
 

The 

 

 

Middle Tennessee Central Office Intergroup 
M A Y  2 0 2 6  

 M E S S E N G E R  

Recovery S tep  
F ive  

 

“Admitted to God, to 
ourselves, and to another 

human being the exact 
nature of our wrongs”. 

 

 

Uni ty  Tradi t ion 
F ive  

“Each group has but one 
primary purpose — to 

carry its message to the 
alcoholic who still 

suffers”. 
  
 

Service Concept  
F ive  

“Throughout our structure, 
a traditional “Right of 

Appeal” ought to 
prevail, so that minority 

opinion will be heard 
and personal grievances 

receive careful 
consideration ” . 
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MESSENGER  DESIGNATED  
DONATIONS APPRECIATED 

at aanashville.org 
 

Suggested donations are $12.00 
a year—which hasn’t gone up in 
over 14+ years (or any amount 

you would like to specify). 
 

Call Bill at 615.832.1136 to let 
him know about your donation 
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HOUSTON’S FLOWER MAN 
With the help of AA, he went from living on Skid Row 

to having his house highlighted on the tourist trail 

I was born and raised in rural Mississippi. Work was hard 

to come by, but finally I had a chance at a well paying job 

in California. My family put together enough money for 

me to travel by Greyhound bus, with a little extra cash to 

help get me settled as I began working in California. The 

bus trip included a stopover in Houston, and when given 

the chance to disembark, take a break, and get a glimpse 

of the big city, I did not hesitate. 

During the stopover I met some friendly folks who 

invited me to share some of their Thunderbird wine. I 

drank another and another with those friendly folks. Since 

I had that extra money my family had given me, I was 

able to pitch-in so we could buy more alcohol and 

continue to enjoy ourselves. The next thing I knew, it was 

several days later, the bus had long departed, and I was 

left penniless in the big city. 

I was able to find work as a specialized forklift operator 

at a local company, and enjoyed that job for seven years. 

During this time, my appetite for alcohol grew and I 

would bring some with me to work in a thermos bottle 

and enjoy it throughout the day. One day, the boss found 

me drunk on the job and I was fired. I had never learned 

to read or write, so finding another job was near 

impossible. Out of work, my drinking increased and I 

eventually found myself homeless. 

Over the course of the next 17 years, I lived on skid row, 

sleeping in weed patches and scrounging up money to 

(Continued on page 4) 
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Which was balmier --  
springt ime or I?  

 
CHERISH your  "p ink c loud s tage."  I t ' s  

one of  the  best  th ings that  can happen to 

an alcohol ic  in  AA. My AA husband 

says  i t  i s  real ly the  appreciat ion s tage.  I  

apprecia te  AA more and more as  t ime 

goes  on.  I 'm s t i l l  a  pink-clouder ,  too.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I  feel ,  that  when I  forget  to  appreciate 

AA and al l  i t ' s  done for  me my p ink 

cloud gets  pret ty l imp and dingy.  I t  

could disappear  a l together  and my 

precious  sobr ie ty a long with  i t .  

I  crept  out of  my "blue dungeon" and 

onto my "pink cloud" f ive years  ago 

come Apri l .  By the f i rs t  of  May I  was 

drunk:  drunk with my new sobrie ty,  AA 

and the f i rs t  breath of  spr ing.  The buds 

and the birds  were burst ing on the t rees  

and I  was bust ing out  a l l  over .  Spring 

had never  been balmier ,  nor  I .  Sure ,  I 'd  

been sober  longer  than this  two weeks 

on my own before  AA. But i t  

was  never  l ike  this .  This  t ime I  was 

sober ,  and happy about  i t  for  the  f i rs t  

t ime in  twenty years .  Like a  pup who'd  

snapped his  leash,  I  was of f  to  the  f i rs t  

lo l l ipop t ree .  I  fe l t  good,  I  was f ree.  I t  

was wonderful .  

 But  then,  s t range th ings  began to 

happen.  For  instance,  one f ine day I  

wheeled into  a  gas  s ta t ion and as the  

e lder ly man f i l led the tank he asked,  

"Lady,  have  you got  a l l  the  a lcohol  out  

of  your  radiator?"   

Gai ly I  chort led ,  "You ain ' t  jus t -a-

whis t l in '  Dixie!"  

He muttered,  "Mam, what  did  you say 

mam?" 

I  f led.  

At the grocery s tore  across  the  s t reet  I  

was going s t rong.  The very new,  young 

boy clerk looked  at  me suspiciously 

when I  asked for  a can of  sweet  pickled 

beets .  He was quite  surpr ised when he 

found there were such and that  the  s tore 

had some.  St i l l  puzzled,  he  kept  looking 

at  the  can and said ,  "How can anything 

be sweet  and pickled at  the  same t ime?" 

Solemnly I  answered,  "I t  a in ' t  easy,  son,  

i t  a in ' t  easy."  

I  shal l  a lways see the kid s tanding 

there ,  round-eyed ,  holding a  can of  

pickled beets .  He s tared af ter  me for  a  

long t ime.  

This  is  jus t  a  sample of  my f i rs t  days  in  

AA. I t  was the greates t .  I t  s t i l l  i s!  I  

plan to  s tay on  my "pink cloud" --

wallow in  i t ,  cher ish i t .  May I  never 

lose  i t .  I 'd  not exchange my "pink 

cloud" for  a  sol id  gold Cadi l lac!  

Anonymous 

P.  S.  I  don ' t  th ink i t ' s  fa i r  that  a  monkey 

gets  to  have al l  the  fun f lying around 

outer  space.  I ’d l ike  being out  of  this  

world  too,  once in  a  whi le .  

NUTS IN MAY  
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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 Apr 13th  
 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 

  
  

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 

keep me supplied with cheap wine, or any other 

sort of alcohol I could get hold of. In those days, 

there were no soup kitchens, so each day, mid-to-

late afternoon, I would make the rounds to the 

local friend chicken restaurants and scavenge their 

trash bins for whatever food I could find. Of 

course, most important was being able to maintain 

my supply of alcohol. 

One day I was discovered by a woman, a 

passerby, laying unconscious in a weed patch, and 

thought to be dead. She called for and was taken 

by ambulance to the local hospital, and still alive 

was admitted into their alcohol detox unit. Being 

indigent, the hospital administrator, a Catholic 

nun, agreed to allow me to remain in the hospital, 

but under certain conditions. I was provided a bed, 

but in turn I was to visit with other alcohol related 

patients, escort them and myself attend the daily 

AA meeting held at the hospital. 

As I attended the meetings, I heard AAs talking 

about the Big Book, learning it was a very 

important part of the AA program. I thought to 

myself, "how will I ever get this AA program, 

since I can't read?" I was told to keep coming 

back, and one day at a time. During meetings, I 

would hear people read aloud from the Big Book, 

and how its message was giving them tools for 

right living and not drinking. As people read, I 

was committing to memory various passages. 

As I attended more and more meetings, I realized 

that while the words of the Big Book are 

important, it is more important that I internalize 

the message of the Big Book and put it into 

action. I admitted that my life had become 

(Continued from page 2) 

(Continued on page 7) 
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BUILDING TOMORROW STARTS TODAY 

I'm in this cold room. Not cold in the physical 

sense, cold in the mental sense. It's a law office, 

but not the high-end, big-shot type. This one has 

chairs that line the walls, a couple of tables with 

outdated magazines, and thirsty plants in ratty old 

pots. A television set is mounted in the corner, 

high on the wall, talking to everyone, but no one 

is listening. I know I'm not. I stare at the 

flickering screen, lost inside my head, inside my 

thoughts. 

I'm thinking about the reason why I'm in this 

unfriendly room. Why, at the age of forty, I've 

decided to start my financial life over again by 

filing for bankruptcy. I'm wiping clean the part of 

my life I can no longer repair, a part lost forever 

as a result of bad decisions, bad thinking, and bad 

trust. Trust gone wrong. I wait to sign the final 

papers and set the wheels in motion for the 

destruction of this phase of my life. 

When you marry someone, you think it's forever. 

Sure, you know a divorce is possible if worse 

comes to worst, but you never plan to go there. 

You don't believe it could really happen. Not to 

you, at least, and not twice. But the dying plants 

and sterile chairs beg to differ. 

My daughter sits on my lap. I stroke her hair 

lazily, staring at the television, lost in the past. I 

put my arms around her and hug her tightly, 

drawing strength from her. She turns and smiles at 

me, kisses my cheek, and says, "I love you." 

I feel ready to cry. The room sucks life from me. I 

feel like a failure. I feel like I've let so many 

people down, let myself down. Here I am, at an 

age when most people are getting their lives 

together and I'm just starting the demolition. I 

know this is what is so fondly referred to as "the 

wreckage of the past," but I can't help wondering 

when the wrecking ball will stop swinging. When 

can I begin rebuilding? 

The outside door swings open and a man walks in. 

He looks familiar and I try to place him. When he 

spots me, he smiles. I smile back, wondering 

where I know him from. 

He goes to the little window that all rooms like 

this have. The tiny little one with the sliding glass 

that, when closed, makes you feel like a complete 

idiot while you wait for someone to slide the door 

open, wondering what they'd do if you did it 

yourself. He taps on the glass, feeling like an 

idiot, I'm sure. The door slides open and the 

receptionist asks his name, tells him it will be a 

few minutes and to please have a seat. Typical. He 

turns away from the window and I glance at his 

face again. Who is he? 

He takes a seat near me and shuffles the papers 

he's brought with him. He looks up at the TV and 

vanishes as swiftly as I did, lost in his own 

demolition. 

My daughter asks me a question rather loudly, 

considering the dead silence in the room. I, and 

(Continued on page 9) 
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New problems ahead?  Some 

lingering from  the previous week?  

Maybe  a combination of both?  

 The sooner we identify the 
problem, the better.   

 The sooner we face the 
challenge, the better.   

 The sooner we put forth effort, 
the better.   

 The sooner we make a 
commitment, the better.   

 
Some situations are difficult, 

uncomfortable and even painful to 

deal with, but putting them off until 

later makes them even worse. There 

is no easy way to handle life's 

inevitable challenges.   

Yet we can make them much less 

difficult by meeting them head on.  

Let's not waste our energy avoiding 

reality but acknowledge the hard 

truths and direct our energy toward 

making life good within those 

truths.   

We have what it takes to discipline 

ourselves, to meet the challenges, to 

transcend the difficulties.  The 

sooner we do so, the better.    

Let's do it! 

Judi—DeLisle, MS 
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unmanageable and I needed help to not drink. In 

my search for a God of my understanding, I had a 

spiritual experience, with a vision of images of 

brightly colored flowers. I prayed to God to 

relieve me of my obsession to drink, and in turn I 

would commit myself to bringing that vision to 

life. 

I offered that prayer 28 years ago, and have not 

had a drink since. I continue to attend three-to-

five meetings per week at the same hospital group 

where I first got sober. I enjoy participating in 

meetings, and know that working with other 

alcoholics, doing service work, and practicing the 

AA principles in my daily life play a big part in 

keeping me sober. 

Today, I still cannot read; yet, that prayer I 

offered 28 years ago is alive. The interior and 

exterior of my home is adorned with flowers, both 

real and artificial, along with other objects I have 

discovered while riding my bicycle through 

different neighborhoods. My bicycle has one 

basket in front and another in back, and both are 

decorated with flowers. My home has been 

featured in exhibits at the city's fine arts museum, 

and is included in tours showcasing folk art in the 

community. I have hosted groups from the 

community, from throughout the state, the nation, 

and even far away places such as London and 

Paris. 

I am known as The Flower Man, a title by which I 

am honored and humbled, and which would not 

be mine if it were not for God's answer to my 

prayer through the program of Alcoholics 

Anonymous. Today, because of AA, I enjoy a 

peace that I never thought I would know—a peace 

with God, myself, others and the universe. That's 

why I say daily, to myself and at every meeting I 

attend, "Thank God for AA!" 

Cleveland T. | Houston, Texas 
Reprinted with permission:  AAGrapevine.org 

(Continued from page 4) 
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the man I somehow know, snap back to the 

present. I answer her and look sheepishly at him. 

He smiles again. 

"Don't I know you from somewhere?" he asks. 

"You look so familiar." 

"You look familiar, too," I say. 

He asks where I work and I tell him what I do. He 

snaps his fingers and reminds me that we worked 

together briefly in a department store. Of course, I 

tell him, I remember. 

He doesn't work there anymore, he says. His life 

has changed. He suffers from tremors and anxiety. 

Financially, he's been ruined, which is why he's 

sitting here, in this room, telling me his story. 

I ask him how this happened. A drunk driver, he 

answers. Seven convictions, no license, no 

insurance. Parked the passenger seat in the 

driver's seat, is how he describes what happened 

to him. Truck totaled. 

"I should be dead," he says. I nod in sympathy, 

but shake my head in disgust. 

He has no idea who he's talking to. No idea that a 

former drunk driver sits right here with him in this 

cold little room with withering plants. 

I'm reeling, thinking about all the times I drove 

drunk. I think about the near misses, the times I 

plowed into mailboxes, trees. They could have 

been people. They could have been this man now 

sitting in front of me with sadness and confusion 

deep in his eyes. I realize that his is a past I didn't 

experience. A past I escaped, and a past that 

potential victims escaped. 

I'm called into another room. I get up and smile at 

him, wish him well, meaning it from within the 

deepest corners of my heart. As I sign the papers, 

I find it easier than I thought I would. The tears of 

regret never come. The shame I felt earlier is 

gone. 

I know now there are so many worse things I 

could have done. Things to live with forever, 

things that forgiving myself for would surely be 

the highest wall I would ever have to climb. And I 

think of those who do. I hope they will find their 

peace in peace's time. 

The Higher Power I found in AA chose this 

moment to remind me of my blessings. Just when 

I found it so easy to feel sorry for myself, he 

reminded me that there's no need. I was reminded 

that everyone has their crosses and their past and 

present. The rebuilding I'd hoped for has already 

started. 

My daughter and I walk out through the little 

room. A black pot with beautiful blooming red 

flowers sits on one of the tables. I hadn't noticed it 

before. I see it now. 

Diana R. | Spring Hill, Florida  

Reprinted with permission:  AAGrapevine.org 
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M A Y  2 0 2 6  YOUR GROUP CONTRIBUTIONS 

GROUP / MEETING  MAR 2026   YTD  

A NEW FREEDOM               120  

AGAINST THE GRAIN               750  

AWOL                 56  

BACKROOM                 485              485  

BELLEVUE ROAD               610  

BERRY'S CHAPEL BB                    35                85  

CAMINO A LA SOBRIEDAD                 150              150  

CELEBRATE SOBRIETY               230  

COLUMBIA                 90  

CROSSVILLE NON-

SMOKING                 20  

CROSSVILLE NOONERS               180  

CROSSVILLE SERENITY                 120              120  

DAVIDSON RD              1,500           3,500  

EAST NASHVILLE                 200              200  

EAST NASHVILLE 

WOMEN'S               200  

EAST SIDE SATURDAY               350  

EASTSIDE SUNLIGHTERS                 696              696  

EASY DOES IT               250  

EIGHTY SIXERS (86'ERS)               200  

EVERY WOMAN HAS A 

STORY                 75  

FAYETTEVILLE                   25                25  

FRANKLIN               284  

FRANKLIN MEN'S               750  

FREE TO BE                 99  

FRIDAY NIGHT 

TAILGATERS               275  

FRIENDS IN RECOVERY               175  

FRIENDS OF BILL, LAKE 

TANSI               135  

GROUP OF DRUNKS                   71                71  

HOW IT WORKS, MEN'S                   30                30  

HUT               100  

JAMESTOWN               500  

KEY TO SOBRIETY                 75  

LADIES NIGHT OUT                 40  

LAFAYETTE NEW HOPE                   50                50  

LIVINGSTON               100  

LIVINGSTON 12x12                 25  

MURFREESBORO (x2)                   20                60  

NEW HOPE               150  

NIPPER'S CORNER               150  

GROUP / MEETING  MAR 2026   YTD  

N.O.W. WOMENS'                 92  

ONE DAY AT A TIME               150  

ONE PURPOSE (x2)               100  

OUT OF FOG/OUT OF 

BOG                 441           1,164  

PEACH TREE                   8  

PRIMARY PURPOSE 

ROLLING HILLS               475  

PULASKI                     5                20  

ROBERTSON COUNTY (x2)                   20                40  

SAINT A'S                 170              170  

SANGO SOLUTIONS               300  

SATURDAY NIGHT ALIVE                   60                60  

SEARCHERS               120  

SEEKING SANITY               309  

SERENITY, MURF                   66              396  

SISTERS IN SOBRIETY                 24  

SMYRNA GRATITUDE                   78              405  

SPRING HILL                 42  

STEP SISTERS               294  

STRAGGLERS               625  

SUNDAY EVENING               339  

THREE LEGACIES                 82  

TRINITY                  200              200  

TWELVE STEPS TO 

FREEDOM                 30  

UNITED                  200              200  

UNITED, GALLATIN               200  

WESTMEADE                 100              100  

WEST NASHVILLE                 54  

WINNERS & BEGINNERS, 

O'BRIEN                 200              200  

WOMEN'S FREEDOM               210  

WOMEN'S OPEN DOOR               200  

WOODBINE                   16                30  

YOU ARE NOT ALONE                   45                45  

YOU'RE NOT ALONE, 

FAIRVIEW                 258              258  

GROUP MONTHLY 

TOTALS            5,240      18,401  

INDIVIDUALS               278         2,546  

COMBINED TOTALS 

TO DATE            5,518      20,947  



 

417 Welshwood Dr. 

Suite 207 

Nashville, TN  37211 

615.832.1136 

800.559.2252 

M I D D L E  T E N N E S S E E  
C E N T R A L  
I N T E R G R O U P  
A S S O C I A T I O N  

NON PROFIT 

ORGANIZATION 

U.S. Postage Paid 

Nashville, TN 

Permit No. 517 

 

Moving or need to update your 

subscription? 

New / Renewal Subscription 

Address Change 

Middle TN Central Intergroup     
Association 
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. 

 


