
 

Let Us Know What’s  
on Your Minds  

and In Your Hearts 
As you may  have noticed, members from our Area have been sending us articles, memes, haikus and 

inspirational thoughts. And I believe our newsletter is far better because of these contributions. 

So, we  have now demonstrated that there are a lot of our members who have something important 
to say. So, please continue to share your thoughts, jokes, stories, and experiences with us. We want 
this to be a newsletter that showcases all the many voices in our community. And I know there are 

a lot of us out there. 

Send us your  literary and artistic contributions at 
deltacentral312@gmai l .com  

We want to hear from you! 

Delta Intergroup’s Central Office furthers this goal of Unity by providing services to 

the groups which they cannot provide to their members.  

We sell AA approved and related recovery literature, and provide printed and online 

meeting schedules and information. We support the P.I./C.P.C. Committee by 

providing meeting space and pamphlet materials for distribution to the Institutions it 

serves. We sponsor a monthly area-wide “Birthday” celebration, and special events 

throughout the year. 

Delta Central Office,  
1151 W. Robinhood Dr., B3, Stockton  95207 
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Groups can now contribute to Delta Intergroup online at  
deltacentral312@gmail.com. using PayPal.  

You can also use Venmo to @Delta-Central or Cash App to $DeltaCentral 
We can also take Contributions at the Office using Square. 

“Humbly asked Him to remove our shortcomings.” 

What is humility? What can it mean to us? The avenue 
to true freedom of the human spirit. Necessary aid to 
survival. Value of ego-puncturing. Failure and misery 
transformed by humility. Strength from weakness. 
Pain is the admission price to new life. Self-centered 
fear chief activator of defects. Step Seven is change in 
attitude which permits us to move out of ourselves 
toward God. 

“Every A.A. group ought to be fully self-supporting, 
declining outside contributions.” 

No A.A. Tradition had the labor pains this one did. 
Collective poverty initially a matter of necessity. Fear 
of exploitation. Necessity of separating the spiritual 
from the material. Decision to subsist on A.A. volun-
tary contributions only. Placing the responsibility of 
supporting A.A. headquarters directly upon A.A. 
members. Bare running expenses plus a prudent re-
serve is headquarters policy. 

The Conference recognizes that the Charter and the By-
laws of the General Service Board are legal instruments: 
that the Trustees are thereby fully empowered to manage 
and conduct all of the world service affairs of Alcoholics 
Anonymous. It is further understood that the Conference 
Charter itself is not a legal document: that it relies in-
stead upon the force of tradition and the power of the 
A.A. purse for its final effectiveness. 

We will lose interest in selfish things 
and gain interest in our fellows. 
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Not too many twenty-four hours ago, my pride prevented me from accepting any way 
that wasn't my way. I had big dreams and a worldly view. I knew my ship lie waiting 
not too far off the horizon, and I wasn't afraid to remind anyone who would listen of 
my pending success. When my wife, Nancy, and I launched our advertising agency in 
the early 1980s, we set in motion a machine that would further feed my grandiosity, 
cater to my already swollen ego, and until the very end, provide the financial support 
for my rapidly escalating alcohol and drug abuse. 

I was the creative genius; Nancy merely took care of the money. Hers was a task I 
could easily do, should I ever elect to lower myself to the pedestrian chore of prompt-
ly paying the bills and insuring the payables did not exceed the receivables. I had 
bigger fish to fry. 

She was grateful for our business success and content to live within our means, put-
ting aside a little every now and then for our sons' education. She made steady and 
deliberate progress with our finances, all the while accepting responsibility for our 
day-to-day living. She swept the floor when it needed sweeping, washed the clothes 
when they need washing, and nurtured our boys into fine young men. My task was to 
dream of bigger trophies waiting out there just past the bottom of the bottle forever in 
front of my face. 

Despite my best efforts to destroy it through escalating alcoholism and the accompa-
nying poor decisions, our business prospered, and the money justified my alcoholic 
behavior. It wasn't too long before I began to grind down employees and hustle un-
suspecting clients, only to drink to my success. I laughed at Nancy's advice during the 
normal highs and lows of business. Instead of heeding her patient counsel, I hired 
indiscriminately when we needed bodies, fired when we didn't. I chased distant ac-
counts, drinking myself into a stupor in airports and hotel rooms. When alcohol was-
n't enough, I supplemented my addiction with codeine cough syrup and prescription 
narcotics. Battling the evil twins of false pride and resentment, I grew more reclusive 
with every quart of vodka, every handful of pills. By our tenth year in business, my 
creative product had begun to suffer badly, and clients began to leave. My appearanc-
es at the office became fewer and farther between, and I eroded into an emotional 
time bomb. I wore openly my resentment for my family and my job. I drank the ac-
counts receivables dry. Finally, I drove away the last of our employees and virtually 
all our clients. The bottom came roaring up, and business came crashing down. 

When the dust settled, and I sat alone among the empty cubicles and silent phones, I 
received the gift of desperation from a God I had long abandoned. Humiliated by the 
realization of my shameful deeds, I agreed to enter treatment, where I met a young 
man who taught me the program of Alcoholics Anonymous. Humbled for the first 
time in my life, I listened and began to work the Steps in earnest. My sponsor was 
patient yet firm, and kind enough to point out how my perspective and values were 
not necessarily as correct as I believed them to be. 

I made amends to past employees and committed myself to serve our few remaining 
clients as dutifully as possible. Nancy and I slowly rebuilt our marriage and our busi-
ness. The journey has been immensely rewarding in ways I would have never imag-
ined. The several twenty-four hours that I have crossed to get here today have given 
me a vantage point from which I can look back at my selfish and self-destructive be-
havior, and realize how wrong I was to judge the good people around me. 
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  "A nun I know     
 once told me she  kept 
begging God to  take her 
character defects away 
from her. 
 
 After years of this pray-
er, God finally got back to 
her:  
I'm not going to take anything 
away from you,  
you have to  
give it to Me." 

 

- Anne Lamott 

THE NEWCOMER IF THE MOST IM-
PORTANT PERSON  IN THE ROOM 
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This step is about humility. When I first heard this word used in AA, it was very diffi-
cult to understand--some days it still is. When I complained of this to my wife, she 
said, "If you need help with that list of shortcomings, let me know," and walked away 
smiling. She's not in the Fellowship. As long as I'm not thinking about my shortcom-
ings, I feel pretty good. 

This is an honest program so I'm going to tell you the truth--I have so many short-
comings that I'm aware of, it kills me to think of them, even if only for a moment. 

Maybe that's why I'm writing this article in a small room under the stage of a Broad-
way theater instead of performing on it. But maybe not. Let me explain. 

A little over ten years ago, my drinking career came, literally, to a screeching halt. I 

Many of us find the Fourth and Fifth Steps the big hurdles, and I don't disagree. Yet I 
have found an even greater challenge in Steps Six and Seven where that small inner 
voice begins to haunt us. Here is where we must confront the anxiety, if not down-
right fear, of letting go of who we are to become who God intends us to be; to make 
the real transformation necessary to live the AA life to the fullest. Asking God to re-
move the compulsion to drink and restore me to sanity is a prayer easily made. Ask-
ing God to remove my greed, my drive to excel in the eyes of my peers, my wander-
ing desire for the opposite sex, seems to threaten my very nature as a male entrepre-
neur. Laying aside my goal of accumulating wealth and embracing the concepts of 
service in its stead does not fit my model for success. Yet I know this is where the 
rubber meets the road, so to speak, and that these are the desires "which oppose the 
grace of God" as we are reminded in the Twelve and Twelve. To hesitate at the gates 
of Steps Six and Seven is to succumb to fear and place my will before that of my 
Higher Power. 

Despite my progress, there remains a part of me that periodically stokes my ego with 
thoughts of grandiosity, to pay my obligations to the past in one fell swoop by win-
ning the lottery or the ultimate piece of business. But living the good life isn't about 
business or money; it never has been. I know that to make amends is to act honestly, 
to be home when I say I'll be home, to help with the daily chores of living, to do my 
work as best I can, and to help my fellow human beings, my wife, and my children 
without weighing the reward. The little things, strung together in a series of twenty-
four hours of sobriety, become the big things I now cherish. 

Like many great paradoxes in AA and in life, I have found the qualities I once ridi-
culed are the very ones I now strive to obtain. Nancy's ability to do the right thing, in 
any given situation, I mistakenly judged as unnecessary prudence. What I mistook as 
her unwillingness to take risks, I now realize was her willingness to be patient. While 
I chided her for not wanting to pursue the big deals just over the hill, I now realize 
she was content to enjoy the simple pleasures right here, right now. 

Her willingness to help others without thought of personal gain is an unselfish trait I 
not only admire but attempt to practice, foreign as it may be. Even in my best mo-
ments, it remains hard for me to give unconditionally. 

My business partner enjoys a life of commitment and contentment, of responsibility 
and integrity, of compassion and humility. I want what she has. 

- Tom M., Fennville, MI 
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Saturday Night Live 
July 5, 2024 

Hosted by SANJYPAA!  
 

Delta Intergroup 
We are in need of An Assistant Office Manager,  

a Recording Secretary and a Treasurer.  
If you are interested, please attend our next  

Intergroup Meeting 
Wednesday, July 9 at 7:00 pm  

1151 W. Robinhood Drive, B3, Stockton  
Or on Zoom 

870-4399-9037 PW: delta 

“To be nobody but yourself in a world which is doing its best day and night to make 
you like everybody else means to fight the hardest battle which any human being can 
fight and never stop fighting.”  - E.E. Cummings 

"The problem, often not discovered until late in life, is that when you look for things 
in life like love, meaning, motivation, it implies they are sitting behind a tree or under 
a rock. The most successful people in life recognize, that in life they create their own 
love, they manufacture their own meaning, they generate their own motivation.  
 - Neil de Grasse Tyson 

"What has no shadow has no strength to live."  - Czeslaw Milosz 

"Alcohol makes other people less tedious, and food less bland, and can help provide 
what the Greeks called entheos, or the slight buzz of inspiration when reading or writ-
ing. - Christopher Hitchens 

"You do not need to know precisely what is happening, or exactly where it is all 
going. What you need is to recognize the possibilities and challenges offered by the 
present moment, and to embrace them with courage, faith and hope."  
 - Thomas Merton 

"I'd take a look at my own self in the mirror and wonder how it was possible that 
anybody could manage such an enormous thing as being what he was."  - Ken Kesey  

"The cave you fear to enter holds the treasure you seek."  - Joseph Campbell 

"There is no other way to guard yourself against flattery than by making men under-
stand that telling you the truth will not offend you." - Machiavelli 

"Be careful, lest in casting out your demon you exorcise the best thing in you."  
 - Nietzsche 

An honest, Sensible humane Man, above all the Littlenesses of Vanity, and Extrava-
gances of Imagination, labouring to do good rather than be rich, to be usefull rather 
than make a show, living in a modest Simplicity clearly within his Means and free 
from Debts or Obligations, is really the most respectable Man in Society, makes him-
self and all about him the most happy."  John Adams 

The habits of a vigorous mind are formed in contending with difficulties. Great ne-
cessities call out great virtues. When a mind is raised, and animated by scenes that 
engage the heart, then those qualities which would otherwise lay dormant, wake into 
life and form the character of the hero and the statesman."  - Abigail Adams 
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was arrested for my fourth DWI, my second felony conviction. This meant I had vio-
lated the terms of my probation, which meant I was going to have some time to think 
about my actions. On the day the local judge sentenced me, he said, "You just don't 
get it, do you?" And he was right. Even after watching a beautiful tree from my jail 
cell window change with the seasons, I still didn't get it. It wasn't until years of AA, 
Step Seven, and the guidance of a wonderful sponsor that I learned I would have to 
develop much more humility--more than I needed, in fact--in order to stay sober and 
have any chance of becoming happy. 

In my cell, I watched the green leaves of my beautiful tree change to the glorious reds 
and yellows of autumn and then float gently to the ground. Later, staring at the naked 
tree made me think of my life and my need to change. "What am I going to do now 
that I don't drink?" I asked myself. I still felt very important, even in jail. It's that 
uniqueness that we hear so much about. I made a mental promise to myself that I 
would stop drinking, but I knew I would have to replace it by doing something really 
important--something that would make me admired, respected, and while I was at it, 
might as well bring me fame and fortune. 

At the time of my arrest, I'd been working for a good union, one of the trades in the 
city. It was a regular job with good pay, annuity, and benefits. But now that I had no 
alcohol to hide behind, I decided that job just wasn't important enough for a man with 
so much natural talent. "I'll become a rich and famous actor," I said to myself and 
believed it. My need to drink would be lifted because I'd be too busy flying around 
the world with all my fancy new friends and all those gorgeous models who would 
now want me. I'd always felt a little bit better than everybody else. "Humility" was a 
word that had not yet registered in my brain. I remember glancing at the new guys 
arriving every weekend in jail and saying, "I'm in a lot better shape than they are." I 
guess that made me feel good. Do you hear any humility yet? 

After finishing up my legal obligations north of the city, I began living my dream: I 
was single, sober, and living in Manhattan. I attended AA meetings and made some 
coffee now and then, but I was so busy with the really important stuff in life that Step 
Seven would just have to wait. In my first few years of sobriety, I studied acting at a 
good theater school downtown and started to find work in Off-and Off-Off Broadway 
theaters. With a bunch of talented friends, I helped start a theater group and we per-
formed original works. This sobriety stuff was great! I managed to snag a role in an 
independent film that was released. I was even mentioned in a New York 
Times review and found a manager to represent me. I had it all figured out. 

But no success, no matter how big or small, was ever enough. I was basing my ac-
complishments on what I did. I wasn't drinking, but I wasn't happy, either, and I was 
falling straight back into the patterns of my drinking life. Living life upon a basis of 
unsatisfied demands kept me in a state of continual disturbance and frustration. As 
Step Seven states: "no peace was to be had unless I could find a means of reducing 
these demands." 

This lack of humility was nothing else but misplaced pride--in my case, pride about 
who I was and what I had done. For me, pride was a good thing. Without pride, I 
couldn't lift myself above the masses. Where would my uniqueness come from? What 
meaning would my life have if I couldn't make a huge impact? I thought Step Seven 
was asking me to be boring and bland. Just be humble? Blend in? I was petrified that 
if God removed too much of me, there would be nothing left. I was afraid of the per-
son I might become--and even more afraid of the person I might not become. I fought 
off doing the work as long as possible. I did not want to let go. 

I remember the days I stayed in bed for hours and woke up exhausted. I wandered in 
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and out of churches, looking for any direction or help to stop my crying soul. While I 
was working on this Step, my sponsor let me know that I could actually be more free 
and more unique than ever before if I asked God to remove my shortcomings. 

Finally I said, "Please God, do with me as you wish," and with that, a tremendous 
pressure was lifted. I no longer had to be the most important person in the universe. I 
realized it was much more important to feel happy about who I was than who I 
thought I should be. My shortcomings were blocking God's sunshine. I could be hap-
py and useful, a worker among workers. 

Humility today comes in many forms, and I'm still at its early stages with ten years of 
sobriety. Today when I try to find and do the will of God, I'm usually down to my 
right size. 

In that jail cell, I often dreamed of the day I would work on Broadway. Well, today I 
do; in fact, it's the end of Act I and I have to go: I have a cue. A few years ago, my 
union sent me to a Broadway theater, not for an audition for the starring role but for 
an interview for a job in a field I was licensed in. I'm not the guy on stage whom eve-
rybody is applauding. I'm the guy under the stage whom nobody sees. My line of 
work won't fetch me a Tony award anytime soon, but I'm pretty happy today. God has 
granted me humility. When I leave my house for work, my three-year-old daughter 
runs up and yells, "I need a hug and a kiss!" And after I lift her in the air with the 
biggest hug and kiss I can give, I feel something I never felt on stage. My wife tells 
me, "You know, you're the biggest star in the world to her." Wow. I try to go about 
my work with a smile on my face. I make myself useful and in my spare time I like to 
write. 

Life is good. - Anonymous, New York, NY 

I was having a problem at work: I was becoming increasingly frustrated and upset by 
people who were making unfair demands upon my time and attention. But I couldn't 
find a way to deal with it. One morning, I began my morning prayers and got to the 
line from the Seventh Step prayer that says, "I pray that you remove every single de-
fect of character which stands in the way of my usefulness to you and my fellows." 
Out of my mouth, instead, came these words: "I pray that you remove every single 
defective character who stands in my way." 

Hearing my own true thoughts so bluntly announced in this way--and in the middle of 
a prayer, no less!--made me suddenly laugh aloud. It relieved all the tension I'd al-
lowed to build up inside me. This slip of the tongue was a gift from my Higher Pow-
er, showing me gently and humorously that my real problem is me. 

When I was drinking, I never imagined that it could feel so good to laugh at myself. 
Now, about two years after that first bungled prayer, I continue to use it as a tool--
kind of an inside joke between me and my Higher Power. I like to think that we laugh 
together over my humanity. It also reminds me that all of those "defective characters 
who stand in my way" are his children, too, and probably not as bad as I make them 
out to be. 

If sobriety were miserable, I wouldn't want it. I thank my Higher Power for Alcohol-
ics Anonymous, which has given me so many moments of feeling "happy, joyous, 
and free." - Anonymous, Elburn, IL 
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I used to wonder how long it would take to be rid of my character defects. I remem-
ber complaining to my sponsor about the pain and suffering they still caused after 
being sober several years and about the fact that some of them seemed to be as bad as 
ever. What would it take to be rid of these negative emotional ties to the past? Would 
I have to drink again and get a good case of the jitters, as described in the Big Book, 
or was I going to straighten out some day? 

This weighed heavily on me, so I asked my sponsor what to do. He said, "I have good 
news and bad news." (Whenever he uses that phrase, I want to become invisible.) I 
asked him for the bad news first. He said, "The bad news is, the day we put you in the 
ground, providing you stay sober that long, you will be the same person you were the 
day you came here. The good news is you will enjoy that a lot less." He went on to 
explain that, like most people, alcoholics have the usual set of character defects, but 
we hone them to a razor's edge and use them to cut our lives to ribbons. Just because 
we get sober does not mean that these traits will disappear. On the contrary, they be-
come more noticeable than ever, because when we shed light on our defects, they 
become easier to see and more difficult to practice. 

It turns out that the reason I still revert to my old ways is because I still value them, 
much as I hate to admit it. As Step Six says, some of my character defects may be 
lifted as the desire to drink was; but as for the rest, I will have to be content with pa-
tient improvement. 

When I took inventory and looked at the nature of my wrongs, I also learned that eve-
rything brings forth its own kind. For example, anger brings forth more anger; it nev-
er brings forth happiness. The same is true with love. It never brings forth hate; it can 
only bring forth affection. Seeing this was a real wake-up call, because when I now 
look around at what I have created, be it good or bad, I'm forced to take responsibility 
for it. When my life is full of happiness and joy, it means that happiness and joy are 
important to me, and anger and depression are valueless. Originally, I could not ac-
cept this simple truth because it was too easy, and I'd been taught that anything 
worthwhile is hard. I mean if it were that simple, then everyone could have it. But I 
eventually learned that this was the basic truth I had been seeking, and it has given 
me the ability to change my life. 

The next question was, How could I bring about this change when all I've known is 
chaos? Experience has shown that when I combine one thought with another thought, 
I get a headache; but when I combine a thought with action, it always produces a re-
sult. The paradox that says I have to give it away to keep it is true enough; however, 
it is also true that I must give it away to get it. When I give love, then I am able to 
experience love, and the more I give, the more I have. The old tape that says I must 
receive love to have love is false. The truth is, I must give love so that I may truly 
experience it. God makes that possible. 

I find it amazing how capable I am of overlooking the obvious. I mean, this is what 
the literature has been telling me all along. I guess my receiver was off the hook, or 
maybe I just had to hear the message on a different frequency. Whatever the case may 
be, I have gained much freedom from this simple truth. What's more, just as I have 
the freedom to use the God of my understanding or not, I have that same freedom to 
practice my character defects or not. God also makes that possible. 

So it would seem that I am a product of my actions more than my thoughts, and 
through action I possess the ability to cause change in my life. 

- Larry H.,  Puyallup, WA 
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BEFORE MY sobriety began, five years ago, the Seven Deadly Sins accurately de-
scribed my basic character. After my last drink, I discovered to my awakening that 
the Seven Deadlies accurately describe basic human nature. Was Step Seven going to 
change my basic human nature? I doubted it. So it took me four years to get to the 
Seventh Step prayer. But then I was in for some surprises--seven of them. 

Slowly, very slowly, at a caterpillar pace, I realized (I love AA realizations) that God 
is in the transformation business. Before I was even fully aware of it, a change was 
taking place in my behavior. 

As a drinking author, I took great pride in my work. My pride far surpassed my ac-
complishments. My ego was always fatter than my bank account. Through AA and 
sobriety, I have learned to write what I like and to like what I write. I no longer reach 
for the proverbial brass ring or yearn to write the nation's next best-seller. I have low-
ered my sights and have found my true niche. I am content. And I like myself more 
this way. Surprise! Step Seven has changed Pride into self-esteem. 

Did I mention yearning for literary fame and fortune? Well, I never worked toward 
such a goal. I wrote for money. My sole motive was personal gain, no more, no less. 
Today, I write from a new heart, with the reader's mental and spiritual welfare in 
mind. Surprise! Caring and sharing have displaced Avarice. 

When I was a drinking drunk, the imperious urge had me by the you-know-what. I 
firmly believed that lust was a natural part of the human makeup, and I often wrote 
highly of it, using acceptable euphemisms like "eros," "passion," "fervent love," and 
"burning desire." It wasn't until sobriety and my third marriage that I could--rather 
than "worship," "crave," "fear," "adore" or "obey"--"twelfth-step" a loving woman. 
My imperious ego is no longer imperious. I now enjoy what I once thought was a 
contradiction in terms: moral sex. Surprise! Love has conquered Lust. 

Anger was my middle name. Getting even was the name of my game. My bywords 
were "I'll show them!" and "Who do they think they are?" and "They aren't going to 
get away with that!" This violent need to punish others blinded me to the rights of 
others. Sober, I learned that all people are as human as I am and no more deserving of 
my self-righteous anger than I am of theirs. Surprise! Anger has given way to toler-
ance. 

I was a glutton for everything sensual, including the "pleasure" of intoxication. As it 
turned out, I was really a glutton for punishment, drinking anything from beer and 
wine to whiskey to (on one pitiful occasion) aftershave lotion. I wanted more of eve-
rything in sight, no matter what it was. I was worse than an underprivileged kid let 
loose in an unguarded candy store. I was an insatiable sponge. Today, thanks to Step 
Seven, I no longer pray to have what I want; I pray to want what I have. Surprise! 
Acceptance has displaced Gluttony. 

"Don't do today what you can put off till tomorrow." Remember that kind of barroom 
advice? I do. I lived by it. Even in sobriety, I found myself procrastinating with the 
Steps, slow to read the Big Book, fainthearted about attending meetings--in other 
words, dragging my feet. That's why it took me four years to get to Step Seven. Yet 
that is when I discovered that I would rather make a meeting than watch TV, that I 
prefer the Big Book to novels, that I'd rather pray than think. Surprise! The joy of 
sober living has replaced Sloth. 

Today, I understand Envy as the incredible sadness that overwhelmed me when oth-
ers were successful. I was hypercritical and insanely jealous of the "greats," never 
once looking at the time, energy, and work they put into their success. I simply re-
sented their "good luck," "connections," or "secret." Today, I find myself admiring 
hardworking people who make it. There was a time, by the way, when I resented the 
winners in AA. I now let them serve as examples for me. Surprise! Envy is being 
replaced by emulation. 

Today, I live in a daily state of surprise as Step Seven works on me. I have surren-
dered to the spiritual process that removes character defects. Someday, maybe mine 
will be removed. As I said at the beginning, I move at a caterpillar pace. But that's 
okay today. As a slow-moving caterpillar spinning my cocoon to the design of the 
Twelve Steps, I will emerge free as a butter- fly. That's a promise God always keeps. 
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Since as early as I can remember I've been told I was insufferably irreverent. I've 
been called many things, but this label cropped up more than any other--from teach-
ers, family members, neighbors, and employers, and on my military records. 

To be honest, I didn't really appreciate the depth of this word irreverent's meaning 
until recently, when I picked up a dictionary: "lack of awe and respect for someone in 
authority." Hell, that was one label that was right on the mark. 

My parents split up when I was five years old. When children are involved, divorce is 
rarely a smooth affair, and ours was no different. Sharpest among my memories of it 
are the feelings that the two people whom I had relied upon were now acting in ways 
I could not understand, undercutting one another every chance they got. It was very 
confusing for me. The adults in my life were guilty of things I couldn't comprehend. 
So I did the healthiest thing a five or six-year-old could do: I simply refused to have 
respect for or trust in anyone until they first proved their worth. 

Then, due to forces beyond my control, life went on and I became an adult. But in-
stead of shelving a six-year-old's now-inappropriate behavior, I invested years into 
making this a large part of my personality. I couldn't step outside of myself long 
enough to realize this behavior no longer fit. And since I didn't think anything was 
broken, I didn't do much soul-searching. 

But the rumblings of failure started early. In addition to lacking respect for authority, 
I had a strong tendency toward knowing it all, topped with a sprinkling of class 
clown. It doesn't take much imagination to picture the troubles I had in school. I en-
joyed many suspensions and expulsions, eventually getting my diploma after five 
years instead of four. I then enlisted in the National Guard, although where I thought 
I'd fit in is a mystery to me. But here's a sample of that experience: 

It's 9 P.M. and the whole convoy has been driving for ten hours. My winning person-
ality has earned me the much-coveted position of pumping diesel fuel into trucks in 
the rain. "The whole damned system is stupid," I think. "It's clear we should be doing 
it one way, while those in charge are doing it the other. Man, those guys are idiots." 
They never listen to me, so I backstab and undercut them for everyone's amusement, 
eventually earning myself yet another trip to the commander's office. 

Yep. I did really well in the service, and I could not hold a civilian job for more than 
two weeks. I've been fired from more jobs than I care to admit. What began as a cop-
ing skill had become extremely unhealthy. 

Then I reached AA. For the first time in my life, a system was available for me to 
honestly take a look at what makes me tick. I often had been told that I would have 
fewer problems once I learned to respect authority unquestioningly. Fortunately for 
me, this has not been AA's plan of attack. Instead it lets me focus on the negative 
aspects of my personality and how to make the most of who I am. I'm not changing as 
much as being finely tuned. 

This has taken me to a place where I no longer undercut management and systems. 
I've been involved in my recovery too long to want to make any more amends for 
personal attacks and insults. I've learned that apologizing to someone for making fun 
of them is painful. I've learned how to take my ideas to those in authority instead, and 
guess what? Many times, I'm right. Experience inside AA (and sober experience out-
side) has tuned my distrust of established systems and authority; I'm now one of those 
people who "think outside the box" and propose realistic solutions for broken sys-
tems. 

Originally, I thought AA was a place that would help me pinpoint the things in me 

8 45 



 
that were bad and needed to be taken away. Instead, I've found that AA is a place 
where traits that I used in a negative manner can be redirected and become my strong-
est assets, especially now that I know the cost of their negative side. 

So, I'm still irreverent. But I've learned how to help those in charge when I see a bet-
ter way and to keep my trap shut when I don't. - Kent D., Portland, OR 

 

I SAT DOWN AT MY typewriter several days ago, not humbly but confidently, to 
write about the Seventh Step. After an hour and a quarter, I got up. The page was still 
blank. After a few more sessions, all I had accomplished was to spell out the Step at 
the top of the page. 

What is it about this Step that confounds so many of us upon first encounter? Even at 
second and third encounters? Are we such a sad lot, so ego-driven that, as a young 
friend would say, at the mere mention of humility we "go bonkers"? 

The suggestion that I acquire humility was not all that new. During my drinking years 
of big-shot yakking, it was more once suggested that I "knock it off!" "Come down to 
earth!" was another suggestion might have helped me to get closer to acceptance of 
things as they are--one working definition of humility. 

My first thoughts regarding humility had to do with the years of abuse I suffered, 
often at the hands of people who were not themselves drinkers. That, of course, had 
to do with humiliation, not humility, and in the "Twelve and Twelve" we can find a 
clearly defined distinction between the two. 

Besides the word "humbly," there was something else about the Seventh that made it 
an obstacle. It called for yet one more contact with God, but a contact whose nature 
was such that my general progress with the Steps was brought to a standstill. 

In the Second Step, I had come to believe that a Power greater than myself could re-
store me to wholeness and to subsequent ease with myself and with the human race. 
This new faith of mine needed daily bolstering (still does), and that was where our 
AA meetings proved invaluable. Oh, and telephone therapy--just great! (In my area, I 
don't hear that expression too often anymore, but it is still a good one. Did you know 
it used to be called "nickel therapy," referring to the long-ago price of a phone call?) 

In the Third Step, I was able to make a decision to turn over to the care of God as I 
understood him my yesterdays and tomorrows, but especially my todays. The action 
that ought to follow that decision is well expressed in the moving and simple prayer 
on page 63 of the Big Book. 

In the Fourth and Fifth Steps, thanks largely to the courage I had gained through the 
help of "another human being," I could take the first of many inventories and get 
down to the sharing of the exact nature of my wrongs. 

With the Seventh, however, the situation was different. It was suggesting that, since I 
had done the groundwork of the first five and had crossed over the bridge of the 
Sixth, I was ready for a face-to-face interview, a private audience with God! The idea 
alone was unbearable. But why should I be so afraid of a God that had saved my life? 
A God that had given me enduring evidence of his love and care? 

I had to pause in the middle of the Seventh, and do a mini-inventory. Why was I balk-
ing? What I found was that I had relapsed into an old form of pride, which rankled at 
my inability to deal with my own shortcomings under my own steam. I then undertook 
a crash course to relearn that my old state of mental insurrection could not coexist 
with my new acceptance of things as they are. 

I have heard so many of my fellow AAs talk of their religious upbringing, how they 
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strayed away during their drinking years, and how hard it was to become willing to 
even investigate the spiritual life. 

I, too, was brought up in the bosom of religious teaching. I was taught that God was a 
loving God, yes, but much more emphasis was placed on sin and man's (my) desper-
ate need for redemption. Redemption, as I always understood it, was a cycle of breast
-beating and tears that continued without letup until our dying day. Anticipation of 
punishment was one of the outstanding features of religious training. 

Growing up, I learned on another level that I should be self-reliant and a self-starter. I 
could and should be those things, so my teaching seemed to say, because I was a man 
(and, being a man, I was the superior of the species); I was a Western man who be-
longed to a traditional Western church (and, as everyone knew--so I thought--Western 
churches were superior to Eastern churches, with their exotic, nonredemptive reli-
gions); and above all, so my peculiar bent of mind told me, I was unique, powerful, 
and in complete charge of an entirely manageable way of life! 

On such a foundation did I build my life, consciously working at it from my teens 
onward. There was no openness of mind, no emotional or spiritual perspective as to 
where I had been, where I was, or where I was going. In my little box of time and 
space, I was not approachable or knowable or teachable. 

All in all, it should have come as no surprise that the adoption of humility, under any 
circumstances, would have been a major problem. But having to learn humility as a 
way of approaching God was startling in its novelty. I was not used to gentleness. 
After fifteen years of problem drinking, I was used to melodramatic groveling one 
day and arrogant demanding the next. 

"Humbly asked him. . ." Come to think of it, what other way would there be to ap-
proach God? "Patiently asked him. . ."?" Lovingly asked him. . ."? "lovingly asked 
him. . ."? 

A nonalcoholic friend once asked me if anybody had ever thought of introducing a 
companion piece to the Serenity Prayer, to read like this: "God, grant me 
the humility to accept the things I cannot change, courage to change the things I can, 
and wisdom to know the difference." 

We AAs sometimes divide the Twelve Steps into categories of "action" and "no ac-
tion required." That bureaucratic idea has often distressed me, in the same way I am 
sometimes distressed when the AA podium is used to "teach" our recovery program. 
From the very beginning of my AA life, action was the key word. Even in those mo-
ments when all I can do is stand still and hurt, so my early AA friends told me, I am 
involved in the action of staying away from the first drink. 

When I think about the Steps that mention a Power greater than myself, or God, I like 
to take note of the action words used to connect me with a Higher Power, or with 
myself. In the first six alone, some of those words are: "came to believe," "made a 
decision," "admitted," and "were entirely ready." They are words and ideas that lead 
me into the area of God-readiness and receptivity--directly to the heart of the Seventh 
Step, the touchstone of personal inventory-taking. 

At least, that's the way it seems to me. - W.R., Manhattan, NY 

 

While doing my monthly search for AA related jokes and memes, I ran across this 
little gem. Having a flat tire is a limitation. Trying to drive on it is a character defect. 
I realized that after the Picnic last weekend, the physical inventory last week, and 
getting this newsletter onto the website by the end of today, I’m trying to drive my 
little roadster on a flat tire, and I’m entirely out of gas as well. Which is why, after re-
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reading my Seventh Step article from 2022’s KIT, I decided I liked it enough to re-
publish it here. For those of you who know me, you’ll recognize that publicly admit-
ting to a limitation - in writing -  is a really significant piece of growth for me. It re-
minds me, yet again - having limitations is a given fact of life. Trying to live our lives 
by ignoring our limitations, that’s the character defect. 

 

When I was about nine years old, my mother gave me a pretty little white leather dia-
ry with a push-button clasp and two keys. Then she took back one of the keys “for 
safe keeping”. Well, I didn’t fall off the cabbage truck yesterday, and at that tender 
age I clearly knew what “for safe keeping” was all about - surveillance. 

Needless to say I never wrote a word in that damned diary. Nor did I ever write letters 
home from summer camp, or thank you notes, or post cards, or virtually anything that 
wasn’t absolutively required to get through school and life. Shopping lists? Hell no - 
I carried everything in my head, and I was pretty good at it, too. The only English 
assignment I ever failed was the one where I was required to talk about a personal 
fear, and the best I could come up with was being eaten by sharks. The teacher had no 
way of knowing I lived in a family full of sharks, my older brother being the one 
stand-out exception. 

Imagine my horror when I learned that a large part of Step Work involves writing 
down stuff and nonsense about personal sh*t and feelings. Are you crazy?? And I 
resisted writing with every fiber of my being. Nope, nope, not going there. Shortly 
after my first AA meeting, I got into therapy, and talked my way through a huge 
chunk of my inventory. And it really worked for me - no writing required, just talk. I 
could do that. 

Shortly after, I went to grad school to get my masters degree in psychology.  And 
that’s when the writing really began. At first, I thought I was writing about clinical 
topics, but more and more I found my personal story was informing all of my papers, 
both in the writing and behind the writing. I was still keeping a lot to myself, but I 
was revealing more than I knew. I read those papers about 25 years later, and after the 
initial shock, I was surprisingly pleased with myself. I had somehow let the Step 
Work of writing sneak up on me from behind. 

I have noticed, lately, just how powerful is the process of telling our stories. We chair 
and share at meetings, and these are verbal ways of telling our stories. But our work 
on Step 4 through (and including) Step 7, and Step 10 are all about writing, rewriting, 
and editing our stories. This has become important for me in many ways. For each 
time I write today’s story of my drinking and sobriety, I fix it in my mind and my 
memory. And I have become aware of how much my story has changed in my recov-
ery, each rewrite a mark of the continuous, never ending transformation of me and the 
meaning of my life experiences. 

Around 2015, I was listening to a discussion of AI, and self-driving cars. I thought, 
“What’s the fun in that?” Then I had to stop and remember that I’m legally blind in 
one eye, and that a self-driving car might be my ticket to continued freedom . Now I 
own a car which, although still a stick shift, has all the alarms, bells and whistles to 
keep me in my lane and out of trouble.  Back up camera? Yeah! I had to do a rewrite 
about my real, not imagined, capabilities and limitations. 

When we reach Step 7, we are creating an intentional and very active rewrite of our 
story. We are remodeling and reshaping the primary protagonist in our story, our-
selves.  We are re-forming ourselves from victims into individuals with a strong sense 
of agency and ownership - by owning all parts of ourselves and making thoughtful, 
responsible choices about how we live our lives.  I have never found Steps 6 & 7 
“humbling”. Rather, I approach them with a sense of gratitude that I’m getting to 
know the real me, to live in comfort with the real me, to reveal - in writing - the real 
me to anyone who will listen.  
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THE SEVENTH is the shortest Step. It should be so simple to practice it and be 
granted true relief, leading to serenity. However, I have found this Step to be ex-
tremely painful and frightening. 

If I want a shortcoming removed, what price am I willing to pay to effect its removal? 
Need I merely consult my Higher Power and have instantaneous, positive action? Not 
in my case. I have to encounter pain and suffering to achieve the growth that ulti-
mately leads to removal of the defect. Often, I do not learn the first time, and must 
repeat this painful process one or more times before growth takes place. 

Some examples to clarify my point follow: 

The defect: being unable to accept help from others. The growth opportunity: break-
ing my foot and having it stitched up, so I was forced to accept help. 

The defect: not feeling love. The growth: losing a loved one. 

The defect: impatience. The growth: going through periods of craziness and anxiety. 

The defect: being unable to accept defeat. The growth: being told I could not now or 
ever obtain the particular job I was applying for, because I had used hard drugs. 

The defect: dishonesty. The growth: being honest at the cost of my job. 

The list grows as the period of my sobriety lengthens. I came to a point where even 
the thought of practicing the Seventh Step would send shivers of fear down my spine. 
What was the answer to my dilemma? I wanted an easy way out, so I turned to the 
Big Book and started quoting in prayer an appropriate passage: "Take away my diffi-
culties, that victory over them may bear witness to those I would help of thy power, 
thy love, and thy way of life." Again, these words were simple to say. But then, I 
started thinking: What would I have to go through to have my difficulties removed? 

The answers to my fears are contained in the Twelve Steps and the AA program. I 
have been taught that God never gives me more than I can handle at any one time. 
That has proved to be true no matter what the situation has been in my life of sobrie-
ty. I have been taught, "Thy will be done, not mine." Practicing the Third Step has 
brought sanity and order into my previously chaotic and unmanageable existence. 

I am told that in all likelihood, the more pain I go through, the more I will grow. If 
that is God's will (and I know I am in much better shape if he is in control), then I 
have faith I can handle that pain for ultimate good and removal of my character de-
fects. My strength to handle pain will come through continued application of Step 
Eleven, together with the Serenity Prayer. 

The Steps, the fellowship of AA members, and the strength I gain through listening at 
meetings help me to be happy and keep smiling, one day at a time. I thank my Higher 
Power for the difficult and painful Seventh Step. - H.V., Kodiak, AL

It was just another run-of-the-mill night at Harvard street, except I'd arrived at the 
meeting to find one of my sober sisters in deep distress. When I went to hug her and 
asked what was wrong, she told me that her marriage was in serious trouble. On top 
of that, her finances were in catastrophic shape and her business was collapsing. My 
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friend's sobs as the meeting began were audible. 

Hearing them, my mind traveled back, and I realized it was exactly two years ago that 
night that I had walked in to this, my home group, in much the same state. Married at 
the time, I had just caught my partner of seven years, who had lost his sobriety and 
had been struggling to get it back, in a devastating set of lies and betrayals. I had real-
ized that, for the sake of my own sobriety, our marriage could not continue. Packing 
an overnight bag, I came straight to the meeting. Once there, I fell into a heap at my 
sponsor's feet and wept like I was being cut in pieces. 

Until that moment I had done a tremendous amount of service in AA. At any given 
time, I had several commitments, sponsored women, spoke frequently about my mar-
velous life in sobriety, and worked with multiple newcomers. I believed, as the Big 
Book says, that it was crucial to extend help to other AA's if I wanted to stay sober 
myself. As for receiving it, well, with a little bit of time under my belt, that was better 
left to those who needed it more. 

But that night, and in the weeks and months that followed, everything changed. I 
slowly and completely went to pieces. Not only had I lost my marriage, but my home, 
most of my possessions, and my ability to work at my chosen profession. To top it all 
off, my husband had left me with a mountain of credit card debt. I had a shattered 
heart, no career prospects, and a sense of despair and betrayal so pervasive I was pos-
itive it would engulf me completely. 

Absolutely crippled by my losses, I struggled just to show up. Gone was the cheery 
face gleaming at every newcomer. Gone was the certainty that God would care for 
me, you, or any one of us. Gone was the wherewithal to do any service for AA but 
the most rudimentary. I felt like a ghost. 

My sponsor and sober girlfriends, thank God, proceeded to support me at every turn. 
I was like a sick child passed from arm to arm. Never once was I set down. Many was 
the time I sat sobbing at Harvard Street, or some other meeting, thinking, "I can't 
share about my divorce again. They're all sick of me!" And then some kind face 
would nod at me across the room, or some soft elbow nudge, and I would put up my 
hand. Again. And grieve to the room. Again. I tried desperately to make my shares 
"recovery-related," but even when I couldn't I was told it was OK, that it was recov-
ery enough just seeing me stay sober through my troubles. 

After the meeting, I was invariably surrounded. Never once was I told I was "too 
much." It seemed there was enough support to carry even my world of pain. I contin-
ued to come. I did a Step workshop with some close girlfriends. I kept sponsoring, 
even if it was fewer women, and even though I felt much less of an "inspiration" than 
before. I stayed close, and took life a second at a time. 

Very slowly, so slowly I barely discerned it was happening, I began to feel better. I 
began to get better. I can still remember the first night I went to Harvard Street and 
did not cry. A milestone! And the day I got my first promotion at work. Or when I 
announced, to cheers, that my divorce had finally gone through. Only a couple of 
weeks ago, I informed the room, with tears in my eyes, that I had paid off the last of 
my debt. What a surge of congratulations that set off! Along the way, it once again 
became normal for me to be okay on Monday nights. I found myself even smiling on 
occasion. 

The topic for tonight's meeting was the Seventh Tradition. Our speaker set a tone that 
inspired deep and heartfelt shares. Then my sober sister shared, pouring her heart out 
about her troubles. We listened, silently. 

Then, without thinking, I raised my hand. I said that although there are many times 
when we "alks" need to be self-supporting, I had learned that there were times that I 
needed to let go of my desperate desire to do it myself and allow support from others. 
The wisdom was in knowing when one was appropriate and when the other was not. 
Surrendering to my alcoholism was an example of something I ought not try alone. 

13 40 



 
Getting through calamities was another. Developing a sense of self-esteem, however, 
I found was an inside job. And it didn't hurt to know how to pay my own bills, either. 

I spoke of the recent months and years, and how without AA's support first, self-
support could never have become possible for me. However, tonight I could honestly 
say I was doing okay. I was out of debt, financially stable, living in a sweet little 
home, starting a new career, single, and happy. In fact, I could see that, as devastat-
ingly difficult as they had been, the last two years had been a giant Seventh Tradition 
workshop. Never in my married life or at any time before it had I truly understood 
what being self-supporting meant. I had relied on others to take care of me, not just 
financially, but emotionally and spiritually, too, and I let my life go to hell if they 
didn't. 

Because of what I'd gone through I can now see that when I truly let go of old and 
self-destructive habits and relationships (or have them torn from me), God replaces 
them with a healthy supply of support--provided I make some contributions (take 
some actions). 

I closed my share by repeating that the beauty of sobriety is that sometimes I am the 
one supported, and other times the one supporting. One act helps destroy my ego, the 
other my self-centeredness. I need to practice both actions if I want to survive. 

The meeting ended. I found my sober sister. She said she'd like to talk. For the next 
half-hour I listened while she poured out her pain and consternation. I didn't tell her 
what to do. I couldn't; I had no idea. I told her only what I had been told two years 
ago: that, whatever happened, divorce or no divorce, bankruptcy or not, if she didn't 
drink she would get through it. Or, rather, we would. Together. I was living proof of 
this. 

My friend nodded sadly, and with just the faintest glimmer of hope. Once again, I felt 
the truth of the Promise: "No matter how far down the scale we have gone we will 
see how our experience can benefit others." - Jessica C., Los Angeles, CA 

A few years ago, our local Intergroup was notified of a bequest in the amount of 
$150,000 from a deceased member’s estate. At first the Intergroup board said they 
could only accept $10,000, in compliance with our Seventh Tradition. Yet somehow, 
the idea of all that additional money weighed on the group’s minds, as money often 
does. 

“We can do an awful lot of good with that,’’ they said among themselves, and even-
tually, a few months later, they said the same to the Intergroup committee. Wonderful 
reasons for accepting the extra money were given, there was talk of enhancing our 
ability to carry the message, to help other lntergroups, to do all manner of good 
works. And I understand the thinking all too well. If someone offered me $150,000 
contingent on putting that money to good use, I’d come up with several fabulous op-
tions in no time. 

The problem is that the long form of our Seventh Tradition doesn’t say “acceptance 
of large gifts from any source is unwise unless we can put it to good use.” Neither do 
our “AA Guidelines on Finance,” our pamphlet on “Self-Support” or the pamphlet 
“The A.A. Group” contain that dangerous qualifier. If the only condition for accept-
ing excess funds was that the money be put to good use, there would be no point in 
limiting contributions at all, since pretty much every service committee could find a 
“good use.” 

That’s the problem with money; like alcoholism it’s cunning, baffling and almost as 
powerful as alcohol. It can tempt us to abandon our principles and rationalize twisted 
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thinking. 

So the board presented its decision to the Intergroup committee and then things got a 
little murky. According to the board, the Intergroup agreed by a majority to accept the 
remaining $140,000. However, according to several members present, the board sug-
gested that more discussion was needed, as the gift represented a significant deviation 
from policy. 

Then COVID-19 hit and redirected everyone’s attention. Nevertheless, the board re-
ported at the May meeting that the $140,000 had been accepted in April. No “take the 
idea back to your groups for their input.” The funds were deposited and were not en-
tered as contributions in the regular monthly income report (thus lacking transparency 
to the Fellowship) but rather in a separate special projects fund. 

If it hadn’t been for a trusted AA servant who happened to be transcribing minutes 
and who also happened to have studied the Traditions and Concepts with her sponsor, 
those funds might be merrily making their way out in the world as you read this. But 
the trusted servant, thinking this didn’t really sound much like the spiritual principles 
she’d been studying, called her sponsor, who called her sponsor, who said, “Oh, hell 
no!” and called the Intergroup to find out more. 

I wish I could say that as soon as questions were asked, the right about-face was 
made, but that isn’t how things work. Anywhere. It took five months for the real 
voice of the Fellowship to emerge. After all, imagine suggesting a committee return a 
$140,000 donation. Preposterous, right? Everyone wrangled, cajoled, explained and 
persuaded, letters to the editor of our local newsletter were written, slideshows were 
presented, town halls were held and gradually the information got out to the local 
groups. 

Finally, a vote was held. The virtual meeting room was quiet as each group was 
polled on the question: “Should Intergroup keep the additional $140,000 in bequest 
funds in excess of our stated policy limit of $10,000?” 

At first, several “yes” votes were recorded. Then the responses shifted as, one after 
another, the several representatives spoke up, saying, “Our group votes no,” as a ris-
ing tide of support for the letter and the spirit of the Seventh Tradition formed. The 
minority opinion was heard and the groups decided by a 72% margin to return the 
funds. Only in AA, folks. 

I still get chills as I write this. When I first told my service sponsor about the goings-
on, even after so many years of watching people in AA do the right thing, I was fear-
ful that our system wouldn’t work, that the siren song of money would prove too al-
luring. But my sponsor was calmly confident. “Just let the group conscience do its 
work,” he said. “Your job is simply to make sure the groups know about it.” 

And he was right. AA group conscience, equipped with the information, did its work 
as it always does, and our Traditions were upheld through the informed conscience of 
a “Group of Drunks.” I thank God that the bell-ringers had sponsors who not only 
took them through AA’s Steps, but also our Traditions and Concepts so that one per-
son, humbly doing service work, knew enough to ask questions. I’m not big on the 
God-as-Grand Puppet Master idea, but his fingerprints are all over this one. 

I felt compelled to write this article because it’s especially important to be vigilant 
about our Traditions during complex and chaotic times. A highly dangerous prece-
dent could have been set, which, as it says in our “Twelve and Twelve,” “…like the 
alcoholic’s first drink, it would, if taken, inevitably set up a disastrous chain reac-
tion.” Economic insecurity was rampant, communication was lacking, priorities piv-
oted sharply from moment to moment and our office staff was working non-stop to 
find solutions to problems we’d never seen or imagined. It was a situation in which it 
was easy to think the Traditions might have to take a back seat. 

And yet the answer, as always, is faith and action—faith that the collective con-
science of the Fellowship would do what’s right, and action to ensure that everyone 
in our AA groups had the information they needed to make the right choice. 

- Anonymous 
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Dear Central Office Manager, 

I hope this message finds you well and in good service. 

We are reaching out to ask for your help in spreading the word to your local fellow-
ship: AA Grapevine is always looking for a wide range of stories from members—
especially those with a dual diagnosis (those recovering from both alcoholism and a 
mental health condition). 

Many AA members with dual diagnoses have found sobriety and healing through the 
program of Alcoholics Anonymous. Their experiences can offer powerful hope and 
identification for others who face similar challenges. Sharing these stories in AA 
Grapevine not only strengthens our collective voice, but also helps reduce stigma and 
deepen understanding within our fellowship. 

If your Central Office shares newsletters, announcements, or has bulletin board space, 
we kindly ask that you encourage members to consider submitting their personal sto-
ries of recovery with a dual diagnosis to AA Grapevine. These submissions may be 
published in the magazine—and could also be considered for inclusion in a potential 
future book focused on dual diagnosis stories. 

How to Submit: 
Members can find guidelines and submit stories online at: https://
www.aagrapevine.org/submit-your-story 

Thank you for your continued service and for helping carry the message to every al-
coholic who still suffers—especially those who may feel alone in their experiences 
with co-occurring mental health issues. 

In fellowship and gratitude, 

Karin Herndon 

10:10 In-Person, Palo Alto, CA 
650.229.4175 

If you’re an AA member with a dual diagnosis  

(that is, you’re an alcoholic who also has a mental health disorder), 

 The Grapevine is very interested in hearing your story.  

To submit your story, search  

“AA Grapevine submit your story”, 

 or go to  

https:www.aagrapevine.org/submit-your-story. 

 

Thank you. 
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Last week I chaired at a meeting, and I described the circumstances which led me to 
leave AA meetings for 22 years. I had been ghosted at the end of a 3 year relationship 
with a serial 13th-stepper. He had a history of dating newer members, and then ghost-
ing us while moving on to the next relationship. When it came time for the other 
members in last week’s group to share, one member said, “I heard you say you left 
AA over a resentment.” And, I agreed with them - for about 5 minutes. It took me 
that long to realize that I had not said anything of the sort. I stopped going to AA 
meetings because of shame, not resentment. Mind numbing, soul crushing humilia-
tion. How could I have been so arrogant, so stooped  as to believe the lies? And it was 
clear to me that everyone else knew, yet no one had warned me. What kind of LaLa 
land had I been living in for 3 years? It never occurred to me to resent their silence 
until last week, 33 years later. It was all part and parcel of the rejection and isolation I 
had experienced all my life. If I resented anyone, it was myself for being duped into 
believing that life, for me, could be any different. 

Ultimately, I got really lucky, because life presented me with the opportunity and, 
oddly enough, the courage to give AA another try. And I’m incredibly grateful for 
that second chance. But last week’s meeting brought up a question I’ve thought a lot 
about. Why is it so hard to let go of our character defects. Why, once we’ve let them 
go, do they come bounding back like puppies retrieving their favorite ball? Of course, 
there are lots and lots of reasons. But one I had not thought of is this - we need to 
identify our character defects, and label them correctly, before we can let them go. 
And this is easier said than done. 

For one thing, most of our character defects are toxic exaggerations of normal, human 
emotions, or character traits. Those traits we tend to label as defects - fear, anger, 
pain, pride, ambition - they are factory installed equipment that come with us at birth. 
They are necessary to our well-being. During all our years of drinking, we have need-
ed the toxic, powerful, unquestioned, and subtle versions of our character traits as our 
means of self-defense.  

“Yet, these instincts, so necessary for our existence, often far exceed their 
proper functions. Powerfully, blindly, many times subtly, they drive us,  

dominate us, and insist upon ruling our lives.”   
(Twelve Steps and Twelve Traditions, p. 42) 

Further complicating matters, these feelings are rarely stand alone phenomena. They 
are multilayered, interwoven, and complicated. Letting go of even one could feel like 
dropping one knitting stitch only to find the whole sweater unravelling before our 
very eyes. It makes sense that letting go of these multi-faceted, multi-functional 
weapons of mass destruction would be difficult. And it makes sense that when push 
comes to shove, we would instinctively reach out for the old tried and true, even 
though we know, in our heart of hearts, the old doesn’t work for us anymore. 

And because these responses are multi-layered and interwoven, we often fail to label, 
or we mis-label just what it is we’re letting go of in any given situation. About 3 
years after leaving AA meetings, I ran into my 13th-stepper. He told me he had lost 
his 19-year old son in an Air Force training accident. He further told me he was in 
therapy, but no details. From his expression, I understood that this was his way of 
repairing a botched attempt at an amends. But my feelings for him in that moment 
were all about empathy and sorrow for his loss. Last week, 33 years later, it took a 
fellow member to put their finger on my resentment, not toward him, but toward the 
other members who watched and said nothing. I’d missed that part completely. I think 
I’d better think it out again. - Lynne R., Pershing Group 
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ALCOHOLIC 
ALCOHOLISM 

BENEFIT 
CHARACTER 
CONTRARY 
EXERTION 

FELLOWSHIP 
FREEDOM 

HUMBLY 
HUMILITY 

INTOLERANCE 
LIMITATIONS 
LONGTIMER 

OPENING 
PEACE 
PRAY 

REMORSE 
RESERVATION 

SEVENTH 
SHORTCOMINGS 

SINCERE 
STRENGTH 
TRADITION 

UNITY 
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 ______________________   _____  Years 

 ______________________   _____  Years 

 ______________________   _____  Years 

 ______________________   _____  Years 

 ______________________   _____  Years 

 ______________________   _____  Years 

 ______________________   _____  Years 

 ______________________   _____  Years 

 ______________________   _____  Years 

 ______________________   _____  Years 

 ______________________   _____  Years 

 ______________________   _____  Years 

 ______________________   _____  Years 

 ______________________   _____  Years 

 ______________________   _____  Years 

January: Rainbow Fellowship  
  February: Maple Square    
 March: Recovery Central 
 April: Delta Central Office  
 May: Big Bookers 
 June: Lodi Solutions 
 July: SANJYPAA 
 August:  Tracy Fellowship 
September: Back To Basics 
 October: Pershing Fellowship 
November: Porter Group 

Paula M. 47 years 
Earl F. 39 years 
Steve W. 38 years 
Tom A.  18 years 
Sean G. 11 years 
Michael D  15 years 
Bobkat 14 years 
Jerimiah M. 10 years 
Juanita  10 years 
Mark R. 9 years 
Mike R. 4 years 
Cindi L 4 years 
Jennifer M. 3 years 
Tyler P. 3 years 
Tracie C. 3 years 
Desiree E. 3 years 
Bobby K. 3 years 
Samuel C. 3 years 
Steve B.  2 years 
Efrem S.  2 years 
Joseph B. 1 year  
 

Steve W. 38 years 
Melissa D.  27 years 
Sean G. 16 years 
Michael D.  15 years 
Bobby R. 13 years 
Juanita B. 13 years 
Daniel S.  10 years 
Nellie D.  6 years 
Cyndi L. 4 years 
Nancy M.  4 years 
Louis J. 4 years 
Bryan S.  3 years 
Kelly V. 2 years 
Lori O. 2 years 
David M. 2 years 
Kyle K. 1 year
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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 25 26 

27 28 

 

29 30 31   

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

861 8890 4562: 
PW: PICPC 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

H & I 
10 AM 

1151 W. Robinhood 
Dr., Stockton 

833 5105 7501 
PW: Area82H&I 

ADVISORY 
Committee 

7 PM 
870-4399-9037 

PW:delta 

DELTA  
INTERGROUP 

7 PM 

1151 W. Robinhood 
Dr., Stockton 

870-4399-9037 
PW: delta 

 

GSR  

DISTRICT 37  
 7 PM 

1151 W. Robinhood 
Dr., Stockton 

385-0821-680 
PW: 666098 

 

Ad Hoc 
BYLAWS 

COMMITTEE 
7 PM 

870-4399-9037 

P.I.C.P.C. 
BEGINNER’S 

SERIES 
7 PM 

860-3627-3183 
PW: picpc 

P.I.C.P.C. 
BEGINNER’S 

SERIES 
7 PM 

860-3627-3183 
PW: picpc 

P.I.C.P.C. 
BEGINNER’S 

SERIES 
7 PM 

860-3627-3183 
PW: picpc 

P.I.C.P.C. 
BEGINNER’S 

SERIES 
7 PM 

860-3627-3183 
PW: picpc 

SATURDAY 
NIGHT LIVE 

31 E. Vine St. 
Stockton 

7:30-9:00 pm 

(See Flyer) 

P.I.C.P.C. 
BEGINNER’S 

SERIES 
7 PM 

860-3627-3183 
PW: picpc 
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John W. 40 years 
Lyndy W. 40 years 
Karen S. 39 years 
Ron W. 36 years 
Phil H. 13 years 
 

Felomina G. 34 years 
Oliver A. 15 years 
Michael D.  14 years 
Gary S. 14 years 
Martha C. 13 years 
Juanita B. 12 years 
Rudy Z. 11 years 
Jorge S. 9 years 
Suzi I. 5 years 
Armani P. 5 years 
Marty 3 years 
Thomas A. 3 years 
Trish M. 2 years 
Jonte W. 1 year  
 

Tony T. 40 years 
Leon E. 40 years 
Tim E. 36 years 
Mark M. 35 years 
Rob L. 10 years 
Jack J. 8 years 
James M. 2 years 
Janie A/. ?? years 

Mellavee 55 years 
Paula M. 45 years 
Mary M 44 years 
Adela G. 42 years 
Connie R. 42 years 
Steven W. 38 years 
Kay T. 34 years 
Stephen M. 31 years 
Bill P. 24 years 

Ozzy 22 years 
Tony L. 22 years 
Rocky B. 19 years 
Farbie 18 years 
Sean G. 16 years 
Jack M. 16 years 
Shelby M. 16 years 
Michael D. 15 years 
Carl R. 13 years 
Juanita B. 13 years 
Bobby R. 13 years 
Thomas 12 years 
Roxanne P. 11 years 
Paige M. 11 years 
Cory 10 years 
Myles 10 years 
Kayla T. 10 years 
Daniel S. 10 years 
Tim 9 years 
Ashley M. 9 years 
Kris S. 9 years 
Leslie G. 9 years 
Eric T. 8 years 
Linda S. 7 years 
Falon S. 7 years 
Ashley S. 7 years 
Hunter K. 7 years 
Cameron A. 7 years 
Alexander G. 7 years 
Melissa T 6 years 
Suzy I.  6 years 
Tara E. 6 years 
Molly B.  5 years 
Terry Lee 5 years 
Debra E. 5 years 
Christi T. 4 years 
Vanessa B.  4 years 
Steven K. 3 years 
Jennifer M.  3 years 
Christine D.  2 years 
David M. 2 years 
Ann E. 1 year
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“Alcoholics 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.” 

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. 

“Humbly asked Him to remove our shortcomings” 

1. From what perspective should I view character and spiritual values?  

2. How are honesty, tolerance, and true love of man and God an important basis in 
my daily living?  

3. When do I seek to try to do my Higher Power’s will? When do I rely upon self? 

4. Why do I humbly ask Him to remove my shortcomings?  

5. Why would I seek humility as a personal virtue; do I think it is necessary?  Do I 
believe humility can bring me serenity? 

6. What do I need to do to continually practice staying in God’s grace and not 
drink? 

7. In what areas have I stopped making unreasonable demands on myself and oth-
ers? 

8. When am I able to be tolerant and understanding of other people’s shortcomings 
and viewpoints?  

9. How did Bill W. write this Step in the original manuscript and why was it 
changed? 

10.  Am I willing to say to my Higher Power? “Here it is God, all mixed up. I don’t 
know how to un-mix it. I’ll leave it to you.”  

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.  

Every AA group ought to be fully self-supporting, declining outside contributions.

1. Honestly now, do I do all I can to help AA (my group, my central office, my GSO) 
remain self-supporting? Could I put a little more into the basket on behalf of the 
new guy who can’t afford it yet? How generous was I when tanked in a barroom? 

2. Should the Grapevine sell advertising space to book publishers and drug compa-
nies, so it could make a big profit and become a bigger magazine, in full color, at a 
cheaper price per copy? 

3. If GSO runs short of funds some year, wouldn’t it be okay to let the government 
subsidize AA groups in hospitals and prisons?   

4. Is it more important to get a big AA collection from a few people, or a smaller col-
lection in which more members participate? 

5. Is a group treasurer’s report unimportant AA business? How does the treasurer feel 
about it? 

6. How important in my recovery is the feeling of self-respect, rather than the feeling 
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THANK YOU FOR CARRYING THE MESSAGE 

□ NEW      □ 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 
1525 N. El Dorado Street 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 

            Sobriety 
Name                    Date       Years 

            Sobriety 
Name                    Date       Years 

Nancy K. 5.24.72  53  
Sharon R. 8.28.79  45  
June S. 4.13.80  45 
Marilyn M. 8.3.80  44  
Daniel R. 2.2.81  44 
Christine S. 2.21.81  44 
Mary M. 7.22.81 44  
Lauretta G. ?.?.81  44   
Linda C. 1.31.83  42  
John P. 6.1.85  40  
Lyndy W. 7.25.85  40 
John W. 7.20.85  40 
Ojay O. 11.18.85  39  
Jenise C. 1.1.86  39 
Arnold V. 4.8.86  39  
Arch B. 3.7.87  38 
G. Archer B. 3.7.87 38 
Sue B. 4.25.87 38  
Sue P. 11.29.87  37 
Lynne R. 2.22.88 37 
Laurie S. 5.??.88 36 
Mona A. 2.4.89  35  
Joy H. 6.2.90  34  
Jeff K. 2.16.92  32  

Marla M.  9.11.96 28 
Cheryl H. 4.25.97 28 
Janice J. 1.20.99 26  
Candi G. 6.20.99 26 
Howard H. 2.14.01 25 
Janice B. 8.29.02 22  
Mari P. 6.24.03 22 
Tony L. 7.18.03 22  
Douglas S. 11.10.03 21  
Monica P. 12.1.03 21 
Fred C. 10.31.05 18  
Rafael A. 8.2.06 18 
Keith H. 9.13.06 18 
Phil G. 1.21.07 18  
AJ B. 10.20.07 16 
Tina L. 11.26.09 15  
Janice G. 10.26.10 14  
Bob A. 3.31.11 14 
Taylor E. 1.24.13  12  
Pat K.  12.9.14 10 
Kathy W. 1.11.15 10  
Crystal L. 3.30.15 10 
Dezeria F. 8.18.17  7 
James M. 7.31.13  2 
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