
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In the rooms of NA, we are never alone.  



 

 

 



 
 
 

 
    MY NAME IS OSCAR AND I AM 37 YEARS OLD.  I STARTED TO USE DRUGS WHEN I WAS 

ABOUT 9 YEARS OLD.  I HAVE BEEN A METH AND HERION ADDICT FOR ABOUT 28 YEARS.  

I WAS BORN AND RAISED IN EAST LOS ANGELES.  I WAS “GANG RELATED” (IN A GANG).  

MY FATHER WAS ALSO AN ADDICT.  I GREW UP IN A VERY VIOLENT HOME. 

    I GREW UP AND MARRIED, MOVED UP NORTH AND GOT A JOB.  I BECAME A FOREMAN FOR 

A BRIDGE BUILDING COMPANY.  MY ADDICTION PROGRESSED RAPIDLY.  FOURTEEN YEARS 

LATER I WAS A FULL BLOWN ADDICT AND MY LIFE HAD BECOME UNMANAGEABLE.  MY WIFE 

DIVORCED ME AND TOOK OUR FOUR KIDS WITH HER.  THAT WAS FOUR YEARS AGO. 

    I EVENTUALLY BECAME HOMELESS.  I ENDED UP IN DOWNTOWN LOS ANGELES, SMOKING 

CRACK, USING METH AND HERION.  MY ADDICTION LED ME TO DOING THINGS I NEVER 

THOUGHT I WOULD DO.  I BEGAN PROSTITUTING MYSELF FOR DRUGS.  I WAS HAVING SEX 

WITH ABOUT 4 OR 5 MEN EVERY DAY.  NOW I TESTED HIV AND HEP C POSITIVE SINCE 

JANUARY 2008. 

    NOW I AM IN A TREATMENT PROGRAM IN A LOCAL RECOVERY CENTER WHERE THEY ARE 

GIVING ME THE OPPORTUNITY TO CHANGE MY LIFE.  THEY HAVE HELPED TO SHOW ME THAT 

I NO LONGER HAVE TO LIVE THIS WAY, THAT MY LIFE MEANS MORE THAN THE WAY I HAVE 

TREATED MY BODYAND THAT THERE IS A DIFFERENT WAY OF LIVING. 

    I AM NOW PROUD TO SAY THAT I’M A MEMBER OF NA.  MY LIFE IS STILL HARD BUT I 

BELIEVE IT’S A HUNDRED TIMES BETTER THAN IT’S EVER BEEN.  I HAVE GREAT FRIENDS IN NA.  

NOW I’VE BEEN CLEAN FOR 7 MONTHS, 7 GREAT MONTHS.  NOW I COULD SAY THAT I AM A 

HAPPY RECOVERING ADDICT WITH A GREAT FUTURE AHEAD OF ME. 

    I NOW HAVE A GREAT BOYFRIEND, HE IS ALSO IN NA.  I KNOW THAT I NEVER HAVE TO DO 

IT ALONE, EVER.  NA IS THE BEST THING THAT EVER INFLUENCED MY LIFE.  AFTER MY WIFE 

LEFT I THOUGHT I COULD NEVER EVER SMILE AGAIN, BUT MY SMILE IS BACK EVERTIME I’M IN 

A NA MEETING.  I LOVE NA. 

    

MUCH LOVE,  

OSCAR 



 

 
 

 

 

THERE ARE SOME PEOPLE IN THIS ROOM       

WHO NEVER PLANNED TO BE HERE TODAY. 

THEY BELIEVED THAT LIFE WAS ABOUT 

GETTING LOADED AND ALMOST HAD THEIR 

LIVES TAKEN AWAY. 

BUT SOMETHING SPECIAL HAPPENED ON THAT 

LONG HARD ROAD TO THE GRAVE. 

FOR SOME UNKNOWN REASON OUR MISERABLE 

LIVES WERE SAVED. 

TODAY, WE ARE DIFFERENT, SO DON’T YOU BE 

CONFUSED. 

WE ARE WALKING, TALKING MIRACLES. 

WE ARE ADDICTS THAT DO NOT USE. 

 

SIGNED, BEAR SFV 



 

 

 



 

 

 

Do you really want to know?  

 

Well like all of us, it started long ago.  

 

Not really knowing where it would lead me, I started 

down the road…  

 

Where my addiction did lead me was down on all fours 

in order to get to the dope man with a tear in my eye, 

until I got that “Hit” that stood me on my feet as though 

I was never on my knees.  

 

That is, until now, with clean time on my side. 

 

Time after time I would end up in jail. You can’t say 

those were good times, because they were not. 

 

There’s a lot of footwork involved staying clean but I’m 

doing it! 

 

We all have to ride our ride. Just know that we can 

shorten that ride if we want too. 

 

So it’s left up to us, what we want to do; through NA 

how all things can be done. 
 



   (PUZZLES COURTESY OF CLEAN TIMES NEWSLETTER) 

 



A SHORT TIME AGO 
 

 

 

-Marc R 

 

 

 

A short time ago I was unable to get through six hours of any 

given day without a fistful of pills. Unable to face the reality of 

a death-sentence of living, I was taking a cowardly path to an 

early grave.  

A short time ago I was taking an average of fifteen to twenty 

Vicodan a day, a half a dozen Valium, washing it down with 

periodic slugs of Scotch, and smoking as much of the strongest 

pot I could find. 

A short time ago I had been through one year-long course of 

Interferon that failed, had a viral load over ten million, and 

was dosing my liver to death.  

A short time ago I was losing my family; my teenage children 

were like rudderless ships in a storm, about to crash on the 

rocks.  

A short time ago, my partner was ready to leave me to my own 

desperate end. 

A short time later, here I am, an aging man, alive well past that 

time I thought I’d never live to see.  

A short time later, I completed a second course of Interferon 

that was successful, and have an undetectable viral load. 

A short time later, my wife is the center of my life, and my 

children are my best friends. 

A short time later, recovery has brought me gifts and laid 

treasures at my feet: my life, which once frightened me so I 

had to numb myself to feel the slightest joy; my wife, 

steadfastly at side, my companion, my strength and my shelter; 

and my children, my pride and life’s labor, my loving legacy to 

a world that I now embrace. I know of no riches greater than 

these things, no coin of greater value than the new day’s Dawn, 

no act of gratitude more significant than being of service, and 

no humility deeper than the Third Step prayer: ‘God, take my 

will and my life. Guide me in my recovery. Show me how to 

live.’ Clean. 



 

 

 

ALL SUBCOMMITTIES NEED SUPPORT… 

IN NA YOU CAN ONLY KEEP WHAT YOU HAVE 

BY GIVING IT AWAY. 

 



 AWAKEN  

 
BILL R. 
 

On the road that I have taken,  

One day walking, I awaken. 

Amazed to see where I have come,  

Where I am going, where I am from.   

This is not the dream I bought. 

This is not the place I sought. 

This is not the path I thought. 

Just a fever of fate I’ve caught. 

My path is lit by my own fire. 

I’m not going where I desire. 

I’ll change highways in a while. 

At the crossroads, one more mile. 

On the road that I have taken. 

One day walking, I awaken. 

One day walking, I awaken. 

On the road that I have taken. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    

 

 

 

 

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SSNNAACCNNAA  XXXXIIIIII,,  PPRREESSEENNTTSS  TTHHEE  PPOOWWEERR  TTOO  CCHHAANNGGEE,,  

TTHHIISS  AARREEAA’’SS  FFIINNAALL  CCOONNVVEENNTTIIOONN,,    

LLAASS  VVEEGGAASS,,  NNEEVVAADDAA,,      AAPPRRIILL  1100  ––  1122,,  22000099  

WWWWWW..SSNNAANNAA..OORRGG  

  

CCIIRRCCNNAA  XXII,,  AANN  AAWWAAKKEENNIINNGG  OOFF  TTHHEE  SSPPIIRRIITT  

PPAALLMM  SSPPRRIINNGGSS,,  CCAA    JJUULLYY    33--55,,  22000099  

WWWWWW..CCIIRRCCNNAA..CCOOMM  

  

SSOO  CCAA  RREEGGIIOONNAALL  CCRRUUIISSEE  CCOOMMMMIITTTTEEEE,,  PPRREESSEENNTTSS,,  

CCAARRNNIIVVAALL  CCOONNQQUUEESSTT,,    AAPPRRIILL  1111  ––  1188,,  22001100  

TTOO  TTHHEE  WWEESSTTEERRNN  CCAARRIIBBBBEEAANN,,  

WWWWWW..MMOONNTTRROOSSEETTRRAAVVEELL..CCOOMM//NNAACCRRUUIISSEE  

OORR  880000--330011--99667733   

http://www.snana.org/
http://www.circna.com/
http://www.montrosetravel.com/NACRUISE


 
 

 

 

Like many of you I’m sure 

Life brought me pain and suffering 

Forced to endure 

Leaving me wondering 

 

Then somewhere along the way 

Introduced to my addiction 

I never thought I would see the day 

When there would no longer be confliction 

 

  The rooms of Narcotics Anonymous  

  Have become my happy place 

  The chance to truly live is wondrous 

  An opportunity you should embrace  

 

   Take what you can from this program 

   Then give, give, give 

 

    Sincerely, Maria M. 



 

 

                                       
 
 

                                     

These things and more are available at the website. 

You can pre-register for conventions, find local meetings, order 

literature, download the basic text, view upcoming activities and 

events, and more. 

NNAASSFFVV..CCOOMM                                                                                  
Review-and-input drafts of the self-support pamphlets, Keeping It and Giving It 

Away, and proposed revisions to In Times of Illness, are out for fellowship review 

until 30 May 2009. You can access these drafts online with the access password 

WSC2010.        You can also provide feedback online.  

http://www.na.org/conference  



 

 

         BEHIND THE WALLS 

     HOSPITALS AND INSTITUTIONS            

  PHONE LINE                                                           

               ACTIVITIES                                                             

       PUBLIC INFORMATION                                    

             WEBSITE  

 



 

 

 

CELEBRATE YOUR JUNE OR JULY BIRTHDAY HERE!!  

GIVE YOUR NAME, YEARS CLEAN, CLEAN DATE 

AND ONE SENTENCE TAG LINE TO YOUR HOME 

GROUP GSR. 

 

 



 

 
 

I am an addict by the name of Chris. I grew up with a father as an 

alcoholic and mother as a drug addict. After my father passed in 

1981, my mom did what she could with what she had. She ended 

up falling for this guy who neglected us (my mom, sister and me) 

and beat us. My sister and I ended up telling my mom that either 

he goes or we go. So she did what any mother would do, she kicked 

him out. Believe it or not, that was my downfall. As soon as he was 

out of the picture, I thought I was free. I did whatever, whenever 

and with whoever I wanted. I ended up in 3 placements, 1 

lockdown placement, 4 juvenile camps and then finally county jail. I 

thought that I was Mr. Bad Ass. I started using anything that my so-

called friends were using because I just wanted to fit in. I wasn't the 

most liked or popular kid growing up. All that I really wanted was to 

fit in. I didn't care what crowd it was either. In April of 1998 I was 

arrested for felony evading and possession and manufacturing of 

deadly weapons and was sentenced to 2 years state prison. Right 

before I paroled, my lawyer called me and said that my case was 

overturned due to the fact that it was Rampart Division that 

handled the case. After that my head blew up so big I'm surprised 

that it didn't pop. I got out with no parole so I really thought I was 

the man. I started to sell drugs so I could do them for free. I got 

really bad with methamphetamine. My family kept me at a 

distance and even a lot of the people that I thought were my 

friends didn't want me around. By this time I met a girl who I 

thought was the one because we both liked to screw people over. 



 

 
 

 

We were blessed with a little girl. Well right before my daughter 

turned 2, I was arrested again, this time for carjacking. All I can say 

is that GOD was really looking out for me because my sentence 

went from 10 years at 80 % and a strike to 3 and a half years and 

no strike. The day that I got arrested was my moment of clarity. My 

1 year-old girl saw her father having 4 or 5 guns pointed at him and 

I said to myself "what am I doing"? I felt like a worthless bum that 

didn't deserve to even have her in my life. That was June 1st 2007. I 

have been clean ever since. People say that when you’re in prison 

the time doesn't count for clean time but I count mine; not only 

was I clean while my celli was selling heroin and whiskey but I 

started the steps with another inmate. So while convicts are 

coming to my cell asking for dope or to borrow my celli’s rig, I was 

reading the N.A. literature. I am no good to my daughter in there. 

I've been out now for 30 days and I have gone to 1 to 4 meetings a 

day since I’ve been home. I took 1 day off and I regret it because I 

ended up hanging out with people who were still in there active 

addiction. But I stayed clean. I am giving the rooms of recovery as 

much time and effort as I gave my addiction. I tell you what, I feel 

absolutely great too. I know that if a gutter-hype like me can do it, 

anyone can! You know the saying that “if you hang out at a barber 

shop, you’re bound to get a haircut”? Well if you surround 

yourself with recovery, you’re bound to stay clean. This stuff does 

work, not only “IF” but “WHEN” you work it!  



 

 

Cow Bells Are a Good Thing 
 
 

I like cow bells. They remind me of cows. And cows? They remind me of a time 
and a place that is very, very far away. Cows have really soft noses. I mean, really, 
really soft noses. Rubbing your hand on a cows nose is really terrific… it’s so soft, 
perhaps one of the softest things in the whole wide world. Really! I mean it. 

  
Problem is, though, the cow is always chewing on something or another and the 

lower jaw is moving side to side and the upper jaw is mashing up and down. It makes 
for feeling one of the softest things in the world very difficult. Then that masticating 
motion starts the cow bell to jingle jangle and I can’t rub one of the softest things in 
the world for fear of having my hand bovine-ly mistaken for grass or something… 
weeds, maybe, or dandelions. I think I heard somewhere or other that cows like 
dandelions. Well, anyway, that bell is a sure-fire warning sound to back off and step 
away and leave one of the softest things in the world the God-dammed alone! 

 
What the fuck? Cow bells aren’t so terrific. It’s a bell for Christ sakes and it’s 

really, really irritating. Jiminy Christmas!  So, I leave that place of very, very far away 
and shake my head and tussle my hair and shake the memory out of my pea brain and 
move on. 

 
How easy it once was to categorize and pigeonhole feelings. Put them securely 

away to gather dust and cobwebs, to sit in the grey recesses of reminiscence and do 
my everlasting best to forget that they ever existed, that they ever had any power over 
how I should feel, what I should see, sounds that I felt had to be muted. 

  
Thank God, or my higher power, for the Fifth Step. And, then thank God, or my 

higher power, for the Sixth Step. I would say that a good eighty five percent of my cow 
bells were given to another human being and to God and they were viewed with 
understanding and comprehension. They were realized with self-love and self-
forgiveness by me. I very rarely rely on those places of masticating “bovine-ness” 
anymore. And, that’s because I have the Seventh Step. 

 
So to set the record straight on that one cow. That cow with the jingle jangle bell 

that almost bit my hand off? I squeezed through the wood and barbed wire, sloshed 
through the cow poop and mud (squishing a few dandelions en route) and went up to 
the beast. I got the feeling that she recognized me; she lifted her head to allow me to 
rub one of the softest things in the whole world which caused her bell to ring. 
I really do like cow bells. 
 
By: Bill C 
 



      



 

 

“Loneliness and the feeling of being unwanted is the 

most terrible poverty.” 
 

Mother Teresa  

 
 
 
 

Deadline for submissions to the JUNE/JULY 2009, 

 SFV Newsletter is JUNE 4,2009.  
 

  

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 

 
 

(All submissions become the property of the Never Alone Newsletter and may be edited 

as the newsletter committee sees fit.  The newsletter will use your first name and last 

initial or anonymous unless stated otherwise in your submission.) 

 

The San Fernando Valley Never Alone Newsletter Committee meets the first  

Sunday of every month...Call for meeting time and location information. 

SUBCOMMITTEE NEWS 

NEW MEETINGS 

MEETINGS THAT NEED SUPORT 

ARTWORK 

POEMS 

PICTURES 

BIRTHDAYS FOR JUNE/JULY 

IDEAS OR OPINIONS 

PERSONAL STORIES 

 

http://www.great-quotes.com/cgi-bin/viewquotes.cgi?action=search&Author_First_Name=&Author_Last_Name=Mother+Teresa&Movie=
mailto:SFVNEVERALONE@NASFV.COM

	page 01.pdf
	page 02
	page 03
	page 04
	page 05
	page 06
	page 07
	page 08
	page 09
	page 10
	page 11
	page 12
	page 13
	page 14
	page 15
	page 16
	page 17
	page 18
	page 19
	page 20

