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For me, the key to maintaining the 
motivation to work my OA program 
is remembering that I don’t have to. 
Nobody is forcing me to be in OA. It 
was my choice to go to my first 
meeting, and it is my choice to follow 
the OA way of life. I feel motivated 
and blessed to be in OA when I 
remember to be grateful to have 
found the program. The boundaries I 
put around my eating are there to 
keep me safe from compulsive 
overeating. Rather than seeing them 
as restrictions, I choose to see them 
as allowing me to be free from food 
obsession.
It’s important for me to avoid using 
fear to motivate myself. Motivation 
by fear does not last. I feel bad 
when I can’t live up to my 
expectations. I get frustrated and 
rebel.
At times I don’t feel willing to work 
part of my program. One area I 
struggle with is taking morning time 
to journal. I am learning to face such 
times without beating myself up. I

acknowledge my lack of willingness 
without guilt or shame and pray for 
acceptance and guidance. Often I 
don’t get an answer right away, so I 
wait. God is a gentle parent. He 
allows me to experience life even if I 
don’t write in my journal. How do I 
feel? Do I feel more grounded when I 
take that time in the morning, or do I 
enjoy having the extra time to talk 
with my husband over breakfast? 
Would I feel more motivated to 
journal in the evening? Eventually the 
answer comes.
Times when I struggle for motivation 
can be wonderful teachers if I am 
open and accepting of them. I am 
blessed to have a program of 
recovery to help me walk through 
each challenge as it arises.
— Anonymous

I have been granted a gift which amounts to 

a new state of being and consciousness.            

Bill W.



When I first entered the OA program, I 
didn’t know about the power of prayer. 
Three years later, I still underestimate its 
might.

“If I am powerless over food, please show 
me.”

That was the first prayer my heart ever 
said. I was trying to work the First Step, 
but couldn’t believe that food had won. At 
work that night, I looked around me. The 
cookie box, which had once held more 
than a hundred cookies, was empty. 
Several pitchers of lemonade and cider 
had been drunk. The cardboard box of 
mints to be left on pillows was 
dangerously low. The trashcans from that 
morning’s breakfast had been emptied, 
but cookies had not been baked, 
customers had not been offered 
refreshments, and the trashcans still 
sported the same bag liners. I had eaten 
it. I had drunk it, including the frozen 
batter and the half-eaten food to be 
thrown away.

I looked around for more and finding 
nothing left to eat, wondered what I could 
do to calm this violent compulsion that 
was driving me. I could drive my truck 
over a cliff onto the jagged rocks below. 
Then it would be quiet and I could rest.

My prayer had been answered. Tail 
between my legs, I went to an OA meeting 
the next day. “Hi. My name is J. I’m a 
compulsive overeater.”

So you think I had learned, right? Here I 
am three years later living in a tiny town in 
the Dominican Republic. The nearest OA 
meeting and the nearest hospital are five 
hours away by public transportation. My 
attitude toward food had been changing, 
but I am young and in a new country. 
Things don’t look the way they used to. 
Not being around meetings and others 
who share my disease, I was forgetting 
which bite it was that I wasn’t supposed to 

left, which I took before my shower. After my 
shower, I took a cough drop. The flavor on 
my tongue was warm and smooth. I sucked 
that one through and took another one. This 
second one broke between my teeth (as 
often happens when you chew it), so I 
accepted a third. I lay down on my bed to 
read as my free hand found its way around 
the package for the fourth. The box says it 
contained 18, but I swear it tasted like five. 
They were gone in half an hour.
I drifted out of sleep at one the next 
morning. Blinking open my eyes, I wondered 
what was wrong. Things seemed fuzzy. I 
went to get up to go to the bathroom but 
couldn’t place my feet. I walked like a 
newborn giraffe, awkward and unsteady. I 
barely had the coordination to sit on the 
toilet.
I lay in bed until 6 a.m., when I thought to 
read the label of those harmless cough 
drops. In case of overdose, seek medical 
attention immediately or call poison control. I 
looked in the mirror at my dilated pupils. My 
motor coordination was still faltering.
I rode a public bus for five hours into the 
capital, where the doctors told me the 
medicine would work its way out of my 
system. They looked confused when I 
explained that I had taken 18 pills in half an 
hour because I had a sore throat. They were 
good pills. They tasted soft and smooth. 
Once I had one, I could not stop, and if there 
had been more in the box, I would have 
eaten them.
That night I got to a meeting, tail between 
my legs. “Hi. My name is J. I am a 
compulsive overeater. I am powerless over 



God as I Understand God

God is Good.
God is inside of me.

God is always with me.
God is always available.

No matter how bad I feel and far I 
am from God,

I can always have God if I ask.
God is laughter, humor, smiling.

God is beautiful, nature.
God is my awareness.

I can always find God where I am. 
God is magic.

God directs my life in ways I don't 
have to understand.

I can trust God with my life plans.
God brings me lessons to grow.

God brings me things I didn't think I 
was good enough for 

(or couldn't admit that I was good 
enough for).

I can see God in people, animals, 
situations, and nature.

God is when I take care of myself.
God does not make mistakes.

God can calm me down.
I can bring anything to God.

God is gratitude.

Erica K.

Some overeaters show much 
willpower but cannot keep the 
weight off. I know an overeater 
who joined the army at 17 and 
overcame many obstacles by 
his willpower, but he couldn’t 
keep his weight down.
Why is this? Why can’t 
overeating be controlled by 
willpower?
The answer is that overeating 
is a disease, and no disease 
can be cured by willpower. 
Think about it. Can you cure 
chicken pox by willpower? Or 
cancer? Or polio? Of course 
you can’t. Overeating is a 
disease, too, which is why it 
can’t be controlled by 
willpower. We are powerless 
over compulsive eating. 
Knowing this is the foundation 
of Step One.
— S.K., Alexandria, Virginia 

USA



A Principle is a Rule by Which We Try to 
Condition Our Behavior.

In and underlying each of the 12 steps there is a principle 
to live by and recover by.

Step 1 Honesty
Step 2 Hope
Step 3 Faith
Step 4 Courage
Step 5 Integrity
Step 6 Willingness
Step 7 Humility
Step 8 Brotherly Love
Step 9 Discipline
Step 10 Perseverance
Step 11 Awareness of God
Step 12 Service

Ever notice that there is “grit” in integrity?
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Thanks to all you 
Oa-ers who 
encouraged me and 

supported me with ideas and 
articles during my time as editor 
of the Steps newsletter.  Thanks 
to Melanie, the new editor for her 
service.    Elizabeth

Hope is the risk that must be run.  Georges Bernanos



JUST FOR TODAY
.Today is only 24 hours !

JUST FOR TODAY, I will live through this day only. I will not brood about 
yesterday or obsess about tomorrow. I will not set far-reaching goals or try to 
overcome all my problems at once. I know that I can do something for 24 
hours that would overwhelm me if I had to keep it up for the rest of my life.

JUST FOR TODAY, I will be happy. I will not dwell on thoughts that depress 
me. If my mind fills with clouds, I will chase them away and fill it with 
sunshine.

JUST FOR TODAY, I will accept what is. I will face reality. I will correct 
those things I can correct and accept those I can not.

JUST FOR TODAY, I will improve my mind. I will read something that 
requires effort, thought and concentration. I will not be a mental loafer.

JUST FOR TODAY, I will make a conscious effort to be agreeable. I will be 
kind and courteous to those who cross my path, and, I will not speak ill of 
others. I’ll improve my appearance, speak softly, and, not interrupt when 
someone else is talking.

JUST FOR TODAY, I will refrain from improving anybody but myself.

JUST FOR TODAY, I will do something positive to improve my health.– IF 
ONLY FOR TODAY.

JUST FOR TODAY, I will gather the courage to do what is right and take 
responsibility for my actions.

JUST FOR TODAY, I will exercise acceptance and gratitude.

Patience is a bitter plant but has a sweet fruit. German proverb

Nothing is more desirable than to be released from an affliction, but nothing is more frightening 

than to be divested from a crutch.   James Balwin

Be not angry that you cannot make others as wish them to be, since you cannot make yourself as 

you wish to be.  Thomas a Kempis

How poor are they who have not patience! What wound did ever heal but by degrees? 
WilliamShakespeare

The absurd person is the one who never changes. Auguste Barthelemy

To encourage yourself in recovery it is important to keep remembering where you have 
come from instead of where you have to go. Pia Melody



Requirements of Being Comfortable in Your Own Skin
Be willing to be human

Know the liabilities and the assets of your own personality
Let go of what others think of you

Learn to deal with criticism 
Experience guilt only when you have violated you own values or others 

boundaries
Like and accept yourself just as you are 
Be your genuine self where ever you are 

Be your own best friend 
Surround yourself with loving, supportive people

Stay in touch with your Higher Power.

Get Out of My Way !!

Down in front, I cannot see.
Someone is standing in front of me.
Her identity I try to learn
But when I move, she turns.
I want to hear what she has to say
But there’s always someone in my way.
Again I try to see who it could be
Who always gets in front of me.
I’m looking right at her; she’s staring right 
back.
I begin to wonder, is it manners she lacks?
Why won’t you move and get out of my 
way?
I’m trying to move forward, start fresh if I 
may.
Then, suddenly, her face I could see.
Here all along that someone was me.
— K.P., Clarks Summit, Pennsylvania USA



At a Big Book meeting I attended yesterday, 
several women had problems with God or 
Higher Power being referred to as a male. 
Some were even angry. I thought this 
argument was silly. I’m sure that if we 
changed the masculine pronoun to the 
feminine, other people would ask why Higher 
Power is not referred to as a man. If your 
God or Higher Power is working for you and 
you think it is a woman, so be it! I have 
decided to let my God or HP guide me.

Something a woman shared in that meeting stirred 
me. She was also an alcoholic, in addition to 
being a compulsive eater. After she 
surrendered and admitted she was an 
alcoholic, she was about to go out with her 
drinking pals. As she put her hand on the 
doorknob, a voice said to her, “Don’t you 
have anything better to do?” She called that 
voice God.

After I heard her share, I started saying to myself 
the things I thought God would say to guide 
me. He/she said to me, “Wake up so you 
won’t oversleep, take a shower, eat a sensible 
breakfast, make your bed and be on time for 
your OA meeting. We want to be proud.” The 
voice also said, “Stop biting your nails, clean 
out your bookshelf, and look for a job. I want 
you to achieve even little things because I love 
you, and you deserve it.” No more beating 
myself up with “Why don’t you, you should, 
why did you.”

Is this God or HP a woman or a man? Is he/she 
black, white, Hispanic, Asian, purple, plaid or 
polka dot? You know what? I don’t care. 
Maybe there is God in all of us, and he/she is 
who or what we say it/he/she is, and that’s all 
that matters.

• — E.W., Baltimore, Maryland


