
March / April

Never AloneNever Alone
NewsletterNewsletter

The San Fernando Valley Area

The NeverAlone Newsletter is published by the Newsletter Subcommittee of the San Fernando Valley Area of 
Narcotics Anonymous (Chair: Amanda H.; Vice Chair: Lee M; Layout designer / Editor: Marla S.). We welcome comments 
and submissions at sfvneveralone@nasfv.com.  

By Pam T.

With about four years clean-, I’d worked 10 steps, enrolled 
in school, paid off my warrants and got a new job.  Life 
was in session and I wasn’t really feeling a need to dig in 
for a deeper spiritual connection.  I was clerking for two 
lawyers in the middle of the Wilshire District. It was urban, 
loud, busy, and my lunch hours were filled with crowded 
sidewalks and blaring car horns.

 I knew I had the 11th step work looming in front of me, but 
couldn’t really relate to a need for prayer, meditation…
why get so serious?  I grew up in church. As a child I 
learned little prayers – before you eat, before you go 
to bed; we memorized a prayer or two, so I felt I had it 
covered… but meditation?  Was NA trying to turn me into 
some kind of late-blooming 60’s hippie?  Did I have to sit 
with my legs crossed?  Would a long hum be required?  
Each thought left me discouraged and uninspired.

 One work day, behind a line of high-rises, I found a little 
park.  It had about a dozen very large trees, a grassy 
area, and it was just a little bit quieter. The next day, I 
packed a lunch and figured I’d just save myself some 
money and go sit at that park to eat. A little before noon 
the next day, I left the law office and walked those few 
short blocks to the park.  I found a spot, sat down on the 
grass, and opened my lunch.  As I sat there, I heard a 
familiar and really beautiful sound.

 A large cathedral on Wilshire Boulevard started chiming its 
church bells. I sat in wonder as they rang out – beautifully 
– the noise of the street, the horns and the voices just
faded away and I was entirely immersed in the sound of
those chimes.  A peaceful feeling came over me and I felt
a spiritual connection; right then and right there.  I made
a decision at that moment because I felt strongly that I
had just stumbled on my 11th step.  Each work day for the
next 10 months, I took my lunch, I walked to that park and
when the church bells rang, I closed my eyes. I drew in

11th Step reflections
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a deep breath, I exhaled slowly. Grateful thoughts, 
empty my mind.  Breathe again, and again.  I invited 
a God of my understanding in to give me peace, 
wisdom, and the ability to be of service.

 I began to look forward to that quiet time, those few 
stolen moments. I found I was calmer over time. I 
felt less anxiety. Problems which used to cause me 
stress, confusion, and concern – these problems 
were becoming simple and solutions appeared so 
obvious.  I cannot put the connection into simple 
words, but it worked.  My recovery was elevated 
and I was found once again.  Working the steps is 
simple, once you open your mind.

April

2 Convention Sub 7:00p
3 Phonelines Sub 11:00a
4 H&I Sub 7:00p
7 Freedom BTW Sub 7:00p
9 Website Sub 11:30a
10 ASC 2:00p
17 Activities Sub 6:00p
23 WSC 2016 12:30p
24 Public Info Sub 7:00p

May

01 H&I Sub (Potluck) 7:00p
04 Freedom BTW Sub 7:00p
05 Convention Sub 7:00p
07 Phonelines Sub 11:00a
13 Website Sub 11:30a
14 ASC 2:00p
21 Activities 6:00p
28 Public Info Sub 7:00p

Changes or additions, email
sfvneveralone@nasfv.com



A Day In the Life…
-Anonymous Dedication 

Sitting in a Starbucks in a quiet little town, listening 
to music that soothes my soul and warms my heart 
takes me to some interesting places in my head today.  
I remember when I was using what it was like to not 
have the time to sit and enjoy a cup of coffee or care 
to look out of a window and watch as people live their 
lives.  Some students are studying at the table next to 
me, others are coming and going with their daily cup 
of joe.

Just over 11 years ago I never knew a life like this 
even existed, I couldn’t even comprehend not using 
for more than 30 minutes.  Today, I’m going to school 
writing papers way too long to even make sense to 
me, but as long as they make sense to others, I’m 
golden.  I remember having too many things to worry 
about but not enough resources to do anything about 
it.  

Today I have resources to help others gain some 
freedom.  Put people in positions to live a life worth 
staying clean for.  It is interesting to me how that 

A place to call home
Grateful Anonymous Addict

Tuesday “Wheel of Recovery” had taken nearly a 
quarter century to come to realty. It was at C.C.R.N.A. 
regional meeting in Ventura when the idea first came 
as some type of vision. In the back of the room was a 
Wheel of Recovery that was being stored. So the idea 
was seeded.

The idea was brought back to Bakersfield in the hope of 
maybe starting such a meeting. This was in 1992 and 
the concept just couldn’t get any traction. Still a vision 
in this addicts head. Again 12 years later in 2004 the 
idea was brought to the Tuesday group “Time to Live 
Again” in SCANA. Still, just couldn’t catch any traction. 
The time was just not right, yet. Still a dream in this 
addicts head and heart.

The time was finally right. The winter of 2015 the 
Tuesday group “Time to Live Again” was in need of a 
change. Attendance had fallen and we were just not 
doing all we could in fulfilling our Primary Purpose. The 
group had just a few regular members and maybe 2 or 3 
“Home Group” members. So it began at the March 2015 
business meeting with a few members in attendance 
the idea was presented, and with much enthusiasm we 
all agreed we had the courage to change.

Over the next months we met and broke bread together, 
read Narcotics Anonymous literature, shared our 
visions, chose our topics, designed, created, and built 
our “Wheel of Recovery”. We have 31 topics on our 
wheel and with these topics we have a clear Primary 
Purpose once again. Carrying the message to the still 
suffering addict.

The first Tuesday of May 2015 we officially became 
Tuesday Night “Wheel of Recovery” group of Narcotics 
Anonymous. The wheel is a beautiful site front and 
back. The front is a beautiful mix of blue, gold, green 

and white, with our symbol and topics. The back of the 
wheel our leaders have placed their name, topic and 
clean date. It seems to give the wheel its own spiritual 
identity, growing each week with each addicts touch.
We now have solid attendance with many whom now 
call “Wheel of Recovery” their home group and with 
many men & women able and willing to sponsor with 
a clear clean NA message. 

Along with our group we have hosted other events 
including a meditation hike and fun filled day of 
recovery with our version of a Saturday meeting crawl, 
with as many as 20 plus members crawling along at 
some points.

The seed that was planted in 1992 has now become a 
thriving NA group with deep rooted recovery 24 years 
later. Our group is full of life, laughter, tears, hope, 
freedom and the opportunity to find a new way of life 
that our predecessors have set before us many years 
ago.
 
I am proud to say, Tuesday “Wheel of Recovery” is my 
Home Group. Please come share your experience, 
strength and hope with us. Maybe even make this 
your home group. 

Tuesday Night 7:00 – 8:30 pm 
Wheel of Recovery
17714 Sierra Hwy
Canyon Country, CA



The Messenger
By: Dale L.

Sometimes I wonder; why am I sharing? Is it to 
inspire, compete for attention, or to get something 
off my chest? Do I feel I need to impress the 
group? Is it not the message that counts more 
than my inflamed ego? I take a moment to reflect 
on the motives of my daily activities. This is 
important even in the small things. Am I eating 
because I’m hungry or because I’m bored? Will 
I be a better messenger tonight by sharing or 
setting an example by being a good listener?

As a child in the mountains, I would wait at the 
mailbox with anticipation. I could hear the gears 
grinding on and the old truck backfiring down 
the pass long before the mailman would arrive. 
It was music to my ears. I would jump up on the 
running boards of the old truck—jabbering a mile 
a minute. The mailman would tell me how big I 
was getting, give me the mail and maybe a piece 
of used carbon paper from the Post Office he had 
saved for me, and then he was gone.

When I got back to the house with letter in hand 
and grinning from ear to ear, my mom wasn’t too 
impressed with what the mailman had to say. She 
would give me her usual, “Oh really,” a few times 
as she quickly read her letter. She was excited 
about the message.

happens.  Coming from a place of complete despair 
and hopelessness to a place where I can provide 
hope to others and watch as they grow in to beautiful 
beings looking to pay it forward.  It is like a ripple effect 
in a pond. Drop that pebble and watch as the ripples 
expand surrounding the pebble that was dropped 
spreading across the pond until the water calms and 
ripples disappear.  My hope is that the more ripples 
that disappear the more pebbles get dropped and 
ripples continue to reach across the pond, it all starts 
with us.  

A single person can do so much good in this world, 
even though it doesn’t feel like it at times, the ultimate 
good that a person can do has the ability turn 
someone’s day around and maybe, just maybe, they 
feel good enough to give a smile to someone else.  
Smiling is something contagious.  Try it…SMILE…
make someone’s day.

  

As a child I was excited about the messenger, but 
I couldn’t read. Today I read my mail and never 
think twice about the messenger.

At NA meetings I get excited as I see the new 
messenger walk through the door, and impressed, 
even when all he has to say is, “Hi my name is 
Homer S. and I’m an addict.” But then, I’m the guy 
who got all excited about used carbon paper.

“If you don’t change the way you look 
at things, the things you look at won’t 
change”
By Aaron S.

I heard my sponsor say this at a meeting and it 
touched me so dramatically. This statement to me 
means that if I continue to view this program as 
a way to gain a couple pounds for my next run or 
as a way to act like my problem isn’t as bad, I am 
going to kill myself. I have almost died three times 
in the last year due to my disease of addiction. I 
lost my mother to this disease and If I don’t change 
the way I look at things, the things I look at won’t 
change.



Southern California Region H&I Learning Day 
 

Saturday, May 14, 2016 
12 noon to 6 pm 
 

Saint Clement’s by the Sea  
Episcopal Church 
202 Avenida Aragon 
San Clemente  CA  92672 
 

Free BBQ! 
Potluck - bring your own dish. 
 

Workshop slots are filled by  
areas from all over the Southern  
California Region. 
 

 
 

 
This is a no smoking venue.  

 
 
 

Contact: 
Amanda H.  (818) 919-4883 
Activities Coordinator 
Shawn B. (949) 391-0242 
South Coast Area H&I Chair 

My Experience, Strength and Hope  
By Julie F.
 
My name is Julie and I am an addict. When I first came 
to NA, I was lost, broken and trying to find a solution. 
I came into the rooms because my parents said I can 
either come to NA or you can not live here! I had no 
where to go and knew I had a problem. I started to 
attend meetings and found myself an amazing sponsor. 
I was told to attend 90 meetings in 90 days, in doing 
so I made a couple friends. I did not really know how 
to be a friend and I kept people including my sponsor 
at a safe distance. I started the step working process 
but I was not willing to be completely honest. After 
about 7 months, I felt better, my life was getting better, 
I was not using and I had my daughter back in my life 
3 days a week. Not truly understanding the disease of 
addiction and how cunning and baffling it is, I began 
to feel entitled. With 7 months clean, I was not calling 
my sponsor and I was not attending as many meetings 
and my disease took control. I had a great idea to go 
see a doctor and get anxiety medication, I took a 30 
day supply in 3 days and had one big black out. During 
this time I went to meetings where I thought nobody 
would know, went to work and got fired, even tried to 
do step work with my sponsor. After the fog passed and 
I realized what I had done, I was so ashamed!

 Everyone welcomed me back with open arms, wide 
open. One person even said, I am so glad you made it 
back, I thought you were going to die, just fall asleep 
and never wake up. That moment changed my life. I 
realized then that I am an addict, I have earned my 
seat and I am going to keep it. Thank God my sponsor 
did not fire me, she had her arms wide open, but did 
say that I must become totally honest, open minded 
and willing. That is what I did! Right after my relapse I 
was feeling guilty and my ex was pressuring me to sign 
full custody of my daughter over to him so I could focus 
on myself and when I am well he would give me more 
time. I made the mistake and signed, biggest regret of 
my life. For 8 months I focused on my recovery and 
rebuilding my life. It was a slow process, only seeing 
my daughter one day a week, supervised by my ex. I 
asked my for more time and he gave me 1,000 reasons 
why it was not a good time.

 After working on self, soul searching, step work, 
sponsorship and friends that have my best interest, I 
was able to make a decision and hire an attorney. The 
judge saw it fit that my daughter and I spend one on 
one time together two times a week to start. It is just a 
transition period and then we will revisit after 6 weeks. 
It is so true what people say, one step at a time, keep 
putting one foot in front of the other and do the right 
thing and the right things will start to happen.

 I am so grateful for this program. People say life 
beyond your wildest dreams, I could not have dreamt 
this up. I found myself in NA, I learned to love myself 
in NA and respect myself. I am able to be a mom 
today, I have an amazing family that never gave up 
on me and our so happy to have me back. I found 
true love in NA, it’s so amazing to love and be loved 
for exactly who you are. I have an amazing sponsor, 
amazing friends, a beautiful daughter and I owe it all 
to NA. I owe my life to Narcotics Anonymous, I love 
this program.

Take my will and my life 
Guide me in my recovery
Show me how to live



“So That’s What They Mean”
By Anonymous

I was in a pet store over the Christmas holidays and 
noticed a boy about 10 years old, eyeing the puppies for 
sale in the center of the store.

“I’ll take the one in the corner,” he told the owner when 
she came over to help him. His mother nodded her 
assent over his shoulder, but the owner demurred.
 
“Oh, honey, we’re not selling that one. His legs don’t 
work right. Wouldn’t you like the one that’s jumping up 
to play with you?”

But the boy insisted. “No, I’ll take the one in the corner 
lying down.”

The owner looked at his mother and then back to the 
boy. “But he’ll never be able to run and play like the other 
puppies. Don’t you want a puppy that can run and play?”

“The one in the corner,” the boy repeated, and pulled up 
his pant legs to reveal the braces on his own legs. “This 
puppy and I will understand each other.”

I think that’s what they mean by the therapeutic value of 
one addict helping another.

We Do Recover
By: Anthony V.

One year ago, I ran out. I ran out of weed. I ran out 
of alcohol. I ran out of money. I ran out of friends. 
I ran out of things to sell to get more. I sat here, 
wondering “what the heck am I gonna do? I can’t 
get a job, I don’t have anymore money. I got no one 
who trusts me enough to loan me money. What am 
I going to do?” That was Day 1. I was shocked. 

I went a whole day without any type of mind altering 
substance. So then the next day came, and I was 
still broke. At this time I was a week into meetings 
but only 2 days clean. I was told to take the damn 
key tags and start being involved. Man I thought this 
crap was corny, but a few things stood out to me. 
“Honesty, open-mindedness, and willingness.” I 
think to myself “I want those things.” I began looking 
around. Everyone had a job, a car, truck, bike. They 
all had smiles. Some had convention gear on and 
I thought “This is nuts! Hugs, prayers, and these 
people gather for an entire weekend? What am I 
getting myself into?” But I kept those 3 ideas in my 
head, “honesty, open mindedness and willingness.” 

I began to listen. I heard things like “sponsors, 
step work, being of service, productive member of 

society, burden on society, responsibilities, bills, 
school, career, goals, God, principles before 
personalities.” I was so overwhelmed at first. So 
I’m sitting there because I’m broke, my ex had 
just left me months before and was like “I’m doing 
this to get her back”. I get 30 days and I have a 
job, and I get a sponsor. I go “awesome this clean 
shits going well, now all I need is my ex back 
and I’m golden!” She never came back, probably 
never will. Once I accepted that, I listened 
deeper. Someone once said “you can’t get clean 
for anyone or anything else. Or else it just won’t 
last. It’s not genuine. You gotta do it for you.” That 
stuck. 



Want your Area event 
covered in this Newsletter? 
Be a reporter! Email 
sfvneveralone@nasfv.com 
or call Lee M. 
(805) 319-2820.

I realized I’ve been doing it wrong this whole time. 
So I dive into step work, I continue working hard 
on my responsibilities, being a productive member 
of society. At this point I’m still broken. Just blindly 
giving faith to this program. The more I realized she 
wasn’t coming back, the more I actually began to 
fall in love with the program. Collecting key tags, 
making friends, continuing to work, doing steps, 
thinking about a career. All things I’ve never done 
before. 

Well here I am today. 1 year later. 365 days of 
continuous clean time. The kid who had all the 
answers, all the “friends”, the “smoke weed all day 
everyday” mentality, to the kid taking steps everyday 
towards becoming a man. Having friends who I now call 
family. Knowing I know nothing, and soaking in as much 
knowledge and wisdom as I can each and every day. 
And now being able to have something I haven’t had in 
years. A smile on my face. 

Thank you everyone who’s been here before, during, 
and now. I still have a lot more to accomplish, but having 
a year seemed impossible 365 days ago. Sorry for the 
speech lol. Love you all. We do recover.

The Storm
By April P. Pennsylvania, USA 
Taken From the April 2016 NA Way

The storm I don’t remember the sun. I don’t remember 
blizzards or power outages. Sunburn and frostbite 
never crossed my empty mind as I scurried along the 
streets looking for the next high. For days, I stayed 
behind closed blinds and windows, unaware of the world 
outside. I remember knowing that I should have been 
thirsty. Some days I was so high I couldn’t remember if I 
had drunk any fluids or not.

Once I was in the middle of my addiction, it became a 
raging storm. The more I fed it, the bigger it became. 
With my identity wrapped completely around the next 
high, I got lost in the storm.

As a child, I loved to sit with my dad and watch 
thunderclouds roll in. When the lightning got too close 
we would go inside. Unlike the thunderclouds, I didn’t 
see addiction creeping up on me. There was no warning 
that I can remember. One day, I woke up and realized 
that I had to have drugs in order to function. Using 
provided a feel-good façade that I wanted desperately. 
There was no alarm or warning label telling me that one 
day I would wake up with my face in the toilet, or on the 
floor in the fetal position, waiting for the dealer to call 
back so I could begin my day.

Recovery is like a radar system. It signals me to change 

direction so that I don’t have to sail back into that 
familiar storm. Addiction’s ugly face becomes clearer 
the longer I stay clean. I see its entry points, its 
tactics, and its paths. The Twelve Steps of Narcotics 
Anonymous remove the power from addiction. They 
bring this storm into the sunlight where it is exposed 
and rendered helpless.
When I first got clean, I followed my sponsor around 
and did exactly what she told me I should do. I knew I 
had no radar; I couldn’t see what was coming. I didn’t 
want to use, but I had no idea how to stay clean. I 
trusted her to steer me in a safe direction. At such a 
low point, in desperation, I went into survival mode. 
She became my rescuer.

I changed people, places, and things...slowly. It 
was not easy for me to make friends. I had not had 
any in my life, besides family, until I found recovery. 
Having no higher power at the time, I considered my 
sponsor and the people of NA a shield, protecting me 
from the storm.

I learned that all I need to do, if all else fails, is go 
to a meeting. There is always someone there who 
says something I can relate to. Throughout my life 
I always felt like a spectator, as if I were sitting on 
the sidelines watching life go by, watching others 
succeed. I felt different and useless. Something 
magical happens in NA. By the end of a meeting, I 
always feel better. I don’t feel so alone. My problems 
and defects of character become manageable after 
I’ve been there for that hour or so.

NA brought the seasons back to my life. I feel the 
sunshine and it makes me smile. I feel the cold wind 
on a snowy day. I can open the window blinds and 
not be paranoid. I can be grateful for the life I’ve 
lived, mistakes and all. Recovery is not all sunshine, 
but today my problems are rain showers rather than 
an unending hurricane. I know that the bad weather 
I go through will end. As long as I don’t pick up, it 
will end well. The worst thing that could happen is 
picking up a drug again.

I am grateful for the rooms, the Twelve Steps, and 
my first sponsor who guided me out of the biggest 
storm of my life. Without them, addiction would have 
surely taken me six feet under.


