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 M E S S E N G E R  

Recovery S tep  
One 

“We admitted we were 
powerless over alcohol—
that our lives had become 

unmanageable”. 
 

Uni ty  Tradi t ion 
One 

“Our common welfare 
should come first; 
personal recovery 
depends upon A.A. 

unity”. 
 

Service  Concept  
One 

“Final responsibility and 
ultimate authority for 

A.A. world services 
should always reside in 
the collective conscience 

of our whole Fellowship.” 

 

 

A COLD JANUARY NIGHT 

The night that he tried to end his life would wind up being 
the night his life began again 

It was a cold wet dreary January night in 1990. I was spiritually, 
emotionally, physically and financially bankrupt. I could no longer 
live with or without alcohol. Although my alcoholism had kept me 
from visiting my mother in the hospital, it didn't keep me from 
buying more alcohol. It ran every aspect of my life. 

I sat in my childhood bedroom after coming off another five or six 
day bender. I contemplated every lost promotion, relationship and 
car accident that my alcoholism had caused, knowing there was no 
way out, knowing that my disease had won. 

I had every intention of ending my horrible life. Even though my 
hands were shaking from the alcohol, I loaded my shotgun and 
pointed it at my head. As I pulled the trigger back, I heard the click 
and the metal hitting the casing—yet, I was still alive. 

I cursed myself thinking, "I can't even kill myself correctly." When 
people hear of others ending their lives using a shotgun, no one 
knows how hard a task that is. One must have both arms extended 
because the trigger is about two feet from the end of the barrel. The 
trigger is not easy to push back because the gun is backwards. The 
minutes leading up to it are something I can't even put into words. 
The only way I can describe them is to say that it was like having 
tunnel vision and not being able to see anything else. 

To this day, I have never questioned why the shotgun did not go off 
or why I did not try again. I do remember going outside on my 
porch and sitting in the freezing rain. At that moment, I had a clear 
thought, something I have not had for 12 years. I hadn't drawn a 
sober breath during that time. 

Before that night, my two last friends talked to me about attending 
AA meetings, which they been going to for about a year. The next 
morning, I followed up on their suggestion and I signed myself into 
a detox. 

(Continued on page 2) 
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I called an old friend who had disowned me because of my 
drinking, and he gladly drove me to treatment. When 
signing myself in, I did not mention my failed suicide 
attempt. I was incapable of telling the truth about anything. 

During the six days of inpatient treatment, no one spoke to 
me privately. On my sixth day, I convinced myself I was 
only a drug addict, not an alcoholic, and signed myself out 
of treatment, promising to attend a meeting that day. 

On my way home, I picked up a six-pack. Within 48 hours, 
I had used my last few remaining dollars. I was back in the 
city, buying drugs while driving an unregistered, uninsured 
and unsafe-to-operate car. 

(Continued from page 1) 
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A COLD JANUARY NIGHT 

AWOL 

Amber B 01.25.97 

Jane W 01.01.07 

    

NIPPER’S CORNER 

Chad L 01.17.25 

JANUARY 

ANNIVERSARIES 

 



P a g e  3   J A N  2 0 2 6  

 I was sick and tired of being sick and tired and I 
started to attend AA meetings. To my advantage, I 
had made a mistake in my checking account and 
was able to purchase a $300, lime-green station 
wagon—a real babe magnet. This car needed new 
front tires badly and had most of the wires hanging 
out from the dashboard. Using duct tape and 
superglue, I was able to not only drive myself, but 
others to many meetings. 

I still thought the AA fellowship was a joke and 
kept relapsing weekly. I did get a sponsor to help 
me, but I was not honest with him. During one of 
my relapses, I was arrested and charged with a 
DUI on the George Washington Bridge. 

Shortly after that, I drank again and was again 
pulled over on the George Washington Bridge. 
That was my second DUI. It was the same police 
officer. This time I had to call my sponsor to bail 
me out. We sat that night in a diner and he asked 
me what I wanted to do. 

Now, I had the fear of going to jail and losing my 
license for 30 months. I started to get serious and 
honest not only with myself but with others. I 
became the person I use to ridicule during the 
previous year. 

It was at bottom. I was living at my mother's 
house; I was unemployed and owed over                
1 thousand dollars; and I was facing jail. There 
was nowhere to go but up. That was my turning 
point. January 6, 1991 was the first day of the rest 
of my life. The door to my old life closed and a 
new one opened. 

I found employment as a line cook at a local 
college. Being a line cook was a major step down 
to me because I once worked at an "A"-rated 
restaurant in Southern California. On my days off, 
I worked part-time moving furniture, while 
attending meetings every day and saving every 
dollar I could. My court case was pushed off for 
two years. When the time came to confront that, I 
received a large fine and lost my license for 11 
months. 

I was three years sober when I was able to drive 
again. During that time I started to become 
productive member of society. I still faced years of 

paying off my creditors. During my early years, 
my sponsor told me to apply at the Veteran's 
Administration for schooling. I had had service-
related injuries while I served with the Marines 
and I thought that would have qualified me for 
vocational rehabilitation school benefits. I was 
denied this repeatedly for 13 years, but I kept on 
trying. In the meantime, those injuries began to 
catch up with me physically and I was becoming 
more disabled. 

When I had nine years sober, my mom was 
diagnosed with cancer. This time I was able to visit 
her in the hospital every day. Knowing the end was 
near, I wanted to do a final amends with her. Ours 
had been a family who didn't talk about feelings. 
As we were talking, my mother cut me off to tell 
me how proud she was of my accomplishments. I 
thought she was talking about my steady 
employment, or that I had recently completed a 
computer class. She went on to say that it was 
because of my not drinking and all the positive 
changes I had made in my life. 

These were some of the gifts of sobriety. A few 
years later, Joan came into my life. We met on 
Thanksgiving Day. She was working as a 
paramedic and I brought down dinner for her. 

Because of my drinking, I had never married or 
even lived with anyone. Joan and I eventually 
moved in together. Around the same time, my VA 
educational benefits were approved. I now have 
my Bachelor's Degree. 

Today, I have 24 years of sobriety. I am only one 
of two million members who are sober today by 
the grace of God and the fellowship of Alcoholics 
Anonymous. I was only able to write small parts of 
my journey and I am grateful for being given a 
second chance at life. I can never give back what 
was so freely given to me but will spend the rest of 
my life trying. 

I never try to figure out when my alcoholism 
started or if I was born with it. To me that is the 
problem and today, I live in solution. 

Gary G. | New Jersey 

Reprinted with permission:  AAGrapevine.org 

(Continued from page 2) 

A COLD JANUARY NIGHT 



P a g e  4  

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 Jan 12th  
 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 Lindsey T 615.260.6295 

Central Office Manager Charles C 615.973.9898 

Central Office Assistant Manager Bill M 615.512.5710 

Vice Chairperson Mary   

Secretary Austin   

Treasurer Meghan F 615.713.9174 

Public Information/Cooperation with 

the Professional  Community 

Al C 

(Needs re-

placement) 

615.587.1616 

Accessibility Committee     

Corrections Stephen T   

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 

 

 

THE WORK 

Work is love made visible 

To al l  f r iends  of  peace and recovery. . .  

I  would l ike  to  introduce my l i thograph 
"The Work" to  you .  

This  l i thograph comes f rom an or iginal  
paint ing I  was inspired to  do.   

I t  por t rays  my own l i fe  s tory,  and the  
message and spir i tual  

awakening that  I  received f rom the 
rooms of  Twelve Step Programs. 

I f  you wil l  a l low me,  I  would l ike  to  
share  i t  wi th  you.  

Sherin Z. 
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Out with the old attitudes,  
in with the new 

 

On New Year's Eve, an e-mail arrived from 

my older sister, addressed to the whole 

family, announcing that she would no longer 

communicate with me about our mother's 

recent diagnosis of cancer. My sister wrote 

that she was "incensed by the tone of 

cynicism and insinuation in your last e-

mail," and would be speaking to me only 

when necessary from now on. 

Our family has been long and deeply 

affected by alcoholism: my father's, mine, 

my brother's. So taking sides, drawing lines 

in the sand, raising the battle flag, and 

conflating difference of opinion to 

denunciation are part of our standard 

repertoire. 

I've been sober in AA long enough to have 

learned about my part in this, to have made 

amends for it, and, occasionally, to make 

amends again for slipping back into the fray, 

mouth first. We're all college-educated, 

trained communicators, which only makes 

the mess worse. Add my childishness, 

grandiosity, and over-sensitivity, and you 

have the formula for strong undercurrents of 

hurt, anger, envy, and vengeance. 

I was what counselors call "the lost 

child" (better known as the family jerk) 

since I was twelve and began to gleefully 

start nipping at Dad's stash of high-test. 

Further back than that, I don't 

remember much, a symptom 

common to adult children of 

alcoholics. Dreamy, easily hurt, 

afraid to fight back, I got the 

lowest grades in school, and 

proved average in every way 

except in not living up to the 

"potential" my parents assured 

me I was forever falling short of. At that, I 

excelled. 

Funny how these family patterns stick 

around. My father is twenty-five years dead 

from a drunken car accident.  

My brother is drinking himself to sleep, 

nightly, to ease the recent loss of his 

marriage. A younger sister had the good 

sense to move out of range of the family 

feud, but suffers a single life from an eating 

disorder she's tried, unsuccessfully, to 

address for decades. The older sister who 

pronounced my excommunication still 

struggles heroically, after two marriages to 

alcoholics, to rescue two grown daughters, 

tend to all our mother's needs, and carry on 

a demanding career. A once brilliant and 

beautiful cousin is six months dead after 

being carried from her last homeless shelter, 

and her brother and sister have yet to 

announce her passing away. 

Could be everybody's too busy to notice I've 

changed a little over twenty-plus years of 

sobriety. But AA doesn't guarantee things 

will get better. Only that I will. So when 

family tensions rise, I'm still sometimes 

perceived as the family jerk, off in his own 

little lost, irresponsible, dreamy world. To 

tell the truth, conviction, decisiveness, and 

action have never been my strengths. And 

insinuation, sarcasm, and cynicism have 

made every Fourth Step list I've ever done. 

So my sister's 

allegation stung with 

both its unfairness 

and with the old 

feelings of guilt and 

shame. Much as I 

didn't deserve it, I 

felt again like the 

(Continued on page 7) 

NEW YEAR’S RESOLUTION 
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 Love when I hear exactly 
what I need to hear when I 
need to hear it.    

"When we rely on a 
technicality, we're already 
wrong."    

How many times do we talk 
ourselves into something that 
doesn't quite feel right, yet we 
can add the ‘buts’,  justify it 
and push forward.    

We say what we want to say, 
do what we want to do and 
push any red flags that pop up 
out of the way, at least 
temporarily. 

  They do have a tendency to 
continue to wave in our faces 
even after we've done what 
we wanted to do or gotten 
what we wanted to get. 

  Hopefully, we're working on 
that, and it's not occurring as 
often as it did in the past.    

Today let's pay attention and 
not discard so quickly the red 
flags and gut instincts, as our 
Higher Power is always 
present to lead us if we just 
allow Him to do so.   Let's 
listen, learn, and lean into 
doing the next right thing! 

Judi—DeLisle, MS 
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bad, immature little boy I thought I was 

when I first started getting sober.  

This time was different, however, if only in 

my not reacting to the sad drama around me 

with the hurt and anger I saw others 

suffering from. I felt it, too, but sober 

friends, a sober spouse, meetings, 

principles, and practicing the Steps provide 

some frame of reference other than my 

churning gut and the noisy committee in my 

head. I believe these old feelings and 

thoughts stick around to remind me that I 

live with alcohol-ism, not alcohol-wasm. 

And my next first drink would likely follow 

thoroughly justified hurt, anger, and self -

pity. 

With some sober guidance and attentive 

listening, I took stock of my family.         

My older sister gets little satisfaction     

from her enormous accomplishments and 

independence, and she loves others to the 

point of compromising her own health and 

well-being. My brother has two grown sons 

living adventurously, thanks to his support 

and guidance, both of whom love him very 

much. My younger sister is the warmest and 

funniest of the tribe. If still unable to share 

a stable relationship, she's quicker to make 

Mother laugh than any of us. 

And Mom? When I was ten years sober and 

Dad was fifteen years dead, she brought me 

a magazine article explaining the family 

dynamics of alcoholism. Pointing to a page, 

she said, "I think your father could have 

used that. . . that thing you're into, too," 

meaning Alcoholics Anonymous. That's the 

closest she's ever come to saying 

"alcoholic," or admitting there may be a 

problem in our family. But she did it.  

So, first I asked myself what someone 

smarter and more spiritually grounded than I 

would do. Then I ran off a brief return e-

mail to my sister and left a voice-mail 

asking to visit. She phoned, New Year's 

morning, with an apology for misreading my 

intent, and an explanation of the growing 

stress in her life. I listened, empathized, and 

withheld advice about Al-Anon that I've 

offered a dozen times before. If her degrees 

and job are any measure, her memory and 

aptitude are much higher than mine. 

Besides, I got over being Mr. Recovery 

years ago. 

When I hung up the phone, a wave of relief 

and gratitude swept away the whole 

emotional brush-fire. The rest of the 

weekend, I welcomed the possibilities that 

the new year might bring. Mother is still 

seriously ill and my family still seriously 

disturbed. But if I continue to remain 

honest, open, willing, and teachable, then I 

can resolve to live another year--one day at 

a time, of course--happy, joyous, and free. 

Anonymous  

(Continued from page 5) 

 

NEW YEAR’S RESOLUTION 

Heard at a meeting 

“AA is the only organization 

where you can come in as a big 

shot and work your way up to 

servant.” 



P a g e  8  

being charged for Twelve Step work, 

? 
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P a g e  1 0  YOUR GROUP CONTRIBUTIONS 

GROUP / MEETING  NOV 2025   YTD  

2 OR MORE                 25  

A NEW FREEDOM               373  

ACTION NOW WOMEN'S               110  

AGAINST THE GRAIN               627  

ANY LENGTHS               300  

AWOL               339  

BACK TO THE BIG BOOK                 77  

BACKROOM                802           5,753  

BERRY'S CHAPEL BB                   75              350  

BROWN BAG                  60              180  

BY THE BOOK, 

CLARKSVILLE                 75  

CAME TO BELIEVE                   3  

CELEBRATE SERENITY               353  

CENTERVILLE               983  

CHAPEL HILL NEW LIFE               233  

CHICKEN PLUCKERS               237  

CLARK STREET                200              800  

COLUMBIA               360  

COMFORT ZONE                267              367  

CROSSVILLE                 40  

CROSSVILLE NON-

SMOKING                 25  

CROSSVILLE NOONERS                125              665  

DAVIDSON RD            6,000  

DICKSON                119  

DISTRICT 9               150  

DRUNKS IN THE PARK               836  

EAST NASHVILLE               150  

EAST SIDE               350  

EAST SIDE MEN'S STAG            1,057  

EAST SIDE SATURDAY            1,100  

EASTSIDE SUNLIGHTERS            3,300  

EASTSIDE SUNLIGHTERS 

ONLINE                  83              415  

EASY DOES IT               420  

EIGHTY SIXERS (86'ERS)                300              650  

EVERY WOMAN HAS A 

STORY               766  

FAIRFIELD GLADE               220  

FAYETTEVILLE               100  

FIVE & FIVE (5 AND 5)               400  

F.O.B. WOMEN'S                 72  

GROUP / MEETING  NOV 2025   YTD  

FRANKLIN            1,705  

FRANKLIN MEN'S               750  

FRANKLIN ROAD WOMEN'S                 30  

FRANKLIN WAY OF LIFE                  30                30  

FREE TO BE               474  

FRIDAY WOMENS'                246  

FRIENDS IN RECOVERY               500  

FRIENDS OF BILL, LAKE 

TANSI               263  

FULL MOON               750  

G.A.A. GALLATIN               100  

GROUP OF DRUNKS               156  

HAPPY HOUR               261  

HARDING RD               125  

HERMITAGE WOMEN'S               752  

HIGH NOON               600  

HIGHWAY TO HOPE               159  

HOW IT WORKS               297  

HUT               100  

IT'S A GREAT DAY                 60  

KEY TO SOBRIETY               450  

LADIES NIGHT OUT                 20  

LAMBDA               236  

LATE LUNCH BUNCH            1,200  

LEWISBURG PRIMARY 

PURPOSE                572              572  

LEWISBURG UNITY                 98  

LIFE SAVERS               200  

LIVING BY THE PRINT               600  

LIVING THE PRINCIPLES                    9              872  

LIVINGSTON               400  

LIVINGSTON 12x12               100  

MEN'S LOG CABIN               630  

MEN'S STAG            1,752  

MIDDLE TENNESSEE               285  

MT. JULIET FELLOWSHIP               488  

MURFREESBORO (x2)               287  

MUSTARD SEED               950  

NEW DAY                 75  

NEW HOPE               100  

NIPPER'S CORNER               520  

N.O.W. WOMENS'               177  
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GROUP / MEETING  NOV 2025   YTD  

ON AWAKENING               300  

ONE PURPOSE (x2)               175  

OUT OF FOG/OUT OF BOG                381           3,391  

OUT TO BREAKFAST               172  

PAY DAY               250  

PEACH TREE                 18  

PRIMARY PURPOSE 

ROLLING HILLS               223  

PROGRESS NOT 

PERFECTION WOMEN'S               196  

PULASKI                    5              620  

RECOVERY ON THE ROW            1,250  

ROBERTSON COUNTY (x2)               100  

SAINT A'S               200  

SANGO SOLUTIONS               200  

SSS, HERMITAGE               235  

SEARCHERS               180  

SEEKING SANITY            1,461  

SERENITY, MURF               594  

SHADE TREE               (45) 

SHELTER IN PLACE               294  

SISTERS IN SOBRIETY                  24              105  

SMYRNA GRATITUDE                  67              900  

SOBRIETY FIRST                 49  

SPRING HILL               241  

STRAGGLERS            2,070  

THANKFUL 

CONTEMPLATION            2,143  

GROUP / MEETING  NOV 2025   YTD  

THREE LEGACIES                  43              144  

TURNING POINT            2,331  

UNITED                     4                  4  

UNITED, GALLATIN               700  

VALLEY VIEW            1,440  

WAVERLY                 90  

WAY OF LIFE WOMEN'S                 24  

WEEKENDERS               549  

WESTMINSTER               434  

WEST NASHVILLE               334  

WHITE HOUSE               150  

WILSON COUNTY 

FRIENDSHIP                   7  

WINCHESTER                 70  

WINNERS & BEGINNERS            1,315  

WINNERS & BEGINNERS, 

O'BRIEN               349  

WOMEN IN RECOVERY               250  

WOMEN'S FREEDOM               200  

WOMEN'S OPEN DOOR               400  

WOODBINE               259  

GROUP MONTHLY 

TOTALS           3,046      70,118  

INDIVIDUALS        11,721      19,006  

MESSENGER                  -                  75  

COMBINED TOTALS 

TO DATE        14,768      89,199  

I always carry a picture of my spouse and kids 
in my wallet because it's a sobering reminder 
of why... 

...there's never any money in there. 

I used to be addicted to time travel. 

But that’s all in the past now. 

What does a law student and a recovering 
alcoholic have in common? 

They both have to pass the bar. 

I just got over my addiction to chocolate, 
marshmallows and nuts. 

I won’t lie, it was a Rocky Road. 

My wife says I’m addicted to auctions but 
she’s wrong. 

I stopped after going once… going twice… 

I’m a recovering optimist. 

I’m getting worse day by day. 

Did you hear about the man who fell into the 
upholstery machine? 

He is fully recovered. 

My husband said he’s leaving me because of 
my addiction to anti-depressants. 

Guess I won’t be needing those any more. 

https://laffgaff.com/jokes/medical/depression-jokes-puns/
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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. 

 


