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DISTRICT 01 NEWSLETTER - GREEN BAY, WI
APRIL* 2007

I AM RESPONSIBLE.
WHEN ANYONE, ANYWHERE, REACHES OUT FOR HELP,
I WANT THE HAND OF A. A. ALWAYS TO BE THERE.
AND FOR THAT; I AM RESPONSIBLE.

"The only requirement for membership is a desire to stop drinking"”

SERVICE MEETING
May 18th 6:30 PM.
@ The Bridge
2514 JENNY LANE Green Bay

DISTRICT COMMITTEE OFFICERS

District Chairperson  Bruce 498-9750
Alternate Chair Bob L. 309-1160
Secretary Debbie S. 494-8825
Treasurer Lynn L. 496-5899
Archives Mark P. 660-1888
Bridging the Gap/Treatment

Eddy A. 339-0729
Cooperation w/ professional Committee

Phyllis 471-0749
Corrections Glenn F. 321-8039
Grapevine John S. 435-5158
Hotline Jim D. 468-8141
Intergroup 06 Chair  Tracey 592-9337
Intergroup Co-Chair Kimberly
Newsletter Brad E 265-9945
Public Information  Elizabeth 497-1812
Webmaster Chair Eric V. 468-9262
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"THESE SERVANTS MUST ALWAYS BE IN
READINESS TO DO FOR THE GROUPS WHAT
THE GROUPS OBVIOUSLY CANNOT OR
SHOULD NOT DO FOR THEMSELVES."
The 12 concepts p.23

Each member speaks for him or herself. In the home
group, the GSR brings our group conscience to the
DCM as it is shared among the groups in our district.
Groups draw upon the service of the committees. The
newsletter and meeting list is distributed. ALL
MEMBERS ARE WELCOME TO ATTEND!

! "A NEW GROUP IS FORMED"

Gather about yourself a few kindred spirits
and announce to us that a 'New Alcoholics
Anonymous Group' is formed. You may find a home
Jor your group anywhere as long as you are self-
supporting.

Any two or more alcoholics gathered together may
call themselves an A. A. group,
provided that, as a group they have no other
affiliation.

"The only requirement for membership is a desire to
stop drinking"

REGISTER YOUR GROUP NATIONALLY
by sending your '"New group form"
to the GSO in N.Y. Call the district 01 news-
letter and leave your info for inclusion on the
meeting list. WELCOME!

VISIT OUR WEBSITE

DISTRICT 01 www.greenbayaa.org.
AREA 74 www.area’4.org
AREA 75 www.area75.org

AA GRAPEVINE www.aagrapevine.org
G.S.0 .(NEW YORK) www.aa.org

The thing that I get from going to
meetings, Is that we can hear and share
our Humanness. Where else in this
world can you do that?

(Heard at a meeting)




Minutes of the GSR and Committee Service Meeting
February 15, 2007

Those in attendance:

Bruce K. DCM District 01

Debbie S. Secretary

Lynn L. District Treasurer

Michael V. Newsletter Chair

Mark E. GSR-Thurs. Walk With Us Group
John S. Grapevine Chair

Patrick N. Friends of Bill

Brad E. All. GSR-Fisherman's Paradise
Terri G. Walk With Us

Sarah G. GSR-Tues. Women's Ipm 218 Club
Daniel T. GSR-Oneida AA Group

Stacey C. GSR-Women in the Present
Richard Sam S. Outside sponsor-B.C. Jail Work Release
Eric S. GSR-Back to Basics

Mark P. Archive Chair

Jim D. Hotline Chair

JeffP. GSR- Mon. 8:30am BB 218 Club
Tim D. Tuesday Serenity Seekers

Keith J. GSR-Stepping Up Group

Eddie A. Bridging the Gap Chair

Randy B. GSR-Fisherman's Paradise

Brian B. GSR-Fri. Spiritual Axiom

John S. GSR-Happy Hour Group Tues. 5:30pm

The meeting opened with the Serenity Prayer.

Debbie S. read the minutes trom January 18,2007.
They were accepted as read.

Lynn L. read the treasurer's report and it was
accepted as read.

Committee Re{Jorts NEWSLETTER-
Michael V. announced he will be moving to Seattle in a
few weeks. He said it has been an extreme privilege to
do the newsletter.

HOTLINE- Jim D. will finish making calls to hotline
volunteers to confirm their availability.

PUBLIC INFORMATION- Elizabeth is going to
attend a P.1. workshop to learn more about her
position as p.r. chair.

BRIDGING THE GAP- Eddie A. reported things are
going real well. He is getting more requests. He will
be calling current volunteers to check their status.

ARCHIVES- Mark P. had nothing new to report.

GRAPEVINE: John S. has forms for audio Grapevine
and past issues. If anyone is interested in writing their
story for publication in the Grapevine, John can let
you know how to submit it. John's new phone number
is: 883-8538. The next Grapevine meeting is March 9
at St. Norbert's. John received a phone call trom an
AA member who was interested in becoming a
Grapevine representative for one of the AA meetings.

C.P.C.- not present
WEBMASTER- not present

CORRECTIONS- Bruce reported for Glenn. For the
time being, literature and pampbhlets are not being

allowed into the Detention Center Jail. Huber can
still have literature and pamphlets.

Corrections needs more volunteers to attend jail
meetings. Contact Glenn F. Sam can also be
contacted at: 660-3341.

OLD BUSINESS-Money that groups donate to
District 01 will be spent where needed in the district.

NEW BUSINESS- Brad E. was nominated and
elected as new Newsletter Chair.

Eric S. and Sam brought up the issue of having a
central office in Green Bay. They are asking groups to
elect a representative to attend meetings-the first one
being 2-24-07. These meetings will discuss and
research the need and support of a central office. Eric
S. can be contacted at: 562-6484.

The meeting closed with the Lord's Prayer.

Respectfully submitted by Debbie S.
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A_A. District 01
February 15", 2007
Treasurer's Report

Balance as of Jan. 18", 2007 $1,299.83
Deposits:
Road to Recovery/5:30 Monday
$200.00
Early Birds/ Sunday 218 Club
$242.00
Winners Circle $ 90.00
Monday Morning Big Book
$ 40.00
Sat. Eye Opener/St. Matts $167.50
Spiritual Axiom Group $ 46.80
Total Deposits  $786.30
Checks or Debits:
The Bridge (Rent) $..15.00
Marty Slavik(Newsletter) $ 85.00
All City Communication  $228.30
Check Image Fee $ 3.00
Total Checks or Debits
$331.00
Balance as of February 15,2007 $1,754.83
Lynn L....... Treasurer
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"I simply couldn't stop drinking and no human
being could seem to do the job for me. But when
I became willing to clean house and then asked a

'Higher Power', God as I understood Him, to
give me release, my obsession to drink vanished.
It was lifted right out of me"”

(12&12 page 63...Step 6)



Editor's notation: This is an article I planned to write
as the final piece as I served out my term as
Committee Chair of the Newsletter. Due to current
circumstances, The time is now. This story is both
compelling and intriguing and is that of one of our
Founding Father's of "4lcoholics Anonymous"
And here is BILL W'S STORY.

The year was 1934, 1 lay in Charles B. Towns Hospital
on Central Park West for yet another time. I was again with
kindly Dr. Silkworth and my dear wife and faithful
companion Lois in the lobby. Dr Silkworth had thought at
one time I might recover. But I had steadily gone downhill,
and now lay upstairs in the hospital, knowing this time that I
was totally hopeless.

Lois and the gentle doctor were downstairs conversing
about the bad news so many wives and husbands have
received. He was trying to tell her in the gentlest way what
was wrong and that I truly was hopeless. And with Lois
exclaiming, "But Bill was a tremendous amount of will-
power. You never saw such an obstinate man when he set
his heart on something. He has tried desperately to get well.
We have tried everything . Doctor, Why can't he stop?" The
soft spoken doctor explained that what was once a habit, had
become an obsession, a true insanity that condemned me to
drink against my will. "Doctor, What can we do?" He
explained that I would either have to be locked up or go mad
or die. (A scenario many of us also have faced when we
stared this reality down).

Upstairs, I knew that reality, and began to reminisce.
For the benefit of our friends who may not know how
alcoholics get that way, let me take you back to when I was
a child, the time when I acquired some of the traits that had
a lot to do with my insatiable craving for alcohol.

[ was brought up in a little Yankee town of about fifty
houses, East Dorset, Vermont. I was born in the shadow of a
mountain named Mount Aeolus. My early recollection is
one of looking up and seeing that vast and mysterious
mountain and wondering what it was and whether 1 would
ever climb that high. But I was presently distracted by my
aunt who, as a fourth birthday present, made me a plate of
fudge. For the next thirty-five years I pursued the fudge of
life and quite forgot about the mountain altogether.

At the age of ten I went to live with my grandparents.
They too, down home Yankee folks of the old order. My
granddad came home with a book one day about Australia
and stated that only those bushmen from the outback could
make and throw a boomerang. Right then I thought, "I'm
going to be the first American to make and throw a
boomerang"! Some kid with a notion like that might, it
might last a few days. But for myself, it lasted six months. |
carved all sorts of wood. I even carved some of the wood
from my bed headboard. In the end I did in fact finally did
build a boomerang that not only flew well, but nearly took
my grandpa's head off.

Emotionally I had begun the fashioning of another sort
of boomerang, one that almost killed me later on. In that
early period I had to be an athlete because I was tall and
clumsy. I had to be a musician because I couldn't carry a

note. I had to be class president at our boarding school. I had
to be first in everything because I had an inferiority complex
and felt the least of God's creatures. I played the fiddle in
the school band, even though a pitiful band it was. I did
become captain of the baseball team. | was the leader and
lead I must!. I must be number one. I was the big man on
campus and the only thing I lacked was romance. Then
came the ministers daughter. I had romance, security, and
applause. I was ecstatically happy.

Then one day the principal came to me with desperate
news. My girlfriend had suddenly died the night before. 1
was devastated. I sunk into a deep depression that lasted a
whole three years. Any normal youngster would have felt
badly, but would never have sunk so low and stayed
submerged for so long.

Then along came Lois, and [ was suddenly alive, a
going concern again. We were married during the world war
when I was a young officer at New Bedford. We were one
of societies accepted. Then again, that terrible feeling of
inadequacy, That shy inability to speak more than two three
words in a row. It was overwhelming. Then one day,
someone handed me a Bronx cocktail. With numerous
warnings about our family history of alcoholism, I took one
then another and then another. I was loose and a part of the
crowd, and thought 1 found the elixir of life. Down went all
the barriers that stood between me and the people around
me. I could talk easily, I could communicate.

With the war over, I returned from France and Lois and
I moved to the city.(New York). I went from an officer to a
clerk for the New York Central Railway. That only spurred
the same old power drive. I set my sights to become
president of a big steel corporation. I had in fact gotten fired
by the railroad for being such a lousey clerk. I vowed that 1
would show that railroad and everybody else too!

Finally I got into Wall Street, where it's the path to
enormous wealth or poverty. I did make far too much
money for someone so young. I was somebody! I was not
disturbed by my drinking at all, but Lois was increasingly
concerned. [ was at this time drinking to dream greater
dreams of greater power and wealth. Fact was, I was about
to achieve that ambition when the stock market crash of
1929 occurred.

Although I was in great debt, I looked down on others
who had declared bankruptcy. With disdain I thought of
them as loser's. I thought I could build it all back up. I'd
done it before, I could do it again.

But I did not do it again. My alcoholic obsession had
condemned me; I could no longer hold onto the first rung of
my comeback ladder. So, I began sinking into a dire stupor
and despair that I'd become discredited in every circle I'd
once belonged. I no longer drank to dream dreams of power;
I was drinking to numb the pain, to forget.

I soon landed a once in a lifetime business opportunity
and by Wall Street standards, it was BIG!

As part of my business venture I had to sign a contract that I
could not drink. Us Vermonter's take our legal contracts to
great store. During the life of the contract, which could be
long, 1 was determined not to drink. It would be best chance
to get Lois out of that department store job and we'd be once




again be at the social standing we were so entitled. A new
business venture required my attention and Myself and a
few engineers set to this industry. One night in a hotel room,
they pulled out a bottle of applejack. They asked if I wanted
a nip and I found I could easily say "no"! I could think of
my contract and of Lois. As the evening wore on I became
bored and with the jug making the rounds, One of the
engineers said, "Bill, this is Applejack, Jersey lightening.
Better have at least one"? I thought that during my whole
drinking career, I'd never had "Jersey Lightening". "Boy's,
one little shot won't hurt me."

Inexplicably, both Lois and my business contract faded. I
could only think of that "Jersey Lightening".

That moment the obsession seized me once again. The
following three days were a complete oblivion. My business
partners called me and said the deal was off!

I began to lose hope. The mental disintegration
proceeded rapidly and implacably. Soon I was back in the
hospital, again for another one of my "Cures'? It was then
that Lois and I learned what my score really was. "locked
up, insanity or death"! Not much of a choice and it wasn't
until that fateful September night in 1934 that I stood at the
crossroads.

I'd managed initially managed to stay sober for several
months on fear alone. No contract, not for Lois and not even
for myself. On Fear alone. Perhaps I wasn't a lost cause after
all? Confidence was beginning to grow.

Armistice Day, 1934, rolled around. Lois was off to her
department store job that she had gotten back and I longed
again to play some golf. I asked Lois, since the purse strings
were tight, If I could go to the public course and play a
round or so. She, with apprehension said, "That would be
wonderful"! Off I went. First the subway, then the bus.
Along the way I met a rifleman who was going to the
shooting range near where the golf course was. We talked
and near the country Inn he asked me if I wanted a drink to
set me off on the right foot. I then spoke of the illness and
allergy I had to alcohol and all the misery it had caused me.
I was enveloped in the explanation of how I was one of
those people who could not manage it. I told him that I was
through with it forever?! We spoke for a while and he asked
me if | at least wanted a sandwich to eat? We sat down at
the bar this time and remember it was 'Armistice Day' and I
was remembering the great celebration in France at that
time. He had a couple drinks and I a couple Ginger Ale's.
About that time the big Irishman bartender came over to us
and said, "The drinks are on the bar." "It's Armistice Day'!
Before 1 even gave it a thought, I picked up the drink and
slammed it. My new found friend was aghast? didn't I just
give him this whole speech about the dreaded John
Barleycorn and the misery it caused me. With a wave of his
hand, he was off to the shooting range. His departing words
were that I must be "Crazy"! I am I said.

The next morning, Lois found me unconscious in the
hallway of our house with a bloodied head caused by my
falling against the iron grating outside our steps. When I
came to, we both really had nothing to say. What could we
say? I went back to drinking, one two, three bottles of
bathtub gin a day.

I could not stop and I knew it. The insanity of the
obsession had taken over yet again.

Then one day the phone rang. It was one of my old
drinking buddies, Ebby. It was he I'd pegged as a
hopeless case. He sounded different and livid. I asked
him how he was doing and he stated he was alcohol
free. I told him, "Come right over". We'll talk about the
good ol' days. Soon he was at the door and we sat
down in the kitchen, a bottle of liquor between us. I
asked him if he wanted a drink. He emphatically said
he did not. There was something different about him [
thought?! I asked him, "What's this all about? You say
your not drinking, But you also say that you aren't on
the wagon?" "Well", Ebby said, "I've got religion"!

What a shocker that was. Religion? What brand of
religion have you got? He stated that he had fallen in
with some folks calling themselves the "Oxford"
Group. They had taught me some things. These foks
have given me some wonderful ideas. I learned that I
have to admit that I was licked; I learned that I had to
take stock of myself and admit my defects and tell
them to another person in confidence; I learned I
needed to make restitution for the harm I had done to
others. [ was told I ought to practice the kind of giving
that has no price tag on it, the giving of yourself to
somebody. Now." He added. I know you are going to
gag on this, but they told me to pray for my sobriety
even if I didn't believe in God. I was to pray to a God,
"If there is one?" Ebby said that when he did this with
an open mind, the obsession to drink was taken from
him. Ebby didn't try to evangelize me and left.

I continued drinking, but in no waking hour was the
thought of my friend absent from my mind. I could not
forget what he had said. In the kinship of common
suffering, One alcoholic had been talking to another.

I went through my mood swings, elation to
depression. I thought about that Oxford group Ebby
spoke about and one evening set out to the mission
where they held the meetings. I did set our but ended
up at every bar along the way. I was spending more
and more time in the bars of late. At one of these bars
I'd met a guy named Alec. He said he was a sail maker
and a fisherman. That word fisher of men had a good
sound to it. Yes, "Fisher of men". I talked him into
going down to the mission to see what this group was
all about with me. We arrived and were met at the door
by the burly man in charge. He proposed to run us off,
Just then Ebby came running up, with a wide grin on
his face he invited us in. Do you want to come to the
meeting? I said, "Of course why do you think we are
here? I'd never been in a mission and the smell of
sweat and alcohol was very much present.

The caretaker we'd met earlier led the meeting. He,
as well as others gave their testimonials and I did too.



mountain of my youth with a wind blowing not of air,
but of a "spirit blowing"! "So there is a God of the
preacher!" A Great peace stole over me and I thought,
"No matter how wrong things seem to be, they will be
alright. Things are right with God and his world."

Soft-spoken Dr. Silkworth came in after my tirade
and I asked him if I was in fact "Crazy"? He said, "No
your not crazy. There has been some sort of
psychological transformation taking place here. It is a
"Spiritual Experience" of which I've read about in
books. Sometimes spiritual experiences do release
people from the throes of alcoholism. Immensely
relieved, I fell again to wondering what had actually
happened. This search for the answer would come as
the years unfolded.
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president and founder of Goodyear Rubber. A gracious
and stylish lady. She stated that she herself was not an
alcoholic but she just the gentleman with whom I could
try and help. She called the gentleman's wife, Anne,
and set up a dinner date for the next evening. The fact
was that it was Mother's Day and the gentleman always
made a fuss over his wife on this special day. He'd
brought her a potted plant that night and he was potted
under the dining room table himself, Drunk.

It turned out that this gentleman she spoke of was,
one they affectionately called "Dr. Bob". Bob had tried
so hard to quit; I know he wants to stop. He has tried
medical cures, he has tried religious approaches ,
including the Oxford Groups. He has tried with all his
will, to no avail. So she said, "Would you like to talk to
Dr. Bob and Anne?












