
How do I submit something to 

the newsletter?
Easy, write your submission, whether a story,  experience, 

poem, comic or anything else recovery related 

Then e-mail it to:

nasfvneveralone@nasfv.com

Or mail it to:

SFVNA c/o Never Alone Newsletter

P.O. Box 4143

Panorama City, CA 91412

For your convenience, now we have a submission form on 

www.nasfv.com

The Meeting 
corner

800 PM Wednesday

Too young to die still 
could use support and 
while the focus is on 

young people we 
would appreciate 

your support

8801 
Kester Ave

Panorama City

June 29 through July 1, 2007 The Bay Cities Area Presents 

their 3rd Annual Women’s Retreat. Location: The Mary  and 

Joseph Retreat Center 5300 Crest Rd. Rancho Palos Verdes, 

CA. 90275. This is an event that requires preregistration

only and the amount is $120.00 which includes meals. 

Saturday, June 30, 2007 The Greater Hollywood  Area Pre-

sents an NA Kidz Karnival 11 am. til 5 pm. at Hollywood Rec-

reation Center 1112 N. Cole Ave. Los Angeles, CA 91138. 

Food, games swimming pool (Donation is $5.00 for all day 

wristband) jumper, clown, prizes and for the adults meetings at 

11 am  and 4 pm.

Fri-Sun, July 6-8, 2007, Palm Springs, CA:  California Inland 

Region presents CIRCNA IX,  “It’s Not Where We’ve Been That 

Counts, It’s Where We’re Going” Venue: Westin Mission Hills 

Resort & Spa, 71333 Dinah Shore Drive, Rancho Mirage, CA, 

Saturday, July 7, 2007 The Greater Los Angeles Area Presents 

the Summer Madness Picnic. 10 am. til 6 pm. at Ladera Park 

6027 Ladera Park Ave. Los Angeles, CA. 90056. BBQ dinner 

for $6.00 donation, games for kids and adults.

Saturday, July 28, 2007 The Southern California Region  Cele-

brates 54 Years! at the Glendale Civic Auditorium  1401 N. 

Verdugo Road, Glendale, CA. 91208. Meeting 7 pm.  followed 

by the dance at 9 pm. The donation for  this event is $10.00.

Saturday, July 28, 2007 The South Coast Area Annual 

Chili Cookoff. Location: Rancho Capistrano Community 

Church, 29251 Camino Capistrano, San Juan Capistrano, CA. 

92675. 

Full day of family fun! Sunshine, food, baseball, 

and of course recovery! Starts 8 am. meeting 9 am. 

baseball 10:30. Chili judging & lunch at 12 pm., 

closing meeting at 4 pm. Lunch for a donation of $5.00.

Sunday, July 29, 2007 The Westside Area’s Women’s 

Luncheon. Location: Marina del Rey Hotel 13534 Bali Way, 

Marina del Rey, CA. 90292. Donation is $35.00 and 

tickets must be purchased in advance. Doors open 

at 10:30 am. and no meals will be served after 

12 pm. Food, Fellowship, and Fun!

                                         SFV H& I Wants You !

                                         If you have a desire to be of service 

         by carrying the message of hope and          

                              freedom  from active addiction in 

     Narcotics Anonymous® through H&I 

           panels, contact us by Email:

  

Or better yet, please attend one of our meetings and join our 

subcommittee. The H&I Subcommittee meets in North

Hollywood on the first Monday of each month, at 8:15 PM at 

Valley Plaza Park Recreation Center in the Arts and Crafts 

Room, next to the Rec. Center Office, 12240 Archwood Street 

SFV  PI Subcommittee Wants You! 

Meets every 1st Sunday, 11:30am 

in Sherman Oaks. For location infor-

mation or to see about scheduling a 

Public Information presentation to 

your organization, send your email    

  request to the PI Subcommittee 

 Chair, Rich B.:

In This In the loving 
In the losing 

In the mindless pursuit of a cure 
In what ails In what pains 

In the loss of love 
In the loss of all the stolen glances 
In the loss of one addictive touch 

In the loss of one needful embrace 
In the loss of one joyous kiss 

In the queries In the painful answers 
To questions that should not 

Have been asked In the ruins of dreams shattered 
In the aftermath of consciousness raised 
In the regrets exquisite in their resonance 
In the words spoken to convey promises 

In the promises made to convey possession 
In the possession to convey love 

In the love to convey finality 
In the finality that is never what it seems 

In this vicious cycle 
Of hurts Of promises 

Of possession 
In the control I attempt to have 

But fail to have 
Wake from dreamy sleep 

Forgiven. Repaired. 
Resuscitated. Revitalized. Ready. 
To face the vicious cycle again 

Of living Of choosing 
Of loving Of losing 

Of this. My road to home.

Submitted by Manfred

Question of the 

month 

Why Did you 

choose your 

sponsor?

June 2007
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Today was the 3rd NA birthday of a friend of 
mine so I asked him to lead the meeting. For 
the purpose of anonymity we will call him E. 
One thing I always love about E is that when-
ever he shares it is always very positive. Today 
was no exception. He told how drugs had made 
him a prisoner in his own home. How it had de-
stroyed his up and coming career as an actor 
and in the end he lost everything including his 
self-respect.

He came to NA with 7 days clean and knew that 
he could not just keep doing this by himself. He 
was just "white knuckling it." He knew he 
needed help and he found it in NA. He found 
people who really cared about him; people who 
gave him their phone # and really wanted him 
to call them.

He found a way to get in touch with a Higher 
Power that he thought he had lost forever. He 
found a Sponcer who wanted to help him find a 
better way to live his life. He found the Steps of 
NA that helped him to start living life clean and 
with hope and a willingness to go forward.

Now he has a life that he loves; he has found 
the love of his life and will be getting married 
soon; he has a business that is thriving and he 
is now buying a house. He feels so blessed and 
feels that NA has under-promised and over-
delivered as far as he is concerned. All NA ever 
promised was 
freedom from 
active addic-
tion but it has 
given him a 
whole new and 
wonderful life. 
Today he has 
1095 days 
clean and is a 
happy clean 
and blessed 
man.

Do you know the legend of the Cherokee Indian 

youth's rite of passage?

 His father takes him into the forest, blindfolds 

him and leaves him alone.

 He is required to sit on a stump the whole night 

and not remove the blindfold until the rays of the 

morning sun shine through it. He cannot cry out 
for help to anyone. Once he survives the night, 

he is a MAN. He cannot tell the other boys of this 

experience, because each lad must come into 

manhood on his own.

 The boy is naturally terrified. He can hear all 

kinds of noises. Wild beasts must surely be all 
around him. Maybe even some human might do 

him

 harm. The wind blew the grass and earth, and 

shook his stump, but he sat stoically, never re-
moving the blindfold. It would be the only way he

 could become a man!

 Finally, after a horrific night the sun appeared 

and he removed his blindfold. It was then that he     

discovered his father sitting on the stump next to 

him. He had been at watch the entire night, pro-
tecting his son from harm.

 We, too, are never alone. Even when we don't 
know it, our Higher Power  is watching over us, 

sitting on the stump beside us. When trouble

 comes, all we have to do is reach out. 



You know I never consciously thought of myself as a 'victim' but the more I take a look at my past the 
more I'm aware of how much I played the 'victim'. I think because I played the role under the guise of 
martyrdom I deluded myself. Victim or martyr, they are both choices I made. Mind you I didn't set out to 
be either but as I slowly sank into the sea of addiction and self pity; they were roles that were easiest to 
play.

I can remember having about 6-8 months clean and reading the line in the literature that said " In our 
inability to accept personal responsibility, we were actually creating our own problems." After hearing and 
reading it for all that time, I finally got it. Little did I know so much more was yet to unfold from that 
statement. All my life I have wanted to be a paramedic or an ER nurse. When I was 29 I tried to become 
a firefighter back in Miami so I could go through paramedic school through the county but I wasn't strong 
enough to pass the physical agility test.  For years I blamed my failure on my lack of strength but the 
truth was, I was OK with not passing because I knew I didn't have the education to pass math and sci-
ence required... and I was a using addict, although I didn't think so back then. You see I quit school in 10 
th grade, right about the time I started smoking pot. I got a GED shortly there after but that pretty much 
ended my formal education. Through the years I went to vocational schools and became a manicurist, a 
cardio-vascular tech and even an EMT. The EMT was the craziest of all because I was taking 60 pills a day 
while going to school. Like I was really going to pass a drug test!   

Most of the jobs I ever had I hated and when I look back it was all because I was playing the victim. "In 
my inability to accept personal responsibility" I tried to take the easier, softer way to get degrees and 
'look' good but never actually doing what it would take to become what I most wanted to do. Then being 
resentful towards others that did the work and became what they wanted to be and were doing what they 
wanted to do. Poor me, I'm stupid and I can't do math. I can remember being the EKG tech in an ER back 
in the 80's and hating the nurses for being so much smarter than me. Poor Michele, the little victim.

Fast forward to 23 months clean. I have just returned home from 2 months of caring for others. My hus-
band is in Miami for 3 weeks and I am all alone with my thoughts. YUK! This weekend sucked, I spent 
most of it in bed, depressed, wanting to play the victim. The difference today, with a little bit of recovery, 
is when I feel depressed and the curtain begins to open on my victim performance I am forced to look the 
solution. My only other choice besides the solution would be to use and like I always say- If I use, my 
choices are gone. So, as I lay there bemoaning my life I wondered, could I be the one responsible for not 
ever reaching my goals? OMG! Yes, solely responsible! Would I call someone else stupid for not knowing 
something they have never learned? How could I do that to myself? The only stupid thing I had done was 
to stop trying. And then that line came to me again: "In our inability to accept personal responsibility, we 
are actually creating our own problems."  You see I live less than a quarter of mile from a community 
college and I have taken enough credits there to have a degree already. Of course all those classes where 
in Art History, Philosophy, Humanities and English. I, me, Michele, let my fear of not knowing math and 
science stop me from learning it. I'm not a victim, no one did this to me, I did this myself. 

Honesty- what a concept, and what a relief. Someone I care for a lot told me that when I stopped play-
ing the victim that my story would end and then I could create a new one. I'm so ready for a new story; 
this old one is so played out and filled with resentment and lies. I used to say I was so old already, what 
was the point of getting an education but I you know, the time is going to pass one way or the other, so 
I have decided to pass the time with the opening chapter to my new story. It starts with a class at the 
community college entitled Mathematics Fundamentals. And it starts Monday, no time like the present to 
get started! I'm more curious than nervous but more than anything I am ready. Will I make it to an ER 
nurse? That remains to be seen but I sure as hell will NOT be the victim anymore. 

Once again I humbled with gratitude for being given this gift of recovery, I know without my Higher 
Power, without NA and without you folks in recovery I would still be lost. Thank Y/you. 

Michele



I spent a lot of years in active addiction and a lot of years in paralyzing fear and familiar discom-
fort. In 2005 I surrendered. I was ready for a new way of life but, I wanted it right away! Recovery 
does not work that way though. It has been a struggle and slowly I am exploring the possibility 
that everything I thought I knew was not necessarily true or right.  I started taking suggestions, going 
to meetings daily, got a sponsor and worked on building relationships with other people in recov-
ery.

After about 8-9 months I had this sort of epiphany. I was still so uncomfortable and still filled 
with fear. I realized that even clean I was still acting out on old behaviors and in doing so I was 
causing myself discomfort. You see, I was so used to living in that discomfort, it was familiar, I 
knew it well, so I thought it was OK. An example of that is when I would lie to someone, act out 
inappropriately or practice any behaviors related to my addictions. Right away I would be back in 
that familiar discomfort and feeling like crap and blaming everyone and everything around me. 
Someone said to me one day- "Michele keep doing what you always did, get what you always got." BAM, the 
light went on! I realized that 'familiar discomfort' was a place I knew well and in my fear of change 
I was choosing to stay there because it was a pain I was used to. You know, that worked in active 
addiction but it wasn't working anymore because I didn't stop using to stay miserable. I have a 
choice today- Stay in that safe place and continue to feel badly or step outside of my self imposed 
prison and take a chance on what is possible. Don't get me wrong, I don't see change and shout-
Bring it on! You see all of my thoughts are filtered through insanity of addiction first and that in-
sanity tells me, "Michele you are a piece of crap, you can't do this, it's too hard, it's too scary, you're 
not smart enough, you're not good enough...etc." Then recovery kicks in and I hold on and work 
through the fear. It's not always easy but it IS always worth it.

When I was using, I used everyday, whether it was using drugs, food, shopping, sex...etc. My 
sponsor reminds me often that I must feed my recovery daily or my addictions will take over. Just 
sitting here I can remember that feeling of familiar discomfort; it grabs me in my stomach and 
starts to squeeze. Thanks to a Higher Power and 12 steps and a fellowship, I don't have to live like 
that anymore and I'm learning, albeit slowly, to be comfortable with new things.

What an easy score this was, a 16th of Meth all 
to myself.

Should I share, no I’m feeling greedy.
Mix it all up and slam the whole thing, my mind 

tells me.
What a rush that would be.

Cool, I can’t believe I got that vain in the first 
try with no light but the moon.

What a rush, wait something’s wrong.
I can’t see, I think my heart is going to ex-

plode.  All I can hear is the sound of wires short 
circuiting in my brain.

GOD, get me through this I can’t die yet.

(next day)
Thank you God, I promise I won’t slam as much 

dope ever again.
Now where can I score more.

That was cool for Bill to share his dope,  this 
time I think I’m only going to slam

A dime.

Ok that doesn’t feel so bad.  Oh shit now what’s 
wrong I feel…..  Somebody please

h    e      l        p  
………………………………………….

R.I.P.

Lost in the abyss

No turning back
The darkness consumes

Trapped in sadness

Tears swollen with doom

I fear the unknown

 Can I break free from this hell?

Rays of light shine so bright

Is there hope…can I finally be freed?
What has She in store for me

On my knees I pray for insight

 Slowly I become restored
Sanity intact

Never looking back

The darkness fades
Reality sets in and

I am alive once more.

 By Alaina


