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Step Four
Made a searching and fearless moral inventory of ourselves.

Jonathan was a special goldfish. He loved to swim and eat. But 
even more than that, he loved to talk and think.        

He glided around in his great, big tank with all of the other fish. As 
he talked, his words formed tiny bubbles. He chattered with pride, 
“I like to think of questions and then answer them all by myself!” 
Even though his brain was small, no question was too hard when 
he put his mind to the task at hand. 

He asked himself, “What is two plus two?” He knew the answer. 
He had already solved the problem with his little fish pencil. He 
kept one tucked behind his fin for times just like this. 

He asked himself, “What color is the water?” He knew that answer, 
too. The other fish were tricked, and thought it was blue, but not 
Jonathan. He could tell the water wasn’t blue. “I cannot be fooled,” 
he splashed with delight. He realized the gravel on the bottom only 
made the water look blue and announced, “The water is actually 
clear.”

Jonathan felt ordinary, but the other fish marveled and said, 
“You’re so smart!” 

One day, Jonathan swam around the tank admiring the other 
fish. He smiled when he glimpsed at the yellow ones with shiny, 
blue spots. Some even had big angel fins. Others had stripes. He 
especially liked the tiny, bright red fish.  

Jonathan thought of a new question that he had never thought of 
before. “What’s in the middle of them?” Then he gulped. “Better 
yet, what’s in the middle of me?” 

He did not know this answer and that worried him. Never before 
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had Jonathan been so stumped. “Hmm,” he gurgled. “I wonder if 
we’re as lovely on the inside as we look on the outside?”     

“Gosh,” he exclaimed. “I wish I hadn’t thought of this question. 
What if I find a yucky, green monster or a slimy, dark thing? What 
if I find spooky sounds and awful smells?” Jonathan twitched as a 
tingling shiver raced up his spine.

“Wait a minute!” he continued. “I’ve heard of muscles and a 
stomach. I know I have a bony spine. Surely I have a heart, but I’ll 
bet I have much more.”

Jonathan boldly declared, “I will find the answer, no matter what 
it takes,” because if the truth be told, he had never asked himself a 
more important question before. 

Jonathan turned his eyes inward to have a look. At first, he saw 
nothing. His middle was hidden beneath a pile of memories. “Let 
me get to the bottom of this,” Jonathan said, searching bravely. “I 
can see clearly through my good memories, but the bad memories 
make my insides quite cloudy.” 

He exclaimed, “Are my bad memories clouding up the view?”  

Jonathan wondered, “What can I do?” but he carried on with his 
mission. “I must search for the truth about myself.” He made a 
plan to write down all of his memories, in hopes that it would help 
him find what he was looking for.

“I’ll use my special fish paper and pencil for something this 
important,” he decided. “Writing is hard for me, but I will do it.” 
He slipped the paper from under a rock and began to swirl. Each 
word took effort.

Once he began to write, he felt brave and strong. He wrote down 
everything he could remember. Memories and secrets that were 
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tucked deep down inside, soon rose into his mind like bubbles to 
the surface of the water.

“I remember the time I snatched dinner from my friend Claude.” 
He felt guilty. “Yes, and then there was the time I swam right by 
my friend who was in danger and all I worried about was what 
might have happened to me.” He saw how selfish he had been. 

Jonathan had sad memories, too. One day he and his sister had 
been darting through the plastic castles, alive and happy. The next 
day, she was floating in the tank, never able to keep him company 
again. He whispered sadly, “I’m still not sure what happened to 
her.”  

Finally he finished his search and saw all the way deep inside of 
himself.

“What a delightful surprise! Oh my, it looks like a pearl!” he 
thought. He saw a hundred shades of pink and blue and brown, 
each layer more colorful than the last. Deep down, his middle 
shimmered with a soft and special glow. No yucky green monster 
or creepy slime clung to his middle. No spooky sounds or awful 
smells lingered inside. It was a beautiful pearl!

Jonathan gazed at his special jewel with love. “It might take work, 
but I will do what I need to in order to keep my middle clear and 
shining,” he promised himself. “I don’t want these bad feelings to 
pile up ever again!”

After searching deep inside himself, Jonathan knew the answer to 
his question. He felt much better. Under all the memories, deep in 
his middle, something beautiful lived.

Now Jonathan knew that it was true.



Step Four Follow-Up

Jonathan had to answer some hard questions. 

• Have you ever had to put in a lot of effort to find an answer? 

Jonathan had to look inside himself and uncover feelings that were 
bothering him. It took courage to write about the emotions that he 
would rather forget.

• Do you hide your feelings? How do you think you could work on  
   revealing things that bother you?



Jonathan had to go on a fact-finding mission and take inventory 
of his feelings. It’s important to see what is working and discard 
what is not. He had to get rid of these items without regret. If an 
alcoholic does not take inventory, he may return to drinking. 

• How does holding a secret make you feel?




