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The Manager’s Corner
BY TIM W.
During these unprecedented times we are going through, I find that it is possible for me to become
disheartened, and to forget just how blessed I truly
am.
So, I wish to give thanks for the many blessings
in my life. They are numerous, that’s for sure. I just
have a tendency to forget that fact.
Let me begin with all of you. Whether I feel
close to you, whether I agree with you, whether you
agree with me, whether we share a common view of
recovery or agree how A.A. should be done, all I know
is that, more and more, none of that really matters to
me anymore. I’m just glad you are sober and that we
share this common blessing, this miracle of Alcoholics
Anonymous. We’re all in this thing together. So please
keep doing whatever it is you are doing that brings
about this result.

Let me also say that I am grateful for my job. It
gets me out of the house and out amongst you. I try to
do it well, and sometimes I think I succeed. When I
don’t, I hope it once again benefits me by allowing me
to learn more about how to become a better person
and a better servant.
I’ll turn seventy-six years old this month. That’s
certainly something I’ve never done before, and I’m
pretty sure I should count it as a blessing. Before I got
sober 37 years ago, I was dying from active alcoholism.
I am able to see that more clearly now. I realize that
every day is a blessing and a gift.
My prayer is that we all continue to share this
gift with each other, that we keep our eye on the prize
and forget the petty jealousies and rivalries. I know I’m
trying to.
Happy Holidays to you all.

Xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

Venmo for Central Office Donations

Your Central Office is now accepting Venmo donations. Scan the QR code below
or search for: @SBCentralOffice
IMPORTANT: Please indicate what Group is making the donation or
what individual member is making the donation
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FREE REGISTRATION FOR THE
1ST VIRTUAL
57TH INTERNATIONAL WOMEN’S CONFERENCE
February 18–21, 2021
The Language of the Heart will be spoken at the First Virtual International Women’s
Conference ever held. The women of Charlotte, North Carolina are excited to bring this
Conference to our sisters in every part of the world, truly making our conference available for many women who were never able to attend in person. The Language of the
Heart that the sober women speak while attending the IWC will continue to be spoken
every day, in every city in the world, and will continue to unite us in sisterhood and sobriety.
This is a Conference you don’t want to miss. Celebrate the gifts of sobriety and perform
service in our wonderfully diverse fellowship. See and hear dynamic speakers. Great
panels and workshops led by some awesome women from around the world await you.
Watch the play “Surrender Dorothy.” You could become a contestant in the game Dysfunctional Family Feud, or learn how to do the Myrtle Beach Shag Dance. Souvenirs are
available for sale and must be ordered by November 30. Speaker talks may be purchased online from Sober Voices.
There is no registration fee; however, contributions to help pay for the 1st Virtual 57th
IWC are welcome. Visit the website to register. See you in the Zoom Rooms!!
If you have questions or need assistance registering, contact Beth R., Registration Chair
at BethIWC@gmail.com or Ali S, Logistics Chair at LogisticsIWC@gmail.com. Contact
Betty G. at IWCCharlotte2021@gmail.com or 704-491-1519 with general questions.
Register on the link below:

https://internationalwomensconference.org/
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Member Submission
maybe two or three months in, one of the older white
dudes (of whom there appeared to be plenty in the
rooms), said that I looked better. Sure didn’t feel any
different, I wondered silently. Weirdly enough, other people made the same statement. I was irritated. Until, about
a week or so later, I felt something had changed. A turning point indeed. I realized, this matter is “all or nothing”
for me, so either I give up now or give AA everything I
have. Starting to sense that I indeed may be one of those
“alcoholics” I decided to do the latter. To this date, this
has been the best decision I have ever made.
Now, I would love to get into the details of the
hows and whys and whos of the following few months,
but for the sake of readability I shall not bore you any
longer than I have to. Important is only that as I opened
up to AA, as I got myself a sponsor, as I started working
the steps, my life changed so profoundly that anyone who
knew me years ago would probably only recognize some
of my outer features but not the person I have become.
Over time, every single one of those Ninth Step
promises we read after some meetings, came true for me
(pages 83+84). Which brings us back to the story I opened
with. Any guesses what actually happened yet? Let me
tell you.
For a solid year and a half after that night, I
bragged about having the best party ever for I obviously
woke up lightly dressed in a strange town with strange
people and no recollection of what happened. My best
friend who watched me grow in sobriety told me the real
story, six months into my recovery. “It wasn’t all bad
when I was wasted, remember that night?!” I opened another attempt to get him to sign off on me grabbing a
quick beer with him. “That night Alex, you passed out 30
minutes into the party, to which you were only allowed to
go because you begged the house owners to let you, telling them that you would be on your best behavior. That
night Alex, they had it with you, coming to their place and
getting drunk beyond comprehension. That night Alex,
they carried you outside and placed you under a pickup
truck to hopefully run you over when it would leave in the
morning. That night Alex, me and those girls at whose
house you awoke, saved your life.”
Needless to say, I was quite shocked. I thanked
my friend for saving my life. And two months later, when I
was on my Ninth Step, I met up with the owners of that
house. And I apologized for passing out at their house
again and again, and asked them how I could make this
right. Because, Alcoholics Anonymous has taught me, that
if I am losing the willingness to go to any lengths to get
this, I am doomed.

IT WASN’T ALL THAT BAD...
BY ALEX W. (SANTA BARBARA, CALIFORNIA)
A warm summer evening in Southern California, it
is the hot time of the year, fire season. While everyone is
aching for some heat relief, us college kids are looking to
celebrate a back to school party. Not much to say about
this night, I barely remember anything. The next morning,
however, I wake up 25 miles away from where I live
(though “house” seems like a more appropriate term).
Wearing only my boxers, I stand in the morning sun at
this unknown place and smoke a cigarette trying to figure
out where I was. Or where my pants went for that matter.
After throwing up, I walk inside to discover my pants in
one of the house’s rooms, alongside three lightly dressed
girls. Must’ve been one hell of a night.
Fast forward to the following June: committing a
felony by taking cops on a high-speed chase during a
weekday whilst black out drunk – not recommended. Upon being bailed out of jail, some windy LA attorneys explain the rather serious charges and possible sentences
related to doing something like that. “You’ve got to get
sober,” one of them says, “preferably through in-patient
treatment, and we should probably put an alcohol monitor on your ankle.” Jesus dude. Relax. I am only 22. “Can I
still get stoned?” I inquire carefully only to hear a prompt
“would not particularly suggest that either...”
Here I was, stuck in a room with tweakers, some
of whom were still tweaking. They talked about the 12
Steps of Alcoholics Anonymous and how profoundly the
program had changed their lives. Garbage, I thought. One
of them, however, gave me his torn up Big Book after the
meeting and told me to write my sobriety date onto the
first page: 06/27/2018. Not in a lifetime did I expect to
still have that date, a date that at the time seemed to
have no relevance whatsoever in my pitiful existence, as
my current sobriety date.
A couple, she highly pregnant, he with a nervous
disposition, came up to me after my interaction with Mr.
Big Book and said, “You are in the right place. Here is another meeting location, try to go there.” And so I did. I
had no choice, did I? I am too pretty for prison. So off to
more meetings. What then happened is as remarkable as
it is beyond my comprehension. Fighting for weeks in
meetings, arguing at book studies how nothing there relates to me, how my situation is COMPLETELY different, a
plant was seeded by the stories told from people entirely
different from me. For one reason or another it seemed
like I knew the men and women (and anything in between
or outside of that) very intimately.
After my first time at a “men’s stag” meeting,
4

The Messenger is published by
YOUR Central Office.
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Please send submissions to:
Bill B.

1

Ron S.

2

Val P.

4

Kim M.

10

Marisa

10

Denise

14

Gayle

19

Bob M.

23

manager@santabarbaraAA.com

Have an AA birthday? Please let
your Central Office know so that we
can print it in The Messenger.

Central Office Statistics
During October your Central Office had:

Kathy S.

23

AA Info Calls
Liz G.

31

Alaina M.

31

Tony

32

Manuel R.

32

Alan B.

40

302

Alanon Referrals

3

Other Referrals

5

12 Step Calls

11

12 Step Office

2

Out of Town Visitors

15

Office Walk Ins

245

Website Pageviews

5,559

“He thought it better to give comfort than to receive it; better to understand than to be understood; better to forgive
than to be forgiven.”
Twelve Steps & Twelve Traditions, page 101
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many times they had begged her to stop. Poor Libby had
tried to quit on her own a time or two, but it never did
stick.
Libby was finally forced to admit that her life was
out of control and quite unmanageable. She was SO embarrassed but the reality was that Libby was powerless
over cooked chicken bones.
Once Libby was well enough to go outside she
didn’t really know what to do with herself. She knew that
eating a cooked chicken bone could kill her this time, but
oh...how she yearned for that familiar taste and crunch.
While Libby was pondering her next action, Buddy the
wise old Golden Retriever crawled under the fence from
next door and sat down beside her. “I’ve been watching
what’s been going on here at your place, and frankly it
doesn’t look none too good.” Libby sat bolt upright to
defend herself against Buddy, but her stitches hurt and it
was almost impossible to have a decent conversation
with that stupid cone around her head. Lying back down
on the grass, Libby had no choice but to let Buddy continue. “You need help to give up those damned cooked
chicken bones, and you obviously can’t do it on your own.
Please, please let me help you.”
From that day forward Libby and Buddy could be
seen walking together and talking about all manner of
things related to cooked chicken bones; cravings, sponsors, schedules, and a whole new way of life. On Mondays
Libby met with a group under the great oak tree. On
Wednesdays she had a meeting in the back alley. But Saturdays were her favorite day by far. Libby volunteered at
the park and helped the young pups practice their soccer
– she was an amazing goalie!
Libby’s life was beautiful and meaningful now,
but mind you, it was not struggle free. Libby grew up and
worked so hard at staying away from cooked chicken
bones and contributing to the neighborhood that her
family stopped using her nickname “Libby” and began
calling her by her given name; Liberty because now she
was truly free.

FROM LIBBY TO LIBERTY
BY ALISON B. (SANTA BARBARA)
Libby was a good dog; really and truly
she was. It’s just that she had a problem, a really big
problem. She COULD NOT control herself around bones,
and it did not matter what kind of bones: meaty bones,
skinny bones, old cracked and dirty bones but Libby’s favorite of all were…COOKED CHICKEN BONES! For
heaven’s sake EVERYONE knows that cooked chicken
bones are horrible for one’s health. In fact, they can even
kill a dog. There’s many a canine family that has been
devastated because a beloved pup has passed away from
their reckless and uncontrollable behavior of eating
cooked chicken bones.
When Libby wasn’t actually devouring cooked
chicken bones she was out on the prowl looking to score
another pile of bones. Other dogs dreamed about walks
on the beach, a game of ball, or even a simple belly rub.
Not Libby. She would rather revel in a pile of cooked
chicken bones than be with her husband and puppies.
Libby had zillions of places that she hid her stash.
Sometimes she even forgot where the “good stuff” was!
But her extraordinary nose eventually led her back to her
heart’s delight.
One day the sun was warm in the back yard and
Libby was rolling on her back contentedly enjoying the
sensation of crunching on a cooked chicken breast. Suddenly, Libby couldn’t breathe, IN or OUT! She tried desperately to clear her throat, but the only thing that happened was she coughed up blood all over the grass. What
an ugly, scary mess she found herself in.
When Libby’s family brought her home from
emergency surgery at the doggy hospital there was much
rejoicing! Her husband and puppies had been worried
sick, and everyone pitched in to take loving care of Libby.
The entire household was overjoyed that she hadn’t died,
because she sure did come close. Her family was also very
angry with her because they’d warned her time and time
again about the dangers of eating cooked chicken bones;

The End

Did you enjoy reading this submission?
The Messenger relies on submissions from our members. Please tell us about your own
experience in Alcoholics Anonymous. Send submissions (of any length) to:
manager@santabarbaraAA.com
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and that he should read the report and that I would tell
him whether I agreed with it. He read one embarrassing
incident after another. He even had a recording of my last
call to “her”. Some of it I remembered and some of it I did
not. I told him so. Then something I never would have
done previously happened; I apologized and said, “I don’t
know what to do, officer. I’ve tried everything, from the
VA to churches, but I can’t stay sober. I’m an alcoholic.”
I expected to be put in cuffs, but he thanked me
and started to walk away. Then he turned adding, “You
seem to me to be a good man. You’ve been honest with
me. Why don’t you go to the Alano Club? I think they
have a meeting at six. You might find a better class of
people there than those you’ve been hanging out with.”
What he said hit me hard. I didn’t like it one bit,
but I knew it was true. That evening, September 15th of
1998, was the day of my first 24 hours sober.
The next morning, I went to the Alano Club at six,
but it wasn’t open. I almost gave up. Driven, I was willing
to go to any lengths to find a meeting before going to
work. I decided that someone at the Faulding Hotel might
know about the meeting. The desk clerk informed me
that there was a Sunrisers’ Meeting at six-forty-five. I
went back to the Alano Club in time for the meeting. On
the back porch there was a man I drank with years before. I was happy to see a familiar face, but embarrassed
that I had fallen so low that I was at the Alano Club. He
said, “Welcome,” and we talked small talk shortly. Peculiar to me, I haven’t seen him since.
After entering the meeting, and when the secretary asked for newcomers, I stood, saying from my heart,
“My name is George. I’m an alcoholic.” I broke down in
tears knowing I had arrived.
I didn’t know it then but the obsession to drink
had been lifted. From that day to this writing, I haven’t
had a drink. I did the drill; got a Big Book, read the first
164 pages that very night, got a sponsor, and did the
Steps as best I could because I knew that half glass of Jack
Daniel’s I’d left at the bar was waiting for me anytime I
wanted it. I’d surrendered completely.

I LEFT A HALF-GLASS OF JACK
DANIEL’S ON THE BAR AT MEL’S
BY GEORGE C. (SANTA BARBARA)
Around 8 pm, I’d left a half glass of Jack Daniel’s on the
bar at Mel’s. Waking that next morning, anger, shame,
disgust, and fear filtered through the fog that shrouded
the events of that week. I called in to work early enough
to leave a message. Sleep was the only escape I had left
as every bottle in the apartment was empty or had already been tossed through the windows in a rage. Furthermore, the woman I loved most would surely have
nothing to do with me after what I’d said and done to her.
Smashing windows was the least of my outrageous behavior that week. I was able to pass out once more, but
fits of more shame and disgust taunted me awake.
Making a couple phone calls, I tried for a sympathetic ear. My sister had hung up on me, my best friend
and drinking buddy had also hung up on me, and I was
desperately alone. The emptiness ached from deep inside
my being. It occurred to me, why don’t I shove up a prayer and see what happens? The exact words were vague,
but I do remember asking for a sign. I waited and then
said, “Nothing. That’s what I thought.”
Then I figured, why don’t I get on my knees and
make it official? I demanded, “Okay M F, I don’t want to
talk to anyone but the Big Guy. Give me a damned sign!”
I stayed there on my knees waiting and again I
said, “Nothing. You’ve got nothing. That’s what I
thought.” I went back to bed and fell into what I remember to be a peaceful sleep.
A knock on my door woke me, it was one of those
loud cop knocks. I knew that whatever it was about I
would be going to jail. I was relieved it was over. It wasn’t
that I no longer cared. It was something more powerful
than that. Though I was miserable, it was going to be okay
no matter what.
The cop was surprisingly polite. He said he wasn’t
there to arrest me but that he needed to fill out a report…
my side of the story. I told him it was all a jumble to me

“This Tradition is a constant and practical reminder that personal ambition has no place in A.A. In it, each member
becomes an active guardian of our Fellowship.”
Twelve Steps & Twelve Traditions, page 183
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