7.

Wednesday Night at the Y

HE STOOD silently for a moment, observing his audience. Two
ex-prizefighters, a girl to whom life had never given a
chance, a nail-biting youth, a resigned middle-aged prostitute, two expressionless penitentiary candidates and a pair of
fresh-cheeked teen-agers still in nursing schoo!.
Father Egan leaned casually against the table, its surface
bare except for the propped-up card on which was printed:
GOD GRANT ME THE SERENITY TO ACCEPT THE TIDNGS I CANNOT
CHANGE, COURAGE TO CHANGE THE THINGS I CAN, AND THE WISDOM TO KNOW THE DIFFERENCE.

•

The small room was depressing. It contained four rows of
hard chairs divided by a center aisle, a blackboard and a
piano with a lid secured by a heavy padlock, and the table.
The walls were painted a muddy beige.
The Wednesday night meeting of Narcotics Anonymous
was in session.
Father Egan began slowly.
"Whatever you may think of yourself," he said, "you're a
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