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I am RESPONSIBLE…
When anyone, anywhere
reaches out for help,
I want the hand of A.A.
always to be there.
And for that:
I am responsible.

The Manager’s Corner
So let me encourage you to attempt to write
something. It doesn’t even have to be perfect. We have
an Editor who can help clean it up if that’s needed. Tell
us about your Home Group, your experience with any or
all of the Steps, funny lines you’ve heard in meetings,
what it was like when you were new, or what it’s like
now that you’ve got some time.
Address your submissions to:

BY TIM W.
I attempt to fill up this little corner every month.
Sometimes it comes easy, sometimes not so much. I’ll
sit staring at the screen thinking “What the heck can I
say?”
I mention this only to let you know that I understand it can be difficult to write sometimes. So I’d like to
express my appreciation for the people who have
stepped up to the plate recently and sent in articles. It is
heartening to see some diversity showing up in The
Messenger. We can, of course, always pull stuff out of
the Grapevine and other Central Office publications, but
I think it’s always better to include a little home-town
flavor.

Manager@SantabarbaraAA.com
Or drop a hard copy off here at the office. We’d really
be glad to hear from you.
-Tim W.

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

Service Committees
Meetings


IGR meets 2nd Tuesday of every month, 6:00pm at your Central Office, 14 W. Anapamu.



GSR meets 1st Monday of every month, 6:00pm at Holy Cross Church, 1740 Cliff Dr. (rear of
building).



Hospitals & Institutions meets 2nd Monday of every month at First Presbyterian Church, 21 E.
Constance. Orientation meeting at 5:30pm. Regular business meeting aat 6:00pm.



Santa Barbara Convention Committee meets 2nd Thursday of every month, 6:00pm at your
Central Office, 14 W. Anapamu.



Santa Barbara Young People in Alcoholics Anonymous has its monthly board meetings on
the 1st and 3rd Thursday of each month, 6:00pm at your Central Office, 14 W. Anapamu.

Announcements


Santa Barbara Young People in Alcoholics Anonymous (SBYPAA) is bidding to host the 2019
Southwestern Area Conference of Young People in Alcoholics Anonymous (SWACYPAA) in Santa Barbara. The SBYPAA bid committee meeting is held on the 3rd Thursday of each month,
6:00pm at your Central Office, 14 W. Anapamu.



Central Office would like to thank everyone who recently submitted articles to The Messenger.
Submissions from our community keep this publication going. If you would like to contribute,
email us at manager@santabarbaraAA.com.

“The benefit of talking to another person is that we can get his direct comment and counsel on our situation,
and there can be no doubt in our minds what that advice is. Going it alone in spiritual matters is dangerous.”
Twelve Steps & Twelve Traditions, page 60
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Member Submission
and waited for the man from Afghanistan and his wife to
come in. All of the regulars showed up, one-by-one, and
even a few newcomers, but not the guy we were looking
for.
At the end of the meeting, I ran into the former
secretary. We hadn’t had a chance to chat before the
meeting, but we spoke afterwards. She was someone
who always helped me clean up because I she knew what
it was like to have to do all that stuff on her own. She proceeded to tell me that the couple was, unfortunately, not
coming. “Wait, what? Why not?” my son asked me with a
puzzled look on his face.
I had to explain to my son that after that man had
returned from Afghanistan, he had a really hard time adjusting to his life at home and he started drinking again. I
wasn’t sure of the details, but that’s what I was told.
My son was taken aback, “Wow, after all that
time he started again?” I explained to him that yes, unfortunately, that was the case. Just because we’re sober for
a while doesn’t mean we can drink normally again. “Why
is that?” my son wanted to know. From there, we talked
about how I believe that alcoholism is a disease. It’s a
disease that can’t be taken lightly and that, in my opinion,
can’t be cured. The only solution is to not drink at all,
which is easier said than done.
I told my son that for me, in order to not drink, I
need to go to meetings, be of service, and if the chance
presents itself, try to help another alcoholic get and (Lord
willing) stay sober. “You mean like Uncle James helped
you?” he asked. “Exactly,” I told him. “I also believe that
we can’t do this thing on our own. We need each other
and we need help from God. It’s just like that.”
My son smiled, “I need help from God and I don’t
even drink. I mean, I love me some root beer but that’s
it.” I just smiled back, happy to hear my son say that. I
often wonder, though, if he will have the same struggles
that I do—mostly because he reminds me of myself when
I was his age. I see his ever-thinking mind, his introverted
activities, and his temper (the one I’m sure I gave him).
It’s important for me to let my son know that I
keep that 20-year chip as a reminder. It reminds me that
I’m only one-arm’s-length away from taking a drink if I
don’t stay active in the program and keep right with God.
Even if I have 20 years of sobriety under my belt, it
doesn’t mean I can drink again. That’s what that chip
means to me.
“I’m glad you have that chip Dad. It’s a good reason to keep it. And maybe someday it could be your chip.
You know, when you have 20 years.”
Lord willing, Son. Lord willing.

THE CHIP
BY STEVE S.
To most people it looks like a fake coin of some
sort, or some might even call it a medallion. Its borders
are gold with a silver triangle in the center. On the edges
of the triangle are the words “Unity, Service and Recovery.” The particular coin that this story is about has the
Roman numeral ‘XX’ in the middle of the triangle.
One day, my son—upon finding this medallion
still in its plastic baggy in the center console of my car—
asked me, “What does that mean?” So, I told him that it
means 20—in this case, 20 years of sobriety. “You mean
this chip is for someone who hasn’t drank in 20 years?”
Neither one of us knowing exactly who that someone
was, but I said yes. Of course, his next question was,
“How long have you been sober Dad?”
I explained to him that I had 7 years. “Whoa, 20
years is WAY longer than you have!” he said loud and
proud. He was right. “Then why do you have this 20-year
chip?” he asked. A valid question all things considered. I
told him that, at one time, I was the secretary of a
meeting close to our house. “Oh yeah,” he said, “we went
to that one a couple of times, right?” He was correct. I
took him to a few of those meetings. “Remember the one
with the nice view of the beach and the pier?” I asked.
“Oh yeah. There was a lot of cigarette smoke outside and
cussing on the inside. But, I didn’t mind the cussing so
much,” my son laughed.
I began to describe how back when I was the
secretary, there was a member who was returning from a
long time in Afghanistan. He was due to celebrate his 20 th
sober birthday with his wife at our new meeting. The former secretary asked me if I could get the man a chip. It
was no problem for me, as I was planning on stopping by
Central Office anyway.
“We’ve been there too!” my son interjected.
“That lady let us paint our hand prints on those tiles and
put them on the wall, right?” My son remembered his
time at Central Office with a huge smile on his face. “Yep,
that’s the place,” I told him, “you guys had fun that day.”
After we reminisced about our time making tiles,
I continued telling him my story... I had gone down to
Central Office, picked up some books, meeting guides and
that 20-year chip my son now had in his hand. At the time
I had considered getting a fancier chip, but ultimately decided on the one I got. It was a really nice chip and it’s the
thought that counts.
By the next time the meeting was scheduled to
happen, I was prepared. I got to the meeting early, made
the coffee, set up the room, set out the books and flyers,
3

On the Fifth Step
"Admitted to God, to ourselves, and to another human being the exact nature of our wrongs.”
ly for anyone who for years has been hiding all unpleasant facts even from himself. Furthermore, one must
forgive himself before he is ready to forgive the world
of which he has been so resentful.
For these reasons many who have succeeded in
the full practice of this Step recommend that it be started with one's own conscience as the sole audience.
Better begin there, they say, first to learn what there is
to be admitted and, second, to generate the courage to
take another into the confidence.
But, all who have practiced the Step successfully are quick to say, too, that the tremendous relief
which follows richly compensates for whatever mental
pain and labor may be experienced in the beginning.
Confession, of course, has eased men all through history. Its rewards have not diminished and are within reach
of the A.A. who has advanced to this point in his recovery of a useful and happy way of life.

EDITORIAL: ON THE 5TH STEP
BY ANONYMOUS
ADMITTING "the nature of our wrongs" to God
and ourselves sounds much easier than confessing to
another human being. We can do the first in complete
privacy. No one is listening, we say. Yet, it's not so easy
that we all are able to accomplish this Step in one
sweeping confession. Several false starts sometimes are
necessary before we find both the courage and the insight to admit even to ourselves the true, unvarnished
nature of our wrongs.
One of the obstacles to applying this Step is our
deep-rooted habit of refusing to face facts, or admit the
truth even to ourselves if and whenever the truth was
unpleasant. We are grooved in the pattern of glossing
over, covering up, beating around the mulberry bush,
sticking our head in the sand--or any of the other old
cliches which are simply an indirect and longer way of
spelling "l-i-e."
The truth is that during the active drinking period the patient has been doing more lying to himself
than to anyone else and even after he has decided to
turn to the truth finds the way strange and difficult to
follow. After 15 to 20 years of self-deception the truth is
not easily recognized.
At first, the application of part of this Step may
seem to have been achieved. The newly enlightened
patient has had a heart-to-heart talk with himself. He
has admitted to himself the nature of his wrongs. Or,
has he admitted only part of the nature of his wrongs?
Has he spared himself just a little, left just a little of the
varnish on the truth? Has he spared himself again in just
a bit more self-deception, in just one or two self-pitying
reasons or explanations of the wrongs?
Frequently, a second and a third confession,
more, is needed before the truth, the whole truth and
nothing but the truth is brought to light. Sometimes a
great deal of digging is needed to get beneath the many
layers of self-deception that have been piled on each
other and become virtually petrified over the years.
Courage implemented by searching analysis and perseverance are needed here, the courage to face and admit
the truth as it's brought to the surface, and the perseverance to keep digging until it is.
Usually the presence of an audience intensifies
the difficulties of admitting self-truths, even when the
audience is a sympathetic friend. Sometimes the mere
voicing of inner secrets is a wrenching process, especial-

— From the March 1947 Grapevine

_______________________________
EDITORIAL: ON TRADITION FIVE
BY BILL W.
"SHOEMAKER, stick to thy last". . .better do one
thing supremely well than many badly. That is the central theme of this tradition. Around it our society gathers in unity. The very life of our fellowship requires the
preservation of this principle.
Alcoholics Anonymous can be likened to a
group of physicians who might find a cure for cancer,
and upon whose concerted work would depend the answer for sufferers of this disease. True, each physician in
such a group might have his own specialty. Every doctor
concerned would at times wish he could devote himself
to his chosen field rather than work only with the
group. But once these men had hit upon a cure, once it
became apparent that only by their united effort could
this be accomplished, then all of them would feel bound
to devote themselves solely to the relief of cancer. In
the radiance of such a miraculous discovery, any doctor
would set his other ambitions aside, at whatever personal cost.
Just as firmly bound by obligation are the members of Alcoholics Anonymous, who have demonstrated
that they can help problem drinkers as others seldom
(Continued on page 6)
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April Birthdays

The Messenger is published by
YOUR Central Office.

Name

Years

Lisa H.

1

Mark R.

2

Denise F.

3

Jeremy P.

3

Paul K.

4

Debbie R.

4

Jim H.

6

Gin B.

11

Scott S.

13

Kyle S.

13

Nancy B.

21

Bonny U.

22

John P.

23

Michael A.

27

Central Office Statistics

Anne S.

27

During April, your Central Office had:

Meredith

28

Linda L.

28

AA Info Calls

Susan F.

29

Alanon Referrals

0

Melody H.

30

Other Referrals

8

Blanco O.

30

John R.

30

12 Step Calls

2

Arnie C.

32

12 Step Office

2

Ruby R.H.

32

Out of Town Visitors

2

Dave S.

41

Brian B.

42

Please send submissions to:
manager@santabarbaraAA.com

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

Office Walk Ins
Website Pageviews

178

331
10,737

“The unique ability of each A.A. to identify himself with, and bring recovery to, the newcomer in no way
depends upon his learning, eloquence, or on any special individual skills. The only thing that matters is that
he is an alcoholic who has found a key to sobriety.”
Twelve Steps & Twelve Traditions, page 150-151
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On Tradition Five
“Each group has but one primary purpose — to carry its message to the alcoholic who still suffers.”

own steam, but that in our groups we could do together
what we could not do separately. He interrupted to scoff
at this and asserted he'd fix his wife, his partner, and his
alcoholism by himself. Sarcastically he asked, 'How much
does your scheme cost?' I was thankful I could tell him
'Nothing at all.' His next question: 'What are you getting
out of it?' Of course my answer was, 'My own sobriety
and a mighty happy life. Still dubious, he demanded, 'Do
you really mean the only reason you are here is to try
and help me and to help yourself?' 'Yes,' I said, 'That's
absolutely all there is to it. There's no angle.'
"Then, hesitantly, I ventured to talk about the
spiritual side of our program. What a freeze that drunk
gave me! I'd no sooner got the word 'spiritual' out of my
mouth than he pounced. 'Oh!' he said. 'Now I get it!
You're proselyting for some damn religious sect or other. Where do you get that 'no angle' stuff? I belong to a
great church that means everything to me. You've got a
nerve to come in here talking religion!'
"Thank heaven I came up with the right answer
for that one. It was based foursquare on the single purpose of AA. 'You have faith,' I said 'Perhaps far deeper
faith than mine, No doubt you're better taught in religious matters than I. So I can't tell you anything about
religion. I don't even want to try. I'll bet, too, that you
could give me a letter-perfect definition of humility. But
from what you've told me about yourself and your problems and how you propose to lick them, I think I know
what's wrong.' 'Okay,' he said. 'Give me the business.'
'Well," said I. 'I think you're just a conceited Irishman
who thinks he can run the whole show.'
"This really rocked him. But as he calmed down
he began to listen while I tried to show him that humility
was the main key to sobriety. Finally he saw that I wasn't attempting to change his religious views, that I wanted him to find the grace in his own religion that would
aid his recovery. From there on we got along fine.
"Now," concludes the old timer, "Suppose I'd
been obliged to talk to this man on religious grounds.
Suppose my answer had to be that AA needed a lot of
money: that AA went in for education, hospitals, and
rehabilitation? Suppose I'd suggested that I'd take a
hand in his domestic and business affairs? Where would
we have wound up? No place, of course."
Years later this tough Irish customer liked to say,
"My sponsor sold me one idea, and that was sobriety. At
the time, I couldn't have bought anything else."

(Continued from page 4)

can. The unique ability of each AA to identify himself
with and bring recovery to the newcomer in no way depends upon his learning, eloquence, or on any special
individual skills. The only thing that matters is that he is
an alcoholic who has found a key to sobriety. These legacies of suffering and of recovery are easily passed
among alcoholics, one to the other. This is our gift from
God, and its bestowal upon others like us is the one aim
that today animates AAs all around the globe.
There is another reason for this singleness of
purpose. We know that we can seldom keep the precious gift of sobriety unless we give it away. If a group of
doctors possessed a cancer cure they might be conscience-stricken if they failed their mission through selfseeking. Yet such a failure wouldn't jeopardize their personal survival. For us, if we neglect those who are still
sick, there is unremitting danger to our own lives and
sanity. Under these compulsions of self-preservation,
duty, and love, it is not strange that our society has concluded that it has but one high mission. . .to carry the AA
message to those who don't know there's a way out.
Highlighting the wisdom of AA's single purpose, a member tells this story:
"Restless one day, I felt I'd better do some
Twelfth Step work. Maybe I should take out some insurance against a slip. But first I'd have to find a drunk to
work on.
"So I hopped the subway to Town's Hospital
where I asked Dr. Silkworth if he had a prospect.
"Nothing too promising,' the little doc said, 'There's just
one chap on the third floor who might be a possibility.
But he's an awfully tough Irishman. I never saw a man so
obstinate. He shouts that if his partner would treat him
better, and his wife would leave him alone, he'd soon
solve his alcohol problem. He's had a bad case of d.t.'s,
he's pretty foggy, and he's very suspicious of everybody.
Doesn't sound too good, does it? But working with him
may do something for you, so why don't you have a go
at it?'
"I was soon sitting beside a big hulk of a man.
Decidedly unfriendly, he stared at me out of eyes which
were slits in his red and swollen face. I had to agree with
the doctor. . .he certainly didn't look good. But I told him
my own story, I explained what a wonderful fellowship
we had, how well we understood each other. I bore
down hard on the hopelessness of the drunk's dilemma.
I insisted that few drunks could ever get well on their

—From the September 1952 Grapevine
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Home Group History
was going on at the same time, but I will not share that
as it could be construed as gossip barbed with anger. Suffice to say, the meeting split with Jean and most
of the coffee drinkers going back to a very small room
behind the Breakwater Restaurant by the trash bins. At
that time, I began a practice, which I still continue, of
trying to go to both meetings back-to-back. There was
coffee at the Harbor group then and none at SYDR (that
has since changed).
The Harbor Group soon outgrew the room behind the Breakwater (we were also tired of hearing the
booze bottles dropping into the trash bin during the
meeting). So again, Jean asked me to find a larger place,
preferably with a view. I then approached the Harbormaster and was told that we could meet in the class
room above the post office, but only when they had no
other meetings scheduled.
For a while, they chased us out for their
meetings, but since have scheduled their meetings to
accommodate us. I continued trying to go to both
meetings, the Harbor group at 6:45 am and SYDR at 7:30
am. Needless to say, there is a conflict and members
have gotten used to me fleeing the Harbor group at 7:30
to go to SYDR. I must add here that for a time the
meeting place of SYDR was in danger due to a developer
who wished to make a museum out of the Veterans Memorial Building. We almost lost our second meeting
place due to a museum being planned, but happily the
County intervened and kept the building and our
meeting as it is, in the room with a view, which has had
its
carpet
stripped and now
has coffee
again. Meanwhile, the Harbor group gave up their
coffee.
These two meetings are the best AA meetings in
the world and they fill different needs. Harbor group is
smaller and more intimate. Start Your Day Right, on the
other hand, often has more than a hundred members. It
is also more focused on newcomers, as the recovery
centers send their residents to this meeting. I look forward to seeing you at my two home groups.

START YOUR DAY RIGHT & THE
HARBOR GROUP
BY LANE A.
I have been accused of starting both Start Your
Day Right and the Harbor Group, but I will use the usual
and time-honored military man's excuse, "I was only following orders!"
Back then, my friend Jean V. and I attended
many AA meetings together, both in Santa Barbara and
in Mexico where we traveled. She and I were both early
risers. One morning we went to an early meeting, and
she left wanting to start a new meeting where she could
watch the sunrise. I lived on a boat in the harbor at the
time and had told her how I watched the sunrise each
morning from the waterfront. She asked me to find us a
place in the harbor for an AA meeting early in the morning.
I knew some people there and managed to get
the little wooden building where the Power Squadron
and the Sailing Club met. It did not have an ocean view,
but it was right by the harbor parking kiosk near the
Breakwater Restaurant. An advantage of that location
was that an AA member by the name of “Biker Al” had
the shift at the parking kiosk and brought us good coffee
when he got off at 7 am.
We met there for several years until one day the
little hut burned down. Again, Jean asked me to find us
another place and I came up with space in the Naval Reserve building, having been a member of the Navy Reserve myself. At that time, the name of the group was
"Start Your Day Right at the Harbor" and we met in the
front room of that building (now the Maritime Museum)
until the Navy gave it back to the city.
Sadly, the city said they did not have room for
us; and again, Jean challenged me to find a place on the
waterfront where we could watch the sunrise. I was a
member of three veterans groups at the Veterans Memorial Building on the waterfront, so I approached them
and they gave us space for the meeting. Since the
meeting was no longer at the harbor the name was
shortened to just "Start Your Day Right" and it was the
first recovery group to meet in that building.
We met for many years in the room with a view.
But it was carpeted at that time and our members
spilled enough coffee to get us in trouble with the outspoken manager at the time, Beverly, who told us we
could no longer have coffee in the room. Something else

Did you enjoy learning about Lane’s home group?
Tell us about yours (even if you didn't start it)!
Please send submissions to:
manager@santabarbaraAA.com
Submissions should be between 500-1,000 words.
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