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ORANGE COUNTY — CENTRAL OFFICE

E-mail: ocaa7664(@sbcglobal.net
1526 Brookhollow, Suite 75
Santa Ana, CA 92705
Phone: (714) 556-4555
Website: www.oc-aa.org
South County Office Hours — Mon-Fri 10:00 A.M. to 5:00 P.M.
From San Clemente, Dana Point, Laguna Beach and Capistrano
Valley Area — 27635 Forbes Road, Suite D.
Laguna Niguel CA 92677

GET INVOLVED!!! Every city or county has a Central
Office, and we have two of the best ones around. The main
office is in Santa Ana — just off the 55 Freeway at Dyer; the
south county office is in Laguna Niguel. Every single meeting
in Orange County should have an Intergroup Representative.
If your meeting goes a whole month and you never hear an
Intergroup report during the AA announcements part of your
meeting, then it is time for you to step up to the plate. Become
an Intergroup Rep. and come to our meeting every month. It is
held the 2™ Wednesday of each month at 2025 Alton Parkway
(Between Von Karmann and Red Hill)The meetings are brief,
they are fun, and it is just another tool to put in your kit of
“Sobriety Helpers”. Show up at 7:00 P.M.

VOLUME XXXV No. 6

If you have been following this story, you will know
we started in Akron in 1935 on the night of Bill’s
desperate search for another alcoholic. He found Dr.
Bob on the tenth phone call. This, coupled with many
more of God’s incredible miracles, allowed these two
men to start the most important social project of the 20"
century. By 1939, Bill and Lois were thrown out of Lois’
home which had been in her family for 50 years — the
bank foreclosed. We have followed these two men for
over four years now, and we are ready to bring to a
close this incredible odyssey which resulted in our

fellowship —

HOW THE BIG BOOK WAS WRITTEN — By Bill W.

Mr. Ryan, the hero of the Heatter episode and still sober,
was asked at his table by a distinguished banker, "Why, Mr.
Ryan, we presumed you were in the banking business." Ryan
says, "Not at all sir, I just got out of Great Stone Asylum."
Well, that intrigued the bankers and they were all warming up.

Unfortunately, Mr. Rockefeller couldn’t get to the dinner.
He was quite sick that night so he sent his son, a wonderful
gent, Nelson Rockefeller, in his place instead. After the show
was over and everyone was in fine form, we were all ready
again for the big touch. Nelson Rockefeller got up and
speaking for his father said, "My father sends word that he is
so sorry that he cannot be here tonight, but is so glad that so
many of his friends can see the beginnings of this great and
wonderful thing. Something that affected his life more than
almost anything that had crossed his path." A stupendous plug
that was! Then Nelson said, "Gentlemen, this is a work that
proceeds on good will. It requires no money." Whereupon, the
2 billion dollars got up and walked out. That was a terrific
letdown, but we weren’t let down for too long.

Again, the hand of Providence had intervened. Right after
dinner, Mr. Rockefeller asked that the talks and pamphlets be
published. He approached the rather defunct Works Publishing
Company and said he would like to buy 400 books to send to
all of the bankers who had come to the dinner and to those
who had not. Seeing that this was for a good purpose, we let
him have the books cheap. He bought them cheaper than
anybody has since. We sold 400 books to John D. Rockefeller
Jr. for one buck apiece to send to his banker friends. He sent
out the books and pamphlets and with it, he wrote a personal
letter and signed every doggone one of them. In this letter he
stated how glad he was that his friends had been able to see
the great beginning of what he thought would be a wonderful
thing, how deeply it had affected him and then he added
(unfortunately) "gentlemen, this is a work of goodwill. It




needs little, if any, money. I am giving these good people
$1,000."

So, the bankers all received Mr. Rockefeller’s letter and
counted it up on the cuff. Well, if John D. is giving $1,000, me
with only a few million should send these boys about $10!
One who had an alcoholic relative in tow sent us $300. So,
with Mr. Rockefeller’s $1,000 plus the solicitation of all the
rest of these bankers, we got together the princely sum of
$3,000 which was the first outside contribution of the
Alcoholic Foundation.

The $3,000 was divided equally between Smithy and me
so that we could keep going somehow. We solicited that
dinner list for 5 years and got about $3,000 a year for 5 years.
At the end of that time, we were able to say to Mr.
Rockefeller, "We don’t need any more money. The book
income is helping to support our office, the groups are
contributing to fill in and the royalties are taking care of Dr.
Bob and Bill Wilson."

Now you see Mr. Rockefeller’s decision not to give us
money was a blessing. He gave of himself. He gave of himself
when he was under public ridicule for his views about alcohol.
He said to the whole world "this is good." The story went out
on the wires all over the world. People ran into the bookstores
to get the new book and boy, we really began to get some
book orders. An awful lot of inquiries came into the little
office at Vessy Street. The book money began to pay Ruth.
We hired one more to help. There was Ruthie, another gal and
me. And then came Jack Alexander with his terrific article in
the Saturday Evening Post. Then an immense lot of inquiries
— 6,000 or 7,000 of them. Alcoholics Anonymous had
become a national institution.

Such is the story of the preparation of the book
“Alcoholics Anonymous™ and of its subsequent effect, you all
have some notion. The proceeds of that book have repeatedly
saved the office in New York. But, it isn’t the money that has
come out of it that matters, it is the message that it carried.
That transcended the mountains and the sea and is even at this
moment, lighting candles in dark caverns and on distant
beaches.

STEP VI-
Were entirely ready to have God remove all these
defects of character.

On one of my frequent hospital visits near the end of
my drinking, I recall asking a counselor if she might be
able to suggest something for me to do to get sober and
stay sober. She smiled at me and said: "You're going to
have to change, George."

"Change what?" I asked.

"Everything," came the reply.

But paying attention was not something I did willingly
and as a result I found myself revising my Ninth Step
lists and congratulating myself on how well I was
working the program. There I was, sober less than a
year and roaring through the Steps as if I'd been shot out
of a cannon. I was neck-deep in arranging the amends
needed to fully satisfy my obligation to Step 9 when I
suddenly got derailed.

[ was in my office on a certain Tuesday, making out
my time card, and I wrote the number "2" in the box for
overtime. Then I stopped and looked at the number. I
hadn't worked five minutes of overtime this week. I
hadn't worked any overtime the week before but I had
written "2" or "3" in that week, too.

I started a new time card and left the overtime box
blank. Then I stopped and looked at the missing
number. And I was able to put the correct label on that
defect of character. Most people would call it theft.

[ called my sponsor and told him of the overtime
lapse.

"Is that the only defect of character you haven't owned
up to yet?" he asked.

"I don't know," I answered. "I hope so."

As it turned out when I took another Fifth Step at
about eight years sober, there were a number of other
defects dogging my path. But identifying them made it
easier for me to deal with them.

Shortly before my mother died I was able to hire a
woman to come to my house and care for my mom. She
cooked and sat with my mother and the County of
Orange and the State of California said I could be
reimbursed for the time my mother's caregiver was in the
house. The proposal was tempting but -- thank God -- |
remembered the earlier episode with the faked overtime
and I managed to simply file for the woman's actual
hours.

Through the entire Sixth Step process, that wonderful
man who was my sponsor allowed me to bounce each
new defect off him and, without judging, ask me if I felt
it needed to be acted upon. (I don't recall even one that
didn't need action.)

It would appear that simply saying that [ am entirely
ready to have God remove the defects doesn't get the job
done. I have to go looking for the defects and then I
have to be willing to let God work His magic on them.
When I can do that and when God can do His part, it's
amazing how happy, joyous and free I can become.

Now, if you'll excuse me, I think I'm on the trail of a
couple more defects of character that require my
attention. I'm pretty sure I'm never going to run out of
defects and that's helpful for me. I'm sure that if I
harbored the idea that I could ever clean up the entire
slate I'd be simply deluding myself. God wouldn't let
me do that.

George L., Westminster, CA

Tradition VI

An A.A. group ought never endorse, finance, or lend
the A.A. name to any related facility or outside
enterprise, lest problems of money, property and
prestige divert us from our primary purpose.

The “related facility” may be an outside group
combating alcoholism — or an enterprise that A.A.s

































