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NATURE COAST JOURNAL
JULY 2021

JULY 18TH
Nature Coast Intergroup meets
at 4:30pm
Followed by District Business
Meeting at 5:45pm

@ Shepherd of the Hills
Episcopal Church,
2540 W. Norvell Bryant
Highway (CR 486), Lecanto
Service positions are open!

The following stories relate the experiences of Holly and
Sam — both of whom are alcoholics coping with serious
mental health issues — who have found sobriety and a
new way of life in Alcoholics Anonymous. These stories
are re-printed from the flyer AA For Alcoholics With Mental Health Issues, and are reprinted here to share their
experience strength and hope.

Holly R.
“I

was dismayed to realize I couldn’t stop on my
own.”
I always had difficulty figuring out why I was so
different from others. There was more than just
what was on the outside that set me apart. I
struggled in school academically even though I
tested with a high IQ. My friends were the honor
students, but my GPA was low and I was always
relieved I made it through another level in
school. This became a source of discouragement, and I never felt I was capable or good
enough. One of the ways I was able to excel was
by rebelling, and experimenting with drugs and
alcohol soon became an outlet for me to be at
the head of the pack. Even the honor students
and tech geeks liked to party, and I could keep
pace with all of them. I still had aspirations for
myself, though, and went off to college with a
reserved sort of hope. The partying of college
life was nothing new to (continued on page 3)

HOTLINE 352-621-0599
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STEPS/TRADITIONS/CONCEPTS
Step 7
Humbly asked Him to remove our shortcomings
———
Tradition 7
Every A.A. group ought to be fully self-supporting, declining outside
Contributions
———
Concept 7
The Charter and Bylaws of the General Service Board are legal instruments, empowering the trustees to manage and conduct world service affairs. The Conference
Charter is not a legal document; it relies upon tradition and the A.A. purse for final
effectiveness.

“Definition of an alcoholic is
an egomaniac with an
inferiority complex”

CONTRIBUTIONS
District 28
P.O. Box 640914
Beverly Hills, FL 34464

Nature Coast Intergroup
P.O. Box 2634
Crystal River, FL 34423

North Florida Area Conference
(Please write District 28 and your group number on
the check)
Make checks payable to NFAC and send to:
P.O. Box 10094
Jacksonville FL 32247

General Service Office
P.O. Box 459
Grand Central Station
New York, NY 10163

3

(continued from front page)… me, but something was different. While my peers could party, still pass
exams and make the grade, I couldn’t. Having setbacks only encouraged my rebellion with alcohol and
par-13 tying; it was the one social sphere where I didn’t feel “less than.” Falling behind and being on
my own, I made my own rules, which meant that I began to find people who kept pace with my drinking
and partying. I became involved with a dangerous group, and this changed the direction my life would
take. I got kicked out of school; I was losing jobs and drinking vodka straight from the bottle ’round
the clock. I was dismayed to realize I couldn’t stop on my own. It would take several years of drinking
this way before I was ready to ask for help. By the grace of God, one day I was simply on my knees,
broken and desperate, and willing to do whatever it took to have some freedom from addiction. I entered a rehab program where the lead doctor told me it was possible to be “too smart” for A.A. I knew
this was meant ironically, and I was just desperate enough to realize I had to hold onto what I was being given through the program, and to try the suggestions if I wanted to stay sober one day at a time.
If I overanalyzed something or failed to connect with the people who shared their experience, strength
and hope, I could miss the whole point of why I landed where I did and what I wanted to change. Slowly, day by day, my head began to clear, and staying sober and going to meetings began to get easier. I
had some expectation that when I was able to stop drinking I would magically pull my life back together, and that aspirations I had held dear would begin to materialize. The problem was that I was still the
same person — a girl who couldn’t quite manage as well as everyone else. Even working the Steps and
clearing away the wreckage of the past didn’t solve that problem for me. Years passed when I would be
bouncing between jobs, not managing to get back into school, and becoming more and more discouraged again. At one point a friend of mine who had been in the program for years with me, and who
had a fondness for therapy, suggested I seek outside help. I remember her saying, “It’s not normal what
you’re dealing with, and it’s not a big deal to get help.” I hadn’t realized how I had stigmatized therapy
and mental health conditions up until then, but I saw clearly that she was right. I began to see a therapist I came to enjoy seeing as much as I enjoyed my A.A. meetings, and I took her suggestion to be
tested by a psychiatrist. 14 When I returned with a diagnosis of ADHD and a depressive episode,
things began to make sense. It became clear that ADHD’s effect on my work, school and even social
skills had the effect of causing discouragement and depression. For so long my solution had been to
drink the problems away. And, while sober, I didn’t have to drink one day at a time, but I was still
struggling. When I opened myself up to outside help, I began to develop solutions to the core problem
that had been plaguing me for years. Since that time, I have managed to transfer back into a major university. I look forward to studying abroad next summer and applying to graduate school next fall. Although my grades will never be perfect, I have a confidence in my ability as an independent woman that
I hadn’t known was possible. I’m forever grateful to A.A. for giving me the tools to know when to ask
for help and the courage to be open and honest.
————————————————————————————————————————————-

Sam
“If I stay involved in A.A. and take great care of my mental health, I flourish spiritually, personally and
professionally.”
“Normal people don’t act this way,” I said to myself, waking up in a crummy hotel room in a neighboring state. I had taken the four-hour drive there alone the night before, under the influence of course,
but also with the help of rocket fuel energy from one of the most extreme manic episodes I had ever
experienced. Yes, I am one of millions of Americans who suffer from mood disorders, and like nearly a
quarter of my mood disordered brethren, I abuse alcohol like it’s my job. And in the last couple of
years I have come to learn that, untreated, I could become a much more morose statistic. I was diagnosed three years prior to stepping 20 foot inside an A.A. meeting. Anytime my love of getting loaded
started interfering with my life, doctors would suggest that I check out the program or at least cut back
on my drinking. But I knew better. I said to myself, “I am already going (continued on page 4)…
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… (continued from page 3)… to a psychiatrist once a month, blabbering to a therapist three times a
week, and taking medication. I’m doing enough work already. Besides, alcohol isn’t my problem, my
mood disorder is what’s destroying my life.” In the meantime, I was definitely not stable and was drinking every day and often alone. It was hard for me to notice it then, but booze interacted with my mood
disorder in dangerous ways. If I was already feeling depressed, a bottle of Scotch would make me feel
like I was drowning in suicidal thoughts. But if I was feeling that exhilarating and lethal elevation, getting loaded would be like pouring gasoline over my mania and make me even angrier, more reckless,
and generally not a pleasant guy to be around. And it seemed like if I wasn’t already high or low, alcohol was pushing me one way or the other anyway. It wasn’t until later that I realized that my extracurricular substance intake was basically voiding out the positive effects of the prescribed medication I
was on. Above all, I was spiritually sick. I thought I was God (sometimes literally) and that the most important person in the world was me. My instability and my compulsive drinking kept me separate from
the rest of the world and any power greater than me. But when I finally got out of that hotel bed and
got myself to a meeting, I found out what had been missing from my life. From the moment I got my
butt in a seat until now, I have felt nothing but welcomed by my fellows in the program. No one ever
called me gross, evil or crazy — things that I thought I had become. I found a power greater than myself, and it was in a huge network of alcoholics that taught me the importance of service and cleaning
one’s side of the street. Yes, for me G.O.D. often still stands for Group Of Drunks. It’s no surprise that
when I stopped drinking my medication started working and I became stable. But it goes both ways —
I need to stay sober in order to stay stable, but I also need to stay stable in order to keep my sobriety
sound. The Promises didn’t start coming true for me until I immersed myself in the Twelve Steps with a
sponsor and educated myself on my mood disorder. My recovery is contingent on going to meetings,
service and fellowship, but it is also nonexistent if I don’t keep up with therapy and take my medication as prescribed by my psychiatrist. There have been times in my sobriety when I have leaned heavily
on one thing and let up on the rest, and the results have been nasty. On the other hand, if I stay involved in A.A. and take great care of my mental health, I flourish spiritually, personally and professionally. The only way to stay balanced is to try to keep balance in the things we can control and pray for
guidance when it comes to the things we can’t. The fact of the matter is that today alcohol is not my
problem, and neither is my mood disorder. Chaos is my problem, and I am addicted to it — probably
because it is what I am used to most: after all, I spent the first 23 years of my life doing things like
waking up in other states. But in the short time that I have been taking care of myself, there have been
moments when I have seen the sunlight of the Spirit. And I am not exaggerating when I say that those
moments saved my life. I keep coming back because I know that my life depends on it

WE NEED YOUR STORIES!
Tell us about “what it was like, what happened and what it is like now.”
In upcoming issues, Nature Coast Journal will publish your brief stories about:
Laughter and Fun in Sobriety, Balance in and out of AA , The Steps ,
Living Your Dreams In Sobriety ,AA Humor/ Jokes
Send us stories on any topic sobriety
related!

e-mail: news@ncintergroup.com
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A.A HISTORY
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JULY 2021 ANNIVERSARIES

Real Happy Hour
Gloria T. 39 years
Dave B 6 years

Sober Sand Gnats
John P. 26 years
Sue P. 16 years
Debbie O. 3 years

