
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

We celebrate, we are never alone. 



 



 

 

 

 

Hello, I started smoking pot at the age of 13. I went 

to juvenile hall at age 14. I was sent to C.Y.A. at 18 

years old. I married and had child while I was in the 

county jail. During my first prison term, I lost my wife 

and son - divorced. 

 

I moved out of state to shake the heroin. It did not 
work, I went to prison. I came back to California, and 

you know my story: heroin and armed robberies. 

 

At 29 years old, fresh out of prison, I was busted 

again and sentenced to 25-to-life, twice! I did my own 

appeal, won it and got out. I was using and 

committing more felonies. 

 

I tried a methadone clinic, but it didn't work and I 

wound up doing more County time. When I got out 

again, at 35 years old, I got my first apartment. It 

was a miserable life and I was soon back in prison 
doing 4 years. This last time in prison, I'd tell the 

home-boys "I'm either doin' 25 to life or O.D. on 

heroin". 

 

So now I got 35 days clean. I'm going to NA 

meetings, and let me tell you, NA welcomed me. I feel 

love and have people going out of their way for me. 

My life is so much better today. I'm so grateful for the 

NA program, I am blessed today! And that's a change, 

because from 14 to 42 years old, I have 5 1/2 half 

years on the streets. Thank you NA! 

DAVID H. 



 

 

Hope Against Hope  

I rode a horse to school every day of my fourth grade year. I lived in Hidden Valley which is just outside of Napa, 
California. It was a one room school house and the one teacher was responsible for educating grades one through 
eight. Once one graduated from eighth grade, students were transported by bus to the High School in Napa. The 
weather was typical of the central valleys of California and had the added attraction of snow in the winter months 
which made riding a horse to school extra special and plodding. But I looked terrific on my horse; what with my 
cowboy hat and cowboy boots and sheepskin lined leather jacket that warmed my thighs as I rode my horse. I 
named him Colonel and he was a Pinto with brown areas and spots on his white coat. His mane was dark brown, like 
his markings, and he had the most terrific brown eyes a horse ever had. Well, after all, he was mine and I was his.  

Saul, I mean Paul; you know that guy that was struck down by a reportedly streak of cosmic lightening from 
Yahweh? I mean Jehovah… no, Allah. No! Jimminy Christmas, what is that essence, that spirit, that presence of 
tranquility? Oh, yeah, I remember…God. That’s it, God. Arthur Clarke wrote a short story a while back that told of a 
corporation asked to program a computer so a Lamasery in Tibet could print out the nine billion names of God: a 
daunting task that took three months and resulted in the vaporization of the world. Not that I would dare to say that 
I could recollect even too dozen of those names. But it does pose a problem when deciding on what to call one’s God 
or Higher Power.  

Anyway, Paul was the guy that is credited with the passage in the New Testament of the Bible that says: ‘faith, hope 
and love; these three, but the greatest of these is love.’ Love I get… I mean, love happens automatically. Sometimes 

it’s lustful, sometimes it is innocent, sometimes it is given and sometimes it’s taken away. Young love, adolescent 
love, pure love; the list goes on and on. Really, isn’t one born with love?  

Faith is demanded of most churches with the promise of eternal bliss with one or two hundred vestal virgins 
attending the non corporeal being. These virgins (angels?) will be dressed in white robes or not and sporting wings 
or not. So, faith is a choice and choice is the one true thing that God or whatever gives as a gift to one and all born 
on this blue sphere traveling around a star at speeds only imagined or calculated by mathematical genius.  

Hope? Hmmm, let’s see, where does hope come into the human equation?  When?  

Before I get too ecclesiastic, I would like to relate an incident that my horse and I, Colonel, encountered on our way 
to school one day. Ahead of us was an overturned truck of some sort and the highway -  I say highway when in fact 
it was a two lane road that could barely accommodate two cars passing each other in the opposite directions; the 
truck was on its side and steam was issuing from the radiator. Well as I got nearer, I began to see that the road had 
taken on a deep red hue. I saw that the truck was a transport for horses. Colonel started to react to the smell of the 
blood; I didn’t know what to do. I certainly wasn’t going to be of any help to whoever was sitting on the side of the 
road holding his head and crying so hard with sounds of anguish emanating from his chest.  

As I got closer, I heard the sirens of the sheriffs coming to the aid of the driver and to start organizing clean up and 
removal of whatever needed removing. As I passed the wreck, I saw that there would be a lot of removal of dead 
ponies. Ponies that should have been at the county fair for little tiny kids to ride and hope one day to have a big 
horse like their daddy or their uncle or their sister or aunt. I could only hope that the driver of the truck would find 
peace in his heart to forgive any beasties or demons that would plague him. I hoped real hard and wished even 
harder that the ponies’ spirits would go to heaven. I had faith that the driver would forgive himself and I hoped all 

would be well. I loved my horse and I hoped that the scene of carnage would soon be gone from his horse brain and 
heart.  

In early recovery, I hoped a lot. I hoped I could make it through another day, I hoped that I wouldn’t throw up my 
meals, I hoped that I wouldn’t see anyone that I used with or the connection. I had hope that maybe, just maybe 
Narcotics Anonymous would teach me a process to not want to use again. I had a smattering of hope that the 
newcomers around me would be there in thirty days and sixty days and eighteen months and years to come.  

The archaic definition of hope is to trust or rely. Then the word morphed into reliance on the future and then it 
became a wish, an aspiration, a promise, a dream. I guess that there really isn’t anything tangible about hope. It is 
one thing to one person and many things to many people. Kind of like that God issue and the Higher Power stand-in. 
One person’s hope is another person’s damnation. In essence, one can really hope against hope and hope for hope 
after all.   I didn’t know that in fourth grade. I am grateful that I know it now.  

Bill C. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Phone Lines Committee: meets the 2nd Sunday of 

every month, 12:30 pm at the Valley Plaza Rec. 

Center-Arts & Crafts Room, 12240 Archwood St. 

No. Hollywood, Email: sfvphones@nasfv.com   

Chair: Robert C. (818) 421-8867 

Public Information Committee: meets the last 

Tuesday of every month, 7pm at 6614 Tyrone Ave., 

Van Nuys in the Garage… (DO NOT ENTER THE 

HOUSE).  Email: sfvpi@nasfv.com                          

Chair: Jeff M. (818) 404-8100 

mailto:sfvphones@nasfv.com
mailto:sfvpi@nasfv.com
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You never know when someone may care, 
You never saw them but they were always there. 
You never listened, 
You never grasped, 
You tried to solve it yourself 
And ended up in the past. 
 
Do you want this life? 
Do you want what's right? 
Do your believe in yourself, 
Because that's why there's help. 
 
Never dwell on the old, 
Fantasize on the new, 
Do your best at all times, 
But do it for you. 
 
Drugs are not the answer to happiness, 
Self respect is a sign of bliss. 
Knockout the addiction, knockout the shit, 
Always think about the life after this. 
 
Micky W (?) aka Graffitti Boy 



 

Saturday, July 4, 2009, “Fellowship and Picnic at Woodley Park”. 

Location: Woodley Park, 6350 Woodley, Van Nuys, CA            

food served between 11:30am and 1:30pm hamburger or hot dog 

plate $5.-  (includes chips and soda)                                

Activities Committee: meets the 3rd Sunday of every month 6pm 

at United Methodist Church, 18120 Saticoy St., Reseda 

Email:sfvactiv@nasfv.com                                            

Currently the Secretary’s position remains open contact the 

Chair: Joseph C. for information. (818) 689-2430 

mailto:sfvactiv@nasfv.com


 

 

STINKIN 

THINKING 

© 2009 David Zasloff 

(To be spoken 

quickly) 

I hate myself. 
I’m worthless, 
I’m angry, 
I’m inept, 
I’m a failure, 
I’m not good enough. 
I’m fucked. 
I’m doomed. 
No one will ever love me, 
I wasted my life 
When I look in the mirror, 
I’m fat, 
I’m disgusting, 
I’m ugly, 
I’m repulsive, 
I need money. 
I don’t have any money. 
Oh my God, what am I 
gonna do? 
What if my car breaks 
down? 
I can’t afford to fix it. 
I won’t be able to go 
anywhere. 
I can’t pay for my 
website. 
No more internet. 
No more e-mails. 
I need e-mails. 
No e-mails, no gigs. 
No gigs, no money. 
How will people contact 
me? 
I’ll loose my cell phone. 
No more voice mail 
People will forget about 
me. 
They’ll think I’m gone. 
My life is over. 
I’ll have to sell 
something. 
I hate selling things. 
I have nothing left to sell. 
I’m gonna loose 
everything. 

I don’t know what to do. 
It’s no use, 
It’s too complicated. 
I’m gonna kill myself. 
I can’t pay the rent. 
My landlord will think I’m 
a prick. 
I’ll get evicted. 
I’ll have to live on the 
streets, again. 
How did I put myself in 
this situation? 
What’s wrong with me? 
I hate people. 
I’m smarter than them. 
People are stupid. 
Look at them; 
They look weird. 
How come no one loves 
me? 
I’m a coward. 
Trying to please people 
fucks me up. 
My wife is gonna leave 
me. 
I always knew she would. 
I knew it couldn’t last. 
She knows I’m worthless 
She’ll meet someone 
younger. 
With more money… 
My head is killing me. 
I have a headache. 
No, I don’t have a 
headache; 
I have a brain tumor. 
I’m gonna die. 
There’s no time left. 
I never did what I wanted 
to do with my life. 
My tooth hurts. 
I have to go to the 
dentist; 
It’ll cost thousands of 
dollars, 
I don’t have any money 
I can’t afford to take care 
of myself. 
I got a pain in my 
stomach. 
It hurts. 
Maybe it’s gas. 
No, it’s colon cancer 
Oh shit, 
I got colon cancer. 

No shit, 
I’m fucked, 
I’m doomed, 
I’m gonna die. 
My toes feel funny. 
I got diabetes. 
I have an incurable 
disease. 
I don’t have health 
insurance. 
I have to go to the 
hospital for poor people, 
Where the nurses don’t 
care about you 
Because you’re worthless. 
I’ll be embarrassed. 
I’m fucked. 
I’m doomed. 
I’m not good enough. 
I’m a failure. 
I hate myself. 
I wasted my life. 
I blew it. 
I missed my chance in 
life. 
I’m inept 
I’m worthless. 
There’s no way out, 
There’s no solution 
Might as well do nothing. 
I need a drink. 
I need a cigarette. 
I need to eat. 
I need to smoke. 
I need sugar. 
I need dope. 
I need cocaine. 
I need crack. 
I need hash. 
I need sugar 
I need Quaaludes. 
I need crystal meth. 
I need a speedball. 
I need to get laid. 
I need sugar. 
I’m worthless. 
I’m inept. 
I’m a failure, 
I’m fucked, 
I’m doomed, 
I’m not good enough 
And it’s only six A.M. 



 

SFV Area Convention is January 15 – 17, 2010,      

Workshop Leaders/Readers Needed! Also looking for a few 

great speakers submit Speaker Tapes and CD’s Today! 

Conventions Committee meets the 1st Friday of every 

month at 7pm at Cri-Help, 11027 Burbank Blvd.            

Email: sfvconvention@nasfv.com                                    

Chair: Elaine W. (818) 399-6974 

mailto:sfvconvention@nasfv.com


      

Call for meeting info 



 

Email: behindthewalls@nasfv.com  

mailto:behindthewalls@nasfv.com


 

 
Fri-Sun, June 19-21, 2009:  San Diego/Imperial County Regional Convention of NA SDICRNA XXIV, “Many Paths One Journey”   
Location: Sofia Hotel, 150 W. Broadway, San Diego CA 92101. 
 
Saturday, June 20, 2009:  The Eastern Inland Empire’s 2nd Annual Car and Bike Show. 
Location: Sunnymead Burger, 23670 Sunnymead Blvd., Moreno Valley, CA.  
 
Friday, June 26, 2009:  The Southern California Regional Cruise Committee, Fundraiser,     “Seeking Safe Passage”                     
Location: UM Church, 9650 Reseda Blvd, Northridge 91324.  Meeting 7-8:30pm, Dance 9pm - midnight. 
 
Saturday, June 27, 2009:  The Southern California Regional Youth Committee Presents “Clean not Dead”.                                    
Location: The Doubletree Ontario, 222 Vineyard Ave. 91764. 10: am, workshops, fellowship, music and fun till 2: am.  
 
Sunday, June 28, 2009:  The 16th Annual Bay Cities Men’s Luncheon 
Location: The Banning Landing Community Center, 100 E. Water St., Wilmington, CA 90748. 
 
Fri-Sun, July 3-5, 2009:  Palm Springs, CA:  California Inland Region of NA presents CIRCNA XI, “An Awakening of the Spirit”.  
Location: Wyndham Palm Springs, 888 East Tahquitz Canyon Way | Palm Springs, California 92262 | 760-322-6000, for convention 
registration. 
 
Saturday, July 4, 2009:  The San Fernando Valley Presents “Fellowship and Picnic” 
Location: Woodley Park, 6350 Woodley Ave, Van Nuys, Food served between 11:30 am and 1:30 pm. Hamburger OR hot dog plate $5. 
 
Saturday, July 4, 2009:  The Greater Los Angeles Area Presents Celebrating Freedom Meeting and Dance.                                    
Location: The Greater LA Clubhouse, 5852 S. Western Ave. LA, CA 90047.  
 
Saturday, July 11, 2009:  The San Fernando Valley Presents “Miracles of Freedom” Meeting and Dance.                                       
Location: 10050 Wentworth St., Shadow Hills, CA. Meeting from 7 pm to 8:30 then the dance from 8:45 until midnight (donation $10). 
 
Fri-Sun, July 17-19, 2009:  Laughlin, NV:  California-Arizona-Nevada Area of NA, CANAC XVII, “Unity in Recovery” Convention.  

Location: Riverside Resort Hotel and Casino.         

Saturday, July 18, 2009:  The South Coast Area Presents Chili Cook-off:                                                                                                       

Location: Rancho Capistrano Community Church, 29251 Camino Capistrano, San Juan Capistrano, CA 

Saturday, July 25, 2009:  The Southern California Region’s Annual Celebration of “NA’s Birthday - 56” Speaker Meeting and Dance.  

Location: Orange Show Citrus Building, 690 S. Arrowhead Ave., San Bernardino, CA. 92408 

Sunday, August 9, 2009:  The Greater Los Angeles Area Heart 2 Heart 16th Annual Men’s Breakfast 

Location: The Proud Bird Restaurant, 11022 Aviation Blvd., Los Angeles, and CA. 90045. 

Thu-Sat, August 20-23, 2009:  The World Convention of Narcotics Anonymous, WCNA 33 - BARCELONA, SPAIN.                                                     

The 33rd World Convention of Narcotics Anonymous, Amor sin fronteras, in the breathtaking city of Barcelona, Spain. 

Fri-Sun, September  25-27, 2009:  The Spanish Speaking Area of Southern California Fourth Convention,                                         

Cuarta Convention Area Habla Hispania Del Sur De California De Narcoticos Anonimos 

Location: The Radisson Hotel, 6161 Centinela Ave., Culver City, CA. 90230.                                                            

Thu-Sun, October 29 – November 1, 2009:  Kauai, Hawaii: The Hawaii Regional Convention of Narcotics Anonymous,                                 
HRCNA XVII, E PUPUKAHI “WE ARE ONE”.                                                                                                                                              
Location: Hilton Kaua’i Beach Resort, Lihue, Hawai’i.                              

Fri-Sun, January 15 - 17, 2010:  SAN FERNANDO VALLEY AREA CONVENTION NA 15,                                                                               

“STEPPING INTO THE SOLUTION”                                                                                                                                                          

SEEKING SPEAKER TAPES AND CD’s. SIGN UP TO BE A WORKSHOP LEADER OR READER.                                                 

LOCATION: BURBANK CA                                                                                                                                                                                 

Wed-Wed, April 11-18, 2010:  The Southern California Regional Cruise Committee of Narcotics Anonymous                                     

invites you to sail the Western Caribbean, SCRNAC V, “Seeking Safe Passage”. 

Itinerary for seven days includes: Galveston TX to Montego Bay, Grand Cayman, and Cozumel.  Speakers wanted. 



 

 

 

 
 
                           

               

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    
WWeebbssiittee  CCoommmmiitttteeee::  ccaallll  ffoorr  mmeeeettiinngg  iinnffoorrmmaattiioonn,,    

CChhaaiirr::  MMiicckkeeyy  RR..  ((881188))  998800--66886699      

EEmmaaiill::  ssffvvwweebbsseerrvvnntt@@nnaassffvv..ccoomm                                                                      

mailto:sfvwebservnt@nasfv.com


 

 

Robert (the cyclist)  

Page 1 

 

  

It all started with a Big Wheel.  Remember those three wheel plastic racers?  Loud as Hell rolling down the side walk. Sliding around the 

corners.  Yeah, that is where it all started.  I was a four year old boy with my whole life before me.  I had the means to get where I wanted 

to go, The Big Wheel.  

Around 1970, I was introduced to the bicycle.  You know the routine, training wheels and wobbling side to side.  It took a while, eventually 

the ritual was complete and I was upright on two wheels.  A year or two passed and I found myself popping & riding wheelies.  Evil Kenivel 

became my hero and every scrape and bruise became like medals of Honor.  There was even a time I poured gasoline on the back of my 

bicycle and lit it, pretending that it was jet powered.  

Through the 70’s bicycles moved me to school, the store and the movies.  It seemed there was no place those two wheels could not take 

me.  A bigger bike equaled faster speed. The cost was cheap; a chipped tooth here a piece of skin there, all in all a well serving tool.  

At a young age I began patrolling the local alleyways.  Looking for mischief, digging in trash cans or pretty much searching for trouble.   I 

found it! Lots of it.  For many years.  Until that fateful day when I turned 16, all of a sudden two (wheels) became four and the bike was 

now housed.  

I was already deep in the throes of my addiction at the age of 16.  It was a journey I stayed on for many years while I perfected getting 

high.  I graduated and then I got a job, then another one.  In my mid 20’s when the jobs disappeared somehow so did the car; out came 

the bike  

There were times I dealt drugs on my bicycle.  Then there were times I collected aluminum cans on my bicycle.  I went to the connection on 

my bicycle.  I went to the pizza shop trash cans on my bicycle to get my dinner on my bike.  One of the many times I passed out riding my 

bike, I smashed into a telephone pole. At night I would sleep with my bike in whatever abandoned building I chose to call home for the 

moment. I once even tried evading arrest on a bicycle; all in all a well serving tool.   

Somehow, I managed to break away from the bike and found myself in a pick-up.  After all, you can live in a pick-up, too.  I never imagined 

being on a bike again.  Then recovery came.  I was finally able to stop using drugs.  I got another job.  I moved out of the back of my pick-

up into a group home.  

From the group home, I shared an apartment with another addict.  Then I got my own pad.  I went to meetings constantly.  Work or a 

meeting, that is where you would find me.  I was afraid to do anything else.  I got myself a little NA commitment and it was on!  Clean up, a 

real good starter position.  Then I graduated to set up. A little more responsibility, but hey I had those training wheels on.  Slowly I was 

starting to learn how to address my fears through being of service.  

The ritual became complete the day I became a GSR. I learned that this is a program of progress not perfection.  Acquiring a different set of 

scrapes and bruises, I learned how to give reports, ordered supplies and how to be on time.  Pulling away from the mirror of self-

centeredness so that I may be of service, I began experiencing pain, fear and experiencing growth.  At the age of 30, I was hanging out at 

NA Meetings searching for recovery and digging deep into my soul, searching for inner peace.  

Then came the day when I found gasoline on the back of my recovery.  There was an ad in the paper regarding a seven day, 570 mile 

bicycle event from San Francisco to Los Angeles.  I had been around a few years, I had learned about commitment, I had learned about 

faith, I had learned to face my fears and how to practice these principles in all my affairs.  But, could I ride a bicycle 570 miles in 7 days?  

I didn’t become clean to remain miserable.  My plans for recovery certainly did not include a prison of self doubt.  My life was work and NA, 

and absolutely nothing else for 4 years.  Well, aside from a failed relationship, nothing else.  The time had come for me to test the waters of 

life, proving certainly I had a life now.   

I bought a used bike, went on training rides and got me some cool bike outfits.  I found myself in San Francisco in June of 1999.  Just me, 

my program and the bike, and a few thousand other people with the same hope and fears.  

What I learned from this experience is that I could and should “practice these principals in all my affairs”.  That by living and breathing only 

NA and work, I was short-changing my recovery.  NA had given me my life back and out of respect for NA, I was going to live it, damn it!  I 

still have fears, don’t get me wrong.  I have learned in my time around NA is that I can face my fears.  I don’t have to run.  Fear is one of 

my character defects, running is a short-coming.  

NA gives us a new lease on life.  Its up to us to explore the possibilities.  When the door of addiction closes, the door of life opens.  I never 

thought I would ever get clean, it seemed impossible.  I couldn’t do 5 hours clean let alone 5 years, yet here I am 5 years later. Who am I to 

ever believe anything could ever be impossible now?  Take a chance and walk through the door, you may be pleased that you did.  I know I 

was.  That bicycle ride, all 570 miles?  Yes, I did it! 



 

 

MY STEP ONE: I admitted that I was powerless over cocaine, 

alcohol and all other mind altering substances, and that my 
life had become unmanageable.  

How it was: I was born the youngest of 12 brothers and sisters.  I first started  

smoking pot at the age of 12 or 13 it was the same summer I was going to start 

Junior High School.  We lived in South Central Los Angeles. Almost all of my 

family and friends smoked pot so I thought it was cool.  I smoked pot all through 

Junior High School until 1979 when I started High School.  That’s when some 

friends introduced me to PCP!  I became so addicted to that drug that I didn’t 

know how to stop.   

In 1980: I went to Job Corp’s in Clearfield, Utah. I stayed away for 18 months.  

When I returned home everyone I knew was now doing a new drug, it was 

Crack, and they were all smoking Crack.  That’s when I thought I had finally 

arrived.  My new Crack addiction took me to places I thought I would never go.  I 

was back and forth to jail and then prison.  Not to mention being homeless for 

ten years of my life.   

Who cares to admit complete defeat?  Practically no one, of course. That's right, 

no one. Every natural instinct cries out against the idea of “Personal 

Powerlessness”. My powerlessness is my Cocaine and alcohol addiction.  

It is truly awful to admit, how I have warped my mind into such a state of 

obsession for smoking Cocaine that only an act of God can remove it from me. No 

other kind of spiritual bankruptcy is like this. Cocaine has become the rapacious 

creditor. It bleeds us of all self-sufficiency and all will to resist its demands. Once 

this stark fact is accepted, our spiritual bankruptcy is complete. But upon 

entering NA, we soon take quite another view of this absolute humiliation. I now 

understand that only by hitting bottom am I able to take my first steps toward 

hope and strength. I know that little good can come to any addict who joins NA 

unless he has first accepted his devastating weakness and all its consequences.  

Until I humble myself, my recovery will be uncertain or unstable, and devoid of 

real happiness. I have seen this proved beyond doubt by a large body of 

experience; this is one of the facts on NA life. The “Principle” that tells me that I 

will find no enduring strength until I first admit complete defeat is the main 

taproot from which the whole society of NA has sprung and flowered.   This in 

short is my Step One, here at the Salvation Army Program.  

This was a brief summary: On the history of my addiction, although there is 

more.  I would love to tell it all. I am currently seeking a sponsor so that I may 

learn how to live again.  If you read this letter and happen to run into someone 

named Willie at an NA Meeting somewhere, please offer to sponsor him. 

Thank you, very much!                                                                                                

Willie Y.                                                                                                                                                             



 

 

 

 
What is society? Is it the people who see the addict I've become, 

manipulating, dishonest, compulsive, obsessive? I carried all those 

labels proudly and shamefully while in my active addiction. Is it the 

courts, the officers of the law? Or is it the penal system which has 

probably been mislead or misinformed, that believes that by 'putting 

me away' my sickness will be cured, instead of treating the sickness 

in my body and not the sickness in my mind? Or is society a group 

of people that are so threatened by me and are frightened by the 

brilliant human being that I truly am? That they are threatened by 

the fact that I continue to survive on a daily basis surrounded by a 

life that would surely kill anyone of them in a matter of days? 

 

As a recovering addict, I have been taught that I am part of society, 

and that if i do not pick up, I will become a responsible and 

productive member of that society. So, the choice is mine. As a 

potential member of society, do I get lost in the everyday chaos that 

society tends to, or do I live my own life in constant contact with 

those who have not yet made the cut to be called members of 

society? Do I show them the skills, the values, the hoops one has to 

jump through to live in that society? Again, the choice is mine. 

Now, as a member of the non-society and as a productive and 

responsible member of the other, the choice is mine. 

 

I have made my choice. What will you choose? 

 

Tony G. 



 

S. Elliot  

 

 

Just one more time, I'll feel the warming glow.  

Just one more time, and no one has to know.  

Just one more time, I'll escape within the high.  

And just one more time, I'll find a reason why.  

   

Just one more time, I won't say no,  

Choosing to stroke the demon child's ego.  

Just one more time, I'll cast all cares aside.  

Just one more time, I'll choose to backslide.  

   

Just one more time, I'll ignore all truth I've learned,  

And turn away from those who truly are concerned.  

Just one more time, I'll hurt those that I love  

And turn my back on all gifts from Above.  

   

Just one more time, I'll be sorry for my choice  

For choosing to listen to the demon child's voice.  

Just one more time, I'll hate myself today,  

Somehow believing that I deserve it anyway.  

   

Just one more time, I'll push away my fear  

Knowing that I risk all that I hold dear.  

Just one more time, I'll take another chance  

Living deep inside my self-inflicted trance.  

   

Just one more time, with eyes downcast  

I'll silently grieve my clean days of the past.  

I will wonder how I might get there again,  

Longing to go to those peaceful places I'd been.  

   

Just one more time, I won't count all the days  

Of "just one more time" that have added up this way.  

Just one more time, I won't think about  

How tired I am, and so damned burned out.  

   

Just one more time, on my knees, I'll pray  

for the courage and the strength to live a different way.  

Defeated but with hope, Lord let me start to climb.  

To a clean way of life again, one day at a time.  

   

Then, just one more time, I will treasure in my heart  

What I should have protected from the very start.  

Given one more chance to life drug-free,  

I know there never has to be a "just one more time" for me.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                



 

 

ROBERT C. 

    MAN, LET ME TELL YOU, LIFE WAS A WHOLE DIFFERENT STORY A DECADE AGO. LIVING IN 

ABANDONED HOUSES. SHOWERING WITH GARDEN HOUSES. DIGGING IN GARBAGE CANS IN SEARCH 

OF SPECTACULAR TREASURE. DINING OUT OF THE DUMPSTERS OF BAKERIES AND PIZZA HOUSES 

AND THE LOCAL GROCERY STORE. TO THIS DAY I CAN STILL SMELL A COCKROACH FARM OR A HEAP 

OF WRITHING MAGGOTS FROM 10 PACES EASILY. PROPERTIES WITH OVERGROWN LAWNS OR FOR 

SALE SIGNS STILL GET MY HEAD TO TURN. IS THAT SICK OR WHAT? WELL, CONSIDERING THE 

READERSHIP HERE...MAYBE NOT! 

  

   WHAT DOES ONE DO WHEN THE GAME IS GONE? WHEN THE SHADOWS THAT ONCE WERE SO 

INVITING NOW ELICIT FEAR AND DOUBT? I HAD NO SOCIAL SKILLS, NONE TO SPEAK OF. "FUCK YOU" 

WAS MY VOCABULARY. COFFEE AND CIGARETTES WERE MY ONLY FRIENDS. LET ME TELL YOU WHAT 

ONE DOES, THAT IS WHAT THIS ONE DID. 

  

   I SEEMED SO NATURAL TO BECOME THE MEETING 'BUTT BOY'. PLEASE! I SWEAR ALL YOU ADDICTS 

ARE THE SAME. FILTHY MINDS. ANYHOW, I WAS THE GUY WHO WOULD CLEAN UP THE CIGARETTE 

BUTTS AFTER THE MEETING. IT WAS GREAT. NO EYE CONTACT. AND AS WE ALL KNOW, A MOVING 

TARGET IS HARDER TO HIT. HELL, I WAS A SCAVENGER TO THE BONE. I COULD HAVE DONE THE 

TASK IN MY SLEEP. 

 

    EVENTUALLY, THE GROUPS SEEMED LESS DAUNTING AND SOME PEOPLE BEGAN TO RECOGNIZE 

THAT I WAS BECOMING A REGULAR. DON'T GET ME WRONG. I WAS STILL PRETTY MUCH AN ANIMAL. 

BUT THOSE OF US WITH TIME KNOW THAT "ANIMAL" STATUS ISN'T WORTH CRAP AROUND HERE; 

EVENTUALLY SOMEONE ASKED ME TO LEAD A MEETING. MY EARS WERE RED. BUTT CHEEKS 

CLAMPED TIGHT AND SWEAT POURING DOWN MY FOREARMS, I SHARED FOR 3 MINUTES AND WAS 

RELIEVED WHEN DONE. TO THIS DAY I AM THANKFUL FOR THAT EXPERIENCE...ONE ADDICT 

HELPING ANOTHER. 

 

    WHAT CAN I SAY, I USED TO BE PICKED LAST IN SCHOOL WHEN THEY WERE MAKING UP TEAMS. 

ONE DAY AN OPPORTUNITY PRESENTED ITSELF FOR ME TO BE A GSR. I WANT YOU ALL TO KNOW 

THAT I WAS THE FIRST PERSON PICKED! OH, HOW HAPPY I WAS. THEN CAME THAT FATEFUL 

SUNDAY AT WHAT WAS TO BE KNOWN AS THE AREA MEETING. OMG! TWO WORDS: GLADIATOR 

SCHOOL. I HAD NEVER BEEN AROUND SO MUCH PASSION WITH SO LITTLE BLOODSHED. THE FIRE 

WAS LIT AND HAS BURNED EVER SINCE. 

  

   PLEASE DO NOT GET ME WRONG HERE. I WANT EACH AND EVERY ONE OF YOU TO KNOW THAT THE 

PERSON BEFORE THE TYPEWRITER TODAY TRULY IS A PRODUCT OF NARCOTICS ANONYMOUS. AND 

AS FANTASTIC AS THE FELLOWSHIP IS WITH PARTICIPATION MEETINGS AND SHARING ONE ON ONE, 

THE SEARING PAIN OF EMOTIONAL GROWTH FOR THIS ADOLESCENT CHILD TRAPPED IN A MAN'S 

BODY HAS BEEN REMEDIATED PRIMARILY THROUGH BUSINESS MEETINGS. EITHER THE MONTHLY 

BUSINESS MEETING OF A GROUP OR THE POWERFUL PLEASURE OF AN AREA MEETING OR THE 

ALWAYS EDUCATIONAL EXPERIENCE ONE DERIVES FROM A REGIONAL MEETING. 

 

    THERE IS NOT ONE SINGLE IMMATURE ACTION, NOT ONE PASSIONATE OUTBURST, NOT ONE 

FLOOR STOMPING, DOOR SLAMMING EMBARRASSMENT THAT I HAVE PARTICIPATED IN AT A 

BUSINESS MEETING. I HAVE DONE IT ALL. NO ONE HAS SAID "MAN THAT DUDE IS FUCKED UP". 

NOPE. ITS THE GROWING PAINS, THAT'S ALL. GROWING UP HAPPENS PUBLICLY IN NA. THOSE OF US 

WHO CHOOSE TO GROW UP ARE ACCEPTED FOR OUR IMPERFECTIONS BECAUSE WE ARE CHOOSING 

TO GO BEYOND WHAT IS COMFORTABLE. WE ARE CHOOSING TO LEARN NEW WAYS, AND EMBRACE 

NEW IDEAS. NOBODY GETS BOOED OFF THE STAGE IN A BUSINESS MEETING. 

 

    HEY, HERE IS THE MOST POTENT SOUND BITE OF ALL. PEOPLE WITH SERVICE COMMITMENTS 

MAKE IT. MY CLOSEST FRIENDS ARE ALL IN SERVICE POSITIONS. WE STAY IN SERVICE AND THE 

CLEAN TIME KEEPS ADDING UP. YEAH, I KNOW, SOME MAY SAY TIME DOESN’T MEAN SHIT. IT’S NOT 

THE QUANTITY THAT I WANT TO STRESS. IT ’S THE QUALITY. HAVE FUN, JOIN THE ACTIVITIES 

COMMITTEE. REACH OUT WITH PUBLIC INFORMATION, GET CONNECTED WITH PHONE LINES. TRY 

BEING A GSR, OR GO FOR THE INFAMOUS 'BUTT BOY' POSITION! DEVELOP YOUR FOOTING AND FIND 

YOUR PASSION. DRUGS DID NOT DESTROY MY LIFE. THEY JUST HID IT. NA HAS SHOWN ME A NEW 

WAY AND SERVICE IS THE PATH THAT THIS ADDICT HAS CHOSEN. WATCH ME GROW!                        



 

“GET YOUR PANEL ON”! 

      

HOSPITALS AND INSTITUTIONS COMMITTEE MEETS THE 1ST 

MONDAY OF EVERY MONTH AT 8:15PM, VALLEY PLAZA REC. 

CENTER, 12240 ARCHWOOD ST., NO. HOLLYWOOD,          

EMAIL sfvhi@nasfv.com , CHAIR: ADRIAN S. (818) 454-0915 

 

 

mailto:sfvhi@nasfv.com


 

“If you don't like something, change it.         
If you can't change it, change your attitude.” 

 

Maya Angelou 
 

 
 
 

Deadline for submissions to the AUGUST/SEPTEMBER 2009, 

 SFV Newsletter is AUGUST 3, 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.                   

Newsletter Chair: Tony C. (818) 941-4292 

SUBCOMMITTEE NEWS 

NEW MEETINGS 

MEETINGS THAT NEED SUPPORT 

ARTWORK 

POEMS 

PICTURES 

IDEAS OR OPINIONS 

PERSONAL STORIES 

 

http://www.brainyquote.com/quotes/quotes/m/mayaangelo101310.html
mailto:SFVNEVERALONE@NASFV.COM
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