Herrington McBride
28th Annual Winter Retreat

The Herrington McBride Alumni Association
Winter Edition, 2014

The Holiday Gift to yourself or someone you love,
to begin the New Year celebrating Recovery!

The Herrington Recovery

January 2 - 4, 2014

Alumni Association Quarterly

Friday Registration 3:00 - 6:00 pm until
Sunday 1:00 Afternoon 1:00pm

(Attendees must be recovering from their Addictions)
ALL APPLICATIONS MUST BE RECEIVED BY: SATURDAY,
DECEMBER 20th.

Redemptorist Retreat Center

1800 Timber Trail Lane - Oconomowoc, Wisconsin

“We Will Know a New Peace”
Keynote Speaker:

Jake B

Attention
Attention!!!
There’s a new sheriff in town.
John Aschenbrenner has handed
the reins to Jim Dropik for the
28th Annual Herrington McBride
Retreat 2015.
We look forward to seeing
familiar and new faces.

Cost is $225.00 which includes all meals & 2 night’s lodging.

A limited Number of scholarships, through “The Brian Kenevan Scholarship Fund” are available for those who require
some financial assistance to total the cost of registration. Those requesting scholarships are asked to contribute what they
honestly are able to, if possible, and the individual applying to our scholarship committee must do so in writing and send
your requests c/o Jim Dropik – 3626 S. Brust Ave, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53207. Requests are confidential, and please include your reason and how long you have been on your recovery journey – including the amount you’re able to contribute.
We set our rate to just cover costs.
Please Note: Anyone arriving under the influence of any mood-altering substance will be asked to leave immediately –
no refund will be given. Refunds will be made only up to two weeks prior to the retreat, as we have to pre-pay at the retreat
center.

REGISTRATION FORM
Name: _____________________________________________________________
Address: ___________________________________________________________
City/State/Zip: ______________________________________________________
Phone: (

) _______________________ Email: __________________________

Need a 1st floor room? Yes _________
Roommate? Yes _________ Roommate’s Name: _____________________________
Willing to share a room? Yes _________ No _________
Registration Fee: $225.00
Donation to Brian Kenevan Scholarship Fund : ____________
*Donations will help those needing scholarships
Total Amount of Check $ ______________
(Remember folks, we charge just enough to cover expenses)

Check Must
Accompany
Registration
Make Check
Payable to
HMAA.
Send directly to:
Jim Dropik
3626 S. Brust Ave.
Milwaukee, WI 53207
jamesdropik@sbcglobal.net
(414-640-3055)

From the Desk of our
President
By: Rob McCreadie

Greetings Friends and Neighbors!

I hope each of you has all you need and
a warm place to stay as another Wisconsin
winter descends upon us. Since out last
newsletter, another Pizza Night event was held at Herrington
with residents, HMAA board members and their guests. These
biannual events are sponsored by the hospital and are put on
by the board. Thanks to Laurie Schammel and Johnny King for
overseeing the most recent get-together in my absence.
On Friday 10/31/14 we held our first annual “Scared Straight
Halloween Party” at Herrington Recovery Center. Laurie
Schammel and her husband Dave did an amazing job of
organizing and preparing for the event! John Aschenbrenner
took residents to Goodwill and provided each one with $20.00
donated by the HMAA with which to purchase components
for a costume. The creativity was remarkable and one resident
even dressed as Medical Director Dr. Miller, who stood side by
side with the real Dr. Miller when he made an appearance at
the party. Board members had dinner with residents, played
games, sang karaoke and enjoyed the festivities of the evening.
All in all, another successful board sponsored event that
provided an opportunity for Herrington residents to enjoy fun
and fellowship in a safe environment, proving that you can
have a great time free from alcohol and other drugs.
Save the dates of January 2nd – 4th, 2015 for the 28th
Annual Herrington McBride Retreat held each year at the
Redemptorist Retreat Center in Oconomowoc, WI. This event
is open to those who are recovering from addiction. See the
insert in this newsletter to register for the retreat.
As the coordinator of the Tuesday night RAP’s at
Herrington I can tell you that there continues to be strong
support and interest in speaking for residents and slots are
currently filled through May. RAPS provide an opportunity
for alums and members of the recovering community to come
in and share what their life was like, what happened and what
life in recovery is like with current residents at Herrington
Recovery Center. If you’ve got at least one year of solid
recovery and are willing to share your experience strength
and hope, please feel free to email me at clean@wi.rr.com in
order to begin the process of being approved to speak at the
house. There are only a handful of spots left in the first half
of next year, but there is always a need for stable, recovering
members of our community to keep what we have by giving

it away. Herrington’s Friends and Family Program now
meets every week and is creating a need for more AA/NA
and Al-Anon/Families Anonymous speakers. If you are
available to speak on Saturday mornings and meet the
above criteria, please contact me and I will forward your
information to HRC staff for scheduling. Please specify
if you are willing to speak for the Friends and Family
Program, do a RAP or both.
If you are able, I would like you all to consider making
a donation small or large to the HMAA. We are supported
through donations from members of the recovering
community, family and friends. If you received this
newsletter in the mail, you’ll find an enclosed envelope
that you can use to support our continued work. Our
address is also on the back page of the newsletter. The
Herrington McBride Alumni Association is a not for profit
501(c)(3) organization and any and all contributions are
fully tax deductible.
As always, I welcome feedback and suggestions as
to how we can improve our alumni association in order
to continue our mission and to support residents in
treatment and throughout their transitions into the
recovering community. Thanks to all for your continued
kindness and support! In loving service, I’m an addict
named Rob.

1St annual HMAA “Scared Straight”
Halloween Party Goers!

My Name is Roger, and I’m an alcoholic
by Roger Ebert

In August 1979, I took my last drink. It was about four
o’clock on a Saturday afternoon, the hot sun streaming
through the windows of my little carriage house on Dickens. I put a glass of scotch and soda down on the living
room table, went to bed, and pulled the blankets over my
head. I couldn’t take it any more.
On Monday I went to visit wise old Dr. Jakob Schlichter.
I had been seeing him for a year, telling him I thought I
might be drinking too much. He agreed, and advised me
to go to “A.A.A,” which is what he called it. Sounded like
a place where they taught you to drink and drive. I said I
didn’t need to go to any meetings. I would stop drinking on
my own. He told me to go ahead and try, and check back
with him every month.
The problem with using will power, for me, was that it
lasted only until my will persuaded me I could take another
drink. At about this time I was reading The Art of Eating, by
M. F. K. Fisher, who wrote: “One martini is just right. Two
martinis are too many. Three martinis are never enough.”
The problem with making resolutions is that you’re sober
when you make the first one, have had a drink when you
make the second one, and so on. I’ve also heard, You take
the first drink. The second drink takes itself. That was my
problem. I found it difficult, once I started, to stop after one
or two. If I could, I would continue until I decided I was
finished, which was usually some hours later. The next day I
paid the price in hangovers.
I’ve known two heavy drinkers who claimed they never
had hangovers. I didn’t believe them. Without hangovers,
it is possible that I would still be drinking. Unemployed,
unmarried, but still drinking--or, more likely, dead. Most
alcoholics continue to drink as long as they can. For many,
that means death. Unlike drugs in most cases, alcohol allows you to continue your addiction for what’s left of your
life, barring an accident. The lucky ones find their bottom,
and surrender.
An A.A. meeting usually begins with a recovering
alcoholic telling his “drunkalog,” the story of his drinking
days and how he eventually hit bottom. This blog entry will
not be my drunkalog. What’s said in the room, stays in the

room. You may be wondering, in fact, why I’m violating the
A.A. policy of anonymity and outing myself. A.A. is anonymous not because of shame but because of prudence; people
who go public with their newly-found sobriety have an alarming tendency to relapse. Case studies: those pathetic celebrities
who check into rehab and hold a press conference.
In my case, I haven’t taken a drink for 30 years, and this
is God’s truth: Since the first A.A. meeting I attended, I have
never wanted to. Since surgery in July of 2006 I have literally
not been able to drink at all. Unless I go insane and start pouring booze into my g-tube, I believe I’m reasonably safe. So
consider this blog entry what A.A. calls a “12th step,” which
means sharing the program with others. There’s a chance
somebody will read this and take the steps toward sobriety.
Yes, I believe A.A. works. It is free and everywhere and has
no hierarchy, and no one in charge. It consists of the people
gathered in that room at that time, many perhaps unknown
to one another. The rooms are arranged by volunteers. I have
attended meetings in church basements, school rooms, a court
room, a hospital, a jail, banks, beaches, living rooms, the back
rooms of restaurants, and on board the Queen Elizabeth II.
There’s usually coffee. Sometimes someone brings cookies. We
sit around, we hear the speaker, and then those who want to
comment do. Nobody has to speak. Rules are, you don’t interrupt anyone, and you don’t look for arguments. As we say,
“don’t take someone else’s inventory.”
I know from the comments on an earlier blog that there are
some who have problems with Alcoholics Anonymous. They
don’t like the spiritual side, or they think it’s a “cult,” or they’ll
do fine on their own, thank you very much. The last thing I
want to do is start an argument about A.A.. Don’t go if you
don’t want to. It’s there if you need it. In most cities, there’s a
meeting starting in an hour fairly close to you. It works for
me. That’s all I know. I don’t want to argue with you about it.
What a good doctor, and a good man, Jakob Schlichter was.
He was in one of those classic office buildings in the Loop,
filled with dentists and jewelers. He was a gifted general practitioner. An appointment lasted an hour. The first half hour
was devoted to conversation. He had a thick Physician’s Drug
Reference on his desk, and liked to pat it. “There are 12 drugs
in there,” he said, “that we know work for sure. The best one is
aspirin.”
One day, after a month of sobriety, I went to see him
because I feared I had grown too elated, even giddy, with the
realization that I need not drink again. “Maybe I’m manicdepressive,” I told him. “Maybe I need lithium.”
“Alcohol is a depressant,” he told me. “When you hold the
balloon under the water and suddenly release it, it is eager to
pop up quickly.” I nodded. “Yes,” I said, “but I’m too excited.
I wake up too early. I’m in constant motion. I’d give anything
just to feel a little bored.”
“Lois, will you be so kind as to come in here?” he called
to his wife. She appeared, an elegant Jewish mother. “Lois,
I want you to open a little can of grapefruit segments for

Mark Your Calendars:
The HMAA Annual Winter Retreat
will be January 2-4 2015.
AA Meetings – Rogers Hospital – Oconomowoc
Monday – 7:00 Evening
Wednesday – 7:00 Evening
Thursday – 7:00 Evening
Saturday – 7:04 Morning (Nobody makes it by 7:00!)
Sunday - 8:30 Morning
NA Meetings – Rogers Hospital – Oconomowoc
Saturday – 7:00 Evening
Rogers Hospital – West Allis
Sunday – 6:00 Evening
Wednesday - 7:30 Evening (NA Meeting)
Saturday – 9:00 Morning
Al-Anon Meeting-Rogers Hospital Oconomowoc
Tuesday – 7:00 Evening
Alumni interested in doing Tuesday Evening RAPs with
current Herrington Residents or if you’re interested in having
Pizza with Residents every first Tuesday of March & September, contact Rob at: clean@wi.rr.com for information on how
to proceed.

The Brian Kenevan
Scholarship Fund
Brian was a young man and
alumnus of our Association.
He was known as a wonderful
athlete who had a very kind heart
– helping others less capable.
When in treatment you’d find him
helping an elderly gentleman in
and out of the elevator or van.
Everyone he touched came to love
him. He accidentally died of his
addiction in 2010, and many memorials at his funeral
were given to our Association and earmarked for our
Annual Retreat – for those individuals who could not
afford the entire cost of our Retreat. Those of you
attending the retreat and able to make a donation to
the fund are able to do so on the registration form
(rear cover.) Those of you who are not attending the
retreat and wishing to make a donation to the less
fortunate who wish to attend, can send your donation
to Jim Dropik, using the address on the registration
form. Every penny of your donation goes to a worthy
participant.

Herrington McBride Board Members
Serving our Recovering Alumni & Their Friends:
Rob McCreadie – President
Phil Grabski – Vice President
Secretary – Mary Lee Grady
Treasurer – Johnny King
Jennifer Evancy
Jamie Walker
Scott Elston
Michael Ingrilli
Jeff Radtke
Kristin Simons
John Hopkins – Past President
Bill Martens, M. D. – Past President & Archivist
Bob Olson – Past President
John Aschenbrenner – Past President

Advisors:
James Dropik
Laurie Schammel
Matthias Scheuth – Director of the Rogers Foundation
Cindy Suszek – Manager of Herrington Recovery Center
Cori Smith – Therapist and Herrington’s Clinical Liaisons
to the Board

The Herrington Recovery is published by The Herrington
McBride Association – a not-for-profit organization, with
the generous help of Roger’s Memorial Hospital
Layout and Printing - Village Graphics Printing, Hartland, WI
Please send feedback and Newsletter ideas to:
Phil Grabski, Editor
pgrabski1@gmail.com
Send name, telephone, address & email changes to:
HMAA Box 13581
Wauwatosa , Wisconsin 53213
or by email to Wemart@aol.com

Roger. I know you have a bowl and a spoon.” His wife came
back with the grapefruit. I ate the segments. He watched
me closely. “You still have your appetite,” he said. “When
you feel restless, take a good walk in the park. Call me if it
doesn’t work.” It worked. I knew walking was a treatment
for depression, but I didn’t know it also worked for the ups.
Anyway, after I pulled the covers over my head, I stayed
in bed until the next day, for some reason sleeping 13
hours. On the Sunday I poured out the rest of the drink
which, when I poured it, I had no idea would be my last.
I sat around the house not making any vows to myself but
somehow just waiting. On the Monday, I went to see Dr.
Schlichter. He nodded as if he had been expecting this, and
said “I want you to talk to a man at Grant Hospital. They
have an excellent program.” He picked up his phone and an
hour later I was in the man’s office.
He asked me some questions (the usual list), said the important thing was that I thought I had a problem, and asked
me if I had packed and was ready to move into their rehab
program. “Hold on a second,” I said. “I didn’t come here to
check into anything. I just came to talk to you.” He said they
were strictly in-patient. “I have a job,” I said. “I can’t leave
it.” He doubted that, but asked me to meet with one of their
counselors.
This woman, I will call her Susan, had an office on
Lincoln Avenue in a medical building across the street from
Somebody Else’s Troubles, which was well known to me.
She said few people stayed sober for long without A.A.. I
said the meetings didn’t fit with my schedule and I didn’t
know where any were. She looked in a booklet. “Here’s one
at 401 N. Wabash,” she said. “Do you know where that is?”
I confessed it was the Chicago Sun-Times building. “They
have a meeting on the fourth floor auditorium,” she said. It
was ten steps from my desk. “There’s one today, starting in
an hour. Can you be there?”
She had me. I was very nervous. I stopped in the men’s’
room across the hall to splash water on my face, and walked
in. Maybe thirty people were seated around a table. I knew
one of them. We used to drink together. I sat and listened.
The guy next to me got applause when he said he’d been
sober for a month. Another guy said five years. I believed
the guy next to me.
They gave me the same booklet of meetings Susan had
consulted. Two day later I flew to Toronto for the film festival. At least here no one knew me. I looked up A.A. in the
phone book and they told me there was an A.A. meeting
in a church hall across Bloor Street from my hotel. I went
to so many Toronto meetings in the next week that when I
returned to Chicago, I considered myself a member.
That was the beginning of a thirty years’ adventure. I
came to love the program and the friends I was making
through meetings, some of whom are close friends to this
day. It was the best thing that ever happened to me. What I
hadn’t expected was that A.A. was virtually theater. As we

went around the room with our comments, I was able to see
into lives I had never glimpsed before. The Mustard Seed,
the lower floor of a two-flat near Rush Street, had meetings
from 7 a.m. to 11 p.m., and all-nighters on Christmas and
New Years’ eves. There I met people from every walk of life,
and we all talked easily with one another because we were all
there for the same reason, and that cut through the bullshit.
One was Humble Howard, who liked to perform a dramatic
reading from his driver’s license--name, address, age, color of
hair and eyes. He explained: “That’s because I didn’t have an
address for five years.”
When I mention Humble Howard, you are possibly thinking you wouldn’t be caught dead at a meeting where someone
read from his driver’s license. He had a lot more to say, too,
and was as funny as a stand-up comedian. I began to realize
that I had tended to avoid some people because of my instant
conclusions about who they were and what they would have
to say. I discovered that everyone, speaking honestly and
openly, had important things to tell me. The program was
bottom-line democracy.
Yes, I heard some amazing drunkalogs. A Native American who crawled out from under an abandoned car one
morning after years on the street, and without premeditation
walked up to a cop and asked where he could find an A.A.
meeting. And the cop said, “You see those people going in
over there?” A 1960s hippie whose VW van broke down on
a remote road in Alaska. She started walking down a frozen
river bed, thought she herd bells ringing, and sat down to
freeze to death. The bells were on a sleigh. The couple on
the sleigh (so help me God, this is what she said) took her
home with them, and then to an A.A. meeting. A priest who
eavesdropped on his first meeting by hiding in the janitor’s
closet of his own church hall. Lots of people who had come
to A.A. after rehab. Lots who just walked in through the
door. No one who had been “sent by the judge,” because in
Chicago, A.A. didn’t play that game. “If you don’t want to be
here, don’t come.”
Sometimes funny things happened. In those days I was on
a 10 p.m. newscast on one of the local stations. The anchor
was an A.A. member. So was one of the reporters. After we
got off work, we went to the 11 p.m. meeting at the Mustard
Seed. There were maybe a dozen others. The chairperson
asked if anyone was attending their first meeting. A guy said,
“I am. But I should be in a psych ward. I was just watching
the news, and right now I’m hallucinating that three of those
people are in this room.”
I’ve been to meetings in Cape Town, Venice, Paris,
Cannes, Edinburgh, Honolulu and London, where an Oscarwinning actor told his story. In Ireland, where a woman
remembered, “Often came the nights I would measure my
length in the road.” I heard many, many stories from “functioning alcoholics.” I guess I was one myself. I worked every
day while I was drinking, and my reviews weren’t half bad.
I’ve improved since then.

There are no dues. You throw in a buck or two if you can
spare it, to pay for the rent and the coffee. On the wall there
may be posters with the famous 12 Steps and the Promises,
of which one has a particular ring for me: “In sobriety, we
found we know how to instinctively handle situations that
used to baffle us.” There were mornings when I was baffled
by how I was going to get out of bed and face the day.
I find on YouTube that there are many videos attacking
A.A. for being a cult, a religion, or a delusion. There are
very few videos promoting A.A., although the program has
many. many times more members than critics. A.A. has a
saying: “We grow through attraction, not promotion.” If you
want A.A., it is there. That’s how I feel. If you have problems
with it, don’t come. Is it a “religion?” The first three Steps
are,
* Step 1 - We admitted we were powerless over alcohol that our lives had become unmanageable.
* Step 2 - Came to believe that a Power greater than ourselves could restore us to sanity.
* Step 3 - Made a decision to turn our will and our lives
over to the care of God as we understand Him.
The God word. The critics never quote the words “as we
understood God.” Nobody in A.A. cares how you understand him, and would never tell you how you should understand him. I went to a few meetings of “4A” (“Alcoholics
and Agnostics in A.A.”), but they spent too much time talking about God. The important thing is not how you define a
Higher Power. The important thing is that you don’t consider yourself to be your own Higher Power, because your own
best thinking found your bottom for you. One sweet lady
said her higher power was a radiator in the Mustard Seed,
“because when I see it, I know I’m sober.”
Sober. A.A. believes there is an enormous difference between bring dry and being sober. It is not enough to simply
abstain. You need to heal and repair the damage to yourself
and others. We talk about “white-knuckle sobriety,” which
might mean, “I’m sober as long as I hold onto the arms of
this chair.” People who are dry but not sober are on a “dry
drunk.”
A “cult?” How can that be, when it’s free, nobody profits
and nobody is in charge? A.A. is an oral tradition reaching
back to that first meeting between Bill W. and Doctor Bob
in the lobby of an Akron hotel. They’d tried psychiatry, the
church, the Cure. Maybe, they thought, drunks can help
each other, and pass it along. A.A. has spread to every continent and into countless languages, and remains essentially
invisible. I was dumbfounded to discover there was a meeting all along right down the hall from my desk.
It prides itself on anonymity. There are “open meetings”
to which you can bring friends or relatives, but most meetings are closed: “Who you see here, what you hear here, let
it stay here.” By closed, I mean closed. I told Eppie Lederer,

who wrote as Ann Landers, that I was now in the program.
She said, “I haven’t been to one of those meetings in a long
time. I want you to take me to one.” Her limousine picked
me up at home, and we were driven to the Old Town meeting, a closed meeting. I went in first, to ask permission to
bring in Ann Landers. I was voted down. I went back to the
limo and broke the news to her. “Well I’ve heard everything!” Eppie said. “Ann Landers can’t get into an A.A.
meeting!” I knew about an open meeting on LaSalle Street,
and I took her there.
Eppie asked, “What do you think about my columns
where I print the 20-part quiz to see if you have a drinking
problem?” I said her quiz was excellent. I didn’t tell her, but
at a meeting I heard a two-parter: If you drink when you
didn’t intend to, and more than you intended to, you, my
friend, have just failed this test.
“Everybody’s story is the same,” Humble Howard liked
to say. “We drank too much, we came here, we stopped,
and here we are to tell the tale.” Before I went to my first
meeting, I imagined the drunks would sit around telling
drinking stories. Or perhaps they would all be depressing
and solemn and holier-than-thou. I found out you rarely
get to be an alcoholic by being depressing and solemn and
holier-than-thou. These were the same people I drank with,
although now they were making more sense.

Johnny the German vs: Johnny the Greek
THE END OF GREEK CIVILIZATION
Let the challenge go forward one final time as we head
into the final slaughter. Join us at our Annual Alumni
Retreat in early January, as Johnny the German’s Team
takes on Johnny the Greek’s team, after the Greek’s three
last pitiful losses. If successful in this fight to the death,
Johnny the German will be looking for a Frenchman as he
and his team then takes on the French in a new battle to
the death. With the Roman’s defeated this is all slow cleanup work across Europe.

