
 

 
 

GREAT  
FACT 
 

 
 
 
 

THE GREATER 
CHICAGO/MILWAUKEE  
SLAA NEWSLETTER 
VOL. 2 NO. 5  
JULY 2017 

 



 

CONTENT 

Ol’ man anger (and lil’ shamey) Marty K. Cover 

A reflection on the loss of a fellow in recovery Andrea V. 1 

A note about the image Peggy S. 3 

Anna Angela W. 3 

Missive from Mumbai Paul D. 5 

Announcements  6 

Flossin’ Gene B. 6 

ABM service request Anthony P. 8 

Intergroup Minutes  9 

Cinesobrieté Annie Nymus 10 

 
 

  

 

 

 
 
A reflection on the loss of a fellow in recovery 
Andrea V. 
 
Last month I found out I lost a friend, a sponsee, a 
recovery partner. Throughout my years in this 
fellowship, I’ve sat in countless meetings where 
people spoke of hitting the most horrendous bottoms. I 
have read from the Big Book of Alcoholics Anonymous 
and the Basic Text of SLAA, both of which warn of how 
cunning, baffling and powerful this disease can really 
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be. I have heard folks in meetings speak of how, at its worst, people 
sometimes pay for this addiction with their own lives.  Prior to losing my 
friend Anna C, those were just words. Words people spoke in meetings, 
words I read in a book, even words spoken in films about untreated 
addiction. Now it is real.  
 
Because this disease is cunning, baffling and powerful, I never saw it 
coming. I did see someone who had been struggling in the program for 
several months and who had admitted to me and to many others in the 
program that she struggled with the concept of powerlessness. I saw 
someone who maybe just needed to take a break from recovery for awhile, 
hit another bottom, and come back to the fellowship. A fellowship I knew 
would always be there for her and anyone else like her. I never imagined I 
would receive this news.  
 
With the news came the feelings.  The sadness, the fear, the regret, the 
guilt.  My disease likes to tell me I’m not good at anything, and so when 
I lost my sponsee that day, of course it jumped right up, arms waving, 
yelling loudly at me that of course it was my fault that she died because 
I was not good enough.  Not as a sponsor, not as a friend, not as a 
partner in recovery (or “road warrior” as Anna liked to call me).  
 
I am grateful to have a sponsor that I could call to be open about how I 
was feeling.  During my call to her, she spoke words that made perfect 
sense to me and were healing.  She told me that although my feelings were 
normal, they were also self-centered in nature, such that I had decided to 
make Anna’s death about me, when in fact it really was not.  My sponsor 
told me that Anna’s decision was between her and her Higher Power, and 
that nothing in God’s world happens by mistake.  I am generally a person 
that does not like to hear these kinds of things, however, on that day, I 
found the words comforting.  To think of myself and of having had any say 
or control in this person’s destiny was self-seeking, and to accept that 
it did not, could not, was a practice of step one: admitting I am 
powerless.  
 
Rather than remain for one moment longer in the misplaced feelings of 
guilt and shame, I decided to write about Anna.  I also attended a dinner 
in her memory and took note of all of the wonderful things people had to 
say about her.  I would like to share some of those things here, as this 
is how I would like to remember her: 
 
Anna truly was a kind person.  All of us have our quirks and faults, but 
she was a kind soul and had a big heart.  I will always remember that Anna 
came over to my house on what was certainly the toughest day I have had 
thus far in my recovery and sat with me while I cried. Anna’s most recent 
job was working as an attorney on behalf of labor unions and from what I 
understand, she never flourished as much in a job setting as she did 
there.  In addition to her job, she loved her dog, her garden, her house, 
comedy and rock and roll.  She was a trooper and she was tough. 
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Note about the image 
Peggy S. 
 
Title: Into the Light 
Watercolor pencil, 
color pencil and oil 
pastel. 
 
On May 24th, our 
women's group was 
dedicated  to Ann C. 
Friends spoke of her 
zest for life, her 
intelligence, her wit, 
and her dedication to 
other women in 
recovery. It was a 
lovely, sacred 
remembrance. This piece 
is in honor of Anna C. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Anna 
Angela W. 
 
There are a lot of 
questions left 
unanswered by Anna’s 
death and I’m not sure 
what to believe. Maybe 
Anna committed suicide, 
or maybe she was the 
victim of foul play, or 
maybe she is playing a 
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cruel joke on us. Maybe her suicide was the result of drugs, legal or 
illegal or both. Maybe today I think Anna committed suicide, and tomorrow 
I can get information which changes my mind. I may never know the real 
story. I don’t know everything and I believe it is possible to move on 
without understanding everything. Each of us can believe what best fits 
the facts we have ourselves experienced with Anna.  
 
As of today, my experience indicates the following: Anna was someone who 
worked hard at this program, was a committed sponsee and sponsor, worked 
the steps and her life got immeasurably better. She turned around a very 
bad work situation and she seemed to be pretty happy. She then found out 
that she had skimped in the very foundation of step one—that she didn’t 
believe she was powerless. She thought she could handle a situation 
involving a co-worker and a hotel room without support and she had a slip. 
As a result, her husband lost faith and divorced her. Anna tried for a 
while more, but then I saw her slip away. She gave a lead in Dec in which 
she said she was using cocaine and currently acting out in this disease. 
She said she was not willing to give up acting out, even though she knew 
it was not healthy for her. In Jan, she got so sketchy about her 
commitments to me that I had to stop asking her to cover my dogs when I 
was out of town. She stopped coming to meetings and calling her sponsor. 
She got so weird on Facebook that I told her I had to block her (and I’ve 
never blocked anyone before), and she didn’t care. She gave me every 
reason to believe that she was powerless over this disease. To me, her 
life looked unmanageable, but that is a personal decision and one that I 
can only make for myself. 
 
My situation is not unlike Anna’s. I’ve been in a long-term marriage 
throughout my acting out and recovery. My husband has told me: one more 
strike with a guy, I’m out. He’s leaving me. I came into recovery and was 
struck sober, no affairs since I came in.  
 
I can easily lapse into complacency and think I’ve got this. 
 
As sad as this loss is of one of our own, I’ve been thinking about how 
Anna’s situation may do some good. The lesson of Anna for me is that my 
disease is cunning, baffling, powerful and deadly. I’m one slip away from 
going down a rabbit hole which can result in my world turning upside down 
and me not caring about all the things I value today. Just like we may 
never understand how or why Anna died, we may never know that Anna’s 
example worked miracles in the lives of those who may have been ambivalent 
about the power of this disease and who may take it more seriously than if 
Anna had lived. 
 
Anna taught me to be kinder, to be more grateful, to have more tolerance. 
Her death reminded me of how powerless I truly am and that Anna could be 
me or any one of us.  
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Missive From Mumbai 
Paul D. 
 
Good evening! This will be a short one because I'm on my tablet and its 
not very user friendly to type.  I am sober from all my bottom lines 
today.  Per my commitment I did not go to the bar with my coworkers but 
have been enjoying watching Avengers on my laptop.  I ate breakfast and 
lunch at the hotel with mixed company.  At both meals when the guys got up 
to leave and it would have been just me and some women at the table I got 
up and left too.  I'm not sure who I am sitting next to on the plane but I 
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will do what I can to try and sit next to another 
guy.  I wont be able to email again for another 24 
to 36 hours but will check in again when I get 
settled in India.  I am grateful that I was able to 
get to the airport well in advance of my flight so 
that I was not rushed.  I am also grateful that I 
realized I dropped my wallet in the shuttle before 
it left and was able to get it before the shuttle 
left. That was a close call! I appreciate all your 
support.  Thanks for listening. 
 
 
 

 
 
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  
 
--- 
 
OPEN TO ANYONE: Open SLAA meeting on Sunday July 30, from 7pm to 8:15 at 
Grace Episcopal church, 924 Lake St. Oak Park. Partners, spouses, family 
members, therapists, students, whoever.  
 

 
 
Flossin’ 
Gene B. 
 
Something kind of gross or at least weird but true and authentically 
inspiring for me these days: As I get more “dug in” and committed to my 
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sobriety, one of the behavior sets I’m 
taking back is what I call my morning and 
night routines -- a retinue of simple 
self-care moves that I don’t like doing 
but always feel better having done. Some 
of that is the satisfaction of feeling 
like I’m growing up and doing what I’m 
supposed to do; some is the physical 
sensation that comes from whatever part 
of the body is being addressed. That 
includes full body (shower), chin/cheeks 
(shaving), and of course, my choppers 
(brushing and flossing). 
 
At some point in my “recovery” -- by which I mean the period of my life in 
which I was attending meetings but only working a de facto “program” that 
wasn’t doing me much good -- I started to really really resist some of 
these basics. Showering went from being a chore to being something that 
happened maybe once a week or so. Then -- progression of the disease, 
anyone? -- brushing got the axe as well. I remember now that I’d been 
resistant to these tasks as a kid, too. Even though I always felt better 
having done them, the buildup felt like pressure and a “should.” These 
early avoidances might actually be read retrospectively as my first 
rebellions, a bag of tricks which eventually grew to include heroin, 
alcohol and a battery of compulsive sexual behaviors. 
 
So now flossing, to say nothing of brushing, is coming back, more and more 
automatically. I’m achieving greater consistency with my morning spiritual 
practice as well, now that I am choosing HP paths that aren’t 
perfectionistic impossibilities in disguise. 
 
So here’s what I realized while stringing that white (and minty! Thanks 
Whole Foods!) thread through my teeth today: you know that stuff our 
therapists always say about how there is hope for recovery because of what 
scientists are discovering about the plasticity of our neural pathways? 
You know, the idea that, even though we’ve really mapped the heck out of 
our brains, turning ourselves into Pavlov dogs for our addiction, we can 
effectively reroute those babbling brooks over time with sober behaviors.  
 
Well I have noticed that it gets easier to get in between my teeth to 
floss when I do it three or four days consecutively. Amazing: where once 
my teeth seemed plaque-encased and impenetrable, I can now do exactly what 
my dentist (and sponsor) has been suggesting for years. Mindfloss.  
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Dear SLAA Member, 
 
Every summer our intergroup sends a delegate to SLAA’s Annual Business Meeting 
-- I’m this year’s delegate. The ABM is where significant items affecting the 
entire fellowship are discussed and voted on. This year is a big one: there are 
several pieces of new literature that will be voted on. The fellowship could 
use your help in reviewing one of them (or more, if you wish) to provide 
feedback to our delegate. This way, my votes will more accurately reflect the 
group conscience of the Greater Chicago/Milwaukee area.  
 
The amount of material may feel overwhelming, so picking just one item to read 
and comment on will hopefully be more manageable. 
 
Find the "Agenda Third Version Appendix" via this link: 
https://slaafws.org/Conference/ABM2017/2017ThirdAgendaAppendix.pdf: 

 
This document includes drafts of the 
following proposed pieces of new SLAA 
literature: 
 

1. A Step Questions Workbook 
2. A Companion to Chapter Four of the 

Basic Text (exercises and commentary on 
the twelve steps)  

3. A Healthy Relationships Pamphlet 
4. A 40 Questions for Self-Diagnosis 

of Sex and Love Addiction Pamphlet 
5. An Anorexia Recovery Tools Booklet 
6. An SLAA Meditation Book 

 
Please send all written comments in a 
word document to this email address: 
12stepservice@gmail.com  
 
Please send your comments or Group 
Conscience on an item no later than July 
15th.  
 

Your efforts will help inform the Conference and truly be a service to the 
addict who still suffers.  
 
Thank you for your time and effort! 
 
 
Anthony P. 
2017 ABM Delegate 
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Greater Chicago/Milwaukee SLAA Intergroup 
Saturday May 20, 2017 Meeting Minutes 
  
In attendance: Scott F. [Chair; Waukegan], Anthony [Outreach/ABM], Hannah [Vice 
Chair], Andrea V. [Inreach; Tues NTAC], Matt (phone) [Website], Paul D. 
[Treasurer], John, Andy, Thomas (phone) [Hedwig] 
 
OFFICER REPORTS 
  
Fiduciary 

● Treasurer report was accepted. 
● Budget is on track with planned expenses such as ABM fee and associated 

travel expenses. 
● $900 in seed money for 3rd retreat to be replaced to IG following the 

event. 
  
Chairperson 

● Proposal re: ABM and West Chicago IG- a group conscience taken for the IG 
not to represent Chicago West at the ABM. 

● By-Law Consolidation: request for files with current by-laws to be posted 
on the website and Google Drive.  

● Updates from Website Team: Matt currently continuing to support the 
website team, will add a save the date on the website for the upcoming 3rd 
retreat in August. 

  
Outreach 

● Discussion about concerns about the manner in which meetings are listed 
online and making it as easy as possible for newcomers to understand the 
schedule and access the meetings. 

  
In Reach 

● April meeting minutes approved.  
● April/May newsletter content approved. 
● Format of newsletter changed to a Google doc so those who are assisting 

with editing can access them. 
  
NEW BUSINESS 

● ABM Agenda and Feedback: Anthony sent out the 5 pieces of literature that 
are to be discussed at this year’s ABM.  It is requested to alert all 
groups to these pieces of literature and if possible, have each group vote 
on the agenda items by July. 

  
OLD BUSINESS 

● Update: Application for ABM in 2018/2019: final search for locations to 
meet price criteria before submitting a final application. Orrington Hotel 
in Evanston is likely.  This will be our final bid to the ABM committee. 
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● Third retreat- Dates are August 25-27th at Benet Lake Wisconsin.  Theme is 
being finalized and online set up in the works.  

● Meeting in a box update: Call completed and Paul composed and set out a 
google doc that is accessible for folks on IG to view and if possible, 
take a piece of it to add to it/make suggestions as it is a working 
document. 

● Still need to fill Outreach and Inreach roles with new IG members. 
  
SUGGESTED ANNOUNCEMENTS FOR MEETING REPS 

● Please appeal to folks in the meetings to help be of service on the IG. 
Direct approaches to individuals tend to work the best. 

● On behalf of IG, thank groups for their contributions to IG with monthly 
collections. 

● Officer positions up for reelection. 
● Save the date for the Benet Lake Retreat 
● Appeal to those in the groups to access the ABM Agenda items and make 

their voice heard, particularly on anorexia and step study items. 
  

Next Meeting: Saturday, June 17, 8:00 am, St. Hedwig’s Church 
 

 
Cinesobrieté 
Annie Nymus 
 

We’re on a mission from God.  
–Jake Blues,  The Blues Brothers 

 
Safe to say that I don’t know much about my 
higher power.  I have certain ideas about what I think HP should be like, 
should do, how HP should treat me (or make other people treat me).  I like 
to specify outcomes and consequences to my HP.  Sometimes I treat my HP 
like I treat myself – lots of demands and not much acceptance. 
 
But I do believe in my higher power.  Not just a higher power, but the one 
that I understand – for me, he’s nice, fatherly, bearded, not religiously 
affiliated, straight out of a Simpson’s episode; that’s just my HP, no one 
else’s.  And I do believe in my HP.  I don’t mean that I believe in the 
existence of God; nor do I mean that my HP will save my soul.  What I mean 
is that when I am honest and truthful with myself, I believe that there’s 
no way I could have ended up here without the intervention of something 
outside of myself.  Do I still want more from my HP?  All the time.  But 
then again, I’ve often had trouble understanding the concept of ‘enough’. 
My guess is that I get just what I need.  
 

My higher power is just as reliable as my addiction, and a lot nicer. 
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