
I was sent as a new priest in charge  

to my small, struggling parish  

to help them turn things around.   

I felt excited to take on the challenge  

and arrived with all kinds of clever ideas  

for emerging ministries and small groups.   

But I remember that on one of my first days in the church office,  

I noticed the AA meeting schedule hanging on the wall,  

and saw that there were AA meetings in our spaces every night of the week –  

sometimes two.   

My first reaction was, “We’re not going to be able to do anything here!”   

But God quickly adjusted my thinking.   

I realized  

that our church was already full of people seeking God  

every single day.   

And somehow I was given the idea of offering them a monthly Recovery Eucharist.   

I felt happy to think that if there was anything our church could do  

to support those actively seeking recovery, I was all for it, 

and despite my many questions and doubts 

about whether it something for me, a non-alcoholic, to offer, 

the pieces almost magically all fell into place.     

 

As the date of our first scheduled Recovery Eucharist approached,  

I decided to take the time  

to attend each of our recovery meetings and introduce myself,  

to let people know  

that as the new priest,  

I was happy to have them in our rooms,  

and to tell them there was going to be  

a special healing service for them each month.   

 



The first meeting I attended  

was our large Friday night meeting –  

about 100 members strong.   

 

I was invited to stand and say a few words to the group.    

I remember I started by saying, Hello, I’m Elsa,  

and I’ve loved a lot of alcoholics.   

The room got quiet.   

And then I told them about my only brother,  

still actively drinking at age 65,  

who’s hit so many bottoms it’s hard to imagine  

how he’s still alive at all.   

I told them about my only sister,  

who attends her 12 step meeting every day  

and how I have watched her be transformed by it.   

 

When I then went on  

to tell them about my first husband,  

who was an abusive alcoholic who never found his sobriety,  

I suddenly began to hear the words that my own mouth was saying.   

 

Oh.       My.     God. 

  

this is not just THEIR issue.   

 

This is my issue, too.   

 

I looked around the silent room  

at all the eyes looking acceptingly and attentively at me.   

 



 

And I had an overwhelming realization  

that God had called me to this ministry not just to help them,  

but to help me, too,  

and that from that moment on, 

we were all going to be in this together.   

 

I continue to wonder at all this  

as I deepen in my own recovery from the family disease of alcoholism  

through the 12 step program I now follow,  

and observe the recovery of Grace Church  

that is happening through our recovery ministry.   

 

Last month, the Recovery Eucharist celebrated its first anniversary  

with live music and special guests,  

and there was barely a dry eye in the house.   

And my heart was full of gratitude to God for calling me right here, right now –  

 

not only to lead, but to follow,  

 

not only to heal but to be healed.   


