






























She respects gentleness, so she must be gentle . I knew that all 
along--made sure to keep it well hidden (still do, gets harder) .  
But, if I admire the strength of those who can admit to weakness, 
then I must be strong in this way .  Really strong, the kin� that 
lasts and grows through pain. 
C leansing by fire. 

Looking inward, I can feel I knew this hiddenly, long ago. 
I could not help it.  Some strength weakens with the heat �ore and 
more till it cracks assunder. Some tenpers with the heat , grows 
only stronger the longer/deeper in the fire. So much pain it 
scares me, so little being used, so powerful. For what strange 
fate am I being strengthened. Can I not just sit and watch again 
another time? 

This life--this month--are the same. All unward from here. 
Steel forged in darkness, hidden by silence--iempered s16wly by.  
pain and fear , sharpened by long loreliness. 

Ready soon to emerge and learn to play the game of life . 
Others may learn as they go. Why me, readied in such secret 
loneliness to emerge so strong and so sharp before sinking into 
life . What terrible fate. 
Enough of this �adness. Il is strange to have to feel so much . 
strength and yet to have -no idea what to use it for. 

cut what of insanity and death and pain and fear? 
Pain becomes freedom. 

Laying there on the bed, too tired to fight the pain anymore. 
No strength to protest with even a silent whimper. The numb 
acceptance of the totally destroyed , totally helpless because 
my every wall was battered down by pain, my every trick and every 
lie proved useless against the fear. 

Sandbags against the tidal wave. 
After two years , To be still and helpless no longer caring 

or protesting, with no strength left to protest , i f  the caring 
was there. Allowing waves and waves of pain to wash over in 
enQless sequence. 

No - strength even to wince as each wave hits, so lost in pain 
when finally all wants and fears began to fade under the assult of 
pain for what failure could even touch this pain, 

nones picked clean by impact , this is freedom. 
I know nothing can be that bad again. 
But when I looked downward to my gut, and allowed my gut to feel 
my mind and I knew that my ideas and delusions and false motives 
and wants and fears brought only to death of soul and that I could 
never trust my mind but always my gut and there had to be someone 
who brought me out--I could ' t  have.And what of pain and caring? 
When they told me my mother was going to die, I only wished she 
had not survived the the brain exploratory surgery. It  would have 
been easier on me. Strange feelings of anxiety and pain--but not 
very sorry. That was not caring. 
Caring grows.- As you watch, you watch someone you thought was weak 
fight to survive ; a recovery from surgery so quick to astound the 
doctor. 



Why repeated endlessly in my brain . I wanted early 
death and it was denied. I who want only to rest , �ust 
continue , one who wants to join the ride and enjoy , sent to 
bench so early. 

the 

Sharing the pain, 
been so weak) and die 

� told her I loved 
the truth despite me. 

watching her fight so 
slowly 1 I learned of 
her one day. I lied, 

well (who had always 
caring. 
then it turned into 

Thanks. 

Resistance isn ' t  turning it over to HP. I t ' s  fighting the pro­
gression of positive energy flow. 
Resistance decreases proportionally to the increase of duration 
and intensity of the pain in your gut. Pain is the prime motivator. 
Resisting the progression appropriate to this time and place in 
this space and simension ; resisting the pull of the addiction and 
progression brought only pain ahd a lesson in the futility of 
resistance. 

I t  is often necessary for us to test this truth in the pro­
gression of sobriety. I t  teaches me the futility of resisting 
sobriey and gets me to meetings. 
Is there really any madness in the universe or are there only 
similar states of painful confusion springing from various disorders 
of body and soul. 

Why such guilt over the fact that my thinking is a little more 
disorganized and unmanageable than yours? 

Actually the only difference is mine is more painful than some 
( less than others). · 

I like mine O.K. , I ' ll keep it.Do you know the grea�est dis­
appointment to a true egomaniac--when you realize that (when in 
reality) your defects are normal and boring. 
They are right--you do find horrible things in your inventory. 

Th� longer I stay clean, the more I understand why I began using. 
Figuring out God's will from mine reminds me of walking through a mine­
field in a deep fog. You find out quickly when you're wrong. 

· · Being restored to sanity is a problem if you , ,,e never been there. 
Unleis you consider that we always were--not knowing it caused the 
insanity. 

I have to define sanity very loosely--like when mt heads are 
screaming at me that people are plotting against me to poison me 

and I decide to deal with the paranoia in a positi'✓e manner that 
is sanity. Before , I would deal with the people who were plotting 
against me : This is insanity--also dangerous. 

I knew I was beginning to get the hang of things here in clean 
and sober land when the worst possible disaster in every single 
detail happened to me--but as soon as I got hold of another 
loosely wrapped member who knew the situation and we ended up 
laughing for over three hours about how only people like us could 
even conceive such a situation much less produce one. After so 
much · disaster, one more detail makes the whole situation ludicrous 
and unreally funny. 



At times the silences tingle with oppression. While I will 
not leave the paths of snow, I still feel the longing for my 
own kind ,  not their kind , for that is another ;natter entirely. 

At times, I do feel the lonelines s :  not in the form of an 
urgent need, but an awareness of a continuing feeling that has 
always been there. Just a hint of something missing. 

Bottomed and drained quite dry like an ancient overdrawn 

well. Brief flashes of something that feels like life are as 
quickly stomped out and killed again. No hope allowed to- live 
long enough to bear fruit in a long time. 

Drifting off again into the misty thick fog where we have 
passed through pain into the darkness  and the numbness for 
which I have no answers. I have no path out. 
T:IE CRYSTAL SHIP 

There was madness on the planet below 
For how long no one knew 

They had eyes but could not see 
Ears but could not hear 

Mouths that could not speak 
Hands that couldn • t  touch 

Hearts that �ould not feel 
And souls that could not 

Find the truth. 
And yet , the madness  was upon the land, so each beli�ved 
that he alone could see the truth. 
Born into the land, a changeling who would not pretend she 
was as they were for she could see they were blind and dumb and 
dea f ;  that the hearts were empty and the souls had never breathed ; 
for all she said and felt and heard and saw were denie d ,  and yet , 
they were. 
But she was not allowed to be, for they demanded she become as 
they. 
Existing in shells and only seeing slightly past self. 
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I lu::;·0 ,it·:·.l'J1dod colleGe in 1955 and he.s a befuddled mind. I was con­
fused oy courses t!1at were histories of the so culled great men of the past 
n.!1d concornod mnny r;:ore reasons and theories a.bout the existence of man and 
•1::..so tbe:i.r ex9lanat:i.ons of the wonders of naturo. These wonders mch as the 
trees, birds, oceans, s:-�y, and space were all here in the far distant past, as 
they are today. I 1 ve taken many courses including history, geology, science,·  
geocro.:·:hy, :>sychology, cLe1,1istry, physics, and even philosophy. In all these 
classes I was tnught that a.1.1. nutural things have un explanation. Host I!l.en 
don't want to-leave anything unexplained or that it was created by a supreme 
beinc. It 1 n even ag�inst the law in our United States of .America to teach · 
our children this.  

He huve n.11 been 0iven a brnin nnd !':'Ian can explain hoy life originated · 
as they ench think nnd explain the functions of different parts of our bodien 
\./.ith the cxce�tion of one part. 'l'ru.:.t is the brain which every man has. They 
can :-;i ve us many facts th.'.:l.t · have been discovered over the years concerning 
other pnrts of ma.n ' s  make-up,_ but· not the brain. Scientists, doctors, 
--Yid other !.:en with highly developed technicc>.l skills are today studying the 
!�w,1311 bro.in, but so far without much success .  1-iost m.ven 1 t given thought 
tr.at the brein and soul work in conjunction with each other for either good 
(workin[£ together) or bad (working opposed). 

(;od r;nve r.::rn a brain to use for good or evil and I guess ve will always have 
criniinals and persons with sick minds on this earth. I"ve had a sick mind 
for over thirty yea.rs. J,:y mind ( soul) has become more sick, confused, and 
distorted by the adciition of clcohol and drugs over the y��a. 

i'..:vcn with all the research and theories ,�,p.ounded. in the past 
scholars will agree that one fact stands out • • •  "THE POTEl'-:TIAL OF TF.E l·:Il:D 
OF' ;.JJi IS t,; i-.LH!ITED11 • Logic therefore tends to say to tie now that GOD has 
gi von ;: inn a brain (soul) to use for gocd or evil and that is that it can 
IJecornc a boc0linG, forcei'ul and explosive ps.rt of us whether '\ole use it to 
serve 'l'::E i i.ASTER or turn against hini. All records of past history vividly 
tell us this." 

GCD loves us all and put man in the vorld in the beginning al.ong with 
nature and h'ns allowed him tc progress to our present higrly complex, mechan­
ized, e.nd industrialized society. i':Y thinking process or functior1ing brain 
tells 1.,0 th::i.t he really loves h.is creation and has permitted this to trans­
pire . 

In our r.>resent t i.me , we ar,� constantly having negative events thrown 
at us d:iy after day in our newspapers, radios and telavision sets. But even 
now with all this negativism man is stiU improving his overall position with 
the tools G�:D ho.s given him. I hope that in the future trot I rr.� serve 
him :wl1 a·.'ld l,se this brain (soul) I have for the betterment of my fellov man. 


