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God, Grant me the
Serenity to accept the
things I Cannnot change,
the Courage to change
the things I can, and
the Wisdom to
know the
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The Years that the Locust Hath Eaten

Neither our literature nor the most enlightened of
old-timers can fully explain or define the meaning of
“forgiveness,” the powerful concept at the heart of the
Eighth Step. Like everything else in our spiritual program of
Alcoholics Anonymous, forgiveness has entered my life
through my heart and not through my mind.

In my first year of sobriety, I listened with a kind of
puzzled yearning at meetings where it was being discussed.
To this day, I find Eighth Step meetings particularly
poignant. The men and women in my regular Friday night
Step meeting are so simple and direct when they speak of
how they have hurt others and how, in almost all cases,
relationships have healed. There is no room for posturing as
we speak up about our recklessness, self-centeredness,
dishonesty, lost or soured marriages and families, and
violence of various kinds.

More than a mere chronicle of bottles and
blackouts, these stories of “twisted and tangled relations™
with other people bring home the tragedy of alcoholism and
the miracle of our all sitting peaceably there on folding
chairs with the Twelve Step shades on the wall above our
heads.

Sometimes as I sit listening to these tales told in the
language of the heart, I remember a quotation from the
Book of Job: “And I will restore to you the years that the
locust hath eaten.”

Individual pain and guilt has been alchemied into
something very grand that makes us collectively well. As a
group, we are at our most human in those Eighth Step
evenings. And we seem to be held most closely by our
Higher Power.

My own drinking days were all mixed in with my
marriage to a man who, when I met him, was only recently
married to another of his several wives. [ was young,
scared, and thirsty; I can see now that I never would have
fallen for him if [ hadn’t been an alcoholic and if  hadn’t
liked the way he fixed my scotch.

The wife before me was a very nice person who
worked in the same office as I did. As I got involved with
her husband, I didn’t stop to think about the pain I was
causing her. I ducked into a doorway if I saw her coming
down the hall. I had the worm of conscience, I'm sure of it,
but I stilled it with another drink.

After he and I had lived and drunk together for some
years, he left me in turn for someone else. In a karmic way, |
felt just how the wife before me had suffered because now I
suffered the same myself.

She wasn’t alcoholic; in the years of my own
marriage, she had absorbed the blow and moved on with her
life. But for years and years after I was alone again, I got
stuck in whiskey-soaked self-pity, tormented by an
obsessive hatred of that man. This almost killed me; it made
me hit my bottom, and I am eternally grateful to him for that.
I can see this story now, but for the first few years of my
sobriety, I was in an awful fog. I got smart feet, though. I
was going to meetings, getting active, sponsoring and being
sponsored — doing the right things.

I'had been brought up in England in a rather ladylike
way. Without the scotch inside me, at first [ couldn’t tell
whether [ was angry or not. I would study that yellow
booklet call Living Sober, which had many interesting
pointers in it, including “shapes and colors” that anger might
possibly come in: cynicism, rigidity, snobbishness and
sarcasm were on that list that helped me to see that rage
didn’t necessarily mean shouting obscenities or knocking
people down. I realized that I was mad at my poor little
mother and at my sister, as well. (Honestly, I can’t quite
remember what that was all about, and today I think that I
am lucky to have these ladies in my life).

I did a Fourth and Fifth Step, and still I kept on
getting upset. My skin was very thin and I was tormented by
the “bondage of self.” I got mad at people in AA all the time.
They rearranged by “cookies;” they would wound me to the
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