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Conscious Contact…Steps Eleven &Twelve
Step 11
“Sought through prayer and meditation to improve our conscious contact with God as we understood Him, praying only for
knowledge of His will for us and the power to carry that out.”
By the time I reach this step, I should have established a personal concept of my Higher Power and be practicing both prayer and
meditation on a regular basis. This step becomes a synthesis of all the steps that came before, and an actualization of what to do
with them. Putting what I have learned into action, I begin to answer the question ―Now what?‖ I have a more realistic understanding of my limitations as well as an appreciation of a source of power available for the asking. I constantly work to improve
my communication with my Higher Power and strengthen my confidence and trust in the abilities He grants me. As I recognize
more and more the blessings of my sobriety, my gratitude becomes my most precious gift, something I will share with others in
step 12.
Step 12
“Having had a spiritual awakening as the result of these steps, we tried to carry this message to alcoholics, and to practice these
principles in all our affairs.”
I learned early in my recovery that ―you can’t give away what you don’t have‖. As an ego-driven ―Rookie‖, I vainly tried to share
with my old drinking buddies, my new found enlightenment, and was disappointed at my absolute inability to sway them to a better path. I had a lot of enthusiasm, but little else to share in the way of recovery experience. I had accepted the reality of my
drinking problem, but had no real understanding of the honesty and diligence I would need to succeed in keeping myself sober. I
was ―whistling in the dark‖. I lacked the ability to recognize when my Higher Power was trying to tell me something. I prayed a
lot, but never slowed down enough to recognize the spiritual messages coming my way. One day I was sitting on my porch praying and thinking about God when I heard a buzzing sound that kept getting louder and louder. Suddenly out of the corner of my
eye, I caught sight of a hummingbird that came and parked itself a few inches from my face. It just hovered there for about a minute, and completely mesmerized me with it’s simple beauty. I remember saying out loud, ―Oh my God‖, as I had never seen one
before. I have never doubted the existence of a Divine Power since. Sharing this story with others and reminding myself that God
is real helps me to acknowledge on a daily basis the importance of keeping myself open to the many lessons He keeps sending
me.
~Tom D.

Eleventh Step Prayer

Twelfth Step Prayer

“Lord, make me a channel of thy peace--that where there is hatred,
I may bring love--that where there is wrong, I may bring the spirit
of forgiveness--that where there is discord, I may bring harmony-that where there is error, I may bring truth--that where there is
doubt, I may bring faith--that where there is despair, I may bring
hope--that where there are shadows, I may bring light--that where
there is sadness, I may bring joy. Lord, grant that I may seek rather
to comfort than to be comforted--to understand, than to be understood--to love, than to be loved. For it is by self-forgetting that one
finds. It is by forgiving that one is forgiven. It is by dying that one
awakens to eternal life. Amen

God, I offer myself to Thee — to build
with me and to do with me as Thou wilt.
Relieve me of the bondage of self, that I
may better do Thy will. Take away my
difficulties, that victory over them may
bear witness to those I would help of Thy
Power, Thy Love, and Thy Way of life.
May I do Thy will always!
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Significant dates
in A.A. history
Historical samples courtesy of AA Muncie:
http://www.aamuncie.org/AA_Muncie_History.html
November 1945 –
Grapevine reports first of many articles from Indiana.
(From “A.A.’s Country-Wide News Circuit,” page 7)

―The Saga of the Fish,‖ favorite drinking anecdote of a
member of the Louisville, Ky., Group, given its initial
boost by an Indianapolis, Ind., traveling A.A. in 1941, tells
of his leaving the office one afternoon for his home in the
country. Already considerably soused as a result of nips
from a desk-drawer bottle, he stopped at a seafood market
and bought a tremendous fish, with an old fashioned fish
fry in mind. It occurred to him that his purchase might
meet with disfavor on his customary bus ride, so he took a
taxi. He soon found the taxi had a distinct advantage over
busses; it could be ordered to stop at bars en route. He
promptly availed himself of this service at every tavern,
storing the three-foot marine specimen in the proprietor’s
refrigerator wherever he stopped. Along his dazed itinerary
he often forgot the fish, and had to taxi back for it, which
naturally meant another snifter. ―It took me two days to get
home 10 miles, and cost $100 in cab fares. When I final arrived, the fish was as bad off as I was,‖ he grins when
telling the story. ―We both reeked, and I was only slightly
more alive.‖
The AA Grapevine Vol. 2 No. 6 November 1945. Copyright ©19442011 The AA Grapevine Inc. Reprinted with permission.

Nov 1952 –
More Grapevine articles from Indiana.

My Last Slip Was Off a Horse
BROTHER – That Was It!

my daughter’s new Palomino. This mare was not only new
but she was as wild as a March hare. My fifteen-year-old
daughter had ―broken‖ the filly but the horse
evidently sensed a difference between the feel of my lovely
sober daughter and her inebriated dad.
The mare did not like the contrast. There was no bridle
and no saddle on this steed when I eased a looped leg over
her spine. I mounted her from the manger. She flew out of
that barn door like a shot out of a cannon. All I had to hold
on to was that tiny tuft of blond mane at the base of her
neck. She jumped, and she kicked, and she balked, and she
bucked! Horses must have some sort of secret springs in
their flanks, because she got me out of rhythm with her
romping so that when she was going up, I was coming
down. With that last lunge I was pitched into the air like a
flying squirrel. When I came down on that hard barn lot I
was out of breath and out, period.
At the hospital the x-rays revealed three broken ribs,
internal injuries and public intoxication. I was on the tick
for 19 days. But that was my last binge. Resentment has
thrown me, boredom has thrown me, but when that mare
threw me, that was IT.
All joking aside, I found out just how many fine AA
friends I had while I was in that hospital, and with God’s
help and a 24 hour AA program I am dry and feel that I can
remain dry.
Roy
Richmond, Indiana
The AA Grapevine Vol. 9 No. 6 November 1952. Copyright ©19442011 The AA Grapevine Inc. Reprinted with permission.

Most of us wish to remember our last binge. Me too.
I was a slipper. My last slip was off a horse. I had pitched
for three days and then I got pitched—straight off a horse’s
back. I came in, as usual, at the crack of dawn.
I stalled into the stall to hiccup a drunken good morning to

The Amethyst Statement of Purpose: The Amethyst is published every two months for members of the A.A. community in the Fort Wayne area.
The Amethyst is financially supported by contributions to Fort Wayne Area Intergroup. The purpose of The Amethyst is to share information and
experience in recovery, unity and service within the Fort Wayne area. The articles published in The Amethyst are not intended to be statements of
A.A. policy nor does publication of any article imply endorsement by either Fort Wayne Area Intergroup, Inc. or A.A. as a whole.
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Events & Notes

The Amethyst
SUBMISSIONS: The Amethyst welcomes feature articles, supporting articles, group histories, anniversaries, jokes, cartoons and
upcoming events as long as they relate to A.A. experience and reflect an awareness of A.A.’s singleness of purpose. Submissions
are reviewed by The Amethyst committee and recommended to the editor for publication.
Length of submission: The Amethyst will publish work of different lengths, from feature articles to one-liners.
Send submissions to:
editor.amethyst@gmail.com or:
The Amethyst
Fort Wayne Area Intergroup
2118 Inwood Drive Suite 112
Fort Wayne IN 46815
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Anniversaries
November
Tim K. 11/1/06
Tom B. 11/2/13
Brad M. 11/3/96
Matthew E.11/3/03
Shon L. 11/3/09
Dennis S. 11/5/11
Jess B. 11/5/11
Cathy N. 11/6/06
Frank F. 11/9/68
Ray M. 11/11/06

November
Bernadette G.
11/15/06
Fred R. 11/15/16
Wendy C. 11/16/03
Alicia B. 11/17/17
Janean E. 11/19/08
Johnny B. 11/19/17
Louis R. 11/21/05
John M. 11/22/16
Gary S. 11/24/09

November

December

December

Jim G. 11/25/81
Mike D. 11/26/08
Dick B. 11/30/93

Nicole K. 12/1/17
Buck L. 12/2/15
Tommy W. 12/6/17
Jim S. 12/7/09
Barb H. 12/9/82

Don B. 12/13/77
Dave J 12/19/01
Samantha G. 12/20/17
Jeremich K. 12/21/17
Todd D. 12/23/12
Mark D. 12/27/84
J. Winston B. 12/28/82
Chris H. 12/31/09
Rae M. 12/31/81

Dave T. 12/10/12
Cathy C. 12/11/98
Holly J. 12/12/00

A Full and Thankful Heart
One exercise that I practice is to try for a full inventory of my blessings
and then for a right acceptance of the many gifts that are mine--both temporal and spiritual. Here I try to achieve a state of joyful gratitude. When
such a brand of gratitude is repeatedly affirmed and. pondered, it can finally displace the natural tendency to congratulate myself on whatever
progress I may have been enabled to make in some areas of living.
I try hard to hold fast to the truth that a full and thankful heart cannot entertain great conceits. When brimming with gratitude, one's heart heal
must surely result in outgoing love, the finest emotion that we can ever
know.
-- Bill W.

A Christmas Greeting
One exercise that I practice is to try for a full inventory of my blessings and then for a right acceptance of the many gifts that are mine--both temporal and spiritual. Here I try to achieve a state of
joyful gratitude. When such a brand of gratitude is repeatedly affirmed and. pondered, it can finally
displace the natural tendency to congratulate myself on whatever progress I may have been enabled
to make in some areas of living.
I try hard to hold fast to the truth that a full and thankful heart cannot entertain great conceits.
When brimming with gratitude, one's heart heal must surely result in outgoing love, the finest emotion that we can ever know.
-- Bill W.
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