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EDITOR’S NOTE 

 

 

The images that dot the record on the cover of this month’s issue 

represented an ideal for me as a high school student, akin to some 

paradisiac vision of how life could be for me: a snug popularity with my 

attractive, talented, athletic, confident peers that would be both a cause 

and effect of the limitless bounty life would offer me. Gracefully, as 

effortlessly as the magic horse that would appear on the beach to carry my 

lover and I away.  

 

Suffice to say, this was not the reality of my high school summers, which 

were instead riddled with insecurity and the suspicion that I was 

different and broken. And at night, every night, after my peers were gone, 

acting out, in adult book stores and on the phone, amplified by booze and 

dope. The innocent anthems of the Beach Boys became a discordant 

soundtrack to the birth of my sex and love addiction. 

 

During my first summer in program, I realized I wasn’t the only one whose 

“S-Factor” got amplified from June through September. Like the Christmas 

season at the calendar’s other end, summer’s promise of (and pressure to 

have) carefree fun seems to turn a switch on with us. But as the steps 

show us, relapse isn’t inevitable. 

 

I remember visiting the city where I went to college after getting into 

recovery. I realized that every one of the acting out spots I’d frequented 

as an undergrad had an “S” meeting nearby. Even though the landscape 

seemed littered with the disease, if I had known to look I would have seen 

rays of hope poking through everywhere. 

 

It’s the same with this time of year. In this issue you’ll read accounts 

of members staying sober in summer, and offering tips on how to do so. 

There’s also Vince R.’s piece on staying sober while out of town, and part 

two of Marty K.’s description of staying sober in the aftermath of 

difficult medical procedures. Taken as one, these iterations of disease 

and solution remind us that HP does not give us more than we can handle. 

Powerless, yes, but not helpless; our hope is that this issue of Great 

Fact can be one part of your spiritual toolkit on your amazing adventures 

this season. 

 

 

Trudgingly (but never grudgingly) yours, 

Gene B. 
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A daily mini-self-inventory of my key values to bookend my sobriety  

By Alex W. 

 

When I first acknowledged that I was powerless, and that my life had 

become unmanageable because of my addiction, my new sponsor handed me one 

hundred small index cards, each card containing a word referencing a 

single principle or value. He asked me to review all of them, and then 

select the 50 that best matched the true values that I held most dear to 

myself. Once I 

carefully selected, he 

asked me to then 

select the top 25 from 

those remaining, and 

then finally the top 

10. The exercise was 

very challenging for 

me, as I struggled to 

even acknowledge which 

values represented my 

true self.  Finally, I 

was able to select my 

top ten, which 

included APPRECIATION, 

COMPASSION, HUMOR, 

RESPECT, INTEGRITY, 

LOYALTY, FAMILY, 

PEACE, SERENITY AND 

INTIMACY. We discussed 
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these values, each in detail, and he asked me why they were most important 

to me. I quickly recognized that these 10 values represented sobriety for 

me, and without them being present in my life, and nurtured regularly, 

that I could not comfortably remain sober or at peace.  

 

With that, the question became how do I assess if these values are present 

in my day to day life, and if they are not present, how to determine if I 

am at risk of losing sobriety?  The answer was clear to both of us: as a 

helpful routine, I would conduct a self-inventory, and be mindful and 

honest about my current thoughts, feelings and actions. I was to ask 

myself if those feelings, thoughts and actions were working in support of 

those 10 key values, or if they were working against them.  The approach 

that we agreed to was that I would conduct my daily mini-value inventory 

via journaling for 10 minutes, twice per day: before bed, and when I woke 

up in the morning.  My goal in doing so has been to never go to bed 

feeling resentful, angry, entitled or triggered, nor to wake up and start 

my day with those types of feelings unchecked either. This is what I call 

‘bookending my sobriety,’ and it has become a staple in keeping me at 

peace and sober. 

 

 

 

Prostate cancer, surgery, flashbacks, depression and recovery in SLAA. 

Part two: The do-over 

Marty K. 

 

NOTE: This article continues Marty’s story of his prostrate surgery. 

Following the procedure, he had a traumatic reaction when the stitches 

were removed by a female doctor. 

 

On May 8th I went back to work. I was doing the best I could at having a 

life and working my new SIA program. I was praying a lot, talking to my 

sponsors and trusted friends, going to as many SLAA, SIA and AA meetings 

as I could fit in. A lot was being revealed, stuff I didn’t and hadn’t 

wanted to ever deal with. I would go to a meeting and feel great 

afterward.  Slowly the depression and anger would creep back in and I’d 

need to pray, call someone or go to another meeting. This is how it is for 

me now. I’m taking my medicine as needed to bring me back to an emotional 

baseline where I can live and function. 

 

On top of all this I was still having the problem urinating. I called Dr. 

Kim and set up an appointment. On the way there it dawned on me, what if I 

saw Dr. Drea again. Surely the nurse practitioner had relayed the story to 

Dr. Kim.  I have nothing against Dr. Drea personally, I’m sure she’s a 

wonderful person and a great physician but I really didn’t want to relive 

the experience.  I pulled over, called my sponsor and we developed a plan. 

If I were to see Dr. Drea, I would do my best to calmly reveal to her how 

what had happened to me had affected me. 
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Once again I’m sitting in the examination room waiting for Dr. Kim and in 

walks Dr. Drea.  The old knot in the stomach returned.  I get red in the 

face when I’m embarrassed.  I managed to tell her, before we do anything I 

need to tell you something but first I need you to take a couple steps 

back.  I gave her a brief history of what my childhood was like and how it 

affects my relationships with all women especially attractive women.  She 

seemed genuinely concerned and apologized for any harm she had done.  I 

said there was no way she could have known and had nothing to apologize 

for.  She said she wouldn’t touch me and all she really needed to do was 

ask questions which I was fine with.  I felt triumphant, I did what I 

needed to do and came away feeling good about myself.  She said I needed 

to schedule another appointment with Dr. Kim so that he could do a minor 

procedure to help me with the urination problem. 

 

When I came back and actually saw Dr. Kim, I handed him this letter.  I 

didn’t want to verbalize the whole thing all over again to yet another 

medical professional. 

 

 

Dear Dr. Kim, 

 

Thanks so much for your care and expertise before, during and 

after my procedure. 

 

It may be useful in the future for other patients and yourself 

if more attention were paid to the psychosexual history of your 

patients. I personally was psychosexually, emotionally and 

spiritually abused by my mother at an early age. I was never 

beaten or overtly sexually abused, that I know of. All my 

memories of what went down are of verbal abuse. She suffered 

from an untreated, undiagnosed mental disorder which caused here 

to think, act and express herself with intense cruelty. She had 

severe depression, paranoia, and an all around mean spirit. She 

was occasionally however capable of acting normal or happy 

usually when other family or friends were present. 

I was really doing well before and after my procedure up until 

my catheter was removed.  I went there feeling  grateful  that 

it was finally going to be removed.  I assumed there would be 

some brief intense pain involved.  I wasn’t prepared for the 

feelings that were triggered when that pretty young doctor with 

the blond curly hair pulled it out.  You see I’ve always had a 

more or less almost pathological fear of attractive women.  It 

stems from my mother’s sick belief that all girls are sluts. 

She never missed an opportunity to drill this into me. 

Sometimes it would be triggered by some sexual content on TV or 

by my natural curiosity about sex.  It scared me, making it 

nearly impossible to have meaningful relationships with women. 

I’m taking care of myself. I see a therapist, I’m a member  of 

AA and have joined a survivors of incest group.  I believe I 
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will get through this.  I wonder about other patients that may 

have or will experience similar episodes.  Sometimes these 

memories can be repressed for years waiting for an event to 

trigger them.  As for me I had always known of this part of my 

life it’s just this time I felt it more intensely. 

I would suggest that in the future you let patients know that 

you yourself will not be removing the catheter and ask if it’s 

acceptable to them that a female assistant removes it. 

 

 

After he read the letter I knew I had done everything I could possibly do 

to take care of myself. I felt at peace at least with this little slice of 

my life.  

 

I still have a long way to go and lots to deal with. The hardest thing for 

me to accept today is that I’m a 58 year old man, post-prostate cancer 

sexual anorexic. I don’t see myself as having anything close to a healthy 

happy whatever that looks like for me sex life in the future. I go to 

meetings with sexual anorexics who have work hard at their recovery and 

claim to have good sex lives today. I guess as long as I’m still alive 

there’s hope. 

 

 

 

 

SOBRIETY IN  
SUMMERTIME 

 

 

As goes the mercury, so go the hemlines 

Paul D. 

 

I won’t presume to speak for any other addict than myself, though I 

suspect that I’m not the only recovering sex addict who faces the warmer 

months with a mix of excitement and trepidation: I am torn each year when 

I start to see the temps creep into the 50s, 60s, 70s and 80s.  I love the 
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thought of opening the windows, breathing fresh air without forming ice 

crystals in my nose, and spending more time outside.  But for this addict, 

warm weather is a time to be extra vigilant. I am in one sense a 

stereotypical man, in that when it comes to sexuality, I am primarily 

visually stimulated. When I was still active in my addiction and racked 

with an overwhelming sense of shame each time I acted out, I remember 

praying that God would zap me and magically take away my desire to drink 

in images of beautiful women in tight clothes. Looking back, I was hoping 

to take the easier, softer way rather than putting in the hard work. Alas, 

that was not God’s plan for me. 

 

Since coming into recovery and the SLAA rooms, I’ve wrestled with the 

ability to appreciate women I find attractive without crossing my own 

personal boundaries into lust and fantasy.  Today, sitting here alone at 

my dining room table, having just gotten off the phone with a sponsee, I 

feel very grounded, sane, and altruistic.  I know enough to know this 

feeling of serenity won’t last.  Later today I will leave my house to go 

pick my wife up from work.  And with an expected high temp of 83 degrees, 

there is a high likelihood that I’ll be bombarded with images of beautiful 

people out living their lives, looking better than I imagine I look. 

 

In a way, this isn’t solely a summer problem.  Advertisers get paid lots 

of money to market products and services of all kinds, each vying for my 

hard-earned money.  You know the equation.  It goes something like this: 

 

 

Product or Service + Sex = $$$ 

 

 

One way to look at this is that God gives us ample opportunity everyday to 

practice simple principles using simple tools in order stay present and 

live out His will for our lives.  For me, these look like 

 

1. Bouncing my eyes – a quick glance away from the momentary trigger 

helps to significantly reduce the urge to act out.  Change the 

channel when that sexy commercial comes on.  Glance away when the 

beautiful woman jogs by. 

 

2. Strategic, purposeful avoidance – I try on a fairly consistent basis 

to stay away from places unless I have a legitimate reason to be 

there.  I don’t go to North Ave. beach because there’s only one 

reason I would be there…to feed my addiction 
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3. Top line/Outer Circle – Another “S” fellowship emphasizes the concept 

of the circles.  I find that when I’m staying in my outer circle 

(those things that are healthy, enjoyable, and life affirming), I’m 

less drawn to self-destructive acting out behaviors.  Playing my 

guitar, pickup basketball, and listening to music are all good 

outlets for my energy. 

 

4. Appreciating what I have – I am very attracted to my wife but she 

isn’t a size 2.  She does however possess an incredible number of 

other qualities that make her an amazing partner.  She’s kind, 

creative, funny, generous, and spontaneous.  The more I focus on my 

gratitude for her, the less tempted I am to “chase the carrot” that 

my disease holds out in front of me. 

 

I hope you find these helpful and that they spur other ideas for ways to 

stay sober and in recovery as you work through the summer months. Whatever 

you’re feeling, you’re not alone. Make a call, go to a meeting, be of 

service. With HP’s help and the support of the fellowship, you can do 

this! 
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Missive From Mumbai 

Paul D. 

 

Good morning!  Or rather, "Namastee."  That's hello in Hindi.  I arrived 

safely in India about two hours ago, before it was even light outside.  14 

1/2 hours on a plane is WAY too long but I'm happy that it was a very 

uneventful flight.  I think when it comes to flying, no news is certainly 

good news.  I am currently about 10 1/2 hours ahead of US Central time so 

it's early Sunday morning here.  I am grateful to be having this 

experience.  I have been to India once before, about 12 years ago, so I 

came knowing much about what to expect.  However, I am struck again by the 

contrast between life here and in the U.S.  We certainly have a lot for 

which to be thankful.  I am feeling pretty good despite only sleeping 

about 4 hours in the last 24 hours.  And that sleep wasn't great.  The 

first leg of my trip, from Atlanta to Dubai had me sitting in a row with 

another woman and an empty seat between us.  We exchanged some casual 

pleasantries and then she fell asleep for the next 10 hours.  I am 

grateful for that but amazed that someone can sleep 

that soundly in coach.  Amazing!  On the next leg, 

from Dubai to Mumbai, I sat in a crowded row next to 

another woman.  She didn't say 5 words to me the whole 

time and I slept most of that flight.  

 

My plan is to hang out with 

coworkers today and keep myself awake so that I can 

go to bed tonight at a decent hour, get a good 

night's sleep, and be ready for training tomorrow 

with minimal jet lag.  I have already called and 

spoken to my wife about my plan and even though I'm 

halfway across the world, the same recovery 

boundaries still apply.  I will not spend time alone 

with another woman or group of women unless there are other guys present. 

My TV in my room is mounted to the wall so I don't have the option of 

removing it.  However, there is a small cable box that I can remove so the 

TV is unusable.  I will take before and after pictures and forward those 

tomorrow when I am at the office and the wi-fi is better. I will be using 

the Sprint phone card my company provided me to dial into 12 step meetings 

and my group therapy on Wednesday morning.  Thank you all again for 

keeping in touch with me and being so supportive.  I am grateful to be 

part of a wonderful recovery community and I'm grateful to be sober for 

another 24 hours.  Thanks for listening. 
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Trudging together 

Vince R. 

 

I've had to travel for work now and again for the past couple years. While 

I enjoy seeing new places, traveling is hard for me for a few reasons. 

First, it takes me away from what feels safe, like my home and routine. 

Second, there are a lot of new stimuli that, as an introvert, tend to wear 

me down and make me vulnerable to addictive impulses. And third, there's 

less accountability while traveling -- my addict wants me to believe that 

acting out in another city "doesn't count" because nobody knows me there. 

I learned first-hand about the threat of travel when I almost lost my 

sobriety on a trip to Tampa last year. Since then I've made sure to come 

up with a plan that I share with my sponsor before leaving. 

 

I knew that I would be going to Denver for a work conference in June, so I 

made sure to have a recovery plan formed. This plan included lots of calls 

to fellows, going to meetings in the area, and checking in with myself 

regularly to see what I need (e.g., rest, spot check inventory, connecting 

with God). I invited my girlfriend to join me there. We planned that she 

would fly in on the last day of the conference and then spend the 

following weekend together. Aside from the threat this trip posed to my 

sexual sobriety, I was also concerned how my girlfriend and I would do on 

this vacation as a couple. A few miserable trips last year -- during a 

more challenging time in our relationship -- left us with a bitter taste 

in our mouths. But we decided to give this a try since things had been 

going better for us. We made a plan of our own which we discussed ahead of 

time. It included lots of open communication, making sure our individual 

needs were addressed, and agreeing to take on challenges as a team.  

 

My first couple days in Denver were great. My hotel was right downtown, 

and I spent my evenings seeing cool neighborhoods and eating delicious 

food. Lots of prayer, calls with men in SLAA, and making sure I was 

getting enough rest all kept me stable. I was enjoying myself and feeling 

sober and emotionally balanced.  

 

Then trouble came.  

 

Sometime in the afternoon of my second or third day I decided to take a 

break from the conference. While walking down the hallway to my hotel 

room, I passed a very attractive woman wearing clothes that leave little 

to the imagination. The energy she put out was the kind that my addict 

feeds on. I made eye contact with her while passing by (first mistake). I 

have this awful habit that God hasn't relieved me of yet -- turning around 
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to see if the woman I just passed will look at me a second time. I'll be 

disparagingly honest and say that women never give me a second look. But 

this woman did! I felt that familiar mix of excitement (for addictive 

possibilities) and fear (of doing something stupid and losing my 

sobriety). My mind flooded with what-ifs: "Is she an escort..?" "Maybe her 

room is near mine and we can hook up..." "I bet if I turn around and talk 

to her, something could happen..." Thank God something sane in me said 

"Just get in your room!" 

 

 

The foothills of Mt. Galbraith, Golden, Colorado 

 

I closed the door and felt a little safer, but my body was buzzing with 

energy and my mind wouldn't shut up. I got to my knees and prayed. Among 

the many ways of connecting with a Higher Power, my preference is to 

connect with God alone through prayer. It has saved my skin a number of 

times. But the stream of addictive thoughts wouldn't let up, and I just 

couldn't feel God's presence. I tried harder. Still no luck. I accepted 

that my mind was too loud for prayer and decided to try calling my 
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sponsor. Thank God he answered. I told him all about what had happened, 

and within a few minutes my thoughts slowed down and the addictive energy 

dissipated. It was such a blessing. I still feel grateful for God giving 

me the willingness to take action and for my sponsor's availability and 

care. Even though one part of my mind was insane, another part guided me 

to the solution. 

 

The kinds of scenarios I imagined with this woman were outside of my norm. 

So-called no strings attached sex was not a significant part of my 

addictive pattern. But I realized something: While in Tampa last year, I 

had intrusive thoughts about the possibility of escorts hanging around my 

hotel. And 16 years ago, while on a long trip to Europe, I paid for sex 

with several women. So there's something about being away from home and 

wanting this kind of sex. I don't quite understand this pattern, but I 

trust that God will reveal it to me when the time is right. In the 

meantime, my job is to continue working the 12 Steps, being of service, 

and being part of something bigger than myself -- this program. 

 

A couple days after this, my girlfriend arrived in Denver. A highlight of 

our trip was hiking Mt. Galbraith, which is in the foothills of the Rocky 

Mountains. I am happy to say that we had a really great time together. We 

ran into some difficult moments when one of both of us felt irritable or 

tired, but we were able to be supportive of each other and work through 

these challenges as a team (rather than disconnecting and retreating into 

ourselves as we often do). Our experience wasn't perfect, but it was good. 

And while my addiction demands perfection, I'm  starting to accept that 

the good doesn't need to be sacrificed for the perfect. Days after we 

returned to Chicago, I felt proud of us for getting through the trip. I 

also felt closer to her and more committed in our relationship. I look 

forward to more imperfect but happy -- and sober -- trips together. 

 

 

 

 

Creation in recovery 

Brad R. 

 

I always knew, even as a kid, that I was a composer. The problem was that 

I could never sit still long enough to write much down. Between the ages 

of 10 and 30, prior to recovery, I had periods of graceful respite from my 

addiction when I would write, but never consistently. My addiction’s most 

notable robbery was of that precious relationship with the source of 

creativity inside me. 
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Though I had written tunes before sobriety, serious composition started 

when I got sober, really sober, for the first time. I started with five 

minutes a day. I was religious about it. Composing gave me a grace I had 

never had before: peace of mind. It was in that peace of mind I heard the 

voice of my Higher Power. It came in many forms, and perhaps for me most 

valuably in the form of art. It gave me a seemingly endless source of 

notes and lyrics. But whenever I slipped, the voice would go silent.  

 

How did I get sober?  The biggest surrender was removing the modem from my 

computer. I turned it over to my therapist, and it was done. I was done. 

Relapses/slips did happen, as I slipped “forward” in advancing my disease, 

to buying/watching/throwing away DVDs. But I could seem to be able to curb 

that through sheer willpower, not that my life wouldn't be unmanageable. 

As a result of those slips, I lost girlfriends, jobs, money, etc. That 

being said, the internet I was completely powerless over – I just wouldn't 

stop using, couldn't stop. I know there are those that keep the internet 

on their phone and say something like “I just pray, that works for me!” 

Perhaps that would work, but for me would come the day I would lose some 

willingness, or get a resentment and God forbid not work my program for 

just a moment... I and I would slip again into that abyss. 

 Powerless for me means I don't have it, I don't play, I don't 

take chances. I can pray all I want, I just can't have it.  I do use the 

internet for work, for email, always on a computer where I am surveyed by 

my job; that has been enough of a deterrent.  I am of the mind, “one's too 

many, a thousand's never enough.” The internet for me is like crack 

cocaine to a coke addict. I can't be around it in a private place.  As an 

aside, other interesting aspects of my program include not having a 

smartphone, not touching my wife's laptop or smartphone, EVER – not even 

to hand it to her. I also do not touch the remote for the TV in a hotel 

room while traveling. Simple: if I never turn on the TV, I'll never surf 

channels and never end up where I don't want to be.  We don't have cable. 

How do I live without these things you might ask? With peace of mind. 

 That being said, much of my music is done on a computer, and has 

included putting sound and music to film/video.  All my personal computers 

ever since have had the modem/wifi removed. Pornography or not, the 

internet provides enough distraction from concentration.  Thus when I got 

rid of the internet on my personal computers, phones, in my house, I 

gained true access to my creativity. 

 My parents were “professionals” (psychologist and lawyer). They 

couldn't see a path as a musician, and did what they could to put me on 

the “right” path, though to their credit, they did support me with music 

lessons.  My dad taught me to have a “B plan.” While the “B plan” is wise 

in some respects, I never developed the A plan.  As a result, I never 
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followed my path.  In recovery, I am learning to follow my gut. Through 

the connection with my higher power, I gained the ability to sit with 

myself, with my uncertainty, fears, and stood face to face with the me I 

had known was there, but never had the courage to nourish, as it wasn't a 

known path. 

 So in recovery, I gradually increased the time I spent doing my 

art.  Also significant was when I did it.  For me it was first thing in 

the morning after my prayers, initially with breakfast because I couldn't 

sit still for very long (I was still a busy body, and held a lot of 

unworked terror as a result of slowly emerging trauma work due to 

childhood sexual abuse). Over time, that 5 minutes grew.  It became the 

most important part of my day.  Over time, my art became more dominant in 

my life.  What began as a joy when I could carve out the time between 

jobs/school became the thing that my job revolved around.  I had never had 

any formal training in composition.  Though I had piano lessons as a 

child, my parents had visions of me being a doctor and doing music on the 

side. When it became evident I was insistent on music, my parents pushed 

me into music education.  So I taught children private lessons, and 

finally at a school for five years and did get a lot of satisfaction out 

of it, and I know I affected peoples' lives positively.  

 There came I time I came to know I needed to put myself first. 

After years of putting my own music to the side, I performed for the first 

time in years at an SLAA retreat; The next year I recorded a CD.  Then I 

began taking private composition lessons from people I knew in town and 

started applying to graduate school.  At the time I was finally accepted 

(after 3 years of trying) I went back to school at the age of 38 to get a 

masters degree in composition, I had taught music for the past fifteen 

years and was surviving, but not thriving. I knew I needed to follow my 

dream, without knowing what the future would bring.  This turned out to be 

the best decision I ever made (next to getting sober). 

 I often think about the SLAA text referring in the withdrawal 

chapter to “new PhD’s.” I had no illusions that I could ever do that. 

put music and sobriety first in my life – for me they are inextricably 

linked.  Composition and music ARE connection with my higher power.  I do 

need to go to meetings and work the steps, if I don't sobriety won't last. 

That being said, music is like Step 11 for me: praying for knowledge of 

higher power's will for me (what note should I write, how should this 

piece go? Guide me through this process, etc...).  

 So I finally did get into a masters program and did nothing but 

work on recovery and music. I did not have a full time job, I taught some 

lessons, but focused on what in my mind was “catching up.”  I had already 

given decades of my life to my addiction, and decades doing music for 

other people, and I had a lot of work to do to.  My goal was to teach and 
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write.  I had come to love teaching, and had visions of teaching at a 

university, though becoming a PhD seemed unfathomable.  Thank God for my 

therapist who saw in me what I couldn't.  She continued to support and 

guide me.  

 So I got straight A's and worked like crazy, did my first 

international conference, and created what I thought at the time was an 

acceptable portfolio.  At the time there was a lot a didn't know of what I 

didn't know.  I guess that continues to be the case.  At least at the time 

I was very enthusiastic, on fire! So I applied all over: Ivy Leagues, west 

coast, conservatories... I had a blast flying all over the country for 

interviews, got stranded in Manhattan ending up in a hotel writing my 

masters thesis... Such fond memories.  The rejection letters began to 

come, and then the acceptance letters, and scholarships. 

 I couldn't believe it.  

 I should mention that during this time, I met my (now) wife and 

began dating.  I had dated soberly before, and found this amazing (and 

challenging) woman who for some unknown reason was crazy about me.  Maybe 

she's just crazy. 

Of course she is! 

So am I.  

 

Anyway, I settled 

on a school 

across the 

country, and 

after dating for 

a year and a 

half, we got 

married, packed 

up the house, and 

moved across the 

country (all 

within the same 

month).  Upon 

arrival, I 

learned that a 

new professor had 

arrived, turning out to be what would have been my first choice had I 

known he was there in the first place.  Truly, when the student is ready 

the teacher appears.  I finished after five years and began applying for 

jobs, and after 86 rejections, I got one acceptance: in China.  After 

visiting and on the way back home, I met with my professor from my masters 

15 



 

program to talk, and he offered me a job at my alma mater.  Life is good. 

God works. Following my dream has been the best solution for me.  

 Now, I am looking forward to a prestigious festival on the east 

coast, and finishing yet another masters at my dream school...in 

electronic music! Why stop? The path of creativity just keeps unfolding.  

 The greatest joy has been (in the words of my therapist) 

“creative empowerment.” 

 When I first got sober, I couldn't take notes at a business 

meeting, my mind couldn't hold it. Now, I've written a dissertation, 

presented papers at conferences, even gotten an award for one, and am 

looking forward to a summer filled with festivals, followed by another 

year of job applications, feeling like I have something to give back.  Of 

similar joy to recovery is in teaching for me.  Passing it on.  

 I keep writing, playing, participating, showing up, sharing, and 

I keep getting back.  They say the measure you get back is the measure you 

give.  I have given all I have to music, and it just keeps giving back. I 

am so grateful for recovery, without it, I wouldn't be able to thrive as I 

am. I am learning that my best, though never perfect, always seems to be 

good enough, and when I show up with my best, the doors keep opening. 

 One of my meditation books talks about a unicorn, as opposed to 

a workhorse.  The workhorse is one day at a time, next right thing, god in 

charge of the results, all good stuff.  

Every once in awhile, you might spot a unicorn who doesn't care where 

you want to go, it knows where its going, and if you have the courage, 

jump on and it will take you to places you could never dream of, and your 

problems disappear.  I feel like in many ways I have been riding unicorns 

for last eight years since I put my creativity first. 

 

 

 

Greater Chicago/Milwaukee SLAA Intergroup 

Saturday June 17, 2017 Meeting Minutes 

  

In attendance: Anthony [Outreach Chair], Hannah 
[Co-Chair, Thursday night], Paul D. [Treasurer], John 

[Park Ridge], Vince R. [In-Reach Chair], Elizabeth 

[Thursday night Ravenswood] 

 

OFFICER REPORTS 

  

Fiduciary 

● Treasurer report was accepted. 

 

Chairperson: 
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● Declined offer from Chicago West Intergroup to represent them at the 

upcoming ABM 

● Updated By-Laws and posted to Google 

● Cathy M is replacing Matt B as the temporary website manager 

  

Outreach:  

● Low traffic via phone and website 

  

In Reach: 

● Vince R self-nominated as new inreach chair. Approved. 6 yes, 1 abstention 

  

New Business: 

● Monthly newsletter approved. 3 yes, 0 no, 4 abstentions 

● Please look at FWS website for ABM agenda and make comments.  Submit to 

Anthony ASAP! Items include: Step study guide, healthy relationship 

pamphlet, anorexia pamphlet 

● Still need outreach chair replacement for Anthony 

  

Old Business: 

● No word back from FWS about Chicago bid to host 2018/2019 ABM and IRC 

● Event-In-A-Box. Outline is posted online. Shared w/Intergroup Google 

group.  

● SLAA Retreat 

o    Member took photo of Bennett Lake.  
o    Cathy M will make banner on front page of website w/link to Retreat info  
§   Provide art to Cathy M by Saturday for retreat announcement and flyers 
o    Should have PayPal and other online payment options 
o    Registration will be approximately $195. Need 25 people to cover cost  
o    Dates are 8/25-8/27 
o    Participants will have individual bathrooms and their own bedrooms 
o    Friday night meal provided 

  

Next Meeting: Saturday July 15th  8:00 am St. Hedwig’s Church.  

 

ANNOUNCEMENTS... FOR THE GOOD OF SLAA 

 

HEAR YE HEAR YE: 1st annual GC/M SLAA retreat 
August 25-27 // Benet Lake Retreat Center // More info HERE  
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Cinesobrieté 

Annie Nymus 

 

“You wanna be a true friend to them?  Be honest, and 
unmerciful.”  

–Lester Bangs, Almost Famous 
 
You know what I hate? I hate it when someone calls me out. My natural 

inclination is to look for bullshit co-signers. My denial comes to me as 

tiny creeping insects. My denial takes up residence as stealthily as a 

snake and as camouflaged as a chameleon. My denial uses the environment of 

my mind, twists ‘near facts’ into structures of fun house mirrors. Some 

threads of my denial are years, even decades in the making.  In that frame 

of mind, the last thing I’m interested in is rigorous honesty. 

 

“What an order,” indeed. Unmerciful truth is not my thing. It’s too much 

for me.  I can barely order food at a restaurant without lying. How am I 

supposed to handle truth without denial?  

 

And what about my ‘friends’ who share their honest impressions with me? 

I’m not used to friends 

like that; I resent them 

because I take their 

honesty as criticism and 

judgment. But if I ask, 

I usually learn that 

these recovery peers are 

speaking from their 

personal experience. 

Let’s face it, I can see 

the truth in others much 

more quickly than I can 

in myself. Sure I take 

what works and leave the 

rest. Honesty is not 

always comfortable, but it is tolerable. Addiction may seem comfortable, 

but it’s deadly. 

 
My program will give me what I need, but not necessarily what I want. 
 

More at http://recoveryonfilm.blogspot.com/2015/  
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