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Dear Fellows, 

?q wms a_l qcc* ucªtc egtcl Rfc AMGL _

fresh, new look in an effort to provide a little 

more content, make it a little more fun, and make 

it a little easier on all the volunteers who mail the 

newsletter out to our subscribers every month. 

We hope that you like it! 

Ucªb _jqm jgic rm r_ic _ kmkclr rm rf_li wms*

our readers ® and to ask what you would like 

rm qcc gl Rfc AMGL c_af kmlrf, Ucªpc fcpc

for you and because of you, and we want to 

know what you want more of, what you want 

less of, what you like, what you could do with-

msr¡ _lw _lb _jj gbc_q wms f_tc rm k_ic Rfc

COIN the best it can be. Please take a moment 

to stop your friendly Intergroup rep after a meet-

ing, give Central Office a call (408.374.8511), or 

email your thoughts to us (coin@aasanjose.org). 

Finally, even as we expand and improve our con-

tent to meet your needs, your stories remain the 

heart of The COIN. Our monthly topics will 

remain the same, but please always feel free to 

submit personal stories about anything and every-

thing related to your recovery. Your fellows want 

to hear from you, and the newcomers need you! 

Gªk fmlmpcb _lb fsk`jcb rm `c wmsp lcu

AMGL cbgrmp* _lb Gªk bccnjw glbc`rcb rm kw

predecessor, Marianne G., for paving the way 

for me. I have some mighty big shoes to fill. Thank 

you all for the opportunity to be of service. 

  Stephanie L. 

Upcoming COIN Deadlines  
 

October 2015 Issue:  

  September 23rd 

 

 Topics: Step Ten 

  Tradition Ten 

  Tenth Step Principle 

  (Perseverance) 

 

November 2015 Issue:  

  October 21st 

 

 Topics: Step Eleven 

  Tradition Eleven 

  Eleventh Step Principle 

  (Spirituality) 

 

December 2015 Issue:  

  November 18th 
 

 Topics: Step Twelve 

  Tradition Twelve 

  Twelfth Step Principle 

  (Service) 

 

Please email all COIN submis-

sions to coin@aasanjose.org. 

The COIN Team  

 Editor: Stephanie L.  

 Assistant Editor: Lindsay K. 



Her ñLittlestò Ninth Step Amends Turns Out to Be Her Biggest 

When I think of the harm I caused to 
others in my last few years of drinking, I 
can only cringe. As a mother of two 
young children, I have no real, tangible 
way to gauge how or to what extent I 
have harmed them. I may never know 
how their lives would have been different 
had I sobered up sooner. I cannot change 
the past, so accept it I must, and making 
a living amends has given me some sem-
blance of peace at being able to make up 
for those last few years.  

I remember my sponsor telling me that 
a living amends is most appropriate for 
my kids, because they may be too young 
to have a proper discussion about Mom-
nz't njtublft jo uif qbtu/ J ep nz cftu,
one day at a time, to make those living 
amends to them, starting with staying 
sober and being as present as I can be. 
But when I began my Ninth Step with 
the adults in my life, I felt a strong pull to 
have some similar discussion with my 
kids. My sponsor encouraged me to pray 
on it and go with my instincts. Out of the 
blue a day or two later, I found myself in 
a quiet moment with my 7-year-old son.  

I started a conversation about things I 
used to do, behaviors that may have upset 
him. I talked mostly about yelling at him 
and the rest of our family. I told him I 
lofx ju xbto'u sjhiu boe uibu J ibe nbef
changes so that I could stop doing those 
things, and thus acknowledged the spe-
cific behaviors I knew had been stressful 
for him. I apologized and told him that I 
would do my best to stay calm, be loving, 
and be much more available for him. I 
then gave him a turn to talk about his 
ideas of what had happened, how he had 
felt. He had quite a bit to say. He did feel 

upset that I would say things in the even-
ing and have no memory of them the 
gpmmpxjoh npsojoh/ If ejeo'u mjlf uibu J
always fell asleep on movie night. And he 
did not like all that yelling. But then he 
tbje tpnfuijoh fmtf; ªXifo zpv esbol b
lot, you would get really sad. And when 
you got sad like that, I just wanted to be 
close to my other Mama. And I felt really 
bad not being next to you when you were 
uibu tbe, cvu J kvtu dpvmeo'u ep ju/¸ 

I was shocked at how deeply this 7-
year-old had understood my emotional 
bottom and felt it, too. I drank, checked 
out to such a level that I was miserable, 
boe if dpvmeo'u ftdbqf uibu gffmjoh/ Boe
he had felt guilty for not helping me. Oh, 
how I had harmed this child, by creating 
this situation around him on a daily/
nightly basis. I was so glad that I had 
started this conversation. It gave me the 

opportunity to acknowledge how he felt, 
and to let him know that he never has to 
gffm sftqpotjcmf gps bozpof't ibqqjoftt
besides his own. My amends to my son 
turned out to be the most important con-
versation that I had about my drinking. 
And I am so grateful to Alcoholics 
Anonymous for these Steps and for the 
clarity they continue to bring to my life.  

° Katie S. 



She Found Freedom in Becoming  Willing to Go to Any Length 

The first time I went through the 
Steps, I was grateful to have a wise 
sponsor to guide me. The harms I had 
done were plainly revealed in my Fourth 
Step. I also knew from a thorough Step 
Eight that not only was I to make a list 
pg uiptf J ibe ibsnfe, cvu bmtp ªup cf
xjmmjoh up nblf bnfoet up uifn bmm/¸ 

It took a little time before I became 
completely willing, because one of the 
necessary amends could have had me 
facing prison time. Thankfully I became 
xjmmjoh xjui Hpe't ifmq boe nz hspxjoh
trust in the 
power of the 
Steps. I 
knew that I 
had com-
pleted Step 
Eight when 
I became 
willing to 
make that 
amends, and 
became certain that my sobriety de-
pended upon it.  

In working the Ninth Step, my 
tqpotps't hvjebodf xbt tp jnqpsubou/
Not only did she suggest who I might 
make amends to, but also those people 
xip ejeo'u sfrvjsf bo bnfoet/ Uif
amends that I became willing to make, 
although it could possibly have had a 
great impact on my future, would have 
definitely caused harm. I knew that 
someday my sobriety would be at risk if 
J ejeo'u nblf bnfoet xifo Hpe hbwf
me the opportunity. About a year after 
my Ninth Step, that time came.  

I knew it when I went back to the 
city where the people whom I had 

harmed were, and suddenly I felt my 
head go down like I was trying to hide. 
The freedom I received from Step Nine 
was the ability to hold my head up high 
and look my fellows in the eye. I no 
longer had this freedom.  

So I discussed it with my sponsor, 
and she suggested that I send a letter 
uibu ejeo'u nfoujpo nz bmdpipm vtf tqf-
cifically, but instead about how I had 
not recognized their kindness and all the 
things they did for me. The amends 
were to a previous employer, and we had 

parted on 
bad terms.  
After I wrote 
the letter, my 
sponsor re-
minded me 
there was 
s o m e t h i n g 
missing ° the 
offer to make 
amends! Af-

ter I wrote that in, I sent it off with a 
fair amount of fear, but the comfort that 
I had cleaned up my side of the street, 
that whatever may have happened next 
was out of my control, and that I was 
willing to accept the consequences of my 
alcoholic behavior.  

I was quite surprised to get a letter 
back saying that it was all water under 
the bridge and that they hoped I was 
doing well. I was truly willing to go to 
any lengths, God took care of me, and 
now I can really hold my sober head 
high!  

Thank you God, AA, the Twelve 
Steps, and my awesome sponsor. 

° Lisa G. 



Through Her Amends, She Finds Humility and Serenity 

It was the letter to my ex. She was the 
one who introduced me to expensive 
Scotch. She was the one who let me cash 
out my IRA, my retirement, and my 
401K so we could buy clothes, booze, 
and a convertible Mustang. She was the 
one who introduced me to people with 
whom I would not normally mix. She 
was the one who got us kicked out of 
Disneyworld. She was the one who told 
me I had a problem with alcohol. 

She was my most difficult amends, 
because she was the one I blamed for my 
esjoljoh ªqspcmfn/¸ J xbt qfsgfdumz bcmf
to drink in a reasonable, adult manner 
before meeting her. Sure, I drank at 
home alone. Yes, I hid bottles. Of course 
I got drunk before I went to a party. 
Those are reasonable, adult ways to be-
ibwf, bsfo'u uifz@ 

I sat at the big, wooden dinner table. 
My roommates were all out of the house. 
It was a Saturday afternoon. I stared at 
the paper. Where do I start? How do I 
begin? How can I tell her that I  am the 
one responsible for the misery I caused 
her because of my drinking? Despite all 
of the blame that I threw on her, I was 
the one who was at fault. How could I 
write a letter conveying my deep regret 
in a way that she could feel it? What 
xpset dpvme J vtf uibu xpvmeo'u cf njt-
interpreted as more insults and blame? 

I said the Third Step prayer over and 
over again. I imagined opening the top 
pg nz ifbe tp uibu nz Ijhifs Qpxfs't
words could move into my brain, down 
to my heart, and out of my fingertips. 
Once I was able to open up to receive the 
gift of humility, the words began to flow. 
J ejeo'u xsjuf boz fyqmbobujpot pg xiz J

behaved the way I did. There were no 
excuses. There was no retelling of old 
ubmft ªgspn nz qfstqfdujwf/¸ 

I had no right to treat you with any-
thing less than respect.  

Those words bounced around in my 
head as all of the conniving, manipula-
tive things I did and said came rushing 
out. I withheld the truth. I took control 
over money. I made her be in charge and 
uifo cmbnfe ifs xifo uijoht ejeo'u hp
the way I wanted them to. I tried to ma-
nipulate her into agreeing with me and 
then became silent when her opinion 
ejeo'u nbudi njof/ 

It cut me to the bone to think of how 
often I treated people with complete 
disrespect because I thought I had the 
right to do so. In some instances, I even 
thought I was doing them a favor by be-
ing judgmental. 

Once I finished the letter, a strange, 
new feeling came over me. It was a feel-
ing of nothing. I wanted nothing. In that 
npnfou, J ejeo'u xbou bozuijoh up fbu ps
esjol/ J xbto'u ujsfe ps fofshj{fe/ J ejeo'u
want to watch TV or read or go anywhere 
or talk to anyone. I was perfectly content 
to just sit on the couch with a quiet mind.  

I think that was serenity.  
° Linda M. 



Tradition Nine: AA, as such, ought never be organized; but we may create 

service boards or committees directly responsible to those they serve.   
...Just as the aim of each AA member is personal sobriety, the aim of our services 
jt up csjoh tpcsjfuz xjuijo sfbdi pg bmm xip xbou ju/ Jg opcpez epft uif hspvq't
dipsft, jg uif bsfb't ufmfqipof sjoht vobotxfsfe, jg xf ep opu sfqmz up pvs nbjm,
then AA as we know it would stop. Our communications lines with those who 
need our help would be broken. 

AA has to function, but at the same time it must avoid those dangers of great 
wealth, prestige, and entrenched power which necessarily tempt other societies. 
Though Tradition Nine at first sight seems to deal with a purely practical matter, 
in its actual operation it discloses a society without organization, animated only 
cz uif tqjsju pg tfswjdfº b usvf gfmmpxtijq/ 

° Bill W.  
Excerpted from AA Grapevine 

The Ninth Step for me was the Step I 
got the most relief from. It instrumental 
in helping make amends to the people I 
had harmed due to my drinking, but it 
was also the Step that let me forgive my-
self for my past actions and let go of 
some things that were weighing on my 
spirit ° the main one being forgiving my 
dad for killing himself.  

Throughout the end of my drinking 
and my early sobriety, I played the victim 
jo nz ebe't tvjdjef/ J sbo uibu wjdujn
card into the ground. I held onto a lot of 
resentment, not only toward my father 
but also toward my mother. In doing a 
proper Fourth Step, I got to look at my 
actions ° where I had robbed my mom of 
a chance to grieve her husband, and 
xifsf J ibe vtfe nz ebe't tvjdjef bt bo
excuse not only for my drinking but also 
for my bad behavior.  

I remember the two most important 
letters I wrote during my Ninth Step ° 

Forgiveness Was the Key To His Ninth Step Awakening 

to my mom and to my dad. Not only did 
I own up to my actions, but I also for-
hbwf nz ebe gps xibu if eje/ J dpvmeo'u
hold onto any of that anger or resent-
ment over his suicide anymore, because 
eventually it would lead me closer to a 
drink.  
Jg ju xbto'u gps uif Ojoui Tufq, J

xpvmeo'u ibwf uif bnb{joh sfmbujpotijq J
have with my mother today, where I can 
be in service to her, be there for her, and 
be a son she can count on. I can also 
have a relationship with my father and 
his spirit.  

I feel that the more I live a sober life, 
by helping others, not acting out my 
character defects, and being a kind and 
giving person, his spirit and his memory 
live on. I feel a sense of closeness with 
him. I can also use his suicide and my 
experience around it to help other people 
who have gone through a similar situa-
tions in their own lives. 

° Chuckie S 



Her Ninth Step Paves the Way for Self-Acceptance 

From the moment I made the deci-
sion to quit drinking, my anxiety began 
to build over the inevitable, dreaded 
Ninth Step. Every time I met with my 
sponsor, I would express my apprehen-
sion over my amends, and every time he 
xpvme ufmm nf, ªZpv'sf opu uifsf zfu/
Xifo zpv'sf uifsf, zpv xjmm cf sfbez/¸
There were people I felt deserved an 
amends and those ones I felt resolved to 
make.  

There were also those who, out of 
pride, I could not fathom lowering my-
self to speak to again for any reason: the 
people I had maliciously and deliberately 
caused pain to in my disease. And final-
ly, the worst: the people I believed had 
done more harm to me than I had to 
them.  

There was one person in particular 
that I was terrified to contact again for 
fear of what it might do to the stability 
of my recovery. I stubbornly maintained 
up uibu foe uibu J dpvmeo'u ep ju° not 
this one. So I saved him for last, holding 
onto faith that I would find the courage 
at some point.  
J epo'u lopx jg uijt jt dpnnpo, cvu

not a single person on my amends list 
received me negatively when I reached 
out to them. Most brushed off my 
bnfoet bt jg uifz xfsfo'u ofdfttbsz/
They told me how happy they were to 
see how well I was doing, and that that 
was more important to them than an 
apology.  

As for the big ones, just like my entire 
sfdpwfsz tp gbs, uifz ejeo'u hp uif xbz J
fyqfdufe, cvu cfuufs uibo J dpvme'wf
dreamed. Reaching out to the people I 
hurt and taking responsibility for my 

actions created such cathartic feelings for 
nf/ J gfmu qvshfe pg b qpjtpo J ibeo'u
known was there and I was free. I was 
reborn.  

The Ninth Step also opened my eyes 
to the fact that the person I had hurt the 
most was myself. I had put myself 
through so much unnecessary pain and 
suffering, so many people I felt I had to 
punish for hating me when all they had 
really wanted was to show me love, and 
nz ejtfbtf xpvmeo'u mfu nf tff uibu/ Nz
final amends was to myself.  

I flew to DC to make amends to the 
people I knew while I lived out there, 
and my sponsor told me to write a letter 
to myself on the way there apologizing 
for everything I had done to hurt myself. 
He also told me, on the way back, to 
write a letter forgiving myself for every-
thing I had done. When I landed back 
home in California, I arrived as my true 
self, with everything on my side of the 
street cleaned up and in place, and ready 
to pass through into my new life in re-
covery.  

 ° Lindsay K 

 

ò I had put myself through  

so much unnecessary  

pain and suffering. . . .  

My final amends was  

to myself. ó 



The Spirit of Step Nine Lies  
in Changing Her Behavior 

The key to Step Nine is to avoid hav-
ing to take it in the first place. I moved 
away from the place where I had done 
nptu pg nz esjoljoh, tp J'wf ibe uif be-
vantage of never having to worry about 
accidental encounters with the people 
who saw me at my drunken worst. Un-
gpsuvobufmz, J bmtp epo'u lopx xip nboz
of them were. There were the hapless 
servers who dared to ask me for ID. 
Uifsf't uif qpps tpvm xip, bgufs tfswjoh
me eight shots of tequila and three dif-
ferent mixed drinks, gave me the heave-
ho out the back door of the bar after I 
accused everyone in the bar of stealing 
nz xbmmfu/ Uifsf't uif xbjusftt xip
brought me the check after all my drink-
ing buddies had skipped out on the bill 
boe J ejeo'u ibwf uif npofz up qbz/ J
epo'u sfnfncfs fybdumz xibu J tbje up
ifs, cvu J sfnfncfs tif tbje, ªZpv'sf jo
ifsf fwfsz ojhiu/¸ 

A simple phone call took care of the 
most urgent amends to the person who 
bore the brunt of my drinking. That one 
was easy: He was very forgiving when he 
ejeo'u ibwf up cf/ Up nblf tpnf pg nz
amends, I had to fly to another state and 
make appointments with people. One of 
those amends was about something I did 
while I was drinking, and the other was 
about a repeated pattern of behavior 
while sober. I got immediate forgiveness 
for what I did while drinking. The one I 
dpvmeo'u nblf vq gps xbt xibu J eje
while I was sober. I had promised 
dibohf boe uifo ejeo'u sfbmmz dibohf/
One of the people I made that promise 
to is now dead. 

I have some amends in which I took 
only half measures. While visiting my 
home state, I thought I saw a person on 
nz bnfoet mjtu bu uif npwjft, cvu ejeo'u
have the courage to talk to him. I 
showed up unannounced at the office of 
another person on my list. He was out of 
uif pggjdf, boe J ejeo'u mfbwf b nfttbhf ps
ever try to make an actual appointment 
to see him again. In another case, I stole 
b cppl gspn b kpc J'e kvtu cffo gjsfe
gspn/ J ejeo'u ibwf uif dpvsbhf up nblf b
proper amends, so I just put the book in 
the mail without a return address or a 
note. 
Ju't cffo bmnptu 3: zfbst tjodf J spef

roughshod over the people in my life 
while drinking. I feel fairly confident 
uibu J'mm ofwfs svjo bozcpez't hsbevbujpo
party again by vomiting in the living 
room. I have had to make amends for far 
more things I did sober than things I did 
xijmf esvol/ J ibwf mfbsofe uibu ju't cfu-
ter not to promise change while making 
bnfoet/ Ju't cfuufs kvtu up dibohf/ 

° Anonymous 

She First Had to Become  
Willing to Make Amends 

When it came time to make my 
Ninth Step Amends, I found myself 
stuck over the principle of avoiding 
harm. My most difficult amends were to 
my ex-husband, and did I ever owe that 
man amends for the harm I caused him 
during the end stages of my disease. But 
my first year of sobriety and my first trip 
through the Twelve Steps took place in 
the midst of our bitter, contentious, on-
going divorce and custody battle.  



In the very beginning, I could no more 
fathom making amends to him than I 
could imagine sprouting wings and flying 
away. I was so steeped in anger and re-
sentment at how he had treated me dur-
ing our marriage ° not to mention the 
fact that he had left me the very day be-
fore our ten-year wedding anniversary 
and had plotted for months to take cus-
tody from me of our only child ° that to 
sit before him and humble myself with 
no possibility of reciprocal penitence was 
more than I could bear. 

As I moved through my Steps and 
came to understand and embrace the 
principles behind them, however, I came 
to see my part in all that had happened, 
and I found my bitterness melting away 
into remorse, then acceptance, and then 
compassion. My recovery is not contin-
gent on his making amends to me, but it 
is absolutely contingent on my owning 
my behavior, my harms. If I was to stay 
sober, I had to make my amends to him. 
My sobriety depended on it. 

It is Step Eight, not Step Nine, that 
tbzt ªxf cfdbnf xjmmjoh up nblf
bnfoet,¸ cvu ju xbto'u voujm J xbt po nz
Ninth Step that I realized I truly was 
willing to make my amends to my ex.  

° Anonymous 

She Finds Synchronicity  
in Her Step Nine Amends 

My first time in AA, I attempted to 
work all of the Twelve Steps with a spon-
tps, cvu gbjmfe up ep tp ªup uif cftu pg nz
bcjmjuz/¸ J hpu uispvhi uif Tufqt, cvu J
brushed over the Ninth.. I had made 
amends to my parents because I knew 

they would forgive me, but the scary 
bnfoetº J ofwfs hpu bspvoe up uiptf/ J
ended up never really knowing what Step 
Nine could do for me, and eventually I 
drank again. So the second time I arrived 
in AA, I knew I had to do the Ninth 
Step ° even the ones I was terrified of.  

This time, I started making amends 
to more people than my parents, and 
when I went to make my first financial 
amends, I was full of fear. My heart was 
beating out of my chest, my palms were 
txfbuz, boe up upq ju pgg, nz ªopsnz¸
mother questioned the whole thing. 
ªXibu jg uifz dbmm uif dpqt po zpv!@ Bsf
zpv tvsf zpv xbou up ep uijt@¸ tif sf-
peatedly questioned me. 

I closed my eyes and prayed for God 
to give me the courage to walk through 
this fear and to direct my thinking during 
my amends. I repeated this prayer over 
and over again until we arrived at the 
sftubvsbou J ibe ªejofe boe ejudife¸ bu/
As my mother pulled into parking lot, a 
car pulled in next to us. To my surprise, I 
saw a friend of mine get out of the car, 
someone from the program with many 
24 hours under his belt. 

As I explained to him why I was 
there, he reassured me that I could walk 
through the fear and make that amends. 
Right then and there, I knew that this 
man being there was in fact God helping 
nf pvu/ Uibu tpcfs nbo't qfq ubml hbwf
me the strength to walk into the estab-
lishment with my head held high and 
clean up my side of the street. After I 
completed that amends, I knew I had the 
strength to finish all of my amends, and 
I was sure that if I needed courage, all I 
had to do was ask God for His help.  

° Sarah S. 



He Learns to Turn His Will Over to God Saves His Life Ł Again 

In March of this year, just a few 
weeks before my second sobriety birth-
day, I cut off the tips of two fingers dur-
ing a work accident. I was rushed to the 
hospital, bleeding and disoriented and in 
b hsfbu efbm pg tipdl/ J'e cffo cmfttfe
with a smooth ride for most of my recov-
ery, and this was one of the biggest chal-
mfohft J'wf gbdfe/ 

The pain that comes with having a 
part of you amputated is unimaginable. I 
left the hospital that night with a few 
members of the program who showed up 
for me, and everything was OK ° except 
that I was missing the tips of two fingers. 
Those next two weeks showed me the 
power of the program. I had spent nearly 
two years learning all these tools for liv-
joh mjgf po mjgf't ufsnt, epjoh uif tufqt,
and building a small but solid fellowship 
around me, and I now had to lean on 
AA, and on God as I understand him, 
while taking pain medication. 

I was scared. I had heard numerous 
stories about people losing their sobriety 
because of painkillers. Once the initial 
shock went away and the pain subsided 
enough that I could again participate in 
life, the real work began. 

The healing process almost drove me 
crazy. I am one of those people that wants 
everything fixed right now; not later ° now. 
J ibe up mfbso up cf qbujfou xjui nztfmg/ Ju't
not an easy thing to do for an alcoholic like 
me. I had to lean on my Higher Power 
more than I ever had before. I asked God 
over and over again (in between moments 
of self-pity) to help me accept my limita-
tions and to be patient. Slowly but surely, I 
learned to accept my new reality. 

As I sit here typing, I can still only 
use the left index finger of my left hand. 
I learned something really valuable dur-
ing this process of recovering from the 
accident: Nothing really happens on my 
time, regardless of how patient (or impa-
tient) I am. When I descend into self-
pity, I end up hurting the people around 
me and alienating myself from the pro-
gram that has saved my life. 

I thought I understood Steps Three, 
Six, and Seven, but this long road to 
healing has given me new insight into 
how I must turn my will over to the care 
of God. With His help, I stayed sane 
and sober these last five months. 

Thank you for helping me heal. 
° Anonymous 



I am very grateful for recovery in 
Alcoholics Anonymous because now I 
can make direct amends to my children 
every day. In my disease, I would tell my 
dijmesfo, ªJ mpwf zpv¸ boe ªZpv bsf
hppe/¸ Cvu uifo J xpvme jhopsf uifn
and push them away, so how good and 
loved could they have possibly felt? I 
came into recovery because I saw in their 
eyes that they did not believe me 
anymore. They wanted to, but they 
simply could not trust me. It broke my 
heart. Now I know that it broke my 
heart open. Finally I became ready to do 
something different. Now, instead of just 
telling them how I feel, I show them. 
Sometimes it is really difficult, but it is 
always worth it. 

One of the many gifts of recovery is 
that we get to travel together to family 
camps. Planning and packing for these 
trips is a lot of work, but I enjoy 
improving my method each time. In my 
disease, I avoided leaving the house 
whenever possible, so it is wonderful to 
be free to go to anywhere ° without 
being paranoid and obsessive about 
xifuifs J xjmm ibwf xibu J ªoffe/¸ 

This past summer, I took my kids to a 
lovely family camp near Truckee, a 300-
acre private ranch with a flowing river 
and huge trees. The kids swam and 
caught crawdads, which we boiled and 
ate. We played hide-and-seek. We made 
baskets. It was fun, beautiful, peaceful, 
and relaxing. 

One day after lunch, I laid down to 
rest in my tent. I could overhear my kids 
playing a series of silly games with some 
of the other kids, led by a kind 
grandfather at the camp. The sounds of 

their giggling and laughter danced over 
the landscape like bubbles. To me, it 
was the most beautiful music in the 
world. Then, they sat under a tree and 
called out the shapes they saw in the 
moving clouds overhead. They were so 
creative, and then they started calling 
out shapes just to make the others laugh. 
ªJ tff b cvuu xjui sbjocpxt dpnjoh pvu
pg ju!¸ ªJ tff b cvuu xjui b usbjo dpnjoh
pvu pg ju!¸ 

I will never forget the sound of their 
joy and laughter, which I would never 
experience, notice, or remember without 
recovery. I am so grateful to everyone in 
the rooms who has made this happy 
memory possible.  

My living amends to my children are 
to be present and available so that we 
can create many more happy family 
memories together. I hope they will 
always know and feel deep down in their 
hearts that they are good and loved. I 
epo'u ibwf up xpssz bcpvu xifuifs uifz
believe me when I tell them anymore, 
because I am showing them. In recovery, 
I feel good and loved, and I can pass that 
on to them. 

° Kimi M.  

She Finds the Joy through Her Living Amends to Her Children 



Altered Attitudes: From Pessimism to Wow 

Bt b mpoh ujnf ejwfsufs xpslfs, J'wf
occasionally been disappointed in my 
efforts to contact willing 12-Step work-
ers on list. Since my attitude still tends 
up hp up uibu ªhmbtt jt ibmg fnquz¸ qmbdf,
which clouds my perception of reality, I 
wanted to relate a little story of the Di-
verter/12-Step process gone right. 

A few months ago during my week-
end afternoon shift, I received a phone 
call from a man asking for help. He was 
a visitor from out of town who had left 
his hotel room and the other people he 
was working with due to his drinking. 
He was in a downtown San Jose coffee 
shop with a few hours of sobriety and 
wanted to go to an AA meeting.  

I got his first name, phone number, 
and location and promised that someone 
would call him back. I, ever the pessi-
mist, also encouraged him to call AA 
back should he not get a call within a 
reasonable amount of time.  

I went to the 12-Step list and dialed a 
member, who answered the phone imme-
diately but was unable to help ° he was out 

of town, and while he could call the man, 
if dpvmeo'u nffu ijn uibu ebz/ J uibolfe
him and proceeded to call the next person 
on the list, who also answered immediately 
and assured me that he would take care of 

the caller. I asked 
for a call back on 
the status of the 
contact. 
I went on about 
my day, finished 
my shift, and 
went off to set 

up at my evening meeting. After setting 
up, I noticed a message on my cell 
phone. Listening to it, I was heartened 
to hear that I would get to see the results 
of my Diverter work first-hand.  

Sure enough, before the meeting start-
ed, a young AA of my acquaintance said 
I should go outside and meet that caller 
from the coffee shop. I chatted with the 
young man for a while and, after the 
meeting started, noted him sitting with a 
group of alcoholics in his age group. Af-
ter the meeting, he made his way back to 
his home with the help of a friend. 
Xibu J ejeo'u tff xbt uibu uif tfdpoe

12-Step worker whom I had contacted 
had diligently gotten some sober friends 
together, met the man in need down-
town, taken him to an afternoon meet-
ing, taken him to eat, and stayed with 
him all afternoon and into the evening. 
Nz hmbtt xbto'u ªibmg fnquz¸ uibu

ojhiu< ju xbt npsf uibo ªibmg gvmm/¸ J hpu
to be a part of 12-Step work at its finest. 
J'n hsbufgvm uibu xf dbo qspwjef uijt tpsu
of help to the still-suffering alcoholic.  

° Anonymous 



Poetõs Corner : True Promises 

At that first meeting on Christmas Eve 
An envelope was placed in my hand 
I had no idea what it contained 
I imagined Iõd soon understand 
 
Arriving home I opened it up 
And found many papers inside 
But what I found that intrigued me most 
Was something that caused me to sigh 
 
The piece was titled The Promises 
And it spoke of incredible deeds 
Not regretting the past and losing self-pity 
Amazing emotional feats! 
 
This canõt be true, it must be a lie! 
How could such wonderful things be spoken 
Maybe itõs a ruse to fill the chairs 
Offering miracles to we who are broken 
 
But slowly and surely I was able to see 
With painstaking work I could also be free 
So I sat in my chair everyday for 3 months 
Hearing wisdom, sharing, following my hunch 
 
That life could be better; I would be amazed 
If I followed suggestions of others 
Iõd understand serenity and even know peace 
As I joined with my sisters and brothers 
 
I learned that itõs all about taking the Steps 
Finding a strong mentor to guide me 
Iõd be able to turn over my will and my life 
Because God would be walking beside me 
 
I had to acknowledge my powerlessness 
That no human influence could save me 
From the horrible destruction of alcohol 
Wreaking havoc in my life everyday 
 
I learned what my anger and fear were about 
And also that I had a part 
In all the misery that showed up in my life 
But this was only a start 
 

I needed to learn humility  
Ask God to enter my life 
And remove my shortcomings when I was prepared  
To be rid of my disabling strife 
 
I continued discovering what I needed to do 
To finally and truly be free 
To write down a list of people Iõd hurt 
Though Iõd been certain theyõd really hurt me 
 
Then I needed to offer meaningful amends 
Express remorse and vow to do better 
Heal the various wounds Iõd inflicted  
Face-to-face or by writing a letter  
 
I learned that my interest in selfish things 
Would gradually disappear 
Othersõ needs would become more important  
Self-centeredness would move to the rear 
 
By righting wrongs as soon as I made them 
I was able to continue each day 
With a brand-new attitude and outlook on life 
Steadily finding my way 
 
I would lose my fear of many things 
As I continued to work through the Steps  
Daily contact with God, asking for guidance 
Convinced me to rely on His help 
 
I wasnõt baffled by living each day 
And soon I was able to manage  
Situations that once left me dazed and confused 
No longer resulted in damage 
 
As my spirit awakened I could finally see 
What my Higher Power was doing for me 
I wanted to carry this message of hope 
To others still suffering, unable to cope 
 
So I practiced these principles in all my affairs 
And soon I was able to see 
The promises offered that very first night 
Were coming true for me. 
 

ð Karen J. 

 



August 2015 Statistics  

Daytime Phone Calls to Central Office.....347 

Daytime 12-Step Calls...............................................7 

(Evening 12-Step call information is not available.) 

The Central Office website  

receives an average of  

8,000 hits each month!  

 

G ?K PCQNMLQG@JC¡ 

WHEN ANYONE, ANYWHERE,  

REACHES OUT FOR HELP,  

I WANT THE HAND OF AA  

ALWAYS TO BE THERE.  

AND FOR THAT:  

I AM RESPONSIBLE. 

 

To all the members and groups who support us,  

WE THANK YOU! 

MEETING CHANGES  

 
NEW 

CHANGED  

NO LONGER MEETING  



Birthday Celebrant Years Contributions Birthday 

Nancy P. 10 Anonymous 8/01/2005 

Phyllis K. 34 Aileen B. 8/15/1981 

Maggie McQ. 20 Anonymous 08/21/1995 

Jim Mc. 38 Anonymous 8/24/1977 

102 YEARS OF SOBRIETY! 

If you would like to participate or honor a friend, please use the birthday forms at 
your meeting or at Central Office. Birthdays are listed in recognition of contributions 
nbef up Dfousbm Pggjdf po b nfncfs't cfibmg gps b tpcsjfuz njmftupof, fjuifs cz
themselves or for a friend, and will be listed in this section unless requested otherwise. 

Birthday Contributions


