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The Twelve Steps of Narcotics Anonymous

We admitted that we were powerless over our
addiction, that our lives had become unmanageable.

We came to believe that a Power greater than
ourselves could restore us to sanity.

We made a decision to turn our will and our lives
over to the care of God as we understood Him.

We made a searching and fearless moral inventory
of ourselves.

We admitted to God, to ourselves, and to another
human being the exact nature of our wrongs.

We were entirely ready to have God remove all these
defects of character.

We humbly asked Him to remove our shortcomings.

We made a list of all persons we had harmed, and
became willing to make amends to them all.

We made direct amends to such people wherever
possible, except when to do so would injure them or
others.

We continued to take personal inventory and when
we were wrong promptly admitted it.

We sought through prayer and meditation to
improve our conscious contact with God as we
understood Him, praying only for knowledge of His
will for us and the power to carry that out.

Having had a spiritual awakening as a result of
these steps, we tried to carry this message to addicts,
and to practice these principles in all our affairs.

Twelve Steps reprinted for adaptation by permission of Alcoholics Anonymous World Services, Inc
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The pain
of taking
control again
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My name is R. and I am a recover-
ing addict whose life has gone to
s . I had everything going for
me, but I wanted more. Now I don’t
have anything except that I am still
clean, which doesn’t seem like that
much anymore. I know everyone goes
through some rough times now and
then, but I am the one who brought
these times around because I let my
disease take control again. I didn't
have to pick up a drug this time to see
how unmanageable my life can get if
I stop working the Twelve Steps of NA
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in all aspects of my life. So now what
do I do? Go back to the basics, just like
I had to do when I was introduced to
this fellowship. So that means I have
to humble myself. I have been clean
for five years but haven't been in
recovery all that time or I wouldn’t be
in the spot that I am in right now.

I am enrolled in college, and I am
supposed to be graduating in June. If
things don’t change soon, I will be
flunking out. I try to talk about where
I am at, but I feel like the newcomers
don’t need to hear this stuff.

Well, I will tell you a little about
myself: I was engaged to be married
to this wonderful lady who is also
recovering. I let my self-centeredness
get in the way. I now have all of these
feelings that I have never felt before.
I don’t know how to be just friends, es-
pecially on her terms alone. So, now
all I can do is pray to my God, and ask
Him for the strength to carry on and
the willingness to carry out His will
for me.

You are probably thinking that I
have a case of the “poor me's” Well,
I don’t. I just don’t have the willing-
ness to move on. I have no concentra-
tion whatsoever. And it hurts like you
wouldn't believe. There is this voided
out part of my life, and it amounts to
the better part of my recovery time.

So what do I do? My disease tells me
that I deserve to go back to using, but
my recovery tells me to think first and
remember what it was like living in
that self-imposed hell that I made for
myself. I know it hasn’'t gotten any
better out there; if anything it is
worse.

“Where do I start?” is another ques-
tion. How do I detach from these feel-

ings that I have never experienced
before and have the faith in God that
they will return to me at another
time? I am thirty years old, it took me
this long to propose to someone who
I actually intended to spend the rest
of my life with, and now I am told that
it isn't meant to be. I am told to let
it go—so easy to say, but doing it is
completely different. Am I unique, or
is it really possible if I have enough
faith in my God? Is this all it takes?
It can’t really be that easy, can it?

So, take my experience in consider-
ation before you try to take control of
your life again. Stay involved with the
Fellowship of NA and apply the
Twelve Steps to all aspects of your life
or eventually you will be in the same
place my disease has brought me. 1
am telling other fellow addicts that if
there is no “we,’ it doesn’'t work. I
could never do it before, but I let my
disease fool me into thinking I could
do it alone. It isn't possible for me; I
am not so unique as my disease tells
me | am. No matter how much pain
I feel today, it could never compare to
the pain of my using days. I pray that
I never return to that way of living.
I am a not-so-grateful addict today,
but this too shall pass. There is al-
ways light at the end of the NA

tunnel.
R.T., Illinois
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Gifts, both
big and small

My name is D. and I am an addict.
When I came to the program of Nar-
cotics Anonymous, I was spiritually
and emotionally dead. I was desper-
ate for relief, and the drugs weren't
working anymore. I had tried doctors,
counselors, psychiatrists, religion,
and medication, but none of these
worked for any length of time. When
I went into treatment, I told myself,
“This is it. If I do not get some relief,
I am going to kill myself” I was sick
and tired of being miserable.
Although I didn’t realize it at the
time, God was there with me, guiding
me in the direction I needed to go. I
was ready, and He knew it.

Since I have been in the program,
God has given me many gifts. I have
friends now who love and care about
me just the way I am. They love me
enough to be honest with me, even
when I do not want to hear it. My
relationships today are not superfi-
cial, and I prefer it that way. I have
an appreciation for the little gifts that
I was always too into my own misery
to notice before: a fiery red sunset, a
full’ moon, peaceful quiet, happy
laughter, hugs. I can feel things today
and recognize what I am feeling: joy,
serenity, gratitude, anger, sadness,
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grief, self-pity. And I can share my
fears and insecurities with people I
trust. I can share my experience,
strength, and hope with someone who
is in pain. I can talk to and about a
Power greater than myself! Not every-
one understands or accepts my new
way of life, but I am okay with that.
I am learning to accept the fact that
I am only human and will make mis-
takes. I am learning that it isn’t
necessary to try to do everything per-
fectly anymore or blame others for my
shortcomings. For the first time in my
life, I am learning to be honest and
direct. There is a great freedom that
comes with this. Other people’s opin-
ions of me and what I should do are
not as important to me today.

When I am acting on self-will, my
life is complicated and confusing.
When I am living in God’s will, I can
accept life on life’s terms.

I feel good about myself today. I have
a purpose for being here and my life
is full. I wish I could take what I have
learned from this program and put it
in a box and give it to all the people
who don’t want to surrender to a bet-
ter way of life. All I can do is tell them
that this program works if you are
willing to work it. It has been proven
by many addicts before me, and I am
no different. I can have it too. The
work is simple, but not easy. The
benefits are incredible. Thank you,
God.

D.B., Texas

The hand
you extend

For twenty-two-years, I was addict-
ed to drugs. I lived in total fear and
isolation. I hated who I was and what
I had become. I wanted to live less and
less with each passing day. The only
thing I lived for was my next hit, my
next fix. Then in August 1990, a
friend who was in AA but knew of my
problem with narcotics gave me an
NA text. This text stayed tucked away
in my drawer for about one-and-a-half
years as I continued my self-
destruction.

In April 1992, I decided I had had
enough. The fighting was over for me.
Instead of going to my pusher, I went
to the drawer with the NA text when
my drugs ran out. It was a Monday 1
will never forget. I sat in my apart-
ment with tears running down my
face and I read from this book. I
looked in my local newspaper and
found a listing for a Narcotics Anony-
mous meeting that was fifteen miles
from my home. That night, I attend-
ed the meeting alone.

As I came to the meeting’s door, a
guy greeted me with, “Hi! I'm S., and
I'm an addict. Welcome!” He shook
my hand. He was smiling and seemed
so happy! 1 was so scared. Before I
could find a seat, another man came

up to me, introduced himself, shook
my hand, and said, “Welcome home,
brother! You never have to use again.”

That meeting and that night will
live in my memory until the day I die.
For the first time in my life, I saw
drug addicts who seemed happy with
life and had found something to
release them from the pain of addic-
tion. That night, I realized I wanted
what they had.

That was 142 days ago, and I've
lived each one of those days clean. I
now have a wonderful, loving sponsor
who is guiding my recovery with an
excellent step program. I have taken
on two service commitments in NA.
I am slowly coming out of my isola-
tion by surrounding myself with
friends who are “winners” in this pro-
gram. With each day, I strip away my
self-hate and learn to love myself. Oh,
yes, that first NA meeting, which I at-
tended in fear, is now my incredible
home group. ] am indeed a miracle of
this recovery program.

I have so far to go but, thank God, I
am able to make this journey. I am so
grateful to those who walked before
me and gave me this chance at a new
life. I just want to say thank you. I am
just a small speck in the NA program,
but tonight, this small speck is feel-
ing mighty big! Just remember, the
hand you extend to newcomers may
just be the hand they never forget in
their recovery. I love you, and God
bless you all.

D.C., California
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Recovery and
networking:
the greatest
gifts of all

I remember back in August 1991 at
the Las Vegas Convention that there
was a workshop on writing stories for
The NA Way Magazine. Having a typi-
cal addicts rationale, I figured that I
could get a few free copies of the
magazine. I approached the meeting,
sat down, and listened to the editor
say that he was going to try a new
concept called “networking” As he
explained the idea, I felt it was a good
way to let addicts know that they
could submit stories to the magazine.
I was very aware that I could write,
but always felt that I was unable to
write about my experiences in print.
The editor explained that the maga-
zine is a “we” thing, that our gram-
mar does not have to be perfect, and
that the NA Way staff was there to
help.

He showed us what networkers are
doing to help the magazine grow and
become self-sufficient. T was interest-
ed and willing to try this new en-
deavor. I filled out the questionnaire
and thought, “Why not give it a
shot?” But the negative side of me
told me that I probably wouldn’t hear
from them. However, I remembered
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that when I was in active addiction,
I always gave it a shot. So, I got in-
volved anyway and became a net-
worker.

It’s a very easy commitment. In the
beginning I felt disappointed that
other addicts weren’t as enthused as
I was, but I forged on. I was receiving
correspondence from the editor every
month and also getting encourage-
ment from him. I would spot potential
story writers and explain how they
could write a story. Many were sur-
prised to find out that the stories in
the magazine were written by recover-
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ing addicts like me. I got more in-
volved with networking and I stayed
in contact with the magazine staffer.
We spoke at least once or twice a
month by telephone. He always en-
couraged me and stressed my positive
attributes.

I felt real good because I knew that
God had given me an outgoing perso-
nality, and He helped me overcome
the fear of talking to people in recov-
ery. This networking gig helped me
immensely as I continued letting
others know about networking and
writing for The NA Way.

—

NA WAY BENEFITS FROM
NETWORKER'S EFFORT

ree Want ToBe A
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. Networker?

Call or write the
. World Service Office
and ask for the
NA Way department.
We'll get you signed up.

I started going to area servicemeet-
ings to let others know about net-
working. In the past year, I have gone
to about six conventions to let other
know about networking. As a result
of this commitment, I have estab-
lished contacts across the US. When
I went to the world convention in
Toronto, I established contacts with
addicts from around the world.

I'm very grateful for this commit-
ment, and I'm also grateful to God for
helping me grow. I had a beautiful
time at the world convention. I always
felt the presence of God in the meet-
ings and when interacting with
others. I remembered what the maga-
zine editor told me: “Use your positive
personality and reach out to others,”
and that’s what I did. It was great to
get addresses of addicts from other
parts of the US and the world. God
willing, I'll try my best to stay in
touch with all of them. It also felt
good to meet and talk with addicts
from other parts of the globe. I met ad-
dicts from Canada, England, Ireland,
Germany, France, Australia, and
Japan. I also went to the internation-
al meeting and participated in recit-
ing the Serenity Prayer in seven
languages.

The main meeting was awesome. It
was great to see thousands of addicts
from all over the world in one great
big circle. This is truly a universal
and loving fellowship. I truly owe my
life to NA. I really love the NA way
of life, and I wouldn't trade it for any-
thing. No matter what experience I
encounter, I can pick up the phone
and call anywhere in the world. NA
has given me a better way of life and
the tools to learn how to accept things
as they are and make new friends in
recovery. For that, I am truly grateful.

S.R., New York
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The ride
of my life

I'm in a car right now headed for
the black hills of South Dakota. A
road trip for the Labor Day weekend.
Today, road trips are different than
they used to be. I used to take them
for many different reasons, usually to
get out of the current situation I was
in. I remember one trip I took, trying
to get away from one particular drug.
I moved from Wyoming all the way to
the north slopes of Alaska. I still kept
my one drug but, eventually, the drug
1 was trying to get away from found
me in the snowy white nothingness of
Alaska.

There were the road trips with the
single purpose of getting and using
and finding ways and means to get
more, like from Phoenix to San Die-
go to pick up drugs, a nonstop trip
many times—and I never saw the
ocean once. The insanity of active ad-
diction makes me grateful for where
I'm at today.

This morning was different. I woke
up, made some coffee, read my medi-
tation reading for the day, then
prayed to my HP to please help keep
me clean today and for His will to be
done, not mine.

I'm on this trip with a couple of
friends in recovery. I took in the beau-
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tiful scenery along the way, read the
latest NA Way, and had a sense of my
HP. Road trips today bring on a whole
different meaning.
Later: 1 can't believe the change
recovery has made in my life; it's so
different than it used to be. We went
to the shopping mall yesterday. I used
to be so scared of people that I could
be around them only if I was high. To-
day I can walk through a place full of
people and be comfortable. After sup-
per last night, we played cards. It was
fun—nobody drank or got in a fight
over the game. What a difference!
This morning I woke up and, in the
splendor of the Black Hills, did my
morning meditation and prayer. We
went fishing today, and although we
didn’t catch many it was neat just do-
ing it. It says in the Basic Text that
we'll find new hobbies and activities
to interest us. I never fished before I
got clean. A couple of years ago I was
introduced to it and it has become an
enjoyable pastime. Another thing I
like to do is go camping. This program
has released me from my self-imposed
walls and allowed me to be free to live.
Last night we had a meeting with
all the people who had spent the
weekend together. As I shared, tears
of gratitude spilled from my eyes—
gratitude for my newfound family and
for being able to actually feel and ex-
perience life as it happens. As I ex-
perienced this weekend, I couldn’t
help but think about how it used to
be and how it’s so different today. Just
thought I would drop a line and share
my road trip with you. Thanks to NA
and my HP for a new way of life.
S.B., Wyoming

February 1993 = 9




A thirst
for truth

Recovery has been very good to me.
I don’t live in a big house and I don’t
have new car. I am not living happily
ever after in a relationship, and I still
have a difficult time with feelings.
When I say recovery has been good to
me, | mean it has been good to me, not
to the material world I have been try-
ing to live in all my life.

I have learned that I am a spiritual
being and that [ am here to learn and
grow. I have learned that pain is as
necessary to happiness as joy. Where
I used to see black and white, I now
try to find comfort in the spiritual
paradox of balance. Where I used to
escape pain and fear, I now find the
growth that comes from the ex-
perience of a full range of emotions.
Most of all, I have turned from trying
to make a statement with my life to
trying to live my life as a question.
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When I say I try to live my life as
a question today, I mean that I am be-
ginning to experience enough humil-
ity to understand that there are no
human words for spiritual truths. I
believe that the reason we struggle
with the paradoxes so often found in
spirituality is that we, as humans, try
to place things so vast as God and love
into definitions limited by a human
vocabulary.

When I look back at my life, I see
that I have always lived in prisons. If
I allow my fear to force me into only
experiencing the things I can fully
understand, then I have chosen the
prison of my own limitations. It is
when I let go of that which I can un-
derstand and reach to something
much larger that I find grace. Today,
I strive to let that grace enter every
area of my life. Today, when I am

experiencing sensations and feelings
I cannot put into words, I know I am
feeling something spiritual. I do not
see how we can become so egotistical
and selfrighteous that we believe
anybody can “know the way” to God,
Heaven, Nirvana, or whatever.

It seems to be much easier to use
the definitions and beliefs that we
have acquired so far in life—or have
borrowed from others with virtually
no personal investigation at all—and
believe them to be fact than to accept
that we may be entirely wrong and
continue a search for a higher truth.
How many things can you think of
that you believe in, that you really
never questioned beyond the original
source of information?

Recently, I have found it necessary
to take an inventory of what 1 “be-
lieve” in. I found the results quite

astonishing. I have found that almost
all of my beliefs have come from
second-hand information, and many
from some pretty unreliable sources.
I don’t think there is anything wrong
with accepting information from
other people. After all, I can’t per-
sonally research every piece of infor-
mation [ have gathered throughout
my entire life. What I mean by ques-
tioning is to never accept anyone
else’s truth as an absolute truth. In
many ways society has taught us to
rely on information blindly and
without question.

I have developed a thirst for truth
that I will never fully quench in this
lifetime. However, today I will ques-
tion borrowed beliefs as well as beliefs
based on my own experiences and, in
the process, achieve what I hope to be
a deeper understanding and a closer
relationship with God.
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Even when I have personally ex-
perienced something, I may have mis-
interpreted that information on a
spiritual level. I have found that when
I am honest, open-minded, and will-
ing, God sometimes seems to reveal
his will to me. I reach a point where
I must begin doing the footwork so
that I can go in the direction that God
seems to want for me. In the program,
I so often see people follow this
process, then get stuck in the “this is
God’s will for me” syndrome. I see us
(myself included) stumble down a
path of self-will with the belief that
we are doing what God wants.

One of my biggest challenges in the
Third Step is to discern what I believe
God’s will is for me. I still try to stay
open-minded to the distinct possibili-
ty that I am entirely wrong. I try to
never let myself get so smart as to
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think I know for sure what God has
in store. I see all of my beliefs as tem-
porary, and I hope that, through ex-
perience and growth, my beliefs will
change—in fact, I am counting on it.
I think that process is what I am here
for.

What does all of this have to do with
recovery? Well, for me, the point of
recovery is to develop a close relation-
ship with my Higher Power and main-
tain it to the best of my ability on a
daily basis. If I continue to try to wrap
God or the vast spiritual lessons he
makes available to me into these neat
little cages of human understanding,
I will only experience a fraction of the
grace that is available to me through
the human experience. I choose not to
water down God with the blandness
of a human vocabulary.

I will continue to question my
truths and those that people try to
share with me. I will continue to al-
low myself to experience those sensa-
tions that have no words. I will
continue to live my life as a question
and understand that my question has
no human answer. In living this ques-
tion and seeking an answer beyond
human words, I hope to find true life
as a mere expression of the soul and
that, somehow, the answer I am here
to find will come.

Yes, recovery has been good to me.
Today, my soul is alive!

M.A., Oregon
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Remembering
Fridays

Friday mornings were always the
worst. A typical one went like this:

It’s 8:00 a.m. I haven't slept since I
don't know when. My paycheck is
gone. I've broken my promise to my-
self one more time. 1 was going to
cover the rent, pay the long list of cre-
ditors, and buy food. This is not to be.
I called my dealer last night after get-
ting off work, and away I went. I've
been up all night. The drugs and the
money have long since vanished.

I can vividly see myself walking out
of the subway station against a
stream of people going to work. I am
living the complete opposite of a nor-
mal life. The bus is always more of the
same. I'm dressed to the nines in
clothes suitable for going to a club.
Everybody else is dressed to go to
work. The sunlight streams into the
bus, blinding my poor eyes. They have
not been closed in a day.

I crawl into my apartment. The an-
swering machine is flashing with a
hundred messages from people look-
ing for me. I review them briefly, then
hit the rewind so I won't feel guilty
listening to them. My cat meows
desperately for food, having not seen
me in over a day. This is one thing I
always pride myself on. The cat never
goes hungry, though I do. I wash and,

incredibly, get myself to work by 9:30.
My boss would always get a good
deal on Fridays (not!). I would sleep at
my desk—or pass out, I'm not sure
which. The sad thing was, I got away
with this for years. I had a good job,
full of responsibilities. Somehow, I
was able to cover up my using to my
employer, to my friends, to my room-
mate. The only person who knew the
true extent of my misery was me.

I can remember Fridays so well. I
wanted to cry all day. I had no money,
no food, no drugs. The problem was,
I'd be too dehydrated, both physical-
ly and emotionally, to cry. The despair
was overwhelming.

With all good intentions, I would
vow on Thursday not to use my drug
of choice. By Friday, I had used as
much as I could. How could this be?
It made me paranoid. I had auditory
and visual hallucinations. I felt as if
I'd had the crap beaten out of me. I
knew all this would happen, and I
still used. Was [ insane? This is what
got me to my first NA meeting

What prompted me to write was
what I saw at a meeting last night.
A newcomer stood up to announce
that he had ten days clean. He start-
ed talking about how good he felt.
Then his voice cracked and he start-
ed to cry. He said, “How come, if I feel
so good, I want to go and stick a nee-
dle in my arm? Why do I keep want-
ing to do it? Why?”’ I had forgotten all
I have related above until I heard him
express that most basic paradox of ad-
diction. You don’t want to use, but you
continue to use as if controlled by an
outside force.

My heart truly went out to this
man. How can I explain that the
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program really works? If NA can
work for me, it can work for anyone.
This newcomer caused a whole flood
of memories to return, things I have
long since forgotten.

The readings tell us plainly that
“the power of one addict helping
another is without parallel,” but
oftentimes my ego tells me that it is
I who helps the newcomer, not the
other way around. I now know that if
I forget that part of my First Step,
that incredible pain, desperation, and
hopelessness, I can forget the rest of
my program, too.

The people who know me know
what difficulties I have lived through
in recovery. I have learned some of the
lessons of recovery through periods of

great pain, both emotional and phys-
ical. My faith in the recovery process
was not necessarily unwavering, but
it held on long enough to see my
problems through. I guess that’s real-
ly what it’s all about, just hanging on,
‘cause this too shall pass.

I've found myself thinking that it
really must be a miracle, divine inter-
vention, or whatever you would like
to call it, when one addict stays clean
for one day. After all, what do addicts
do? They take drugs! It may be a fight
for the rest of my life, but I must say
that I had forgotten how hard it is to
get straight and the newcomer from
last night reminded me that, in the
grand scheme of things, I've really
come a long way.

N.S., Quebec
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“Portugal!”

Many of us are still finishing din-
ner, but all of the waiters seem to be
in a hurry to clear the tables. What
surprises us most is how intent they
seem to be on taking away our nap-
kins. Maybe they know more about
the World Convention of Narcotics
Anonymous than we do, as this is the
first one we are attending.

We are four Portuguese NA mem-
bers, a little lost in this huge hall at
the Toronto Metro Convention Centre.
The convention ends tomorrow. After
this dinner the chairperson will call
out each country present followed by
the clean-time countdown.

These last two days have been sim-
ply overwhelming. What a frenzy!
Lots of meetings on topics which don’t
seem to end. To go to one meeting you
have to give up going to so many
others. Two marathon meetings go
around the clock in two nearby hotels.
Best of all are the inevitable and wel-
comed encounters in the halls, the
dozens of hugs and kisses, the smiles,
the addresses written down in a small
book given to us for that purpose.

We celebrated the eleventh anniver-
sary of a friend we hadn’t seen since
the European Conference and Con-
vention in Barcelona. Also memora-
ble was our meeting with a member
from Los Angeles who has “only™
thirty-one years clean in NA (thirty-
one years ago I could barely walk,
much less talk.) We will always treas-

ure the sharing we have heard: a
woman who speaks about her life and
brings tears to our eyes; someone from
New York who shares about AIDS
and carries a strength and a faith
without equal; the meeting on rela-
tionships in which the speakers give
us so much to think about (and try to
practice!); a man who, from his eight-
een years of recovery, conveys such
warmth, love, and such a limitless
sense of humor; a man’s baby girl,
God’s present for his twentieth NA
anniversary; an addict’s caring
friendship, such an example on how
to place principles above personali-
ties. And all those we encountered
and all those we met again are all
those we miss so much today.

“Portugal!” shout out those we
meet. They probably don’t know
where our country is placed on the
map, but who cares? What really mat-
ters is knowing that, somewhere in
the world, there are other addicts in
recovery and other ways of saying the
steps.

Thousands of years of recovery. A
whole experience capable of moving
mountains. A faith that knows no
limits. More than five thousand ad-
dicts are seated tonight in this hall.
And suddenly we hear the voice in the
speakers: “Portugal!” It isn’t just the
four of us standing up. Four other
souls seated next to us stand up, too.
They are immigrants to Canada, but
Portuguese at heart. It was in Toron-
to that they found the rooms of NA,
and it is there that they keep coming
back to rooms where our Portuguese
Basic Text is also useful. Portugal was
represented at WCNA-22 with the lar-
gest delegation from a non-English-
speaking country.

J.0., Portugal
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For those
behind
the walls

This is for the convict who needs en-
couragement. I started my journey in
recovery with a treatment program in
prison. Society needed to keep me
there for a while. I thank them as,
without this, I would surely have been
dead by now.

My first realization of what recov-
ery was all about came when I admit-
ted, finally, that I was unmanageable.
It wasn’t too hard. All I had to do was
wake up each morning with three sets
of bars between me and the free
world.

My life has been through many cy-
cles of change. At different times, I
have been involved with drug smug-
gling from Mexico, dealing drugs for
bike gangs, and the usual con games
in between. This is just some of my
history.

My incarceration history is replete
with a lot of county jails, prison time
on the west coast, and, just recently,
thirty-one months in a midwestern
state’s prison system. It’s been a long
twenty-six years of using.

My hope is that somewhere a con-
vict will read this and be able to re-
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late to me. I'm not giving my history
for effect; I'm just hoping it can have
an impact on someone else.

Fellow cons, there is a way out of our
cycle. It isn’t easy, because we make
it hard, but it does work. I have found,
through the Twelve Steps of NA, a
way to do time with some semblance
of order. I have found peace and hap-
piness through my Higher Power’s
consistent love.

Now that I've been released, I've
found even more. The members of my
family can now love and care for each
other without the constant mind
games we had before recovery. My
wife and kids now have the husband
and father they always wanted and
needed.

I have friends in the program who
care for me just because we have the
same common goal, not because of
what I can give them or do for them.

When I share at meetings, it is with
a sense of relief that I can give back
what was so lovingly given to me: a
way to remain clean and happy at the
same time.

Through my Higher Power, whom I
chose to call God, my life has a daily
prayer that I never had before. Fellow
convicts, this is the only way I have
found that works. I've tried rehab
centers; methadone was not the an-
swer for me; abstinence is the only
way I have found that works. With the
Twelve Steps