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This Newsletter belongs to the Groups.  

We are all aware of how hard it has been on people and Groups over 
the last two years.  Why donôt you let us hear about things you may 
have to share concerning the following as suggestions (or anything 

else on your mind):   

isolation,  

virtual meetings,  

getting newcomers involved,  

getting back to face to face meetings  

and hybrid meetings.  

 

We can bring you stories from around the country, but with such a  

vibrant recovery community in Nashville  

we would like to hear more from the Groups / Individuals with your 

Stories  

Poems 

Reflections  

Upcoming Events  

Workshops  

Etc. 

 

LETS ALSO SHOW THE NEWCOMERS AND OTHERS óHOW IT WORKSô BY 

FOLLOWING UP WITH YOUR BUSINESS OFFICER RESPONSIBLE FOR 

SENDING IN BIRTHDAYS EVERY MONTH.  

HOME GROUP CHALLENGES 
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When I heard what happened, 

I felt sad, 

But the situation didn't change. 

So I felt angry, 

But the situation didn't change. 

So I felt anxious, 

But the situation didn't change. 

So I felt afraid, 

But the situation didn't change. 

So I got drunk, 

And the situation got worse. 

So I got sober, 

And the situation didn't change. 

So I finally accepted it, 

But the damn situation didn't change. 

But I did! 

 

Anonymous 

Acceptance 

How a powerless moment in a 

forest one day helped define his 

instinct for prayer 

Iôm a land surveyor by trade. I now 

enjoy working on the drafting side of 

the business and rarely make it into the 

field, but I spent 15 years in the woods 

taking measurements. 

From the extreme wildlife of 

Louisiana, to the rocky rattlesnake-

prone Alabama National Forest lands, 

to the foothills of the Blue Mountains 

in West Virginia, Iôve been exposed to 

the wilderness on every level. Iôve 

been surrounded by trees my entire 

life. 

Back in 2007, we were painting 

boundary lines for the Forest Service 

in Talledega National Forest. 

Rattlesnakes are very common in 

steep, rocky terrain and thatôs exactly 

where we were. Prior to this 

experience, Iôd had several encounters 

with snakes, spiders, bees, aggressive 

bulls, even a rooster pulling some 

kickboxing maneuver on my leg. Just 

becomes part of the job. 

On this day, we were faced with the 

presence of rattlesnakes, which are 

dangerous and potentially deadly. 

Things can get bad real fast. The guy 

working with me, Matt, was fairly new 

and not accustomed to the outdoors. 

He was very naive to the elements, 

ñgreen,ò if you will. 

I was walking and paying more 

attention to the cigarette I was smoking 

and the equipment I was carrying on 

my shoulder and to Matt and his 

inexperience. He was not careful about 

stepping down from rocks that had a 

slight overhang that created a ñblack 

hole,ò a perfect spot for a rattlesnake. 

Now this particular rock was very 

typical. Most looked like God threw them 

into the side of the mountain and they stuck. 

As we walked, I was taking his Step 

inventory when I should have been taking my 

own. From the top of one of these large 

rocks, I stepped one leg onto the dirt below, 

right in front of a black hole. I had turned 

sideways to scale myself down the rock, so at 

this point I had one leg on top of the rock and 

one on the ground. 

Thatôs when I heard the rattle. 

(Continued on page 3) 

 
Time to Pray 


