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HAVING FUN YET? 

 ñ. . . we aren't a glum lot. If new-

comers could see no joy or fun in our 

existence, they wouldn't want it. We 

absolutely insist on enjoying life. We 

try not to indulge in cynicism over the 

state of the nations, nor do we carry 

the world's troubles on our shouldersò 
 ð ALCOHOLICS ANONYMOUS, p. 132 

 

 Am I having fun yet?  

 If I find answering that question 

difficult or painful, perhaps I'm taking 

myself too seriously ð and finding it 

difficult to admit that I've strayed from 

my practice of working the program to 

keep my house in order. I think the 

pain I experience is one way my High-

er Power has to get my attention, 

coaxing me to take stock of my perfor-

mance. The slight time and effort it 

takes to work the programða spot-

check inventory, for example, or the 

making of amends, whatever is appro-

priate ð are well worth the effort. 

-- Adapted from A.A. Daily Reflections, Jan. 23 
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Gobsmacked by Sobriety  
 

When I got close to my one-year A.A. birthday I went to lots of meetings, 
read the book, talked to my sponsor, did everything a ñgood A.A.ò was sup-
posed to doé and was absolutely and positively stark-raving sober. The run-
ups to the next few birthdays were also crazy, just not as intense. Five, however, 

was big. I needed all the fingers on one hand to count my years. 

Then I turned 10: a number ending in zero, a decade of progress, all the 
fingers of both hands, double-digit sobriety. There is just something about a 
number ending in zero. Insanity ensued ï sober insanity, but insanity nonethe-
less. This was repeated at 20, (A double decade!) and again at 25 ï (OMG: A 

quarter of century!)  

Last month I turned 30. 

I was Gobsmacked!  

Now gobsmacked is a delightful bit of Brit-
ish slang that means utterly astonished, 
astounded. According to the dictionary itôs a 
blend of gob (mouth or beak) and smacked... 

as in the mouth. 

Now 30 years was a long time for a drunk 
like me to go without a drink, and as I ap-
proached that date I kept thinking about how 
long it had been. So I read the book, talked to 
my sponsor, did everything a ñgood A.A.ò was 
supposed to do, and was still absolutely and 

positively stark-raving sober. 

In fact, I hadnôt been that jittery since I had become a ñshort timerò in the 
Army and started counting down to my discharge date. When I got down to the 
single-digit fidgets my sergeant would send me off on make-work projects be-

cause he knew I was useless.  

Approaching 30 years in A.A. was even more nerve wracking. It had very 
little to do with fear of drinking, but I must admit I did think about it at times. I 

mentioned it to friends in the 30-plus club. One put my mind at ease by saying: 

ñYou wonôt drink. Your ego is too big to let you put yourself in a position 

where you would have to raise your hand again as a newcomer.ò 

He was right. There are times when an ego is a handy thing to have. 



о  

WeCareBakersfield@gmail.com October 2017 

What I finally realized, though, is that my nervousness had less to do with 

the time, than it did with what I thought having 30 years meant.  

I had let myself get caught up in A.A. old-timer mythology: the mindset 
that assumes that the more time you have the more you know, the more an-
swers you have, the more calm and serene you areé that somehow 30 years of 
sobriety makes you more sober than someone with 30 days, or 30 weeks, or 30 

months, or 300 weeks, or 300 months, or even 359 months and 29 days. 

As I got closer to three decades I realized I was none of that. Not only did I 
not know the answers, I wasn't even always sure of which questions to ask. 
 When I woke up on my 30th birthday, Sober Day 10,957, I realized that the 
only real difference between then and Sober Day 10,956 was that I was a day 
older. I also realized that the days leading up to my 30th were the same length. 
At time they just felt longer or shorter, like the days leading to my one-year 
chip, my first day of sobriety, the day I got married, the days my children were 

born, the days my grandchildren were born. It comes down to two simple facts: 

1.  Time takes time.  

2.  Time moves at the same rate: No Matter What.  

 

Sometimes time seems to crawl, sometimes it seems to race, but when 
you look at the clock you realize it's counting off seconds one at a time at the 
same rate it always counts off seconds. And the count for 30 years is 

946,080,000 seconds, give or take a leap year or two. 

So even though I have entered the 30-year club I am not endowed with any 
special A.A. knowledge, powers, wisdom, or status. Yes, I know a lot about A.A. 
and A.A. history. I also have seen, experienced, and learned a lot. Based on my 
30 years of sobriety I know that I can walk through the death of loved ones, 
family and medical crises, unemployment, bankruptcy ð the whole range of life 
lived on lifeôs terms ð without having to take a drink. That doesn't mean I didn't 

want to drink. It means I didn't take that drink.  

But in some ways it is like the stock market. When you buy stock you 
have to face the simple fact that a companyôs past performance is no guarantee 
of future performance. The same is true of sobriety. So even though there is no 
guarantee that I will never drink again, I do have 30 years of sobriety, prayer 
and meditation, cooperating with Godôs will, the fellowship of 

AA: not drinkingé no matter what.  

No wonder Iôm gobsmacked. 

Cheers & Happy Serenity  

The Cyber Sot  
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Laughter brought me back to my second A.A. meeting, and to a 

lot of meetings after that. I was vaguely aware that there was some-

thing called òthe program,ó and these òsuggestionsó called the 12 

Steps, but I didnõt care. I just needed to hear people laughing.  

Look at the number of times laugh, laughing, laughed , and laugh-

ter appear in the Big Book and you begin to get a real sense of just 

how important it is. Thatõs why on page 132 Bill points out that we 

òarenõt a glum lot.ó Thatõs because òwe think cheerfulness and 

laughter make for usefulness.ó 

Letõs see what others have to add. 

ñLaughter connects you with people. 
Itôs almost impossible to maintain any 
kind of distance or any sense of so-
cial hierarchy when youôre just howl-
ing with laughter. Laughter is a force 

for democracy. ñ 

ñ John Cleese  

ñLaughter is carbonated holiness.ò 

 ð Anne Lamott  

Laugh at yourself first, before any-

one else can.  

ñ Elsa Maxwell  
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Th!nk About It 

Every month weôll look at a 

topic and see what people ð 

in and out of the program ð 

have to say about it.  

If you have a topic and  

some quotes to go with it,  

please email it to us. 

October 2017 

 ñA day without laugh-

ter is a day wasted.ò 

ñ Charlie Chaplain  

 

ñI commend mirth.ò 

 ñ Ecclesiastes 8:15  

 ñ[Humanity] has unquestiona-
bly one really effective weaponð
laughter. Power, money, persuasion, 
supplication, persecutionðthese 
can lift at a colossal humbugðpush 
it a littleðweaken it a lit-
tle, century by century, 
but only laughter can 
blow it to rags and      at-
oms at a blast. Against 
the assault of laughter 

nothing can stand.ò   

ñ Mark Twain  

 If you have no tragedy, you 
have no comedy. Crying and laugh-
ing are the same emotion. If you 
laugh too hard, you cry. And vice 

versa.  

ñ Sid Caesar  

 ñA good laugh is a 
mighty good thing, a   
rather too scarce a  

good thing.ò 

ñ Herman Melville  

 ñTo me there is no picture so 
beautiful as smiling, bright-eyed, 
happy children; no music so sweet 

as their clear and ringing laughter.ò 

ñ P. T. Barnum   
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Listen  

for Godõs 

Laughter   

 
 It was a Friday night, late. I was home by myself. Then the text asking for 
help came in from a good friend, a former co-worker:  

  òThis alcohol thing has gotten me in trouble again.  

Can you come over?ó 

 I froze for a moment. I knew my friend likely had a problem and he knew I 
had recently gotten sober. I had seen him drunk too many times, and Iôd heard 
stories about some of the times Iôd missed. He was firmly in the ñpotentialò cat-
egory. Then I realized that this would be my first 12th Step call. With that 
thought, fear flooded my guts. I wanted to help my friend, but what if I said the 
wrong thing and pushed him away. I swallowed the fear because he needed me, 
and I was damn well going to be there. 
 I threw on my shoes and jumped in my car, and thought about what I was 
going to say on my way over. I decided to simply let him tell me what happened, 
tell my story, and discuss the first step and whether he felt he was powerless 

and that his life had become unmanageable. 

 We talked for hours in the still of his backyard. He had once again made 
an ass of himself earlier in the day due to drinking,. He related to my story, and 
he concluded that he was powerless and his life was becoming increasingly un-
manageable. I suggested he attend a meeting the next day and I gave him my 
Big Book. I told him to start reading. He showed up at the meeting and has been 

reading. And he hasnôt had a drink since that night. 

 If that miracle wasnôt reward enough, I think I also experienced a God Shot 

for the first time.  

 On my way home from his house, I noticed a sobriety checkpoint up 
ahead. This is a street I drive everyday, and I hadnôt gone through a checkpoint 
(dumb luck) in over a decade. But on this night of all nights, I entered the cones 

and saw officers up ahead checking IDs. 
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 And whatôs my first damn 
thought? ñOh shit!ò Which is quickly 
followed by laughter at the realiza-
tion that I had been sober for over 

six months and had nothing to fear. 

 I pulled up to a friendly-looking 
cop (they all look menacing when 

youôre drunk) and gave him my ID. 

 Before he said anything, I 
laughed and blurted out: ñItôs funny, 
I just came from a 12th Step call and 

now I am in a sobriety checkpoint.ò 

 He grinned and raised his eye-
brow: ñWere you the one going to 

the call or the one that called?ò 

 ñI was going to the call and 

now Iôm going home.ò 

 He smiled again, and handed 
back my ID without even really look-
ing at it: ñGet the hell out of here. 

Have a good night.ò 

 ñYes, sir. You have a good 

night as well.ò 

 The cones shrank in my rear 
view mirror and I laughed riotously. 
Thatôs when it dawned on me that 

God enjoys a good laugh, too. 

- Steve E.  

Lest We Forget  

 

  According to the National 
Highway Traffic Safety Admin-
istration, only one arrest is 
made for every 772 impaired 

driving trips. 

  That helps explains why 
10,265 people died in the U.S. in 
alcohol-impaired crashes in 
2015, up 3.2 percent from 9,943 
in 2014. (Statistics for 2016 are 

not yet available.) 

  The 10,265 alcohol-impaired 
fatalities in 2015 accounted for 
about one out of three highway 
deaths (29 percent) on U.S. 

roads. 

  There was an alcohol-
impaired traffic fatality every 51 

minutes in 2015. 

  That works out to an average 
of 28 drunk driving traffic fatali-

ties every day. 
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The Responsibility Pledge:  

Another Option  

  Several years ago at a menôs stag, a 

tall, dark young man attended his first 

meeting. We went around the room and 

introduced ourselves.  

 The newcomer's name was Mohammed.  

 He appeared uncomfortable, as do most newcomers, but sat respectfully, 

silently, through the meeting. At the end, we stood, held hands, and recited the 

Lordôs Prayer as we always did. I was laughing inside because here I was, a 

Jew, holding hands with a Muslim, reciting the LP! I knew this was over-the-top 

for him so, after the meeting, I ran down the stairs to the parking lot as quickly 

as I could to talk to him privately, but he was gone. Iôve never seen him since. 

Over the years, I have talked with numerous newcomers who I thought might be 

non-Christian, but Iôm afraid I have failed. I never see them return. It happened 

most recently in July.  

 I think itôs time we retire the Lordôs Prayer from our meetings.  

 Many groups back East end with our Responsibility Pledge. The Serenity 

Prayer is also a good option. The U.S. is so culturally and religiously diverse 

now. Emmett Foxôs classic Sermon on the Mount, an early AA text my first spon-

sor had me read, states that ñThe Lordôs Prayer is the most important of all 

Christian documents é The one common denominator of all the churches.ò  

  Our Preamble states that AA is not aligned with any sect 

or denomination. The Prayer makes AA appear Christian-

oriented, which can be off-putting to non-Christians and non

-believers, and anything that makes someone feel ñoutside 

the circleò doesnôt belong at AA meetings.  

  As for me, Iôve put up with it for a great many years and 

itôs not going to keep this old timer from attending meetings. 

I just silently say the Shehecheyanu and the Shema (two 

Jewish prayers) to myself. And Iôm proud to report that my 

home group meetings end with the Serenity Prayer. 

          D.W.  


