An Alcoholic’s Prayer

I am off the wagon, after

 many years of sobriety.

Didn’t even stop to think of what

 I was risking, running from reality.

All I could think of was killing the

 pain, no matter what was at stake.

It didn’t matter who I would hurt with

 this decision I was willing to make.

At that moment everything I had learned,

at my meetings, about not drinking,

didn’t matter.  Nothing was going

 to change my way of thinking!  

The thought didn’t even occur to me,

to reach out and ask for assistance.

I didn’t want to admit that I couldn’t 

make the journey, go the distance. 

This would require my letting

go of any false pride I had.

I didn’t want to admit that I 

was still weak, hurt, even mad.

In my pain, I feel like a 

lost child, ever so small. 

I am reaching out, letting You 

know, again I am about to fall.

I need help dealing with what is going 

on, You gave me the tools before.

I can’t handles this alone, with humility,

I come before You once more.

Give me the courage, to fight this

 illness, peace of mind, serenity.

Lord, don’t let me go back

 to what I used to be.
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