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Smile for Mickey  
From childhood on, he never fit 

in the picture, until he got to AA  
 
NOVEMBER 2013 GRAPEVINE 

 

When I was a kid, my grandma took me 

to Disneyland for my birthday. She went 

crazy taking photos. One photo I still 

have shows everyone smiling and mak-

ing nice with Mickey and Donald, but Iõm 

on the outside, looking on, not smiling. I 

remember Grandma saying, òGet in the 

damned picture. Get closer. Say some-

thing to Mickey.ó That photo illustrates 

my life.  

At 12 years old, I discovered booze. My 

buddy and I sat in the ivy vines that sur-

rounded his house and we shared a six -

pack. The world seemed brighter. I had 

stumbled onto something marvelous. I 

felt hopeful that day.  

I spent a lot of time trying to chase down 

that feeling again. There was the time a 

friend and I hid behind the bar in his 

house and took a sip from each one of his 

fatherõs bottles. Several hours later, he 

and I were urinating off the townõs water 

tower 100 feet in the air. I didnõt take into 

account that our exploit could be seen by 

just about everybody in town. I was sur-

prised when I stumbled home and dis-

covered my father waiting for me to tell 

me just how badly I had screwed up.  

My hopes at a normal life ñwhatever that 

isñhad already started to fade. I managed to graduate from high school right 

in the middle of the class, a comfortable spot, where not so much is demanded 

of you.  

I was able to take the kid gloves off at 19, which was the drinking age in Arizo-

na at the time. I began my òapprenticeó phase of drinking. I got two DUIs in 

rapid succession and lost my license. On the verge of flunking out of college, I 

transferred to another school in Flagstaff at the request of a friend who saw my 

growing struggle with booze. He told me about his alcoholic dad and turned 

me onto òother things.ó I did well in school for a while and hope started to re-

turn. Eventually, I made my way back to my first love ñbooze. Soon I stopped 

going to classes and my hope took a tumble from the top of a high -rise build-

ing.  

My buddy then told me about AA. So I went to a meeting above a 

train station. I remember thinking I wasnõt anything like the old, 

smoking, gravelly -voiced guys who were there. I was only 23. So I 
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As his drinking got worse, all deci-

sion and responsibility had to be 

taken by me. It was lucky that we 

were companionable, for gradual-

ly as our social contacts were bro-

ken we were thrust back on each 

other for company. In order to get 

away from alcohol over the week-

ends, I used to engineer some sort 

of outing, as we both loved the out-

doors. If our pocketbook was flat, 

we might take the subway to the 

Dyckman Street ferry and hike 

along the Palisades to some scenic 

spot where we would nibble our 

sandwiches and gaze at the view. 

Or we might ferry to Staten Island 

and walk there; perhaps broiling a 

steak over a campfire. We have 

hired a rowboat at Yonkers and, 

using a bath towel as a sail, floated 

up the Hudson, to a spit of land 

near Nyack, where we camped 

and tried to sleep. We once went 

so far to get away from alcohol that 

we both gave up our jobs and took 

a whole year off. This we spent mo-

torcycling and camping over half 

the United States. 

 

  Lois Wilson  



didnõt go back. I stopped booze and went back to those òother things.ó I begged the state of Arizona to give 

me my license back, and I returned to college and managed to graduate and get a real job. Things were 

looking up. I stopped doing those òother things.ó To keep the uncomfortable feelings away, I made a new 

plan: I became a recluse; I hid away from the world. Whole years of my life passed. Then I met a woman, and 

we were married.  

On our honeymoon in a tropical paradise, I decided this cool place would be even cooler if I had a beer. My 

wife, unaware of the insidiousness of the disease, thought it would be OK too. I was buzzed nearly the entire 

honeymoon, but vowed to stop when we returned home.  

Soon I was making up reasons to have drinks. òOccasionaló eventually became regular, which became near-

ly all the time. My boozing reached new heights. Four years into our marriage, my wife said, òEnough,ó and 

we separated. My hope was at a crushing low.  

In 2002, I walked into an AA meeting at a Flagstaff clubhouse. I was shaking, sweating, confused, and wanting 

to claw my way out of my body. I was 36. I got a Big Book and a sponsor. He and I went through the Steps. I 

formed a relationship with a Higher Power, and my life improved. My wife decided divorce was too extreme 

and we reconciled. Hope was making a comeback, but my meetings went from daily to not very often.  

In 2005, I had just put my dog, my buddy of 16 years, to sleep, when it occurred to me that a drink would take 

the edge off my pain. I convinced my wife that now Iõd be able to control my drinking given all the infor-

mation I had about alcoholism. After a few years of drinking, I ended up in a psychiatric hospital in Sacra-

mento, Calif., after a three -state, seven-day bender. I sat on the edge of the bed suffering from nausea, 

shakes, and sweats. My blood pressure was dangerously high, I smelled of blood, and my view was a win-

dow reinforced with chicken wire. I finally understood the sentence in the Big Book about not being able to 

contemplate life with or without alcohol. I had reached that òjumping off point.ó I had absolutely no options 

left. Nothing came to me when I asked, òNow, what do I do?ó Hope had completely left me. 

The nice people at the hospital helped me through my withdrawal. My wife, bless her, took me home. After 

about a week without drinking, I became a compulsive cleaner and, as the house became cleaner, I knew 

with certainty that when I had finished cleaning, I would drink again. So I returned to AA. It was the only 

place where I had been successful for any length of time at arresting my compulsion to drink. But I felt that I 

had failed AA and that the Fellowship would judge me. I was sure I would be an outsider ñjust like I had felt 

as a little kid in that photo my grandma took in Disneyland. But something that was not me made me go to 

that meeting anyway. I have now identified that as my òmoment of providence.ó 

The first person I saw when I entered the little Quaker church that Saturday was a woman I had known from 

before. I thought my fears were about to be realized: she would turn me away and say, in her Minnesota ac-

cent, òYou donõt got what it takes, buddy.ó But she didnõt. She gave me a hug and told me she was happy I 

had made it back alive. I got a sponsor right away. He quickly took me through the Steps. I followed them 

without reservation, like only the dying can. Another woman, who I had known from my previous attempt at 

sobriety, invited me to her home group. I met many fine people there and felt so comfortable that I made it 

my home group. I was selected to chair a meeting and began to make friends and learned what it means to 

be one. I received a one -year sobriety chip, and my hope grew. I then accepted a service position at the dis-

trict level. I took on a sponsee and worked the Steps with him. Iõve made it sober through three seasons of 

holidays now. Iõm 47 years old. 

Finally, Iõm learning what it means to live an adult life, and Iõll continue learning as long as I remember not to 

pick up that first drink. The symbol I use to represent my active alcoholism is that of a hand grenade. I envi-

sion myself holding it with the pin pulled, but if I forget that I have this grenade in my hand I could drop it, 

and it could kill me and everyone around me.  

Today I pray and meditate. I do the next right thing. I go to at least six meetings a week. I find meetings when 

I travel. I trust in my creator. I clean house. And as much as I can, I help other alcoholics. Every day I do this, 

my hope for a life well lived can be realized. And I owe it to AA.  

 

    BY: LARRY H. | FLAGSTAFF, ARIZONA  
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EAST VALLEY INTERGROUP ð Gratitude With Service form      revised 9/020 

Return to:     1855 E Southern Ave. #103 Mesa, AZ  85204 

(480) 827-1905          e-mail :  info@aamesaaz.org            www.aamesaaz.org  

Date______________________  *First Name_______________________________________  Last_______________________________________________ 
 

Address_______________________________________________________________________  *Phone____________________________________________ 
 

*City_____________________________________________  *ST_______________  *Zip________________________  *Gender_______________________ 
 

*Sobriety Date____________________________________  Home Group___________________________________________________________________ 
 

e-mail address_________________________________________________________________  Alt Phone________________________________________ 

* = required for listing in 12th Step List 

[]   No Booze News Subscription / Renewal   ($18.00 annual subscription fee enclosed) 

 

Please use the Gratitude With Service form below to volunteer for any of EVIõs Standing Committees, such as 

PI/CPC (Public Information / Cooperation with the Professional Community), Special Events, Literature, Unity, or 

Phone Volunteers.   

We are still in need of more volunteers for the 12th Step call list.  Finding someone willing and available to do a 

12th Step call can sometimes be very challenging, If you have at least one year of continued sobriety and are will-

ing to make yourself available to the alcoholic who still suffers, please be sure to complete the form provided be-

low and return to the EVI Central Office via fax, mail, e -mail or in person as soon as possible.  

Volunteer Service Options 
Check only those you are willing to commit time to  

  

12th Step List Volunteer            Phones Night & Weekend 
     []   Weeknights                       []   Weekends 
     []   Weekends                          []   Weeknights 
     []   Weekdays  

  
                  []   Office Phone Volunteer  

                      []   Other Office Help  

  

Committees of Interest 
Check only those you are willing to serve on 

  

[]   Public Information / Cooperation with the  

      Professional Community 

[]   Special Events 
[]   Literature  

[]   Newsletter  ( No Booze News) 
[]   Unity Committee  
[]   Deliver A Meeting  

Words From the Big Book  

In the preceding chapters you have learned something of alcoholism. We hope we have made clear the distinction between 

the alcoholic and the non -alcoholic. If, when you honestly want to, you find you cannot quit entirely, or if when drinking, you 

have little control over the amount you take, you are probably alcoholic. If that be the case, you may be suffering from an 

illness which only a spiritual experience will conquer.  

 

To one who feels he is an atheist or agnostic such an experience seems impossible, but to continue as he is means disaster, 

especially if he is an alcoholic of the hopeless variety. To be doomed to an alcoholic death or to live on a spiritual basis are 

not always easy alternatives to face.  

 

But it isnõt so difficult. About half our original fellowship were of exactly that type. At first some of us tried to avoid the issue, 

hoping against hope we were not true alcoholics. But after a while we had to face the fact that we must find a spiritual basi s 

of life ñor else. Perhaps it is going to be that way with you. But cheer up, something like half of us thought we were atheists 

or agnostics. Our experience shows that you need not be disconcerted.   Page 44 

mailto:info@aamesaaz.org
http://www.aamesaaz.org/


 Group, District, and Area AA Announcements   Page 4 

LIVE and in Person  

Roundups, Campouts and Conferences  

 

Yuma Roundup  

February 4 ~ 6, 2022  

Yuma Civic Center  

1440 W Desert Hills Dr. Yuma AZ  

 

Easy Does It Campout  

March 17 ~ 21, 2022  

Roosevelt Lake  

Grapevine Group Sites Goose and Coot  

 

 Check the events page on our website. We will 

post information as it becomes available.  

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

Step  Two ~ Came to believe that a Power 

greater than ourselves could restore us to 

sanity.  

 

Tradition Two ~ For our group purpose 

there is but one ultimate authority ða loving 

God as He may express Himself in our group 

conscience. Our leaders are but trusted serv-

ants; they do not govern.  

 

Concept Two ~ The General Service Confer-

ence of A.A. has become, for nearly every 

practical purpose, the active voice and the 

effective conscience of our whole Society in 

its world affairs.  

EVI  

43rd Anniversary  

Mad Hatter Party  
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PRAASA 2022 

March 4 - 6, 2022 

Save the date 

More info to come  

Area03.org  
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more info @ area03.org  

Mesa Round Up 

Valentineõs Party 

12pm - 4pm, Saturday  

February 12, 2022  

Pioneer Park, Ramada #3 


