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ORANGE COUNTY CENTRAL OFFICE

1526 Brookhollow, Suite 75
Santa Ana, California 92705
Phone (714) 556-4555
E-mail: ocaa7664@sbcglobal.net
Website: www.oc-aa.org
Office hours Mon-Fri. 9:00 AM-9:00 PM;
Sat 9:00 AM to 1:00 PM
South County Office Hours: Mon-Fri 10:00AM to 5:00 PM
From San Clemente, Dana Point Laguna Beach and
Capistrano Valley Area-27635 Forbes Road, Suite D
Laguna Niguel, CA 92677
(949) 582-2697

Do you want to get more involved in the inner workings
of AA? The best possible way to start is to join Intergroup.
There should be one Intergroup representative for every
meeting in Orange County. We would then need a much
larger room than the one we currently meet in. We have
hundreds of meetings which have no say in the way Orange
County Alcoholics Anonymous is run because they have no

representative. The Intergroup Meeting has found
a temporary home for October -December. We
will be at Church of the Foothills @19211
Dodge Avenue @Newport Blvd. in Tustin.
(Thomas Guide p800-E7.)

DOUBLE CONVICTION
Volume 6, Issue 12, May, 1950

ON THE day that Pete was released from the Pen, he
met with an automobile accident, and was taken to Bellevue
Hospital. Several days after he was discharged from that
institution he was hobbling along the sidewalks of New York
when he happened to run into a former cell-mate of his by the
name of Nick. Nick had also taken a couple of postgraduate
courses in the Underworld, and had paid well for his tuition.

"Pete!" shouted Nick, as he saw his buddy approaching.
"Boy, am I glad to see you! You're just the guy I'm lookin'
for. But what's happened to you?" added Nick, noticing Pete's
limp.

"Oh, nothin'. Just been doin' a little time at Bellevue."
“The Hospital? I thought you was still up in the Big House.
When did you get sprung? Hey, want a little drink? I ain't
broke."

"No, I don't want none, Nick. I'm off the stuff. It was the
old alky that got me sent up. I'm on the water-wagon for life."

"Where have I heard that before? Hey, come on over
here in this doorway, so's we don't get run over by the
thunderin' herd, and tell us what's happened to you since I
last seen you."

"Well, there ain't much to the story, Nick. It was just one
of them things. The day I got out of the Pen I got drunk and I
guess I stepped off a curb right in front of a big truck."
"When I opens up my peepers again I'm in the hospital. And I
got pajamas on. Can you picture it? Me in Pajamas! The bed
was so soft that I thought at first maybe them doctors had
took out all my bones. Tell the world T knowed I wasn't
sleepin' on no coal pile, and I would of knowed it without
havin' to open up my blinkers. "Well, I laid there for awhile,
just lookin' around. Boy, I sure felt tough. My leg was hurtin'
pretty bad. And then all at once I begin to hear voices, and
here some visitors was talkin' to some guy in the bunk next to
mine. And they was tellin' him all about some outfit they
called Alcoholics Anonymous. The stuff that they was puttin'
out sounded like a lot of soft soap to me at first, and I tried
not to listen to it; but bye and bye the pain in my leg began to
ease up a little, and so I begin to get more of an ear full.

"What interested me was that they was talkin' our
language, and seemed to know what the score is. Well, when
they got through talkin' to this bird I reached out my arm, and
I beckoned to them to come over to my bed and talk to me.
And then, what do you suppose they done, when they saw my
signal I mean."

"I'll bite," said Nick.

"Well, sir, they come over, and went through the whole
story again just for me. There wasn't any of that preachin' and
sob stuff, like we used to hear outside them missions. These
guys knew all the answers. They said there's nothin' wrong



with a guy's will. It's his judgment that's all haywire. They
said that some people can take a drink, and then let it alone,
and then take another one and let that alone, like we used to
kid about. But that other guys are what they call alcoholics,
which is just a fancy name for rum dum as far as [ can see.
Anyhow, these guys had been through the mill themselves,
and they was all banded together in this outfit. That's what
Alcoholics Anonymous is all about."

"I've heard of 'em," was Nicks only comment.

"Nobody ever treated me like them guys did. After
awhile I got so I used to look for 'em every afternoon. I never
realized there was so many right people in the world. And,
well, I'll tell you Nick, somethin' seemed to click inside of
me while I was up there."

"What do you mean, inside you?"

"Nick, I don't know just how to explain it to you, but one
day as I was lyin' up there, I somehow got to wishin' that I
was on the level like the rest of them swell people up there.
And then pretty soon I starts to get sore at myself for wishin'
it. And then the more I gets sore at myself for wishin' it, the
more [ wishes it."

"Did you blowed your top, or somethin?" asked Nick.

"Well," fumbled Pete, "to let you have it all in one
mouthful and straight from the shoulder, I been goin' straight
since I got out. I've took up with the AA myself, and I been
sober as well as on the up and up ever since."

Apparently Nick could restrain himself no longer. "Hey,
what are you doin'? Tryin' to kid me?" he exploded.

"No, I ain't kiddin' you Nick. That's on the level."

"Your alibi's great, kid, but cut the mush. Now listen,
Pete, you're just the guy I been lookin'for." Nick lowered his
voice almost to a whisper, and said out of the corner of his
mouth, "Now listen, I got a honey of a scheme all cooked up
for us. It's a knock out. Wait'll you hear about it. "We can
turn a little trick tonight that will give us a couple thousand
smackers apiece at the very least. You can use a couple of
grand, can't you, kid? I been casin' the place for three days,
and it will be like takin candy away from a deaf and dumb
baby."

"No, you got me all wrong, Nick. I'm through I tell you.
No foolin"."

"Aw now listen, Pete. All that stuff you was tellin' me
about the AA, and about layin' off the booze and goin'
straight is all right. I don't blame you for wantin' to cut out
the rough stuff. But wait till you get a slant on the big deal
I'm tellin' you about. I spots this place last week, and I tell
you there's a big roll in it for both of us if--"

"I'm goin' to work, the same as any other poor guy."

"Work? What kind of work?"

"At anything I can get to do. I'm still a good mechanic."

"Aw, you ain't got a chance, kid. Why nobody will hire
you."

"Well, maybe you're right, Nick," said Pete, "But just the
same I'm gonna take a crack at it anyway."

"Now listen, Pete. You'll never make it, I tell you. You
need a little kale the same as 1 do. We've just gotta pull this
job, I tell you. I can't put it over alone. Come on over to the
beer joint, and we'll have a few snifters, and maybe you'll see
the whole thing in a better light. You ain't gonna turn me
down now, are you Pete?"

Pete stood looking at a little dark spot on the sidewall
without speaking, wholly unconscious of his surroundings
Nick kept silent, like a good salesman who knows when t
stop talking. Finally Pete raised his head, and glanced at Nic
with a strange look in his eyes.

"But I can't go along with you in this thing. Now don
think I'm tryin' to preach at you or nothin' like that. I'r
merely tellin' you that it's a wise guy that cuts out the wil
life before it's too late. The newspapers is right, Nick, and th
AAs is right. Booze and crime never got neither of us n
place. We just been kiddin' ourselves all these years." Nic
grinned from ear to ear, but made no comment.

"What's so funny?" asked Pete.

"Us two mugs," said Nick, "Put it there, kid."

"What do you mean?"

Nick kicked Pete in the seat of his pants, held out h:
hand, and said, "Don't you get it yet? I been goin' straight fc
two years, Pete, and | ain't had a drink in all that time either.
was just feelin' you out, and you've made the grade. An
listen to this, you poor goon. I'm the Secretary of a
Alcoholics Anonymous group in Brooklyn, and I'm th
foreman of a machine shop in Jersey City, you dilapidate
ex-con, and we need just one more good lathe hand rigl
now. The boss belongs to the AA himself, and he's one of th
Warden's best friends. He understands us mugs, Pete, an
knows how to handle us as long as we play square.

"See that shiny new car, Pete? Well, it's mine, and it's a
paid for with the dough I have made this year. Hop in, an
we'll run out to the apartment, so's you can meet the wife an
kid, and eat a regular dinner that won't be handed out to yo
on no tin plate. You don't want to be runnin' no lathe on a
empty stomach, do you?"

A.F.
Cheyenne, Wyoming
Reprinted with permission — AA Grapevine

STEP 10 -- Continued to take personal inventory and whe
we were wrong promptly admitted it. -- The biggest bargai
in town.

It took the better part of ten months for me to do tt
first nine of our Twelve Steps. I was feeling pleased with tt
progress made in the fight with King Alcohol. But m
sponsor didn't share my enthusiasm.

"How close are you to being finished with yor
amends?" Bob asked me during one of our regular Fride
evening dinners.

"] figure I'm done with the ones I can do face-to-face
I said. "I still need to write letters for people who arei
around anymore."

"Then we need to talk about Step 10," Bob said.

"What's the rush?" I asked him. "I just did Steps 4 a1
5 in May and June. I thought we could let it slide for a mon
or two and maybe take it up next year."

"Tt's OK with me," Bob said, "but I'm not the guy wl
said he was willing to go to any lengths to make sure |
didn't get drunk."

I know when I'm licked. I went to work. Step 10
itself is no blueprint for action. But the essay in the Twel
and Twelve gives lots of advice. By the end of my first we:

































