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One For The Road
The Little Alcoholic That Could
by ben w.

I was on vacation,
traveling by train
from Chicago to
Denver. The train
wasn’t the only
thing ‘chugging’
that night. A lot of
passengers were
hanging out in the
observatory car,
drinking, playing
cards, and talking
loudly. The fact that
you were only allowed to buy two beers at a time didn’t seem
to slow down anybody who didn’t want to be slowed down.
Most of the time, I felt grateful. One passenger fell and hit
his head, and then bounced back up immediately looking
for his glass. Many a morning did I wake up with pains
beyond the standard hangover, wondering whence they
came. Another passenger desired to drink but didn’t have
any money. I saw him buddy up with other ‘drinkers’ (who
am I to call them drunks?) until they bought him a round. I
thanked my higher power for the freedom sobriety provides:
the freedom to not need to suck up to people you don’t
actually care about, hoping you score. That old pattern of
behavior led to nothing but resentment, hostility, and low
self-esteem.
Despite all my blessings, I still felt isolated. Was I the only
one on the train who wasn’t drunk? I tried to ease that
feeling of isolation by reading, writing, and eating. I also
spoke with other passengers. When it was revealed that I
didn’t drink, one of them quipped, “He’s clean. Squeaky
clean”. I replied, “You don’t get clean if you were clean in
the first place”.

Late that night, when I couldn’t sleep, I walked back to
the observatory car with a copy of my 12 & 12. I’m on the
9th step and–being the avoiding alcoholic I still am–read
what the book had to say about step 10. Just then, a man
walked in and sat across from me. He looked at the bottle
in my hand and asked if it was alcohol. I told him it was
just mineral water. Then he pointed at the various bodies
sprawled across the floor, snoring. He said, “They finally
had enough, huh.” “Sure did,” I said.
I kept reading, until he exclaimed, “Damn it! I’m restless,
irritable, and discontent.” I put the book down and gave
him my complete attention.
It’s amazing how once you realize someone else is
an alcoholic your heart fills with compassion and
understanding. If I were perfect, I’d treat everybody like
that all the time. But I’m not; I save that special feeling
for family, friends, and of course-alcoholics. Maybe one
day I can extend that love to a wider audience... anyway,
we started talking about why he was restless, irritable,
and discontent. One reason was the same as me—we felt
isolated while the rest of the passengers chugged beer. The
other reason was the simple fact that it was 2:00 AM and
he could not fall asleep in a reclining chair. I asked him why
he didn’t buy a ticket for a sleeping car (a private car with
a bed). He said there were none available. Then I told him,
“That was before Omaha, I bet one’s opened by now”. He
thought for a minute, then went and found a conductor and
asked if there were any sleeping cars available. There were.
He grabbed his luggage, we said good-bye, and that was
that.
We didn’t hold hands and recite a prayer, but that was an
AA meeting. It just takes two alcoholics, a chance meeting,
and a train chugging along across the Midwest.
I saw him the next morning; he looked refreshed. I think for
one night, that man’s higher power was a sleeper car. For
me, it was just another person who took away my isolation.
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Going to Any Length
by Chris H.

A few years ago, my husband and I (both in recovery)
were visiting our daughter stationed in England in the Air
Force. We were there for several days and having brought
an International AA Directory with us, decided to see if we
could call someone to get us to a meeting.
We were about 100 miles north of England in a town called
(I thought) Wooten. I found a meeting listed and called the
number. A very nice Scottish man answered the phone and
we told him where we were from, where we were and that
we would like to go to an AA meeting if possible. He told us
he would get back to us as soon as possible. A few hours
later, he called back and said that he would come to pick
us up at a specified time. When he did that the next day we
had to drive 25 miles to a little village where an AA meeting
was held in an old church basement (imagine that). There
were several people there from various parts of the United
Kingdom and we being the newest at that meeting were
asked to give the lead. It was a very gratifying meeting.
Our driver, Michael, could not have been nicer. All the
while driving to and from the meeting, my husband was
in the front seat conversing with him. I asked my husband
later what they were talking about because I could hardly
understand from the back seat, and he said he didn’t know
either because he couldn’t understand his strong Scottish
accent but not wanting to be rude, he made it sound like he
did. We came to find out on the way back to our daughter’s
house that Michael drove 100 miles to come and take us to
and from a meeting 25 miles further then where we were
staying, and then back to his house.
We offered him dinner or coffee or at least some money
for petrol, but he merely said “when I come to America,
you can take me to a meeting”. Of course, we exchanged
number, and he went on his way. We. will never forget that
wonderful man who was willing to go to any length

Following Directions
by Tim D.

Thirty-one years ago on February 12, 1982, I was
discharged from a Chicago area treatment program at
8:30am and attended my first AA meeting at 10:30am.
I continued going to those meetings even though it was
awkward and uncomfortable. As time went by I began to
hang with a NEW circle of friends from those meetings. I
became aware that I couldn’t live in two worlds (drinking
vs. non-drinking), and I needed the structure the Program
provides. Having chosen a great sponsor, accountability
was also provided. I had to change EVERYTHING!
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If not for following the direction given me by my early
mentors at the treatment facility and the development of
a new spiritual consciousness I wouldn’t be celebrating
this anniversary. Credit is given to God, my sponsor, the
Fellowship, and the Program itself.
Forever Grateful,
Tim D.

What I’ve Had To Figure Out Is That I
Can’t Figure Anything Out
by Bob S.

While still in my late teens, I appeared in court for the third
time that year. The judge told me that I had disgraced my
mother and my father and that he had no sympathy for the
likes of me: “Ninety days in the Indiana State Penal Farm!”
My heart sank. Happily, my wonderful father spoke with the
sheriff who put in a good word for me and I was released
on probation and ordered not to drink. Trembling with
fear, I resolved to quit drinking forever--I was nineteen. I
figured that I had solved my problem, but not one of the
following twenty years passed but what I resolved to ‘quit
drinking forever,’ especially during times of another release
from the drunk-tank or being fired. I just couldn’t figure out
why ‘quitting drinking forever’ just got me drunk.
Another thing I couldn’t figure out is why I couldn’t leave
the bar room until closing time and often went on a nonstop spree for several days. I couldn’t figure out why
once the boozing started I couldn’t stop, but when I finally
stopped I couldn’t stop starting up again. What a dilemma!
But, when I came through the doors of AA, I learned that
my mind contained a mental obsession (They called it a
drunken monkey) and that my body was possessed by a
physical allergy that demanded I continue drinking once
I started. So, I then concluded that I had my alcoholic
problem all figured out.
After scanning the Big Book, I figured that if I would just
go to meetings and pray the Third Step Prayer every day I
would then be home free! But alas, that drunken monkey
still chattered incessantly and I feared I was headed for
deep chicken fat trouble. So, I figured I needed a sponsor
who would teach me the rest of the steps--I did, and he did,
and then I figured out that I had solved my problem.
Nope! Even as I began living in the spirit of Steps 10, 11
& 12 the monkey chattering continued. I figured out that
I was destined to be a goner. All I knew to do was, “Let
go and let God.” Then, all at once, during the summer of
1976, that exasperating obsession left me and has never
returned. I have never been able to figure that one out
either! But what I have figured out is that I can’t figure
anything out. I can’t, but God can, I think I’ll let Him.

Here’s How

AA Telephone Meetings

Sober Voices Group
The Sober Voices Group’s purpose is to reach out to our fellows
with accessibility and special needs, for those who are home bound,
those remote areas and anyone else who cannot make it to a
meeting, for whatever reason. If you are a newcomer, welcome.

Website: http://sites.google.com/site/
aatelephonemeetings/
Group E-mail: aatelephonemeetings@
gmail.com
Call-in number: 712.432.0075, once
prompted, enter PIN#: 65443
Meeting Schedule/Topics
(updated 03/17/13)
Everyday – AA Topic Discussion

Noon EST

Sunday – BB Study

10pm EST

Monday – Beginners

10pm EST

Tuesday – Vision for You

10pm EST

Wednesday – BB Study

10pm EST

Thursday – 12x12

10pm EST

Friday – Promises

10pm EST

Saturday – Daily Reflections

10pm EST

Friday & Saturday @ Midnight
(also AA Topic Discussions)

12am EST

To make our meeting place a safe place for everyone, we ask that
participants refrain from cross talk (which is defined as offering
your advice or opinion about what someone else has shared), no
offensive language, name-calling or anything that could be taken
as sexual harassment or harassment of any kind. Please practice
“principles before personalities” and “patience and tolerance” on
the phone line. Anything you hear during the meetings that is not
directly out of our AA literature may be considered that person’s
opinion. In keeping with Tradition 10, please do not argue about
religious, political, reform or non-AA issues. If anyone has an issue
with anything that goes on during a meeting, please bring it to our
business meeting for discussion.
Please Note: The “Call-in” number is not toll free. If your
long distance service charges by the minute, you will be charged
accordingly. Someone is usually on the line 5 minutes before the
meeting and throughout the hour. We meet in a conference call
setting, press *4 to listen to the service instructions when you call in.
All meeting topics are suggested and the secretary has the right to
change or improvise anything as needed, keeping with the spirit of
AA and its traditions. Our meeting outline contains most elements of
the “Pocket Meeting” found at the following link:
http://www.anonymousreview.org/Downloads_files/pocket_
meeting_format.pdf
The Sober Voices Group telephone meetings are registered with
our New York World Service Office and published in the Eastern
and Western States Directories. Group #666221. We send our 7th
Tradition contributions individually in care of our group number to
G.S.O. in New York by phone, by mail or by internet at aa.org.

This information comes to Here’s How from the Area 19 Special Needs Committee. For those of you in the Chicago area
needing further information or assistance, plea contact the Special Needs Committee through the Chicago Area Service Office.
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History of the Helping
Hand Mission Meeting
The Helping Hand Mission was
located at 850 W. Madison, when this
area just west of the Loop was known
as the “skid row” of Chicago.
In 1977, Clarence L., a gentle giant
who ministered to the men of the
street for 30 years, asked one of the
members of the sponsoring church,
Sidney W., to start an AA meeting
at the Mission. Sidney approached
another AA member, Don M., who
agreed to help him start the meeting.
The first meeting was held on a
Saturday morning in the month of
February 1977.
The meeting was held upstairs on the
second floor which was reached by 34
very steep steps. Meetings continued
to be held on the second floor and
outside groups were approached to
provide speakers each month. After
a couple of years, the meeting was
moved downstairs due to its increased
size. Rick Mc., an AA who helped
thousands through his volunteer
work at Northwestern, came to the
Mission penniless in the middle of
winter, sixty years old, and without a
jacket. Clarence took Rick in and Rick
came to recovery, making thousands
of peanut butter sandwiches, and
becoming a regular member of the
Saturday morning meetings.
The Mission moved to new quarters
around 1980 to the Firehouse at
111 S. Green. The Saturday morning

meeting moved with it. The AA group
was guided during this time by Ted Y.
and Penny P., who are no longer with
us, but who ensured there was an AA
meeting every Saturday. When the
Mission closed down, the AA meeting
moved to the basement of Old St.
Patrick’s, where it remained for over
ten years. Many to this day refer to the
meeting as the St Pat’s Meeting. The
meeting almost ended shortly after
moving to St Pat’s because individuals
in early recovery no longer attended
meetings at the new location and
attendance was down.
Efforts were made to move the
meeting to a new location such as
Catholic Charities, to better reach out
to the new person, but this search was
unsuccessful. By this time, there were
only 3-4 regulars and serious talk of
disbanding the meeting was going
on. The group then reached out to the
Salvation Army’s Intensive Recovery
Unit (IRU) at 1515 W. Monroe, and
started picking up 8 patients every
week to bring to the meeting.

On February 24, 2007, we gave away
our fifteenth-hundred Big Book.
When St. Pat’s remodeled in 1992,
the meeting moved to CCIL (Chicago
Christian Industrial League), and
moved again in the summer of 1994
to the Salvation Army at 1515 W.
Monroe. In April 1995, the meeting
had a new home again across the
street from Haymarket where it
remained until that summer of 2001,
and then moved to Union Park.
One can estimate that over twelve
thousand individuals have attended
this meeting over the years.

Gradually the meeting size grew
significantly as new people in AA
living at halfway houses in the area
began to attend the meeting and
these new people in turn attracted
AA’s from all over the metropolitan
area from as far away as Park Forest
and the North Shore. Although the
exact date is unknown, we believe our
giving away a Big Book every week to
a new person without a book started
in late 1983 or 1984.

HEARD IN THE ROOMS
Maybe there was a time or two or a 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!

ONE FOR THE ROAD

This issue features two stories about travel and AA.
What are your experiences with traveling sober?
Any memorable out-of-town meetings? Funny
stories? Strange encounters? Here’s How and our
readers would like to hear about it.
Send submissions to:
hhcommittee@live.com (direct e-mail) or
Here’s How, 180 N. Wabash Ave., Suite 305,
Chicago 60601 or hereshow@chicagoaa.org.
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Here’s How

A Page From the CASO Bookstore

Don’t Leave Before the Miracle is On-Line!
By Laura H.

CASO Bookstore Clerk
The CASO Bookstore is now on-line! It’s a miracle. If you are placing
an order to be shipped, and have a credit card to pay for it, and most
importantly, a computer, then you may shop our bookstore from the
comfort of wherever you are!
It’s been months, maybe a year since we thought we’d be up and running
on-line; CASO has been fielding requests for at least two if not three years
and the day has finally arrived!
Right now, people wanting to pick up orders will have to call to arrange a
pick-up as adding shipping is automatic on the website and the processing
time for orders varies. But if you think about it, by the time you use up
eight dollars’ worth of gas driving here, park illegally, run red-faced up
to the third floor to grab that last minute coin, dancing around in terror
that the police are downstairs giving you a ticket for double-parking in a
loading zone or blocking someone in and you figure in all the court costs
you’ll have trying to fight the ticket you got for breaking the law in the first
place, you might as well have it shipped!

Higher Power
by Matt S.

I lost my higher power a long
time ago, it has all the answers;
the ones I need to know.
I’ve searched in bottles for all of
my life, as now the pain I endure
cuts me like a knife.
How helpless and lonely can one
man feel? as I squander time, to
make a new deal.
The demon in my head says all
will be ok, if I just relent, and let
him have his way.
It will all be ok, so he will say, as
I drink away another good day.

As for new items in the bookstore, the AA Grapevine continues to collect
members articles on various recovery related topics and combine them
into new books. Check out the following new titles:

How do I escape this maddening
existence when I haven’t the
power to begin to resist it?

One On One: AA Sponsorship in Action

I have finally found the power
I need; in those rooms of
fellowship we will all succeed.

Step By Step: Real AA’s, Real Recovery Happy
Joyous & Free: The Lighter Side of Sobriety
Into Action: How AA members practice the program
in their daily lives
Emotional Sobriety 2: The Next Frontier
Spiritual Awakenings 2: More Journeys of the Spirit
As always, the staff and volunteers at CASO hope you’ll actually stop in to
check out the bookstore, attend one of the meetings and say hello!
Chicago Area Service Office
180 N Wabash, Ste 305
Chicago Illinois 60601
312.346.1475
312.346.8451 (Bookstore direct line)
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Though we haven’t the cure,
together in friendship we can
endure.
Learn we can, to better ourselves
in living, a better life of constant
giving.
We exist today, in what must be
given freely away.
A day at a time is what they say,
will keep us safe and our demons
at bay.
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My Name Is Fannie R.
I was born in Chicago, Illinois and
educated in the Chicago Public
Schools. I am a graduate of Hyde
Park High School. I grew up being the
youngest of six. By the standards of
the 1950s you might say my parents
were of middle income. My father
worked full-time and my mother
raised the children. In the early 50’s
we moved to 66th and Woodlawn
and I transferred from Forestville
Elementary School to Wadsworth
Elementary where I completed 8th
grade before going on to Hyde Park
High. My brother and I took public
transportation to school at the then
predominantly white Hyde Park High.
Some of our peers were transported
by chauffeur driven limousines. My
father used to come home and drink
Virginia Dare wine. I snuck a drink
when I was about five years old and
became so intoxicated that I took a
pair of scissors and began to chop off
one of my braids. From that moment
on I knew that I liked the taste of
alcohol.
As years passed by I began to
blossom as a young lady. I looked
so much older than my years. By
age fifteen, I was dating older men
and going out to cocktail bars. I had
a steady boyfriend and we became
very acquainted with the social scene.
He was my childhood sweetheart. I
married as a teenager and we had a
child. She was a beautiful little girl.

Needless to say, the marriage also
interfered with my drinking and my
drinking interfered with my marriage.
I was in my early twenties when I got
divorced.
I enrolled in school and began taking
college courses. After I had enrolled
in several colleges without graduating,
I decided to move to California. My
daughter was about seven years
old. There I began working for
the California Gas Company as
a customer service representative.
Californians were then into the idea
that it was socially acceptable for
employees to drink while working.
Being from Chicago, I actually worked
while at work so, at first, they had
little suspicion that I drank at all. Most
of my co-workers at California Gas
Company used to gather across the
street from work at a cocktail lounge.
One day I decided to join them and
it was downhill from there. Within
a short amount of time my drinking
once again began to interfere with
my ability to get to work. And just
like in Chicago, I quit the job before
my employer might fire me for either
excessive absenteeism or coming to

work hungover. With my boyfriend’s
help I then entered the world of
business as a distributor of beauty
supply products. I drank so much
while trying to balance both business
and home that within a couple of
years my business went under.
I was still living in California in
1968 when famed Civil Rights
leader Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.,
was assassinated. A couple of
months later Senator Robert Kennedy
came to campaign in California
for the Democratic Nomination
for President of the United States.
A couple of blocks up the street
from where I lived he would give a
speech at the Ambassador Hotel and
shortly thereafter he too would be
assassinated. My father called and
pleaded with me to come back to
Chicago. After some thought I decided
to pack up our belongings and my
daughter and I returned home.
I put a drinking plan into practice by
switching brands and began drinking
Cream Sherry. What harm could that
do, I thought. The plan lasted about
as long as it took me to come up with

By then I was drinking Scotch and
had built up a very high tolerance
for alcohol. I began to drink to the
point where I could not go to work
the next day. The hangovers became
more frequent and many times were
so severe that I decided that it would
be better that I took the day off rather
than go to work and risk being fired.
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Here’s How

the idea and in no time at all I was
back to drinking hard liquor. I found
work at the Chicago Hospital Council
as the benefits manager for twenty
some hospitals in the Chicagoland
area. With that very good salary I
saved enough to move to the Gold
Coast. Meanwhile, my daughter
developed Lupus and this worried me
to the point where I began to drink
even more. I began to use her illness
as an excuse to justify my increased
drinking.

who gave me the telephone number
of the Chicago Area Service Office
and a person there referred me to the
Evans Avenue Club. Deloris C. made
the Twelfth Step call and took me to
a meeting there. I had been sober
for five days at that time and I heard
people in the room announce they
had one, two, and multiple years of
sobriety. This blew my mind. At the
time it was unimaginable hearing an
alcoholic say they had not had a drink
of alcohol in a number of years.

Again, my drinking impacted my
work performance. I was fired from
Chicago Hospital Council and I had
to move out of my beautiful Gold
Coast apartment. My sister took us in
and she helped me find temporary
work. My mother recognizing my drink
problem had a talk with me about
my drinking. I promised her that if my
drinking ever got to the point where it
would cause me to become sick then I
would get some help.

I began attending meetings with a
group called ‘Tobacco Road’ and this
became my home group. A member
had given me some records by Father
Martin who recorded that everyone
will experience some vicissitudes in
life. He said we would all have to go
through some good days as well as
some bad days. The idea that I was
not unique in my suffering was a
great revelation to me. In 1985 my
mother became ill and passed away
after a few months. Friends from AA
supported me throughout the ordeal.
A man who attended meetings with
me at ‘Tobacco Road’ also had a
daughter suffering from Lupus and
she died. I watched him suffer through
and deal with making funeral plans
and he continued making meetings.
He did not drink. We supported him in
his grief.

Finally, one day I had to make
a telephone call to get my work
assignment when a woman on the
other end noticed that I sounded kind
of sick. When I attempted to explain
away the symptoms she remarked that
I sounded similar to her ex-husband
who was an alcoholic. He had since
joined Alcoholics Anonymous, she
added. I telephoned an alcoholism
helpline and was referred to an AA
meeting at 79th and Campbell which
I attended on a Monday night. The
speaker was a Chicago policeman
(off duty of course) and he told of
his bizarre behavior pertaining to
his abuse of alcohol. I admittedly
identified with the similarities as they
related to my drinking. I returned
home and have not had a drink from
that moment to today.
I later spoke to a man named Jim E.
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Two weeks later my daughter, who
had moved to Mississippi with
her husband and son, would also
succumb to her illness. When she
died I drew strength from having
watched how that man dealt
with his loss and again it was the
fellowship who supported me and
held me up. My grandson is now
grown up. He is married and lives
in Rhode Island where he works as
a software engineer. I am happy to
say my disease of alcoholism was not

inherited by my daughter and has not
been revisited on my grandson.
I discovered I had cancer and
underwent chemotherapy and
radiation in the1990’s. Later, I was
diagnosed with a heart condition
which led me to have a defibrillator
and a pacemaker implanted in 1998.
Five years later I became well enough
to have them removed. I have retired
from full-time work but I have found
it necessary to continue working
part-time as an accountant and tax
preparer. I have learned to enjoy life
as I believe God would want me to
enjoy life. I suffer from gout in my legs
but I have learned to apply the 24
hour plan to living. I have learned to
take life one day at a time. Some days
I find it necessary to reduce life to
increments of one minute at a time.
Way back when I was thirteen years
old my sister and I decided to convert
to Catholicism and began attending
St. Clara at 64th and Woodlawn.
I was excommunicated due to my
divorce but now I have returned to
the Catholic Church. After getting
sober I took my Fifth Step with a priest
who had an alcoholic brother. It was
easy for him to understand what I
was trying to do. God has blessed
me with a network of support that
is indescribable. People like Ella G.,
Earl H., Virginia P., and Elinor H. We
have been a part of each other’s life
for over twenty-five years. I celebrated
thirty-one years of sobriety last year.
My dry date is October 5, 1981. My
name is Fannie and I am a grateful
recovering alcoholic.
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CASO Corner
by laura n. gonzalez

Happy Summer! It’s actually here. I wanted to take this opportunity to share our spring appeal letter with you. For those of
you who have already sent in your support thank you! We cannot do this without you!
Dear Fellow Member,
“How could this handful carry its message to all those who still did not
know?” Bill W. talk in Fort Worth Texas 1954
Bill W. sat with Dr. Bob in 1937 and they realized for the first time,
”that this thing was going to succeed” the success that the program had
was with “really fatal cases of alcoholism” It was at that moment they
realized this ‘thing’ they tapped into must be written down.
How many of us have been helped by this ‘thing’ Bill and Bob tapped
into? I know countless members that made their first contact to get this
‘thing’ by contacting your Chicago Area Service Office.
Things here at your Chicago Land AA are exciting. This year we have
elected a new set of area officers that essentially carry your wishes as an
AA member to AA as a whole. Your GSR is the link between your Group
and Area 19 – Chicago Area AA. This doesn’t mean that we do not want
to hear from you — your voice is the most prevalent voice of this Office
and this Area. Without you we would not need to exist. Without you we
cannot reach the still suffering alcoholic in dire need of the tiny mustard
seed of hope planted in their hearts and minds.
Because of your support to your Service Office, by way of your dollars
in the basket, your group contribution, and the purchase of literature
from your AA bookstore we can carry the message to inmates, hospitals /
treatment facilities, health fairs, public officials to name a few.
Our Area committees are always looking for more volunteers. We
need your valuable time and help. For information about the various
committees and to contact them please visit our website www.
ChicagoAA.org and go to the committee page.
I started on the Public Information Committee 14 years ago. Honestly,
I didn’t know how I could have made a difference until I was asked to
carry the message to a high school. As you may imagine, most of them
rolled their eyes at me. There were at least 3 students that stopped to talk
to me and my heart went out to them. It was that day that I understood
why I needed to serve. The funny thing is I was received the exact same
way when I have taken meetings to inmates.
Here at the office, we are a small but willing staff always available to
you, your groups, and the fellowship.
You may have heard this before…. We are in the final stages of putting
the bookstore online. This also includes on-line donations. I appreciate
everyone’s patience with us and this enormous task. One of our primary
functions as always is to protect the integrity of your anonymity and
personal information.

I have signed a new printer contract that can save the fellowship about
$7,200 a year. With this new equipment we will print the meeting
directories in-house. Please note the directory format will change. I said
it…change. We are not fond of change but it will benefit the office and
the fellowship.
I am constantly looking for ways to decrease our expenses without
compromising our primary purpose — to facilitate twelfth step work.
At this time our income is still on a steady slow decline. It has been for
the last few years. Contributions: group, individual and these special
appeals are declining a rate of about 5% over the last 3 years. Bookstore
sales are on a decline too. 2012 vs 2011 there was a decrease of sales of
about $20,000. We anticipate the on-line bookstore will help correct that.
From the bottom of my heart I’d like thank you for all the support you
and your groups have provided to your Service Office and Area. Because
of you, we can help the still suffering alcoholic in and out of the rooms
— together.
I am making a simple request; please contribute to this, our annual
“Spring Appeal”— it’s part of our annual budget. Our goal is to collect
$25,000. Help us meet that goal!
You can help by:
»» Making a personal contribution, it is our tradition that we do not
accept contributions from an individual larger than $3,000. Any
amount will help!
»» Take a special collection at you group separate from the 7th tradition
collection. We want to ensure your groups’ needs are met first.
It would seem that you may get these types of letters with regularity, (at
least twice a year). You do. Not because you’re not supporting us but
because not all contribute. Of the 7,000 letters we mail out only about
1,250 of you respond. It is our aim to reach as many of the fellowship
we can to let you know what the Area and Service Office are, what we
do and what we need. In short we need you — or as Bill W. put it ‘the
responsible citizens of the world’
I have faith that this Office is in the hands of ‘God As We Understand
Him.’ This means that our needs will always be met.
Bill W wrote; “Faith is more than our greatest gift; it’s sharing with
others our greatest responsibility. So may we of AA continually seek
the wisdom and the willingness by which we may fulfill that immense
trust which the Giver of all prefect gifts has placed in our hands.” AA
Grapevine, Inc. April 1961

Forever grateful to you,

Laura N. Gonzalez
Chicago Area Service Office Manager
July 2013
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I Kept Coming Back
by Walt P.

My first AA meeting was in New York in 1955. That was the year they
removed the word “honest” from the requirements for membership.
Although my attendance was not voluntary, I thought I could get
sober at once. It was not to be.
I went through the usual service work-coffee maker, clean-up squad,
treasurer, speaker. Then I did something wrong and I called after I
took the drink. This started what was to become my ten years of Hell.
I would be sober for as long as two years and then drink. All the
things that speakers warned would happen began to happen to me.
One sponsor, trying to help, turned over to me the chairmanship of
a group at a Veterans’ hospital on Long Island. This got me a year of
sobriety. Soon after my term ended, I emptied my medicine cabinet
of cough syrup and extracts. I went into a real blackout drunk during
which I showed up at the hospital to turn myself in. A kind guard
stopped me.
I tried the geographical cure through four states. It didn’t work but
throughout my ten years of “research” I never stopped going to
meetings. I was a member but not an honest one.
One night in February 1965, I walked into a meeting in Indiana and
began a kind of sobriety, a day at a time, that has lasted to this day.
I believe this was because I finally became honest with first myself,
then others. This past February I celebrated forty-eight years of
continuous sobriety!
If you are having trouble staying sober, don’t give up. Keep coming
back. Good things will happen in AA’s time.
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Humility
by Anonymous

Humility is not thinking less of
yourself; it is thinking of yourself less.
How It Was:
Egomaniac with an inferiority
complex.
Most of the time, I acted as though
I was God’s gift to the world. I was
the center of the universe. However, I
never really liked myself, and I often
felt inferior to others. I felt false
pride, and at the same time, I usually
felt guilt, shame, and unworthy.
What Happened:
12-Step Program
I can’t explain why the program
works. For me it is enough that the
Big Book tells me how it works. The
program has been responsible for a
transformation.
What It Is Like Now:
God is the center of the universe. the
false pride is gone. i feel good about
my accomplishments, but understand
that these accomplishments are
really gifts from God. It is God’s
grace that is responsible for these
accomplishments. I am now able to
listen to God Orderly Direction.

Here’s How

Do you enjoy writing short stories or poems?
Do you journal?
Well, here is your chance to get published!

The Chicago Area Service Assembly’s Newsletter needs your stories.
Tell us:
“what it was like, what happened and what it’s like now.”
Your story could appear in an upcoming issue.
Send submissions to:
hereshow@chicagoaa.org

July 2013
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Subscription to Here’s How
Name

I am a new reader.

Address

$5.00 annual subscription enclosed.

City/State/Zip/Country

Here’s an extra contribution of $______
to help keep Here’s How self-supporting.

Address
City/State/Zip/Country

I can’t contribute now, but please keep
me on the mailing list.
Please mail to:
Here’s How
180 N. Wabash Avenue, Suite 305
Chicago, IL 60601

Chicago Area Service Office, NFPC
180 N. Wabash Avenue, Suite 305
Chicago, IL 60601

Name

Please remove my name from your
mailing list.

Dated Material, Do Not Delay

If address changes, please indicate your old address:

Non Profit Org.
U.S. Postage
PAID
Chicago, IL
Permit 9817

