
December brings holidays, emotions, and a busy 
season — but we’re not walking through it alone. 
This month, we’ve packed in 40 flyers full of 
meetings, events, and workshops to help us stay 
connected, centered, and sober. (See Pgs. 11+)  

If reading in paper form, all of the flyers  
can be found at 

www.aabatonrouge.org  

 

Meeting Changes  
 

Canceled 

We Surrender, Monday, 7 PM, Luke 10:27, 536 Centerville St, 

Denham Springs 70726 

Singleness of Purpose, Friday & Saturday, 12 PM, Luke 10:27 

536 Centerville St., Denham Springs 70726 

Tuesday Night Mens Meeting, Zachary 70791 

Chimes Street Group, Tuesday & Thursday, 12 PM, The Wesley 

Center, 333 E Chimes St, Baton Rouge 70802 

New 

Geaux Recovery, Friday, 12 PM, Coates Hall, 167 Coates Hall, 

Baton Rouge 70802 

12 & 12 @ 12, Sunday, 12 PM, Stepping Stones, 1027 N 

Burnside Ave, Gonzales 70737 

Last Call, Friday, 10 PM, Stepping Stones, 1027 N Burnside 

Ave, Gonzales 70737 

Friday Night GAAy, Friday, 6:30 PM, Saint Margret's Episcopal 

Church, 12663 Perkins Rd, Baton Rouge 70810 

Walking the Walk, Tuesday & Thursday, 3 PM, 1-12 Club, 1955 

Scenic Hwy, Baton Rouge 70802 

A New Freedom, Monday, 7 PM, Broadmore UMC, 10230 

Mollylea Dr, Baton Rouge 70815 

The Morganza Group, Wednesday, 6:30 PM, The Cultural 

District, 131 Hwy 1, Morganza 70759 

Spiritual-ish, Saturday, 4:30 PM, Counter Space, 5621 Gov’t St, 

Baton Rouge 70806 

Name Change 

An Honest Desire Club changed name from First Things First, 

Saturday, 12 PM, Club 12, 1695 Beaumont Dr., Baton Rouge 

70806 

Time Change 

EBR Mens Meeting, Currently 7 PM, Was 8 PM, Broadmoor 

Methodist, 10230 Mollylea Dr., Baton Rouge 70815 

Reopened 

New Light Recovery, Monday & Thursday, 6 PM, New Light 

Missionary Baptist Church 650 Blount Rd., Baton Rouge 70807 

Walking the Walk, Wednesday, 6 PM, 1-12 Club, 1955 Scenic 

Hwy, Baton Rouge 70802 

Moved 

Stepping Out, Wednesday, 7:30 PM, First Baptist Church, 

Zachary 70791 
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DISTRICT/COMMITTEE/SERVICE MEETINGS 

 

CASC (Capital Area Service Committee) 1st Tuesday of each 

month at 6:30 pm,  Fairwood Branch Library, 12910 Old 

Hammond Hwy. BR LA 70816 (Starting in January 

meetings will be held at the Central Office) 

COC (Central Office Committee) 2nd Monday of each Month at 

6:30 pm at the Central Office, 10319 Old Hammond Hwy  

COR (Central Office Representatives) 3rdThursday of each 

month at 6:30 pm on Zoom 

District 10 meets the 3rd Friday of each month, 6:00 pm, at the 

Zachary United Methodist Church, 4205 Church St., 

70791 

District 11 meets the 1st Sunday of each month at 5:00 pm, at 

the Serenity Club, 7519 Amite Church, Denham Springs 

70706 

District 15C meets the 2nd Saturday of each month at 12:00 pm 

at Club 12, the Al-Anon Rm  

District 15D meets the 3rd Sunday of each month at 5:30 pm at 

Central Office, 10319 Old Hammond Hwy  

District 16 meets the 2nd Sunday of each month 3:30 pm at the 

Stepping Stones, Gonzales 

The Grapevine Committee 3rd Sunday of each month 4:15 pm at 

Central Office 

LASCYPAA meets 1st Sunday of every month at 3:00 pm at the 

Central Office 

PI/CPC (Public Information/Cooperation with the Professional 

Community) meets the last Thursday each month at 6:30 

pm at Club 12 in the Al-Anon Room 

Red Stick Roundup Committee meets the 2nd Sunday  

each month, 5:00 pm, Central Office, except in  

February/May 

State Convention Committee—Area 27 meets 4th Sunday of each 

month at 3:00 pm at the Central Office  

T&C (Treatment & Corrections Committee) meets 2nd Thursday 

of each month at 6:30 pm at the Central Office 

The Central Office has a wide range of AA books & supplies 



 

THE JOY OF LIVING 
DECEMBER 29 

 
. . . therefore the joy of good living is the theme of 
A.A.'s Twelfth Step. 
 
TWELVE STEPS AND TWELVE TRADITIONS, p. 125 

 
A.A. is a joyful 
program! Even so, 
I occasionally balk 
at taking the 
necessary steps to 
move ahead, and 
find myself 
resisting the very 
actions that could 
bring about the joy 
I want. I would not 
resist if those 
actions did not 

touch some vulnerable area of my life, an area that 
needs hope and fulfillment. Repeated exposure to 
joyfulness has a way of softening the hard, outer 
edges of my ego. Therein lies the power of 
joyfulness to help all members of A.A. 

 

 

 

The Greater Baton Rouge AA  

Central Office accepts  

donations by members &  

groups via  

Venmo: @aabatonrouge 

November Contributions 

Capital Avenue Group $25.00 

Early Birds $50.00 

Farmers Market $78.00 

Fordoche $20.00 

Freedom of Choice $77.41 

In the World Outside $54.00 

Individual AA Members $79.61 

Into Action $40.00 

Open Heart Meeting $136.00 

Paradoxes of AA $83.00 

Sanity Break $150.00 

Shivering Denizens $100.00 

Singleness of Purpose $164.62 

Stepping Out $80.00 

Sunlight of the Spirit $100.00 

The Nooner $123.00 

Tuesday LIT Group $185.00 

TOTAL $1545.64 

 

Hotline Schedule  

 

12/1 - 12/7 Unmanageables 

12/08 - 12/14 Wednesday Night ABSI 

12/15 - 12/21 Wedgewood 

12/22 - 12/28  Women In Recovery 

12/29 - 1/4 Zachary Group 

 
       For some recovery starts when 

they call  the Central Office Hotline 

or maybe they’ve been around awhile 

and need to know when’ s the next 

meeting. For any reason it’s crucial 

that our fellowship be there when a 

hand reaches out. 

      Thank you, to those take the Hotline! 

If your group wants to help, contact  

the Central Office. 

AAGRAPEVINE  
December Lonely Holiday 
 
 

 
LA VIÑA 
November/December 
fiestas en sobriedad/Parties in Sobriety  
 
 
 

Subscribe at https://www.aagrapevine.org 



AA Grapevine Specials 

 

 Free Shipping for the remainder of 
2025 

 Buy one Subscription Get One 1/2 
Price at:          
aagrapevine.org/2gifts  

 Bulk Book Discounts: 
 aagrapevine.org/ 
 release-bulk-books 

 

OPENINGS 
 

District 15D, Alt DCM. Please come to the 
next meeting on August 17, 2025 at 5:30 PM 
at the Central Office if interested. 
Zachary Group, Alt GSR, Please come to 
the next meeting on November 21, 2026 at 6 
PM at Zachary United Methodist Church in 
Zachary if interested. 
  
If you have an opening in your District, Group, or 
Committee and want to advertise please email the 

Editor at: brnoboozenews@gmail.com 

AA Twelve Days of Christmas 

• On the first day of Christmas, AA gave to me, a 
message of sobriety. 

• On the second day of Christmas, AA gave to me a 
Great God of Love, and a message of sobriety. 

• On the third day of Christmas, AA gave to me a 
fellowship of encouraging words, a Great God of 
Love, and a message of sobriety. 

• On the fourth day of Christmas, AA gave to me an 
inventory of my sins, a fellowship of encouraging 
words, a Great God of Love, and a message of 
sobriety. 

•  On the fifth day of Christmas, AA gave to me 
removal of my character dings, an inventory of my 
sins, a fellowship of encouraging words, a Great God 
of Love, and a message of sobriety. 

• On the sixth day of Christmas, AA gave to me a new 
way of praying, removal of my character dings, an 
inventory of my sins, a fellowship of encouraging 
words, a Great God of Love, and a message of 
sobriety. 

• On the seventh day of Christmas, AA gave to me 
seven semblant sponsors, a new way of praying, 
removal of my character dings, an inventory of my 
sins, a fellowship of encouraging words, a Great God 
of Love, and a message of sobriety. 

• On the eighth day of Christmas, AA gave to me eight 
amends I’m making, seven semblant sponsors, a new 
way of praying, removal of my character dings, an 
inventory of my sins, a fellowship of encouraging 
words, a Great God of Love, and a message of 
sobriety. 

• On the ninth day of Christmas, AA gave to me nine 
ladies numbers, eight amends I’m making, seven 
semblant sponsors, a new way of praying, removal of 
my character dings, an inventory of my sins, a 
fellowship of encouraging words, a Great God of 
Love, and a message of sobriety. 

• On the tenth day of Christmas, AA gave to me ten acts 
to inventory, nine ladies numbers, eight amends I’m 
making, seven semblant sponsors, a new way of 
praying, removal of my character dings, an inventory 
of my sins, a fellowship of encouraging words, a Great 
God of Love, and a message of sobriety. 

• On the eleventh day of Christmas, AA gave to me 
eleven pious promises, ten acts to inventory, nine 
ladies numbers, eight amends I’m making, seven 
semblant sponsors, a new way of praying, removal of 
my character dings, an inventory of my sins, a 
fellowship of encouraging words, a Great God of 
Love, and a message of sobriety. 

• On the twelfth day of Christmas, AA gave to me 
twelve works of service, eleven pious promises, ten 
acts to inventory, nine ladies numbers, eight amends 
I’m making, seven semblant sponsors, a new way of 
praying, removal of my character dings, an inventory 
of my sins, a fellowship of encouraging words, a Great 
God of Love, and a message of sobriety. 

 
• January 24th-25th, 2026 
• March 28th-29th, 2026  
• August 15th-16th, 2026  
• November 7th-8th, 2026  

Area Assembly Schedule 

Hotel Information 

The booking link is provided below.  Alternatively, 
you can call the hotel and use our group code 
("AAM") for Louisiana Area Assembly to obtain our 
group rate.  Our room rate is $105 per night pre-tax 
(post-tax = $122.80 per night / $245.60 for 2 nights). 
 

Registration 



 
They met at age five on a yellow school bus, 
Legs swinging, backpacks bumping in the aisle. 
Two kids who shared their crayons and snacks, 
The kind of friends who stick around awhile. 
 
They learned to ride bikes on the same cracked street, 
Grew tall, grew wild, grew old. 
Graduated together, drifted together, 
Through every chapter their lives told. 
 
When drinking finally swallowed them whole, 
They hit bottom like two stones sinking in the same lake. 
And on one gray morning, hearts in their hands, 
They walked into AA—Same meeting, same day, same 
stake. 
 
At thirty they picked up 24-hour chips together, 
Hands trembling like newborn deer. 
Two men begging for a second chance, 
Hoping sobriety was somewhere near. 
 

But then something shifted—
quietly, invisibly— 
A single thread pulled loose in 
their design: 
One raised his hand for service. 
The other whispered, “I can’t. 
Not yet. I’ll be fine.” 
 

One made the coffee, stacked the chairs, 
Cleaned ashtrays no one thanked him for. 
Service steadied his shaking spirit— 
Gave him a reason to walk back through the door. 
 
His friend showed up too, faithfully, 
Sponsor, Steps, meetings every week… 
But fear wrapped around his ribs like iron, 
And every time someone asked for help, 
His voice got small, his hands went weak. 
 
And relapse found him—again, again— 
Like a shadow that refused to let go. 
While his friend’s sobriety grew into decades, 
Steady as a river’s slow, patient flow. 
 

He’d say, “Why you and not 
me? We did the same things.” 
And his friend, with a soft, 
knowing nod, 
Would answer, “Almost the 
same, brother. 
Service is where my feet 
found God.” 
 
 

 
Years turned like pages—forty, fifty, sixty— 
Both men weathered storms that life would bring. 
One carried decades of chips in his pocket, 
The other carried doubt, still weighed down by it’s 
sting. 
 
But this year—this new sober year— 
Something changed in the friend who always 
feared. 
He showed up early, just once, just quietly, 
The way a sunrise first appears. 

 
His old friend found him in the kitchen, 
Staring down a coffeepot like it might bite. 
And he laughed and said, “Need a hand, brother?” 
For the first time ever, the answer was: 
“No… I think I’ve got it tonight.” 
 
His hands shook—but he 
measured the grounds. 
His breath quivered—but he 
opened the door. 
And when the first newcomer 
walked in nervous, 
He said, “Welcome. Grab a 
seat. I’ve been where you are 
before.” 
 
And his friend—his lifelong friend— 
Stood back and watched with tears he didn’t hide. 
Because after thirty years of trying, 
Fear finally stepped aside. 
 
Two kids who met on a school bus at five, 
Two men now sixty, battle-worn but true— 
Finally taking the same step together, 
A step they were always meant to do. 
 
And as the meeting filled with the smell of fresh coffee, 
The old-timer with decades whispered with a smile: 
“See? Service doesn’t make you perfect— 
But sometimes it’s the thing that saves us after a while.” 
 
That night, two friends walked out into the dark— 

One steady, one shaky, but both finally free. 

For the first time since their very first chip, 

They shared the same path of service— 

And the miracle began equally. 

The Long Walk to the Coffee Pot 

-Submitted by Kristy B. 



 

 

 

Heard At A Meeting: 
 

“Going to meetings is great, but sitting in a 

meeting won’t get me to recovery any more 

than sitting in a car in my garage will get me 

to the grocery store. I have to take action if I 

want to get anywhere.” 

     For years, the hunter climbed into the stand with a rifle 
slung over one shoulder and a hangover dragging behind 
him. Sometimes the thermos he brought didn’t hold coffee 
at all—it held something “to keep him steady.” That’s 
what he told himself anyway. But alcohol turned the 
woods into a miserable place. His vision blurred. His 
hands shook. His stomach rolled. 
     The peaceful stillness of a 
Louisiana morning—the fog rising off 
the bayou, the call of distant wildlife, 
the way the light moved through the 
cypress trees—never reached him. He 
was too busy surviving his own head. 
     He missed easy shots. He dropped 
things. He spooked deer long before 
he ever saw them. One morning, he 
even nodded off in the stand, still half
-drunk from the night before. When he jolted awake, heart 
racing, he felt that familiar shame crawl up his spine. 
Hunting used to mean something. Somewhere along the 
way, alcohol had taken that, too. 
     His first season sober felt like stepping onto 
completely new ground. The swamp looked different—
clearer, brighter. He could finally hear the small, delicate 
things again: squirrels kicking through dry leaves, the soft 
splash of a nutria sliding into the water, the slow drip of 
dew falling from a cypress limb. For the first time in 
years, he wasn’t fighting his own body. He wasn’t trying 
to quiet his nerves with a drink. He just breathed, prayed, 

and listened. 
     His heart didn’t pound 
with anxiety anymore—it 
beat steady and calm. His 
hands no longer trembled. His 
thoughts didn’t scatter like 
they used to. And out there in 
that quiet, breathing swamp, 
surrounded by cypress knees 
and still water, he felt 
something he hadn’t felt in a 
long, long time: He felt 
present.  
      

 
      
     Then, as the first light of morning spread across the 
Louisiana ground, the moment every hunter dreams of 
happened. A huge 12-point buck stepped out—quiet, 
confident—from behind a thick stand of palmettos. The 
hunter raised his rifle slowly, steady as the sunrise. No 
shaking. No second guessing. No guilt. Just breath, focus, 
and gratitude. For the first time in his life, he took a shot 
sober. 
     The buck dropped clean. A clean harvest. A clean 
conscience. A clean heart. Because the gift that morning 
wasn’t just the deer. The gift was clarity. The gift was 
sobriety. The gift was finally showing up for his own life. 
     As he climbed down from the stand, he remembered a 
promise from the Big Book that fit the moment perfectly: 
 
“We will comprehend the word serenity and we will know 
peace.” (Alcoholics Anonymous, p. 83) 
 
Standing beside the 12-point buck, with the smell of earth, 
cypress, and cold morning air surrounding him, he 
realized that promise wasn’t just words—it was real. 
     These days, he tells newcomers in AA that hunting 
sober taught him something the program had been 
whispering all along:  When the bottle leaves your hands, 
your hands become steady enough to hold the blessings 
God was trying to give you the whole time. 
     And now, when he hunts the Louisiana swamp before 

sunrise, he brings nothing but coffee, gratitude, and a 

quiet heart—finally able to experience the moment the 

way it was always meant to be.— Submitted by Kristy B. 

Hunting on New Ground 



December had always been the cruelest month for 
Mark. Not because of the cold — though the Louisiana 
dampness seemed to crawl under his skin —but because 
December carried memories he’d spent years trying to 
drink away. 
 
The world sparkled with lights and festivities while he 
walked through the holiday season feeling hollow. 
Christmas music made him sad. Family gatherings 
made him ashamed. And loneliness hit harder when 
everyone else seemed joyful. 
 

But this year was different. This December was his first 
one sober. The First Snow of Sobriety (Even in 
Louisiana.) On December 4th, Mark sat in the church 
basement, shivering slightly — not from the cold, but 
from fear. It had been a long time since he’d done 
anything honest in December. The meeting began with 
a reading from the Big Book: “We are not a glum lot… 
We absolutely insist on enjoying life.”— p. 132 
 
Mark didn’t feel joyful. He didn’t feel free. But he did 
feel something else: willing. Miss Linda, an old-timer 
with 38 years, pat his shoulder. “Honey, December is 
when we learn if we’re running the show or if God is. 
And trust me — God’s better at it.” Mark tried to smile. 
He wasn’t sure he believed yet, but he was trying. 
 
At his Wednesday night group, the reading came from 
Twelve & Twelve Step Two: “We saw that it really 
worked in others.”— Twelve & Twelve. Mark looked 
around the room. There were people laughing — sober. 
People sharing honestly — sober. People hugging 
strangers — sober. He whispered to himself, “If it 

works for them… maybe it can work for me.”  
After the meeting, an old guy named Tommy stopped 
him. “You don’t have to believe right now. Just don’t 
leave. Let us believe for you.” Something in Mark 
softened. 
 
A week later, he found himself invited to help decorate 
the meeting hall for the group’s “AA Family Christmas 
Potluck.” He didn’t want to go. He planned to isolate — 

old behavior. But his sponsor texted, “Get in the car. 
Service work keeps your mind from telling you lies.” 
At the hall, he helped string up lights, wrapped tinsel 
around an old podium, and carried folding chairs from 
the shed. He felt awkward at first, then less awkward, 
and then — almost comfortable. During cleanup, 
someone read aloud: “Practical experience shows that 
nothing will so much insure immunity from drinking as 
intensive work with other alcoholics.”— Big Book, p. 
89 
 
Mark wasn’t sure he believed anything could keep him 
permanently safe —but that night, he didn’t think about 
drinking. And that was enough. 
 
Christmas Eve had always beaten him before. 
Loneliness, guilt, drinking in secret — all of it. This 
year, he walked into the candlelight meeting instead. 
The chairperson read from As Bill Sees It: “We cannot 
stand alone. We need God’s help and the help of other 
alcoholics.”— p. 312 

Mark swallowed hard. He had never felt part of 
anything. But tonight, he wasn’t alone. They dimmed 
the lights, passed around candles, and sang “Silent 
Night.” A woman across the circle whispered, “Stay 
close. Christmas Eve is when God sends special angels 
to newcomers.” He didn’t know whether to laugh or 
cry. After the meeting, they held hands in the circle. For 
the first time in years, Mark felt… safe. 
On Christmas morning, the loneliness punched him in 
the chest. He stared at the ceiling thinking, Is this really 
worth it? Old thoughts began whispering: “You’re 
alone.” “You’re not enough.” “A drink would fix this.” 
But he remembered something he’d heard in his first 
week: “When, therefore, we speak to you of God, we 
mean your own conception of God.”— Big Book, p. 47 
 
So Mark prayed to a God he didn’t fully understand: 
“Help me stay sober today.” Then he called his sponsor. 
The man didn’t hesitate. “Good. Get dressed. Come 
help me put out chairs for the noon meeting.” And just 
like that — he wasn’t alone. 
 
The group’s New Year’s Eve potluck wasn’t fancy. It 
was mismatched casseroles, bad coffee, paper plates, 
folding chairs, laughter, and sober drunks. Mark felt 
something strange: gratitude. A reading from Language 
of the Heart sealed the night: “AA is more than a set of 

A December Kind of Grace  

...he remembered something he’d heard in his 
first week: “When, therefore, we speak to you 

of God, we mean your own conception of 
God.”— Big Book, p. 47 

The meeting began with a reading from the 
Big Book: “We are not a glum lot… We 

absolutely insist on enjoying life.”— p. 132 

“Practical experience shows that nothing will 
so much insure immunity from drinking as 
intensive work with other alcoholics.”— Big 

Book, p. 89 



principles; it is a society of alcoholics in action.”— p. 
223 

As midnight approached, they formed a huge circle. 
Someone turned off the lights. A few people cried. 
Many laughed. The clock struck twelve. Mark had 
stayed sober through his first December. His sponsor 
leaned over and whispered, “Kid, you just lived a 
miracle.” 
 
The next morning, Mark sat at his table and wrote: “I 
didn’t drink this December. I didn’t do it alone. AA 
carried me when I couldn’t carry myself. This is my 
first sober holiday season —and God willing, not my 
last.” He ended with a line his sponsor had shared: 
“When we drew near to Him, He disclosed Himself 
to us.”— Big Book, p. 57 
 
Mark wasn’t perfect. He wasn’t healed. But he 
wasn’t alone — and he wasn’t drunk. And that was 
enough to call it a very good December. 
 
 -Submitted by Anonymous 

“When we drew near to Him, He disclosed 
Himself to us.”— Big Book, p. 57 

In a workshop of wonder 
Where gumdrops go “pop,” 
Lived a teeny green elf 
Who just could not stop— 

Stop dodging his sponsor, 
Stop skipping his Steps, 
Stop making excuses 
Like “I’m busy with reps!” 

“Oh no,” said young Jingle, 
“I simply can’t go! 
There’s a peppermint crisis! 
There’s fudge overflow!” 

Meetings at seven? 
He’d wiggle and hide. 
“Meditate daily?” 
He politely declined. 

He slipped under stockings, 
He ducked behind toys, 
He blamed noisy reindeer 
For all meeting noise. 

But then—oh dear heavens! 
One slippery night, 
He skidded on sprinkles 
And zoomed out of sight! 

He whizzed ’round a corner, 
He spun like a wheel, 
Then landed in meetings 
With an “EEP!” and a squeal. 

The elves clapped and chuckled, 
“Dear Jingle, you’re here!” 
And something inside him 
Felt strangely sincere… 

He blinked at the circle, 
He sniffed peppermint air, 
He said, “Y’know… I’m 
not hating 
This whole meeting chair.” 

So he sat… then he 
giggled… 
Then he shared just a 
smidge— 

And his heart grew three sizes 
(Like a Whoville’s game of bridge). 

Now he works all his Steps 
In his own elfish style, 
Doing service, staying grateful, 
And laughing all the while. 

But he still tells newcomers, 
With a wink and delight: 
“Just don’t skip your meetings… 
Or you’ll slide in one night!” 

The Elf Who Would Not Step 

-Submitted by Kristy B. 



Submitted by Anonymous 

the distance between “me” and “them” shrinks. 
Carrying the message starts to feel less like a duty 
and more like responding to a shared human need. 
 

Meditation also helps us 
touch the root of ourselves. 
Many of us spent years 
being driven by fear, 
resentment, insecurity, or 
the need to control. Even 
after we put down the drink 
or drug, those patterns 
linger. Meditation gives us 
a chance to see the habits 
behind our actions. It strips 
away the surface stories. It 
puts us face to face with 
what we are actually 
chasing and what we are 
actually afraid of. This is 

not about self-analysis. It is about presence. When 
we sit still long enough, we discover the quiet center 
beneath all our reactions. That center is where our 
true motives get revealed. It is also the place where 
change can begin. 
 
From that center, the idea of God's will becomes 
clearer. Step Eleven teaches us to seek knowledge 
of God’s will for us and the power to carry it out. 
Meditation is the doorway into that knowledge. We 
do not meditate to force answers. We meditate to 
make space so answers can reach us. God’s will 
often shows up as a sense of rightness, a calm 
direction, or a gentle nudge toward honesty, 
patience, or service. The more time we spend in 
meditation, the easier it is to tell the difference 
between our impulses and God’s guidance. We start 
trusting that guidance because we have experienced 
its steadiness. 
 
When we align with God’s will, everything about Step 
Twelve becomes more natural. Instead of trying to 
appear helpful, we become genuinely available. 
Instead of rehearsing what we think we should say, 
we speak from our own lived experience. Instead of 
forcing ourselves to sponsor someone or attend a 
meeting, we feel pulled to do it because something 
inside us recognizes the need. Meditation 
strengthens that pull by keeping us aware of how 
much we have been given. Gratitude grows in the 
quiet, and gratitude is one of the strongest 
motivations for carrying the message. 
 
Meditation also gives us resilience. Working with 
others can be messy. People relapse. People reject 
help. People show up angry or afraid. Without inner 
grounding, it is easy to take these things personally. 

Meditation and the Heart  
of Step Twelve 

 
Step Twelve asks us to carry the message and 
to practice the principles of recovery in all our 
affairs. On the surface, it sounds like action. 
Show up. Help. Share. But anyone who has 
tried to live Step Twelve consistently learns that 
it depends on something deeper. The 
willingness to carry the message does not come 
from forcing ourselves. It grows from an inner 
change. Meditation is one of the most reliable 
ways to support that change, because it brings 
us to the root of who we are, clears our channel 
to God, and strengthens our sense of 
connection with others. 
 
Most people arrive in recovery scattered inside. 
Our minds race. We either replay the past or run 
ahead into fear. Meditation slows that spin long 
enough for us to notice what is actually 
happening in our thoughts. At first that can be 
uncomfortable. We see our impatience, self-pity, 
judgments, and cravings. But this honesty is the 
beginning of alignment. Meditation teaches us 
that we do not have to react to every thought we 
have. We can let things pass. When we learn to 
sit quietly with ourselves, we also learn to sit 
quietly with other people. That stillness 
becomes the soil for compassion, and 
compassion is the language of Step Twelve. 
 
One of the deepest gifts of meditation is the 
discovery that we are not separate. When we 
pay attention in silence, we start noticing small 
things we used to miss: the breath, the beating 
heart, the hum of life around us. We start 
noticing that every person has the same inner 

storms and the 
same longing for 
peace. This sense 
of connection is not 
something we talk 
ourselves into. It 
grows naturally 
when the noise 
inside us gets quiet. 
As connection rises, 



Color Me 

Meditation teaches us to hold space without losing 
balance. When we return to the breath, we return to 
humility. We remember that we are not the healer. 
We are not the savior. We are simply passing along 
a message that saved us. This quiet sense of 
proportion keeps Step Twelve from turning into ego 
or burnout. 
 
In the end, meditation supports Step Twelve 
because it shapes the kind of person who can carry 
the message well. Not perfect. Not holy. Just 
present. Honest. Connected. Open to God. Aligned 
enough inside that service flows outward instead of 
being forced. When 
meditation takes us to the 
root of ourselves, we see 
that the desire to help 
others is not separate from 
our own growth. It is part of 
it. The more we meditate, 
the more we notice that 
carrying the message is not 
a task we perform. It is a 
natural expression of who 
we are becoming. 
 

 

Coloring Page Submitted by Kristy B. -Submitted by Nital P. 

-Submitted by Anonymous 

Submit completed coloring pages to be featured in next months 
publication. No identifying information in coloring. Submit to: 

 

Special Forum Online for Deaf 
Alcoholics Anonymous Members 

 
SAVE THE DATE!  

 
What: Special Forum for Deaf 
Alcoholics  
When: January 17, 2026  
Where: Online A Language and 
Cultural Special Forum for  Deaf 
A.A. Members who use American 
Sign  Language (ASL), Langue des 
Signes Québécoise (LSQ) and 
Lengua de Señas Mexicana (LSM).  
 
Please help us get this 
information out to Deaf  
alcoholics using the following 
YouTube digital flyer: https://
youtu.be/HZjrfG1fzjM?si=BCbjsJO
-7n6y-s63 



The holiday season hasn’t always been joyful for me. In 
2017, my life changed forever. On December 14th, my 
best friend, Christina, was murdered by her boyfriend, and 
we didn’t find her until December 16th. Every year after 
that, I used those dates and the pain that came with them 
as a reason to drink. The holidays became something I 
dreaded, something I tried to escape from, something I 
had to have alcohol for to survive. 
 
But today, things are different. Today, I don’t have to live 
like that. The Big Book talks about how certain seasons 
and emotional states can make us especially vulnerable. It 
explains that stress, fear, loneliness, painful memories, or 
even excitement can leave us restless, irritable, and 
disconnected and that’s when our disease tries to get a 
foothold. It reminds us that the danger doesn’t come from 
the holiday season itself but from the way our thinking 
can shift when we’re spiritually unsteady. It teaches us to 
pause, ask for guidance, and lean on others instead of 
facing everything alone. 
 
This time of year still hurts. I still feel that wave of grief 
when December comes around. I still miss Christina 
deeply. I still feel that empty space where she should be. 
But now, in recovery, I’ve learned that I don’t have to 
face that pain with a drink in my hand. I have people I can 
call. I have meetings I can walk into. I have a Higher 
Power I can turn to. I have real tools that help me walk 
through the darkness sober. 
 

When the memories get 
loud, I reach out. When 
the dates get close, I pray 
for strength. When the 
pressure builds, I remind 
myself that drinking won’t 
bring her back, won’t ease 
the pain, and won’t honor 
her life. Staying sober 
does. Living the program 
does. Showing up for 
myself and others does. 

 

Today, I get to experience something I never imagined: a 
sober holiday season. One that’s still emotional and 
imperfect, but honest. One where I can feel grief, love, 
gratitude, and hope without drowning any of it. One 
where I can honor Christina, not with self-destruction, but 
with recovery, presence, and purpose. 
 
If you’re struggling this season — with grief, loss, 
loneliness, or memories that flare up this time of year — 
please know you’re not alone. The fellowship is here. We 
walk through these hard days together. And when we lean 
into the program, stay connected, and take things one day 
at a time, we can get through even the toughest holiday 
moments sober. 
 
A sober December is a miracle — and it’s a gift worth 
protecting. 

 
In Honor of Christina 

 
This year, and every year, I carry her spirit with me. 
I honor her by choosing life when it would be easier to 
escape. 
I honor her by showing up for others the way she showed 
up for me. 
And I honor her by staying sober — because my sobriety 
is something she would be proud of. 
May her memory guide me toward compassion, courage, 
and truth 

 
Closing Prayer 

 
Higher Power/God,  
Thank You for guiding me through this season. 
Help me stay sober, steady, and connected. 
Give me strength when the memories get heavy 
and peace to take each day as it comes. 
May my actions honor those I’ve lost, 
and may I walk forward with clarity, courage, and grace. 

-Drawing & Story Submitted by Deveraux E. 

Staying Sober Through the Holiday Season: Finding Light in a Hard Time 

Dear God, 
My spiritual awakening continues to unfold. The help I have received I shall 
pass on and give to others, Both in and out of  the Fellowship. For this 
opportunity I am grateful. I pray most humbly to continue walking day by day 
on the road of  spiritual progress. I pray for the inner strength and wisdom to 
practice the principles of  this way of  life in all I do and say. I need You, my 
friends, and the program every hour of  every day. This is a better way to live.  

Twelfth Step Prayer 

https://amzn.to/3inSLAn

















































































