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We will know peace. 

ñAdmitted to God, to ourselves, and to another 
human being the exact nature of our wrongs.ò 

ALL OF A.A.'s Twelve Steps ask us to go con-
trary to our natural desires . . . they all deflate our 
egos. When it comes to ego deflation, few Steps 
are harder to take than Five. But scarcely any 
Step is more necessary to longtime sobriety and 
peace of mind than this one. 

ñEach group has but one primary purpose - to 
carry the message to the alcoholic who still suffers.ò 

ñSHOEMAKER, stick to thy last!ò... better do 
one thing supremely well than many badly. That 
is the central theme of this Tradition. Around it 
our Society gathers in unity. The very life of our 
Fellowship requires the preservation of this prin-
ciple.  

Throughout our world services structure, a tradi-
tional ñRight of Appealò ought to prevail, thus 
assuring us that minority opinion will be heard 
and that petitions for the redress of personal 
grievances will be carefully considered.  



 

 

This past winter, I drove down to our little park, and some teenagers began throwing 
snowballs at my car. One hit my windshield hard. I burst into a rage. I ground my 
teeth as I stopped the car. The kids must have seen that I was furious. How gratifying! 
I got out of the car, and I canôt tell you what my intentions were. Was I going to kill 
all the little darlings and chop them into small pieces? The absurdity of the thing hit 
me, and I began to laugh. I made a couple of snowballs and threw them at the kids. 
They threw a few at me. A good time was now being had by all. I said, ñI think my 
scoreôs pretty good for an adult.ò And I got back into the car and drove off, laughing. 

Itôs wonderful when we can see a ridiculous element in something weôre doing or 
thinking thatôs wrong. In the snowball episode, I admitted that I was being an ass. I 
didnôt need God or an AA friend for that one, though I told on myself later. 

Anger, like fear, is destructive and self-destructive. So are envy, resentment, self-pity, 
insecurity. Fear and insecurity can make us opinionated and domineering, which isnôt 
good for our nearest and dearest. Good old aged-in-the-wood resentments can crop up 
with the right stimulus and make us take other peopleôs inventories full-volume, or 
nag them gently and forever, so that life becomes miserable for our beloved victims. 
Resentment and envy can make us malicious and gossipy, unpleasant company both 
for those other people and for ourselves. Have we looked in the mirror when weôre 
feeling this way? Itôs revelatory. 

Perhaps we havenôt lashed out at anybody with words or actually done anything to 
them. Perhaps our anger is backed up into depression, and we feel like the wrong end 
of a worm. Self-pity. Yes, yes! Thereôs plenty of cause for this--situations all the way 
from irritating to tragic. But we need to regain our inner strength, or learn to get some 
if weôre new in AA and feel we never had any. 

If we have taken Step Four, we have probably discussed some of our character de-
fects already, so itôs easier to remember them now. Step Five is a further sharing and 
verbalization of the moral inventory. We are beginning to learn that nobody is going 
to send us to the guillotine because of our shortcomings. We wonôt be rejected. We 
wonôt be punished. Not in AA. 

How many times I have taken this Step with myself, with my AA friends, and with 
God! And I havenôt always done it too well. But I am learning, as I go along, to elimi-
nate complaint and excuse and admit that Iôve done thus-and-thus to others or to my-
self, because of this or that anger or fear--or that I have omitted doing what I really 
wanted to do, because kindness and consideration have been submerged by harass-
ment or worry. When someone else comes to you for help, or you listen to others at a 

Now when I sit listening to another's story of what it was like, I can laugh along with 
the others, not at the storyteller, but at the Larry, Curly, and Moe inside of me. With-
out this gift of humor, my sobriety would surely regress into a bone-dry desert, bris-
tling with restlessness, irritability, and discontentment. 

A genuine sense of humor touches, tastes, hears, sees, and even smells the world in a 
unique way, a kind and colorful way. This new sixth sense AA meetings have given 
me is a blend of awe, wonder, and gratitude--a magic potion, you could say. Behind 
this glow of laughter and acceptance is the light of forgiveness. A sense of humor 
transforms restless, irritable, and discontented sobriety into quality sobriety. "We 
aren't a glum lot," the Big Book says. Now I know why. - Ed C., Bowling Green, KT 

 
 

Way back in the late 1950s when I was a young lad, one of my favorite TV shows 
was The Three Stooges: Larry, Curly, and Moe. Moe was the serious one, Curly was 
the dunce, and Larry was the fall guy, always caught in the middle between Curly and 
Moe. It was a curious comedy act, looking back on it after all these years, yet there 
was an important lesson to be learned that would surface many years later when I 
finally got sober. 

What made me laugh so hard watching the show was the way these three stooges 
screwed everything up and then blamed each other and beat up on each other. 

They would poke one another in the eye, hit each other with a hammer or a steel pipe, 
or punch each other in the stomach. It was a non-stop violent vendetta! I was a little 
boy being entertained by dismal failure and brutal behavior. The TV stations today 
are loaded with the very same brand of comedy. How could mishap, bungling, retalia-
tion, and downright stupidity be so entertaining? It would take me years of hard 
drinking, many mishaps, and heaps of humiliation to find the simple answer. 

I went to my second "first AA meeting" a little over two years ago, having been given 
a second chance. I was full of shame, regret, and self-hatred. I remember being con-
fused when someone would tell a story about some senseless, harmful, often self-
destructive scenario they pulled off when drunk. Almost everyone at the meeting 
would laugh, some with tears in their eyes, like they were in some kind of hilarious 
pain. Why were they--even the storyteller--laughing? These crazy folks weren't just 
chuckling. Their laughter came from someplace deep inside. All I could feel was re-
gret and resentment when I looked at the wreckage of my past: the people I had poked 
in the eyes and the times I got hit in the head with a hammer--often held in my own 
hand. I kept my story to myself for a long time. I saw nothing funny about my last 
forty years of insanity. 

Two years sober in AA have passed by quickly, after a slow start wracked by com-
pulsion and fear. My life seems to have started over again from scratch. Everything is 
different. I think the most remarkable change has been the way I perceive myself and 
my past. The first five Steps exposed a man who is fully human, all the best and the 
worst, wrapped up in a package with skin on it. 

I can't go back and change the past. So what do I do with all the junk from my past? 
The Twelve Steps deal with just this predicament: moving from regret to a sincere 
attempt to avoid repeating my harmful behavior, with honesty being the driving force. 

Following this was the journey of forgiveness that began to infiltrate my life of sobri-
ety after I admitted and took responsibility for my wrongs by doing the Fifth Step. As 
a result, I was granted a brand new outlook on the wreckage of my past. This puts my 
junk to work; I help others by telling my story. As the months go by, my story gets 
more humorous as it gets more honest. As a good friend of mine in AA says: "You 
can't make this stuff up!" 

This new perspective on my past is a gift I call the sixth sense--the sense of humor. It 
is a healer of wounds. It's a light at the end of the tunnel. It's the tie that binds me to 
other alcoholics. It transforms tears of sorrow to tears of gratitude. The newfound 
capacity to laugh at myself is the antidote AA has given me to counteract the poison 
called resentment that kills so many alcoholics. I believe this sixth sense is part of the 
psychic change Dr. Silkworth talks about at the beginning of the Big Book. 
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closed meeting and contribute some remarks yourself, you find, for the thousandth 
time, that you are not alone. Other people have these feelings. They have done the 
same things. Itôs perfectly astonishing how often we go back to thinking of ourselves 
as ñspecial.ò 

When I was drinking, I was an angry person who hated herself and took other peo-
pleôs inventories. When I was first sober, I was an angry person and went on taking 
other peopleôs inventories. Now and again, I still am tempted to set somebody 
straight. If I do, I try to make amends. I am not as given to arrogance as I was, be-
cause I am slowly accepting myself, liabilities and all. I even think I might have a few 
assets. AA taught me that it was safe to evaluate myself. 

Ten thousand thanks and a golden coffee mug to those who have listened to me so 
long and helped me find out about myself. Itôs a wonderful feeling to know that you 
donôt have to be a god or a goddess, or a saint or a genius, to lead a reasonably happy, 
sober, healthy, communicative, constructive, and useful life--with some laughter 
thrown in for good measure. think up for me next. - F.M., New Canaan, CT 

 

In 1998, I went on my last bender. After the hallucinations, shakes, and fog lifted, I 
added up my charges--I faced eighty-eight years in prison if I received a full sen-
tence! What the hell happened? 

I was raised in north central Indiana by great parents. The local country club was my 
playground and my parents started me swimming at age seven. I remember feeling 
awkward in most situations, with one exception: being around a pool, any pool. I re-
call hearing comments in my youth like, "He must have been born with gills," and I 
realized that I never felt "normal" except in the water. So, I immersed myself in the 
sport and by the time I entered high school, I felt very confident. At the end of my 
senior year, two state championships and two All-American certificates hung on my 
wall. 

Off to a "Big Ten" university on full scholarship, to swim, grow, and experience life, 
I felt I was on the right track. 

In my freshman year, I set every school record in the distance freestyle events. But, 
one day I asked one of the guys I really looked up to for a joint. Shortly after, the par-
ty was on! 

By the end of my freshman year, I was miserable. I did not sign up for classes the 
next year until it was almost too late. The coach called me into his office to let me 
know that I needed to sign up for the next semester or lose my scholarship. Little did 
I know that my major was about to change--to partying! I was truly lost. I didn't know 
what to do--other than drink--and I didn't know why. 

After two-and-a-half years, I lost my scholarship due to my grade point average drop-
ping below the NCAA's minimum requirements. I left the school and entered rehab, 
not because of the loss but due to the first of six DUIs. Unfortunately, during thirty 
days of inpatient treatment and six weeks of aftercare, I do not remember anybody 
mentioning AA or that I might be an alcoholic. How strong denial is. 

The next eighteen years were full of disappointment. I didn't think twice about taking 
someone's property, pride, position, or prestige to get what I wanted. I could hold a 
job for about a year, and there were many good ones: manager, co-owner, and owner 

of my own business. I moved to another state and four different towns, always with 
the same result--another arrest. 

In November 1998, while making hooch in the county jail, I had a moment of clarity 
and asked God to help me out of this mess. I was still looking for the dove to fly 
down, the walls to crumble, or the phone call to tell me all my charges had been 
dropped, but instead God did it his way. He led me into an AA meeting on the inside. 

The group of guys who twelfth-stepped me there are all examples of our program 
working. They were men who had what I wanted. I was jealous that they could put 
together two ideas, come up with a concept, and talk about it. I struggled with form-
ing sentences that made sense. So, I involved myself in every positive program the 
jail had to offer, and it was there that I met my sponsor. 

After eighteen months with charges in two counties, I was finally sentenced to the 
Indiana Department of Correction for fifteen years--seven years executed, eight years 
suspended. My sponsor, Jack, gave me his address before I went to prison. 

At this point, I started to get real with myself for the first time in my life. My life was 
out of control. I could not figure out why I kept on digging myself deeper and deeper 
into trouble. AA showed me that I had to put down the shovel to be able to climb out 
of the hole that was my life. I met some really cool people in prison, especially the 
guys who came in to lead the Twelve Step meetings. They gave me hope and showed 
me that all was not lost. They were working the program on the streets, dealing with 
life's ups and downs without drinking to cope. Most of them had done some time 
somewhere and I could relate. Something was changing inside me for the better. 

I ended up doing ten months in state prison. The rest of my sentence was modified to 
two years of house arrest. My first AA meeting on the street was the same day I was 
released, which my sponsor suggested. I needed to get hooked into AA and the Fel-
lowship. I wore my prison khakis to the meeting because I had gained seventy pounds 
and had no clothes that fit me. I had no wheels. The guys would pick me up and take 
me to meetings. Using the group as my Higher Power, I intuitively knew what to do--
get myself to meetings and get to work. I finally finished my Fourth Step after I had 
enough pens rolled to me at meetings. I completed my Fifth Step with Jack, sharing 
all the past I swore I would never tell anyone. What a miracle--I was released from 
my own prison. And I ended up only doing eighteen months on house arrest. 

Today, I have embraced this new way of life. AA has given me hope. I have been 
employed with the same company for over six years and I have received three promo-
tions. I got married, but am currently going through a divorce. Relationships, feel-
ings, and emotions have been the hardest issues to handle. This is why I surround 
myself with my AA brothers, sisters, and my God. 

I brought my Dad to my five-year anniversary meeting so maybe he could understand 
me a little better. At one point, years ago, he'd told me, "I love you; you're my son. 
But I don't like you." Today, thank God, I am not that same person. Now we hang out 
together. What a change. This AA thing really works. - Al F., Kokomo, IN 

 

 

A.A. does not do 
Trickle down sobriety. 
We are bottoms up 

- Carla Moon 
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never be able to explain in any other way." 

Now I have another AA friend, a good and gentle soul. He recently joined one of the 
great religious orders; one in which the Friars spend many hours a day in contempla-
tion. So my friend has plenty of time to take his inventory. The more he looks, the 
more unconscious self-deception he finds. And the more astonished he becomes at the 
elaborate and devious excuse-making machinery by which he had been justifying 
himself. He has already come to the conclusion that the prideful righteousness of 
"good people" may often be just as destructive as the glaring sins of those who are 
supposedly not so good. So he daily looks inward upon himself and then upward to-
ward God, the better to discover just where he stands in this matter of honesty. Out of 
each of his meditations there always emerges one dead certainty, and this is the fact 
that he still has a long way to go. 

Just how and when we tell the truth--or keep silent--can often reveal the difference 
between genuine integrity and none at all. Step Nine of AA's program emphatically 
cautions us against misusing the truth when it states: we made direct amends to such 
people wherever possible, except when to do so would injure them or others. Because 
it points up the fact that the truth can be used to injure as well as to heal, this valuable 
principle certainly has a wide-ranging application to the problem of developing integ-
rity. 

In AA, for instance, we talk a great deal about each other. Provided our motives are 
thoroughly good, this is not in the least wrong. But damaging gossip is quite some-
thing else. Of course, this kind of scuttlebutt can be well grounded in fact. But no 
such abuse of the facts could ever be twisted into anything resembling integrity. It 
can't be maintained that this sort of superficial honesty is good for anyone. So the 
need to examine ourselves is very much with us. Following a gossip binge we can 
well ask ourselves these questions: "Why did we say what we did? Were we only 
trying to be helpful and informative? Or were we not trying to feel superior by con-
fessing the other fellow's sins? Or, because of fear and dislike, were we not really 
aiming to damage him?" This would be an honest attempt to examine ourselves, ra-
ther than the other fellow. Here we see the difference between the use of the truth and 
its misuse. Right here we begin to regain the integrity we had lost. 

Sometimes, though, our true motives are not so easily determined. There are times 
when we think we must reveal highly damaging facts so that we may stop the depre-
dations of certain evil-doers. "All for the good of AA"--or what have you--now be-
comes our cry. Armed with this often false justification, we righteously press our 
attack. True enough, there may be a genuine need to remedy a damaging condition. 
True enough, we may have to make use of some unpleasant facts. But the real test is 
how we handle ourselves. We must be ever so certain that we are not pots who call 
the kettles black. Therefore it is wise if we pose ourselves these questions: "Do we 
really understand the people who are involved in this situation? Are we certain that 
we have all of the facts? Is any action or criticism on our part really necessary? Are 
we positive that we are neither fearful nor angry?" Only following such a scrutiny can 
we be sure to act with the careful discrimination and in the loving spirit that will al-
ways be needed to maintain our own integrity. 

Now here is another aspect of the honesty problem. It is very possible for us to use 
the alleged dishonesty of other people as a most plausible excuse for not meeting our 
own obligations. I once had a spell of this myself. Some rather prejudiced friends had 

 
Third of a Series by Bill W. 

THE problem of honesty touches nearly every aspect of our lives. There are, for ex-
ample, the widespread and amazing phenomena of self-deception. There are those 
rather dreadful brands of reckless truth-telling, which are so often lacking in prudence 
and love. Then there are those countless life situations in which nothing less than 
utter honesty will do, no matter how sorely we may be tempted by the fear and pride 
that would reduce us to half-truths or inexcusable denials. 

Let's first see what self-deception can do to one's integrity. 

Well-remembered is the comfort I used to take from an exaggerated belief in my own 
honesty. My New England kinsfolk had thoroughly taught me the sanctity of all busi-
ness commitments and contracts. They insisted that "A man's word is his bond." I 
delighted in the Lincoln story which tells how Honest Abe once walked six miles to 
return the six pennies he had overcharged a poor woman at his grocery. After his rig-
orous conditioning, business honesty always came easy, and it stayed with me. Even 
in Wall Street, where I landed years later, I never flimflammed anyone. 

However, this small fragment of easy-won virtue did produce some interesting liabili-
ties. I was so absurdly proud of my business standards that I never failed to whip up a 
fine contempt for those of my fellow Wall-Streeters who were prone to short-change 
their customers. This was arrogant enough, but the ensuing self-deception proved 
even worse. My prized business honesty was presently converted into a comfortable 
cloak under which I could hide the many serious flaws that beset other departments of 
my life. Being certain of this one virtue, it was easy to conclude that I had them all. 
For years on end, this prevented me from taking a good look at myself. This is a very 
ordinary example of the fabulous capacity for self-deception that nearly all of us can 
display at times. Moreover the deception of others is nearly always rooted in the de-
ception of ourselves. 

As further illustrations, two extreme cases come to mind. One shows self-delusion in 
a very obvious form--obvious, that is, to all but the victim himself. The other depicts 
the more subtle brand of self-delusion, from which no human being can be entirely 
exempt. 

One of my good friends used to be a safecracker. He told me this revealing tale: Said 
he, "You know, Bill, I used to think I was a kind of one-man revolution against socie-
ty. All over the world I could see the 'have-nots' taking it away from the 'haves'. This 
seemed very reasonable. After all, those damn 'haves' just wouldn't share their wealth. 
The revolutions that took it away from them were apt to get a lot of applause. But 
guys like me who could also make those 'haves' share their wealth, got no such glad 
hand. After awhile I figured this out: the plain fact was that nobody liked burglars. 
Revolutions, yes--but burglars, no. Anyway, I couldn't see anything wrong about 
blowing safes, excepting getting caught. Even after years in jail, I still couldn't see it. 
When AA showed up, I slowly began to get it through my head that there were good 
revolutions and bad ones. Bit by bit it dawned on me how I'd completely fooled my-
self. I could see that I had been pretty crazy. How I could have been that dumb, I'll 
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exhorted me never to go back to Wall Street. They were sure that the rampant materi-
alism and double-dealing down there would be sure to stunt my spiritual growth. Be-
cause this sounded so high-minded, I continued to stay away from the only business 
that I knew. 

When finally my household went quite broke, I woke up to the fact that I hadn't been 
able to face the prospect of going back to work. So I returned to Wall Street after all. 
And I have ever since been glad that I did. I needed to rediscover that there are many 
fine people in New York's financial district. Then, too, I needed the experience of 
staying sober in the very surroundings where alcohol had cut me down. I did receive 
all these benefits and a great deal more. Indeed, there was one colossal dividend that 
resulted directly from my grudging decision to re-enter the market place. It was a 
Wall Street business trip to Akron, Ohio, in 1935, that first brought me face to face 
with Dr. Bob--AA's co-founder to be. So the birth of AA itself actually hinged on the 
fact that I had been trying to meet my bread-and-butter responsibilities. 

We must now leave the absorbing topic of self-delusion and look at some of those 
trying life situations which we have to meet foursquare and head on. Suppose we are 
handed an employment application that asks, "Have you ever suffered from alcohol-
ism, and were you ever hospitalized?" Here, we AAs can assuredly make a good re-
port of ourselves. Almost to a man we believe that nothing short of the absolute truth 
will do in situations of this type. Most employers respect our Fellowship and they like 
this rugged brand of honesty, especially when we reveal our AA membership and its 
results. Of course many another life problem calls for this identical brand of forth-
rightness. For the most part, situations requiring utter honesty are clean-cut, and read-
ily recognizable. We simply have to face up to them, our fear and pride regardless. 
Failing to do this, we shall be sure to suffer those ever-mounting conflicts which can 
only be resolved by plain honesty. 

There are, nevertheless, certain occasions where reckless truth-telling may create 
widespread havoc and permanent damage to others. Whenever this seems possible, 
we are likely to find ourselves in a bad jam indeed. We shall be torn between two 
temptations. When conscience agonizes us enough, we may well cast all prudence 
and love to the winds. We may try to buy our freedom by telling the brutal truth, no 
matter who gets hurt or how much. But this is not the usual temptation. It is far more 
probable that we shall veer to the other extreme. We will paint for ourselves a most 
unrealistic picture of the awful damage we are about to inflict on others. By claiming 
great compassion and love for our supposed victims, we are getting set to tell the Big 
Lie--and be thoroughly comfortable about it too. 

When life presents us with a racking conflict like this, we cannot be altogether 
blamed if we are confused. In fact, our very first responsibility is to admit that 
we are confused. We may have to confess that, for the time being, we have lost all 
ability to tell right from wrong. Most difficult, too, will be the admission that we can-
not be certain of receiving God's guidance because our prayers are so cluttered with 
wishful thinking. Surely this is the point at which we must seek the counsel of our 
finest friends. There is nowhere else to go. 

Had I not been blessed with wise and loving advisers, I might have cracked up long 
ago. A doctor once saved me from death by alcoholism because he obliged me to face 
up to the deadliness of that malady. Another doctor, a psychiatrist, later on helped me 
save my sanity because he led me to ferret out some of my deep-lying defects. From a 

clergyman I acquired the truthful principles by which we AAs now try to live. But 
these precious friends did far more than supply me with their professional skills. I 
learned that I could go to them with any problem whatever. Their wisdom and their 
integrity were mine for the asking. Many of my dearest AA friends have stood with 
me in exactly this same relation. Oftentimes they could help where others could not, 
simply because they were AAs. 

Of course we cannot wholly rely on friends to solve all our difficulties. A good advis-
er will never do all our thinking for us. He knows that each final choice must be ours. 
He will therefore help to eliminate fear, expediency and self-deception, so enabling 
us to make choices which are loving, wise and honest. 

The choice of such a friend is an all-important matter. We should look for a person of 
deep understanding, and then carefully listen to what he has to say. In addition, we 
must be positive that our prospective adviser will hold our communications in the 
strictest of confidence. Should he be a clergyman or doctor or lawyer, this can be 
taken for granted. But when we consult an AA friend, we should not be reluctant to 
remind him of our need for full privacy. Intimate communication is normally so free 
and easy among us that an AA adviser may sometimes forget when we expect him to 
remain silent. The protective sanctity of this most healing of human relations ought 
never be violated. 

Such privileged communications have priceless advantages. We find in them the per-
fect opportunity to be as honest as we know how to be. We do not have to think of the 
possibility of damage to other people, nor need we fear ridicule or condemnation. 
Here, too, we have the best possible chance of spotting self-deception. 

If we are fooling ourselves, a competent adviser can see this quickly. And, as he 
guides us out of our fantasies, we are surprised to find that we have few of the usual 
urges to defend ourselves against unpleasant truths. In no other way can fear, pride 
and ignorance be so readily melted. After a time, we realize that we are standing firm 
on a brand-new foundation for integrity. 

Let us therefore continue our several searches for self-deception, great or small. Let 
us painstakingly temper honesty with prudence and love. And let us never flinch from 
entire forthrightness whenever this is the requirement. 

How truth makes us free is something that we AAs can well understand. It cut the 
shackles that once bound us to alcohol. It continues to release us from conflicts and 
miseries beyond reckoning; it banishes fear and isolation. The unity of our Fellow-
ship, the love we cherish for each other, the esteem in which the world holds us--all 
of these are products of such integrity, as under God, we have been privileged to 
achieve. May we therefore quicken our search for still more genuine honor, and deep-
en its practice in all our affairs. 

Honesty without kindness is brutality 
Kindness without honesty is manipulation 

                      - Volker, Back to Basics 
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nature, which, if practiced as a way of life, can expel the obsession to drink and ena-
ble the sufferer to become happily and usefully whole.

We hope this checklist will help the individual to become more aware of the person-
ality changes that take place in our personal growth.

1.

2.

3.

4.

These questions were originally published in the AA Grapevine. While they were 
originally intended primarily for individual use, many AA groups have since used 
them as a basis for wider discussion. 
 

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.

Every month, when I sit down to write my article for the newsletter, I usually try to 
find a story to tell that will demonstrate what Iôm trying to say. I was scratching my 
head, thinking, ñWhat can I write about the Fifth Step?ò Life has been going smooth-
ly lately, I havenôt been keeping any secrets in the dark. Soé? 

Then life did what it usually does - dropped something in my lap I definitely need to 
talk about. The IRS (bless their little pink hearts) notified me that Delta Central Of-
fice had not yet filed our tax return for the year ending in June 2023. WHAT?! I 
know I filed an extension, but I could find it nowhere, and neither could the IRS. 

After the immediate gut-wrenching blast of pure unmitigated fear - ñOh no, I really  
fucked up big-time on this oneò - I checked my personal bank balance to see if I 
could financially afford to hide this mistake. Could I keep it a secret and hope nobody 
would notice? Then, ñHow can I explain this monumental disaster in a way that 
would make me look somewhat less incompetent?ò Could I blame the IRS? Yeah! 
Thatôs it - Everyone hates the IRS. 

Until I got sober, this is how I lived - always in fear of being caught, always looking 
over my shoulder, always hiding myself and all my too obvious flaws from public 
view. Keeping a lid on all these secrets was  physically, mentally, and emotionally 
exhausting.  

It took me a lo-o-ong time to learn that our growth in AA is not about achieving any 
sort of perfection. Itôs just about doing the best we can, and striving to be honest with 
ourselves and others about our mistakes. This perfection thing is just another obses-
sion designed to drive us crazy. After all, once perfect, whatôs left except for a dead 
end? But the honesty - now thereôs something of value that I have learned to embrace, 
although sometimes I do revert to old thoughts of hiding for a couple of minutes, or 
hours, . . .or days. But in the end, I usually remember what the Fifth Step is all about. 
The only way to stop hiding in fear is to stop hiding at all.  

I shared my dilemma first with a colleague I trusted, just to test the waters. I survived. 
Then I shared in my home group that night. Then I called the people who most need-
ed to know, decided to put it out in this article, and finally - last but not least - the IRS 
itself. Oh, and our accountant as well. Each step in self-disclosure helped me develop 
enough confidence to take the next step.  

Because, as desirable as it is, honesty can also be a real hot potato, and when we blurt 
out our innermost thoughts in a public forum, we often get burned. The backlash of 
overexposing ourselves can drive us right back into the guilt and shame that kept us 
prisoners to our addiction. I have often seen newcomers, in an extravagant attempt to 
ñcome cleanò publicly rush out the door at the end of a meeting, never to return.  

Let us remember that we are asked to do our Fifth Step with God, ourselves, and an-
other person. This is one of the most important aspects of having a sponsor. Itôs im-
portant to start small and build our circle of confidantes gradually. We are building 
our trust, not only in others, but also in ourselves to survive the consequences of our 
errors and our disclosures. 

Developing the habit of honesty, coincidentally, also helped me develop the habit of 
trust. Trust in others, of course. More importantly, I developed trust in myself - trust 
to make reasonably good decisions, and trust that I would survive the consequences 
of the occasional poor decisions. The Fifth Step was a vital tool in helping me devel-
op this overall sense of trust that the universe will provide. 

- Lynne R, Pershing Group, 2024 

Relevance ku the quality of being directly connected, applicable, or pertinent to the matter at hand. 

A person is relevant by consistently offering value, fostering genuine connections, and adapting to chang-
ing environments. They remain meaningful to others by solving real problems, demonstrating empathy, and 
staying curious, which keeps them engaged and indispensable in both personal and professional contexts.  

As a teenager, I never expected to survive after high school graduation, even while in 
the midst of applying to and making plans for college. This didnôt bother me. What 
absolutely terrified me to point of making my toes curl was the idea that, not only 
would I leave this world, but that I would not leave behind any trace of my having 
been here. My passing would be nothing less than total annihilation, I would be utter-
ly forgotten; no faded memory or whisper of my voice would be heard. It was a dev-
astating consequence of my sense of inner emptiness and uselessness. I had been ad-
dicted to alcohol since nursery school, and it had rendered me a hollowed out shell 
before I was 18. In many ways, itôs a miracle I survived the usual sturm und drung, 
world-class drama of adolescence, but the feelings remained with me in more moder-
ate forms for another couple of decades of my drinking career. 

Today, I just celebrated my 80th birthday, and it is with tremendous gratitude that I 
can say things have certainly changed. Not overnight, but over the past 3-4 decades. 
(Holy shit, when did that happen?). For many, getting to this age results in withdraw-
ing from community, from change and challenges, from connectedness as our peers 
either retreat into their own shrinking worlds or leave this world entirely. It is a time 
of life marked by significant loss and mourning.  

But that does not need to be the only course open to us. The feeling that I was rele-
vant has always been a challenge for me. I have longed for it, and yearned for it all 
my life. Its absence has always been painful. There were times when I felt I had 
achieved something special, and the pain subsided for a moment. But these moments 
were just that, moments.  

Until I got sober, I never felt part of a community, and it has come to my attention 
that to be relevant, one needs to feel part of a community. Our Fifth Step was the 
gateway for me to enter the community of recovery. For the first time, I had to share 
my knowledge of my true self, such as it was, with another person. I had done the 
Fourth Step getting to know myself, and now I was letting someone else know me. 
That was a major barrier to break through, and it was both terrifying and exhilarating. 
Over time, other barriers between me and my chosen community began to break 
down as well. I started contributing to my community through service. I was becom-
ing relevant through my actions. I had become comfortable in knowing my value to, 
and my place in, my community. 

Now, with this birthday, Iôm facing a new challenge. (Remember AFGE=Another F!
@#ing Growth Experience? Life just never stops providing them.) Iôm slowing down, 
and Iôm passing the reins of my service on to someone younger with new and fresh 
ideas. My days of active service are far from over, but they are definitely shrinking. 
So, how do I feel about my relevance today? Funny you should ask.  

About a month ago, I shared at a meeting how I had learned that once I had started 
behaving badly, I didnôt need to commit to that behavior. I could change course in 
mid-sentence if necessary, and that would change the outcome. I had learned that 
lesson about 6 months into sobriety, and yet again that same day a month ago. A 
week later, someone else at the meeting shared that he remembered what I had said, 
and had found it worked for him as well. Bingo! I AM RELEVANT! Not because I 
do my service, but just because of who I am and because I have learned to share my 
truth with others. Most importantly, in A.A., I have found a community which I am 
grateful and proud to be a part of. Without community, there is no relevance for me. 
Thank you all so much for taking me in, for embracing me, and for being my commu-
nity. Lynne R.,  Pershing Group, 2026 
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ñAlcoholics Anonymous Twelve Steps are a group of principles, spiritual in their 
nature, which, if practiced as a way of life, can expel the obsession to drink and ena-
ble the sufferer to become happily and usefully whole.ò 

p.15 Twelve Steps and Twelve Traditions 

We hope this checklist will help the individual to become more aware of the person-
ality changes that take place in our personal growth. 

 

Admitted to God, to ourselves, and to another human being  
the exact nature of our wrongs 

 
1. What could happen if I put off doing this step?? 

2. Why do I need to be open and honest when taking this Step? 

3. When choosing with whom I will confide on this Step, what qualities in another 
person are important? 

4. What rewards might I expect from Step Five? 

These questions were originally published in the AA Grapevine. While they were 
originally intended primarily for individual use, many AA groups have since used 
them as a basis for wider discussion.  
 

 Each group has but one primary purposeðto carry its message  
to the alcoholic who still suffers. 

1. Do I ever cop out by saying, ñIôm not a group, so this or that Tradition doesnôt 
apply to meò? 

2. Am I willing to explain firmly to a newcomer the limitations of AA help, even if 
he gets mad at me for not giving him a loan? 

3. Have I today imposed on any AA member for a special favor or consideration 
simply because I am a fellow alcoholic? 

4. Am I willing to twelfth-step the next newcomer without regard to who or what is 
in it for me? 

5. Do I help my group in every way I can to fulfill our primary purpose? 

6. Do I remember that AA old-timers, too, can be alcoholics who still suffer? Do I 
try both to help them and to learn from them? 

Our membership has dwindled over the last few years, so I have pruned 
the list of BGC members down to those who have contributed during 
the past two years. I have hesitated to do this ñhouse-cleaningò, but it 
didnôt seem fair to those who support us through their contributions to 
continue acknowledging those who have let their support lapse.  

However, since I am prone to making errors, if I have left you off the 
list by mistake, please be sure to let me know ñpost-hasteò, and I will 
correct the list by the next newsletter. Thank you all for your patience 
and ongoing support.                     (Lynne R., Editor) 

Ɗ NEW      Ɗ RENEW       Date:              

First Name             Last Initial       
  

Sobriety Date:          ,        years & counting    

Make checks payable to:   DCO or Delta Central Office  

 Drop off, or Mail to:  Delta Central Office  
1151 W. Robinhood Drive, B3, Stockton, CA 95204  
You can PayPal your payment to:  deltacentral312@gmail.com 
You can now also Venmo to @Delta-Central or Cash App to $DeltaCentral 

THANK YOU FOR CARRYING THE MESSAGE 

            Sobriety 

Name                    Date       Years 

            Sobriety 

Name                    Date       Years 
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Herb M. 17 years 
 

Frank H. 36 years 
Ruven A 21 years 
Richard G. 20 years 
Lawrence W. 17 years 
Billy R. 16 years 
Heidi H. 8 years 
Kurt P. 7 years 
Rebecca R. 4 years 
Ambra W. 3 years 
Alicia S. 3 years 
Alexander R.  1 year 
 

 
Wayne B.  31 years 
Bob K. 25 years 
Shannon C.  14 years 
Joey G 8 years 
Jim C. 5 years 
Two Feathers 4 years 
Ivan 2 years 
Cara S. 4 years 
Nate P. 4 years 
Benjamin D.  3 years 
Elyse C. 3 years 
Scott R. 1 year 
Julian 1 year
Sam B. 1 year 
Pedro 1 year 
Dustin G. 1 year

Jim R. 37 years 
Cassie M. 37 years 
Carl H. 36 years 
Liz H. 32 years 
Sherry W.  32 years 
Tony D. 32 years 
Maudie G.  32 years 
Rhonda L. 31 years 

Chris A. 31 years 
Gabe S. 21 years 
Donna R.  20 years 
Leonard V. 19 years 
Rebecca B. 12 years 
Kevin M.  11 years 
Taff G. 11 years 
Kellie W. 10 years 
Joe K. 10 years 
Terry F. 10 years 
Ryen R. 9 years 
Sam P. 9 years 
Diane C. 9 years 
Yolanda D. 9 years 
Stu 9 years  
Kurt P. 8 years 
Deborah K. 8 years 
CJ A. 8 years 
Zach T. 8 years 
Megan C. 7 years 
Joey G. 7 years 
Rachel M. 7 years 
Michelle A. 7 years 
Diana C. 6 years 
Francisco R. 6 years 
Kapena B. 5 years 
Gayle H. 5 years 
Blu C. 4 years 
Leslie G. 3 years 
Mercedes F. 3 years 
Rich D. 2 years 
Nancy P. 2 years 

 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 ____________________   ____  Years 

 

 January:  Rainbow Fellowship  
  February: Recovery Central    
 March: Bilingual Group 
 April: DCO (Unity Celebration)  

 May: Maple Square 

 June: Big Bookers 
 July: K.I.S.S. 
 August:  Tracy Fellowship 
September: Porter Group 
 October: Primary Purpose 
November: Pershing Group 
December: Back to Basics 

Lina C. 44 years 
Cynthia P. 34 years 
Sherry W. 33 years 
John V. 27 years 
DJ R. 22 years 
Mahlalinee B. 21 years 
Jason W. 19 years 
Shaun A.  17 years 
Billy R.  17 years 
Rebekah B. 14 years 
Kevin B. 10 years 
Mary S. 9 years 
Cherie H. 9 years 
Kurt P. 8 years 
Frances F. 8 years 
Joey G. 8 years 
Cassidy R.  7 years 
Tracy P.  7 years 
Diana C.  6 years 
Francisco R. 6 years 
Susan N. 5 years 
Kapena B. 5 years 
Deanna K. 5 years 
Laurie F. 4 years 
Carrie M. 4 years 
David E.  4 years 
Barbara F.  3 years 
Ma J. 3 years 
Terra T.  3 years 
Melanie S. 3 years 
Gary G. 2 years 
Lorraine J. 2 years 
Paul B.  2 years 
Sam M. 1 year
Caitlin T 1 year 
Chastity L. 1 year 
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ADMITTED 
ALCOHOLISM 
ANONYMITY 
ANONYMOUS 
AWAKENING 
CONSCIENCE 
COURAGE 
DRINKING 
FELLOWSHIP 

FREEDOM 
GRATITUDE 
HIGHER POWER 
LONGTIME 
MESSAGE 
NATURE 
OURSELVES 
PRIMARY 
PURPOSE 

REMORSE 
RESENTMENTS  
RESPONSIBILITY 
SINCERE 
SPIRITUAL 
SUFFERING 
USELESSNESS 
WISDOM 
WRONGS 

Sun Mon Tuesday Wednesday Thurs Fri Saturday 

       1 2 

3 4 5 6 7 8 9 

10 11 12 13 14 15 16 

17 18 19 20 

 

21 22 23 

24/31 25 

 

26 27 28 29 30 

 

ADVISORY 
Committee 

7 PM 
859-6783-4300 

PW: delta 

DELTA  
INTERGROUP 

7 PM - DCO 
1151 W. Robin-
hood Dr,  B3 
Stockton 

831-9927-9187 
PW: delta 

 
 

 
 
 

 

GSR  
DISTRICT 37  

 7 PM 

P.I.C.P.C   
9AM-11AM 

861 8890 4562: 
PW: PICPC 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
H & I 

10:15 AM 
DCO 

1151 W. Robin-
hood Dr,  B3 
Stockton 

833 5105 7501 
PW: Area82H&I 

SATURDAY 
NIGHT LIVE 

31 E. Vine St. 
Stockton 

7:30-9:00 pm 

(See Flyer) 

P.I.C.P.C. 
BEGINNERõS 

SERIES 
7 PM 

860-3627-3183 
PW: picpc 

P.I.C.P.C. 
BEGINNERõS 

SERIES 
7 PM 

860-3627-3183 
PW: picpc 

P.I.C.P.C. 
BEGINNERõS 

SERIES 
7 PM 

860-3627-3183 
PW: picpc 

P.I.C.P.C. 
BEGINNERõS 

SERIES 
7 PM 

860-3627-3183 
PW: picpc 

 
Ad Hoc 
BYLAWS 

COMMITTEE 
7 PM 

871-9272-9017 
PW: BYLAWS 
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