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EDITOR’S NOTE 
Hi everyone -- sorry if it seems like every new issue brings a complete revamp 
of the look of this thing. This time the reason has to do with a concept you 
all know very well well: that of surrender. You see, after kicking out the jams 
for four issues last year, I found myself slammed by so much challenging work 
in my job, that I was unable to attend to this  important work. With this issue 1

I am welcoming Pam D. and Tasha B. to the masthead as much-needed 
collaborators, and I believe that as a team we can accomplish what I have been 
unable to marshal the power to do alone . 2

 
But it’s been difficult to figure out how exactly to accomodate help from 
others, since I’ve been doing all the layouts using Photoshop, which not many 
program members have and which doesn’t lend itself to multi-user editing. So 
surrender in this case has meant letting go of the nifty graphics I’ve 
incorporated into the last several issues, in exchange for a newsletter 
(co-)created in a Google Doc, the graphics for which are kind of lame, hence 
this new, super-minimalistical design. And, like with so many decisions made 
using the tool of surrender, the result is clean and, more importantly, 
functional: a design that works. Our goal is to get back to a regular schedule 
that is also less stressful. Woah, wait a minute -- I think that’s also the 
goal I have for my life as a member of SLAA. 
 
Trudgingly (but not grudgingly) yours, 
Gene B. 
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MISSIVE FROM MUMBAI 
Paul D. 
 
EDITOR’S NOTE: This column consists of emails an SLAA 
member sent to his recovery community on a daily basis as 
part of his recovery plan while stationed overseas for 
training. It offers a fly-on-the-wall insight into the 
minutiae of working a 12-Step program. 
 
Good morning!  It's not quite 7am here and it's just 
getting light outside.  I spent some time this morning, as 
I do each morning, reading my Bible, a daily devotional, 
and a great book of daily meditations from Hazelden that a 
program friend gave me before I left.  They have all been 
very helpful in getting my head and heart in the right 
place before the day starts.  Today I read about the power of my words and 
yielding my tongue to God, not stressing out about finding God's will but 
trusting that He will reveal it to me through the events of my day, and 
choosing the higher way of love in everything I do.  All good things to 
meditate on before I jump into interacting with people all day.  
 
Today is the start of what I anticipate will be a busy four days.  I expect to 
be in class, except for lunch and dinner, from 8:30am till 8:30pm.  That's not 
going to leave much time for anything else.  I will need to use my break times 
wisely today and make support calls during the five and 10 minute breaks I get 
throughout the day.  After work is over, I think I would like to go to the pool 
for a bit, provided there are no women there, as a way to get some exercise 
that's good for my back.  At my meals, I will stick to my boundaries of sitting 
with more men than women, and in class, the same guidance will help me maintain 
healthy boundaries.  As always, I will only use my computer for work related 
activities, except for this email, and I won't be bringing my tablet with me to 
work.  I am going to look up some phone meetings that I can make later tonight 
after class, maybe from 9-10pm.  If there aren't any available, I will figure 
something out for later in the week.  
 
I am feeling very grounded this morning and committed to recovery.  I was 
thinking though as I got out of the shower this morning, "What if some morning 
I wake up and I don't feel like doing recovery that day?"  I don't think this 
is such a problem.  My feelings come and go, sometimes on a minute by minute 
basis.  In those moments, I just need to trust God and the program and just do 
the things I know help me stay sober.  Eventually (and often it happens pretty 
quickly) the feeling of wanting to recover will come right back and I'll be so 
grateful that I have the support and the tools of the program to get me through 
difficult spots.  I am grateful that my back is still feeling better.  I'm 
being very deliberate about my movements so as not to re-injure it carelessly. 
As for my resentment about not being part of the "cool" crowd, one thought 
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given to me from God still holds true: "I am exactly who I need to be, exactly 
where I need to be."  That's enough for me today.  Thanks for listening.  
 
FALLING DOWN AND GETTING UP 
Pam D.  
 
I was going to write about making decisions.  But something happened to me 
yesterday that I have to share, to get out of myself.  
 
It was cold.  Really cold.  Like put up your hood and wrap your scarf around 
your face cold.  I had just taken the train into Chicago from Forest Park after 
going to an open house at my SLAA sponsor’s home.  The event was warm.  Lots of 
family, laughing, and a fire pit in the back yard.  Just the place to huddle 
and talk to the guys.  I went out for a minute but quickly scampered back into 
the kitchen with the other women.  I was struck by the number of people who had 
come to see her off on a new adventure.  I felt sad to leave but it was still 
light out and I was on the CTA. 
 
Let me tell you, it’s a really really long ride from Forest Park to downtown. 
The train car was empty save for the three guys doing drugs at the end of the 
car.  Pretty much nothing fazes me in the city anymore after all my years 
living here.  I rode the Blue line to LaSalle and switched to the Brown line. 
I don’t usually switch there.  You walk past the triangle-shaped federal 
prison, some seedy bars and a men’s hotel.  I climbed up to the platform and it 
was cold. 
 
The train didn’t come and didn’t come, despite the fact that the electronic 
sign kept saying two minutes.  I put up my hood over my hat and tied my scarf 
close around my mouth.  There were a few drunk kids coming home from the St. 
Patrick’s Day Parade.  Felt so grateful not to be with them.  Or to be them.  
 
Finally, the Brown line rounded the curve between the buildings.  I scuttled to 
the back car, and upon my entry, I tripped and fell.  I’m talking sprawled face 
down on the floor of the train.  I lay there for a minute taking fearless and 
searching inventory of my limbs, and I want to tell you, NO ONE HELPED ME. 
There were about five people, mostly men sitting right near the door and as I 
rolled over I glanced at one young man and he averted his eyes.  No one got up 
to lend me a hand.  No one.  As I struggled to get up a young woman practically 
snarled at me from her seat, “Are you okay?” almost as if I had done something 
wrong.  I couldn’t even answer.  I walked over to a seat, none the worse for 
wear, and looked around.  I was astonished.  This was supposed to happen in New 
York City.  Not the corn-fed Midwest.  I kept running it through my mind.  The 
fall, the averted eyes. 
 
Later, I lay bundled up in my fleece blanket in bed trying to get warm and fall 
asleep and I kept thinking about it.  Then I started to cry.  For myself, for 
the world.  For everyone who falls and needs help and doesn’t get it.  For my 
past.  For the fallen me in my past. 
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This morning I went to a meeting and I told the story.  I could see in people’s 
eyes how sad they felt.  I heard a murmured hum of understanding.  After the 
meeting women and men came up to me.  “I would have helped you up, I WILL help 
you up.”  “That story made me cry.”  “What is happening in the world?”  And 
hugs.  Hugs for all our pain. 
  
Before I came to SLAA, I struggled to find a community.  I lived alone and 
although I had a few friends I felt alone.  It is community, the 12 Step 
community, that held me together in the beginning when I couldn’t hold myself 
together.  Hugged me when I fell down over and over again.  My sponsor kept 
believing in me and helped me work the steps.  My program friends listened to 
me.  And they picked me up off the floor when I fell.  I felt their murmurs of 
knowing and heard their laughter.  I saw their hands outstretched when I 
reached the chasm of faith.  I surrendered to the warmth.  What I would say to 
every newcomer is the same thing that was said to me:  Come for the community, 
stay for the miracle. 
 

 
 
HEALTHY SEXUALITY 
Paul B. 
 
Recently I read something during my morning quiet time that is helping change 
my view of what God intends sex to be for me.  Given all the negative energy 
that has surrounded sex for much of my life, it’s easy for me to want to avoid 
the subject altogether as a way to stem the tide of shame it brings.  However, 
I have come to understand that sex isn’t intended to be a constant source of 
pain, shame, and guilt.  Rather, my sexuality is a fundamental part of who I am 
as a person and is, at least for me, supposed to be part of being whole and 
fully integrated. 
  
Theologian George Weigel explains that when I view God’s directive for my 
sexuality as a mirror of the beauty of God’s creation in me, “…the first moral 
question shifts from ‘What am I forbidden to do?’ to ‘How do I live a life of 
sexual love that conforms to my dignity as a human person?’”  The reading goes 
on to summarize that “Sex, then, rightly understood and practiced, is in a very 
real sense fundamental to mankind’s function, purpose, and destiny within the 
miracle of God’s creation.” 
  
For me, this is precisely what Step 2 talks about when it says, “Came to 
believe in a power greater than ourselves that could restore us to sanity.”  It 
is important for me to understand what I believe was the intentional choice of 
the word “restored” in that step.  That means God had something very particular 
in mind when He created me.  That ideal person is beautiful, mature, complete, 
and fully functioning in His purpose for me.  Through addiction I made choices 
that took me down a different path maybe than God had originally intended, at 
least as it pertains to my sexuality.  However, the gift of the 12 steps is 
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that through a fearless and thorough course of action, I am coming back to that 
path.  There’s no shame directed at me from my Higher Power for having diverged 
from the road early in my life, but instead I find an enormous amount of grace 
and practical help through regular contact with other recovering sex and love 
addicts. 
  
In summary, what I’m finding through working the steps, working with a sponsor, 
regular therapy sessions, and frequent contact with other recovering addicts is 
that sex is starting to become a source of joy.  I’m more comfortable than I 
used to be with the idea that I am, among other things, a sexual being.  I have 
the freedom to be honest about what I want and need sexually, without feeling 
any shame.  When I express my sexuality in ways that are consistent with my 
core values and what I understand to be God’s purpose for my life, recovery 
becomes more natural and less burdensome.  That’s not to say that sex is all 
sunshine and rainbows now.  There are definitely days when letting go of 
resentments and avoiding the HALTs is more difficult than others, but it’s 
getting better, one day at a time.

 
 
ANNOUNCEMENTS FOR THE GOOD OF SLAA 
 
Positions for Intergroup officers are open starting in April 2017.  Attend the IG 
meeting and participate!  
  
Continue, Improve, Practice - A Workshop on Steps 10, 11 and 12.   
Hands on workshop with speakers and exercises and discussion.  No matter what 
step you are on this workshop will be relevant to your recovery. 
April 29th, 10:45 a.m. to 3:00 p.m. 
Grace Episcopal Church 
924 Lake St.  
Oak Park, IL 
7th Tradition will be requested.  Light lunch served. 
For additional information (708) 316-8476 or email mailroom@ChicagoWestSLAA.org 
 
2017 Annual Business Meeting JULY 25—JULY 28, 2017 Sheraton Framingham Hotel and 
Conference Center. 1657 Worcester Road, Framingham, MA, 01701 
https://slaafws.org/tq-search 
 
Summer All-S Retreat coming up!  June 2-4.  Mark your calendar. 
 
New feature on Fellowship Wide Services website 
TRADITION QUESTIONS  
Answered by members of the CONFERENCE STEPS, TRADITIONS, AND CONCEPTS 
COMMITTEE. 
Everything from “Can we use outside speakers?” to “What do we do when a member 
is disruptive?” and more.  At https://slaafws.org/tq-search 
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SLAA Meditation Book reading meeting. Each Sunday 5pm Pacific, 8pm Eastern 
712-775-7270 access code 789393  
 
Check out SLAA retreats and workshops across the country! 
( www.slaafws.org/events ) 
Help to Create and Review New Literature Join the Conference Literature Committee 
Friends! The CLC maintains a list of “friends” to help review draft literature. 
If you would like to join the CLC Friends, contact the CLC through their web 
page at www.slaafws.org/clc .  
 
Share Your Story of Recovery for the Stories Book Project. The CLC has started 
collecting S.L.A.A. members’ stories for a Recovery Stories Book. Anyone who 
wishes to share their story of recovery from sex and love addiction can contact 
the CLC at www.slaafws.org/clc . 
 

 
 
CINESOBRIETE 
 
Get busy living, or get busy dying. --Shawshank Redemption  
 
When you strip away the obsession, the compulsion, the high, the remorse, the 
cycle of shame, you can see the truth. Addiction is a suicide. A decision we 
make to put ourselves in peril. A decision to not come to our own aid. A 
decision to abandon ourselves, to be passive, to accept our death at whatever 
pace. In our denial, we protest, it's not quite that dire, our addiction is not 
as bad as others'. But as addicts, we know that we are given only two options, 
embrace recovery, or embrace addiction. We do not have the luxury of coasting 
through life. We have no talent for ambiguity. That's because our diseases are 
deadly. One more binge could kill us, one more bottle, one more dose, one more 
purge, one more hit, one more high, one more indulgence could be our last. The 
blessing of addiction is that the solution leaves us in a better place.  
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I am willing to embrace recovery, and as I do, I embrace life. 
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Greater Chicago/Milwaukee SLAA Intergroup 
Meeting Minutes: Saturday February 17th, 2017 
 
Attendance Scott F (phone) [Chair; Waukegan], Anthony [Outreach/ABM], Al [Monday 
Park Ridge], Andrea V [In reach; Tues NTAC], Matt (phone) [Website], Hannah 
W, Paul D [Treasurer; Hedwig] 
 
Officer Reports 

 
Fiduciary 
● Treasurer report was accepted.  
● Received envelopes from Tues/Thurs NTAC and Monday night Park Ridge Mtgs 

monthly IG contribution.  
 
Chairperson 
● A group from Indianapolis would like to get connected to our IG as there is 

no regional IG in that area. Discussion around a way to allow them to connect 
via the Google group.  

● No issues with the website.  
 
Outreach 
● Continue working on AMB bid.  Focus on IRC as well.  
● ABM Committee would like downtown hotel and lower cost if possible.  
 
In Reach 
● January  meeting minutes approved.  
● Jan/Feb newsletter content approved. Andrea to look for newsletter 

co-editors. 
● Recap of Valentine’s event. Overall successful event, income for that event 

to be displayed in next month’s Fiduciary report. 18 people in attendance.  
 
New Business 
● Organization of a meeting of IG chairs as well as chairs of previous events 

in order to come up with an organized method to host/chair an event.  Paul D 
able to assist with concept of “event in a box” type concept.  Andrea will 
assist in organizing this meeting.  

● April event (per IG calendar) to be taken off in order to focus on better 
organizing an event.  April event to be replaced by meeting of small 
committee to set up “event in a box” as described above. Next event would be 
in July.  

 
Old Business 
● ABM application submitted and well-received by the Committee.  
● Third retreat - location agreed upon as George Williams College with 

available date of 3rd weekend in August. It was agreed that a new location 
will be helpful in separating this as a “different” type of retreat and give 
others that live in the Milwaukee area more of a chance to participate.  

 
Suggested Announcements for Meeting Reps 
● Anyone interested in helping with 3rd retreat. 
● Always welcoming content for Newsletter 
● Anyone who may be interested in co-editing Newsletter 
● Reminders for monthly IG envelopes at meetings.  
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Next Meeting Saturday March 17th  8:00 am St. Hedwig’s Church.  
 
IF I LET MYSELF HAVE A VOICE 

Tasha B. 
 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I wouldn't feel so anxious with my feelings 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I would not need to hide the way I feel from my friends and family 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I wouldn't be so compulsive to drown out my thoughts and fears 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I would realize my fears aren't so scary 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I'm not as horrible as I think I am 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I could see how lovable I am 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I could love myself regardless on others 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I could connect to others in a real way 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I could have healing and even heal others too 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I'm not as alone as I think I am 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I would realize God's not afraid of my questions, doubts and fears... 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I could see God being closer than I thought 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I would be able to feels God's care because I'm open to his care 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I would finally be able to accept God's peace 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe what has held me down would lose it's power over my life 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe I could choose new options for my life 
If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe sobriety would feel like a gift instead of a burden 
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If I let myself have a voice 
Maybe the maybes could be reality 
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