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One Day at A Time Really Does Work 

I come from a home where neither alcoholism nor any 
other blatant addiction existed. But wait, don’t alcoholics 
have to come from families with addiction entrenched in 
them? Apparently not. Once I realized this, it was much 
easier for me to accept myself and my addictive personal-
ity. While there were certainly environmental factors at 
work—the “ism” was quite present— it helped me to not 
blame anyone. I wanted to blame myself, but I was told 
that alcoholism is a disease. When I heard that, and when 
I heard others’ stories, I didn’t even have to blame myself.  
 
My drinking progressed like many others in my genera-
tion: it began in the pre-teen years, escalated during high 
school, then catapulted once I hit college. Yes, there was 
many a scary night involving alcohol, 
but I would find myself drinking again 
by the next night, ignoring my earlier 
conviction to never drink again. By the 
end of my college years, I was drinking 
nearly every night and finding reasons 
why it should be that way. At this 
point I was very unhappy with myself; 
physically, mentally, and emotionally. 
In fact, years into my recovery I dis-
covered that I was at the emotional 
level of a 13-year-old when I entered 
AA at 25. I realized that age 13 was 
approximately when drinking started 
to become important to me. Today, I see a direct correla-
tion between the start of my excessive use of alcohol as 
an escape and my emotional development becoming 
thwarted.  
 
Blackout drinking became most pronounced by the end of 
my drinking at age 25. I graduated college two years ear-
lier but was still drinking like I did in school, and I couldn’t 
figure out why none of my friends were doing the same 
thing. How BORING they all were! How COOL I was! I had 
to find someone else who “partied” like I did. I found her 
at a job that had no future but was perfectly situated 

across the street from my favorite bar. I was 24 with a 4-
year degree, living at home, with a dead end job. Fear ran 
my life.  
 
I had my first serious thought about giving up alcohol on 
Christmas Eve, 1996. It was one of my most favorite 
nights of the year, but I was lying on a mattress on the 
floor, so sick. I could hear the comforting voice of our lo-
cal Jazz DJ talking about Christmas and playing jazz stan-
dards when it hit me: what am I doing with my life?! I’m 
missing one of the most cherished nights because of 
drinking. I had driven drunk across state lines the night 
before (to get more beer, of course) while falling asleep 
then starting awake at the wheel…with a passenger. 

Sadly, that idea only sounded good to 
me until I felt better physically. Then I 
conveniently forgot all about it and 
went right back to my regular drinking 
habits. 
 
On New Year’s Eve, 1996 I visited NYC 
for the first time. I had the absolute 
worst night yet involving alcohol. But 
the next day I couldn’t wait to get out 
and go exploring the city. I fell in love 
with it; the gritty, anonymous city rep-
resented to me an enormous venue 
for me to roam in, without anyone 

telling me what to do, how to behave, or who to be. In 
true alcoholic fashion, I picked up and moved everything 
to NYC from Pittsburgh in a matter of weeks.  
 
Of course, this led to even more frightening and danger-
ous situations. After a few months, I became very fright-
ened for my life. So I decided to stop drinking on my own. 
This lasted 8 months. Take away alcohol from an alcoholic 
but don’t give her any tools to replace the old behavior/
thinking and you will find a very depressed, rage-filled, 
bitter person. One night I was offered a glass of cham-
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One Day at A Time... 

pagne. I told the person that I didn’t drink. In about 10 seconds though, I 
had the drink in my hand by my own will.  
 
At this point, I had been speaking with a therapist from Pittsburgh for a few 
years. She kept suggesting that I look at my drinking pattern. I couldn’t 
imagine why; and it was annoying to hear. She eventually became the per-
son to 12th step me into my first AA meeting, which occurred in February of 
1998. I thank God for her.* 
 
My first meeting was very difficult for me, and it took me some time to 
really get involved in AA. I attended other programs simultaneously, then 
dropped AA to focus on those issues for a few years, but eventually realized 
that my recovery is dependent on a loving, happy, strong community in 
addition to working my Steps. I find this in the AA program, which is why I 
am still going to meetings. Sometimes grudgingly! My disease doesn’t want 
me to remember the pain I was in and how I would have given anything for 
just one day of serenity.  
 
The concept of a day at a time really does work. I remember my therapist 
saying that you just focus on the day you’re in, and eventually you string 
them together to form weeks, months and even years. I couldn’t imagine 
this happening for me, yet here I sit today writing my story, ever grateful 
for finding Alcoholics Anonymous and all those who have helped me to con-
tinue in my recovery. 
 
Andrea G., New London, NH 
 

*RIP Lecia; she died of breast cancer a few years into my recovery, which is 
when I found out she was a member of AA. 

(Continued from page 1) 

The Service Office is preparing to publish a new Spring/Summer 
edition of the statewide meeting list book. If your group has any 
changes it would like to make to its listing in the book, please con-
tact the Service Office.  
 
The newcomer depends on our meeting list to find a way into AA. 
Please double check your group's listing to be sure about Handicap 
Accessibility. Our wheelchair and disabled members also rely on the 
book to find meetings that they can attend.  
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Group Info.  

New Meetings  

District 12, Manchester 
Sunday, 8-9:30pm 

We Stopped In Time  
Young People’s Meeting, SD 

1850 Elm Street  (park in back) 
 
 

Meetings Changes  

District 14, Portsmouth 
Good Morning Group, SDH &  

Happy Hour Group, SDH 
Unitarian Church, 292 State Street 

Handicap Access Available 
 

District 14, Portsmouth 
Tuesday, 7-8pm 

One Step at a Time, XH 
St. Catherine’s Church 

845 Woodbury Ave. 
Location Change 

 
District 14, Portsmouth 
Saturday, 7:30-8:45pm 

Portsmouth Original  
Beginner’s Group, SDH 

St. John’s Episcopal Church 
Chapel Street 

End-time Changed from 8:30pm 
 

District 15, Rochester 
Thursday, 10-11am 

12 Steps Out of the Woods, XDH 
United Methodist Church 

34 S. Main Street 
End-time Changed from 11:30am 

 
District 19, Munsonville 
Sunday, 7:30-8:30pm 

Keep it Simple, DC 
Methodist Church 

Old Route 9 
Name Change from  

άYŜŜǇ ƛǘ {ƛƳǇƭŜ aŜƴΩǎ DǊƻǳǇέ 
 
 

Disbanded Meetings  

District 18, Newport 
MWTF, 7:30-8:30pm 

Rock Bottom Group, DX 
Episcopal Church, Park Street 

Finding the  

Truth in My Higher Power 
My drinking behavior began long before I picked up a drink.  I was selfish, self-
centered and dishonest as far back as I can recall.  If you had my mother you 
would drink too!  That was certainly my attitude from the start.  No matter what 
I did or what I said, I could never get the result from others that I wanted.  I was 
the oldest girl of eight children in an Irish Catholic family.  I had a good dose of 
God as well as alcohol from the very beginning.  When I was about thirteen I had 
my first drinking experience: older kids…sneaking alcohol…and the chase began. 
 
From that point on, I needed more – more alcohol, more things, more love.  I 
thought my problems would be solved if I could find someone to love me, but 
soon that quest turned into a human experiment and the results were disastrous.  
The problem was not finding someone to love me, it was making sure they con-
stantly proved it.  Before I knew it I was married – and to someone I had no busi-
ness being married to.  His way of loving and my way of being loved were oppo-
site ends of a spectrum.  I am convinced I  knew this but somehow thought it was 
within my power to change.  Let me tell you how that worked out. 
 
I spent twenty years entangled in a tug of war.  I knew what was wrong with my 
husband and I was not afraid to tell him.  He was detached, afraid of commit-
ment and had deep underlying issues with his sister and mother.  He was defiant 
and unable to contribute anything of value to our relationship. A bleak reflection 
of my very own life and my only way to cope with that realization was to drink. 
 
Four children later I was so restless, irritable and discontent that I knew he had 
to go – so I asked him for a divorce.  Then my drinking career really took off.  I 
started going to bars thinking I could fill that hole – someone would love me and 
if I was going to find that love, I had to start somewhere.  I had no idea the ride I 
was in for.  
 
I was completely unaware of how little attention I was paying to my business, 
my children, and my family.  I thought I was a great mom, a wonderful daughter, 
and a business guru.  I could not understand what was wrong with everyone 
that they could not see these qualities.  Didn’t they know who I was?  I began to 
dismiss their presence in my life.  I cut my sister out of my life as her addiction 
issues were interfering with my time.  I stopped talking to my mother because 
she was constantly pointing out the things that were wrong in my life.  And I 
vaguely remember my children becoming more and more of a burden.   
 
I was about a year into my divorce when my sister died suddenly in a car acci-
dent.  I had completely alienated her because I thought she was so much of my 
problem – both when growing up as well as in my adult life.  If she would only 
do things the way I thought she should have, her life and mine would be better.  
Since I was not talking with her, I never got to say goodbye.  When she died, I 
could not remember the last time I’d told her that I loved her.  I couldn’t even 
tell if I ever loved her or not. 

(Continued on page 4) 
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My drinking took care of the shame and guilt I felt for the 
way I treated her.  It was not long after this that I was 
presented with my gift of desperation.  All this time, my 
whole life had been spent defining myself on the signifi-
cance of God in my life:  Why was He treating me with 
such unkindness?  What did I do to deserve such treat-
ment?  Didn’t He know how hard I was trying to be good?  
Why did He hate me so much?  
 
For this alcoholic, AA was a place I had brought many 
friends.  I would sit in meetings secretly realizing  I had a 
desire to stop drinking.  However, it was not until October 
of 2008 that after 10 months of being dry that I finally saw 
what God had been trying to show me all along.  God had 
led me to the halls of AA long before I was willing to see 
it.  He allowed my fellow alcoholics to shed some light – 
light on what this disease had done to me, not Him.  He 
did not hate me – alcohol hated me and reveled in my self
-loathing.  The more meetings I went to the more was 
revealed – how I was the unkind one, not just to those 
around me, but to myself as well.  The more I came., the 
more I experienced God and his presence in my life – not 
just now, but then as well.  I have come to realize that all 
God wanted was for me to be the best I could be.  With 
the help of AA , the twelve steps, my sponsor and the 
fellowship, I have become – and continue to become – a 
better person.   
 
Each day that passes, each step I practice, the more man-
ageable my life becomes.  I am learning that even though 
the right thing is not always my first choice, it is always 
my better choice.  AA and the experience of my higher 
power relieves me of that selfishness, self centeredness, 
and dishonesty.  God is doing for me what I could not do 
for myself.  He brought me to AA where He showed me 
love until I could love myself – a gift I know I will never be 
able to fully repay, but will work at one day at a time. 
 
- Camille K., Manchester 

(Continued from page 3) 
Share your Experience, Strength & Hope 

Report AA-related news from your district or the 
Area — round-ups, social functions, assemblies, 
calendar items, requests for volunteers, etc. 

 

Send Contributions & Feedback to: 
Email to:  pipeline@nhaa.net, or 

Mail to: NH Assembly Office, 1330 Hooksett Road, 
Hooksett, NH 03106, Attn: Pipeline 

 
This newsletter is by and for alcoholics.  Material may 
be edited for clarity and length.  This newsletter and 
earlier issues can be printed from the Area 43 website:  
www.nhaa.net. 
 

This is an honest fellowship; we presume all submis-
sions are original or in the public domain.  Following 
publication, all copyrights revert to the authors. 

Contribute to Pipeline  

We need at least one hundred subscriptions to make 
ƻǳǊ ƳƛƴƛƳǳƳ ŦƻǊ ōǳƭƪ ƳŀƛƭƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŎƻƳπ
ing up short.  If just one more group from each dis-
ǘǊƛŎǘ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ tƛǇŜƭƛƴŜΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀǘ ƻǳǊ ƎƻŀƭΗ   

Already subscribe?  How about donating a subscrip-
tion to a treatment center, halfway house, or correc-
tional facility in your community?   

Your support is greatly appreciated! 

Group #:       

Group Name:      

Send to:       

(if for group, please use GSR for the address) 

Address:       

       

City:       

State/Zip:      

Send $6 for each group subscription (10 copies/month annu-
ally) or $3.50 for each individual subscription (2 copies) to 
NHAA, 1330 Hooksett Road, Hooksett, NH 03106.  Thank you 
for your support! 

Please Help§Subscribe! 

Finding the Truth... 

Monthly Donations 
Thank you to all the groups that contributed this 
month!  Your donations are critical to the continued 
success of AA in our Area as we carry the message to 

fellow alcoholics.  Thank you, thank you! 


