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 F ear of Economic Insecurity Will Leave Us!: I began my journey in sobriety on April 24, 2000 when I was 43 years old. I 
had used crystal meth off and on all of my adult life and had been a daily IV user for the last 8 years of my using career. 
When I got sober in 2000, I was living with HIV/AIDS and drawing disability. I was in and out of the hospital four times during 
my first year of sobriety—the last time almost not making it. 
   The next few years of sobriety I noticed that my health started to change. I got stronger and the HIV infection responded 
to treatment. By 2000 I had an undetectable viral load and a normal T-cell count. I started doing volunteer work at a local 
recovery center to keep myself busy. In 2005 I started work towards getting my certification as an alcohol and drug coun-
selor. I completed this work in 2007. During my internship, I received an offer for a job. I did not plan on this happening. I 
had not even considered going back to work. ―What if I get sick again?‖, I thought. I discussed this with my doctor and he 
said he would support any decision I made. I had a terrible fear of the future and economic insecurity. I took the advice of 
close friends in the program and I trusted the process. 
   All along the way, my questions were answered; my fears were calmed; my direction was shown to me. I felt guided by a 
higher power to make the correct decision. I went back to work in June 2007. I am forever grateful that I made that decision.  
Within one year I was given a huge promotion and now work in a supervisory capacity with an income that allows me to live 
quite comfortably. I am truly blessed today. This is all due to working a diligent 12-Step program. Will H, Palm Springs. 

I n the past 10 years my recovery had been a revolving door of slips and full on relapses. I knew how to get clean, but I never  really under-
stood the principles of staying clean and living my life as a sober gay man. I looked at the program as a way for me to clean up, get back on 
track. To save face rather than save my ass, so to speak. 
   The pattern was always the same, put a little time in and get what I needed to "get" and get back on with life. I would then start going to 
fewer and fewer meetings and STOP hanging out with my sober friends because I was too busy and "life was in session". When th ings were 
going good, I thought that using would make it even better. 
   In hindsight I see that I used not because things were good, but that I was still miserable on the inside. It was like whitewashing a wooden 
fence that is in severe decay. This behavior would ultimately lead to me RELAPSE  and seeking out those "people, places, and things" be-
cause I was ashamed and needed solace and comfort from those that would enable me in my addictions.     
This last bottom had all the usual common denominators; I had a 3 day notice of eviction on my door, no job or money, no elec tricity for 3 
weeks and no food. None of my "buddies" WERE around to give me a hand, and I pretty much HAD alienated my real friends (or so I 
thought). 
  This final time has been different. I knew where to go, yet again, but this time I asked my self,  "Are you ready to accept that you're an ad-
dict and that you are powerless? Are you willing to do the WORK required to let all the insanity go?" My whole life I had always tried to do 
the least amount of work I could to get what I wanted or manipulate the situations to suit my needs. So I accepted, became wi lling, got a 
sponsor and turned my will and my life over to a God of my understanding. I learned how to ask for help appropriately and my life has turned 
180 degrees. 
   I used to think that the car, the job, the apartment, etc. WERE the promises - but they are only PART of the promises. These are the true 
manifestations of the promises for me; I have REAL friends that love and support me no matter what. I am able to love others honestly and 
know that I am lovable and I AM ABLE to be comfortable in my own skin. I can be honest with myself and others, to do the right things for 
the right reasons. I can be of service without the expectation of recompense - to do it for the sheer joy of it and to help keep me sober by 
getting out of "self". I AM able to forgive myself and others and to see where I am wrong and promptly admit it and make amends. I know 
that I do not have to use NO MATTER WHAT, and do just exactly that. I know that I can accomplish anything I want to and AM proud of 
myself. I take these promises with me everyday, no matter where I go or what I do - to remind me that I am not alone, I am lovable, and I am 
worthy.  I am so grateful to experience them everyday and to have the life that I have now. 
  I would like to thank my Grand sponsor Joshua for asking me to share my experience, strength, and HOPE. He has loved me every step of 
the way in (and out) of my recovery and is one of the people who has helped me to become who I am today. He is one of the promises for 

whom I am truly GRATEFUL. Yours in recovery, Erik G. 



 W hen I was asked to write an article about how the ‗Promises‘ have come true in my life, my first thought was ‗an article?‘. If I were to list all the events 
that have come to pass; the people who have come, those who have gone, and those still walking with me; the emotional tops and bottoms; the financial 
tornados and my survival through life without a drug in my body; I‘m sure I could easily knock out a novel or two. But inevitably, though all the above and 
more are important to me, I thought it best to stick to the highlights.  
   I‘m sitting in my home, with the fresh smell of pine washed floors and lemongrass candles and the undertone of cartoons playing in the background and I 
feel content. If there is anything that brings me to tears, the greatest shift in my existence from addict to recovering, the entity that would receive Blue Rib-
bon first place in my life… it would be serenity.  We will comprehend the word serenity and we will know peace.‘ 
   It‘s easy for me to remember the chaos of my life before recovery. I used to have extra clothes in the truck because I never knew where I would be. I had 
the nickname Crazy because no one knew what I would do next including myself. I couldn‘t sit in my skin for more than an hour without putting something in 
to numb, change, intoxicate, whatever. Just different than it was. Then the inevitable long list of bad choices followed by guilt, by drugs/alcohol, followed by 
bad choices and around I‘d go.  
   I can‘t say serenity and peace immediately appeared the day I got sober or a week later or even months later. But the exact day is irrelevant to me now 
that the itchiness under my skin has been gone for quite some time. Some one told me that as long as I stay sober that things would get better and he was 
right. The feeling of being ‗plugged in‘, the inability to live life on life‘s term, would eventually dissipate and be replaced by a quiet happiness, a stillness I 
choose to call serenity.  
   From this centeredness all things are possible for me today. I can obtain and maintain great relationships; I can pay my bills on time. I have the privilege of 
raising my children today. I am a full time student, sponsee, girlfriend, employee, and sober member of society. I get to participate in life today, not find ways 

to black out of it. Sometimes quickly, sometimes slowly, the promises are being fulfilled in my life. Heather N 

B efore I began recovery my mornings would start with a thought, ―where‘s my pipe?‖ It was actually more than a thought; it was a mandatory alarm —
one I was powerless over. I was a slave. I knew no freedom and I experienced no joy. When you start your day with the boss-man calling, you are guaran-
teed you will labor through the day and into the night in chains, carrying a heavy burden. 
   The first of the eleven promises on page 83 of the Big Book of Alcoholics Anonymous tells us that we will know a new freedom and a new happiness if we 
are painstaking with our spiritual development. Freedom and Happiness in one statement. Coincidental? The U.S. Declaration of Independence states that 
Life, Liberty and the Pursuit of Happiness are our (God-given and therefore) unalienable rights. Liberty (freedom) and happiness together again in one 
sentence. Why?  
    It is my experience in recovery that happiness is the feeling I get from knowing I am free. For me, addiction was bondage and bondage 
(disempowerment) was the darkest of despair. 
 Freedom to choose new beliefs. Freedom to have a higher power of my own understanding. Freedom to not pick up and use today. Freedom to feel all my 
feelings without needing to check out. Freedom to be of real service to another suffering addict. Freedom to be truthful with  myself and others. Freedom to 
love another in a healthy, non-codependent way. Freedom to look in the mirror and love who I see. 
   There is nothing more important to me than I feel good. Not the old kind of selfish, self-centered pursuit of feeling good at anyone‘s expense. But the lined 
up with spirit, looking for the best, it feels good to be in my skin, feel good way. Working my steps, going to meetings, and being of service has given me the 
clarity to  know the difference in those two experiences of feeling good. Why? Because it has given me the freedom which makes me oh so happy. Larry N. 

Promises My Ass 
  I begin this article this way because some days the promises are so evident in my life and there are days when they seem so far out of reach it is as if they 
are just a nursery rhyme.  For me it is how I continue on with my life as a sober man in CMA  when I am not connected to the promises that separates the 
men from the boys.  It depends on which day of the week for me how many if any of the promises are acknowledged in my life    I do know that my biggest 
fear in life is not being able to go back to work and be productive and not depend on anyone other than God for my prosperity . The fear of financial insecu-
rity haunts me and sometimes when I see all of your lives falling into place so beautifully I begin to judge my failures by your successes, tough stuff to admit 
at almost 7 years clean, but we don't stay sober by only sharing the joy.  This however began to change about 3 months ago when I was in a came to be-
lieve meeting and the topic was on careers, and the highlights of the reading and the meeting were basically that you do what you truly love with all your 
might and then you step away from the outcome, you completely give the results to God. Somehow in that meeting once again the window opened and I got 
the message and my daily mantra is no longer "prosperity is the only reality in my life" my new mantra is "God today I will do my best and I will leave the 
results up to you" and somehow I have found a peace that I haven't had in a really long time.  FEAR OF FINANCIAL INSECURITY HAS LEFT ME (if only 
for today) sometimes a little bit at a time is all I need.   The most important promise to me and the most evident in my life is and always has been, 'GOD 
WILL DO FOR ME WHAT I COULD NOT DO FOR MYSELF'  When I first heard that God's delay is not God's denial I got it and once again I find 
peace.  Thank God that all those dreams did not come true that I prayed for on and on in early recovery.  I appreciate someone loving me enough to say 
NO.  Through sponsorship and H&I I have found a peace and a love that I have looked for all my life.  As this is the last newsletter before our next chapter in 
DCCMA I want to say thank you from the bottom of my heart for allowing me to be your H&I Chair for the past 2 years, You didn't know this but there were 
months that I got to fill in as leader or speaker up to a dozen times and every time I was called upon was at a time when my own daughter seemed to be 
loosing her battle with addiction and being there for all those beautiful souls for an hour at a time got me through another 24 hours.   I was bedridden when 
this commitment began, I couldn't walk or ever bathe myself and I threw myself into building an amazing foundation for DCCMA H&I Panel of Hope and it 
worked in all angles, You saved my life and my recovery and once again, "GOD DID FOR ME WHAT I COULD NOT DO FOR MYSELF." Thank you, Yours 
in Love and Service, Joshua S. 



RIVERSIDE COUNTY MEETING DIRECTORY  

Monday 7:30 PM 

PS Stop the Insanity  

1555 E Alejo Rd 

Palm Springs 

Tuesday 5:30 PM 

Workbook Study 

1555 E Alejo Rd 

Palm Springs 

Wednesday 7:30 PM 

Big Book Study 

1020 Ramon Rd 

Palm Springs 

Thursday 7:30 PM 

Speaker Meeting  

Our Savior Lutheran Church 

1020 E Ramon Rd @ Caballeros 

Room 101, Palm Springs 

Friday 7:30 PM 

Thank God It’s Friday 

1555 E Alejo Rd 

Palm Springs 

Saturday 10:00 AM 

Sat. Morning Solutions 

1555 E Alejo Rd 

Palm Springs 

Saturday 7:00 PM 

Fight the Good Fight  

Mission Inn Ave @ 

Lemon St, Riverside 

Sunday 7:00 PM 

Sun. Night Round Robin  

1555 E Alejo Rd 

Palm Springs 

CHIPS:  
We have a full stock of plastic and metal CMA chips. To order, 

go to our web at www.desertcitiescma.org and click on the chips 

link. Place your order and click the send button. I will fill your 

order and bring it to your meeting. I will submit an invoice to 

the treasurer of your meeting and they will send the payment 

to the district treasurer. Order today, don’t get caught short. 

MISSION STATEMENT: Crystal Meth Anonymous is a 

fellowship of men and women who share their experience, 
strength and hope with each other, so they may solve their com-
mon problem and help others to recover from addiction to crys-
tal meth. The only requirement for membership is a desire to 
stop using. There are no dues or fees for CMA membership; we 
are self-supporting through our own contributions. CMA is not 
allied with any sect, denomination, politics, organization or insti-
tution; does not wish to engage in any controversy; and neither 
endorses nor opposes any causes. Our primary purpose is to 
lead a sober life and to carry the message of recovery to the 
crystal meth addict who still suffers. (Adapted with permission 
of the grapevine of Alcoholics Anonymous.)  

Desert Cities Crystal Meth Anonymous will hold elections for all positions in November 2009. Those persons interested 
in holding a position on the board or as committee chairs will find the qualifications listed below. The elections will follow 
the third legacy process and will be held at 5 PM, United Methodist Church, Fellowship Hall, 1555 E Alejo Rd., Palm 
Springs. 
   All DCCMA officers and committee chairs are elected to a term of two (2) years. Nominations and elections will take 
place at the general assembly meeting held in November, biennially, using the ―third legacy‖ procedure described in the 
literature of sister fellowship Alcoholics Anonymous, with all persons who participate in any DCCMA group being allowed 
to vote. The term of service commences the January following the election. If it is necessary to replace an officer or com-
mittee chair during the two-year term between general elections (see below), then the existing District Committee mem-
bers, may, by majority vote, nominate and elect a qualified successor to complete the term. If a GSR must be replaced, 
then the District Committee may notify the relevant member group/meeting of the opportunity to elect a new GSR, which 
is typically a two-year commitment within each group/meeting. The District Committee also has the ability to create new 
administrative subcommittees, as needed, as described below; for a new committee chair to be a voting member, these 
Bylaws should be amended pursuant to the procedures described below.  
 

Chair and Co-Chair must have at least three (3) years of continuous sobriety.   

 

Treasurer must have at least five (5) years of continuous sobriety.  

 

Secretary must have at least a year of continuous sobriety.  

 

Committee Chairs must have at least one year of continuous sobriety. Committees are: Information and Out-

reach; Structure and Finance; Hospitals and Institutions (H&I); Event Planning and Recognition; Registration. 
 

GSR sobriety requirements are to be set by the individual DCCMA member groups; but a GSR must have at least one 

year of continuous sobriety to vote at the District Committee level.  

 

 



 A hhh…the sweet taste of freedom.  A concept that at times I have taken for granted.  Changes in our gov-
ernment and crises on a world-wide level have limited some of our personal and political freedoms over the 
past decade.  However I can only remind myself that my life in recovery has allowed me to achieve some new-
found freedom that during my using life I had never thought possible.  When I was drinking, using and running 
I was surely a slave to the substances that I used.  Would I have enough? Enough drugs, money, dealer con-
tacts, nine lives in how many times I escaped any run-ins with the law, pals who wouldn‘t steal from me, ex-
cuses I could make to friends, employers and family members as to why I was behaving in the manner that 
caused concern?  No; there never was enough of anything.  Prior to entering the program I spent 14 hours in 
a rather well-appointed jail cell.  One would think that loss of freedom would have taught me that I needed to 
change EVERYTHING but no; I had to continue using for four more ugly months after that incident.  Upon en-
tering the rooms of CMA and other 12-step programs I bore witness to the hope and freedom the other mem-
bers spoke of.  Eventual freedom from daily urges to use, lack of fear when the phone rang or the bills came 
or when they heard a police siren and knew it wasn‘t coming for THEM.  Quitting was easy but the program of 
recovery required WORK.  But it was desirable work and work that could be done successfully by doing the 
recommended steps and taking the suggested actions.  When I run out the door to attend a meeting of my 
peers in recovery rather than running up the road to meet the dealer I am filled with such gratitude and a 
sense of freedom; one that I never thought possible until I embraced the program.  Life in recovery is not per-
fect but it certainly is far superior to the life I had when enslaved to substances.  We don‘t enter the rooms of  
CMA because we are too weak; we enter them in order to remain STRONG and FREE. Christine 

 
The other day I received a compliment on my service to recovery. I de-
murely accepted the compliment, but said, ―This is NOT the life I‘d ex-
pected.‖ I had assumed I would always hold one service position, attend 
a few meetings regularly, sponsor if asked, and spend the rest of my time 
developing the fabulous lifestyle I planned for myself. Well, God seems to 
have had other plans in mind for me. ―At some of these we balked…‖ It 
has only been recently that I‘ve taken on a good many service commit-
ments in CMA as well as another fellowship. In my past life I was an of-
fice worker and word processor and occasionally private secretary to an 
executive. Along the way I developed some useful skills which I am now 
finding I can use to be of service. 
   I tell you this not to brag, but to lay the groundwork for how The Prom-
ises have come true in my life. A few years ago when I crossed the 60 
year mark I went into a slump feeling old, useless and depressed. I could 
find no meaning in my life and felt I was truly just an old vegetable. It took 
me several years in therapy and some experimentation with various tasks 

to find what worked and what didn‘t. I found that I could not return to the world of art; that was a part of my 
past, just as were drugs, and not my present. Through those strange coincidences which are referred to as 
God working anonymously, I found there were service commitments needing to be filled and realized I had the 
skills to fill those positions. I took on those tasks with gratitude and filled my life with them.  
   It wasn‘t until my friend offered that compliment that I realized The Promises suddenly took on a new clarity. 
My experiences from my past work life could benefit others. I no longer feel useless and filled with self pity 
(except for every now and then I do indulge in a bout of that!) and I have gained interest in my fellows. I have 
found a life of service in recovery and that satisfies me. I am grateful that my Higher Power finally revealed to 
me His plan for my life. Though I know things will always change, that overwhelming sense of uselessness 
which permeated my very being has left.  
   Being an addict, of course, I want to take on far more service work than I am physically capable of handling, 
but my HP also has taught me another valuable lesson. Those positions of service are only mine temporarily 
and others need to participate in their own recovery by filling them. There are those who refuse to release their 
positions of service and I see how this causes contempt within the fellowship—it is simply an example of self-
ish behavior in disguise. 
   Not all of the promises have come true in my life, unfortunately I still fear economic disaster on a weekly ba-
sis. But I am reminded that just for today I have a place to live, a vehicle to drive, food in the refrigerator and a 
fixed income which provides those things for me. But above all, The Promises begin with the words, ―We are 
going to know a new freedom and a new happiness…‖ That‘s all this addict can ask for, just for  
today. Christopher M. 

No matter how far down the 

scale we have gone, we will 

see how our experience can 

benefit others. That feeling of 

uselessness and self-pity will 

disappear. We will lose inter-

est in selfish things and gain 

interest in our fellows. Self-

seeking will slip away. Our 

whole attitude and outlook 

upon life will change. 



 
“We will intuitively know how to handle situations which used to baffle us…” 

When I was a little girl, arguments about cleaning my bedroom used to rage on for weeks with My Mom.   I would com-

plain that I was hungry or sad, or frustrated, or sometimes that I just didn‘t feel like doing it.   And when My Mom won the 

argument (usually through devious tactics like threatening to make me stay in there) I was always relieved when the job 

was done, and actually quite happy with the result.  A clean room, ahhh.  Then I would vow to myself that I would make 

this a habit, that I would clean my room everyday so that I could go to bed in a nice neat room.  It never happened.  I al-

ways let the room deteriorate until My Mom began the battle once more, and the cycle would repeat.  I have taken this 

approach throughout my life.  I refused to handle situations in my life because I didn‘t feel up to it.  This would go on until 

the rotten stench of the problem had forced someone else to intervene.    

   At first, my drug use helped me to face unpleasant situations and tasks and just deal with it.   The discomfort of trudging 

through things didn‘t get to me as long as I was high or had getting high later to look forward to.  This didn‘t last 

long.  Soon, my drug use turned on me, and it became a chore.  It was just like cleaning my room, only I couldn‘t put it 

off.  My addiction demanded that I attend to that need before everything else in my life.  And then, eventually, my addic-

tion demanded that I feed it, instead of attending to anything else in my life.  

   When I entered the program, the first time, they told me, ―Make your bed every day.‖  I never tried it, and eventually I 

relapsed.   

   When I entered the program, the first time, they told me, ―Make your bed every day.‖  I never tried it, and eventually I 

relapsed.  

    When I entered the program this time, they told me, ―Make your bed every day.‖  I tried it.  It was the first lesson I 

learned in contrary action.  This is where we learn that our feelings are just that, feelings.  We have to let them wash over 

like a wave and they will pass.  The point is that we must take the action required to progress.  So, making my bed led to 

doing my steps, and even eventually to writing this article.  I continue to take the action required – no matter what I 

feel.  How do I handle situations which used to baffle me?  I just do.  I do the next indicated thing until the situation has 

been dealt with, instead of trying to worm my way out of it.  I still procrastinate.  Thank God that we seek progress not 

perfection!  I wish you each all of the promises come true in your lives – it will come to pass if you just do the work.  K 

 
ecently, I drove to Los Angeles to make amends to a woman who helped me (after I 
tried to commit suicide in 2005). With a letter typed, flowers in hand, and a smile on 
my face, I commenced to search for the residence.  Forgetting that I was in a black-
out when I had originally arrived there, I did not know it would be so difficult to find.  I 
asked a man for directions.  He invited me into his grandmother‘s house to ask her, 
because she had lived in the neighborhood for years.  As a stranger, I entered their 
house and they printed out a map of the area and guided me on my way.  Surprised 
by their kindness, I left and found the house. Unfortunately, it was not occupied by the 
same residents, and I realized I was ready to make amends with nobody to make 

them to.  I remembered the people that printed out the map, and went back to their house to give the grand-
mother the flowers, and hoped to share my story with them. They agreed to hear my experience, and asked 
me to join them for coffee and toast at the kitchen table.  After I was finished, the eighty-eight year old grand-
mother asked if she could share something with me.  She told me of her late husband, who had lived with her 
in that house for over forty years, and how he had passed away with eleven years of sobriety.  She knew ex-
actly what I was doing and how important it actually was.  She congratulated me and wished me well in my 
recovery.  I was amazed by that experience…  The key word in the phrase: If we are painstaking about this 
phase of our development is, ―IF,‖ because if I had not been painstaking, then the promises would not have 

come true.  If I had not surrendered, got honest, gained hope, grew in faith, faced fear with courage, made an 
inventory, shared it with integrity, became willing, learned of humility, assessed harms done and was ready to 
repair the damage—if I had not earnestly practiced those principles, The Promises would not have occurred.  
The happiness I enjoyed that day in Los Angeles, the lack of regret, the peace I felt over a simple cup of cof-
fee, the way our experiences benefited each other: all of those things would have eluded me—if I had not done 
the work.  In paraphrase, from the foreword of A.A.‘s Twelve Steps & Twelve Traditions; the Twelve Steps are 
a group of principles, spiritual in their nature, which if practiced as a way of life can expel the obsession to 
(use) and enable the sufferer to become happily and usefully whole. I am grateful to A.A. for allowing CMA. to 
use their program of action so that we too may experience the freedom The Promises speak of. Tim W 

 



 

 
hen I reached the point in my Crystal Meth addiction where my life was so totally unmanageable 
that I was willing to reach out and find help, I came to Crystal Meth Anonymous. Broken and de-
feated by my addiction, I was angry to have gotten to the point where the only solution for me was 
to give up my greatest love, Crystal Meth. I knew recovery worked, and although I was terrified 
and frustrated with the notion of having to give up my life as an active addict, there was a pro-
found sense of relief. The only thing I expected was an end to the terror of living in active Crystal 
Meth addiction. I couldn‘t have cared less about having the promises come true in my life, the 

best I felt I could hope for was an end to the total insanity of life on Crystal. 
   The insanity did end, and as I stayed clean and sober, one day at a time, life improved. I was able to show up for 
work. I was able to rebuild relationships with my family. I started to build a network of friends in recovery. I started to 
experience happiness and joy again, and I liked the way that felt. And, like a good addict, I wanted more. What I 
learned was if I went through the process of working the steps with a sponsor, I could expect The Promises to come 
true in my life. When we hear about The Promises, what are generally being referred to are The Promises following 
the 9th Step in the Big Book, but I think its important to point out (for those impatient Crystal Meth addicts like myself) 
that there are sets of Promises following many steps in the Big Book. I challenge you to get your book out and find 
them for yourself. The process of working the steps yields gifts at every stage, and some of the greatest Promises 
are the most simple ones. One of my favorite Promises follows the 5th step: ―We can look the world in the eye.‖ As an 
active Crystal Meth addict, I avoided any real connection with the world. As a clean and sober man in recovery, I take 
my place in my family, business, and community with honor and dignity, able to literally look the world in the eye, one 
day at a time. I came into Crystal Meth Anonymous merely seeking an end to the nightmare, and through working the 
steps, became willing and able to dream once again, and to see those dreams come true. Brien O 

 
t was September 21, the Fall Solstice, and I wanted to get home before the weather 
turned cold. I awoke in Johnson City at 7:30, still tired from the long ride from Louisi-
ana the day before, but anxious to be back in California. As I headed west on 290 thru 
the Texas hill country, I fought a strong head wind. Passing through Frederiksburg, a 
quaint German settlement, I stopped for coffee - but not finding the breakfast I 
wanted, climbed back on my cruiser. After an hour or so, a small collection of build-
ings appeared in front of me: the town of Harper, Texas. I stopped at the sole eating 
establishment in town, the Longhorn Café and climbed off the bike, put my helmet on 

my seat, and entered. The large room, decked out cowboy style, was nearly empty. From the back of the 
room, a woman with a sweet-toned voice said ―Sit anywhere you‘d like, honey,‖ so I sat at a table near the 
front window to take in the view of the town and surrounding countryside. 
   The same woman who‘d invited me to sit brought a menu and introduced herself as my waitress. I ordered 
my breakfast and struck up a conversation with this smiling, joyful individual. During my meal, we talked 
about motorcycles and travel, backgrounds and possibilities. Two or three other patrons drifted in and out of 
the restaurant during the hour but my server kept returning to my table, as eager as I to continue our conver-
sation. Late in our discussion, she mentioned that she would be leaving early today because she was cele-
brating a special occasion and friends had arranged a party. At that point I pondered this woman‘s openness 
and my own, our love of life, and our willingness to share - and it became obvious to me why the special 
connection. I asked ―Are you a friend of Bill W.?‖ She looked surprised but not shocked.  She responded, 
―Yes, and today is my 14th Birthday!‖ I laughed and congratulated her. We talked program for another half 
hour, sharing bits of our stories about alcohol and crystal meth, from demoralization and misery to hope and 
joy. Finally, the time came for me to push on.  I paid my check, we hugged, I wished her a happy birthday, 
and we wished each other a happy life. On my return to San Francisco weeks later, I found my 14 year chip 
and mailed it to this amazing woman along with a program birthday card. Within days, I received a box in the 
mail with a return address of Harper, Texas. In it was a coffee mug from the Longhorn Café and a note from 
my friend thanking me for my chip and detailing the joyous birthday she‘d had that day – and my part in it. I 
think about this amazing woman with love in my heart every time I drink from that cup and every year at the 
Fall Solstice. 
   What has my story got to do with the Promises? Did you really care about your interaction with any human 
being (unless they had your drugs) on YOUR last run?    Neither did I. But I do now, even if it‘s someone I 
just met - another friend of Bill - in a small west Texas town. That‘s the ―Promises‖ coming true in my life. 
Doc D 

 


