
 

 



 

 

 

What I have learned in my time in recovery. 
 

 I have gained much in my time in the NA program through working the steps of 

recovery. Many times I have heard people remark that drug addicts are hopeless causes, with no 

hope but that they might die early in their addiction, instead of lingering around sucking 

resources, time, and energy from those around them. I am living proof that any drug addict can 

turn their lives around if they give themselves over to a simple program of recovery. 

 

 Let me first share with you a little of my story, so that you may see what I mean by if I 

can do this, than I believe that anybody can. I started my life off in a broken home, with an 

abusive stepfather, and a confused mother, who has supported me in my recovery as much as she 

is capable of doing.  I was beaten, molested and my childhood was mostly miserable. I never fit 

in with anybody, as much as I tried. I was blessed, or cursed, as it applied, with a substantial 

intellect, combined with a large stature, which means I was the target of most of the jokes in 

school and had maybe one friend in all my time in school. 

 

 I was placed in foster care after the molestation and abuse came to light, due to my 

disclosure of this to my mother. I still never really fit in and I was the victim of a number of 

abusive foster families, who used foster children as simply a means of supplementing their 

income, instead of being caring families who understood the plight of a damaged child. I 

bounced around from home to home to group home to treatment facility and eventually 

graduated from the DFACS program at eighteen, with no resources or support network, besides 

my mother, whom I had not had any contact with in over five years. 

  

 Due to the separation, the relationship with my mother was damaged and we fought 

constantly with each other until finally I was kicked out of the house. I moved in with a “friend” 

from work and started smoking pot, and doing other things in order to be able to “”fit in” with 

the people I was hanging around with. And of course, through this I developed a habit and when 

I decided to leave the state to sell magazines for a job, I took this habit with me. 
 



            

 

 

 

 

 

            I, and my drug habit, made the circuit of the states, and finally came to rest in LA, the 

drug use capitol of the world, at least I think. I hustled up a car and transported to support my 

habit, thinking the whole time that I was some kind of super addict, able to control my addiction 

and have a life at the same time. Little did I know at the time that my addiction was slowly 

eating me alive. I went from 230 pounds down to about eighty, and I became withdrawn and 

isolated, using people only for what they could do to contribute to my next sack.  

 

 I finally ended up with a two year stint in the California State Department of Corrections, 

also known as the state penitentiary. I was placed in the Substance Abuse Program (SAP), where 

I was introduced to a program of recovery. I participated in this program for the rest of my 

incarceration, and my mother and I reestablished communications at the same time through 

letters and photographs. 

 

  I was granted an early release through the DTF (Drug Treatment Furlough) program and 

was placed in a residential program in Long Beach for 4 months, after which I was placed in a 5 

month residential program in N. Hollywood. I was introduced to the program of Narcotics 

Anonymous at this rehab, and attended meetings regularly, as well as a step study class daily at 

the center. I must say that I learned more about myself in those short 5 months than I have in the 

rest of the time I have been on this planet. For the first time, I was told that I was not a lost cause, 

that I could do it, and that I was worth it. I acquired a sponsor, as the program suggests, and I 

worked the twelve steps, as directed by my sponsor. I took direction, and learned that I have a 

disease that is centered in my thinking, and that if left untreated will kill me. 

 

 I heard something at a meeting one time and that was, “through working the steps and 

following the program, MY LIFE WORKS.” I have learned that this applies to me as well. I 

don’t drive a Lamborghini; don’t have two big breasted blonds or a condo in the Bahamas, but 

MY LIFE WORKS. And when I go to sleep at night, I have my own bed, instead of the sidewalk 

at the greyhound. I have a job, instead of robbing people or asking for change on a corner. 

Recovery does work, if it is utilized to the fullest, and you have a support network to lean on 

when you need it. 

 

 

By Richard B. 



 

 

 

        The shame of our truth. Whew, what a topic huh? Well as given to me by someone clean close to 30 

years the shame of our truth is the amount of people who are actually of service in Narcotics Anonymous 

at any given time. According to him and I don’t see anything that has caused me to disagree in my time, 

the percentage of people doing service is about.......can you guess? 

        Well it’s about 10 percent. Let’s say he is only half right and its 20 percent for arguments sake Ok? 

Think about it, now, Ok some are of service and some have had commitments previously and may be 

taking a break before the next commitment but overall it’s about 10-20 percent of the fellowship at any 

given time. 

        In my thinking, I would have to say that this is a travesty and a slap in the face for a program and a 

fellowship that has saved me from a life of misery, fear, hopelessness and has taught me to cope with life 

on a daily basis. The same group of men and women that have taught me to achieve long lasting 

abstinence from drug addiction and to recognize that the last "symptom" of my disease was the drug that 

brought me to my knees. But it was only the tip of the iceberg s far as the way the tentacles of addiction 

has reached into my life to make me suffer in oh so many other ways. The smoking that I do, the caffeine 

that I ingest as well as when I shop "too much" or have sex "too much" or any of my other "too much's" 

which are subject to creep in and make my life unmanageable even with time in the program and doing 

"the work". 

  I can’t say I didn’t have a life before Narcotics Anonymous because I didn’t arrive here in a body bag 

and so I must have had one. What I can say is that I have found "a better way to live" just as our message 

of hope had said. I also have a personal "hope" because I Narcotics Anonymous and that is........... That I 

may never turn my back and become ungrateful for the "gift" that God's "grace" has brought me and may 

I serve that fellowship with humility and honor. 

   I know this seems a tad self-righteous but I am hoping to make some of us see that things like "Area 

service" and "Regional Service" and having a service commitment at the group level, is something that 

should NOT be on the low priority list in our recovery. We preach to the newcomer to "get involved in 

service" and tell them it helps to keep them clean but we NEED to practice what we preach because it’s 

not about lip service but a program of actions. May we practice what we preach! 

 

Signed,  

fictitiously......... 

Peetie Wheatstraw 

The-Devils-son-in-law 

High Sheriff of Hell 



Nasty    Real 

Annoying   Everyday 

Rude    Create hope 

Cold     Open mind 

Overwhelming  Valuable 

Tricky    Entirely Willing 

Institutionalized  Relationships 

Crusty    You’re worth it! 

Slimy 

 
By Anonymous 



The Grave of Vanity 

 

What good is there in knowing the meaning of life? 

The mysterious wonders of it all. 

What good is there in being wise in the ways of the world? 

Having the keys to open each and every door. 

What good is there in fame and fortune? 

On the grave of vanity. 

If we have no peace, 

If we have no love, 

If we have no God, 

What good is there? 

 
By Anonymous 

 

“The Gift”  

Life can be a desperate battle.    

Were forced to endure until its bitter end.  

Or life can be a wondrous gift.  

Presented with love by an anonymous friend.  

Life can be a twisting maze, in which we search for our way out.  

Or life can be an inviting paradise far from darkness, with its shame and doubt.  

Life can be a bitter pill that we are reluctantly forced to swallow.  

Or life can be sweet, sweet nectar.  

When His Majesties will we trust and certainly follow.  

It all becomes The Gift.  

 

By Edward B.  

 



                                                                   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CONVENTION, CONVENTION AND CONVENTION….. 

SFV AREA – JANUARY 16-18, 2009 

CIRCLE OF SISTERS – MARCH 6-8, 2009 

PRE-REGISTER ON-LINE; NASFV.COM 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Newcomers Brain 
 

In the meeting I sit, tightly my teeth I grit. 

I want to be here and listen but my mind is always on a mission. 

I think about the sponsor I need and the steps I can work to free myself of this 

“mind fuck” called life. 

They say, “You want what we have?”  

“Do what we do!” 

I’m not like these people I think to myself, 

they don’t know how I feel or what I have been through. 

 

This life is so hard to whether I’m high or I’m clean. 

So I need to just get over it and accept what I was dealt. 

I like feeling different from you because then you won’t talk to me and I can live in 

my secret head. 

In my head they are safe, stuffed way inside never to recover. 

Oh shit is that all recovery is? 

Sharing my safe secrets for someone to judge and trash me later? 

Whatever! You’re all fucking haters! 

Very few people understand this secret head! 

 

Amy 

 

 



            
 

      

                     

These things and more are available at the website. 

You can pre-register for conventions, find a local meeting, order literature, 

download the basic text and view upcoming activities and events. 

NASFV.COM 
 



 

Don’t be 

Afraid it’s 

only recovery 

knocking at 

your door.  It’s 

o.k. to answer 

it.   



 



 



 



 



 



 
Love is composed of a single 
soul inhabiting two bodies. 

Aristotle 

 
Deadline for submissions to the February/March 2009, 

 SFV Newsletter is February 2, 2009.  

Send in your love based recovery stories. 

See yourself in print. 

Submit your articles to: 

 

SFVNEVERALONE@NASFV.COM 

OR 

SFVNA C/O NEVER ALONE NEWSLETTER 

P.O. BOX 4143 

PANORAMA CITY, CA 91412 
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