
Some Thoughts for Beginners; 
And Others, Too

WE HAVE SURRENDERED 
our lives to God.  How happily 
we welcome the warmth of A.A. 
fellowship.  We are part of the family 
now.  There are untold benefits that 
have come to us, among which are: 
strength, inspiration, opportunity.  
It is wonderful to be a member 
of A.A., but A.A. fellowship has 
its responsibilities as well as its 
blessings.

Here are a few of those things which 
we can do.  First, begin immediately 
to win our friends of A.A.  Live 
winsomely.  Don’t argue.  Love 
people.  Try to understand them.  
Be humble.  Remember we are not 
too good, none of us has anything 
to brag about.

We should avail ourselves of 
opportunity for training in personal 
A.A. principles, then work at it.  
Don’t try to avoid responsibility.  
We must recognize that God owns 
all that we have or are.  Don’t be 
afraid of sacrifice, it’s good for us.  
Read the A.A. Big Book.  Study it.  
Learn the meaning of the words you 

don’t understand.  Don’t read it just 
to tell how much you have read, 
but read it to understand it.  Ponder 
on it.  Read it as you would a letter 
from home.

Learn to Pray  

Then pray.   Nobody can do your 
praying for you.  You will have to do 
that for yourself and you will learn 
valuable lessons in prayer.  You will 
gain insights that cannot be passed 
on to you by your spiritual adviser 
or anyone else.  They come out of 
your experience and meditation.  
Learn to be quiet and let God 
speak to you.  Take your place as 
a working A.A.  Never be satisfied 
to sit on the sidelines.  Perhaps you 
think your talent is limited, perhaps 
you feel inferior.  Most people do.  
But there is something for which 
your aptitude and experience will 
fit you.  Pray about that.  Find your 
place.

Consult with your sponsor or group.  
Become a working A.A.  An idle 
A.A. soon becomes a critical one.  
Never speak of A.A. as “They.”  You 
are now a part of it, you belong in it, 
you share its responsibilities and its 
problems.  A member of A.A. must 
be more than a spectator.  He must 
be a worker.

Let nothing ever mar your fellowship 
with A.A.  Little misunderstandings 
may arise.  Sometimes people, in 
innocence, may offend us.  You 
cannot separate yourself from A.A. 
fellowship and still be a good A.A.

Join in the Fun 

If you are going to be a branch 
on this vine you will have to be 
connected, otherwise you will die.  
Don’t try to be a lone wolf.  With 
all of its problems and all the faults 

that people have, A.A. still belongs 
to God.  He is working with it.  He 
is patient with people.  He is patient 
with you and you too must be 
patient.  Walk in the light of A.A.  
Be always learning and remember 
that loyalty looks forward.  

The spirit of A.A. is given to lead us 
into the truth.  A.A. will help us if 
we try to learn.  Keep learning.  Keep 
obeying.  Walk in the light.  To me 
the only life worth living is the A.A. 
life.  Of such a life the dominant 
characteristic is that it is unafraid.  
It is unafraid of what other people 
may think.  It dares not only to assert 
a belief but to live it even in the face 
of contrary opinion.  It does not 
adapt its pace or its objectives to the 
pace and objectives of its neghbors.  
It is not afraid of dreaming dreams.  
It thinks its own thoughts.  It reads 
its own books.  It develops its own 
hobbies.  It is governed by its own 
conscience.

Best Cause on Earth  

My fellow A.A.’s, you have become 
a part of the greatest cause on earth.  
Nothing could be more important 
than what you are doing.  Take 
it seriously.  Live in the spirit of 
reverence and love.  By so doing 
you will succeed and you will be 
a winner.  No one can possibly be 
satisfied or happy who feels that in 
some paramount affair he has failed 
to take up the challenge of life.  For a 
voice within him which no one else 
can hear, but which he cannot choke 
will constantly be murmuring “ you 
lacked courage, you ran away.”

The herd may graze where it pleases 
or stampede when it pleases, but he 
who lives the A.A. life will always 
remain undaunted, unafraid when 
he finds himself alone with his 
thoughts. - J.F.G., Sr. (H.H. 1953)

With Open Arms!
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Greetings Dear Fellow and Friend,

The lifeblood of our organization is the newcomer.  Each of us from our first moments in Alcoholics 
Anonymous is shown how to help our newest members achieve sobriety, to live sober for the first time 
in many years.  We react, if almost by reflex, by pulling up a chair with a welcoming smile and a hot 
cup of coffee, sharing our experience as only drinkers can.  We are the last bastions for the still suffering 
alcoholic; we have a safe place for new members to find hope and, most importantly, a solution. 

The gift for us is that every single one of us is that newcomer, or at least was at some point.  We have 
all been desperate for help and to find a different way to live.  Some of us knew the moment we arrived 
at our first meeting, while others eased into the idea a bit more carefully.  And yet here we all are...
sober!  We are living in a state that, left to our own devices we should not.  We are afforded one of the 
most precious gifts we will ever receive, and it was given freely simply because a fellow AA passed it 
along to us.

I am humbled and, in my better moments, left speechless by this simple and astonishing fact.

Each and every day, individual AA members work to achieve that end for the alcoholic who still 
suffers.  Volunteers at the Chicago Area Service Office answer phone calls, chair meetings, brew coffee, 
and attend district and committee meetings with the sole intent of maintaining sobriety and helping 
the still suffering alcoholic.  CASO employees work diligently to pay bills, sell literature, and update 
and publish meeting directories.  These efforts are possible in large part to the financial support of all 
of our members.  Members like you.

Among our Fellowship, November is traditionally known as “Gratitude Month” and my hope is that 
you will use this as an opportunity to express that gratitude and financially support CASO through 
this year’s Thanksgiving Appeal.  Our goal this year is $66,000.  At first glance, that may hit your ears 
hard.  That amount seems like a substantial sum, but let me put that number in perspective for you.  If 
only half of our members in Chicagoland AA donate an extra $5 to the office, we could easily exceed 
this goal.  For those who can give more, we could be even that much more effective in carrying the 
AA message.  If every group took one extra 7th Tradition Collection and sent in $20 each, we would 
surpass our annual target.

And that is my challenge to you this year.  Take this letter to your group.  Pass it around to your 
home group members.  Take a group conscience to ask if they would like to help.  The cornerstone of 
Alcoholics Anonymous and the Chicago Area Service Office is the individual group.  Our groups have 
the power to save alcoholics’ lives.  Our groups are the support of this service office.  We exist to help 
you help other.  We cannot do our work without you doing yours.  Simply put, we cannot exist without 
you.

In as much, the work our office does is meant to support a myriad of 12-Step opportunities and service 
work.  On any given evening, our meeting room plays host to a bustling beehive of activity.  All of our 
various service committees and one district meet at CASO, the dedicated volunteers of each, committed 
to carrying the message to the alcoholic who still suffers.  Your contribution supports the work of these 
committees to reach alcoholics who otherwise may never benefit from the life-saving message shared 
when one alcoholic talks to another.

Chicago Area Service Office
180 N. Wabash Ave, Ste. 305

Chicago, IL 60601
  (312) 346-1475
  www.ChicagoAA.org



Some of these efforts include:

Our Correctional Facilities Committee (CFC) carries regular AA meetings inside the walls of jails and 
prisons.

The Hospital and Treatment Facilities Committee (HTF) administers “Bridging the Gap,” a program 
designed help new members fresh out of treatment acclimate to Alcoholics Anonymous.

Special Needs affords members in the deaf and hard of hearing community, blind and sight impaired, 
and those with other physical limitations the opportunity to experience AA.

Cooperation with the Professional Community (CPC) facilitates professional fairs and workshops for 
members interested in educating people from various backgrounds about our organization.

Our Archives Committee works diligently to ensure that our local and national histories are preserved 
for future generations of sober members.

This is by no mean an exhaustive list of the efforts undertaken by our dedicated trusted servants, 
and there are members who work in other areas of service who benefit from the generosity of our 
Fellowship.  When you contribute, you also help the slate of hundreds of volunteers who work the 
phones and in the bookstore at CASO.  Whether they take calls from members making that initial first 
call or the groups looking to buy literature, you have a stake in what we do.  

So when you contribute, remember that you really do just that...contribute.  Alcoholics Anonymous 
requires contributions of all types.  Some of us are great at keeping group finances or making the 
coffee.  Others excel at talking to newcomers and sponsoring.  And yet others still, love serving their 
group as a GSR or on a committee.  All of these contributions are equally important, but your financial 
contribution proves indispensible in engendering our Twelfth Step.

Take the time to complete the enclosed contribution form.  As you do, know that you are fulfilling 
a very special practice in Alcoholics Anonymous, the Seventh Tradition.  When you mail your tax-
deductable contribution, or if you prefer to donate through our website, you not only ensure the 
newcomer has a place to go, but that our group’s purpose in helping that newcomer is realized.  

Thank you in advance for your generosity and support.  I will see you soon in the spirit of our 
Fellowship.

In Service, 

Geoffrey Cochran
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Dr. Carl Jung’s Solution for Alcoholism                                                                                             

IT ONLY TAKES ONE SHOT of whiskey 
to whisk me on an uncontrollable drunken spree.  
Dr. Silkworth describes this as an abnormal 
allergy of the body, but that does not explain why 
I would guzzle down that first drink, knowing 
very well the result may be disastrous.  I believe 
Dr. Carl Jung had the answer for such puzzling 
lack of judgement.  He writes about subconscious 
influences (archetypes) which spasmodically 
control my conscious decisions, leaving me without 
choice in the matter of drink (mental obsession).  

Jung explains: Certain archetypal influences 
compulsively strive for exotic experiences, or at 
least some form of emotional meaningfulness.  
Although this presents no problem for most 
normal people, it left me with an emotional 
vacuum yearning to be filled.  This filling, of 
course, took place at the local tavern.  Alcohol was 
my salvation, my higher power! 

Dr. Jung points out that from antiquity, gods 
generally resided high up on mountains or clouds.  
The Greek God of wine, Dionysius, who lived 
on mount Olympus, is often thought as being 
a drunkard, but not so - he provided the wine 
of spiritual joy to the expectant Achaean society 
below.  Dr. Jung stated: “When Mt. Olympus was 
dismantled, we turned the gods into symptoms.”  In 
other words, alcoholics, like me, suffer from a lack 
of spirit (spirituality).  Dr. Jung used the Latin 
expression, “Spiritus contra spiritum,” to further 
explain that my alcoholic obsession is really a low 
grade attempt to obtain a spiritual experience.  
On page 27 of the Big Book, Dr. Jung revealed 
the solution to Rowland H.’s alcoholism: “Here 
and there, once in a while, alcoholics have had what 
are called vital spiritual experiences.”  This statement 
turned out to be the AA solution for alcoholism!

AA’s Twelve Steps have upgraded my drunken 
low-grade spiritual search to a high-grade 
spiritual Higher Power which has brought about 
a personality change sufficient to bring about 
recovery from alcoholism - at least for now.  Thank 
you Dr. Jung! Thank you God!

 

False Ego vs Honest Ego

The first part of my life was spent developing a 
false-ego-self  which  placed me on shaky ground 
with the truth. Dr, Silkworth tells us that the 
alcoholic cannot differentiate the true from the 
false in the matter of drink, and that certainly was 
true for me! A sincere decision to quit drinking 
forever in the morning found me boiled as an owl 
by late evening (AA #3 Bill D.’s term).   I seemed 
to have no choice in the matter of drink. My ego 
convinced me that my actor’s face was my true 
identity—interestingly the Greek root word for 
actor is hypocrite.  An alcoholic cannot drink on 
the truth, only on a lie, but I had no truth!  My 
powerful false-ego-self allowed me to believe a 
lie regardless of my best efforts with self-will and 
self-knowledge. Unknowingly, I was helpless and 
hopeless in the matter of drink. 

But at forty-three years of age, an AA sponsor 
taught me how to use the Twelve-Steps to develop 
a brand new honest-ego-self!  Thus has begun—
rather unlike Dr. Jung mentioned above—the 
evening of my life and I haven’t had to drink for 
many years.  Dr. Sam Shoemaker, Bill W.’s Oxford 
Group sponsor, summed up AA as: “Out of self, 
Into God, Into Others.”  What a great recipe! These 
years, because of AA, what was true in the matter 
of drink in the morning, remains the same in the 
evening—even during happy hour! - Bob S.      

4                  Here’s How 

One cannot live the afternoon 
of life according to the program 
of life’s morning; for what 
was great in the morning 
will be of little importance 
in the evening, and what in 
the morning was true will at 

evening become a lie. 
- C. G. Jung
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Poems

Short Stories

Articles

Journals

Do you enjoy writing?

Chicago Area Service Assembly’s Newsletter
Here’s How

“What it was like, What happened, and What it is like now”
Your story could appear in an upcoming issue

Send submissions to any of the following: hhcommittee@live.com
hereshow@chicagoAA.org

Here’s How (CASO) 180 N Wabash - Suite 305  Chicago, IL 60601

We need your stories!Get published!!!
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The Right Way

I had a great childhood; grew up in the same town 
as my husband and did it all The Right Way!  Got 
married at twenty-one, bought our first home by 
the age of twenty-five, and my first child Michael 
was born.  Soon after, Emmy, my daughter, came 
and my life was complete...or so I thought. 

Then, in 2008, I was diagnosed with cervical 
cancer.  The result was a radical hysterectomy.  
My surgery was screwed up and my hospital stay 
turned into weeks instead of days.  So I asked my 
sister to come to my home and take care of my 
family while I healed in the hospital.  After months 
of recuperating and two months with a Foley bag 
I began to feel normal again.  My marriage was 
intact and a very great sex life resumed. 

Then my sister, the one that took care of my 
family while I was in the hospital, needed to 
come back to stay with us because of her abusive 
boyfriend.  While she was there, I discovered that 
she and my husband had had an affair while I was 
recuperating from my surgery.  I was heartbroken 
and left with a pain that I didn’t know how to 
deal with.  That’s when I found that pain pills 
could take away my emotional pain.  Soon I 
found myself doing cocaine and drinking heavily.  
My husband and I separated, my mother passed 
away and I was estranged from my sister.  I was 
alone and I had become an alcoholic/addict at the 
age of forty.

My addiction took me to places I never thought 
I would go.  I went to any length to get my 
drugs and alcohol.  I started committing crimes 
to support my habit.  Exchanging sex for drugs 
became a daily job for me.  At one point, I lived 
dressed as a man for a month because there were 
three warrants out for my arrest.  It was insane!

Meanwhile, I had gotten divorced and lost my 
home and family.  Life became unmanageable and 
I was willing to do anything to not have to think 
about my life.  Eventually I ended up in prison but 
that didn’t stop me.  When I finished my sentence, 
the “friend” who picked me up from prison had a 
captain and coke waiting for me the minute I got 
out.  So the insanity started all over again.

You would think after being arrested so many 
times and going to prison I would want to rebuild 
my life but my disease had bigger plans.  On a 
daily basis I would cry and call my kids telling 
them how much I loved them but continued to 
pick the drugs and alcohol over them.  Glen, my 

ex-husband, who I was still madly in love with, 
found my weak spot, which was him, and used 
that against me so we could continue to have sex 
and hide our relationship from our children.  He 
made me believe that he truly still loved me but 
only used and abused me instead.  Finally, I found 
a love greater than all, heroin.

Heroin took me to dark places I never knew 
existed.  On my last arrest I went to an AA 
meeting in jail and met the woman who today has 
been sponsoring me through my entire sobriety.  
She told me I never had to do drugs or drink 
again which I thought was impossible.  I could 
never imagine my life without alcohol and drugs 
because that meant I would have to feel the pain 
and it was too much pain.  Something happened 
in my jail cell.  I began to think about my children 
and the pain that I felt.  I just wanted to get my 
life back but I didn’t know how.  When I asked 
my sponsor to sponsor me, she asked me if I was 
willing to go to any length to get clean and sober 
and I said yes. 

So my journey began in jail, then treatment, then a 
halfway house.  My sponsor holds me accountable 
for every good decision, bad decision, and just 
how to live my life.  Through my twenty-three 
months of being clean and sober I have done a 
nineteen-month drug court program and became 
only the second woman to complete drug court 
in the history of the McHenry County drug 
court program.  I also have purchased two of my 
own vehicles, have held a job and have a great 
relationship with my children.  My home group 
is The Flying Geese in Crystal Lake and I have a 
sponsor family that loves me and teaches me how 
to have healthy relationships.  The most important 
thing: Living life on life’s terms without picking 
up a drink or a drug thanks to my higher power 
whom I choose to call God. - Ginny L.
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The Time Has Finally Come
We are faced with what we have become.
Our reflection we can no longer stand.
What we see is no longer the man.

What has happened to our resolve?
Our relationships begin to dissolve.
What we used to call a lot of fun,
Caused heartache and took away the sun.
No, we do not like what we see,
We are nothing like we wanted to be.

Weary were we to find another way.
Until our savior came one day.
On our knees we begged him please.
Remove this obsession away from these.
On our way we had begun.
We finally said “Thy Will Be Done.”

No longer burdened with a liquid spirit.
He spoke to us and we finally heard it.
In a room with smiling faces,
We learn just where our place is.
A Big Book teaches us well.
There are no secrets we can’t tell.

Chosen are we to spread the word.
Only he can explain what we heard.
People who normally would not mix,
Help us out of any sort of fix.
We leave those rooms, healthy and free.
With a joyful happiness for all to see.

A promise has been delivered, just like they said.
And all we have to do is keep a clear head.
Living a life we were supposed to from the start.
He has restored us with a grateful heart.

The time has finally come.
We are what we’ve become.
Happy, Joyous and Free!

Matt S.
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My First A.A. Meeting
I knew almost nothing about A.A. at my first meeting.  The 8 or 9 people who were there all seemed 
nice, normal and friendly.  I felt at ease in a comfortable place.  I was amazed at listening to people 
sharing at the long, black rectangle table.  The openness, honesty and gratitute was so obvious.  
After the meeting, the coffee was good, the fellowship fun.  I was so glad the meeting was small for 
my first meeting.  My Higher Power always gives me what is best for me. – Dina N.

Love Chance
Life is a symphony of grace and time

Poetic justice that doesn’t rhyme,
Sometimes you win
Sometimes you lose

The science is in the HOW you choose.

Yesterday I was balancing
Between necessity and love

Today,
I’m fighting my own demons

Struggling against the fear I’ll die alone.

Tomorrow?
It may never come;

Death – it’s the Stranger we
Know to expect

It’s the harvest apple of life
It’s the one fruit in the orchard

We live to regret.

We know not yet,
We dare not trust in philosophy

While we rot in the sewer
Of “can’t please me,”

Finally yielding to DNA dust.

Can my spirit survive
Can I keep my lust alive

Can I remain at your side
Can I please you if I confide?

I want answers to complicated questions
I want the facts

Not suggestions
I want an intimate partner,

Immortality means nothing...
Unless we share it together!

Isaac
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A Separation Of A Strong Mind And 
A Weak Soul

I have learned to kiss today.  That is, to 
Keep It Simple Stupid.

My God of my understanding put me 
alone with Self so that I could find my 
love for Him which had been hidden far 
away.  I had been filled with self-anger 
and evil thoughts. I also was kneeling in 
my heart long before I knew what that 
meant.  I was not baptized until the year 
before I married.  Teachings then made 
very little sense to me.  I was blinded only 
to the world of self-survival.  Through 
the years I have come to believe in the 
threshing floor of a Higher Power whom 
I choose to call God.

It may be late in life for such an awakening 
but this goes to show that you are never 
too old for what you thought was 
impossible.  As they say in the Air Force, 
“The difficult we do first...the impossible 
takes a little longer.”  The threshing floor 
is a very painful place to be in for so long.

I was forgotten and left to be but feel it 
was my High Power’s will to weed out 
the bad thoughts and deeds for a new life 
to be given to me.  It was a test to clean 
the mind and soul, to bear a better fruit, 
to serve mankind, in a normal, happy, 
peaceful way.  What an awakening 
that became.  It took 38 years of painful 
frustration to say to mankind: I love you 
unconditionally. 

I realized I needed the threshing floor to 
beat the crap out to me.  It was the hardest 
word in my vocabulary.  I have all the 
painful and happy memories to prove 
it.  Today the saying goes, “When the 
student is ready the teacher will appear.”  
There is no way of telling a person to stop 
anything, or to say get a new life, until 
that person’s mind and body is ready.  I 
have learned that what is meant to be will 
be.  It’s God’s will not mine.  Ego is what 
I had lots of.  It became my favorite task 
of the day.  Because I never believed there 
was a power greater than me.  I realized 
a power greater than me had me in and 
out of control until I screamed, “enough, 
I can’t go on!”  Beaten to a pulp, a broken 
animal, lifeless.  That was me.  I’m lucky 
to be alive.

I surrendered to a simple way of living 
but not to myself.  Nothing was simple 
in my life.  I was ready for the potter’s 
wheel to be molded to the human being 
I became at 88 years young today with 
38 years of excellent untiring love from 
others.  Never, never too old! Never, 
never impossible!  If you believe!  I soon 
found out the threshing floor was not a 
permanent place.  Only if you made it 
so.  Your Higher Power only gives you as 
much as you can handle.  That was such 
a simple statement.  It took me many 24 
hours to realize how very true that was.  
Oh how we close our minds to what we 
don’t want to see.  So simple, just as life 
has become.  I believe that.

All our favorite sayings along my journey 
are etched in my grateful mind.  The door 
had closed and it seemed forever.  But 
a window opened and I was quick to 
climb through.  With hope and enough 
strength to have courage to try again, I 
had nothing to lose this time but myself.  
I am standing in peace today.  I am letting 
God fight my battles most days and I get 
excited and want to help.  He has such 
a troubled world.  But when I do, I find 
myself in a mess again. Then what? I fall 
to my knees and ask for forgiveness.

“Don’t pray against God’s will,” I was 
told, “just accept it.”  You will come out a 
better person.  When under fire, faith will 
bring me through.  A long stay on the 
threshing floor helped me to realize who 
I really was.

What I thought I had lost has been given 
back to me and  now I can give to others.  
That is strength, courage, hope and love.  
A good attitude, secure in a messed 
up life, confirmed a Higher Power is 
working in my life.   My mind and soul 
go together at last.  I am at peace.

Could this be my last will and testament?  
I don’t think so.  I still have so much 
strength, courage, hope, and love to give 
away.  It keeps me alive.  Every day I 
must give something to someone.  It 
might brighten their day, or mine.  As 
God does calm the raging seas, so has he 
calmed the rage in mind and soul.  God 
did not promise me a rose garden - Lil M.

Most hear, a consequence of having ears 
Some listen, attention to verbs till concepts appear 
But some apply care to the very same structures 
They more than care like most for one another

Journeys run uphill, roads fork in life 
Concern without pity is hard to come by 

With vices it’s a virtue to more than listen or hear 
They lend their hearts along with those ears

The way they see is just like they listen 
To our senses it’s sight, in our soul it’s vision 
Some pull the blinds while others shut doors 

But they’ll never turn from a sight that makes sore eyes sore

Orientation can be lost in the dark when we’re tested 
They’ve been there before, know the hallways and exits 

Support is precious when pain is perceived, 
but there are empathetic souls that feel what they see

...and many emotions may challenge your poise 
For each of our senses, there’s just one voice 

          

Encourage riches from the poor 
       and the disabled to run 

Speak dawn from the darkness 
       and all people to one 
   Never settle for answers 

  where solutions will come

May your voice continue 
Thy will being done

Thank you for your journey.

One Voice
Kevin M.
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Random Ramblings
None of us ever knows how what he says or does 
may be taken by someone else, or what influence his 
words may have.  Witness the case of an A.A. who 
made a talk at a breakfast meeting in which faith, 
courage and gratitude were recurring themes.  If there 
are routine talks in A.A. this was a routine talk.  Not 
that the speaker didn’t put his heart into it.  He did.  But 
there was nothing in it that he considered extra special 
or particularly moving.  It was just a few minutes of 
A.A. discussion, such as we all speak and hear.  A few 
months later, attending the same group, a member said 
to him: “Do you know what that talk of yours at our 
breakfast meeting did to me? It resulted in my getting 
married.”  Our friend, somewhat puzzled, asked why.  
“Because,” replied the member, “you made life sound 
so darned worthwhile you gave me courage.  I asked a 
girl at that meeting for a date.  We’re married now.” ‘

Funny the way some of us came into this movement.  
On the south side are a woman and her brother-in-law.  
Both were handy with the bottle.  The sister-in-law 
figured her brother-in-law needed help.  So she visited 
the downtown office, got a load of literature, and left it 

where he could see it.  The brother-in-law later made 
contact with A.A. and announced one day he planned 
to attend a meeting.  The sister-in-law, in the presence 
of her husband, commented: “For two pins I’d go with 
you.”  Her husband wisely kept silent.  A little later 
when she went into her bedroom two pins were lying 
on her pillow.  She’s an active member now.  ‘ 

There are many definitions of faith.  But a west sider 
contends that true faith is that inner something that 
permits one to step under a shower while wearing a 
waterproof watch. ‘

Hope is the first step toward sobering up.  One 
member says he got his start in Washingtonian, not 
from the medication, not from the calls by A.A.’s, not 
from separation from the bottle.  He got it by marching 
up and downs stairs.  “I’d pass the second floor non-
AA ward, and see 15 or 20 long-faced, sad-eyed guys 
sitting there waiting for their shakes to stop, just so 
they could dry up and go out and do it again.  Then 
I’d return to the third floor A.A. ward and be among 
crazy, equally shaking guys, but guys who talked 
about a way out.  It did something for me I’ll never 
forget.” - H.H. 1953

It’s My Book 
by Isaac

A book
Is a wonderful thing

It can take you to far away places
Make you dance and sing,

From Kindergarten
And beyond

Every student
Old and young

Has a relationship
With books.

What else gives you wisdom
Books,

What else gives you understanding
What else changes your outlook?

It’s a book.

My friend,
One can find a different world

In a book,
Or you can discover love

You can catch a crook,
Go ahead,

Take a look
It’s only a book.

A Little Short Story
Hey! How you doing?

My name is Ricky and I’ve been blessed by the best.
The Man.

Here’s what happened to me.
I got sober and clean.

In 2008, since then
I got married

And I got my own apartment
And my own landscaping company

And I started an A.A. meeting at the recovery home
Where I used to live.

I also completed my steps
Now I’m ready to sponsor.

I still stay in touch with my sponsor
Who has a sponsor, who has a sponsor

And I continue to make meetings on a regular basis.
I love my wife to life and to death.

We take care of each other well.
We enjoy doing things together, like fishing and dancing.

I also lost my sister recently and didn’t drink through it all.
I like going to church and reading my bible

I pray every day
Before I start my day

And also at night
It’s a must: Why?

Because without God I wouldn’t be who I am 
or have what I have

God changed my life
And for that I am very very grateful

I was nothing and now I’m somebody
Thank you God!

That’s all for now.
My name is Ricky and I’ll keep coming back!
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