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I Do Belong Here
                         

Hitting Bottom is what brings most of us to AA. 
Over the years I have heard many stories from my 
fellow members, stories of lost jobs, wrecked cars, 
DUIs, divorce, and even someone killing his best 
friend while he was driving drunk.  After hearing 
such sad and sometimes tragic stories and thinking 
of all the innocent people who got hurt along the 
way, all the lives that had to be put back together, 
I began to wonder if I really belonged here.  I had 
no such stories to tell.  I had a higher bottom than 
most AA members I encountered.  I even quit going 
to meetings for a period of time but eventually re-
turned.  When I first went to AA I was given a Big 
Book and told to read pages 1 to 164, which I did, 
but that was all I read until years later when I came 
back into the program.  It was then that I read the 
Doctor’s Opinion.  I wish someone had suggested 
reading that very important part of the Big Book 
early on, then I may not have doubted that I do 
belong here.  My bottom was that I knew for a long 
time that I had a drinking problem and that I could 
not quit on my own.  I was blacking out or passing 
out and tired of living that way.  I had to learn not 
to compare my bottom with anyone else’s.  It is not 
the events that define bottom.  It is the feeling of 
hopelessness, despair, and the desire to stop drink-
ing and live a normal life.  I think my story still 
needs to be heard by a newcomer because maybe 
that person’s bottom could be similar to mine and, 
if that is the case, then he or she needs to know they 
do belong here. - Bob G.
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I Walked Into A Meeting room at 31st and Lowe 
(Chicago) at 7:30 at night.  While I stood at the dark church 
hallway, I saw a man walking down the stairs carrying a 
large coffee pot.

Who are you looking for? - He asked.

A lady named Bernie. - I said.

She’s not coming tonight. - He replied.

I was ready to leave when Joe asked me if I was there for 
an A.A. meeting.  I whispered yes and he told me to help 
him set up the tables and chairs.  He said he would get the 
coffee going and then he could talk to me.

There were five men at my first meeting:  An atheist, one 
without a leg, a man with a suit and a briefcase, a white-
haired man, and the one holding the coffee pot.  The man 
with the coffee pot sat down, and then told me a little bit 
about himself.  When he was drinking, he said, he drove 
his car under the back of a truck and almost cut off his own 
head.  The meeting started and all I did was cry.  The meet-
ing ended and I was told to come back the next night.  

What kind of soda do you drink? - the man with the briefcase 
asked.  That is what he carried inside.  

I was way too young to stop drinking.  I was forty-one.  I 
never could figure out what kept me coming back, night 
after night, day after day.  The men I met there were pick-
ing me up and dropping me off.  They knew where I lived 
and called my house to let me know when to be ready.  By 
Christmas, I felt that if I ever wanted to drink again I would 
have to move because I knew that these men would kill me 
if I took a drink.  By then, they knew my husband, who was 
so happy I had stopped drinking.  They also met my three 
children, my grandson, and my sick father who lived with 
us. 

I always said I was loved into sobriety.  No matter what 
hardships came up into my life, they told me to help others.  
I later met a red hair girl and also a blond who looked like a 
Charlie’s Angels girl.  We became best friends.  To this day, 
thirty-eight years later, we are still alive and in touch.  I am 
now eighty years old.  The red head has Alzheimer’s and 
does not recognize me, and the blond lives in another state 

but still considers me her sponsor and her sister.

I have never taken a drink since that first cold night, Octo-
ber 28, 1975.  I still have to pinch myself for my great mir-
acle.  I’m a little five feet tall lady who now lives alone and 
goes to one regular meeting a week to carry the message to 
young people.  My life has contentment now and the best 
gift is going to sleep without thinking.

…I never did meet Bernie. - Winnie C. 

A Service Opportunity

I had been searching for AA service opportunities, so I 
prayed about it.  When we ask God how to be of service to 
others, the outcome is incredible.  The need for volunteers 
is so immense all over AA, especially in this city, that it 
is not difficult to find a service position.  There is always 
something to do around AA if you ask around.  My first 
formal service opportunity, however, besides the more 
casual meeting tasks of serving coffee, straightening the 
chairs, putting away books, cleaning up, etc., occurred on 
Saturday, September 21, 2013, the night I volunteered at the 
74th All Chicago Open, the event that commemorates the 
first AA Chicago group meeting in 1939, which took place 
at Earl T.’s apartment in Evanston. 

Two days before, when I showed up at the UIC Pavilion to 
sign up, I was nervous.  Seeing some familiar faces among 
the volunteers calmed me down, and I felt even better when 
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other members that I did not know introduced themselves.  
The preparation was relaxed and the instructions simple.  I 
was asked to stand at the main entrance on the day of the 
event and greet the attendees.  I was given a time to show 
up and told to be there on time.  

On Saturday, I asked for permission to leave work earlier 
than usual.  I work not far from the venue, so I got there 
quickly and parked two blocks away on Van Buren St.  As 
I walked closer to the Pavilion, I felt an unusual vibe in the 
air.  I walked in with the rest of the volunteers and checked 
in.  We were given our Trusted Servant t-shirts.  Some 
volunteers were chosen as greeters, others as “shushers”, 
7th tradition collectors, or others to help sell literature.  
While we waited for the doors to open, I skimmed through 
the pages of books already set up on the main floor tables.  
Briefly, I remembered sitting on that same floor back in 
2008, wearing a cap and gown, graduating while my loved 
ones watched from the stands.  The thought escaped me 
and was not of importance at the moment.  I continued 
browsing and came across some titles I had heard about 
at meetings, some of which looked really interesting.  I 
decided I would read them in the near future.  There was 
one book in particular that caught my attention because 
it looked like a children’s book.  It was about a caterpillar 
who gave up on his search for the Promise while the rest 
of the caterpillars in his land lived out to see the Promise 
and watched him slowly fade away inside his brown bottle 
world.

The doors finally opened so I made my way over to my 
assigned spot.  I have never been quite a customer service 
guy per se.  I always say it is due to a lack of a pretty smile; 
teeth stained from years of smoking, too much coffee, and 
rare visits to the dentist.  So I stood there in sort of a stern, 
more of a security guard posture, shaking hands at whom-
ever did not get intimidated by my menacing look.  As the 
minutes went by, I loosened up and started to be more con-
fident about my duties.  I welcomed people cordially and 
they curiously also welcomed me, perhaps recognizing me 
as a newcomer.  Some people shook my hand enthusiasti-
cally, others hugged me or fist bumped me, while others 
looked just as nervous as when I first walked in and simply 
ignored me.  

Looking around, I began to recognize many faces, people 
whom I had seen at meetings.  Although I could not tell 
if they remembered me, I could clearly recall some of the 
things they had said in the past and how their message had 
helped me and continues to help me today.  I was happy 
to see my sponsor as he walked in with a couple of his AA 
friends.  This man has given me such good advice and is 
always there whenever I need to talk about anything.  I 
also had a chance to greet my friend’s dad who is in the 
program and has been sober for 28 years.  He knows me 
from before I even started drinking.  His embrace revealed 
a great deal of joy.  

The main meeting went by as usual, a couple of speakers, 
the readings, the passing of the basket, etc.  I enjoyed some 
of the historical background given at the beginning about 
how AA grew here in the city.  The Countdown was prob-
ably what I cherished the most.  One of the members had 
over fifty-five years of sobriety.  I sat there like a new kid 
at school watching as recovering alcoholics with decades 
of sobriety stood up smiling while their friends showered 
them with confetti.  Some of it fell on me and I received it 
with a secret sense of pride for my own sobriety and also 
as a sign of good luck.  

I should mention that I attended my first AA meeting 
over one year ago at a place called Recovery House on 
the North Side of Chicago.  I have not had a drink since 
then, although I have struggled finding my way through 
the program.  So far, I have gone through many emotional 
stages, “rollercoaster” as I have heard it referred to.  I have 
discovered that living sober does not necessarily mean 
having a fabulous time all the time, but with the help from 
God through other recovering alcoholics, my family and 
other people around, it is possible to live day by day with-
out picking up.   

We ended the meeting with the Lord’s Prayer.  Getting into 
my car, I could not wait to get back home to my wife and 
son, knowing that I had a good chance of staying sober for 
that one night, and also with a great sense of accomplish-
ment at having completed a task which I had set out to do 
and given an opportunity to do so.  - Byron C.
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ANNUAL DONATIONS APPEAL

Dearest AA Friend, 

One of the most satisfying things we receive in AA is hum-
ble gratitude that slowly fills our hearts as we continue, day-
by-day, to live our program of recovery.  Our return is rich.  
The seed we have planted is small -- merely a willingness 
to be helped and in turn to help others.  Our useless lives 
become useful.  Our fears give way to serenity.  Confusion is 
replaced with purpose.  Wishes become actions.  Existence 
becomes a daily adventure in living.

I’m sure you are aware of the important role that the Chicago 
Area Service Office plays in helping people whose lives are 
impacted by alcoholism.  This important work is supported 
largely by the support of generous donors who contribute 
each year.  Your contribution will help the Chicago Area Ser-
vice Office and Area 19 to continue providing much needed 
services to those in our AA community who are in need of 
assistance.  Without the continued support of generous do-
nors like you, these needs will likely go unmet.

This Is Our Appeal – Consider making a special donation 
to assist your Area Office in continuing to provide a ser-
vice which is so important to our own sobriety and to those 
still suffering.  There are some who can’t give at this time  
There are others who will be able to give much more.  But 
no matter if your contribution is large or small, it will be 
welcomed.  And it will give each of us a tangible outlet to 
show the gratitude welling up in our hearts for the good life 
we are enjoying.

Just a little food for thought;  We all seem to remember our 
anniversary date - the day we took our last drink and have 
managed to remain sober, by the grace of our higher pow-
er and the program of Alcoholics Anonymous.  How about 
we, on our personal sobriety date, contribute five dollars for 
every year we have been sober to the Chicago Area Service 
Office? A gift like this will serve to help ensure that the next 
sufferer who reaches out for help will have the same oppor-
tunity that we had to find hope and a measure of serenity to 
live a productive life and continue the chain started so long 
ago by our cofounders Bill W. and Bob S.  If only one-third 
of us will make such a donation the continual shortfall of 
CASO as reported on the financials would be eliminated. 

I know that I personally would have often spent more in a 
day than my annual contribution would be.  As noted at the 
beginning, just a little food for thought.

Every year I work creatively and diligently to cut costs 
here at your office and I have been successful in doing so. 
However, there is only so much I can do to ensure services 
are being provided while we maintain fiscal responsibility. 
Simply put, the funds aren’t coming in by way of group, 
individual or memorial contributions.  One option we are 
considering is raising prices on non-recovery essentials in 
the bookstore.  We haven’t had a price increase in the book-
store in over ten years.  This is not an easy decision to make 
but something must be done.  Our bookstore prices have not 
kept up with inflation rates of the last decade.  Our mission 
is to always ensure your recovery needs are available and 
cost effective for you. 

You may be wondering, “How can I help?”

Please mail in a contribution.

Encourage your groups to send in a regular contri-
bution.  Whether it is monthly, quarterly or annual-
ly is of course up to your group.

One new avenue to contribute to your office is to set 
up a recurring contribution via credit card.  It could 
be done monthly, bimonthly or annually on your 
anniversary date.  I have for many years intended to 
send my own token of gratitude on my anniversary 
date.  How quickly I forget due to life on life terms. 
And I work here! 
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Buy literature from our bookstore.  If you don’t have 
the time to come in, you may visit our bookstore at 
www.Chicagoaa.org (available 24 hours a day).

Please keep a look out for the on-line contribution 
page.  We had to redo the page due to the inability 
to differentiate group from individual contributions 
making it tougher to apply the contributions appro-
priately.  The new and improved page will be avail-
able shortly. 

In order to continue making a difference in the lives of in-
dividuals affected by the work of CASO and Area 19, your 
support is vital.  Can we count on you to make a donation? 
By making a tax deductible donation to CASO, you’ll be di-
rectly contributing to people struggling to cope with alco-
holism in and out of the rooms. 

In thinking about our upcoming 75th anniversary of the of-
fice in Chicago I couldn’t help but think about Earl T. and 
Sylvia K.  Therefore, in our following issue, you will be able 
to enjoy reading an article from the January 1969 Grapevine 
written by Sylvia K.  She worked closely with Earl T., and 
her personal secretary, Grace C.  Together they established 
the Chicago office, (the first in the country) across the street 
from our current location.  Her story is in the Big Book – 
“The Keys of the Kingdom” and Earl’s story, “He Sold Him-
self Short” is in the book as well. 

Your AA office depends on your assistance and generosity. 
Please be assured that your contribution will be put to good 
use in helping individuals in need of assistance right here 
in our community.  Thank you for your consideration and 
continued support.

Thank you for your kindness and compassion. 

Gratefully yours, 

Laura N. G.

Office Manager

Did you know?

2014 Marks Our 
75th Anniversary!

Getting Right

Tragically hip and irresponsibly cool

Forever looking for an easy fix

Dreams become trivialized

And relations unraveled

As we stagger along boulevards well travelled

Triumphantly ignorant and unknowingly transfixed

Placating desires in the early morning mist

Constantly constricted by the banalities of life

Whimpering along confused with mental strife

Allies with misfortune and pain

Repeatedly searching for that metaphorical vein

The progression continues with perpetual struggle

Leaving others left to help pick up the rubble

A lifetime on the corner or edging towards the stop

Alleviating burdens and obstacles we are not

With wondrous wishes of harmonious tomorrows

Permanently stagnant and drowning in our sorrows

The sickness just perpetually worsens

Until you check yourself in and rely on the nurses

With nowhere to go and nowhere to hide

Trying to evaporate that devil inside

Too many times we have already tried

We bought the ticket we took the ride.

Anonymous
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The Migratory Alcoholic    

Right now, I have two home groups.  That’s OK, I think. 
Canadian Geese have two homes.  Their home is Canada 
during the summer and Mexico during the winter.  By hav-
ing two different homes in two different climates, Canadi-
an Geese are able to be in the right place at the right time.  
That’s how I feel about my two home groups.  

My first home group takes place at a church in a small 
room that’s more a living room than anything else.  It has 
old, comfortable couches your alcoholic butt sinks into.  
The room is illuminated by the kind of lamps that you turn 
on by pulling a small metal chain.  Usually, there’s about 
sixteen of us. We sit in a circle.  It’s a step meeting.  The for-
mat is simple.  First, a speaker gives a lead on this week’s 
step.  Then everyone gets a chance to comment on their 
experience with the step, or share what’s on their mind.  
That’s it.  After we get to step 12, the next week we return 
to step 1.  And repeat. 

Philosophically, my first home group is rigorously anti - 
authoritarian.  Even the words in the Big Book are taken 
with a grain of salt.  Or, at least, they’re open to interpreta-
tion.  “No human is infallible”, says home group number 1.  
Not the pope not Bill Wilson not your sponsor.  No one.  I 
know this perspective is unorthodox, if not blasphemy, but 
the point is that we should develop our own relationship 
with our higher power, and have that be the foundation of 
our recovery.  

OK.  That’s group number 1.  My second home group is 
the exact opposite.  Ironically, it takes place in the same 
church, but in a different room and on a different night.  
There’s anywhere from 20 to 40 alcoholics.  We sit in rows 
of folding chairs forming a rectangle.  At the front is a ta-
ble, where the group’s chairperson and visiting speaker sit.  
There’s a leadership panel, at least a dozen official posi-
tions- from treasurer to greeter- and an elaborate format for 
the meeting that is tweaked minutely on a monthly basis.  
A hundred buzzing fluorescent lights make all of our faces 
clear and distinct, eliminating any shadows.  

The meeting’s based in the 12 & 12.  That means we read 
out of the book, word for word.  That itself makes the tone 
of the meeting much different than the first group.  Rather 
than start the conversation with raw subjectivity, we begin 
by looking at the text: something objective, that everyone 
can point to.  After the reading we hear a lead, followed 
by comments around the room.  OK, maybe it’s not that 
different than my other home group - but it is.  Especially 
because we go into the twelve traditions. They are, at first 
glance, incredibly boring and irrelevant.  But after going to 
this meeting for a  year, I have learned a lot not only about 
how AA works, but why AA works.

I am grateful for that knowledge.  A lot of thought (based 
in experience) went into the formation of AA.  The 12 steps 
and 12 traditions didn’t just POP into existence. There were 
a lot of failures. Useful failures that led to improvements, 
which in turn led to the program we’ve got now.  

Both groups give me something.  One stresses the fact that 
I’ve got to come into direct contact with truth.  The other 
reminds me that I don’t need to “reinvent the wheel”, that 
traditions and suggestions count - from both Bill AND my 
sponsor. 

I know some people who like one group and not the other.  
Me, I like both.  I’m like those Geese that go to a warm 
climate in the winter, and vice versa.  Some days I need 
to open up the Big Book, other days I need to open up my 
heart. - Ben W.
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Telephone Usage in Alcohol Recovery  
 
It must have been 70 years ago that my father was asked by 
the Chicago Council of Life Underwriter to give a talk on 
telephone usage in the sale of Life Insurance at the monthly 
meeting.  He invited me to attend.

The point I took away from the meeting was that when 
you are talking to someone on the phone, don’t talk to the 
phone, place that person across the desk from you and talk 
to him or her.  We both closed much of our business mail 
with the phrase, “Remember, I am as close as your tele-
phone.”

It was the telephone that put me in touch with the Chicago 
office of AA and the telephone that put me in touch with 
Bill C. who was my first telephone contact with an AA 
member.  It was the telephone that I used to call him about 
every fifteen to twenty minutes, “Hi Bill, it is Jake, I am 
O.K.”  His office was on the near north side of Chicago and 
mine was down in the Loop.  So the telephone was handy 
to stay in touch… and stay in touch I did.  He lived out 
west of where we lived and I used him for a sponsor for 
about five months until we moved. 

We ended up in Lake Forest close to Waukegan where they 
had an Alano Club and I attended every meeting every 
evening during a couple of weeks, and settled on Bruce W. 
as my mentor from then on.  Then he got my phone calls.

I do not know how long it was, but I discovered that they 
had an AA Group in Lake Forest that met in a classroom at 
Lake Forest College and I switched to that because it was 
much more convenient than driving five miles to Waukeg-
an.

And this was where I got introduced to the telephone in 
staying sober, working with “pigeons” and the different 
activity taking place in the group.  This is where I got the 
phone call from another member, he or she had a 12th Step 
call to make, would I come along?  And the answer was 
always Yes.  Most of our phone calls were about 12th Step 
calls and we used the phone a lot for this purpose.  The 
phone was used to notify members of meeting changes. 
It was also used a lot between members just to talk.  This 
was a part of the process of staying sober in the first days, 
weeks, and months and it was very effective.

I don’t know why, but after I read the Big Book, which I 
did immediately, I did not have a screaming urge to drink 
again.  I liked what was happening to me and in my fami-
ly, and I followed the “rules” to the letter.  And the tele-
phone contacts and the gabbing about the program were a 
definite part of this.  The telephone was an important part 
of all our programs.

So, what I am saying is when something comes up or you 
just feel like talking to a member, pick up that receiver 
and dial the number.  It makes recovery easier and solid-
ifies your feelings about the group, your sponsor, and the 
program in general.  We are lucky to have this easy means 
of communication between each other.  Use it, it may save 
your life. - Jake W. 

In this issue, we feature two stories about very special 
meetings.  Winnie C. tells us about going to 31st & 
Lowe for her first AA meeting and how thirty-eight years 
later she is still coming back!  Ben W. has TWO home 
groups, polar opposites but each very special to him!

Was there a certain meeting that turned your life 
around? Do you have a special meeting or group now?  

Tell Here’s How about it in our next issue!

Or maybe there was a time or two or two hundred when 
you were really down or on edge and a certain meeting 
put you back right.  Or maybe you heard a comment 
in the rooms that made a big impact on you.  Share 
what you have heard in the rooms that has helped you 

through!

Send submissions to:

hhcommittee@live.com  

or

Here’s How (CASO)
180 N Wabash - suite 305

Chicago, IL  
hereshow@chicagoaa.org

HEARDIn The 
ROOMS
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