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HARBOR LIGHT 
August |  | 2019

Big book of Alcoholics 
Anonymous  
Dictionary (dik shun air ee) 

 
Squander - (skwan dur)  pg 66 : Use 
up/ waste / throw away / consume 
 
Stubbornness - ( stub urn us ) pg 140: 
Unreasonable resistance/ firmly 
stubbornly, often unreasonably 
determined or rigid in purpose or will  

Tact - (tak’t) pg 77 : The ability to 
appreciate the delicacy of a situation 
and to do of say the kindest of most 
uplifting thing/ diplomacy / 
thoughtfulness  
 
Token - (toe- kun) pg 1: Something 
serving as an indication / expression / 
sign  
 
Turn the trick - pg 144: To bring about 
the desired result  

Utopia - (yoo toe pee uh) pg 16, 61: A 
perfect world / perfection / any 
condition, place, or situation of social 
or political perfection  
 
Vying - (vye ing) pg 390: Trying / 
struggling / competing  

Have something you want in the 
HARBOR LIGHT? Send us what you got 

at: harborlightchair@hacoaa.org 
 
 

August 24th at 2:30 - 5:30 pm at M.W.A. 835 
E. 33rd St. Signal Hill, CA 

District 4, Area 9 of Alcoholics Anonymous 
General Service presents a Workshop 

featuring roundtable discussions, a sober 
speaker, pie, coffee, tea, water, and great 

fellowship and information.

In this August addition We Have 

A Letter to My 
Sponsors Son 

Down A Crooked 
Street; winding 

roads 

Tradition Eight 
Upcoming events 

Word search  
Harbor Area 
information 

mailto:harborlightchair@hacoaa.org
mailto:harborlightchair@hacoaa.org
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A LETTER TO MY 
SPONSORS SON

    1 year ago today, my first sponsor passed 
away. Most of you won't have known him as 
he had moved to Arizona a number of years 
ago. But many of you have heard of him, 
because I have spoken of him many, many 
times from podiums far and wide. I regret, 
Robert, that though you are his son, you 
probably never heard this story. But now 
you shall. 
 On September 13, 1983, I reached 
the ultimate bottom. We've heard of it as 
being at the point at which we can't 
imagine life either with or without alcohol. 
We will wish for the end. We will be willing 
to make the supreme sacrifice rather than 
fight this disease another day. That day I in 
fact tried to end it all. 
 Somehow miraculously I survived that 
day. The next day found me in a position of 
complete acceptance of my condition and 
complete surrender to a program of 
recovery. But one more element of what 
was to become my trifecta was still 
missing…hope.  
Very late that night, under the influence of a 
tremendous amount of alcohol, I called a 
member of the recovery community that I 
had attempted to avail myself of many 
times over the past few years. The person 
that I called was your father, Ted. 
 

As I mentioned, it was very late. He had every 
reason to not answer the phone. But he did. 
Upon answering the phone and discovering 
the caller was me, a guy he barely knew, and 
what he knew of me wasn't too promising, 
well, he could have blown the call off with a 
"he's too drunk to talk to now, perhaps we'll 
talk tomorrow". But he didn't. In fact, he talked 
to me for close to an hour. 

 During that conversation, he told me 
that it mattered to him whether or not I got 
sober, that it mattered to him whether I lived 
or died, and he told me he loved me, in only 
the way that one alky can love another. What 
he gave me that night was what I needed 
most desperately…HOPE. 
The next morning I came to. I came to and 
didn't pick up a drink. That was the first time 
that had happened in many, many years. I got 
horribly sick that day, but hung on as your 
father had told me the night before that he 
would come to where I was and take me to 
one of 'those meetings' that night. 

About 6:00 that night, he did call me, just as 
he had promised. He talked to me for a long 
time. He talked with love and compassion. I 
was absolutely convinced that he understood 
what I had been through, and how I felt.

“In only the way that one 
alky can love another”
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I believed him when he told me that I could change my life if I 
did a few things and tried to live according to some simple, 
though not necessarily easy, tenets. He spoke to me from the 
heart, and his words resonated with my heart. 
After nearly an hour, I finally asked him when we were going to 
leave for the meeting. I was a little appalled when he said he 
wouldn't be taking me to a meeting after all. When I asked him 
why, he explained that his father, your grandfather, had passed 
away that morning. So on the day of his father's death, when he 
should have been making his plane reservations, packing his 
bags and getting to the airport to fly to Fort Wayne, Indiana to 
help your grandmother make the arrangements to bury his 
father...on that day, your father took an hour to let some 
helpless, hopeless drunk know that he mattered. That was your 
dad. That was Ted. 

Has it mattered? Well, I sure think so. For over thirty-five years 
now I've lived on the sunny side of the street. And a few other 
folks think so as well...including my entire family (including 2 
children, 3 step-children, 4 grand-children, 4 step-
grandchildren, and 3 great-grand-children), a host of friends, 
and a herd of sponsees of my own. 
  -Robert…I just thought you should know.

Tradition Eight  

“ Alcoholics Anonymous should remain 
forever nonprofessional but our service 
caters may moly special workers.”  
 

Thank those who have come before me to 
make sure that these doors remain open for 
fun and for free. That my sponsor did not ask 
me for anything but willingness to do what 
was asked. I didn’t have to sell Big Books at 
the air port, did not have to mow someones 
lawn, or pay for my sponsors services. The  fact 
that not a single person is above or below me, 
no one is a professional alcoholic and no one 
is making money out of sobriety.  
 When it comes to our special 
workers their jobs are like any other. They get 
to do our bookkeeping, our office 
management, secretaries, warehouse staff for 
our collection of literature and more. Stuff to 
keep the A.A. meetings open available to the 
next suffering alcoholic. That position could go 
to an alcoholic or a normie. Who ever is most 
qualified, as long as it is not 12 step work.  
“Fear will always lurk in every A.A. heart that 
one day our name will be exploited by 
somebody for real cash.” , But if I am diligent 
and honest I will not be that person.  

-Alcoholics Anonymous Member 
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Down a 
Crooked Street

“C’mon down,” Harold said.  “I want you to meet 
Mike.  He’s on the NCC committee.  By the way, 
he’s an alcoholic.  Goes to AA. ”  

An alcoholic?  As far as I knew, I’d never met one 
before. I put down the phone, finished the beer I 
was drinking (my sixth or seventh for the day), 
and walked somewhat unsteadily down the 
block to Harold’s house.  He and I were handling 
publicity for the National Computer Conference 
to be held that year at the Anaheim Convention 
Center. We were in the process of getting 
acquainted with the other people involved in the 
project, and Mike was one of them.  

When I knocked on the door, Harold called me 
back to the rear of the house.  I found the two 
men seated at Harold’s well-stocked bar. Mike 
stood up and shook my hand. He said he was 
very much looking forward to working with me.  

In the conversation that ensued, I learned that 
Mike managed a programming department in a 
major computer company. I looked at the drink 
he had in his hand.  It was a club soda. How 
awful, I thought, an alcoholic drinking plain club 
soda.  I felt pity for him, but not so much that I 
turned down the glass of Scotch Harold slid in 
front of me. 

Type to enter text Our meeting lasted for about 
an hour and two more Scotches.  By the time it 
was over, and even though my thinking was 
clouded, I had formed a favorable impression 
of Mike in spite of his off-putting abstinence 
from alcohol.  He struck me as being relaxed, 
self-confident, and able.  I wondered how that 
was possible for an alcoholic who did not drink.  
A couple of months went by before I met Mike 
again, this time in San Francisco.  We were 
working on the final details for the computer 
conference.  After our planning session, several 
of us gathered in a North Beach restaurant for a 
lengthy dinner which began with cocktails and 
included plenty of wine and after-dinner drinks. 
I drank every round.  Mike stuck to his club 
soda the whole evening, and mysteriously to 
me, seemed to be having a great time.  

When the party broke up, three of us climbed 
into Mike’s car for a ride to our hotel. But 
instead of going directly to the hotel, Mike took 
us on a detour down San Francisco’s famed 
Lombard Street, a steep drive through sharp 
hairpin turns. I was wasted from all the alcohol I 
had drunk, and the trip down Lombard Street 
made me nauseous.  
I was barely able to walk when we reached our 
hotel. Mike, I could see, was sober. He would 
wake up the next morning without a hangover 
and remember everything that happened the 
night before.
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 The significance of my ride down Lombard Street 
did not dawn on me until one Saturday morning 
months later when my drinking had reached the 
catastrophic stage. I “came to” that morning, as on 
so many other mornings, not knowing how I had 
gotten home.  Had I driven myself? Was my car in 
the garage? I did not know. Then I thought about 
Mike.  He had driven me down Lombard Street 
when I was too drunk to drive anywhere. He had 
shown me an alternative to the kind of crazy 
drinking I was engaged in, an alternative that 
seemed to work, at least for him.  I thought that I 
had better find out what was keeping him sober, 
so I got out of bed, went to the Yellow Pages, and 
dialed the number for AA in Long Beach. The 
woman who answered the phone gave me the 
address of a meeting in my neighborhood. I 
resolved to go there that evening. 

My brief association with Mike had given me a 
positive impression of Alcoholics Anonymous.  I 
expected to find people like him in the meeting I 
went to that night, and I was not disappointed. 
Everyone was friendly and welcoming, but more 
importantly from my perspective, relaxed and 
comfortable the way Mike was.  They were not a 
glum lot of sorrowful souls lamenting the fact 
that they could no longer take a drink. I came 
away from that meeting believing that if the AA 
program could work for them, it might possibly 
work for me.  And so it did, from that day on. 

Mike had never given me a single word of 
advice. Nor had he ever commented on my 
drinking behavior. He had simply made sober 
living look attractive.  

  - John 
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Who is Responsible? 

“I am responsible, when anyone, 
anywhere, reaches out for help I 
want the hand of A.A. always to 

be there. And for that I am 
responsible.” 

Questions  
& Answers  
 

How can I stop 
feeling so resentful? 

 “These resentments 
most the time are a 
reflection of my actions. 
That old mirror someone 
is reflecting back on me. I 
get mad at people doing 
what I did or still do.  
Getting through that first 
bite of ‘Its probably me’ 
was the hardest most 
gratifying thing. I was 
released from blaming, 
anger and finally 
resentment. I do not 
3always stay in that space 
but I return to it.  I try to 
remember that when I am 
feeling a resentment its 
usually my problem I am 
avoiding. “ 

  -Alcoholics Anonymous member  

HARBOR AREA 
SERVICE BOARD 

3450 E. Spring Street # 
109, Long Beach, CA 
1st. Wed. – 6:00 PM 

HARBOR AREA 
SERVICE COMMITTEE 
Resurrection Church 
1900 E. Carson St., Long 
Beach, CA 90807  
2nd. Wed. – 7:30 PM 

HOSPITAL & 
INSTITUTION 
COMMITTEE  

The American Legion  
5938 Parkcrest St., Long 
Beach, CA 90808 
3rd. Wed. – 8:00 PM: 
New member 
orientation at 7:30. 

GENERAL SERVICE – 
DISTRICT 1 
Kiwanis Club 
2515 Valley Drive, Hermosa 
Beach, CA  
2nd. Thurs. – 7.30 PM  

GENERAL SERVICE – 
DISTRICT 2 
Imperial Alano Club  
8021 Rosecrans Ave, 
Paramount, CA 90723 
4th Wed. – 7:00 PM  

GENERAL SERVICE – 
DISTRICT 3  
25904 Cayuga Ave-Lomita 
(church-Rear), CA 
2nd Tues. – 7:30 PM 

GENERAL SERVICE – 
DISTRICT 4  
Resurrection Church 
1900 E. Carson St., Long 
Beach, CA. 90807  
1st. Wed. – 7:00 PM
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AMENDS 
BEHAVIOR 
EIGHT 
EXPERIENCE 
FELLOWS 
HARMED 

HUMORLESS 
LIST 
MISBEHAVIOR 
PERSONAL 
RELATIONSHIP

RESTITUTION 
SELFPITY 
THOUGHTFUL 
WILLING 
PATIENCE
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