
  My addiction started at a very young age. In the 3rd grade I broke my femur and was in a body cast 

and home from school. My teenage uncle was my caretaker and he was a complete stoner. I remem-

ber him and his friend would put me in a recliner and get me high with them. They would turn on car-

toons, hand me a bag of cookies and a glass of iced tea with lots of sugar. I don’t remember how 

much after that, that I started hanging out with the older kids in my neighborhood. I began doing 

beer runs and stealing pot from my dad. I started ditching school and partying. I never went to school 

and when I did, I always seemed to get in trouble.  

   At age 11, I got sent to this place for behavior modification and ADHD. Upon entering this place I 

was drug tested. It came back positive for marijuana and meth, this place also turned into my first 

rehab. Upon my release it went back to the same old stuff, ditching school and getting a head change 

anyway I could. At age 13 I was kicked out of the LAUSD and sent to placement in Provo, Utah. When 

I came home from there I just smoked pot and drank, within the first 2 years I totaled 2 cars, got a 

DUI, and went to juvenile hall a few times. I am not a very nice drunk.  

  When I started doing meth again, it got such a hold of me. I went to jail several times and by the 

age of 19 I had a CDC number. I continued to do the vicious cycle of going in and out the whole time 

I thought it was the thing to do. What was wrong with me? That shit was so lame!!!  

   Anyway in 2004 I caught a 10 year sentence and was so strung out inside and got so tired of living 

that way so I wrote to NA requesting a Basic Text. Which I finally read and it made sense in my head 

after all those wasted years. So I wrote to Cri-Help and asked for an application, when it cam, I filled 

it out and sent it back the same day. I wrote there for 2 years twice a month so I could parole there 

and get the rehabilitation that CDC does not have. On the train ride home I drank a couple of beers 

and some whiskey, that was my last time using anything. I checked into treatment and actually com-

pleted something. I worked so hard in there and got everything out of it I could. Now with 9 months 

clean I am doing this thing called life and it is slowly getting better. I get along with my dad after 

years of being less than friendly. I have my son in my life and I am going back to school. I could have 

never of done this without NA and the people in my life. Thank you everyone and if an addict like me 

can get this program, anyone can!                                                           -Joey K. 
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Sometimes in our recovery we are privileged to come across God’s miracles. Most of these I see in other people 

or events. One that comes to mind for me happened at the World Convention in New Orleans in 1987. 

At that time a group of us from SFV went to the convention together. As with any convention we walked around 

the town with our badges and talking and hugging people who were sharing this recovery with us in the city. 

As we were strolling around the French Quarter thru Bourbon St we came across two fellows who approached us 

and asked us about the badges that we were wearing. One of the guys had “Recovery” printed on his shirt so we assumed 

he was on the program and we started talking with him. He asked us what the badges were for and we told him that NA 

was having a convention in town.  

“What’s NA?” he asked. At that point we realized that the Recovery he had on his shirt was “Recovery Room”, 

a bar in his hometown in Florida. It seemed that both these guys had a drug problem and had left Florida to go some-

where to get away from their drug problem. They we going west with not particular destination till their car broke down 

as they got off the freeway just 2 blocks from the French Quarter. They had gotten off their car and were just walking 

around when they ran into us.  

 

We then started to explain that all these people that they saw walking around with badges we recovering addicts 

and we were there to help each other stay clean. We invited them to come join us. Of course the declined but we told 

them that there were meetings that they could attend. They asked how much it would cost to go to meetings and we in-

formed them that it would be free.  

The next day one of the guys in our group was really jazzed because he had gone to a marathon meeting and 

both those guys were there. He said that they had decided to go to a meeting because their car wouldn’t start and they 

didn’t know what else to do.  

The next night we went to the main speaker meeting.  All were welcomed and there was a seat for everyone. Fi-

nally the countdown came. The Joint was jumping and you could feel the energy in the room. The Countdown got to 1 

day then they ask all newcomers to go to the front. Sitting right in front of us were 2 guys who went up to get, I believe 

books. As they returned we went over to welcome them. Low and behold it was those two guys who we had met 2 days 

earlier on Bourbon St. we gave them a big hug and talked to them. They still didn’t know what they were going to do but 

said that what they had heard had given the some hope. 

As we spoke to them one guy with some time from San Diego came to welcome them also. We told him how we 

had met them a couple days earlier and how they were introduced to NA. He asked what their plans were and they said 

they had none. He told the “If you get to San Diego, stay clean he could get them a job cuz he had a project starting 

soon” We all gave each other hugs wished them well exchanged our numbers cuz they had no numbers. That was in Sep-

tember of 1987. 

The following year in July on 1988 I went to the San Diego Imperial Valley Regional Convention in San Diego.  

You guessed it. Those two guys were at that convention. They both had stayed clean from that day we met them in New 

Orleans. I was  amazed to say the least. They told me that when they gotten back to their car that it started right up. It 

didn’t give them a lick of trouble all the way back to Southern California. They made it to San Diego and that person 

who had promised them a job was true to his word. Their life had turned around.  

I continued to see one of these guys for about 4 years then at one of the conventions he told me that he was mov-

ing to Las Vegas. I have since lost track of them but that doesn’t mean that they have left the fellowship. After all I have 

stayed clean all these years so I believe that it is certainly possible for them.  

It proves to me that we never know when or how God is going to work in our lives. I just need to show up to 

allow him to work his magic! 

-ANONYMOUS 
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           Becoming Me 

            On a dark road late at night, 
With all my hope out of sight. 

I’ve lost my soul with nowhere to go 
So now I cry as I sit alone. 

In desperation I scream in fright 
No more strength left to fight. 

The days are long the nights are cold, 
Never noticing I’m growing old. 

The light shines through my broken window, 
I see the sun as it starts to glow. 
I walk this path no more alone, 

Screaming aloud please let me go! 
My demons struggle to keep my soul, 

But now I know I must let go. 
I spread my wings and break into flight, 

I must surrender with all my might! 
The days may crawl but the months do fly, 

And now I am happy to be alive. 
I’m no more scared of what I hide, 

For all my demons have seen the light. 
On the road to beautiful recovery, 

My future holds amazing discovery. 
My higher power watching over me, 
Now I live happy, joyous, and free. 

 
-Melissa P. 
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"I had three days clean on my own. I was- all at once- trying to stay clean, go to school, hold a new 
job, and it seemed like no matter what I did, nothing was working. I was detoxing in my classes, so I 
learned nothing as I sat slumped over my desk in the back of the classroom. I couldn't focus at 
work, so my performance was horrible and I needed to prove myself to my new boss. Things at 
home were hectic as always, but I was really trying to get along with my mother. That afternoon, I 
had reached the end of my rope. It was a Sunday; I knew the following day would bring all of the re-
sponsibilities I was trying to juggle, as well as another day without using. I thought to myself, "I 
can't do this." 
 
I was driving to go pick up from my dealer when I passed a meeting location. I remembered the 
room was there from months before. I had gone to meetings at this particular location with my then-
boyfriend, who was in on a court card and wanted support from me. I felt I was at a crossroads. I 
could continue to drive and pick up, use, and regret it the moment the buzz wore off, and be back to 
square one. Or, I could turn around and hope that there was an NA meeting open at that location. I 
turned around. As I pulled into the parking lot, I saw some people smoking outside a door, so I fig-
ured there was a meeting going on. I parked in the farthest spot from the room, just in case these 
people were insane and I needed to make a discreet getaway. I walked up to the least threatening 
person I could find and asked them, "Is this an NA meeting?" They said yes, it was, and put out their 
cigarette butt in the huge ashtray and went inside. "Well," I reasoned with myself, "if this is weird or 
horrible or religious I can just leave and my dealer will still be waiting." 
 
The meeting I stumbled upon was a Sunday night candlelight meeting. I am grateful for this, be-
cause I do not know if I would have been able to share if the lights had been on and I could see eve-
ryone- and worse, they could see me- but I found solace in the dimly lit room full of strangers. I fid-
dled with my thumbs, listening to the leader share about gratitude. A few people shared after the 
leader finished, and then something amazing happened. "My name is Lauren, I'm an addict." "Hi 
Lauren." Oh yes, it was just like the movies. 
 
Something happened when I decided to share. I let out everything I had been shoving down for the 
past 21 years. Stranger still, I asked for help. I spoke on the abuse I had been through since I was a 
child- something I never shared with people in my life, much less a room of strangers. I admitted I 
was a wreck, I needed help, I had so many things going against me but I had three whole days clean 
and I didn't want to use ever again. I wanted to stay clean, but how was I going to do that? I needed 
help, and dammit, I asked for it. Two women who were sitting in the row behind me came and sat 
next to me. They hugged me, and told me I would get the help I needed here. After the meeting, 
some women talked to me and gave me a welcome packet, and their phone numbers. Someone told 
me about a meeting the following night, and said I should come. I thought, "I can stay clean until the 
next meeting. If I still want to use after that meeting, I can reconsider it then. The drugs will be there 
waiting for me." 
 
So, I went to that meeting the next night. Then I went to another. And another. I got the literature and 
found such understanding and solidarity in the words written within the Basic Text and It Works 
How And Why. Every day, I got a little stronger. I got a sponsor. I kicked people out of my life who 
were no good for me. I met new people who were wonderful and who understood. I started coming 
out of the foggy haze that had seemed to cloud my brain for years. When I looked in the mirror, I 
started to see some life in my eyes. And boy, was I ever hungry for that life. I had spent such a long 
time teasing death, poking it in the ribs and saying, "Betcha can't catch me!" I no longer wanted 
death. I was eager for life, and I was taking it for all it was worth. 
 
NA truly is the last house on the block, and I'm making myself at home." 

 -Lauren R. SCV 



 

    A beautiful mind, 

Now and then, 

     Is held captive and corrupted, 

Time and again, 

     From isolation to addiction, 

And women to men, 

     I know not what I want, 

But I do need a friend, 

     Be it only myself, 

To be there for me, 

     To look in the mirror, 

And see what I see, 

     My mind I may salvage, 

But my heart will still bleed, 

     This is not what I want, 

But it is what I need, 

     Let go of emotions, love and the past, 

Accept what I've lost, 

     And be grateful at last, 

To forget all the hurt, anguish and pain, 

     Be rid of attachments and reservations the same, 

God forbid I hold on, 

     It will all be in vain, 

I need to move on, 

     Or be forever insane!                 -Joey B. 

“Into Recovery” 
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10 Things to Leave Behind to Move Forward 

1. Letting the opinions of others run my 

life. 

2. Shame of past failures. 

3. Being indecisive about what you want. 

4. Procrastinating on the goals that matter 

to you. 

5. Choosing to do nothing. 

6. You need to be right. 

7. Running from problems that should be 

fixed. 

8. Making excuses rather than decisions. 

9. Overlooking the positive points in your 

life. 

10.Not appreciating the present moment. 

1)Heat 1 Lg cup of water in Microwave for two 

minutes, 

2) Pour hot water into a Lg Pitcher, 

3) Delve three TBSP chia seeds into water and stir to 

separate seeds, Let seeds sit in hot water for 20 minutes 

before adding blended fruit and water. 

4) Skin 1 mango and chop into small chunks, 

5) Chop 1/3 pineapple into chunks or use dole pinap-

ple,1/2 can, 

6) Chop ½ bunch of fresh mint, 

7) Place fruit and mint into blender with 1cup pure or 

unsweetened apple juice, 

8) Blend on High for 30 seconds, 

9) Pour blended frothy fruit into pitcher with chia 

seeds, 

10) Add cold bottled water until pitcher is almost full 

about 2 inches from top, 

11) Stir up mixture, add ¼ cup Agave to sweeten if pre-

ferred, 

12) Pour 4-6 Oz glass and enjoy the benefits of good 

health. 

 

 

You may use alternative fruit mixes to make this drink, 

 Watermelon/mint -Mango Pomegranate/mint-

Grapefruit/mint- 

Pear apple blueberry- Cranberry raspberry- 

Benefits of chia seed juice drunken twice daily in 4-6 

oz servings: 

 

daily supply of protein,Iron,Calcium,3X antioxi-

dants of berries, 

Toxins are eliminated from the body at 3X the 

speed of normal process, 

Higher energy levels and helps maintain skin, co-

lon and heart health. 

-Myra E. 

12 Step Glass of Recovery 


