
 

 

 

 
 

 

Rehab Ainôt Easy by Pam T. ~ SFV 
 

I remember being taken to my first and thankfully, only rehab facility.  I 
am grateful for that facility as that is where I really got introduced to 
the program of Narcotics Anonymous.  However, staying in that rehab 
program was not for the faint of heart. I had to get up and do my best 
to get to group, even though I was kicking.  Maybe it is different now, 
but 32 years ago, I was very lucky to be able to get into a facility, which 
was actually a modified hospital wing, which allowed for some medica-
tion to assist with detox.  At that time, I was attending a lot of meet-
ings where an addict who needed to kick was offered a couch and a 
locked door at an old timers house for their version of detox.   

So, even though I did not sleep for 9 straight days, I have a little help 
for 72 hours of medication which helped me kick a 6-year run and boy 
was I ever sick!  Day by day, I made it to group, to classes, and over the 
course of that first week, I started to feel a bit better.  But, nothing 
really got my attention like that first H&I Group that came in, and hear-
ing the sharing in the meetings they were taking us to in that van.  Can 
you relate? 

I heard about people sharing things that were what I considered to be 
my deep secrets.  I heard people sharing openly about things that I 
could not even let pass though my own lips.  But days turned into 
weeks and I started to get up the courage to share.  Weeks turned into 
months and I started to pick up key tags.  They were a very exciting 
part of my early recovery.  I say hooray!!! For the key tags.  

My foundation built and for that I am grateful.  I am grateful that the 
rehab encouraged me to stay.  I am grateful that they introduced me 
to NA.  I am glad those places exist even if it is recovery kindergarten.  
I mean it with the utmost respect.  If that is where you are getting 
your start, stick to it!  From there I have been gifted with 32 years 
clean.   

 

Recovery from Relapse in Four Stages 
by Moly K 
I am returned; the soft eyes of a fallen child. 
I am empty; God pours through me like water. 
I am listening; God echoes in my silence. 
I am burning; God's wick dipped in ways,  
 a light for you in the darkness. 
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~Stuck~ by Kendall R 
  

Everything breaks my... 

so Iôm hiding in the dark night of my spirit 

afraid to even say what might break  
  

I know how to disappear  

how to dim my shine, but I wont 

Iôll just keep hiding in plain sight 
  

Iôm like the cowardly lion 

I need to find whatôs already inside 

but everything breaks my... 
  

Anxiety gnaws at me in the night 

until by day, Iôm sleepwalking  
  

I feel stuck, beaten, bloated, swollen, 

but I look damn good  

except to the few who know me 
  

Thank God for my Angels on earth 

who guide me and say 

ñBaby girl, thatôs heavy, leave whatôs heavy behindò 
  

But Iôm just here in the boarder land 

teetering between the dark night and home 

too scared to make a move and too scared not to 

because everything breaks my heart. 
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Clarity & Surrender: One Addictôs Experience 
                                                                                     by   Susan S.  

 

Definitions as they are used in the context of this writing. 

 

Clarity:  clearness or lucidity as to perception or understanding; freedom from ambiguity. 

 

Surrender:  an agreement to stop fighting, hiding, or resisting, because you know that you will not win or succeed: an 

act of surrendering. 

 

Every addict who has ever gotten clean has experienced it.   It is called the moment 

of surrender. For me it was the moment when I realized that the only thing scarier 

than facing life without drugs was the future I saw for myself if I continued to use 

them.  

I was forty-four years old and I had been using for over 30 years.  I had spent the 

last 14 years of my life completely caught up in the ñgetting, using and finding 

ways and means to get moreò. I knew I was an addict and that was okay.  Getting 

high was my salvation, my shield, my protection from getting hurt. I didnôt care 

what you thought of me and I wasnôt afraid of anything.  In reality (of course), I 

was afraid of everything. 

I had been lying to myself for many of those years telling myself how great my life 

was. I told myself that my life was exciting, that I didnôt want to be tied down to 

some boring ñ9 to 5ò existence. Even towards the end I didnôt realize how bad 

things really were and I didnôt know how close I was to being out on the street with 

nothing.   

I had gone from having my own place to staying at cheap motels, to living off of 

the goodwill of friends & finally moving back to the apartment where I grew up & 

sleeping on my motherôs couch.  

My mom couldnôt understand what was wrong with me.  Why wasnôt I going out 

looking for a job or doing anything to get my life together?  I didnôt have a broken 

leg or anything else she could see that was wrong with me. She didnôt understand 

when I said I was an addict and that was why.    

A moment of clarity is often described as a sudden and deep acceptance of some 

truth that has been impossible for us to see and I was about to have mine. 

A bus strike that had been going on a very long time was finally over.  It had been 

my last excuse not to go out and look for a job.  Somehow that was it.  That was 

my moment of clarity.  I couldnôt lie to either one of us anymore.  Not my mother 

or myself.  It was over.  I couldnôt do this anymore.  I was finally ready to surren-

der knowing that anything would be better than where my life was going.   I felt 

like a huge burden had been lifted from me.  I didnôt have to fight anymore.   

I picked up the phone & called the narcotics anonymous hotline and I was told that 

there was a meeting near me and when it would start.   

I went to that meeting and shared. I told them the only truth I knew.  I told them I 

was an addict and that I needed help.  I listened to the suggestions they gave me.  

That was the beginning for me.  I had started on my road to recovery.   I began at-

tending NA meetings regularly. I didnôt stop using right away - it took me a little 

while to get there - but from that moment on I knew I wanted to get clean and after 

a few weeks of struggling I finally did.   

But thatôs another story éé..  

Developing Souls 
By Patty K 

Underneath the overpass 

Hiding from the rain 

Looking for another way 

To try and stop the pain 

 

She hurts, sheôs cold and miserable  

And aching in her soul 

Thereôs not enough of anything  

To fill that empty hole 

 

Is this the bottom  

Has she hit her lowest low 

The rain is falling, like her tears 

She is trying to let go 

 

She falls to her knees 

She says the addictôs Prayer  

Dear God, Help me 

Dear God, are you there? 

 

Her prayers werenôt answered right 

away  

Or the way she would have planned 

She surrendered that day 

She began to understand  

 

She found her strength in others 

When she was feeling weak  

She found a chair and sat down 

And listened to them speak 

 

There is a way to live 

Without the use of drugs 

One addict helps another 

With Fellowship and hugs 

 

Sheôs still here, alive and clean 

She found a better way 

A life beyond he wildest dreams  

God heard her prayer that day  



 

 

Letters to drug  of choice 
 
  

Dear Jane to Amphetamines by Dale L. written over 20 
years ago 
 

Dear Chrystal 
I hope you can accept what I have to say to you I the Spirit 
in which it is given. This has not been an easy decision to 
come to, but here it is.  At one time you miss Propenal was 
Ƴȅ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ 
for you and sadly you knew it. I worked my butt off to sup-
port you in the style in which you had became accustomed 
but, to no avail, I failed you and turned to sterling just to 
have more of you for myself. 
Yƻǳ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ƪƴŜǿ ƛŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ 
ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅ ǿƘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘΦ  IŜƭƭ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ Ǝǳȅ ōŜπ
ŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƭǳŜ ŀǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ǿƻǊŘǎ 
such as morals or dignity.  When I did have you there was 
ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǘǳǊƴ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ 
have a limit to the amount of people you will service in one 
ƴƛƎƘǘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǇǊƻǎǘƛǘǳǘŜǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ 
comes to competing with you. I admit at first you were ex-
citing and inspired me to great heights.  I believed I could 
tame you and with you in my life I could do anything. 
Your very essence filled my soul as I felt you coursing 
through my veins. My heart pumped and pounded for you.  
I looked at the world with eyes wide open and dared it to 
stand in my path, with you I was strong and invincible and 
with the energy of a dozen men there could be no limit to 
my accomplishments.  On first sight I recognized you as the 
one who could fulfill all my dreams and desires, the only 
ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŘǊŜŀƳΦ 
Shame on you!! I trusted you, but you let me down!!  You 
stole my dreams and replaced them with delusions, your 
delusions.  You used me like you use everyone and tossed 
me away old, crippled-up and tired.  The sad thing is I know 
if I ever come back around with anything you will be there 
to use me and toss me again.  You are the mighty tempt-
ress and as always I am the fool.  There is a part of me that 
is strong now and knows you for what you are and still a 
ǿŜŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ Ŏŀƭƭǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ άŎƻƳŜΗ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ 
ōŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƳŜ ƳŜΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƭƻȅŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƛƭƭ 
ōŜ ƎǊŜŀǘΦέ 
I owe you and am fully ready to restore you to your formal 
ǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΦ  LΩƭƭ ōŜ ȅƻǳǊ 
lucky lady. Well, miss propenol I hope I never see you 
again, but I hope I never see you again but if I do I plan to 
stay strong for I have seen those you destroyed before and 
after me.  I am man and you are Cristal.  We do not go to-
gether without things getting extremely bizarre so please 
just take a hike. Respectfully Dale 
 

DRUG OF CHOICE by Juan D. 
 

I started using marijuana at the age of 12 years old.  Then I 

started a relationship with a white girl by the name of co-

caine.  The relationship with cocaine has been an on again, 

off again relationship.  Cocaine is a very promiscuous 

woman, she is bi-sexual, she promises a good feeling, and 

she messes with so many different people at the same time.  

No matter how much I love this woman (cocaine) she just 

doesnôt love me back.  I let everything go for her (cocaine).  

My money doesnôt matter, my relationship doesnôt matter, 

and my family isnôt priority in my life.  I give up all my re-

sponsibilities (appointments, doctors, dentist, therapist, etc.) 

for cocaine. 

I love cocaine enough to let her go, but cocaine keeps call-

ing me.  I need a power greater than man (humans) to re-

store me to my sanity to help me to get over cocaine.  I am 

new in treatment, at the age of 51.  Iôm trying to recover 

from that abusive relationship.  Cocaine once promised me a 

better life which was a lie, all I got was more of here 

(cocaine) ruining my life.  As I write this letter to cocaine to 

get her out of my system she is out there in society still es-

tablishing relationships and spreading herself around.  Iôm 

sitting in treatment having thoughts of her from time to time 

on how I could get her completely out of my life. 

Itôs not easy, itôs not going to be, and I have been in this 

relationship since I was 17 years old.  I will always love 

some of the good times I had with her (cocaine), but the bad 

times outweigh the good.  Cocaine drug me down to ñskid 

rowò on a number of occasions in my life.  I have been to 

prison three times as a result of that unfaithful relationship.  

Today I have received some tools and strategies   on how to 

get over cocaine.  I can accomplish this mission if I stick to 

the script.  Cocaine is out there as I write this letter, trying 

and promising to re-establish our first love.  Dear Cocaine, I 

now release you to the universe and into the hands of my 

higher power who I choose to call God.  P.S. GOOD BYE 

Freedom Behind the Walls Sub Committee 

The FBTW subcommittee is in desperate need of men to be of 
service by sponsoring addicts incarcerated in state prison. 
There are currently 8 women and 7 men waiting. This com-
mitment only takes about an hour of your time per month. 
Everyone can afford to give back an hour of their time espe-
cially to carry the message to the addict still suffering giving 
back what was so  freely  given  to you. MEN! Please step up 
and take at least one. Volunteers must be willing to work the 
twelve steps of  N.A. with them through the mail, have a mini-
mum of 2 years clean, and have a working knowledge  of  the  
twelve steps.  It is completely anonymous and  all mail is sent 
to  a post office box. 

FBTW meets on the first Thursday of the month at 7 
pm. For the address of the meeting or for more infor-
mation 
please contact the chair, Scotty S. (818) 942-5576 
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NA Roving reporter again! By Pam T. 

 ¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ƛǎΥ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ ŘŜŦŜŎǘ ȅƻǳ 
ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΚέ 

ά²ƘŜƴ L ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎŀǿ ǘƘƛǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΗέ 
so I did not immediately respond.  Now, it is still my answer!  I 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƭǳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ  L Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ 
still causes me the most trouble is self-righteousness.  What I 
do about it is try and keep my mouth shut.  I work hard at not 
sharing what I believe to people. Not only that, but I also ask 
ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ά5ƻ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƻǊ Řƻ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŀǇǇȅΚέ [ƻǊƛ 
W. 
άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ŦŜŀǊ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ ŘŜŦŜŎǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ 
work on.  It caused me to procrastinate to stay frozen in inac-
tion.  The advice, the things that worked for me was to learn 
to take deep breaths knowing that everything was done only 
ŀ ǎǘŜǇ ŀǘ ŀ ǘƛƳŜΦ  L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜǇŜŀǘ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘǿƻ ǎƭƻƎŀƴǎΥ  ά¢ƘŜ 
ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘ ƛǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘέ ŀƴŘ άŜƴŘǳǊŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘέ  ¢ƘƻǎŜ 
ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƳŜ ƎǊƻǿ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǊŜōǳƛƭŘ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΦέ {ǳǎŀƴ {Φ 

ά{ƻΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǊŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ !b¸ ŘŜŦŜŎǘǎ όIŀύΣ L 
was perfect.  Now, with that being said, I think one of the first 
was:  Judgmental ς looking at the differences as there were so 
many.  So, I had to carry paper and pen with me, write down 
what my judgment was and why I felt that way.  I had to go 
introduce myself to the person and say something nice, then 
go over it with my sponsor. Some of these people actually 
ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦέaŀǊŎ DΦ 

άCƛǊǎǘ ŘŜŦŜŎǘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŜƴƛŀƭΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ LΩƳ 
not alone in this.  I was woefully unprepared to truly under-
stand how broken I was.  Having a sponsor actually helped me 
by sitting down and not only tell me a series of defects but 
more importantly he showed me where those defects ultimately informed my shortcomings.  Eventually as I continued 
ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǎǘŜǇǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ǿƻǊƪ L ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ Ƴȅ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΦέ Wƻƴƴȅ hΦά 

Lust was the first defect that I recognized clearly.  Distinguishing between healthy desire and self-centered drive would 
ōŜ ŀ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ Ƴŀƴȅ ƛƴǾŜƴǘƻǊƛŜǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ  ²ƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŜƭŜƳŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŜŦŜŎǘ ŀŎǘƛǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ŀŎǘƛǾŜΣ LΩǾŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ 
ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎǊŀǾŜ ƛǎ ŀ ŘŜŜǇŜǊ ƛƴǘƛƳŀŎȅ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ƭƛŦŜ ƻŦ ǇŀǎǎƛƻƴΦέ /ŀǊƭ tΦ ά 

²Ŝƭƭ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƛƴ ƘƛƴŘǎƛƎƘǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǎƻ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎΦ aȅ ŀǊǊƻƎŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ƘǳƳƛƭƛǘȅΧΦΦIŀǾƛƴƎ ǊŜƭŀǇǎŜŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǘƛƳŜǎ 
ǿƘŜƴ L ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀŦǘŜǊ Ƴȅ ƭŀǎǘ Ǌǳƴ L Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎǇƻƴǎƻǊΣ ϦǿƘŀǘ Řƻ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜΚέ  IŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƘŜ 
steps.  Had I only asked sooner and been more serious about this program I might have saved myself some grief, but I 
ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜΦέ !ǳƎǳǎǘƛƴ {Φ 

ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŘŜŦŜŎǘ ƻŦ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǿŀǎ ǎŜƭŦ-centeredness. I had looked at the world and all it parts and only 
considered how a negative would affect me.  Self pity is under that heading and I had used it to get my way. 

What did I  do about it? 

1. I made specific examples on how it affects my life. 

2. I did some nice things and did not tell anyone. 

3. I behaved different and trusted that something positive will happen. 

4. By behaving differently, I showed myself and God that I was ready to rely on him and had faith that he would remove 
that defect. Paul N.  
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Page Five 

NASFV Service Calendar  
January through March 2019  

 July 2019 
1  Hospitals and Institutions Subcommittee 7:30 pm 

4  Freedom Behind the Walls Subcommittee 7:00 pm 

5  Convention Subcommittee 7:00 pm 

6  Website Subcommittee 12:15 pm 

7  PhoneLines Subcommittee 11:00 am 

    Public Information Subcommittee 12:00 pm 

14  SFV Area Service Committee 2:00 pm 

21  SFV Activities Subcommittee 5:00 pm 

 August 2019 
1  Freedom Behind the Walls Subcommittee 7:00 pm 

2  Convention Subcommittee 7:00 pm 

3  Website Subcommittee 12:15 pm 

4  PhoneLines Subcommittee 11:00 am 

    Public Information Subcommittee 12:00 pm 

5  Hospitals and Institutions Subcommittee 7:30 pm 

11  SFV Area Service Committee 2:00 pm 

18  SFV Activities Subcommittee 5:00 pm 

 September 2019 
1   PhoneLines Subcommittee 11:00 am 

    Public Information Subcommittee 12:00 pm 

2   Hospitals and Institutions Subcommittee 7:30 pm 

5   Freedom Behind the Walls Subcommittee 7:00 pm 

6   Convention Subcommittee 7:00 pm 

7   Website Subcommittee 12:15 pm 

8   SFV Area Service Committee 2:00 pm 

15  SFV Activities Subcommittee 5:00 pm 

  Anniversaries  
 

Linda  7/5/17  2 years  
Lorraine N.  7/7/12  7 Years  
Brad R.  7/8/17  2 years  
David B.  7/13/14  5 years  
Winston  7/13/14  5 years  
Michael G. (Clay) 7/29/17  2 Years  
Robert  7/31/18  1 year  
Julie D.  8/18/15  4 years  
Patty K.  9/30/07  12 years

https://nasfv.com/mc-events/hospitals-and-institutions-subcommittee/?mc_id=4298
https://nasfv.com/mc-events/freedom-behind-the-walls-subcommittee/?mc_id=4258
https://nasfv.com/mc-events/convention-subcommittee-2/?mc_id=1608
https://nasfv.com/mc-events/website-subcommittee-3/?mc_id=4493
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