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Step Ten  

Continued to take 

personal inventory and 

when we were wrong 

promptly admitted it. 

 

 

Tradi t ion Ten  

Alcoholics Anonymous 

has no opinion on 

outside issues; hence the 

A.A. name ought never 

be drawn into public 

controversy. 

 

 

Concept  Ten 

Every service 

responsibility should be 

matched by an equal 

service authority, with 

the scope of such 

authority well defined. 
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Suggested donations are $12.00 
a year—which hasn’t gone up 

in over 13+ years (or any 
amount you would like to 

specify). 

IT was the year before AA.  

The time: Halloween.  

I was filled with the Halloween spirit and assorted 

other spirits. We have an old children's tradition 

out here called trick-or-treat. Perhaps some of you 

don't know about it. The kids dress up in spook or 

ghost garbs and go bum the neighbors for candy, 

cookies and other "goodies" on Halloween. That's 

the treat. If you don't shell out, they are supposed 

to turn over your outhouse or soap your windows or 

throw grandpa down the well or some other 

harmless little "tricks." 

Being filled (loaded) with the Halloween spirit as I 

mentioned, I decided to become a ghost and go 

"trick or treating" all by myself. I had no desire to 

upset anybody's powder-room nor did I want any 

"goodies." It was just that I was all alone--as usual; 

lonely--as usual; loaded as usual and full of nutty 

ideas--as usual. Soooooo, I took one of my best and 

newest and the most costly sheets, cut two 

"eyeholes" about midships, painted black rims 

around the holes and put it on. 

On top I pinned a few false curls 

where my head was supposed to 

be and started out for my nearest 

neighbor's. 

Before I arrived I lost my 

nerve and the "spirits." I went 

back home to refuel which took 

(Continued on page 9) 

I WAS A REAL SPOOK 

VENMO 
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AT PEACE WITH MYSELF 

Working the Steps 

I AM WRITING this on my fortieth belly button 

birthday. I am thrilled to be forty. I wouldn't 

change a day of drinking or sobriety, because all 

those days got me where I am today. 

When I came to AA, I was a thirty-year-old 

drunken bum. My life was over. I drank away my 

values, morals, and principles, and most piteously, 

I drank away my hope. I was a daily drinker who 

had not gone twenty-four hours without a drink 

for at least two years prior to AA. I was a public 

drunk--in bars, making a spectacle of myself. I 

wanted to die and could not, yet I could not live 

with what I had become. Never had I tried to stop 

drinking. The mere idea was unfathomable to a 

person who drank the way I did. I wanted the 

trouble to stop, the pain and confusion to go away, 

but I could not comprehend life without alcohol. 

Not only was I powerless over alcohol, but my 

friends and family were equally powerless. They 

would have helped me if they could. 

I attended my first AA meeting on August 15, 

1973, in Anchorage, Alaska, and I have not had a 

drink since. I would like to share with you how I 

have attained freedom from the wreckage of my 

past. 

I have the kind of past that should haunt me every 

day of my life, and yet I have incredible relief 

from guilt, remorse, and morbid reflection. When 

I work with active alcoholics, the sordid details 

become my greatest asset. I can tell them all about 

me, so that they identify and know hope that they, 

too, can experience recovery. 

As a newcomer in AA, I thought I was a very 

sophisticated person with many good qualities, 

except for my uncontrollable drinking. I thought 

the Twelve Steps were for the poor sick and 

suffering souls who needed them. Thank God, I 

was guided into the Steps and stay there today. No 

matter what my problem, the Steps provide a 

solution. At times when I am unable to make 

contact with another sober alcoholic, or a meeting 

is not scheduled, I can fall back on the foundation 

of my life, which has come from personal 

experience with the Twelve Steps. 

I did not get beyond Step Three until my tenth 

month of sobriety. Then, I found the sentence in 

the Big Book that states: "Though our decision 

was a vital and crucial step, it could have little 

permanent effect unless at once followed by a 

strenuous effort to face, and to be rid of, the 

things in ourselves which had been blocking us." 

So I was guided into a Fourth Step inventory. 

With all the honesty I could muster, at length I 

wrote "a fearless and searching moral inventory." 

Then, I worked Steps Five through Twelve. One 

year later, I wrote another inventory, in which I 

truly cleared away the wreckage of my past by 

"illuminating . . . every dark cranny" and dealing 

with "the exact nature" of my wrongs. 

About that time, one year and ten months sober, I 

heard a real old-timer (one of the original 100 

members) say he relied on Steps Ten, Eleven, and 

Twelve for maintenance. 

 

 

 I believed him. I proceeded to work Tenth Steps--

going a little further by writing them out and 

reading them to my sponsor. I believed that I did 

not have to write a Fourth Step, per se, again. 

After three years of using that method, I heard 

another member talk about the inventory he had 

just written, not the inventory he had written thirty

-one years earlier. I knew he was talking to me. 

 

(Continued on page 5) 

Steps Ten, Eleven, and 

Twelve for maintenance. 

Who said we only do one 

Fourth Step? 
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FIRST MONDAY OF      
EVERY MONTH: 

District  30 Meeting  
When: 6:30pm – 7:30pm 
Zoom ID: 283 536 1220 

 

SECOND MONDAY OF  
EVERY MONTH: 

Intergroup Meeting    
When: 5:45pm – 6:45pm 
Where: Central Office   

417 Welshwood       
 
 

STEERING  
COMMITTEE 

When: Monday Oct 28th 
 5:45pm – 6:45pm 

Where:   Central Office  
   417 Welshwood 

 
 

FIRST TUESDAY OF  
EVERY MONTH: 
District 32 Meeting 

When:  6:30pm 
Where: Last Stop Club 

2122 Utopia 
 

 
SECOND SATURDAY OF 

EVERY MONTH 
District 34 Meeting 

When:  10am 
Where: 200 E. Cedar St 

Goodlettsville 

CENTRAL OFFICE                           

POSITIONS 

OFFICER 

NAME 

PHONE    

NUMBER 

Chairperson Jason S 615.546.3245 

Central Office Manager Charles C 615.973.9898 

Central Office Assistant Manager Bill M 615.512.5710 

Vice Chairperson Lindsey T 615.260.6295 

Secretary Meghan F 615.713.9174 

Treasurer Karla H 619.804.5786 

Public Information/Cooperation with 

the Professional  Community 
Al C 615.587.1616 

Accessibility Committee     

Corrections Charlie B 615.554.9085 

Treatment Facilities Chip S 615.390.8681 

Events Chair  Brian  615.406.6361 

Archives Matt M 615.513.3341  

Sobriety Dinner Brian  615.406.6361 

Newsletter Editor Pat P 228.254.7053 

REGISTRATION IS 
NOW OPEN FOR 

THE  

2025 A.A. 

INTERNATIONAL 

CONVENTION 

 

GO TO 

AA.org./
International –

convention  

for registration 
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I went home and wrote a Fourth Step inventory 

in which I dealt with the whole person. In my 

Tenth Steps, I was usually dealing with a 

specific problem, not with my entire character 

and being. As the result of this new Fourth Step, 

I experienced relief such as I had not known 

since my first written inventory. I made a vow 

to myself that I would not allow one year to go 

by without writing a Fourth Step. Since then, 

the intervals have been less than one year--

usually, every three months. I still don't jump 

gleefully into an inventory--but I have lost my 

fear of finding out the truth about myself. 

I work the entire program of Twelve Steps on a 

regular and continuing basis. I am not surprised 

at what I find anymore. The nature of my 

wrongs has changed as I experience recovery; I 

am no longer doing the horrendous and 

repulsive things I did when drinking, things that 

caused me anguish. My lists of amends are not 

long. When I am wrong today, I can promptly 

admit it. I find it is easier for me to make 

amends soon than late. 

Not only does my present sponsor know all 

about me, but many other people know my 

deepest, once-secret truths. They know me 

because I tell them in detail what I used to be 

like and what I am like inside today--the 

absolute, unvarnished truth about me. I don't 

have anything to hide today. When I expose my 

shortcomings and defects, and only then, I have 

a chance--with God's help and personal 

awareness--to try to do something about myself. 

Today, I don't care who knows me or about me. 

A friend told me that the worst thing anyone 

can say about me is the truth, and I've dealt with 

that in inventory. Anything else that's said 

doesn't deserve a response, because it isn't true. 

Before I got to AA, I had an insatiable appetite 

for booze, money, prestige, sex. Now, my 

earnest desire is for all that the AA program has 

to offer. I am as excited about being a member 

of Alcoholics Anonymous today as I was as a 

newcomer. I have experienced the promises and 

truly know a new way of life. I have a personal 

God, freedom from the obsession with alcohol, 

innumerable friends all over the country, lots of 

laughter, and what another AA friend talks 

about--a quiet heart and peace of mind. I am at 

peace with my God, myself, and my fellows. 

Each time I work the Steps, my life is enriched 
beyond explanation. For me, there is no other 
way--recovery is the Twelve Steps of 
Alcoholics Anonymous. I've never had it so 
good! 

K. J. | Soldotna, Alaska  March 1984 
Reprinted with permission: AAGrapevine.org 

 
(Continued from page 3) 

AT PEACE WITH MYSELF 

It was Halloween and three vampires bellied up to the bar to celebrate. 

"What'll you have?" the bartender asked. 

"I'll have a pint of blood," said the first vampire. 

"I'll have a pint of blood, too," said the second. 

"Make mine a pint of plasma," said the third. 

"Okay, let me get this straight," responded the bartender. "That'll be two bloods and one blood 
light." 
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3 LEGACIES CONFERENCE 
SPACES ARE FILLING UP! 

$44/PERSON WHICH INCLUDES A FREE 
BREAKFAST & LUNCH! 

REGISTER TODAY BEFORE IT’S FULL! 
OPTIONAL SATURDAY NIGHT DINNER! 

(Tri-Tip, Salmon, Vegetarian) 

unityandserviceconference.org 
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As the month of October arrives, I 

contemplate Halloween and the whole idea 

of the masks we wear. As I walk through 

sobriety, I realize now the many layers of 

masks I wore as an active drunk. 

When I was a teenager I drank to douse the 

pain. That was the first mask. I wanted to 

hide all my shame and all my dislike for 

my body. I did not like my skin. I covered 

my feelings up with alcohol.  

In my 20s, I wanted so much to succeed 

and belong. Being a Mexican, I thought if 

I “acted white” enough, I could succeed in 

the world and make something of my life. 

I did what people told me to do. I got a 

college degree and worked really hard as a 

government employee. No matter what, I 

couldn’t win. I was in so much pain with 

all the masks I wore, I had to drink to hide 

and to cope. 

In my 30s, I was light years away from the 

truth. I drank and drank and drank. I was 

so lost by this time, I had to wear a mask 

to survive. I was able to fool everybody 

into thinking I was OK. 

It wasn’t until I was in my 40s that I got to 

the point where I couldn’t wear a mask 

anymore. I found myself lying on the floor 

with a can of beer by my side. I was going 

to die if I didn’t do something. So I 

decided to walk into the rooms of AA. 

It was then that I was finally able to take 

my mask off for a few moments to ask for 

help, to let someone see my pain. As I 

learned to trust, I was finally able to take 

the mask off completely—with a 

sponsor—for my first Fourth Step 

inventory. I will never forget how she 

listened with such compassion and such 

patience and unconditional love. That 

woman saved my life. My mask came off, 

and my heart was on the table for 

inspection. It was time to pick up the 

pieces and start this healing work. 

Since I’ve been in the rooms of AA, about 

five years now, I’ve learned to trust 

enough to not have to wear a mask. Yes, 

it’s scary, and vulnerable, but I have no 

choice. I don’t want to live in lies 

anymore. I want truth. “Progress, not 

perfection,” we say. 

There’s a Treasure Valley Intergroup 

Halloween dance coming up. I’m thinking 

about going. I have yet to go to a dance 

sober! I might go and see what it’s like. 

Will I wear a mask? Nah, I think I’ll paint 

my face like Shiva, the God of fertility, for 

I feel fertile and vital. That’s what truth 

does to a person—especially an alcoholic 

like me. 
Brenda M—Boise, Idaho 

Reprinted with permission: AAGrapevine.org  

OFF WITH THE MASKS 
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quite a while as I'd emptied the tank, 

consequently I didn't arrive at said 

destination until midnight--the witching 

hour. Surely all decent, normal, ghosts are 

going home at this hour--sober ghosts that 

is. I rang the neighbor's bell, even so. My 

neighbor opened the door, hardly looking 

at me as I stood without sound, my curls 

gently bobbling, and she said, "Come on 

in, M., you idiot!" 

"How did you know who it was?" I asked. 

"I smelled you," she sniffed. "And it was 

no trick either." 

She did fill up the large triple-shot glass I 

carried beneath the sheet and, shortly, I 

passed out in the middle of my neighbor's 

living-room floor--still sheeted and two 

sheets to the wind. What's more they 

nearly snatched me bald-headed trying to 

get the sheet off me before I suffocated. I 

had accidently pinned the false curls, the 

sheet and my own hair together, very 

firmly. I must have been a lovely sight 

lying there beneath that sheet. It must have 

been difficult to refrain from calling the 

undertaker. 

Sometimes this memory spooks me when 

Halloween rolls around. But I have learned 

that there are times when it is best to "let 

sleeping ghosts lie." 

AA has shown me a way to clean a lot of 

skeletons out of my closets and I know 

that those that are left don't stand a ghost 

of a chance as long as I am working the 
AA program one day at a time--attending 

meetings regularly and trying to help other 

alcoholics. Alcoholics, just like me, who 

don't think they have a ghost of a chance 
of staying sober, anymore than I did 

before AA. 

 
M.U.—Brighton, Colorado 

Reprinted with permission: AAGrapevine.org  

(Continued from page 2) 
 

I WAS A REAL SPOOK 

OCTOBER  
ANNIVERSARIES 

3 LEGACIES 

Isa S 10.01.98 

Melisa M 10.30.21 

Tommilee A 10.12.20 
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GROUP / MEETING  AUG 2024   YTD  

COMFORT ZONE            1,350  

COOKEVILLE               180  

CROSSVILLE                 86  

CROSSVILLE NOONERS               400  

DAVIDSON RD            3,500  

DESIGN FOR LIVING               264  

DICKSON                  45  

DISTRICT 9               450  

DISTRICT 15                 38  

DRUNKS IN THE PARK               800  

EAST SIDE MEN'S STAG                 221              221  

EAST SIDE SATURDAY               664  

EASTSIDE SUNLIGHTERS            2,193  

EASTSIDE SUNLIGHTERS 

ONLINE 
                  45  

            423  

86'ERS            1,304  

GROUP / MEETING  AUG 2024   YTD  

AGAINST THE GRAIN                 271              702  

ANY LENGTHS               240  

AWOL                   54              171  

BACK TO THE BIG BOOK               173  

BACKROOM                 819           3,310  

BERRY'S CHAPEL BB                    42              231  

BRENTWOOD FULL MOON                 500              500  

BROWN BAG               120  

BY THE BOOK, BYRDSTOWN               162  

BY THE BOOK, DICKSON                   83              261  

CAMINO A LA SOBRIEDAD               150  

CELEBRATE SERENITY               394  

CENTERVILLE                   90              551  

CHAPEL HILL               199  

CHICKEN PLUCKERS                 655           1,544  

CLARK STREET                 200              500  

COLUMBIA               180  



P a g e  1 1  O C T  2 0 2 4  M E S S E N G E R  

GROUP / MEETING  AUG 2024   YTD  

EVERY WOMAN HAS A 

STORY 
  

            191  

FAIRFIELD GLADE               225  

FAYETTEVILLE                 75  

5 AND 5               800  

FRANKLIN            1,667  

FRANKLIN MEN'S               500  

FRANKLIN ROAD WOMEN'S                 51  

FREE TO BE               487  

FREEDOM FROM BONDAGE                   25                25  

FRIENDS IN RECOVERY               500  

FRIENDS OF BILL, LAKE 

TANSI 
  

            100  

G.A.A. GALLATIN                 50  

GLADEVILLE GRATITUDE               250  

HAPPY HOUR                 65  

HARDING RD               125  

HERMITAGE WOMEN'S               720  

HIGH NOON               200  

HILLSBORO ROAD                 25  

HOW IT WORKS, MENS               100  

HUT               300  

IT'S A GREAT DAY                 45  

KEY TO SOBRIETY               100  

LAFAYETTE NEW HOPE                 50  

LATE LUNCH BUNCH            3,850  

LAWRENCEBURG               825  

LIFE SAVERS                 100              100  

LIVE AND LET LIVE               100  

LIVING BY THE PRINT               600  

LIVING THE PRINCIPLES                 395              761  

LIVINGSTON                 120              200  

LIVINGSTON 12x12                 75  

MEN'S LOG CABIN               384  

MEN'S STAG            1,100  

MIDDLE TENNESSEE                   40                90  

MONDAY NUGHT MEN'S             2,887  

MT. JULIET FELLOWSHIP                   50              400  

MURFREESBORO                   57              255  

MUSIC ROW                   75              250  

MUSTARD SEED               600  

NEW BEGINNINGS 

WOMEN'S 
  

            200  

NEW HOPE                 70  

NIPPER'S CORNER               223  

N.O.W.               113  

ON AWAKENING               825  

ONE DAY AT A TIME                 25  

ONE PURPOSE                   25              225  

OUT OF FOG/OUT OF BOG               805  

GROUP / MEETING  AUG 2024   YTD  

OUT TO BREAKFAST               340  

PRIMARY PURPOSE MURF               188  

PRIMARY PURPOSE   
            188  

PULASKI                   50              380  

RECOVERY ON THE ROW               951  

ROBERTSON COUNTY                   10                70  

RUSHH HOUR               700  

SAFE PLACE               105  

SANGO SOLUTIONS               150  

SSS, HERMITAGE                 255              478  

SEEKING SANITY                 595              835  

SERENITY, MURF               198  

SERENITY IN THE PARK                 430              430  

SHADE TREE            3,703  

SHELTER IN PLACE            1,490  

SIMPLY SUNDAY               515  

SISTERS IN SOBRIETY                   55              149  

SMYRNA GRATITUDE                 245              852  

SPEAK EASY                 125              259  

SPRING HILL               188  

STRAGGLERS            1,175  

THANKFUL 

CONTEMPLATION 
                800  

         1,990  

THERE IS A SOLUTION               129  

THREE LEGACIES               647  

TWELVE STEPS TO 

FREEDOM 
  

              80  

TURNING POINT            2,034  

UNITED, GALLATIN               500  

UNITY @ 6                 50  

VALLEY VIEW               886  

WAKE UP                 57  

WEEKENDERS               526  

WESTMINSTER               240  

WEST NASHVILLE               241  

WINNERS & BEGINNERS               684  

WOMEN IN RECOVERY               281  

WOMEN IN THE SOLUTION                 100              250  

WOMEN'S FREEDOM                 210              210  

WOMEN'S OPEN DOOR               300  

WOODBINE                 60  

GROUP MONTHLY            6,741      65,428  

INDIVIDUALS               664        5,183  

MESSENGER                   -                63  

COMBINED TOTALS           7,405      70,674  
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Moving or need to update your 

subscription? 

New / Renewal Subscription 

Address Change 

Middle TN Central Intergroup As-
sociation 
417 Welshwood Drive, Suite 207 
Nashville, TN   37211 
 

ph.  615.832.1136 
Ph.  800.559.2252 
fax. 615.834.5982 
 or  e-mail address changes to: 
mtcoaa@aol.com  

NAME   

ADDRESS   

APT 

CITY                                                               STATE   

     ZIP 

NEW ADDRESS:   

APT 

CITY                                                               STATE   

     ZIP 

The Messenger is available at an annual 

subscription price of $12.00.  A limited 

number of free subscriptions are availa-

ble upon request by writing or  calling 

the office at the address/phone number 

listed in this issue. 


