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A LETTER FROM THE EDITOR

NOV 2020

HOW TO USE THIS TOOLKIT
The holiday season can be difficult for On the following pages, you will find
anyone no matter how much sobriety articles and statements written by AA
you have.
members, holiday tips, links to AA
speakers, cartoons, jokes, upcoming
In the midst of what has been an holiday events, resources and more.
unconventional year, the holiday
Resources
season may look very different for
many people.
The intention of this virtual toolkit is
to allow you to carry the experience,
strength, and hope with you wherever
the season may take you and to utilize
whenever you need it.

Helpful AA slogans

Self-care tips

Create your own traditions.
Here's an idea to get your gears grinding.
This recipes makes a huge batch of buttery
caramels that are perfect for sharing with
everyone you meet this holiday season.

Memere's Caramels
Ingredients:
1 can of condensed milk
1 lb butter
4 cups sugar
1 bottle light Karo syrup
2 tsp vanilla

1. Using a large, non-stick pan, heat Karo,
sugar, and butter on low. Stir until it starts to
melt.
2. Before it’s all melted, add milk. Stir well and
let boil slowly until it turns a brown, caramel
color, and can form a small ball when dropped
into water. If using a candy thermometer, the
temperature should read 235°-240° when
finished.
3. Turn off heat, add vanilla, and stir.
4. Pour into a buttered pan and let it set.
5. Cut into tiny pieces and roll into waxed
paper.
6. Bring them everywhere you go and share!
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WARNING!
HOLIDAYS AHEAD
Good news: No matter which holiday you celebrate—it's only 24 hours long!
BY: M.C. | PLEASANTVILLE, NEW YORK
It never seems to fail that when November
rolls around there’s a struggling newcomer in
our group who asks at a closed meeting: “But
how am I to get through the holidays?”
The answer from old-timers present is, just as
unfailingly, the same: “A holiday, like any other
day, need not be coped with until it comes.
And when it does come, it is only twenty-four
hours long.”
There are other answers, of course—to the
effect that one mustn’t get too tired, must
remember to eat, and would do well to avoid
the kind of festivities that present particularly
difficult temptations. It may be suggested that
the newcomer try to look beneath the tinseled
commercialism for the deeper meanings of
Thanksgiving, peace, good will, and the
dawning of a new year. All very helpful advice.
But, remembering how I had my own last
drink one late October, and how near I came
to panic at the thought of the meant-to-behappy season ahead of me, I believe that the
twenty-four-hour concept was the most
immediately effective tool I was given.
As a beginner in AA, I was one of those who
had to break the concept down into periods of
thirty, twenty, or even ten minutes at a time.
Often the lines of a favorite poem ran through
my head as a kind of prayer: “Suffer this
moment to be fair and clear.” It is indeed only
the moment we can hope to handle, whether
or not that moment falls on a hectic holiday.
As it happens, I had then (as I have now) a
home to manage, a family to feed, and an
office job to do. Then (though to a much lesser

degree now), I had hard-drinking friends who
loved to party. So the holidays meant too
many demands on my time, as well as on my
emotional and physical strength. I have
learned this is apt to be especially true of
women, even if they are not alcoholics.
But the holidays may be just as hard in quite
another way for the man or the woman who
has lost home and family and job and friends,
who lives quite alone, haunted at such a time
by the rest of the world’s apparent gaiety. The
desire to escape too many people and
activities and the desire to blot out loneliness
and boredom can lead equally fast to the
bottle. This is a frightening truth for one still
battling the physical compulsion to drink. But
it need not be fatal.
What do I remember about those first
holidays? We had a houseful of guests for
Thanksgiving. I know this only because I find it
noted in an old date book. The day is a blank
in my mind. On Christmas we had more
guests, people who enjoyed cocktails before
the feast while I hid out in the kitchen fussing
over the food. We were invited to “open
houses,” which I had to skip. On New Year’s
Eve I asked my husband to take me to a
double feature at the local movie. I was thus
removed from temptation all evening, and
when we came out it was past midnight. A
new year had begun.
I know that I cried some during those holidays.
I was often tight-lipped. More than once, I
flounced out of the house to walk off a temper
or a temptation. It was rough. And I was
helped by remembering that, in a very
different sense, it was rough for the

Pilgrims on the first Thanksgiving, for the
shepherds of Bethlehem on the first
Christmas. Somehow, as I clung to the
sobriety of the present moment, I felt closer
than ever before to the long-ago origins of the
holiday season. For all my shows of
temperament, I believe I even made it a
happier time for those around me than I had
done in the past. Most importantly, I got
through without a drink.
It was not until the evening of January first
that I felt a full surge of thankfulness—blessed
emotion—to my AA friends and to the Power
beyond us all that had sustained me a few
hours, a few minutes at a time. I had
discovered that the program works, and I was
far stronger within myself than I had been in
mid-November.
If there is any message here for those coming
to our Fellowship new and shaky in the late
fall, it is this: Hang on; stick close; live for the
day or the moment; don’t let the mechanical
reactions of the past sneak up on you; don’t
spoil the present, imperfect as it may seem,
with a single shot, a single glass of enticingly
sparkling wine. The sense of accomplishment
and comfortableness that follows on making it
through one’s first sober holidays is beyond
compare. There may be tensions in later
years, but none quite so traumatic. And if ever
the holiday blues do strike, call on your AA
friends. They understand because they’ve
been there, too. They have learned, as you
will, the more than compensatory joys of
gratitude, and giving, and beginning each day
anew.
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TWELVE TIPS FOR A SOBER, JOYOUS HOLIDAY SEASON
Holiday parties without alcohol may still be a dreary prospect for new AAs. But many of us
have enjoyed the happiest holidays of our lives sober. Here are some tips:
1. Line up extra AA activities--meetings, speaking, phone answering.
2. Entertain AA friends, especially newcomers.
3. Keep AA phone numbers with you at all times--and use them.
4. Find out about special holiday parties, meetings, or other events at groups in your area, and go. If
you're shy, take a newer member.
5. Skip drinking occasions you're nervous about. Remember your drinking talent for making excuses?
Put it to work for you in sobriety.
6. If you must attend a drinking party, and can't find a fellow AA to come with you, keep some candy
handy.
7. You don't have to stay late. Plan for an "important date."
8. Go to church. Any church.
9. Don't sit around brooding. Catch up on reading, letters, walks.
10. Remember, one day at a time. Don't start now to worry about all those "holiday temptations."
11. If you can't give material gifts this year, you can give love.
12. "Having had a . . ." You already know the Twelfth Step!

*See the cartoon on the following page for more details on each of these tips!*

DEC 1968

HELPFUL HINTS FOR HOLIDAY PARTIES
BY: J. B. | ROCHESTER, NEW YORK
First, if you think the party might bother you too much, don't
go. If you're not too sure of yourself, but would like to try it
anyhow, go late and leave early. (Or go early and leave early.)
Just say, "I'll have a ginger ale, please." It helps always to hold
a half-full glass in your hand. Then you can say, "No thanks, I
still have one."
Don't go into a lengthy discussion of why you're not drinking.
A simple "I prefer ginger ale tonight" usually works.
While you're at the party, think of where you came from and
how awful it would be to go back.
Don't fool yourself into thinking that maybe "just one" won't
hurt. Remember all the stories you've heard about people

who thought that way and where they ended up.
Have a good time. You'll be surprised at how easy it is and
how much more fun it is to know what you're doing, instead
of having to wait till the next day to hear the facts (probably
unpleasant) from somebody else.
Take a look around the room once in a while and thank God
you feel the way you do instead of the way some others do.
Think, too, of how hard it was to reach the point you've
reached in AA and how much harder it will be to reach it
again--if you can. Think of all the alcoholics who still suffer.
Some probably don't even know what season it is. Maybe you
have been picked to help one of them find his (or her) life
again.
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SOME TIPS FOR THE HOLIDAYS
BY: JILL M. | VANCOUVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA

About ten years ago my dad was diagnosed with a serious
illness. He decided to quit some of his unhealthy habits, such
as smoking and drinking. So he quit drinking not because he
felt powerless over alcohol, but because his system couldn't
handle it anymore.
About ten years ago, I also quit drinking--but because I
admitted to myself I was powerless over alcohol. I didn't put it
to myself exactly in those terms, because at first I knew
nothing of AA and its Twelve Steps. I didn't get involved with
the program until my second year of sobriety. I'm thankful to
say that in January 1993, I took my ten-year cake.
Three days after that sobriety celebration, I received word
that Dad had gone into the hospital for what was to be his
final time. He hung on for eleven days, giving his family time
to say goodbye, before he passed away.
During the time Dad was in the hospital, and in the weeks
following his death, I tried to apply the life skills I've learned in
the program to my grieving process. Since Dad's death
occurred shortly after Christmas, I still had a copy of the AA
newsletter, Box 4-5-9, from December 1992, which I'd been
carrying around in my pocketbook. It included the holiday
article "Twelve Tips on Keeping Your Holiday Season Sober
and Joyous." I found that, with a few alterations, many of the
points could be applied to my situation.
"Line up extra AA activities. . . ." My dad was in a hospital
outside the city, so I got out my AA Directory and found a few
surrounding area meetings. There also happened to be a
hospital meeting on the premises. This gave me a chance to
discover meetings I didn't normally attend.

"Keep your AA telephone list with you all the time." It was a
relief to know I could call other members whenever I needed
emotional support. I kept my telephone list safely tucked in
my bag.
"Don't sit around brooding." I found if I spent too much time
alone, I'd start to mope. I got reacquainted with my youngest
brother, who came in from out of town when Dad was sick. I
also took the opportunity to explore my old neighborhood; I
went for a long walk to revisit old homes and haunts, and this
turned out to be a joyous experience.
"Don't start now getting worked up. . . ." I didn't need to worry
ahead of time regarding the memorial service and all the
arrangements; whether any of my family members might
break out the alcoholic beverages; how well my mother
would cope; unexpected expenses or unexpected emotions.
For all these concerns, I just had to keep telling myself
"twenty-four hours." One day at a time.
"Go to church." Fortunately, in the fourth year of my sobriety I
found a spiritual path to follow, within the religion of my
choice. I was able to have a warm and uplifting service in
memory of my father.
I've had my negative moments: Dad never really
acknowledged nor tackled his alcoholism, until poor health
overtook him. I've carried a lot of resentment about this
often-unnecessary suffering, and about my growing up in an
alcoholic, unhappy family. Still, Dad and I shared ten years of
sober living. As his adult daughter, I got reacquainted with the
father I only remotely knew as a child. I have to view this as a
gift, one I've been able to experience only as a grateful,
recovering alcoholic.
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RESENTMENTS
BY: R. T. | ELBERTON, GEORGIA

THERE IS an old story about a scorpion and a frog that applies
to my AA program. It seems that a scorpion unable to swim
wished to cross a river. So he approached a frog and asked to
be carried across. "Never," said the frog. "You'll sting me."
"No indeed," argued the scorpion. "I'd only drown if I did
that."
"Okay," said the frog, and so Mr. Scorpion climbed on his
back. In the middle of the river, zing!--the scorpion stung. As
they were both going down, the frog asked, "Why did you do
that?"
"It's just my nature," the scorpion replied.
I cherish this little fable because it applies to my own nature,
my tendency toward resentments. I know they can destroy
me as surely as the scorpion's nature destroyed him. But I
keep telling myself that I don't have to be destroyed, for I
have AA and my Higher Power on my side.
During my time in AA, I have swung between deep, bitter
resentments and complete freedom from them. Like summer
showers, they are unheralded and violent, and about all I
have been able to do is be aware and prepare against them.
Somehow, through the program and the help of my Higher
Power, I have been fortunate in avoiding that first drink,
which was once my only solution--or excuse.

resented. I do not need a reason for resenting; any slight will
suffice. I had felt so slighted and so resentful against this
member that I was thrown completely off balance when she
did me a small but very considerate kindness. And my
resentment vanished.
I couldn't get over this for days, this healing of a sore that had
long festered. In thinking about it, I decided that it would be
good to try to do some little kindness for someone every day.
So I tried it I didn't aim for anything stupendous or even
unusual but just for some simple little act: a visit to an aged
or lonely neighbor; a phone call to a member I didn't know
very well; an extra bit of consideration for the wife; a sack of
tomatoes or a few flowers from my garden for someone.
Sometimes, in the rush of daily life, it is difficult to find a
kindness to do. But when that happens, I recall that the mind
cannot entertain more than one thought at a time. So I can at
least try to entertain a kindly thought or say a little prayer for
someone. Instead of thinking, "What's in it for me?," I am
thinking of what I can contribute to someone else's
happiness.
As it turns out, this little practice is extending further than I
anticipated. For as I take my nightly inventory, regardless of
the disappointments or failures of the day, there is one bright
spot--that bit of kindness--to let me close my eyes in peace. I
do not have to be the scorpion any longer.

But the last person I ever expected help from was one I

Live and Let Live
BY: Nell H.

"Live and Let Live" is a great reminder that we don't
all have to do things in life in the same fashion. The
way your mother or other family members like to
celebrate the holidays might be very different than
the way you want to do them, especially now that
you are sober. Part of recovery is learning how to
practice good boundaries with others. Don't try to
force your approach to the holidays on others, and
don't allow them to force their approach to the
holidays on you.
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THUMBING FOR THE HOLIDAYS
Broke and lonely, a newcomer looking to do service hits the road and gets an
unexpected surprise.
BY: BONNIE R. | ASHE COUNTY, NORTH CAROLINA
It was a cold and snowy Christmas morning when I awoke in
my friend’s apartment. She had flown to California and asked
me to house-sit for two weeks and feed her cat. I had been
sober for barely two weeks. I was grateful because I had been
“sofa surfing” since my car had been repossessed and was no
longer available to provide sleeping accommodations.
Even if some of my friends with sofas had not grown tired of
me, I didn’t want to impose on any of them for too long. I had
been attending meetings for a couple of months when
someone suggested that I try coming to meetings sober.
So after a particularly disastrous drunk, I did just that. I began
attending meetings sober at least once every day.
As the holidays loomed, many groups had parties and served
food. I was unemployed and broke and so often these “eatin’
meetin’” events were my only opportunity to eat.
Although I connected with several AA members I met at
meetings, there were some people I just did not like. Jerry the
Professor was one. (It seemed that more AAs had nicknames
in those days.) Jerry was a dour, unfriendly fellow. I assumed
that he didn’t like me, so I avoided him. In fact, when he
shared at a meeting, I would get up and go to the kitchen for
a cup of coffee or to daydream about something else. I felt
that nothing he had to say would be useful to me or help me
stay sober.
So there I was in my friend’s apartment on Christmas Day.
She was not in AA. She was not an alcoholic. I knew there was
alcohol in the place but she had put it away in deference to
my budding sobriety. If I looked hard enough, I knew I would
find it, though.
As my “poor me’s” about the loss of my job, my home and my
family set in, suddenly I remembered something I had heard
at a meeting. It was actually something Jerry the Professor
had told about his first sober Christmas and waking up alone.
Somehow, he had gotten the idea that helping someone else

might keep him sober. He had driven to the Salvation Army
soup kitchen and volunteered his time, serving homeless
people and driving meals to shut-ins. I couldn’t remember
when and where he had told this story but right then it was a
godsend to me.
I didn’t have a car anymore but that, and the fact that the
nearest Salvation Army shelter was 40 miles away, didn’t stop
me. I bundled up and hit the road with my thumb out. The
fact that it was Christmas probably inspired drivers to stop for
me and I made into Hartford in three rides.
What if they don’t need any help? I thought as I neared the
soup kitchen. But my fear was unfounded. I was welcomed
with open arms and put to work. I sliced turkeys and ladled
gravy, waiting on tables set up for transients. I washed dishes,
pots and pans. The day passed quickly.
When the last folks had been served and had left, we
volunteers sat down to eat. Besides the Salvation Army folks,
there were three lovely ladies who had worked as hard as I
had all day. Now, shed of their aprons, I saw that they were
tastefully dressed, their hair coiffed. They wore expensive
jewelry. I felt dowdy in my worn jeans and faded sweatshirt,
but they were friendly and asked me where I lived and so on.
I burst into tears and confessed that I was just an alcoholic
trying to stay sober and that was the only reason I had come
in to help.
All three of them laughed. “So are we, sweetie!” one woman
said. “You’re one of us,” another said. “I might have known.”
A feeling of gratitude like nothing I had felt before came over
me. I was truly blessed. The ladies and I left together and
went to a nearby meeting, after which they drove me back to
my friend’s apartment, which was way out of their way. No
way would they have me hitchhike in the dark, they said.
As I said my prayers before climbing into bed, I added, “God
bless you, Jerry the Professor.”

Make space for messy feelings like grief.
The holiday season may look very different from how it has in the past.
Allow yourself permission to feel it so you can heal it. Remember, you are not alone.
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HELPING OTHERS SURVIVE THE HOLIDAYS
Staying sober—and even enjoying yourself—during the holidays.
BY: STEVE H. | MINNEAPOLIS, MINN.
Before I came to AA, my life was without a clear focus and
lacked good orderly direction. Since coming to AA, I have
adopted my favorite line in the Big Book as a guiding principle
in my life. That line is found on page 77 and goes like this:
“Our real purpose is to fit ourselves to be of maximum service
to God and the people about us.” This principle goes against
my old, negative nature, which was based on self, self, self—
selfish, self-centered, self-seeking. My new, positive nature is
based in my own AA experience that was brought about by
applying the principles of the Twelve Steps and Twelve
Traditions in my life in a practical way. The holiday season
provides excellent opportunities to be of maximum service to
God by being helpful to new people in AA.
The holidays can be a tricky time for the newly sober.
Holidays are traditionally a time for families to get together.
Many AAs, especially newer members, have tension in their
family relationships or may even be alienated from them.
This can magnify the feeling of loneliness. Loneliness can lead
to trouble.
Non-AA family simply don’t relate to us like the AA family can.
Sometimes I need to get away from my non-AA kin in order to
have my attitude adjusted with the help of my AA friends. An
AA meeting is a warm, comfortable, and safe place.
Newcomers may need a break from family. All AA members
need a place where they can feel comfortable sober.
One of the best ways I can be of service during the holidays is
to share my experience, strength, and hope on an individual
basis with people new to AA. Here’s what I do:

• Attend meetings on holiday days.
• Keep an eye out for new people.
• Reach out to check in with them.
o Ask them if the holidays have been a hard time for them in
the past.
o Ask if they have a plan to stay sober through the holidays.
o Offer to help them make a plan.
o Suggest meetings to attend.
• Know the AA activities that are planned in our area.
• Specifically invite new people to join in.
• Let them know where I’ll be.
• Ask them about their plans for Thanksgiving, Christmas, and
New Year’s Eve.
• Invite new people to celebrate the holidays with my family.
The AA program and fellowship are made up of powerful, life
changing principles and people. I can be of service by offering
hope. Hope comes from seeing people who have the same
problem I have, who’ve found a way to overcome it, and are
willing to share the solution with me. Maybe, just maybe, if I
do the things they have done it will work for me, too. It is my
desire to be a conduit for this message.
This offer is valid year-round but is especially important
during the holiday season. This service I can provide of being
a lifeline to a newcomer may be a gift to them during the
holidays, but I definitely know that it is a blessing to me.
When I am doing what I believe God wants me to be doing, I
feel useful and whole and there is little danger of me drinking
again. Not only can we survive the holidays, we can actually
even enjoy them by taking an interest in the continued
sobriety of a newcomer.

Need Help?
Need help, or just need to talk to someone? Hotline is available 24 hours a day. Hotline staff also have
information on virtual/online AA meetings and how to access them.

Call the NH AA Hotline: 800-593-3330
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RECIPE FOR A SOBER HOLIDAY
How to stay away from the Yuletide sauce?
A member whips up some ingredients that work.
BY: RAY S. | SNYDER, NEW YORK
The holiday season always poses special problems for we
who are avoiding the Yuletide sauce. If we are working our
program one day at a time, each of these days should be
considered the same as any other, I know. But as I make
meetings in early December, the ominous question on many
lips, especially newcomers’, is “How am I going to get through
the holidays?”
My first Christmas sober was a tough one, and may be for
others, too. So I’d like to pass on my favorite holiday recipe
for a sober Christmas: Take a lot of meetings; mix generously
with some finely grated Easy Does Its; add a day at a time;
simmer over a few well-seasoned remember-whens.
For me, meetings are an essential key to any success in the
AA program. Those members whom I see putting one sober
day at a time back to back also seem to be making lots of
meetings. I don’t think it’s a coincidence. How many meetings
one should make is surely an individual matter, but if the
holidays pose special problems, as they always do for me,
“too many” simply doesn’t exist. As a matter of fact, if I’m
uptight over any situation anytime during the year, meetings
offer at least a start, and often a solution, to getting loose.
I think Easy Does It gives sobriety some durability. I’m inclined
to be an intense person, and remembering not to take myself
so seriously also keeps me loose. It can be hard to live a day
at a time when advertisers are hitting us from mid-November
on with nearly 800 messages daily that there are only so
many days till Christmas. They have their own program to
work, but I have to be careful not to let the pressure and
expectations of the season lead me to blow my cool.
“A day at a time” is a great philosophy of life, in addition to
being the only way I can stay sober. My first year in AA, I was
wondering on Thanksgiving Day how I’d get through an office
party in mid-December. (How futile!) Sometimes it’s even
necessary for me to break the day down to a few hours or
even a few minutes at a time. (I’ve often imagined myself as
Grapevine’s Victor E., thinking, “One beer commercial at a
time.”) The nice thing for me is that every minute, hour, or
day gained makes the hump that much easier to get over.
When I remember Christmases past, I have a tremendous
temptation to rationalize all the “wonderful times” the liquid
season brought to my otherwise dreary life. Christmas always
broke the routine of drowning my sorrows alone. Police
officers were more understanding. Tavern-owners (already
wealthy on my daily contributions) were generous and
bought for the house. And of course, didn’t everyone get a
little tight for Christmas?

But then I have to pause and realistically remember when my
children’s father spent the holidays in fluid drive. I have to be
honest and remember those “wonderful times” at our house:
the loans to pay for the presents, to cover the guilt of never
being a parent; the loans to pay “the electric bills” (when I
knew all the time that the money would go to pay the bar
tabs); the last-minute shopping that ended with “just one
quick one” on Mahogany Ridge and only a $1.98 hat for a wife
who had waited all day for me to come home; the used watch
purchased from the barroom therapist in the white apron
(who would, of course, put it on the tab); the “wonderful”
sense of accomplishment I felt on Christmas Day watching my
four children open their gifts, as I nursed a big head and a
weak stomach and wondered how I’d repay the loan that had
paid for the presents that were bought to pay for the guilt of
taking the loan; and the hope that in the whole deal I’d
bought some respect and given some love.
Boy, those were “wonderful times”! I found it really tough to
give all that up. But now it’s much more pleasant to think of
the four great Christmases my family and I have enjoyed in
sobriety.
Looking back, I see that my recipe lacks one vital instruction:
It should be baked 365 days a year in an oven of gratitude.
The deep gratitude I have for the AA program and the life it
has opened for me is beyond expression. There must be a
Santa Claus—or something!
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HOLIDAY PITY PARTY
BY: TERRI S. | CANAL WINCHESTER, OHIO

Just before the holiday season, I had surgery and was on bed
rest after unexpected complications. I was in a lot of physical
pain and could not move around comfortably. I found myself
stuck with my own thoughts. I tallied up my long list of
complications and was lamenting the idea that a simple
surgery had gone wrong. I was suffering, where other people
who had the same surgery never had a problem. I thought I
would call my sponsor, knowing that she’d listen to me bitch
and moan and then set me straight. But after 23 years sober,
I knew that was just a ploy for attention. I’d really just be
trying to drag her into my pity party. I knew my sponsor was
too savvy for that. She also didn’t deserve to have to deal with
my whininess. So, as I lay in my sick bed, I was becoming filled
with self-pity. I couldn’t go out and do my holiday shopping.
Besides, I had no money. I just had anger and grand
justifications for my state of mind.
Then I looked over and saw the card that my home group
sent me, unopened on the nightstand. The Serenity Prayer
was on the front. As I opened it, my negative thoughts started
to evaporate. There must have been a dozen signatures and
get-well-wishes inside. My mindset slowly became
transformed from self-pity to gratitude. All these women, with
whom I had only one thing in common—alcoholism—were
thinking of me, praying for me and wishing me well. Yet I had
nothing to give to them in my broke and physically ill state.

I stared at the ceiling for a while, lost in a jumble of thoughts
of gratitude, when my partner came in and brought me lunch.
I looked beyond her, at the room she had decorated
beautifully, and was glad to have a nice bedroom to be in. I
was then joined by my five dogs that love me—sick or well. I
pulled up the comforter to fend off a draft and was grateful
that I wasn’t living on the streets like a former AA member I
knew who I rarely keep from my thoughts.
As I ate my lunch, I realized that I did have something to give
this holiday season, and it wasn’t of the financial or material
variety. I had something I was selfishly keeping—assets in my
spiritual account—spiritual dollars! And since I’ve always been
told that I have to give it away to keep it, I could spend those
dollars!
So I called a fellow AA member who had recently gotten a
new job and shared her joy with her. Then I called another
member who had recently struggled with her program and
listened to her growth. I called many people and spent my
spiritual dollars any way I could. And, by the time I finished, I
had even more than when I started.
Now, because of this experience, when I rise to face a new
day, I ask myself, “How will I spend my spiritual dollars today?”

This Too Shall Pass
BY: NELL H.

A lot of people feel depressed during the holidays. If
this is the case for you, acknowledge that this is a
difficult time of year for you and do what you need
to do to take care of yourself. You might go to extra
meetings, schedule time with friends who know you
well and love you unconditionally, or take extra time
for prayer and meditation. Part of recovery is
allowing yourself to feel the ups and downs of life
and to fully experience all your moods. Feeling sad
or down is part of being human. Know that you can
handle these feelings without drinking or using over
them. Eventually every emotion we feel gives way to
another. So whatever you are feeling, know that this
too shall pass.
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FAITH IN THE TIME OF COVID
Could she maintain emotional sobriety with the COVID bully at her door? She and her HP had a plan.
BY: LOUISE M. | LONG ISLAND, N.Y.
With the entire globe in the palm of its hand,
COVID-19 banged on my front door, yelling
“You think alcohol is something to be feared?
You ain’t seen nothin’ yet!” Clearly, it had never
come face to face with a genuine, bona fide
alcoholic in recovery who had somehow found
the courage to choose faith instead of fear.

that I was no longer the anxiety riddled, panicstricken wife of yesteryear, he agreed, and
even changed our alarm clock setting from
current news to 80s pop. And every day
instead of scary news reports, he sends me
funny, heart-warming animal videos and
inspiring social media postings.

When I approached Step Six in my second year
of sobriety, my Higher Power had already
performed the miracle of curing my alcohol
addiction, so I felt great relief at the prospect
of giving up all the character defects that had
kept me hurting myself and others. I loved the
program and the progress I was making, and
had already become less aggressive, calmer,
more loving. The only things I felt unwilling to
give up were a special cherry ice cream I loved
and that flirty little mocha pastry at the
Chinese buffet my husband and I normally
frequented once a week. But those delicious
character defects had kept fear a million miles
away from my front door—until now.

I think my attitude seems to have become
contagious, as Tom also allows himself to
loosen his grip on fear, if only for a few
minutes at a time. Together we enjoy cooking,
walking in not-too-crowded parks and
beaches, and messaging our seven grandkids.
Never rushing to say goodbye, we play
audience to their video music routines, and
when they end, we choose not to live in the
sadness of waving goodbye without a real hug
before our computer tablet goes blank.

Could I maintain my emotional sobriety as the
COVID bully stood on my front step, up to its
ankles in unsanitized groceries, waiting for me
to let it in? This was the biggest test yet as I
contemplated living in isolation 24/7, coping
with the only virus in our house—fear.
Faced with the Step Six challenge of being
willing to be willing to maintain a very loose
grip on my character defects while holding the
hand of my Higher Power, could my faith pass
the pandemic test? That ugly masked bandit
was everywhere, waiting patiently to rob us all
of our health, our peace, our sanity.
Now, almost three months later, the COVID-19
bully has actually inspired me to be an even
stronger warrior for peace as I fight fear one
day at a time. The first thing I did was ask my
husband Tom, a news junkie, to help me
maintain my emotional sobriety by keeping
me informed on a need-to-know basis. Thrilled

Indeed, for this baby boomer, virtual is no
longer a dirty word. I have become a grateful
“Baby Zoomer,” jumping from meditation
sessions and virtual AA meetings to good oldfashioned phone calls with AA sisters. I get to
pay all this gratitude forward, and mostly I am
grateful that I’m not grateful that the liquor
stores are open.
My gratitude list feels like a big, fat fear eraser:
“Blue Bloods” reruns that I never had time to
watch on Wednesday nights; electricity that
brings my home group and hundreds of
alcoholics from all over the world into my
house every single day of the week; the
laughter between Tom and me that doesn’t
feel guilty in the midst of all the chaos; our
health and the health of family and friends
who have had the virus and are doing well; our
ability to throw ourselves into nightly
Rummikub games while eating homemade
banana muffins and chocolate chip cookies,
which, alas, come under the category of things
I’m not willing to give up—yet.
Somehow, despite all the catastrophic,
heartbreaking, fear-provoking ripples of

COVID-19, maintaining my emotional sobriety
in a safety zone of peace and harmony has
become a priority. My world has become
smaller, but it can hold thousands of people in
a week’s worth of time, all seeking peace and
sobriety. I am willing to be willing to surrender
all of my character flaws and trust my Higher
Power. Even in the midst of this storm, with
the nasty bully of a virus trying to get into my
back door if it can’t get in the front, my faith
has deepened into trust. This is the miracle of
Step Six.
I heard a story the other day about a medieval
monk who was trying to prevent both Fear
and Death from entering the city gates during
a plague. Cautiously, the monk approached
Death. “How many people are you going to
take?” he asked.
“A few,” Death
“Maybe half.”

responded

nonchalantly.

Then the monk turned to Fear and asked the
same question. “None,” replied Fear.
The monk was shocked. Needless to say, the
people were overcome by Fear during the
trying months of the plague, and when the
worst was over, the monk turned to Fear in
disbelief. “I thought you said you wouldn’t take
anyone!” he said.
“I didn’t,” Fear replied. “They chose me.”
I have identified the enemy; it wants me to
bark at my husband, snap at a sponsee, eat
(delicious) cookies. So every evening when the
only day I have is done, I pray that I will feel
entirely ready to ask my HP to remove my
character defects, and most especially my
fears, in the morning sun. I make a conscious
choice to be a warrior for peace, no matter
what is trying to huff and puff and blow my
house down.
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NO MORE HOLIDAYS FROM HELL
Alkathons help this drunk turn around a stressful time of year.
BY: VERNON G. | KIHEI, HAWAII
It was Christmas Eve 1986. There I sat in my
living room in front of the tree, very drunk. My
wife was passed out cold on the floor. We
were going to open presents but it didn’t work
out that way. I sat there alone with the tree
lights sparkling. That terrible emptiness came
over me. That feeling I couldn’t shake no
matter what. I made a vow that I never wanted
to spend another drunk Christmas like that
one.
It wouldn’t be until Mother’s Day 1987 that I
would attend my first meeting of Alcoholics
Anonymous, and out of the ruins start building
a new life, one brick at a time.
I was the kid growing up with the alcoholic
parents and I was never going to drink.
Holidays were sometimes battlefields, when
the turkey hit the floor. Shouting, violence,
doors slamming, tires squealing. I was the kid
who poured their booze down the sink so they
wouldn’t drink (that only happened once!).
They returned the favor some years later
when they found my stash of marijuana that,
in spite of my loud protests, went down the
garbage disposal. As my parents’ alcoholism
progressed through the years, Christmas
changed. Christmas trees were at other
people’s houses. The gifts never made it into
the house if they were ever purchased at all.

nearing another bottom. I tried to make up
for those Christmases in the past. I bought the
biggest tree I could get in the door. Sometimes
I had to cut it down to get it in the house. Big
Christmas trees didn’t protect me from the
progression of my alcoholism or that horrible
despair and emptiness. I drank every day and
on holidays, especially Christmas, extra
supplies were purchased. My drinking was
really over the top. The hangovers got worse
and worse. Sometimes I had those three-day
hangovers where I could hardly move. I
thought my body would last longer!
When I got sober I learned that I’d been HIV
positive and had had hepatitis C for years.
Drinking myself into unconsciousness every
night didn’t really help me with that. I was an
alcoholic undercover narcotics officer. I would
have been hard-pressed to pass a drug test. I
was paid to drink and buy drugs every day. I
was a gay man married to a woman through
an arranged marriage (that’s another story!). I
didn’t want to be married any longer. I was
bankrupt
financially,
emotionally,
and
spiritually. Those were the circumstances I
awoke to every morning. Staring in the mirror
at my reflection and not knowing who was
staring back at me, I experienced that feeling
of impending doom. I was ripe for recovery. I
had run out of fresh ideas for better living. I
was given the gift of desperation.

Sometimes they dropped us kids off at the
movies on Christmas Eve, and we hoped they
wouldn’t forget to pick us up. Sometimes they
did, sometimes they didn’t. My story is not
different from those of many children living
with alcoholic parents. Nope, I was never going
to drink and have that kind of Christmas.

On Mother’s Day 1987 at Paki Maui in Lahaina,
I went to my first meeting. That was the
beginning. Eighteen months of sobriety, and
then I relapsed at Christmas! By living in a
sober house, I started all over again. I now
have almost 19 years of continuous sobriety.

Of course I did drink, and I also used drugs. In
my mind, drugs were much more high-class
than booze. I mistakenly thought my youth
gave me immunity from alcoholism. That
Christmas in 1986 I was 33 years old and

Today I do Christmas differently. Because Dec.
26 is my sober date, Christmas to me means
victory over that old life. I no longer have to
drink, suffer and be miserable. I’m sober and
free. No more drunk Christmases from hell.

In my early recovery, especially the first five to
seven years, the holidays were a very slippery
time for me. I hung out at the alkathons, a
safe place for me to be. I made it through
many Christmases by staying in the safety
zone of those alkathons. I remember one
year, around two years sober, I volunteered to
chair a meeting at the Christmas alkathon.
When I began the meeting, I started to cry and
couldn’t stop. I moaned, I wailed, I just fell
apart. What I fell apart about I don’t
remember.
Two friends came over, took the book out of
my hands and began the meeting. The love of
those two touched my heart, and I will always
remember their kindness. We got sober
together. The meeting went on and I just fell
apart. Whatever the major crisis of the
moment was passed and I stayed sober.
My Higher Power does for me what I can’t do
for myself, but those in the Fellowship have
closed the gap for me when I couldn’t see my
way through. Their love carried me when I
needed love the most
Today I still love the alkathons. Christmas is
still a celebration of victory, gratitude, grace
and a new life. When I go to the alkathons now
I see many a newcomer in the same position I
was in: scared, wanting to stay sober, but not
knowing what the hell is going on. I have
found several sponsees at the alkathons.
Actually, I didn’t find them, they found me—
Twelfth Stepping me, keeping me sober.
I can never repay the debt I owe to Alcoholics
Anonymous and the Fellowship. I hope I never
forget what it was like in the beginning. I am
so grateful for my sobriety. I am looking
forward to another sober Christmas. Mele
Kalikemaka.

Learn to say no without feeling guilty.
Do what you need to do to put yourself and your sobriety first this holiday season.
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A GRATEFUL HOLIDAY
Though not the fancy getaway he was used to, the journey this year was to himself.
BY: JOHN K. | CARLETON PLACE, ONTARIO
My drinking had gone from being a way to escape life’s
pressures to a long, slow descent into hell. But the end came
quickly, a few weeks after one fateful Christmas.
If you saw my life a couple of months before that, it seemed
pretty good as long as you didn’t look too closely. I was
married to a smart, beautiful, funny woman. I had a great job,
a nice house in a trendy neighborhood and lots of shiny toys.
I spent that Christmas on a private island in the Caribbean.
And I was being served 20-year-old scotch in crystal tumblers
by smiling waiters in white linen jackets.
My life was like a Hollywood set. From a distance it was
impressive, but up close you could see that it was hollow,
nothing more than painted canvas. I was physically exhausted
and emotionally and spiritually bankrupt. Financial ruin was
not far behind.
I had convinced my wife that this trip would be a new
beginning. We would escape the mad whirlwind of Christmas
back home in Toronto and put our relationship back on track.
I swore, for the umpteenth time, that things would be
different. But I simply couldn’t stop drinking and I hated
myself for it. It was killing both of us. The more clearly I saw
the pain in her eyes, the more I drank to escape my guilt and
shame. The worst part was that the booze had stopped
working. All I could think about was killing myself, but I lacked
the courage.
When we returned home after New Year’s Eve, the whole
house of cards came tumbling down. By the end of January,
my marriage was over. I was living in my car and my employer
was preparing to get rid of me.

identified with the writer. Those words on the first page of
that story, “the skid row of success,” fairly jumped off the
page at me. That phrase cracked my shell of pride just
enough to let in the healing sunlight of humility.
The earth completed another orbit of the sun. Christmas was
a few days away once again. I took stock of my life. There was
no private island in the Caribbean this Christmas. I was living
in a one-room apartment with a hot plate and a view of a
brick wall six feet away, but I had a warm, dry place to sleep
and food to eat.
I was going through divorce proceedings, but thanks to the
work I had begun on the Steps, I was able to accept
responsibility for the damage I had done to that relationship. I
had serious financial issues to deal with, but I was dealing
with them. My employer had decided to give me one more
chance and seemed pleased with the results. Best of all,
though I still had moments of fear and uncertainty, I also had
moments of serenity. Hope had become a very real part of
my life.
The week before Christmas, my home group holds a candlelit
gratitude meeting. It’s normally a speaker meeting, but for
this one evening everyone is given a few moments to share. I
wondered what I could possibly say. I thought back to that
first meeting 11 months before. I realized that the
desperation I had felt was the greatest gift I had ever
received. It was the key to a new way of life.
When it was my turn, I simply said, “My name is John. I’m a
grateful alcoholic.”
And I actually meant it.

I crawled into my first AA meeting at what would become my
home group, The Beaches Group, in Toronto. I was a broken
man. My God, I thought, this is what it’s come to, Alcoholics
Anonymous. How desperate can you be? I should have killed
myself, I thought.
I was not an ideal newcomer. I was angry, argumentative and,
despite everything, full of self-centered pride. When I heard
people introduce themselves as “grateful alcoholics,” it was
like nails being dragged over a chalkboard. But I had nowhere
else to go so I kept coming back.
I kept telling people I was “different.” Finally, someone told
me to read the story “Physician, Heal Thyself!” in the back of
the Big Book. I’m not a doctor, but for the first time I actually
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I WANT TO BE AN ADULT
BY: A. W. | REGINA, SASKATCHEWAN

MY PROBLEMS started the minute I was born. I always
seemed to be different, and things just didn't happen the way
I wanted them to.
Long before I started to drink, I had the personality of an
alcoholic. From the age of fourteen, I took every kind of pill
my greedy little hands could get hold of.
I did everything I could to get the attention I craved. I was
nearly kicked out of high school. I stole, lied, phoned bomb
threats in to the local police stations. I was hospitalized
numerous times, and thought it was all a laugh a minute.
Then, there came a point where it just wasn't fun any more. I
knew about AA, but that wasn't for me, because I wasn't an
alcoholic.
One day, someone asked me if I would like to attend an AA
meeting. I wanted to help these poor alcoholics out, and if
they felt they could use my help, I'd be happy to do it. I
attended the meeting and could strongly identify. I stuck
around and kept having slips, but I enjoyed the fellowship.
But one day, I had a slip and my life came to an end. I had to

start doing something for myself.
I was seventeen when I began working the Steps the best I
could. I started to listen at meetings, and realized I had lost
the ability to pick up another drink safely. I also knew that I
was now able to live without alcohol, comfortably.
I have become aware of a Higher Power. I must be in constant
contact with Him, or else I start to hurt all over again. I also
have two sponsors who have told me the truth no matter
how much it hurts. And I love them for it.
When I started drinking, I stopped maturing. I am growing up
now in AA. I want to be an adult and act as an adult acts. Life
hasn't been a bed of roses, and I know it never will be, but
now I don't have to escape.
I never knew what friends were before, and I didn't know how
to make them. Now I have a lot of beautiful friends, and I
don't feel ashamed to tell them I love them.
I am eighteen now, and just starting to live. I have been sober
only six months, but I can feel myself grow. Thank you, AA, for
giving me back my life.

Easy Does It
BY: Nell H.

Go easy on yourself during the holidays. Show
yourself the compassion you would give your own
best friend if you witnessed them being hard on
themselves. If you are feeling stressed or noticing
negative self-talk, give yourself permission to slow
down, be human, and even do something nice for
yourself: go to bed early, take a soothing hot bath,
or treat yourself to a matinee.
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ONLINE SOBRIETY
She hated computers, but finding AA online forums gave her the courage to
return to the program after a long relapse.
BY: BARB C. | ENDICOTT, N.Y.
My story begins in 1991 when I was first introduced to AA. I
went to meetings, had a number of sponsors, and actually
made it to more than a year of sobriety, but it turned out I
wasn’t done drinking yet.
Fast forward to the year 2006. My husband and I got our first
computer. I didn’t like computers at all! I thought that they
were going to ruin the world. (Actually, that’s still in question.)
By this time, I was drinking on a daily basis. I had stopped
working a few years earlier, due to other health problems. I
had my days and nights mixed up. I drank until 4:30 AM and
didn’t get out of bed until after 1:00 PM most of the time. My
selfishness and self-loathing were taking over—I didn’t care if
I got out of bed or if I would ever wake up again. Mentally and
spiritually I was hitting bottom. But I was still not done the
drinking.
But even with my drinking, I was starting to learn and figure
out things on the computer. I discovered online forums of
people writing back on forth on whatever subjects interested
them. I first joined a cat site, since I have always loved
animals, cats especially. It was ok for a while but I didn’t feel
like I fit in with the people on there. Then I joined a
paranormal site. There were a lot of interesting things to read
on that site, but the people were a bit strange, so that wasn’t
for me, either.
By now, I was feeling overwhelmingly lonely. I was drinking
every day, with no friends anymore, no one to talk to except
my husband when he was home from work. I was starting to
feel worse and worse, physically and mentally. My days
blended together. It didn’t matter if it was Monday or

Thursday because it was the same thing, day after day. Drink,
eat, clean house a little (maybe), go on the computer, and
then go to bed. Get up and do it all over again.
One day, I decided to see if Alcoholics Anonymous was on the
computer. Yep, there it was. So, I drank and read, drank and
read. I actually found somewhere or another online of an
audio recording of Bill W speaking at a convention
somewhere. I cried listening to that and remembering how it
was when I was in AA years before. Then I ended up finding
other websites, with recovering alcoholics involved in forums
and online meetings. For nine months, I wrote back and forth
with these people, while drinking my rum and cokes. They
kept telling me to go back to AA, and I kept saying: “No, I’m
scared, it didn’t work for me.” Eventually, in the summer of
2007, I did get the courage to go back to AA. I struggled that
whole year and kept drinking every couple of weeks. I couldn’t
get a month under my belt. But I kept hearing over and over:
“Keep coming back” and “Don’t give up before the miracle.” In
January 2008, I picked up a white chip and I haven’t had a
drink since.
I have a home group and a sponsor, and I’ve held a few
service positions. I truly believe my Higher Power reached out
to me through the computer even though I didn’t understand
it at the time. Today I still go on my forums with my AA
friends from all over the US and the world. Some of the
people who helped me so many years ago to get the courage
to go back to AA are still there. I owe my life to them and
Alcoholics Anonymous. So I guess computers aren’t that bad
after all. I wouldn’t be sober today if I didn’t have one.

Looking for a list of online meetings?
With today's technology, recovery is available to you anytime, anywhere, with the touch of a button.

Take me to that list!
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NEED AN UPLIFTING SHARE?
Click on one of the leaves to hear a speaker share their experience, strength, and hope.

Angie P.

Bob D.

Doug R.

Jen H.

June G.

Katie P.
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100 THINGS TO DO INSTEAD OF DRINKING
Text a friend
Write grocery list
Walk
Clean a closet
Bake cookies
Go through photo albums
Take some pictures
Clean the bathroom
Watch comedy on YouTube
Pay bills
Play with a pet
Plant a garden
Paint woodwork
Read magazines
Visit someone
Go to the library
Set up a family budget
Make a web site
Do home repairs
Clean your garage
Sort photos
Make a scrapbook
Exercise
Go to an online meeting
Write a Christmas list
Call your parents
Memorize prayers
Write your autobiography
Play golf
Take a bubble bath
Color or paint a picture
Order your favorite takeout
Take a nap
Listen to music
Paint a wall
Walk around the mall
Start a collection
Go window shopping
Go to a bookstore
Go to an art gallery
Clean your car
Do 100 sit-ups
Clean your garage
Stack wood
Target practice
Do home repairs
Clean your toolbox
Organize the laundry room
Make a scrapbook
Do some laundry

Go on Pinterest
Make a salad
Make a list of things to do
Go to a coffee shop
Volunteer somewhere
Woodworking project
Take a class
Try yoga or Pilates
Meditate with music
Hike in the woods
Make a smoothie
Bake a pie
Do a crossword puzzle
Go to the gym
Research on AA.org
Sharpen your pruning tools
Change your engine oil
Sew something or learn to sew
Groom your dog or cat
Donate old clothes
Cut out recipes
Play solitaire
Email a friend
Write a letter to a friend
Organize camping supplies
Repot your houseplants
Go to a movie
Mow your lawn
Go through old yearbooks
Organize sock drawer
Go jogging with a friend
Watch movies
Plan menus for a diet
Do a puzzle
Go to the beach
Play your favorite CDs
Watch Christmas movies
Go for a bike ride
Clean basement
Start a journal
Plan a vacation
Vacuum
Lift weights
Bake some bread
Get a haircut
Dust furniture
Grocery shop
Read the newspaper
Start a side business
Write a gratitude list
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FINDING OUR WAY TOGETHER
BY: ANONYMOUS

I knew my son had a drinking problem even though he didn’t drink in front of me. His lifestyle was indicative of a person
who had lost his way. One day he announced that he was going to the Emergency Room to be admitted. From the ER, he
went to a treatment facility and eventually became a member of a halfway house.
I was so relieved that he was finally seeking help, but found myself all alone. My daughter‑in‑law suggested I go to Al‑Anon. I
was nervous and afraid the day I walked into my first meeting. The warmth and kindness with which I was greeted made me
realize that I had made a valuable decision.
My son attends Alcoholics Anonymous meetings and I attend Al‑Anon meetings. Together with the members of both
meetings we are finding peace, understanding, and have gained a new perspective on life.

Reprinted with permission of The Forum, Al‑Anon Family Group Headquarters, Inc., Virginia Beach, VA.

OCT 2020

HOPE KEPT ME GOING
BY: ALLISON T. | OKLAHOMA

When I first came to Al‑Anon, I knew I was in the right place when I heard the Al‑Anon Suggested Welcome. When the
Chairperson read, “We who live, or have lived, with the problem of alcoholism understand as perhaps few others can,” I felt
hope for the first time in a very long time. I noticed that the group members seemed at ease. I was the opposite. I was
anxious and my stomach was in knots all of the time. Because of the comfort and warmth I felt at my first meeting, I kept
going back. Today, I am so glad I did, even though it felt inconvenient and a little uncomfortable at the time.

Reprinted with permission of The Forum, Al‑Anon Family Group Headquarters, Inc., Virginia Beach, VA.

Do you worry about how much someone drinks?
Al-Anon members are people, just like you, who are worried about someone with a drinking problem.
For more information about Al-Anon or to find a meeting near you, click the link below.

Visit Al-Anon here.
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BEFORE WE GO...

We hope you find this toolkit helpful looking forward at the months ahead.

Our districts in Area 43 are putting together many special meetings,
Alcathons and events - both in-person and virtually - over the holidays!
For all the details, please visit the "Events" tab on our website or click below.

Area 43 Events.

Happy Holidays!

Want to receive more stuff like this?
Sign up for our newsletter.
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