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75 Years!
Give Up and WiN

A
LL OF OUR LIVES we are taught and urged to fight.
Fight for your school! Fight for your rights! Fight for your

job! Fight for your home! Fight for your family! Fight for
your country! Fight for this! Fight for that!
Yet those of us who have achieved any success in AA know
in our hearts that our sobriety and our happy way of life
have been achieved not through fighting, but through
defeat, through complete surrender.
We followed the fight routine for many
years. We fought when we should and
we fought when we shouldn’t. Our
false and maladjusted egos gradually
isolated us. The world moved on,
leaving us to tilt with our windmills. As we were left behind we
thought the world wrong: that
only we were right.
Then came the joyous sense of
relief when we admitted defeat,
when we surrendered our wills
and our lives to the care of God
as we understood him. Gone was
our old conception of fight. We
were forced to accept a new philosophy – that is, a philosophy new to us
but as old as mankind – a philosophy
of relying on God, or good, or nature, or
whatever form we chose to accept, to carry
us over our hurdles.
We learned there was nothing craven in the kind of surrender suggested to us. We learned that courage, and fortitude
and strength were required to admit defeat and to place our
lives in the care of another. True, we had nothing to lose, for
nothing could have made a worse mess of those lives than
we had done. But in our alcoholic thinking it was hard to accept defeat, as it is always hard to accept defeat in anything.
Many of us, probably most of us, had trouble in allowing
God to take a hand in our problems. We said we were willing. But few of us knew how to ease ourselves from the
driver’s seat. We were told to do the will of God. Fine, but
how? What is the will of God? And many of us weren’t too
sure we wanted God to handle things. So we accepted the
suggestion of calling God “good.”

It wasn’t hard to say, “Do the will of good,” or shortened,
to “do good.” We learned that the will of God in our daily
relationships was merely living honest, upright, happy lives.
We learned that doing the kindly thing, the courteous thing,
the honest thing, the generous thing, was all that was asked
of us. As this simple pattern began to unfold we not only
found it not hard to practice, but we found it enjoyable.
As we tried and succeeded in our efforts at day-by-day living, we found that people were treating us differently. We
were gaining respect in many quarters. People were
doing little, unexpected things for us. We found
we were going out of our way to do things
for others, with no thought of recompense.
And yet recompense seemed to shower
on us from unexpected quarters. The
more we gave the more we received.
Above all, the drinking pangs were
easing and entirely forgotten at
times. A sense of contentment
crept over us. Periods of unaccountable happiness developed.
Life became good, living fun and
exhilarating.
Did this come from fight? Not
at all. It came as a part of our
complete surrender to the will of
something or someone else. It came
through seeing ourselves in our true
perspectives in life, neither placing
more importance nor detracting from the
place we occupy in the scheme of things.
Some may say, “Maybe so, but I’ve had to fight
to attain my sobriety. I didn’t get it by sitting back and
doing nothing.”
With this we agree in a measure. Complacency will not
bring sobriety. But we like to think we have worked for it,
and are working to keep it, rather than fighting for it. For
until we stopped fighting, surrendered, and gave in to the
will of a force more potent than our own egotistical selves,
we got nothing but trouble. Out of defeat has come victory.
We like it the way things are now and with God’s help we
mean to keep it that way.
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Real Love
To the AA fellowship that has been so freely given to me:
I implore that you listen above all else. On
January 11, 2011, the second hardest day of
my life, I was sentenced and incarcerated
six years for aggravated DUI and reckless
homicide. This is nothing to what was ultimately lost, amongst the family, fiancée
and friends, of a great man, my best friend,
whom I would gladly give my life for. My
time is of little or no value because it will
not undo what I have done.
Approximately one year earlier was the
hardest day that I ever had to endure. I
found out on the morning news, while
handcuffed to a hospital bed, that my best
friend had passed away in a one-car accident in which I had been the driver. My
BAC (Blood Alcohol Content) was .27%.
I should not have been able to function,
much less drive. I will never forget the
sheer detriment, shame and overwhelming guilt and remorse. I wanted to die and
sometimes still do.
I remember calling my father upon hearing the news, and telling him that I didn’t
think that I could keep on living and that I
didn’t want to be here anymore. He told
me that others still wanted me to be here. I
quickly came to the conclusion that if God
didn’t take my life, what right did I have
to do so.
Cook County was a blur because I didn’t
care what happened to me anymore. A
few days after that, I was in the church that
my friend and his family attended, standing before them thinking of a quote:

“I stand in vain, with my
friend shame, in this self
inflicted torrential rain,
and try to collect the pieces
of my pain.”
Knowing that any words spoken by me
could never mend what happened, his family and fiancée hugged me and told me that
they loved me. They taught me what real
love is that day and in the days to come,
when self respect, pride and dignity are
non-existent and despair is overwhelming.
That same day, I paid my respects, trying
to fathom “how and why” because I was
nearly without injury and my best friend
was in a casket. I didn’t attend his funeral
because it was decided that it was better if
I was not there.
They say that pain goes away with time,
but it’s still all there, every bit of it. Maybe in God’s time it subsides. The ones we
damage are always the ones we love the
most. They are the ones that we hurt when

we think that we only hurt ourselves with
whatever the substance may be. Our bottles
or drugs do not mourn for our fallen comrades; miss us when we disappear to chase
another high, nor when we are incarcerated.
I don’t think that I will ever pick up all the
pieces that of myself I shattered due to my actions and drinking.

Cling to the thought that, in
God’s hands, the dark past
is the greatest possession
you have - the key to life
and happiness for others.
With it you can avert death
and misery for them.
A.A. pg. 124
By working the 12 steps of AA, and with the
love of all those who truly care about me, I
know that I have a chance to work through
this life altering experience. What I was doing prior to this was just not working. With
great humility and open-mindedness, I came
to realize that I was not unique or different
in my plight with alcohol. Working the 12
steps will help you to endure, cope, and most
importantly, obtain back the self respect that
was lost in the disease.
Despite this tragedy, the last year has taught
me many life lessons. Cherish every present
moment, be open and willing to God’s will,
and to love and respect those around you.
Life is a one shot deal. You miss out or give
away so much while under the influence.
You get another shot if you freely turn it over,
but sometimes a particular loss cannot be replaced as in my case. I would not wish the
pain that I carry on anyone. My fate and my
choice do not have to be yours. Be safe and
God bless.

Matt T.

Tank on Empty
Driving burning up gas and food with a minimum wage budget was the truth I lived in the
region. As a Hoosier living dollar by dollar
under my parents’ house only God’s grace
could explain.
Governed by the rain clouds or snow, loving
myself was a new job. Baths to keep clean and
the same sleep time every day was a stretch.
Perhaps the thousands and thousands of dollars in debt was a blessing in disguise.
Six years sober from a well planned history of
drinking was a career of no return. Detours
to new meetings, fuel tank on empty and long

roads back home filled in the cracks and
crevices of this new sober life.
Guessing which way to turn, and with
a mouth to set you back to the stone age
will bring you back to your knees without
a tear left to cry. Step One: admit powerlessness and that your life has become
unmanageable and to seek a God of your
understanding.
Most days with one or two meetings here
and there, calling one or two members,
and reading a page in the big book can
get me at least to give back. Yet the rain
pours loudly over my rooftop continually
reminding me that the governing Maker of
my story still takes charge.

Katherine R.

A Seed Was Planted
I went to my first AA meeting when I was
twenty-one years old. I wasn’t ready to
stop drinking or do what the program
asked of me but a seed was planted. Years
later, after failed attempts at sobriety on
my own and an unbearable amount of
loneliness, I came back to AA with willingness to whatever was suggested. My
sponsor told me there was a Young People’s conference coming to Chicago and
I should get involved. “What the heck is
it?” I thought, wanting no real part in it.
She gave me a time and place for a meeting
about the YPAA conference. Had I known
I was about to be at a two hour meeting
with many people I did not know, discussing things I had never heard of, I would
have definitely NOT gone to this meeting.
But, thanks to my higher power, I had
enough willingness to go.
It turned out to open a gate of sobriety,
love, and friendship and gave me a life
that I am excited to be living. With my
new position on the committee I had
meetings and events to go to on a regular
basis. Even when I didn’t want to show
up, I did…and over time I began to have a
life. I didn’t know what it was like to have
friendships and have things to do that
didn’t involve drinking. Young Peoples
introduced me to a new way of life that
I never dreamed possible. Being part of a
YPAA committee and putting on a conference to carry the message to other young
people in AA saved my life and gave me
a life. YPAA truly carried the message to
me that, “We are not a glum lot.”
There is an amazing life to be lived in sobriety, working the steps, being of service
AND there is a whole lot of fun involved,
especially in the YPAA community and at
YPAA conferences. I want to continue to
carry this message that was so freely and
kindly shared with me to young people
everywhere.
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were aware weren’t quite right but which
you brushed aside as immaterial. It doesn’t
take many of these little things to form a
habit pattern. Before long you’d have let
down your guard and would be doing
these little things and thinking nothing
about them.”

Think Right
There’s something mighty comforting
about AA. That’s its ability to help us keep
a little personal humility, whether or not
we want to. This writer, somewhat self
righteously, asserted recently that if he
were to revert to drinking, if he had a slip,
he’d not suddenly find himself in a bar with
a glass in his hand. He said he’d take that
first drink deliberately, with the full knowledge that anything, mostly bad, could come
from it; that if he’d reverted to the point
where he seriously contemplated a drink
he’d take it with the idea that he just didn’t
care anymore.
“How do you know you would?,” asked
the wiser and elder member to whom he
made the statement.
“Simple,” we replied. “We’ve quite a few
years of AA behind us, happy years, full
years, years of satisfaction. We’ve been
pretty well indoctrinated with AA. We
know the dire results that can come from
one drink. Were we to take a drink, we’d
do it fully aware that we were willing to
give up everything we now have and go
back to senseless days and nights of fear.
We’d take that drink knowing that we were
a coward, wanting to hide out again in a
bottle from the daily demands made by a
normal existence.”
The elder’s eyes twinkled a little as he
said: “You make that statement now because you’re thinking right. In your present frame of mind there isn’t anything that
could force you to take a drink. When the
thought of a drink occurs, you have an automatic reaction of the bad results that may
follow.”
“But if you’d reached the point where you
were seriously contemplating a drink, your
thinking would be entirely different than it
now is. The shift would have come long before, maybe as much as a year. You’ve been
pretty regular in attending meetings over
the years. Maybe the first indication would
be staying away from meetings when there
was no particular reason for it. Maybe
you’d do some little dishonest thing, have a
little struggle with your conscience about it,
then dismiss the whole matter. You might
do a variety of things that in your heart you

“You wouldn’t have taken a drink yet,
but you would have had a slip, a slip in
straight, constructive thinking that is necessary for maintenance of solid sobriety.
These little things would continue and
build and grow. Before long the imp would
have crawled out of the bottle again and
would be nestling on your shoulder. Dishonest living, and by that I mean dishonesty with self, would be having its reaction
in that things weren’t going as smoothly
for you as they once were. What would
happen? Something would occur suddenly
that normally you’d handle, but this time
it would jolt you. Your thinking would
have slipped. And the imp would urge:
‘Why don’t you say to hell with it and take
a drink. You’ll feel better.’ You would take
the drink. And there would be your two
or five or ten years of continuous sobriety
shot full of holes. You’d be back where you
started. And it’s mighty hard to get aboard
the AA train again.
“If you continue to live as you have, taking
one day at a time, doing the best you can
as you go through the day, taking stock of
your good deeds and misdeeds each night,
attempting to correct your errors the next
day, placing your full reliance in God as
you’ve come to know Him, you’ll never run
into the problem you proposed. You’ll never wake up to find a drink in your hand nor
will you ever have to decide whether you
want to take a drink deliberately. Think
right and the situation won’t arise. Think
wrong and you won’t know what hit you,
but you’ll know you collided with something as you try to pick yourself up.”

Thinking was but a symptom of my
drinking - a disease of the mind. The
physical malady and craving of the drink
took me over time. My bottom was quite
a hit, as I accepted defeat, the “We” taught
me Honesty. Then came that Miracle of
Hope, to continue the Spiritual journey
onto this road to Happy Destiny.
Matt S.
“So I repeat the question I asked you earlier. How do you know you won’t?”
Somehow or other he had us. We couldn’t
answer him as we offered up a quiet little
prayer of thanks that the hypothetical situation was in our tomorrows which may
never come and beyond the ken of today.

How to Stay Young
The first intelligent expression of the infant
is wonder; this quickly develops into active
curiosity, until life becomes an enthralling
and breathless voyage of discovery. Its
possession is the great distinction between
youth and age. Youth is past when the sensation of adventure is ended, when instead
of boundless expectation and of curiosity
that penetrates into all the corners of existence, a man is content to take things as
they are, when eagerness gives way to complacency and questioning to the cynicism of
experience. The man devoid of curiosity is
the man who in the end attains to nothing.

The Living Age (H.H. 1954)

We Know the Rules
In AA as in every day life, some ignore
those things which their past history has
taught them. Often a slip has been laid to
a want of knowledge – to a lack of understanding – and yet that same person will
go on doing other things – of making other
mistakes about which he does know. It is
only common sense to conclude that if alcohol brought us only physical and mental
agony in the past – it may be again expected
to produce the same effects in the future. It
seems, however, that most of us who slip
are simply repeating our won mistakes,
knowing full well they are mistakes. We
alcoholics as a whole, do not slip or err in
any way through lack of knowledge – for
the great majority of us have learned the
lessons of life. These lessons, coupled with
our AA teachings, have brought us the realization that if we disregard rules – whether
they apply to our sobriety – our happiness
– or our future – then we must pay the consequences. It will avail us nothing to learn
more if we do not observe that which we
already know. Merely knowing something
and then ignoring it simply allowed matters
to take their own course. Merely knowing
the rules will help no one – but living up
to them – by observing correct principles
– can save us all from future miseries and
assure us of a happy, healthier state of life.

(H.H. 1953)
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Man of Faith
Antonio W.
Life changes
without notice
pleasure seeking
one can lose focus
temptation
changing
leads to revelations
thought I was on the road to winning
but I’ve been losing y’all
socially castrated
devastated
emotionally frustrated
I’m tired
you hear me
tired of
trying to be something I was
never meant to be
mirror with many faces
too many tracks
to hide the traces
of the moves I was making
now here I am, trying to change
change
distorted concepts
precepts
missteps
and salvage what is left
it ain’t easy when there’s no
blueprint
to implement
an imprint
of new footprints
in these sands
with the inner man
forming a new vision
with precision,
trying to find a way back
to simplicity
serendipity
a time when everything was
beautiful
colorful
can I get that back?
I know time waits for none

and no one
but can make liars out of the
most honest people ~ feel me
never stood still, so I pause
check the stakes
rejuvenate
meditate
contemplate
how to
uncover
discover
and recover
from the dismantle of my
own life
trying to strive
end up struggling
when does it get better?
and by who’s effort?
mine
or divine intervention
could it be a collective
spiritual perspective
human effort
one to grow with,
cause I’m trying to grow
wiser
stronger
get better
become
the substance of all things
righteous
peaceful
loving and joyful
nothing short of wonderful
can’t be hesitant
no longer be afraid
I’ll sabotage
what I hold dear to my heart
the most important step
in the journey,
of a million miles
is the first step
I take that step
more to live than

to survive
man of faith
when it is realized
living can be beautiful
meaningful
in a major way, this is Me
bare-witness
no pretenses
I stand before you, no facade
my aching soul,
healing
revealing ~ screaming
time to become a man
and
trust in the truth
truth is
I
no We
are more than the sum of
where we come from
our greatest height can be reached
by knowing our greatest depth!
play your position
stay in step
dance with the music
listen, you hear it, I do
sounds oh so soulful
got me wanna sing in the spirit
“take the shackles off my feet
so I can dance”
men of faith, this is our chance
our moment
believe in ourselves
when no one else does
we are the best of the best
of the worst
the last who are first
seize the moment
with confidence
with diligence
living life
begins
today
as a man of faith!
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Something Old, Something New,
Somethings Re-Printed That Are Now Blue
Hello from the Chicago Area Service Office Bookstore!
I am your alcoholic clerk and special worker, Laura
H., here to tell you about a few new items and features we
have to offer you in our store!
The first item we want to let you know about is that
we now have on-line ordering available through our website, www.chicagoaa.org. Simply click on the bookstore tab
on the site and begin shopping.
All on-line orders are to be paid
for with a credit or debit card
and are to be shipped. If you are
with a group, club or institution
that is on account and/or place
orders to be picked up, you will
need to call the store directly at
312-346-8451, fax us at 312-3461477, or e-mail us at bookstore@
chicagoaa.org to place your order. Please allow twenty-four
hours to process orders if possible!
As for literature, we
have several publications that
we are excited about!
In honor of the Seventy-Fifth Anniversary of AA,
from Alcoholics Anonymous
World Services, Inc., we have a
facsimile edition of the very first
printing of Alcoholics Anonymous, also known as “the Big
Book!” It is a beautiful, hardbound book with the original
red and yellow cover, printed
on the original thick paper that
helped give the book its nickname! The personal stories in
the book are the stories from the first edition. This book is
$12.00, item number B-0.
Also from G.S.O., we have a large-print, abridged
version of the Big Book available for $6.00, item number
B-24. This is a large print version of Alcoholics Anonymous,
without the personal stories in the back. It’s great for commuting, vacations and bedside reading!
And from the AA Grapevine comes the Grapevine
Daily Quote Book: 365 Inspiring Passages from the pages
of A.A. Grapevine! This is only the second; conference approved daily reader, after Daily Reflections. AA Grapevine
describes this as, “…a pocket-sized book that captures the
first 365 days of the Grapevine Daily Quote, which first appeared in June 2012. The quotes contributed by AA members, with many written by AA’s co-founders, were selected
by the Grapevine staff. All of these passages first appeared
in the pages of Grapevine as part of members’ stories and

other submissions, and many of them can now be found
in Grapevine’s themed book anthologies. Each page offers
an inspiring passage of experience, strength and hope to
bring into your daily life.” This book is $10.99, item number
GV32.
If you are interested in anniversary editions of
books, AA Grapevine has a soft-cover , 25th edition of Language of the Heart, a collection
of Bill W.’s Grapevine writings.
This Item number GV11 is $12.99
There is also a Special
Convention Edition of the AA
Grapevine Magazine from the
2010 World Conference in San
Antonio Texas. This item is
$4.00, order number GV24.
AA Grapevine continues
to be a prolific publisher of conference approved, member–generated, essay collections.
Please visit our store in
person and on-line to find out
about all the great alcoholism recovery–related books and pamphlets we have and continue to
bring you, both conference and
non-conference approved. We
also have a great assortment of
t-shirts, coins, key-chains and
other miscellaneous gift items.
And a reminder to our
members, if there is a book or
publication that you feel would
be a good fit in our bookstore,
contact The Literature Committee via our website, www.
chicagoaa.org or e-mail bookstore@chicagoaa.org and submit your title for review. Perhaps we’ll carry what has been
helpful to your sobriety in the CASO Bookstore!
The CASO Bookstore is located within The Chicago
Area Service Office at 180 N. Wabash, suite 305, Chicago,
IL, 60601. The Bookstore is open 8-5:30, Monday through
Friday; we accept Cash, Check, Visa, Mastercard, Amex and
Discover. Our direct phone number is 312-346-8451, fax is
312-346-1477. E-mail us at bookstore@chicagoaa.org. Order
from us on-line at chicagoaa.org under the Bookstore tab
(credit card and shipped orders only).
We hope to see you soon! Thank you for allowing
me to serve you!
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A Decade
ABOUT TEN YEARS AGO I realized my
alcohol abuse was preordained. From my
grandfather, to my father, to my mother
and her father, drinking was a part of my
life, literally from the womb. This realization created different emotions in me. The
two overwhelming emotions were denial
and then acceptance. I first denied I was
addicted to alcohol. I was just doing what
all twenty-somethings do. Hell, all I had to
do was look around and see everyone getting hammered on a weekly basis. What I
was doing was no different. As I got into
my thirties others slowed down, but I kept
right on going. Getting drunk was a hobby,
and I was an expert.
After a while, I started to accept I was an alcoholic. Based on my current state, my environment and family history, alcoholism
was not going away. But I could control it.
I could have the best of both worlds, drunk
and happy. The acceptance made me feel
secure, like it was not all my fault. Now
that I knew, I was going to do what other
alcoholics in my life couldn’t do. I would
succeed with alcohol where everyone else
had failed. I was special!
For the most part I did. In a ten year span
I succeeded immensely at work. I fathered
three children. I finished my bachelor’s degree. I purchased a home. My credit was
great. I started to tell myself “hell, if I can
do all of this and continue to drink, why
not?” I was “winning!”
The insanity was growing in my skull. It
lay deep buried under the resentment from
a neglectful father. Entitlement blanketed
my sickness. My sickness was protected. I
was a success.
What I didn’t see was my wife methodically falling out of love with me. Making her
smile became a chore, difficult if not impossible. Simple disagreements turned into
two day feuds. Arguments became violent,
ending in tears and apologies. The couch
was my home. The bottle was my world.
Still, I insisted I was doing well. My accomplishments would become a crutch. I
was going above and beyond what was
required as a husband and a father. I never cheated. I never missed work. I never
went out with my friends. I helped with
household chores much more than my
male counterparts. I was owed. Alcohol
was my birthright.
As blackouts grew more common, wet
brain started to set in. Thursday through
Sunday grew to every night. Weekends
were a blur. Usage started in the morning
on the weekends and remained hidden
until I found the right time to crack a beer.

Typically this was to cover up the liquor I
had consumed in the morning. Opening
a beer in front of my wife became risky.
Too early, disapproval may be voiced and
I would be without the freedom to drink as
I saw fit. Too late, I would have to sneak
different liquor to garner a proper buzz.
The timing was usually coupled with a task
performed in the garage.
Ah yes! The garage! It was my sanctuary or
sanitarium depending on my level of intoxication. The garage offered a hiding place
along with refuge, out of sight. I continued
to justify my alcohol use by feverishly completing housework and chores. As long as
I continued to help out with the household
duties, I was owed drinks. This act was
part of the scam. A scam my wife unknowingly went along with.

It was impossible to say we
had no capacity for faith,
or love, or worship. In one
form or another we had been
living by faith and little else.
A.A. pg. 54
Eventually the struggle trying to act sober
but being drunk most of the time overcame
me. My home life was a second full time job
I attended completely wasted. My life was
miserable. I was a functioning alcoholic in
the most literal sense, but that functionality
was only predicated on daily routine. I use
to despise and avoid routine early in my
life only to rely on it as a drunk. In ordinary scenarios it posed issues. Bedtime for
the kids was a mess. Forget about helping
in the middle of the night. I was comatose.
I broke down a few times to my wife telling
her I needed help, but never coming completely clean with how bad my abuse had
become. This allowed me to leave the door
open ever so slightly for me to continue to
drink, usually that would be the next day.
I was frustrated and depressed, upset with
myself that I could not control it. At this
point, I was “losing!”
By this time it was too late. No amount of
will power or strength could stop me from
drinking. I was now mixing weed along
with prescription drugs with my alcohol.
Whatever I could get my hands on was being ingested. Threats of divorce rang hollow. I didn’t believe her. How could she
leave me? She couldn’t even function for
one day without me. I know what I will do.
I will leave her. Yes that will solve everything. I would be free to drink whenever I

wanted. I would not have to hide it, thus
allowing me to drink less and control it.
“HE GONE!!!”
I had obviously lost all capability of making rational decisions. My marriage, kids,
work, friends, all took a backseat to the one
who was always there. The one who no
matter what happened didn’t get upset and
yell at me, was never mad at me, was never
disappointed at me. The one who always
made me feel better. Alcohol.
My wife always asks me, “What happened?
Why did you pick the day you did to stop
drinking?” The truth is I didn’t. God Did.
If it was up to only me, I would still be
messed up, banging down scotch and
smoking chronic like a college kid.
The event started like it always did. I told
her I needed help. I became emotional. I
went to the hospital to be evaluated. Been
there and done all of that, but this is where
it had stopped in the past and I usually
would be drinking the next day.
I firmly believe God finally had enough
with me and took over. This time I just
kept moving forward with the process. I
called the social worker and spoke about
my problem. I went in that night and
told her this class wasn’t going to work. I
couldn’t give this the attention it needed.
Four days a week and four hour sessions
were required. Nah, not for me. She told
me it was imperative that I get help. If not
for me, then for my kids, my wife, my family. Honestly, I struggled to find reason in
any of those examples. I was too far gone.
I didn’t care about those things. I just wanted to go get the next drink. Get hammered
as soon as possible.
I fought through the first half of group.
The same old stuff I heard before: set this
boundary, build this fence, yada yada. I
remember calling my wife at the midpoint
and telling her I didn’t like it and that the
group wasn’t for me. I thought I could find
some AA meetings in the area and go that
route. I told her I would finish the night,
and we would set a different course. I was
relieved. I would be drinking again in less
than 24 hours.
The second half started and it was discussion. Everybody spoke of why they were
there and what problems they were having.
Some had anxiety, some were depressed,
some were suicidal, and some were alcoholics. My turn came and I spilled out like
a BP oil rig. I rambled 10 minutes not taking a breath. I commanded the room. People listened to me intently. They laughed
at my jokes; they felt sorrow for my pain.
These strangers who I had known less than
2 hours at that moment cared. It was then
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I realized I needed to do this. I needed to
voice my thoughts, fears, emotions. I realized along with my alcohol abuse, I was
all kinds of screwed up from years of neglecting my emotions and self. My head
and heart were a creepy Scooby Doo Carnival runned by insane inmates. Alcohol
had been suppressing feelings of neglect,
abandonment, unworthiness, failure and
selfishness.

only does so much. Making meetings is not
as easy as I wish it was, but I am making
them nonetheless. Talking about my issues
provides much needed relief. I feel better
when I discuss. My path is clear.

When I returned home after the meeting, I
told my wife I did not like the meeting, but
I was going to return. I went back the next
day, and the next. Days turned into weeks
and then into months of sobriety. There
was no question, God had intervened. I
was sure of it.
The next few months tested me to all extremes. I did not change my lifestyle. I just
quit drinking. I went bowling, watched
football, went on vacation. All of the same
people, all of the same things, just without
alcohol. Man was it was hard. I insisted I
do it because I would be damned if alcohol
was going to define me sober. I was mad
at alcohol. After years of being my partner
she had ruined me. She turned me into a
babbling idiot. I was filled with revenge. I
wanted to show her I was still having fun
without her. “Look at me honey. I never really loved you and I sure as hell don’t
need you.” Jesus Christ, that was horrible,
and in hindsight, it was pretty stupid for
me to go about sobriety this way, but I did
and I truly believe it helped me through the
first couple of months. Nothing like a little
revenge to keep a person sober. Hey, whatever it takes.

It was only a matter of being
willing to believe in a Power
greater than myself. Nothing
more was required of me to
make my beginning.
A.A. pg. 12
But now the honeymoon is over. The joy
of new found sobriety is wearing off, and
now comes the heavy lifting. God continues to guide me and offer his will time after
time. I no longer use revenge to stay sober. I use the Big Book, Twelve Steps, and
AA member experiences, all the while God
guiding me. I prayed for help in choosing
a sponsor and God delivered in a special
way less than 24 hours later. I attend more
meetings and continue having contact with
people who share the same plight as me.
This is my job right now.
I am still pretty lonely. My current friends
offer no relief. I need to find people I can
relate to. My poor wife tries to understand,
but addiction is foreign to her. Explanation

The crutch made of scotch, beer and wine
is now made of sobriety. In the other hand
is God. I try to keep perspective and stay
humble. I know danger is lurking at every
turn. Power in thyself can turn into blind
confidence which in turn will create a sense
of invincibility. This is the Achilles heal of
an alcoholic regardless of years sober.
God willing, I will keep my journey on the
right track. I can’t help for a slight moment
to feel a sense of entitlement. If I do, it is
entitlement to sobriety and not alcohol.

Michael G.

God Coincidences
As I have gone through recovery discovery, the fullness of a Higher Power has
been a major cornerstone of my life. It’s
not just about defining the nature of my
Higher Power (God); it’s about getting to
know Him on a personal level. Some may
say, “What do you mean a personal relationship with something you can’t feel, see
or touch?”
Yep, it’s not a human concept; it’s a spiritual one. Can’t analyze it; just need to experience it. It’s hard for me to have faith
in something that is not tangible. However, God knows me personally and knows
that, like the disciple Thomas, I need real
evidence of His existence. So, He has given me proof of His love and care over and
over again in the last twenty-four years, especially the times when I needed it most.
The Big Book of Alcoholics Anonymous
speaks about a fourth dimension where we
experience a spiritual awakening that allows us to view the world with spiritual insight. This idea has allowed me to change
my beliefs from the idea of luck and coincidence to one of faith, humility, and the
power of God.
But I still haven’t gotten to the specific message of this article, which is about specific,
identifiable events that happen in my life,
sometimes, but not always, on a daily basis...which I know deep in my heart are

evidence of God helping me and more importantly continually demonstrating to me
that He exists.
It goes back to the beginning of my sobriety...
On my first day back from the treatment
center, I was at home watching my kids
and the thought of having a drink came
over me. I pondered that possibly drinking
could help me relax and take better care of
the kids (alcoholic insanity!). In some simple way, I asked for help from a God that I
did not know yet. Seconds later the doorbell rang and it was my sponsor who had
been in the neighborhood and just stopped
by to see how I was doing. The thought
of having a drink left me. Coincidence? I
think not.
Several years later I was driving in my car,
distraught and depressed. I asked God
(whom I know knew much better) to help.
I remember that the radio was on, but given my state of mind, I wasn’t paying attention to it. However, in a spiritually guided
moment, my attention turned to the song.
It was James Taylor singing “You’ve got a
Friend”.

Check out the opening lyrics:
When you’re down and troubled and you need
a helping hand, and nothing, nothing is going
right...close your eyes and think of me and soon
I will be there to brighten up even your darkest
nights. You just call out my name, and you
know, wherever I am, I’ll come running to see
you again. Winter, spring, summer, or fall, all
you have to do is call and I’ll be there, you’ve
got a friend. If the sky above you should turn
dark and full of clouds and that old north wind
should begin to blow, keep your head together and call my name out loud. Soon I will be
knocking upon your door. You just call out my
name, and you know wherever I am. I’ll come
running to see you again...
Coincidence? I think not.
I was taught early on that, when I experience these spiritual events, I should share
them with others. I was assured that if I
did at least two good things would happen:
1. I would become aware of more of them
(I believe they are happening for me each
day - it’s just that I have to be “tuned in”)
2. Others would start recognizing and
talking about these same experiences.
Both of these have happened time and time
again.
Have any “God stories” you would like to
share?
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A Vague Craving
Gems Tossed Away

T here is an old, old story of a fisherman

who was walking by the shore of the sea.
As he trudged along, his head down, he
speculated on what he would do if only
he could forsake his nets and retire to idle
luxury.
His eyes suddenly alighted on a small,
weathered leather bag. He picked it up,
opened it and found therein a handful of
small stones. He resumed walking, and
as he moved along he withdrew one of
the stones.
“If I were rich,” he said, “I’d build me a
good house.” He tossed the stone idly
into the sea. “I’d have a lot of servants
and never lift my hand to do anything
again,” he continued, and threw another
stone into the waves.
Thus he continued, dreaming of what he
would do if he were only rich, punctuating each new thought by throwing away
another stone, until finally he came to the
last. He held this in his hand for a moment and as he did so it sparkled, giving
off reflected rays of the sun. The fisher
looked at it closely and realized that he
had in his hand a precious gem.
He had no way of knowing what the other
stones were, for he had tossed them away
without scrutinizing them. While he’d
been idly dreaming of what he would do
were he to attain wealth, he had ignored
that which he had had in his hand and it
was irretrievably lost.
(H.H. 1964)

True Happiness

If you observe a really happy man, you will find
him building a boat, writing a symphony, educating his son, growing double dahlias in his garden,
or looking for dinosaur eggs in the Gobi desert. He
will not be searching for happiness as if it were a
collar button that has rolled under the radiator.
He will not be striving for it as a goal in itself. He
will have become aware that he is happy in the
course of living life 24 crowded hours of the day.
W. Beran Wolfe
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