things. But 
some days... man, some days, it’s hard    
not to. 

I had been in the program about a month 
and a half when my sponsor and I had 
“one of those talks.” “You have to believe in 
God,” he said. “There is no God,” said I. I 
had not believed in God since I was in fifth 
or sixth grade. In the intervening thirty 
years, I had built a formidable intellectual 
edifice against God. There was no God, 
and I could prove it. Naturally, I was hav-
ing a hard time with Step Two.

It’s not that I hadn’t been trying. I had 
gone around to several people I respected, 
in search of an atheistic spirituality. I be-
lieved there were powers greater than me; 
get hit by a bus, I thought, and you’ll find 
a power greater than yourself. I attended 
Quad A meetings—Alcoholics Anonymous 
for Atheists and Agnostics. They talked 

about the group being a power greater 
than self. I had also heard “Good Orderly 
Direction.” I knew the litany. Nothing 
grabbed me. I was a scientist, and scien-
tifically there was a lot of evidence that 
there is no supernatural, no inexplicable 
force doing things in the world. Man had 
created god in his own image and imbued 
Him with His peculiarly human powers of 
creativity,

We continued this discussion for what 
seemed like five minutes. In short, it was 
pretty inane. I finally said, in exaspera-
tion, “Maybe I’m in the wrong program!” 
“No! You’re in the right program!” was the 
sharp reply.

I was contemplating this, sitting on the 
back porch smoking a cigarette. I had tried 
to quit, but unsuccessfully. My treatment 
program had told me “First things first.” 
“One thing at a time; you can quit smok-
ing later.” My wife didn’t want me smok-
ing inside, so I was on the back porch in 
January contemplating what I was going 
to do with the program. My sponsor’s final 
statement had been common ground. I 
was in the right program. Besides, I had 
nowhere else to turn.

“I’m right and he’s wrong. There is no 
God,” I thought. I mulled this over and 
over in my head. “He’s wrong and yet he 
has the program. To get it, I have to have 
a higher power. But I’m right—there is no 
God.”

It was then that the moment of clarity 
came. I have since heard that a spiritual 
awakening is easy; anytime an alcoholic 
anywhere understands any part of the 
truth, that’s a spiritual awakening. It oc-
curred to me that what was important to 
me was that I was right and my sponsor 
was wrong. I just knew. I was scientific 
and tried to follow the dictates of science. 
But by then I had heard, and believed, that 
my best thinking had got me here. I knew, 
beyond a shadow of a doubt, that I had not 
the slightest idea how to live my life. I had 
been an utter failure, and that’s how I’d got 
to AA.

I thought, “I can give that up.” I realized 
that I didn’t have to be right. More than 
that, I thought, “Maybe I ought to be-

Along Spiritual Lines:
How I Took Step 2
Bruce P.
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Here’s How Would Like to 
Thank this Month’s Volunteers

February Events:
PI/CPC Workshop
in Hoffman Estates
Public Information/Cooperation With 
Professional Communities Workshop
February 18th, 2006
6:00pm-7:30pm
Where: Hoffman Estates
(See ChicagoAA.org Service Calendar 
for more details)

ISCYPAA 2006
The Illinois State Conference 
for Young People in Alcoholics          
Anonymous
February 24th-26th, 2006
Where: Wyndam Lisle/ Naperville
3000 Warrenville Rd
Lisle IL 630-505-1000 and mention 
ISCYPAA
(See ChicagoAA.org Events Calendar 
for more details)

Windy City Round-Up
February 25th, 2006
2:00 pm-8:00 pm
Where: Unity Church
1925 W. Thome, Chicago
(See ChicagoAA.org Events Calendar 
for more details)

March Events:
NIA Spring Conference
The Northern Illinois (Area 20) Spring 
Conference
Friday, March 31, 2006 thru April 2nd, 
2006
Wyndham Northwest Chicago
Itasca IL
(See ChicagoAA.org Events Calendar 
for more details)

PI/CPC Workshop
hosted by Foxhall
Public Information/Cooperation With 
Professional Communities Workshop
March 18th, 2006
11:00 am- 1:00PM
(See ChicagoAA.org Service Calendar 
for more details)

“Change doesn’t cause pain; it’s resis-
tance to change that causes pain.”
 
“It’s a program of change; growth is 
optional.”
 
The Buddhist monk in New York went 
up to a street hot dog vendor, handed 
him a $20 bill, and said, “Make Me 
One with Everything.” After receiv-
ing his dog, he said, “I gave you a 20.” 
The vendor replied, “Change must 
come from within.”

Heard in the Rooms
Bruce P.

seen someone say, “I have a case right 
in my trunk. If you want to carry it out 
with you, grab it.” 

If a Big Book or other literature such as 
issues of the Grapevine can or may save 
someone’s life, that is—and I repeat 
is—our primary purpose. Sometimes 
saving lives costs time and money. 
When I am at a good meeting with a 
good literature table, I buy out of my 
own pocket extra books to bring on 12 
step calls with me. The Treatment Cen-
ter Chair always makes sure there are 
Big Books on stock at the hospital for 
those we deem serious, but I have given 
away 12&12s, Living Sober, and other 
literature to newcomers. I know people 
have done this for me when I was in 
one hell of a lot of pain. 

When we don’t give up on it, lives may 
be saved and sobriety may be achieved.  
We always must remember our pri-
mary purpose. I have also experienced 
driving at night to a hospital only to 
find the women sleeping and suddenly 
refusing to see me, or not being respon-
sive during our talk. It can be frustrat-
ing and time consuming—but others 
have done it for me and I will continue 
to do it for them.  
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Tell us about “what it was like, 

what happened and what it 

is like now.”    In upcoming 

issues, Here’s How will publish 

your  stories about:

Resentment
April – May Issue

Growth
June – July Issue

Hope
August – September Issue

Serenity
October – November Issue

We are Not
a Glum Lot
December – January Issue



lieve just because they tell me to. It would 
help me remember that I don’t know 
everything. It would be inconsistent that 
I wound up in AA.” I’d once heard that 
“foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of 
little minds.” Maybe I needed to be a little 
bigger and be able to say, “Yeah, I admit 
I don’t know everything. I’m so blasted 
scientific, yet I believe in God.” I felt real 
calm. I went about my business.

Later that afternoon I went to my Quad 
A meeting. I commented on my little 
epiphany. During the meeting, I realized 
that I was smoking a cigarette but I didn’t 
want it. I left the pack on the table. I have 
not had a desire to smoke a cigarette, or for 
that matter take a drink of alcohol, since 
that date more than a dozen years ago.

I had always thought that mine was the 
narrowest possible basis on which to base 
a belief in God. But through even that little 
crack in the door, the light shone through. 
My faith in God has grown immeasurably. 
I pray on my knees each morning and 
evening and in less formal ways through-
out the day. I see today that God was doing 
for me what I could not do for myself. It 
was God that brought me to AA and to my 
sponsor. And it was AA that brought me 
to God.

Reprinted from another publication       
April, 2004

Here’s How
Newsletter
Here’s How is published six times a year by the    
Chicago Area Service Assembly (CASA) of AA 
in the  interest of greater unity of the 75,ooo+      
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It seems apropos that the theme of 
the first Here’s How of 2006 is “change.” 
The more time passes in sobriety the 
more things stay the same, it seems. 
In my days of drinking, the vast major-
ity of my efforts were directed toward 
managing my life so that I could keep 
things as they were. “If I could just 
have enough time to figure things 
out!” became my mantra. I thought 
my life would be all right if I could just 
maintain. In retrospect, I see now that 
I missed the simple fact that change is 
always happening. I fought it for a long 
time. And then I got sober.

I don’t know when it happened, but 
somewhere between my first meeting 
and today, change has become much 
more comfortable. That does not mean 
it is on my list of favorite things, but 
changes are not as dramatic as they 
used to be for me. At some point I re-
ally bought into the idea that “Nothing 
happens in God’s world by mistake.” 
Even more amazing, though, is that I 
am somewhat comforted by the idea!

In a similar vein, CASO is no exception. 
The biggest change that the office 
faces in the next year is that our office 
manager, Bruce P., has resigned. We 
are sad to see him go and will miss the 
passionate dedication he brought with 
him. CASO will not be the same with-
out him.

The efforts of everyone in the office 
in the last year have resulted in some 
marked improvements over years 
past. The continued dedication of our 
volunteers makes the fulfillment of 
CASO’s mission possible. Some answer 
the phone on a weekly basis and field 
twelfth-step calls, assist AAs and po-
tential AAs who need meeting infor-
mation, and respond to long-time AA 
members who need help carrying the 
message to other alcoholics. Volunteers 
fulfill other roles in the bookstore and 
around the office. Volunteers are our 
backbone. The Chicago Area is indebt-
ed to these fine and generous folks for 
their work in ’05. The coming year will 
be no exception. 

Another great stride in the Chicago 
Area is several fiscal improvements. It 
seems that every time we turn around 
there’s another campaign going on at 
the office. Between the Spring Appeal, 
the Thanksgiving Appeal, and group/
member contribution drives, however, 
a phenomenal improvement in the 
Chicago Area finances is taking place. 
On top of all that, the All Chicago Open 
in September broke even. Of course, we 
look forward to an even better year, but 
ultimately the Fellowship should be 

commended on its generosity in 2005 
in ensuring that Alcoholics Anonymous 
in Chicago stays strong!

Among all the changes we will en-
counter in the coming year, the one 
we look forward to most is the contin-
ued growth and improvement of your 
Chicago Area Service Office. With your 
continued love, service, and support, 
CASO is sure to serve the Fellowship 
better than ever. 

In an early issue of the Grapevine, Bill W. 
said, “We cannot grow very much unless 
we constantly try to envision what the 
eternal spiritual values are.” I hope this 
year will be one of immense growth in 
these spiritual values for you and your 
service office.

C ASO Corner

It was 4 a.m. when the phone roused 
him from a sound sleep. “Hello, I have 
a man on the phone who would like 

to talk with someone,” were the words 
from the answering service professional.  
“Okay—patch him through … Hello, this 
is Bill; how can I help you?” “I can’t stop 
drinking and….” And so began the fourth 
call that night for one of our Overnight 
Answering Service volunteers. 

The Overnight Answering Committee was 
begun a number of years ago to serve as 
the voice of AA in the Chicagoland area 
from 9 p.m. to 8 a.m. every day of the 
year. During this time, calls to the Chicago 
Area Service Office (CASO) are forwarded 
to an answering service that answers 
promptly, quickly screens the call, and 
forwards it to that night’s volunteer.  

The volunteer’s tools include a sample 
guide to holding phone conversations that 
has been developed by CASO, meeting 
location books, information on treatment 
centers, contact information for other 
12-step programs, and related reference 
material. Most of the three or four calls a 
volunteer is likely to receive in a night ar-
rive before midnight and are for meeting 
information or just to talk. 

But five or six times a month there is that 
call from an alcoholic who is still suffer-
ing; as you might imagine, these are often 
the 4 a.m. calls. The volunteer talks with 
the person and captures basic contact in-
formation.  The next morning the CASO 
team assigns an appropriate person from 
the caller’s neighborhood to follow up 
with a 12-step call.  

Each month the service requires about 70 
volunteers—a primary contact for each 
day of the month, a backup contact for 
each day who takes overflow calls, and ten 
people to be available as “extras” should a 
need arise at the last minute. The primary 
person is always active on the night of 
service, and the backups and extras may 
serve. With 85 current volunteers in the 
committee, each volunteer is assigned as a 
primary once every other month or so. 

Are you making a resolution to put more 
service into 2006? If so, the Overnight 
Committee is a good service opportunity  
if you cannot make a regular time commit-
ment each week, are homebound, or have 
an uncertain schedule. Since calls can be 
forwarded to cell phones, people who fre-
quently travel can also do this service. The 
committee receives a mailing each month 
with the upcoming month’s schedule and 
a draft schedule for the following month, 
allowing time to make changes for known 
conflicts. Some volunteers have certain day 
restrictions; those needs are gladly accom-
modated.

So if you have three years of sobriety and 
this service appeals to you, please contact 
CASO; or email phones24@chicagoaa.org.

At our District 28 meetings the correc-
tional chair will often speak up and say 
a case or two of big books is needed ... 
this comes directly out of the district’s 
funds. The next GSR meeting I go to I 
can get a sheet of how we divided our 
funds. There are no questions asked 
and no “pink cans”; the treatment cen-
ter chairs, and especially correctional 
chairs, are given as many cases of Big 
Books as they need. Sometimes I have 

Where did Dr. Bob and Bill go to 
find a newcomer? It was either 
a hospital or a jail. That process 

still goes on today. Forty-three percent 
of all new people coming into Alcohol-
ics Anonymous are from correctional 
facilities in our state. Quite an impressive 
statistic! I was given the opportunity to 
speak at Sheridan Prison a while back and 
I had a spiritual experience at that time. 
When going into the cellblock to tell my 
story, one of the inmates asked me if I had 
brought a Big Book for him. I sadly told 
him “ No.” And it’s as if God whispered 
to me. I knew at that moment what I was 
supposed to be doing next in AA. God 
told me to help get literature behind the 
walls. At my district meeting, I told them 
of my experience and the need for Big 
Books in the prisons/jails. I had heard of 
the “pink can” campaign: a pink collection 
can, strictly for contributions for literature 
in jails/prisons, gets passed around at the 
meetings. Funding at the area level isn’t 
enough for this huge undertaking, so we 
have to go to the meetings and groups   
for help.

The idea for the pink can started in Cali-
fornia and Colorado more than 30 years 
ago. It is nothing new to AA. In fact, in 
California the “pink can” raises $340,000 a 
year. In Lake County, Illinois, that district 
has raised over $4,000 this year for litera-
ture. Many states participate in the “pink 
can” campaign.

Most committees find that adequate litera-
ture supplies are essential in a correctional 
facility group or meeting. Supplies are 
financed and obtained in many ways. In 
our guidelines for Corrections, it states 
that “Special funds: … where members 
contribute … to special cans at regular 
meetings, marked ‘For Correctional Facili-
ties Literature’ is appropriate.” District #43 
started this campaign six months ago and 
has raised $1,000. This collection does not 
reduce the general fund collection at each 
meeting.

I don’t know about you, but I was in my 
own prison of alcoholism and until I 
found AA. I was hopeless. These inmates 
are looking for hope. What better way to 
give them hope than to carry the mes-
sage behind the walls and bring them the 
literature they need. It does say in the Big 
Book that this book alone can do wonders 
for those that still suffer. We must carry the 
message and give back what was so freely 
given to us. My son was in DuPage County 
jail for six months and never was exposed 
to the Big Book. He died one year later of 
alcoholism.

Overnight Answering Service:
AA’s Hand from 9pm to 8am

Bill and Bob and the       
Newcomer
Jeanne F.

Big Books for Beginners
Michele
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Change is only painful if you 
resist it is what they say ... but 
how do I not resist it? Years of 

doing things the same way, my way, 
keep me in the rut of hitting the wall 
and bringing on my own pain. The 
drama I create that feels so familiar. 
The distraction that I get from believ-
ing that things will always be the way 
they are. That somehow I am doomed 
in this area, or this dilemma seemingly 
defies a solution, but upon examina-
tion, I see that I am refusing to let God 
into that problem. The pain I feel when 
I think that I can remove a character 
defect. The defects I think need to go 
first because they cause me pain or dis-
comfort … my agenda. What do they 
say? My little plans and designs.…

How many times did I hear the 
bartender in my sick drinking 
days yell out “Last call for alco-

hol!” Naturally I always had that last drink 
before closing. This of course was at the 
2:00 a.m. closings. Then I’d move on to the 
bars that had a 4:00 a.m. license. I’d hear it 
again, “Last call for alcohol!” I’d wave my 
glass high or pound the bar yelling “Yeah, 
bartender! Yeah!” That was if I was coordi-
nated enough to speak. On a couple occa-
sions where last call wasn’t good enough, 
I’d try to just help myself behind the bar. 
They would grab me by the seat of my 
pants and throw me out the door followed 
by “Don’t come back!” 

I wore out my welcome in more than one 
drinking place. You would think they’d 
have more compassion for an alcoholic 
in the throws of alcohol compulsion and 
addiction. I was supposed to drink like a 
gentleman or a least act civil like the other 
patrons. I had no conception of social 
drinking.

But I was one of the fortunate alcohol-
ics. The day came when I did make that 
last call for a drink. I became a survivor 
of the insanity of my drinking days. What 
happened? Concern from people in my life 
who could see I was destroying myself and 
I was one sick dude, was what happened. 
First, hospitalization in an alcoholism 
treatment facility. There, for the first time 
in my life, I began to see where I had be-
come a very sick person. One of the things 
I heard was that drinking is just one of 
the symptoms of my disease. That got me 
to thinking that it wasn’t only the drink-
ing itself but me and my thoughts and 
actions. I needed to change my attitudes 
and outlook on life. It was stressed that 
the best place to do this was at Alcohol-
ics Anonymous. The first thing I had to 
do was admit I was powerless. Then give 
myself completely to this simple program 
and work it one day at a time.

I had to do some self-reflection or soul 
searching about why I had no control over 
my drinking. I was trying to run away 
from myself and life through the bottle. 

It was easier to be oblivious to reality and 
responsibility.

Moving on to the 4th step, I had to look at 
my character defects that always drove me 
to drink. Self-pity was a big one—along 
with resentment, anger, gluttony, and sloth. 
These were out of control in me. I had to 
rid myself of these negative and sick feel-
ings and thoughts. I had to start thinking 
in a more positive way.  

I had to clear up the wreckage from my 
drinking days in personal relationships. 
This was done by making amends in any 
way possible. Then I continued to take per-
sonal inventory on a daily basis and admit 
when I was off base. Next, I needed to ask 
the higher power to keep me spiritually fit 
and practice the principles of the program 
in all my affairs. Since making my last call 
for alcohol many 24 hours ago, my life has 
taken a 360-degree turn for the better. In 
spite of all that I’ve learned from the pro-
gram, I still have to keep it simple: “Don’t 
drink and you won’t get drunk”; and “Pass 
it on to keep it.”

I was nine months sober and I had no 
idea what was going on with me. I 
had been to one meeting of Alcohol-

ics Anonymous. I saw the word “God” on 
the wall and decided I could stay sober 
on my own. What happened in that nine 
months I wouldn’t wish upon my worst 
enemy. I am the kind of guy who causes 
the most pain to people that I love the 
most. And I caused my mother and my 
brother a tremendous amount of pain. At 
nine months of sobriety, my brother fired 
me from work for the second time. This 
time for sleeping on the job and throwing 
computer and cell phone parts at fellow 
employees. Next, I found myself in a psy-
chiatrists’ chair explaining to him all the 
diseases I thought I had come down with, 
and not one of the diseases was alcohol-
ism. This nice, gentle man in his 70s stuck 
his finger in my face and said that I had 
better go to Alcoholics Anonymous. I told 

him that he didn’t get it—I hadn’t had a 
drink in nine months. He told me I didn’t 
get it, and he was right.

I went to a meeting, got a sponsor and 
started working the steps and my life has 
changed tremendously. I now work for my 
brother again and he is not embarrassed 
over me, he is proud of me. When we 
had visitors, he would avoid introducing 
me at all costs. Now I am one of the first 
persons he introduces to visitors and he 
tells them that I am his brother. I was not 
a part of my niece’s life from the time she 
was one year old until she was seven. Now 
she sleeps over every Friday. She calls me 
“New Uncle Bobby” and she says “Old Un-
cle Bobby” used to sleep a lot. And I made 
amends to my mother, and after I made 
the amends she said that I never asked her 
if she needed anything. She said it means 
so much to her that now I come home 
every day after work, give her a kiss—and  
ask her if she needs anything. 

I will be forever grateful to Alcoholics 
Anonymous.

Change Is Pain; Change Is 
Action
Taylor M-T.

Last Call for Alcohol
Jerry W.

Making That Change
Bob B.
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What I am learning is that the only 
way to change is to take different ac-
tions. I must take these no matter what 
my head tells me. Thoughts like: my 
husband is the problem, so if only he 
would change then I would be fine … 
or money … or status … are the solu-
tions to my problems. All are familiar 
choruses in my head. 

What is the solution to resistance to 
change? First of all, being honest with 
my sponsor about what is going on in 
my head and what I am doing, thinking, 
behaving, and whether I am taking her 
direction. Secondly, sponsoring other 
women, telling them about my experi-
ence with hitting the wall, of balking, 
of finally begging God to relieve me 
of the old ideas and the old ways. Pain 
is a great motivator, yet as I grow in 
Alcoholics Anonymous and see that 
the steps work in my life and in other 
people’s lives, I realize that I don’t have 
to balk as much or as long. If when I see 
that old familiar thought (obsession) 
starting in my mind, if I start then and 
there and ask for help and for God to 
please, please change me. If I am done, 
tired of bringing on that particular 
brand of pain, then I am willing to do 
something differently. Believe me, it is 
a slow process—not a magic wand as I 
would like.

Thank God for a sponsor who is willing 
to tell me the truth about me. Thank 
God for the women I sponsor who 

show me about me, the women whom 
I can tell about my latest foibles and be 
human with so that I can live my life in 
the fishbowl of Alcoholics Anonymous. 
Thank you, God, for changing me into 
a woman who can keep her mouth shut 
and not have to rag on her husband but 
see what a wonderful man he is and 
be grateful for him as he is! Wow, that 
is a miracle (some days, progress not 
perfection)! Thank God for some days 
being willing to look at my obsession 
with money as a spiritual problem, not 
a solution to my problem. 

Today I know that I have one problem, 
alcoholism. Any day that I am “mak-
ing a big deal out of something that is 
not God and these Twelve Steps I am 
making a big deal out of me” that needs 
to change if I am going to stay sober. I’ll 
never get bored or done with Alcohol-
ics Anonymous if I remain willing to 
change. Oh—and willingness is taking 
an action whether I want to or not….

So, change—yes. God, please change 
me. 

Oh, yes, and you might want to read 
Step Seven in the 12 and 12. I read it 
today and it makes me painfully aware 
of how hard I hold onto my defects 
of character and what a process this 
is. Thank God it is a process. If I were 
perfect, I would not have to come back 
to greet the newcomer and do the daily 
work of Alcoholics Anonymous. Even-
tually, I would drink.
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Two bucks is the new dollar bill!!!!

Have you been able to stay away 

from a drink because of AA? Have you     

gotten your life back?

How much is that worth to you?

In the rooms, we AA members largely 

agree that our sobriety is an unde-

served gift from a higher power. While 

the message is free, our Central Area 

Service Office has expenses to further 

carry the AA message. For those of us 

who can afford it, it is our responsibil-

ity to put more than a dollar in the 

basket.  Many of our members gener-

ously go beyond this!  However, many 

more do not. Where we used to give 

one dollar, we must try to give 2$. And 

for those of us not giving at all, we 

must try giving something and have a 

little faith we will be taken care of for 

helping.

It works, it really does.

Are you giving more to the coffee 

chain on the corner than to the pro-

gram that gave you your life?

Part of spiritual growth is adapting to 

reality. The reality is the world is more 

expensive and a buck doesn’t go far 

enough.  Let’s get real, let’s get sober 

and give a little more.


