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Editor’s note 
What a powerful issue. More and more, when people ask me what they should write 
about, I am leaning towards asking for simple descriptions of how program shows 
up in their day-to-day lives. You will find several iterations of this approach 
in these pages: a joyous encounter with a program member in the “real world” 
and a demonstration of remarkable courage and carrying the message while 
fighting anorexia.  
 
Bill Wilson was convinced that the best way to         
gain the addict’s trust is through simple       
explanations from another addict of “what it       
was like, what happened, and what it’s like        
now.” This approach underlies the mechanism of       
our meeting formats (reading or lead followed       
by individual witnessing, or “sharing.” It’s      
also how we are instructed in Chapter 7 of the          
Big Book to do 12th Step work (listen, tell         
our story, outline the program of action). It        
is also the rationale behind the way the Big         
Book is structured (front half: program of       
action; back half: member stories -- this       
structure also borrows from William James’      
Varieties of Religious Experience). 
 
So all you amazing writers out there who feel 
stymied by the idea that an article for The 
Great Fact has to be profound or perfect, or 
stymied by sponsoring because of the same 
mistaken notion, take this to heart: Talking simply about your life, the more 
mundane and specific the better, and the many evidences of HP’s entry to expel 
the obsession, is profound. Imperfect descriptions of progressively improving 
lives, paradoxically, is the perfect tool for carrying the message. 
 
And if you haven’t understood the subtle nudge between the lines of this note: 
We want to read what you have to write. 
 
Trudgingly, but never grudgingly, 
Gene B. 
 

 
 
 
Cover: Progress Not Perfection 
Peggy S. 
 
For years I drew what I literally saw in front of me, from human figures to 
archaeological artifacts to landscapes, portraits and more figures. While I 
admired abstraction, I couldn't imagine how such images were created.  
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When I was asked to do an image for this newsletter with the theme of 
"progress, not perfection", I struggled to come up with ideas. I did a couple 
of drawings that seem to reflect different aspects of my recovery, but the 
result was personal, organic, womb-like imagery. I felt the newsletter image 
needed to be more abstract, as my previous images have been for this 
newsletter. 
 
“Progress” is an abstract notion -- difficult to illustrate. In the process of 
putting pencils to paper, I had a sudden insight. To create abstract art, I 
just had to jump in there and do it -- not worry about perfection. This 
exercise itself was a metaphor for “progress, not perfection.”  
 
In recovery, we learn about boundaries. There are obvious areas where I did not 
have boundaries, thus I did harm to myself and others. In other ways I have 
been bound up by trauma, addiction, dysfunctional thinking and reactive 
behavior. These boundaries, or bonds, have been perpetual hindrances, 
preventing me from growing and flourishing. To remove these inhibiting 
boundaries, we can't obsess about every step. We have to let go and trust the 
process, trust ourselves, trust that growth is happening as we put one foot in 
front of the other. Stick with the program, stay the course. Put ink to paper. 
Let it flow. 
 
 

 
 
 
Prostate cancer, surgery, flashbacks, depression and recovery in SLAA. 
Part one: The Event 
Marty K. 

I’m a fifty-eight year old male member of SLAA. When I introduce myself at 
meetings I say “Hi, my name’s Marty and I am an anorexic sex and love addict.” 
For the majority of my adult sexual life I have “acted in.” From time to time 
I’ve stumbled into a relationship with a female, fallen down the rabbit hole 
and emerged a full blown sex and love addict. These encounters have been few 
and far between and mostly forgettable, if only I could. 
 
On Friday, April 7th of this year I had surgery for prostate cancer.  My 
cancerous prostate was removed leaving me forever unable to produce seaman and 
a natural erection.  My urologist, Dr. Kim, a very kind and gentle man assured 
me that with the help of Viagra I would be able to have an erection and 
something they call dry orgasm.  It may seem odd to most people but this didn’t 
really bother me because as an anorexic I had pretty much resigned myself to 
the idea that I wasn’t having sex anymore anyway. 
 
The surgery went well and I went home to recover.  The worst part of this 
ordeal so far was being tied to a catheter for the next ten days.  Finally the 
day came when I was to have it removed.  On Monday April 17th I drove to my 
urologists clinic feeling mildly elated about having this tube finally removed 
from my body.  I check in with the receptionist, she says the doctor will be 
with you soon.  I was led back to the examination room where I was left to 
wait.  Finally the knock at the door and in walks Andria, a very attractive 
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young doctor with long curly blond hair, not Dr. Kim!  
 
I was instantly struck with terror.  I’m also a member of Incest Survivors 
Anonymous.  My mother sexually abused me, covertly and emotionally, from a very 
early age.  Throughout my life she would constantly bombarded me with negative 
messages about sex, girls and later women.  I believe, as does my therapist, 
that she was sexually abused as a child.  It left me psychosexually scarred 
with an almost pathological fear of all females especially attractive females 
and nearly impossible to have meaningful, intimate, loving and sexual 
relationships.  I’ve always said my biggest fear would be being locked in an 
elevator overnight with a beautiful woman.  And now into my life walks Andria. 
 
Andria is the kind of person that likes to get to close when she talks.  I 
couldn’t bear to look at her as she explained how she was going to remove this 
thing from me.  She said take a deep breathe and let it out.  I breathed in and 
before I could let it out she gave it a quick tug and it was out.  It hurt like 
hell for a few seconds and then subsided.  It felt like a snake had just 
slithered out of my penis.  I was mortified.  I felt violated.  I left and 
drove home feeling like the bottom of my life had fallen out.  Shame spiral.  I 
fell into a deep depression.  I started having flashbacks.  I was suddenly 
having vivid memories of the ugliness from my childhood.  My “inner adolescent” 
was beside himself.  I couldn’t eat or sleep.  The flashbacks were not always 
of the abuse; sometimes I would see the face of some girl or woman that had 
been friendly with me.  Of course I was terrified of them and nothing ever came 
of it.  They had drifted into my life for a brief while, lost interest and 
drifted away.  I’m not saying all these girls or women would have been a 
relationship but surely some of them had at least the potential.  I’m aware now 
that the fear caused by the abuse forced me to close the door on opportunity. 
I had always told myself that girls just didn’t like me and there were no 
opportunities for relations.  I know now I was wrong. 
 
I stayed in my head with this for three days.  On April 20th I had a follow up 
appointment to check how I was doing.  I didn’t see Andria that day.  Instead I 
saw a nurse practitioner.   I explained to her that I was having trouble 
urinating.  Most guys when they have prostate cancer surgery tend to leak a 
bit, sometimes quite a bit.  The four main offenders are when you laugh, 
sneeze, cough or sit down too hard in your car.  I was just the opposite.  I 
was having frequent need to urinate, not producing much, having to force it 
out, not much flow and excessive pain during urination.  I wonder now if my 
body was revolting to the trauma and shutting down.  I also mustered the 
strength to tell her that I had been sexually abused as a child and when Andria 
pulled my catheter it opened up a floodgate of emotions from my past.  She said 
she was sorry to hear it and that she would tell DR. Kim about it.  I was given 
some pills that made my urine turn emerald green and that’s about it.  I wanted 
to go back to work thinking that having a structured day would do me good. 
They would have none of that and told me to stay home another week. 
 
That extra week was a godsend (and I don’t really believe in God, at least not 
in the Judeo-Christian  tradition). At some point I had a moment of clarity. I 
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“Wouldn't people think we were monsters for sharing such details?” 

 

 

 

 

 
said to myself, “If I’m going to be off this week then I’m going to go to a ton 
of meetings and get my recovery on track.”  I started calling old friends and 
spilling my guts; I started back going to AA meetings.  I am an alcoholic and 
my name is Marty.  I went to my SLAA meeting, spilled my guts again, and 
resumed my relationship with my sponsor.  There’s a guy at our meeting that I 
know is a member of Incest Survivors Anonymous.  At the meeting after the 
meeting, he invited me to go with him to an ISA meeting. I graciously accepted. 
He is now my ISA sponsor. 
 
So now I’m doing 120 in 90, calling lots of people, checking in daily with my 
sponsors and working the steps in two programs.  I feel better than I have in 
many years. 
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Announcements... for the good of SLAA 
 
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! This weekend! 
 
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  
 
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. 
 
Anorexia 4-5-6-7 Writing Committee 
Consider participating in this great service opportunity! Committee meets on 
the first Sunday of the month at 1 PM CST. Requests for call details can be 
made using the form via the More Information link on the slaafws.org site. 
 
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.  
 
Subscribe to the SLAA Journal – digital or print 
The eJournal is now available to read on your PC, Mac, or Device. 
Check device compatibility by viewing the Free Journal Outreach Issue. 
 
Download Mp3 Files Of Past Journal Issues on the slaafws.org website! 
Read by members of S.L.A.A. Purchased files are in MP3 format and can be loaded 
onto any digital music device or burned to a CD. 
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Unpacking ‘progress’ and ‘perfection’ 
Paul D. 
 
“Progress, not perfection.” This is one of the tried and true darlings of the 
12-step world.  I think about it from time when I’m musing about what it was 
like, what happened, and what it’s like now.  In the course of my recovery it’s 
been helpful for me to take a deep dive into the wording of our recovery 
literature in an attempt to mine all the value I can from the experience, 
strength, and hope of the writers.  (Is your head spinning yet because of all 
the tag lines in the first few sentences?!) So, at the risk of “navel gazing”, 
let me ruminate for a moment about progress and perfection. 
  
Progress seems, to me, to be a bit of a moving target.  Yesterday’s progress is 
today’s status quo.  If you take a moment and ask Siri, she’ll tell you that 
progress means, “Forward or onward movement toward a destination; advance or 
development toward a better, more complete, or more modern condition.” I like 
the second half of that a little better.  It seems more gentle and less like, 
“Progress is okay, but what I really want is perfection.”  
  
Perfection is so… final.  Where’s the adventure in that!? And who defines 
perfect? It reminds me of Einstein’s quote, “Everyone is a genius. But if you 
judge a fish by its ability to climb a tree, it will live its whole life 
believing that it is stupid.” Likewise with perfection; if I spend my whole 
life trying to live up to some ideal of flawlessness that I helped create when 
I was in my disease, I’m doomed to frustration with my blemishes.  Under these 
conditions, the best of us often give up altogether.  So what to do with the 
idea of perfection?  In the words of Elsa, “Let it go! Let it go!" 
 
So, progress is as simple as moving along a path toward a desired outcome or 
destination.  And the outcome isn’t even a terminal point.  Somewhere in my 
conservative Christian upbringing I started to believe that God has this 
immovable standard for my life (let’s call it ‘perfection’) and that I was 
bound to die, not having lived up to that standard.  Then, when I die and go 
stand before that stern judge in the sky that I viewed God to be, he’d say 
something like, “Paul, you did okay… but you didn’t quite live up to what I 
planned for you so you’ll have to sit in the back row of heaven for all 
eternity where the delinquents hang out.” No offense to anyone who sat in the 
back row in school.  
  
I’ve since come to understand that God is not the hard nose, stern-faced, 
impersonal arbiter of divine retribution on lazy humanity.  He’s gentle, 
loving, and understanding, and remembers that I’m fallible.  And occasionally, 
in spite of my better angels, I sometimes even struggle to want to do the right 
thing.  But, I am making progress.  Not toward perfection, but toward the 
person God created me to be.  All I’m asked to do is to wake up each day and 
thoughtfully examine my life.  What’s one area where I can make a change for 
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the better today?  If I’m unclear about this, I have people around me whom I 
can look to for support.  I have a sponsor, sponsees, friends in recovery, 
therapists, a loving wife, and understanding friends outside the rooms.  Beyond 
that, the world is a mirror.  With God’s help I can, as Gandhi said, “Be the 
change I want to see in the world.” Maybe someday I’ll be perfect, maybe not. 
Okay, probably not.  But I can make progress today. 
  
 

 
 
 
 
Run-in 
Gene B. 
 
There’s a guy in program who I sponsored when he came in a couple years ago. He 
and I are alike in many ways: too smart for his own good, chronically missing 
the connection between the many ways he was not surrendering and the many times 
he acted out. Then he drifted away from the rooms and I had that familiar, sad 
mixture of feelings I always get when I realize someone I knew has left. Regret 
for not having more effectively carried the message to him, due to the 
contradiction between my “wisdom” and my continued acting out. And relief from 
not having to think about the problem (our shared dilemma) as it manifested in 
him anymore. 
 
Then, a few months ago, he was back. And it was soon clear to me, on talking to 
him, that “the change” had occurred. It always blows my mind when someone who’s 
been (just) coming to meetings starts sounding like the central tenets of this 
simple program have been absorbed and accepted. The biggest clue is when the 
actual words he says are words I recognize from the Big Book, as opposed to 
some other self-help tome, or from tragedies in his distant or recent past. 
Words like “step,” “HP,” “amend,” and “service.” Another vernacular evidence of 
the transition is when, in relating some new adventure in their lives, he 
focuses on what his part was instead of blaming others or playing the victim.  
 
So, this fellow’s return has been a huge gift to me. We now talk frequently on 
the phone as recovering brothers, calling each other on our b.s., joking about 
life and program while suffering through traffic jams, poorly constructed 
furniture, and other high-class problems. Checking in to see that we’ve each 
made “our minimums” -- that is, the absolute daily/weekly necessities for 
staying sober like meetings, calls and step work -- is an intrinsic (though not 
belabored; it’s just part of the easy flow of our talking) part of these 
convos. 
 
This week we both had mentioned that we’d miss our home meeting due to prior 
commitments. That’s a drag, but not a sobriety deal-breaker if handled with 
transparency (I don’t lie to myself or others by thinking/saying it’s not a big 
deal), accountability (I let my sponsor and a bunch of my fellows in the 

7 



meeting know that I won’t be there, my reason, and that I’ll be back next 
week), and substitution (I make a few calls to my peeps that day, and I ALWAYS 
make a live meeting to replace the missed one). So Saturday rolled around, and 
up I drove, under a delicious cumulus sky, with my daughter to her annual 
school event. 
 
Parking (in a sweet, hadda-be-Higher-Powered, rockstar parking spot by the 
school), a car pulled up beside me and rolled down the window. Imagine my 
surprise when it turned out to be this selfsame fellow, with a big ol’ bandana 
around his neck and his girlfriend (who he’s checked in with me about 
repeatedly) in the passenger seat! So cool! Seeing programs members in public 
is never awkward for me -- sure there are sometimes issues of what or how much 
to say because of other people in the vicinity, but the main thing is WE EXIST! 
And we exist together in this delicious, cumulus world, OUTSIDE of meetings as 
well as within them. That symbiotic, cellular relationship -- supporting each 
other in the rooms so we can do our lives outside of them -- is affirmed every 
time I run into one of youse.  
 
We laughed and talked for a second about music and our respective days. I said 
hello to his partner and jokingly asked if she felt safe driving with that 
yahoo behind the wheel, and she brilliantly replied, “So far, so good.” Then I 
told my friend we were remiss, that it was 9:50 and wasn’t there some place we 
were both supposed to be? His response was soo good: he grinned and said, “This 
is the meeting!” 
 
 

 
 
 
 
So I put my fears aside, trusting in the Steps, and read my inventory. 
Vince R. 
 
"...in finally telling all, we could break the terrible, lonely isolation that 
had kept us from getting what we craved all along--unconditional love and 
acceptance for what and who we really were, both good and bad." 
 

Sex and Love Addicts Anonymous, Step 5, p.82-83  
 
 
Many SLAA members share a common anxiety when new to the fellowship. We come to 
our first meetings, eager for a solution to whatever our acting out problem 
looked like. We heard others share very openly about their patterns of sex and 
love addiction and knew, with uncomfortable anticipation, that our time to 
share would come soon. This fear is understandable. Who wants to be open and 
honest -- with others OR ourselves -- about our acting out and all the harm it 
caused? Wouldn't people think we were monsters for sharing such details? 
Wouldn't we be reviled and unloved? We sat with these feelings for a time, but 
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at a certain point we finally shared about ourselves. And something amazing 
happened. We were not scorned or shunned. We were not branded with scarlet 
letters or run off by a mob. Usually we experienced the opposite -- we were 
thanked for our honesty and encouraged to "keep coming back". Other members 
asked if they could call us to check in, or offered to be our sponsor. This 
acceptance by the fellowship of who and what we are gave -- and continues to 
give -- us a sense of belonging and relief from isolation and shame. We find in 
SLAA that we are loved and accepted despite our history of acting out. 
 
As we write out our 4th Step, examining our part in our resentments toward 
others, we uncover some facts we weren't expecting to find. We thought the 
worst of it came out in sharing about our acting out, and it was painful to 
discover that there were yet more difficult truths to face. In reviewing our 
resentments, we find that we are selfish and self-centered, dishonest and 
manipulative, vengeful and unforgiving, judgmental and critical, arrogant and 
smug, self-pitying and demanding. We may be overrun by our addiction when 
acting out, but what excuse do we have about these other aspects of ourselves? 
We engage in them when we're supposedly sane and sober. In many cases, we 
didn't even know we were acting in these ways. How unflattering to learn that 
we are not pristine after surrendering our addictive patterns. We harm others 
not only through our acting out, but also through our everyday demands for 
emotional and material security and prestige.  
 

 
 
I vividly recall shaking my head at myself while writing my 4th step. I 
realized what a mean, selfish jerk I was, and became acutely aware that I had 
some serious amends to make to several people whom I believed victimized me. 
When I was done writing my inventories, my sponsor instructed me to read them 
to him, out loud, as part of the 5th Step. Although I was willing to do this, 
it felt uncomfortable. I had no problem telling him about my acting out 
behavior, but I was hesitant to admit what a jerk I had been to people in other 
non-sexual situations. My character defects almost seemed worse than my acting 
out. So I put my fears aside, trusting in the Steps, and read my inventory. 
Something unexpected happened: in the same way that I was accepted in meetings 
for my acting out behavior, I was accepted and loved by my sponsor for my other 
shortcomings. He identified with a lot of them and even shared some instances 
when he had acted similarly. I began to get a more right-sized view of myself 
-- that I was not better or worse than other people. I was flawed, yes, but in 
ways that we all are. 
 
I didn't have a sudden spiritual experience after the 5th step, but I recall 
feeling more joyful and free in the weeks afterward. It came together for me 
when I ran into an old friend who told me I looked different. "Something in 
your eyes," he said, smiling. He could see a change in me, even if I couldn't. 
I took it as a sign that something in me had shifted. I had taken an important 
step forward in my spiritual journey. 
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