
BOTTLE
OUTSIDE THE FEBRUARY 2024

District 16 Newsletter

My Last First Drink-- Chris B’s Story
Connecting the Dots-- June’s Story
Information on Mock Conference and March
Round Up



From a very early age I didn’t really fit in. I mean I had people
that I called friends, but I never really felt like I belonged. I
noticed that I was always full of wants-wanting to be needed,
wanting to be loved, wanting to feel a part of, etc. At the age of
17, I found weed and that seemed to help quite a lot. I was able
to relax more and just got with the flow. I didn’t worry as much
about what people thought of me. Then at the age of 19, I got
into drinking and my entire world changed. I had dabbled a few
times before but for some reason, this time it was like Popeye
downing a can of spinach. It felt like consuming the nectar of
the gods. I was so at ease. I was able to talk to women, which
had never been a strong suit. At first, I stuck mostly to beer with
the rare occasion of knocking back a few shots here or there.
Everything went fine for a while until I started calling in to work
and adding in other “extracurricular party favors.” Eventually I
ended up arrested for DUI. In total I would rack up four by the
end of my drinking career. Over the years I would find myself in
detox facilities, rehabs, sober living homes and jails a number of
times. Something had to give. I was introduced to Alcoholics
Anonymous very early on. Like many of us, everyone saw that I
had a problem other than me. Throughout the years, I would
have many times of getting sober for a few months, and then
ruin everything again with by relapsing. The most amount of
time I ever got under my belt was eight months and almost
seven of it was in rehab. I had many bottoms during my
drinking days, losing jobs, places to live, girlfriends,
friendships, etc. But none of that ever seemed to keep me sober
for very long. I believe, for me, it was because I never really
wanted to stay sober. After almost 17 years of this in and out
crap, I finally got to the point where I wanted to stop but I
couldn’t. I was emotionally, mentally and spiritually dead. I was
physically dying and for once I did not want to die. During a
drunken night on my couch, I googled AA and found myself
talking with someone who transferred me to the Pontiac Central
Office. Now at this time, I was living in Fraser and the closest
office was Ferndale, but for some reason they transferred me to
Pontiac. Well, it just so happened that at that very moment I
was talking to the woman in the Pontiac office, a man named
John L was in that office picking up something. He was from my
area in Macomb County, so the lady handed him the phone. We
talked for a bit, and he gave me his number. After about a week

and a half of calls and texts, on January 2nd, 2020, I finally
made it to my last first meeting. It was at that Fraser Group
meeting that I found a group of guys I now call friends. My
desire to drink left me that very day. I found the person who
two days later when I finally asked him, would become my
sponsor. I started following suggestions. I got a Home
Group and a Service position. I started working the steps
with my sponsor out of the Big Book. My life began to
change. I found a God of my understanding. Since getting
sober I have gone through a lot of ups and downs. My
girlfriend ended up in the hospital, and I lost my job less
than a month in. She was then diagnosed with Hodgkins
Lymphoma and endured six months of Chemo. During that
time, Covid happened, and the world shut down. Meetings
were scarce, but a friend had an underground meeting in
his shop and that got me through. I ended up marrying my
girlfriend and we bought a house. Then she had to go
through a stem cell transplant and spend 33-day inpatient.
We had to quarantine for three months after she got home,
and I was on Family Medical Leave at work. Zoom meetings
and phone calls with other alcoholics saved my life during
that time. I was able to walk away from a line of work I
hated at the age of 40 and start an entirely new career.
During all of this, the thought of picking up a drink never
once seemed like a valid option. Recovery gave me a brand-
new life. A life I never even dreamed of let alone thought I
deserved. I am grateful to be an alcoholic today. I continue
to attend regular meetings and sponsor new guys. I always
remember that my recovery is the most important thing in
my life. I am eternally grateful for the life that Alcoholics
Anonymous has allowed me to be a part of.
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My Last First Meeting
C H R I S  B .
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My name is June, and I am a recovering Alcoholic. My
journey with alcohol started at age 13 and it has been a
roller coaster relationship. Drinking alcohol was part of
every family gathering and whatever was left unattended
and forgotten was available for the young teenagers to
have their own gathering in the other part of the house
or event venue (since children were not allowed to party
with the adults). Drinking alcohol always seemed to
make the parties more exciting and fun and it was our
time to be adult-like and have silly fun. Everyone
laughed, dancing, singing, eating, and just enjoying one
another until someone had more than their fair share in
the drink. Then the adult party abruptly ended in an
argument or fight. This happened so often that it ended
up being the norm and everyone would eventually kiss
and make-up and the cycle continued. During this time
in my pre-teens my family home became cold and
unlovable, and I started to feel lost and confused. I
started to feel depressed but didn’t know what
depression really was because talking about feelings and
emotions was seen as weak and you had to be strong. I
come from a loving, dysfunctional family; meaning
alcohol and drugs had progressively destroyed the
dynamics of family that was once strong as granite. I
spent a lot of time with my Godparents on weekends,
holidays, and trips. My Godparents are devout
Christians so there wasn’t any alcoholic beverages,
smoking, secular music, or dancing. Going from one
household to the next was conflicting, but I managed
both ways of life. Don’t get me wrong- my family are also
Christians in faith, but not devout practicing Christians
like my Godparents are, so rules changed from
household to household. Either way I had come to
appreciate both sides (a reprieve from both one way or
the other). At the age of 13, I found solace in alcohol more
than my cousins did. I found my friend drinking Cisco
Peach. Cisco Peach was nothing like that nasty stuff my
cousins and I were drinking off the “forgotten drink”
tables at our gatherings. The Cisco Peach was fizzy and
sweet and cold-just what a teenager would like, and it
was my best friend! I WAS FREE like a bird flying
against the wind on a hot sunny day. I felt great and
wanted to continue to feel this way to mask how I was
really feeling. I was suicidal and didn’t know how to talk
about it. I didn’t want to live anymore, so one day I tried
to commit suicide. Well, you see it didn’t work. After
getting care for some weeks, I returned home, and 

everything was great--until it wasn’t! After a few months,
things spiraled, and I found my footings with life trials —
but not with alcohol. I worked, finished high school, and
by age 19 I was pregnant. At the of age 20 I was a single
mother. My drinking was progressing by this time. I was
functioning and drinking weekends only, but I was binge
drinking and I’d drink until I passed out. My battle with
alcohol continued through every moment in my life –
college, career, marriage, another child. It was slowly,
progressively, destroying and killing me, like it did my
uncles and my aunt. My beautiful, loving, dysfunctional
family that I love and miss so much was ruined by alcohol.
Eventually I was drinking every day, and it was affecting
my home, work, health, and mental stability as I was
starting to become suicidal again. After a family
intervention, I went into rehab in August 2022 and haven’t
had a  drop of alcohol since. It was scary and hard because
I knew I was doing the right thing, yet I felt going to rehab
was a total bottom of the barrel situation. Here I was at
the bottom of the barrel. I was so embarrassed,
disappointed, and ashamed that I lost control and was in
rehab. My first step, like a child’s first step to walk, was to
admit I was powerless over alcohol and that I was losing
my life and had to fight to live. I finally understood that I
could never drink alcohol and that my relationship with
alcohol had to end. How can I manage life without my
lifelong friend? I spent three weeks in a facility that also
worked with me on my mental health and understanding
my disability with alcohol abuse. Those were the best three
weeks I have ever invested in my life support. I worked the
steps and continue to work the steps each day. The same
day I left rehab I went to my first AA meeting and attended
AA meetings either in person or on Zoom every day for a
year. I got a sponsor the first week out and joined two
great home groups. I have participated in Back to Basics,
Design for Living and other great resources to help me
understand my illness and deep dive into the steps to help
me stay in recovery. I am not embarrassed or shameful. I
am proud to give my story away and I can look myself in
the face every morning and thank God for the strength to
accept the things I cannot change and the courage to
change the things in my life that I can. Often, I take a
deep, honest, and moral inventory of my defects of
character and I continue to “Connect the Dots” to a long-
lasting life of sobriety – One Day, One Moment and One
Second at a Time.

Connecting the Dots so
ber since

August 22, 2022
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MARCH ROUNDUP 2023 
March 1-3
Motor City Hotel / 
2901 Grand River Avenue 
Detroit / 48201 
313-237-7711
Registration Fee: $30.00 / $35.00 after 2/16
Saturday Night Banquet: $75.00 & Hotel Rooms:
$153.00 
Register & Volunteer at: aa-semi.org/mru2024
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Editor: Anita B.

AA of Greater Detroit:
248-541-6565

AA of Oakland County:
248-332-3521

AA of Detroit  Wayne County:
313-831-5550

Outside the Bottle is the newsletter of
District 16. The newsletter contains
announcements, meeting changes,
events, news & information around the
district, and stories about sobriety and
recovery.
Any A.A. member is invited to submit
material to the newsletter.
 Please send
questions/comments/contributions to:
district16news@gmail.com

February Events

AREA 33 ASSEMBLY 
 Madison High School, 915 E. Eleven Mile Rd., Madison

Heights 
New GSR Orientation @ 10:00 & Assembly @ 12:00 – 

Lunch Provided!
February 18!  Experience service beyond the Group!

 
MICHIGAN STATEWIDE MOCK CONFERENCE

PLANNING COMMITTEE
Saturday, February 10 at 9:00 a.m. Via Zoom

Zoom ID: 517 414 7662 / No Password Required

DESIGN FOR LIVING – ONLINE STEP TAKING
GROUP

Next session – February 22nd to May 23rd, 2024
Thursdays 6:30 to 8:00 p.m. / Contact Mary Beth K. at 

248-336-0795
Sign Up Now! Registration Open January 11th to February 1st 
Register at: https://designforlivingroyaloak.webnode.page

DISTRICT 16 MEETS AT 7:00 P.M. ON THE 4TH
THURSDAY OF EVERY MONTH AT:

1st United Methodist Church of Madison Heights - 246 E. 11
Mile Road, Madison Heights, MI 48071

If groups would like to contribute to District 16, please mail
a check or money order:

Payable to:  District 16 of Area 33 A.A., PO Box: 725362,
Berkley, MI 48072


