Practicing the Principles in all our affairs

.

And so it began, a month ago beginning with an annual mammogram. J"wo months ago, my hair
changed texture and lost all of its natural curl. I thought it was a bad haircut and was disappointed
that my excellent hair dresser would have given me such a poor cut. When I mentioned it to him,
in a nice way, he told me he could tell something was wrong as soon as I walked into the salon. And
then he started to work with it. Yes, it definitely had changed in texture. He questioned me about.
my physical health and shared with me his belief that when that drastic a change takes place on
the surface of the body, something else is going on inside. He has been abstinent for many years
and we have come to knotJ one another over the three years I've been using him. He stated that
even the worst cut in the world wouldn't have caused these phenomena. I had also noticed that
the skin around the tips of my fingers and my cuticles were drying out to the point of skin-flaking
and then breaking. I take pretty good care of my nails and hands; with the work I do, they need
constant care. At my age, 61, which isn't old by a long shot, I've learned to accept many changes
in my body. Being in OA for eight years, learning to love myself and being abstinent for 6 years
has helped me to accept the changes of age, the wQrts and wrinkles and the sagging skin left over
from my self-abusive past.
Before my food addiction took shape, I smoked and drank with the best of them. In 1976,
I was in the advanced (end) stages of cirrhosis and not expected to live. The doctors who gave me
a liver bypass didn't believe that it would do any good, but it was their best attempt in trying to
save my life. I've been sober for 14 years now, through the grace of God and the power of the
12-Steps and have been smoke-free for 13 years. When I was given the grace. to stop smoking, I
had a thirty-two year-three-packs-a-day habit that I thought was impossible to break. The fact
that after a year in AA, I even wanted to try and stop smoking was a miracle. And, then, came the
food.
Back to the present.. I had to wait for 4 weeks for a biopsy and I received the results of
that two days ago. I •m scheduled to see my surgeon tomorrow to discuss how we will proceed and
to set a date for the surgery. Now, here's the deal. I feel no anxiety or trepidation as to the
surgery or the outcome thereof. Over the years of recovery, I've been blest with the recognition
of the many miracles that have occurred in my lifetime, particularly after I began to turn my will
and life over to the care of Higher Power. The wait for the biopsy and the results was not
nerve-racking or anXiety-ridden. My acceptance and peace was not to be believed. How did I get
so wIse.
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The study and consequent living of the 12 Steps is one way; the many meetings and sharing
in which I have participated over the years of recovery, the faith, trust and hope I have been blest
with and the people; ah yes, the IIpeople-angelsll who were generous with their experience, strength
and hope and loved me till I could love myself. These are the answers. The self-esteem and worth
that has been given to me by HP, through these same people, has brought me to levels of
spirituality that belie what I had always IIknown ll . I discovered that I AM worth it and I DO have
a purpose on this earth.
Over the last few days, the food has been calling. Of course. The volume has been turned
down to a whisper by my Creator and when it increases, all I need do is admit my powerlessness and
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hand it back to the Spirit who runs my life. Such a gift!!

