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Inside 

 

House of Wisdom, Part I ï The Shakiest of Foundations  Anonymous A.A. Member 
 

When I was a child, my heart’s dwelling was a concrete bunker. Built before there were words, it  

was hidden deep inside me, underground, like the bunkers built by survivalists in hopes of  

withstanding nuclear war. No windows let in air or light. The door was narrow, allowing only a    

limited and twisted perspective on life and love. Continual tempests of severe mental illness and   

alcoholism threatened me daily in the course of my parents’ ugly, 14-year divorce battle. I was     

terrified that I would be annihilated in the storms and simultaneously infuriated that no one stepped 

forward to rescue me. Deep in my heart’s bunker, my earliest memories are of hiding and hoarding 

food, a precursor of later addiction, and other means of self-harm that brought comfort and numbness. 
 

In my early teens, my next-older sister and I were sent to the county asylum for group therapy  

because one judge finally declared that “someone had to pay attention to those poor children” before  

he would sign the final divorce decree. At that time in our small Midwestern town, there was no  

light, clean community mental health center with shaded lawns and quiet walkways. The asylum, 

hidden miles away in the country, was itself a bunker: pea-green painted walls over urine-soaked, 

worn wood floors, moldy old brick outside with mysterious turrets and a high spiked iron fence  

surrounding it all. Screams and cries of past and present patients hung in the humid air near the  

river, trapped by swampy, decaying woods. My sister had just received her driver’s license, so we 

drove alone after school a couple times a week to our sessions. 
 

We were in different therapy groups, so one waited while the other sat bewildered and shaken in a 

Transactional Analysis session, where adults discussed sexual dysfunctions, marriage breakdowns  

or problems at work. It was about the time that the characteristics and predictable outcomes of  

systematic child abuse and neglect were being defined. New ideas about family interventions and 

new therapeutic models were being developed and tested, but none had yet reached our community. 

Therapy groups specifically for children or teens simply did not exist. We learned a lot about  

impotence, infidelity and ineptitude, we drew endless lines between meaningless words written on   

an easel (Parent–Adult–Child) and we were taught that these should be used to manage our           

relationships. But we learned nothing about ourselves, our own experiences, what they meant or   

how to survive. We stared in silence across the room at the few other children, like ourselves,       

further   traumatized in this adult world of baffling concepts, but without the language to describe  

our need, despair and rage. 
 

One day after our sessions, my sister pulled the car over to the side of the road and reached into the 

back seat. In her hand was a bottle of wine, already opened and ready. She took a long pull and  

silently handed the bottle to me. I drank deep for the first time, knowing immediately that this  

– this! – was the solution. I remember feeling that I never wanted to put the bottle down. After that, 

we shared a bottle nearly every remaining day of our sentence, which lasted for most of a year.     

Finally, my heart’s bunker was protected, it was wine warm inside and my numbness was complete. 
 

No one at the time ever spoke of this experience. My sister and I were always silent on the drive 

home; neither of our parents ever referred to our therapy nor asked us what was happening. We just    

believed we were crazy. The judge may have asked about us (I don’t know), but he did not ask us, 

and to this day, I have no idea what impact, if any, our experience had on his subsequent decisions. 

My sister and I didn’t talk about it ourselves until our middle age, both us with years of therapy and 

multiple attempts at sobriety under our belts.       

        (Continued on page 6 ) 
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Upcoming Sober Events  
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For registration and contact information about any of the 

following events, please call the Eastside Intergroup office at  

425-454-9192 or check online at www.eastsideintergroup.org. 

 

February 13ðValentineôs Day Dance featuring “A Different Animal” at the 

Lynnwood Alano Club, 4001 198th St. SW, Lynnwood 98036. 9:30-midnight, $5 per 

person (park at back of bldg). 
 

February 11-14ð46th International Womenôs Conference in Orlando, Florida. 

Speakers, workshops, panels, and so much more. IMPORTANT SUGGESTION – re-

serve your hotel room early as there is a car race at the Daytona International Raceway 

that weekend and hotels fill up quickly. For registration & info go to 

www.internationalwomensconference.org.  
 

February 12-14ðSalem Soberfest 2010, Freedom From Bondage at Chemeketa Com-

munity College in Salem, OR. AA and Alanon speakers, baking contest, ice cream so-

cial, panel discussion, dj dance. More info at aa-salem.com/soberfest.htm. 
 

February 16ðGame Night at Crossroads Mall in the Community Room by the info 

kiosk. Come for dinner at 6:00 and games at 7:00 pm to socialize and have FUN playing 

games of skill & chance with other AA members. Want to play your favorite Game? 

Bring it with you! 
 

March 5-7ðPRAASA (Pacific Region Alcoholics Anonymous Service Assembly) at 

the Radisson Hotel at Los Angeles International Airport. The purpose of PRAASA is to 

develop greater unity among the members, groups, and Areas of the Pacific Region; to 

encourage the exchange of ideas & experiences; and to provide an opportunity for mem-

bers to discuss pertinent aspects of AA. Go to PRAASA.org for registration & infor-

mation. 
 

April 23-25ð23rd Annual International AA Menôs Conference in Cleveland, OH. 

Speakers, workshops, panels, and so much more. Go to iaamccleveland.eventbrite.com 

for registration and information. 
 

April 23-25ð22nd Annual Big Island Bash, The Next Frontier: Emotional Sobriety in 

Kailua-Kona, Hawaii. For more info and registration go to www.bigislandbash.com. 
 

June 13ðA.A. 75th Birthday Celebration at the Meydenbauer Convention Center in 

Bellevue. Save the date! More info and a flyer soon. 
 

July 1-4ðAlcoholics Anonymous 2010 International Convention in San Antonio,  

Texas. Flag Ceremony in the Alamodome Stadium. speakers, marathon meetings in 

three languages, panels, special interest meetings, regional meetings, and international 

fellowship. It’s also the 75th birthday of Alcoholics Anonymous. There will be a special 

Grapevine 75th anniversary Convention issue celebrating the birth and growth of AAA 

from 1935 to the present.  
 

August 19-22ðNorthwest Fellowship of the Spirit Conference at Ocean Shores, 

WA. Save the date and come to join us. More info soon at nwfots.org.  

*Events are listed as a service to our 

readers, not as an endorsement by 

Eastside Intergroup or  

Alcoholics Anonymous* 

Meeting Changes 

Service Opportunities 

HELP WANTED:  

WEBSITE ASSISTANT  
 

Help Mike, the website manager, with ñhousekeepingò updates such as 

schedule changes or posting flyers to the site, or with ñmodernizingò the 

site with new features, looks and links! 

HELP WANTED:  

NEWSLETTER WRITERS 
 

We are always looking for people willing to share a few 

paragraphs of their story, a good AA joke, a special  

                    poem, or other contributions! 

HELP WANTED:  

NEWSLETTER MAILING LIST MANAGER 
 

If you have expertise in managing a mailing database, 

this job is for you! Requires 1-2 hours/month for data 

entry, maintenance, and mailing label printing. 

HELP WANTED:  

GROUP INTERGROUP REP 
 

Itôs one of the best ways to maintain your sobriety and get involved. All 

you have to do is attend the monthly ESIG business meeting, then let 

your home group know whatôs happening in our area! 

LGTB Serenity 
Saturday 6:00 pm 
NEEDS SUPPORT! 

New Life Recovery Center 
731 123

rd
 Ave. NE, Suite B 

Bellevue 98005 
 

Sanity in Sobriety 
Thur. & Sun. 7:30 pm 
NEEDS SUPPORT! 

Fairfax Hospital 
10200 NE 132

nd
 St. 

Kirkland 98034 
 

Five & Dime North 
Friday 7:00 pm 
NEW MEETING! 

North Creek Grange Hall 
19510 Bothell-Everett Hwy. 

Bothell 98012 
 

Kirkland Study Group  
(2nd oldest meeting  
on the Eastside!!) 
Saturday, 8:00 pm 
NEEDS SUPPORT! 

Rose Hill Presbyterian Church 
12202 NE 90

th
 St. 

Kirkland 98033 
 

Steps & Traditions Meeting 
Tuesday 7:30 pm 
NEEDS SUPPORT! 

Eastgate Congregational Church 
15318 SE Newport Way 

Bellevue 98006 



 
Start the day with “Thy will, not mine, be done.” * Contacting my 
sponsor, doing my morning prayer, saying my Serenity Prayer. *  
Powerless, acceptance, meetings, prayer, it’s not all about me, 
hold my inner child, and let go and let God! * Becoming trans-
parent and vulnerable by sharing my story, concerns and strug-
gles—honestly. * Post on a gratitude list and read others’ posts. 
* Keeping a balance with [both] mental and physical sobriety: 
meditating, praying, walking, healthy eating and sleep. * Recog-
nizing fear and replacing it with FAITH in my HP. * Acceptance. 
* Mindfulness regarding thoughts, speech and action. * A.A., 
N.A. and Buddhist recovery meetings. * Journal my feelings and 
check my inventory (Step 10) at the end of the day...let go and re-
solve any resentments or blaming issues. * My kitties! * Letting go 
of the small things [and] keeping a positive and grateful attitude. * 
Turn my life over to God. * Turn it over, turn it over, turn it over….
[practice] conscious contact with God. * Read A.A. literature for 
10 minutes every day. * Come to meetings! * I have to remember, 
often, to “not think less of myself, but think of myself less.” * Be ac-
countable. * Praying for those that I begin to have a resentment for that 
they get everything they need and want to be happy...praying that God 
direct me and that I claim God as my source for   everything...and then, dedicating to  
not take anything personally—the world doesn’t revolve around me. * Go to meetings, reach out, 
don’t be a secret. * I try to write down my 10 gratitudes every day… this can counteract any negative 
thoughts from the day. * Pray the 3rd Step Prayer. * Reaching out to my sponsor and to other A.A. 
friends. 
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Question of the Month  
 

How do you seek to maintain emotional sanity from day to day?  

From a first -week AA member:  
 

I donõt knowñlast week my sanity 

was a bottle of wine. Numb out my 

feelings. This week, knowing that I 

can go to A.A. meetings to listen 

and feel like I am understood has 

kept me sane this week.  
 

Thank you!  

I awoke to the confusion of a new day, 

The scraps of dreams, memories of yesterday, and new cravings creeping into awareness, 

The sun spilling its light over all but the shadows and a cacophony of sound 

From outside and in. 

What to make order of? What to let go? 

And who makes the choice? 

I think I will go down to the river                                                                                             

and just watch it flow, 

It’s been a long time                                                                                                   

since I have done something really important. 

David Sluyter 

in Prayers for a Thousand Years 



Eastside Intergroup Corner 

Office Report 
  

A woman I’ll call Sally picked up the phone for the first time on January 4th. We had one of those amazing conversations where, 

within minutes, a miracle takes place and perfect strangers get to an unheard of level of trust and openness. It happens when one al-

coholic talks with another alcoholic. I have many such conversations in the office, as do my office volunteers, and the volunteers 

who answer the phone in the comfort of their own homes when they take a shift on the Hotline. 

 

Last Saturday Sally and her sponsor came to my morning women’s meeting. We had no idea that we were already acquainted and 

had spoken with each other at great length a few weeks ago. I shared something in the meeting that resonated with her, and we chat-

ted about it after the meeting. Later in the week her sponsor made the connection – I was the person she talked to when she hit bot-

tom and picked up the phone for the first time. 

 

Sally called me this morning to express her gratitude. She has 23 days of sobriety today, she has a sponsor, and she’s working the 

steps. She is one of the fortunate few who make it out of the depths of hopelessness and despair to trudge the Road of Happy Destiny 

with us. 

 

I hit a mini bottom of my own yesterday and had a very rough night as a result. I went to the Essentials meetings at the Alano Club. 

The room was full of men and one woman and the topic was honesty. I got honest about the pain I was in. Just as I was able to ex-

tend the hand of AA to a still suffering alcoholic, I too got the help I needed when it was my turn to reach out for help. At the end of 

the meeting we held hands and said the Serenity Prayer. The two young men on either side of me didn’t let go of my hands and we 

stood there like that, holding hands, for a few seconds. Seconds that lasted a lifetime. Perfect strangers. I knew without a doubt, by 

their eyes and their hugs and the stories we had shared in the meeting that night that they shared my 

pain, they got it. That can happen ONLY in the Fellowship of Alcoholics Anonymous. 

 

I walked out of that meeting a changed person, in the same way that Sally hung up the phone a 

changed person, a mere 23 days ago. My heart is full to overflowing with the wonder of this miracle 

that is A.A. Today I am humbly grateful for all of it, and for all of you. Thank you. 
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With AA 

Love,  

Anne 

Love is all you need….love is all you need….love is all you need.Love is all you need….love is all you need….love is all you need.Love is all you need….love is all you need….love is all you need.   



Thanks to the following groups for sending contributions to 

the Eastside Intergroup office  in the month of October. 

Group contributions enable us to pay the rent and bills for 

your Intergroup Office, maintain our phone lines 24 hours a 

day 7 days a week, publish a monthly newsletter, provide a 

meeting directory, and carry AA information and literature. 

Thank you for your support!!! 
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12 & 12 Fellowship 

Afternooners 

A Resentment and a          

Coffee Break 

Bellevue Group 

Coal Creek Step Study 

Eastside Men’s Group 

Full Measures Group 

Happy Destinies 

High Nooners 

Ladies Step Study 

Living Sober 

Nameless Bunch of Drunks 

Newport Daytimers 

Recov R We 

Redmond Big Book 

Sammamish Plateau Women 

Serenity Break 

Serenity on Sunday 

Share the Legacy 

Sober Women 

Wake Up 

Contributions  

Eastside Intergroup:  
Eastside Intergroup 

  1299 156th Ave. NE, #160 

   Bellevue, WA 98007 

{ 

District 34  
Bellevue, Redmond, East Lake 

Sammamish,  Mercer Island 
 

  District 34 AA 

  P.O. Box 50081 

  Bellevue, WA 98015 

{ 

District 35 
Issaquah 

 

  District 35 AA 

  P.O. Box 442 

  Issaquah, WA 98027 

{ 

District 36 
Snoqualmie Valley, Duvall, North 

Bend 
 

  District 36 AA 

  P.O. Box 1963 

  North Bend, WA 98045 

{ 

District 38 
Kirkland 

 

  District 38 AA 

  P.O. Box 322 

  Kirkland, WA 98083 

{ 

District 39 
Bothell, Kenmore, Woodinville 

  

Contact the ESIG office  

{ 

 Western WA Area 72 
   702 Kentucky St., #535 

   Bellingham, WA 98225 
{ 

General Service Office (GSO) 

P.O. Box 459 

Grand Central Station 

New York, NY 10163 

Individual contributions are also welcomed. 

To make a group or individual contribution to Eastside Intergroup, 

Districts, GSO, or Area 72, send your check to: 

Office Activity 

Meeting information…. 42 

General information…. 47 

Al-Anon/other 12-Step 

groups info 

8 

12th Step calls……….. 10 

Business calls………… 45 

Office visitors……….. 112 

Literature sales……… 39 

Coin sales……………. 29 

Newsletter 

Volunteers 

 

Publisher:  Barbara M.  

Editor:  Anne D. 

SoberScope:  Anne M. 

Archivist:  David C. 

Contributors: Dan F, John M, 

Anonymous Member 

Mailing Manager:  Kathy H. 

Office Information 

Mailing Address 
1299 156th Ave NE, Suite 160 

Bellevue, WA 98007 
 

Phone 
425-454-9192 

 

Website 
esig@eastsideintergroup.org 

 

Office Hours 
Mon., Wed., Thur., Fri.  10:00 - 6:00 

Tue. 10:00 - 5:00       
 

Intergroup Meeting 
First Thurs. of each month 7:30-

8:30pm 
All members welcome! 

Overlake Park Presbyterian Church 
1836 156th Ave. NE, Bellevue 

DIRECTIONS to Eastside Intergroup 
Office:  

¿ Heading north on 156th Ave. NE, 

go past Crossroads Shopping 
Center and make a u-turn at NE 
15th St., then use the following 
directions. 

¿ Heading south on 156th Ave, go 
past McDonalds and turn right at 
NE 13th Pl.  (BEFORE the lights 
at NE 13th St.). Make an 
immediate left, and the office is 
half way down on the left. 

¿ Drop by for a cup of coffee and 
pick up some literature! 

Hotline 

Volunteers 

Thanks to these wonderful 

hotline volunteers, who 

share their experience, 

strength and hope so that 

others may find recovery 

and the information they 

need to find the fellowship 

of AA. You are our stars! 
 

If you are interested in volun-

teering for a shift to answer 

the phone from your own 

home, please call the ESIG 

office! 

Ali J. 

Alice M. 

Anita Mc. 

Ben D. 

Craig E. 

Dan F. 

Guy O. 

Helen G. 

Jack S. 

Jan C. 

Jay H. 

Jessica C. 

Jim F. 

Joe Mc. 

Kate R. 

Kathy C. 

Kati N. 

Lynn B. 

Mark J. 

Mark P. 

Merrill G. 

Neil B. 

Paul B. 

Sharon L. 

Shawn R. 

Sheree R. 

Steve S. 

Sully 

Tasha Mc. 

Terry M. 

 

Stop telling 

God  

how big 

your storms 

are. 

  

Instead, tell  

the storms  

how big 

your God is. 

 

Anonymous 
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Bill W.’s Wisdom 

Resolving Fear 
 

The problem of resolving fear has two aspects. We shall have to try for 
all the freedom from fear that is possible for us to attain. Then we shall    
need to find both the courage and the grace to deal constructively with 
whatever fears remain. 
 

Grapevine, January 1962 

We Are Not a Glum Lot!  

(House of Wisdomé..continued from page 1) 
 

After the asylum, during my teen and young adult years, I embraced alcohol and then drugs as 

my comfort and emotional numbness as my salvation. For the next fifteen years, I drank or 

drugged nearly every day. I completed my first college degree with honors and pursued a     high

-status and highly visible career. In the early years, I practiced promiscuity in a desperate search 

for love; later, I ran up credit debt in an even more desperate search for security. I drank, smoked 

and ingested anything offered. I had a lot of fun, I thought, and even managed to hang  on to a 

six-year, live-in relationship. 
 

Through that relationship, I was introduced to meditation and a spiritual doctrine, the concepts 

and dictates of which I followed with all the anxious fervor of one whose very soul had so long 

been denied. I was graced with occasional spiritual experiences, mere glimpses, snapshots really, 

of love and light that I was unable to hold onto for any length of time, but knew at some deep 

level were there always and would be there when I was ready. I have turned again and again to 

seek the spiritual experience, and have continued to be the grateful recipient of those occasional 

snapshots of grace, those God-moments that keep me alive and moving forward, however      

haltingly.  
 

Over the years of my most active substance use, I built a house of my life, a house for others to 

see and admire. I showed off my cleverness, my superiority, my control and my notions of what 

an adult life should look like. My house took its shape from encounters and events that I deemed 

to be successful, that I was willing to have others see in all their glory. I was comfortable there, 

with accolades on the walls, and alcohol, drugs and other implements of my destruction near to 

hand. I swore that I was unbeaten, that I had survived my childhood and it had no lasting effect 

on me. From time to time, I felt vague tremors deep underground that I was largely able to ignore 

with regular doses of chemicals and self-harm. I invited friends over to my house, so that they 

could stand witness to my success. But it was survival in image only; my heart remained alone 

and friendless in its cold, empty place – the same silent bunker in the storms that now raged, not 

between my parents, but within myself. 
 

Eventually, of course, the house of my imagining began to crumble. My father died, and alt-

hough it was not a surprise – he had already had a massive heart attack, followed by heart sur-

gery – it was a seismic shock to my carefully but inexpertly constructed inner domicile. In time,  

I discovered that its walls were made of flimsy intellectualized concepts, its doors and windows 

of pretense, its roof of arrogant demands that other people meet my needs and save me from the 

world and myself. It was built on the shakiest of foundations, the unconscious and unresolved 

terror and rage of my childhood. 
 

Within a year, I was crying constantly and uncontrollably, without any understanding of what 

was happening. I lost my high-status job, ended my relationship, and completely fell apart.    

Unable to work, I started therapy, first protesting vociferously and then grasping onto it for dear 

life. For a time, just getting to therapy appointments was all I could manage, most of the time 

with two joints in my pocket - one for the drive there and one for the drive home. In between 

appointments, I drank, smoked and slept. The wreckage of my disintegrating house was all about 

me and all I had to draw on was the solution I had learned in childhood, at the asylum – protect 

the bunker at all costs. It was, after all, still my heart’s dwelling, with the warmth of liquor, the 

haze of pot, the safety of solitude and the faith in self-reliance to keep me numb. 

 

(House of Wisdom, Part IIðDestruction, Construction, Destruction  

will appear in a subsequent issue of Pass It On). 

Barn’s 

burnt 

down. 

 

Now 

I 

can see 

the 

moon. 
Masahide 



Hello once again from the Archives of District 38.   
 
This month I want to tell you a story about one of the saints of A.A. I am talking about Sr. Mary 
Ignatia Gavin C.S.A. Sr. Ignatia worked at St. Thomas Hospital in Akron, Ohio. She, with the 
help of Dr. Bob, was to make a lasting impact on the care and recovery of alcoholics. She was 
able to form the first ward at a modern hospital to treat alcoholics using the new form of recov-
ery -- Alcoholics Anonymous.  
  
Sister Ignatia was frail and had many health problems. A gifted musician, she taught piano at 

an early age and continued to use music in her daily life. She met Dr. Bob and Bill W. in 1939, and she was asked to 
allow an alcoholic patient to be admitted to the hospital for care. While beds were at a premium, she did arrange for a 
semi-private room. The next day Dr. Bob requested a private room. She moved the patient to the only available room 
she had, the flower room, where they stored flowers for the patients. Dr. Bob took care of the patient’s physical needs, 
while Sr. Ignatia and members of A.A. took care of the individual’s spiritual and emotional needs. 
 
Through her work at Rosary Hall Solarium (named after Dr. Bob’s initials RHS), she managed to help over 20,000 strug-
gling alcoholics. She didn’t ever take any compensation for her work, other than the immense satisfaction of helping peo-
ple in need.  
 
The facility also offered help for the many people harmed by alcoholics. Many wives and friends of alcoholics met each 
week to discuss their problems—not unlike what happens at an Al-Anon meeting. The patients had no visitors except for 
members of A.A., and every evening a member came to the hospital to conduct a brief meeting.  
 
Sister Ignatia went home to her Lord on April 1, 1966. At that time, hers was the largest funeral ever held in Cleveland. 
Many in A.A. want her to become a saint. She took her greatest liability, poor health, and made it her greatest asset, 
working with others who suffered. As a result, she had a significant impact on the lives of more than 20,000 alcoholics, 
and was instrumental in forming the greatest program known to God and Humanity, Alcoholics Anonymous. 
 
Well, that’s all for now. More will be revealed ………… 
 
P.S.  Did you know that when a patient left the hospital after their treatment, Sr. Ignatia gave each one of them a Sacred 
Heart Badge! They were told that before they took that first drink, they had to return the badge to her. Only three were 
ever returned. All the other attempts were changed by Sr. Ignatia’s belief in lasting sobriety! 

   Notes from the Archives    By David C., District 38 Archivist 

ESIG Birthday Club 

Many AA members celebrate their anniversaries by 

sending a contribution of $1 or $2 for each year of 

sobriety. Your contribution supports the services  pro-

vided by Eastside   Intergroup Central  Office.  

Join the Birthday Club, and celebrate with your 

birthday listed in the Eastside Intergroup newsletter 

Pass It On. 

Name:       

Home Group:      

Sobriety Date:      
 

Mail checks payable to Eastside Intergroup 

1299 156th Ave. NE, #160     Bellevue, WA 98007 

Thank you for your dedication to AAôs                  

Legacy of Service! 
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Happy Birthday! 

 

Be not forgetful  

of prayer. 

Every time you pray,  

if your prayer is sincere, 

there will be  

new feeling and  

new meaning in it, 

which will give you  

fresh courage,  

and you will  

understand that prayer 

is an education. 

Fyodor Dostoyevsky 

ESIG Birthday Club 

Cheri A. 

Ladies Step Study 



Eastside Intergroup Association 

1299 156th Ave NE, Suite 160 

Bellevue, WA 98007 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 Address Service Requested 

                                                         

 To:                                                             

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
Subscription/Renewal and Change of Address Form 
Would you like this Eastside Intergroup “Pass it On” Newsletter sent to your home, a friend or a group?   Just fill out and mail this form.  

A voluntary $15.00 subscription fee (for the year) is requested to help offset the cost of printing and mailing.  

However, a donation of whatever amount youõd like is greatly appreciated to help us keep on keeping on!!!! 
 
 

Renewal?   Yes     No     New Subscriber?    Yes    No   New Address?      Yes    No 

     

PLEASE PRINT! 

 
Name              

 

Address              

 

City        State  Zip___________________

  
 

Send to & make checks payable to: 

Eastside Intergroup 

1299 156th Ave NE, Suite 160 

Bellevue, WA 98007 

 

For more information or questions, please call (425) 454 -9192.  

 


