Going Insane
BY: KATY O. | SATELLITE BEACH, FLORIDA

This fun-loving newcomer thought AA meant the good times were over. Boy, did she get a big surprise

IThave been nicknamed “trouble”since Iwas 8 years old,but Ineverunderstood why. What looked like trouble to
outsiders was simplymyabsolute insistence on having a good time.Ijust wanted to play,go on adventures and
connect with others.

Fitting in was a top priority in my adolescence,and drinking became a part ofthat. Unfortunately,as my social
lubricant began taking overmyevery thought and desire,it became a wedge in my relationships with others,my sense
ofself,and let’s be honest,any trace ofrationalthinking.

Ionce harbored resentment toward a friend for severing our friendship forno apparent reason,untila year later |
learned that Thad screamed obscenities at them during a blackout. Anothertime a potential friend approached me
during the first week ofcollege, curious about smoking pot.Iresponded with, “It’s great. You should try it sometime,”
and then Iproceeded to smoke myjoint alone.Iwasn’t about to share!

My obsession with alcoholstunted the growth ofany potential social skills,taking me to the edge ofisolation,leaving
me feeling alone and misunderstood.

At a mere 20 years old [ found m yselfin AA. Entering felt like walking through the Milky Way,seeing glistening eyes
and wide smiles at every glance. This biker chick chairperson opened the meeting,stating that we should silence any
cellphones and beepers,adding, “And ifyou stillhave a beeperin 2010,please see me afterthe meeting.”

Later that week at another AAmeeting,an older man with long,silver hair tied with a pink scrunchie remembered my
name.When the people there told their stories,cussed and talked about God,Iknew that this cigarette sm oke-
clouded room full of misfits like me was home.lknow some believe that profanity is not a sign of spiritual growth,but
tome it was part of myidentification and relation process.Iwanted what these people had—a spiritualawakening as
the result of working the Twelve Steps,listed on the smoke-stained,yellowed poster on the wall. (Legend had it the
posterhad once been white many years ago.)

So Ikeptcoming back.Igot a sponsorand met weekly to work the Steps.Istarted integrating with the oldtimers,
picking their brains,asking about the God oftheirunderstanding and about prayer. They tolerated my youthful
playfulness before and afterthe meeting and taught me to settle down,pay attention,stay seated and turn myphone
offduring the meeting.

Thad my first spiritualexperience at 10 months sober when Ithought Iwas going clinically insane.lcalled up a hospital
asking for a brain scan.Allthis chaos in me and stillldidn’t want to drink.Iguess,as it turns out,I was just going sane.
The AAs laughed with me when [told them what IThad done.

One meeting ata time,multiple times a day,Ibecame an active memberofthe Fellowship.Theynever kicked me out,
even when Ibrought the straydog I had found into the meetings with me or when Imade up fake service positions to
poston the chalkboard,like “the debating society”’and “untrusted servants.”

Ilearned that Icould be a kind,helpfulperson and still find opportunities to have fun and m ake a little trouble. The
members ofthat group carried me through times ofsorrow and times ofcelebration untilwe allknew Iwas ready to
spread my wings and set out to accom plish other dream s. As I've grown up in AA,I've learned that the more Ialign
myselfwith my Higher Powerand my truest selfand the more I focus on being helpfulto others,the more I'm free to
enjoy this life.

At age 33,and with 13 soberyears,Itryto remain a beginner in AA(why would Iwant to be nearthe end?).’'m active in
mycurrent home group,Isponsorothers and I'm active in service inside and outside of AA.IThave a host of friends,
including that biker chick woman who chaired my first meeting. Today I find my Higher Power’s love in connection
with others.

The God of myunderstanding has opened my world so much.'m writing this story from a hammock in a smalltown in
Nicaragua where [can see the rea/Milky Way!Itrust that if [continue to allow God to discipline me,and the more Irely
on the spirit ofthe universe,the more independent lactually become—to run,play,and live by one rule only, No. 62—
don’t take myselftoo damn seriously.

3



	Slide Number 1

