From The Editor
This edition of NA Today is dedicated to the promotion of the World
Wide Workshop which will be happening in Sydney in January. As the
advertisement on the preceeding page shows, it is being held at the
Sydney Masonic Centre between 25-27 January. This is probably a
one time opportunity and anyone who is interested in service (which
hopefully is most of you) should try to make it there. A detailed
description of what it is all about can be found in the first article of this
edition of the magazine.
Also, just to remind everyone, this magazine can only function on the
stories and articles that are sent in. NA TODAY NEEDS YOU! Send
your articles, recovery stories and cartoons to:
rsc_natodayworks_chair@yahoo.com.au
or send them to:
FSO
1st Floor 204 King Street
Newtown NSW Australia 2042

On another note, the recent articles regarding people’s behaviour in
meetings have caused a great deal of discussion. Many people have
enjoyed this discussion and others think we should not hang our dirty
laundry out in public. This led to debate about whether this magazine
is a public face of NA or more an inhouse magazine for the airing of
our own views. Some people thought that because those issues were
being discussed so openly that the clear majority of positive actions
and attitudes within NA were being overshadowed by a very small
minority. Regardless of your point of view, there was a general consensus to wrap up that particular discussion now and move on. There
are a couple of what I would call summarizing articles in this edition.
Thank you to all those who wrote in.
Ed.
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World Wide Workshops
These are friendly and interesting issue and skill based workshops
and information sharing sessions on matters of real interest to the NA
world wide Fellowship. They are held in local communities and facilitated by World Board members and staff from NA World Services.
They have been held in many places throughout the fellowship; metropolitan and rural, large and small communities, and are generally
held over weekends and focused on worldwide issues and relevant
local topics. Everyone is invited and they are designed to be attractive and useful to the whole range of NA members.
They were originally organised to overcome some of the communication problems identified in our fellowship. These problems included
the difficulty we experience in getting information regarding world
service or general service to group members, and the need to workshop and build skills in NA regarding service, communication and
recovery. But they have become so much more. I have been fortunate enough to have attended two of these workshops and have
been asked to write something about them.
WWW Wellington New Zealand
I had never been to Aotearoa- New Zealand before and was immediately attracted to the little wooden houses piled on amazingly steep
mountains around a deep harbour.
The workshop was held in a university building and it was clear that
the local fellowship had put a lot of effort into organising good workshop and break-out facilities, entertainment and a fabulous Powhiri;
the traditional Maori welcome ceremony.
Many of the local members are indigenous and they dressed in traditional costume for this opening event and performed an amazing
dance. Then they made traditional welcoming speeches written for
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the special NA circumstances and the whole local fellowship sang a
welcoming song. The next bit was up to us as the visitors, and we had
to sing a thank you song back to them. The best we could come up
with was "A Little Help From our Friends" which seemed abit pathetic compared to their effort but was serviceable and easy to rehearse.
Ron H and Michael McD from the Board opened the formal part of the
NAWS proceedings by hosting an NA history session with
PowerPoint, photos and personal stories, and then we went straight
into workshops.
This was the first time that many people had ever experienced breaking into small groups, working on issues and reporting back to the
large group in an NA environment. It went incredibly well. We got high
on the lollies and giveaways distributed to the tables and became
friends very easily.
Workshops for that event included medication in recovery which was
a hot topic especially around drug replacement and anti-depressants,
supporting diversity in the fellowship and collecting personal stories
for the Sponsorship Book which was then in development.
Members had come from all over Aotearoa-New Zealand ready to
work and have fun. All the workshops were well attended and everyone participated energetically. They had a talent show on the
Saturday night that ranged from fine music to fart jokes, the usual NA
assortment, and the inhibitions broken down by working with
strangers in the small groups supported the general atmosphere or
unity and sharing. We could hardly pull ourselves away from the
friendly atmosphere each day.
The local Fellowship reported a long term increase in service activity
and unity in the fellowship generated by that weekend.
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WWW Bangalore India
A huge bright red and yellow tent had been hastily set up over a hard
dirt soil. It billowed with every breeze sending pale twisting coloured
shadows across the mountains of tables and stacked chairs and letting in gusts of dust that settled into every nook and cranny.
Steve R from World Services was relieved that our "workshop room"
had finally arrived. He had been in regular communication from the
US with members and service providers but nothing really got organised until he arrived at the site; a mountain top camping ground overlooking the sprawling city of Bangalore.
The local committee seemed to have had their hands full organising
the site, deciding in which small huts the different groups of members
would stay, setting the menus for the endless meals and cups of tea
and arranging the entertainment. Most of the participants were from
the local community although some had travelled by train and bus for
up to 36 hours to get to the workshop.
This workshop set up was basically like the one in Wellington except
for the need to translate everything into at least three languages.
Instead of splitting usual groups to encourage the building of new personal relationships as we had done in Wellington, here we had to
make sure that language groups sat together.
Although we had endless problems with wind and dust, everything
had to be weighed down with stones and pieces of wood, the sound
system that stopped working regularly, and getting people to settle in
the large space; the outcomes were very like the Aotearoa experience. The locals loved the NA history presentation; they seem to
appreciate hearing the old stories about the trials and challenges of
starting meetings. The workshops on the same topics as the other
event and the outcomes were remarkably similar in their recommendations for practical solutions to problems, overcoming challenges
and building unity.
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There was high energy at the workshop which was largely a male
event as there were very few women in the Indian Fellowship. The
men were noticeably very loving and supportive to each other as they
workshopped together and later danced together at the entertainment
on the Saturday night.
I noticed no fart jokes that night but they provided a range of talented musicians, including traditional Indian music of course, and invited visitors to get involved.
Again it was hard to say goodbye to each other at the end of the
weekend. Working together, eating together about 6 times a day and
recovering together will do that to you.
Every world wide workshop has been reported as successful, fun and
exciting and I expect the Sydney one to live up to these other experiences.
Of course it will be an Australian one and I hope that we are able to
put some real aussi-ness into the experience; maybe an Aussie rules
demonstration?
Bella A.
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Full Service
‘A Position to Suit Everyone’
I am a member of the Sydney fellowship, so what a lucky recovering
addict I am - I have many meetings to choose from and there are
members everywhere. If I want a different meeting I can go to the
next suburb or a different venue or even the same venue in the same
suburb but on a different day of the week.
With so many members in Sydney's inner city, why am I seeing several meetings run by one person? Where is the group conscience?
Do we close a meeting for lack of members as opposed to lack of
attendance?
Okay, so Sydney has many a treatment centre. So newcomers in
treatment cannot do service positions. But they can stack chairs or
put banners up and still have a smoke outside.
This year, the Sydney Convention will be a Sydney Combined Area
Unity Day as the numbers willing to do service are not there.
I see the same handful of people doing service committees - and I
know committees are not for everyone - but honestly without these
people the Sydney Fellowship would be in a poor state. At the same
time, these committees need new blood, otherwise the fellowship
loses its dynamism, its freshness, its life!
I get so much out of service. I got to use skills I didn't know I had, but
most of all I feel like a real part of the fellowship. The program saved
my arse so it only makes sense to me to get to know how it works.
At first I was intimidated, I felt I knew nothing, but like everything, I
learnt along the way. Service has been a way for me to learn principals before personalities, to not want to fall apart if disagreed with
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and to look to the steps, traditions and concepts for solutions.
There is a position to suit everyone and no matter how small it may
be, it will improve the quality of your recovery.
A group conscience decision does not exist without a group. Our fellowship needs a diverse range of clean time, age, experiences, identity and culture to make decisions. Without it we will forever have so
many people missing from our rooms.
Bek
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A Choice of Futures
I can still hear the words now. They sound so familiar, but I couldn't
understand them back then. "The choices you make now will determine the course of your future" the counselor said. "Don't you understand that simple fact"?
Simple moral boundaries tended to elude me and even when they
didn't, my reckless 'don't give a fuck' attitude always pushed me over
the line as surely as night followed day.
You think you'd learn these lessons after a life time of ending up
where you don't want to be, but sometimes fate and desire play tricks
and the real issues in life blind side you whenever they feel like it.
I read a magnificent book once that said fate gives us two choices,
the one we should make and the one we do make. I remember my
first such choice at about four years old, lighting the cigarette in the
toilet at home, the consequences of which were swift as I saw my
father's hand descending towards my arse.
I remembering making the poor choice for about the millionth time at
19 when the house I was robbing in desperate need of heroin was
surrounded by the swat team and I decided that it made sense to try
and rush the line to escape. The familiar feeling of losing control
cushioned me as I was violently punched to the ground, my face held
into the dirt with a monstrous police boot. The shotgun at my temple
completed the overreaction of the police to a derelict kid about as
powerful as a cockroach.
There was no day light after that one for 4 days, till I was released
back on to the street, to my chaotic existence as a broken soul, sad
thieving junkie who would do just about anything to absolve himself
of the emotional bushfire that raged inside.
My dislocation from the community was almost complete as I hunted
the streets seeing only money and drugs as if my eyes had infrared
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for those objects. I broke into houses and the first thing I did was look
in the medicine cabinet. To me it didn't matter if the people were
home or not. Just, if they were home I would have to be quieter.
Eventually the community saw fit to remove me completely and I was
given a lengthy jail term.
Those words came back to haunt me as the counselor in the prison
said, "the choices you make now will determine the course of your
future". I heard those words with clarity for the first time and I thought
about my life. I had no education; no employment history, no friends,
no aspirations and no skills of any sort to manage my life. I was a
loser. The decision to leave school, the decision every day to take
drugs, the decision to hang on the dole and do nothing, all the poor
decisions I'd ever made had led me to this point.
"There is a better way" she said. It doesn't have to be like this. She
told me about NA and how to survive prison.
Since that time I have tried to make better decisions. I haven't always
succeeded but I have been told that if I keep trying my best will get
better.
I thank God for NA and all the people who make it happen - every
secretary, GSR and tea person. Their decisions and actions are
determining NA's future. My life has transformed from a nightmare
into a dream and what I wouldn't pay back for that.
I am a happy service junkie because the choices I am making now
will almost certainly determine the positive course of my future.
Anon.
"The best thing about the future is that it only comes one day at a time."
Abraham L.
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Courage
Courage is such a bizarre concept. Often we can do for others what
we cannot do for ourselves. After reading both Marc P and Ron I's
stories, I felt compelled to write about my experiences with courage
or the lack of courage within the fellowship and with its members.
I was 82 day clean and the secretary of the old Friday night Campsie
meeting. A few weeks after Christmas, a beautiful Sydney summer's
night and my boyfriend (newly released from goal) arrived obviously
pinned. I was the last person asked to share that night and remember speaking of never having any intentions of going back to what I
had left behind, a share obviously directed towards my stoned
boyfriend. It was a very public display of a very personal decision I
was making.
The second half of the meeting started like every other night with the
exception that only a small group of members, all male, stood around
in the yard outside rather than the usual throng of smokers. My
boyfriend and I went outside and began the goal yard walk - about 6
steps down and 2 or 3 around. Up and down we walked with him asking questions about my involvement with this group of people and
why would I chose this organisation over our relationship, etc. Finally
he asked "how many days haven't you used heroin" and I proudly
answered "I haven't used any drugs for 82 days". 'Fuck, is that all' he
said and continued walking.
It was then I stopped and noticed those 6 or 7 men all standing
around talking. It was also at that point that I realised the reason they
were really there. It was I believe to protect me. They only knew me
as the secretary of that particular meeting and probably didn't even
know me by name but they recognised something in my boyfriend
which concerned them enough to 'keep watch' over our reunion.
Funny, Im sure not many of those men would even remember that
night but it was the deciding factor for my decision to remain in
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Narcotics Anonymous. Another ironic twist is that one of those men
was Ronnie I, the same person now serving 18 years in goal for drug
importation. It's bizarre how a person can have the courage to step
up and help another person but find it so difficult to find courage to
help themselves.
The second part of my story illustrates a different aspect of courage.
At around 5 years clean I went to the same meeting that had moved
to another venue. Same name, different people. The meeting had
begun when the echo of high heels on a wooden floor resounded
through the hall. I like others turned to notice a lady who had been in
the rooms a few times on various occasions. The rumour was that
she had recently been recruited to work in a brothel being set up by
some men in the fellowship and by the way she strutted into to the
room, the rumour seemed to be most probably true.
After the meeting I joined up with 2 males I recognised and spoke of
my concerns regarding this 'recruitment' which was happening and
voiced my opinion that we should be able to do something to stop or
at least discourage this type of thing occurring within the rooms of
NA. One man who had 7 years clean time answered after some time
that it was not his business, the other person who had about 4 years
up was silently non-committal towards my suggestion.
It was about 3 months later that I heard this girl had overdosed - a
sad ending for a sad tale. She left behind 3 little kids.
Like I began, courage is a strange thing. For something which elicits
such an incredibly strong reaction it is very fragile. The only real thing
I know about courage it that when people who have courage choose
not to use it, the weak and less fortunate suffer. And as far as our fellowship goes, if the older cleaner members are not willing to step up
and put their courage which they have received through working the
steps into action, disunity and discord will eventually weaken our fellowship to the point where people will choose not to become involved
with NA.
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There is always going to be drug dealing and associated crime lingering around NA - it is the nature of the beast. I believe that our best
defence against this negative behaviour is through power of example.
It is important to remind members that if they can make the decision
to attend Narcotics Anonymous meetings, they can definitely make
positive decisions regarding their involvement in criminal activities.
It's equally important for older members to remember there is
strength in unity. It really does come down to 'bad things happen
when good people do nothing to stop it'.
Helen C

"Acc-en-tchuate the Positive..."
As the old song goes……"eliminate the negative…..". I don't think
Johnny Mercer who wrote that famous old song could have been an
addict. It seems we have a default setting of negative, or at least, I
know that I do. I was told in the early days that what I watered would
grow, meaning of course that if I focused on negative things they
would grow and fester. That has been proved and re-proved during
the last 13 and a half odd years of recovery.
I am a great believer in constructive debate and the recent debate
concerning dealing drugs by NA members is indeed constructive. It is
very much the 'live' topic in our fellowship. But I want to talk about the
other side of the NA coin. I want to talk about the side of that coin that
can be forgotten when we water the negative, darker things that
occur within our little society.
When I came into this Fellowship I was desperate, lonely and terrified. I didn't trust anyone and certainly nobody trusted me. My self
esteem was about as low as you could imagine it being and my world
was full of people I neither cared for or loved. In short I was all the
things that our literature says we were and can become again. I was
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almost 30 years old and had lived without much hope through 15
years of addiction. And then I finally arrived at NA's door. It was
indeed the last stop and I didn't believe it could work. Not for one
minute.
Well it did work. It worked so amazingly well and it continues to work.
In fact it works despite me and it works through other people who like
me arrived here desperate, and in hindsight, very willing. It's those
people I want to talk about. The people with passion for our fellowship
and what it stands for. The people who live for recovery and its possibilities. The people who gave me the chance to dream and to finally see some hope.
I have to say that I have met some of the most wonderful, giving
human beings in our fellowship. They carried me through the worst
times of my recovering life and they inspired me to be a different person who cared for and loved others. I often reflect on the enormous
quality of individuals that we mix with in our meetings and feel so
proud and grateful to walk amongst them.
And I don't just mean the old timers. They are of course inspirational,
but also I talk of the still dripping newcomer who gets up and shares
about how awesome it felt to cook themselves a healthy meal for the
first time in their lives. I talk of the member who daily faces their own
struggles but do it clean and with great determination and courage.
These are the positive things that I want to talk of.
It's very easy for me to focus on the shortcomings of others and I
have to admit I do it all too readily. But if this debate about the most
negative thing that we have in our fellowship can teach me to be positive and grateful then that pleases me. I certainly thank all the members from either side of the divide that have shared their views in NA
Today. It's been great stuff.
I have thought though that perhaps we don't give enough credit to our
members. While we were using, if there were two choices of dope
and one was significantly better than the other…well it's a no brainer
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isn't it? So how about recovery? As a good mate of mine often says
"we're addicts, not idiots" and that being the case I suspect we can
determine who has what we want and who doesn't. And if you want
what I do, which is a clean life, free from my old ways and old
lifestyles, then you've come to the right place.
So my view is, let's start watering the wonderful thing that we have
which is Narcotics Anonymous. We all know that negative things happen but in this instance the percentage is so small and the good that
this fellowship offers far outweighs the bad. As Dave Shelley used to
say, "a grateful addict will never use". Just for today I am that grateful addict and despite the negative things, I thank you all for giving me
the gift of recovery. Long may we prosper!

"Ac-cent-chuate the positive; E-lim-inate the negative; latch on to the
affirmative; don't mess with Mr In-Between……" (Johnny Mercer,
1944)
Yours gratefully,
Tim B
Sydney North
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Hi. My name is Sue and I'm an addict
I grew up in your average dysfunctional family with a very angry, frequently drunk father and a control freak for a mother. She used to tell
us it was our fault dad was so angry. The only way I could survive was
to cut off from my feelings which was encouraged in our house. I read
or was very depressed for most of my childhood. Till, that is, I found
alcohol. I went from introvert to life of the party just like that. Then as
each drug came along I got into it. I loved them; they gave me freedom from myself.
When I found heroin I thought I'd found the missing link, the answer
to all my problems. It gave me so much energy and confidence. But
my love affair with the drug was based on an illusion. What it gave, it
ended up taking away. It wasn't long before I started going on
methadone programs and visiting doctors to try to get drugs to survive.
As heroin stopped providing me with the hours of feeling good, I got
into other drugs just so I could feel OK. By the end of my using I rarely
got more than five minutes relief before I was hanging out again. The
illegal drugs ended up a minor part of the problem. I was on a large
dose of methadone for about 13 years and gobbled bucketfuls of
tranquillisers and barbiturates.
My life revolved around getting my methadone and guzzling alcohol,
pills and, when I could, trying to shoot heroin, my veins had mostly
collapsed even in my hands and feet. I rarely went out unless to get
money or score. I just stayed in the one room, watching TV for years
on end. I felt like I was going to die of boredom!
I thought what I needed was a new drug and some new veins! Or a
legalised heroin program! Finally an old using friend, who had been
clean for a few years, started taking me to meetings. I was so bored
that I went. People at meetings were really nice to me and I wanted
to please them. So when they suggested I went into detox, I went even though I thought the idea was mad. After all, detox's didn't let
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you watch TV. In Christmas 1987 I went in for a long and horrific
detox. But when I got out, I didn't know how not to use. And worst still,
the education the detox gave me on addiction ruined my using. I now
knew what was in store for me. Sitting in the gutter doesn't feel so bad
when you think you are having a rest - when you know it's as good
as it gets it is unbearable.
I felt so mad that I thought if I used again I would end up in a locked
ward of a psychiatric hospital. I knew I wanted to stay clean so I went
back in for what is hopefully my last detox and then spent 4 months
in a recovery house. My brain slowly began to calm down and the
voices in my head grew quieter. I still felt really bad physically. I had
used for a long time and I didn't spring back into life. I was forty years
old and felt about 90. I did relate to the stories even though I was
older than most of the other newcomers. We had addiction in common.
At first I found it hard to sit still - I felt so uncomfortable. Concentrating
or talking to other people, even recovering addicts, was hard. So I sat
in meetings, lots of them. I felt safe there. My pill taking had created
huge problems with concentration. I could no longer read very well
and every time I noticed that I was drifting off in a meeting, I kept
pulling my mind back in the room and tried to focus on the person
sharing. Sitting near the front helped with this. Eventually, like most
things, my concentration improved. Funnily enough, I ended up making my living in recovery by reading and writing.
As I stayed clean my life started to improve but gratitude came slowly. By joining groups, I had begun to feel part of NA but I was sure I
couldn't stay clean. When I turned a year clean, the best birthday I've
ever had, I felt valid - like I might really be able to do this recovery
thing. I started to feel grateful - I could see and feel the difference in
my life.

I've had problems dealing with the other forms of my addiction, particularly work and food and, like many others, have a liver that needs
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help. I've experienced a few rock bottoms and stayed clean through
them. I'm currently in a steps group - the steps still help me to grow
and change.
I have sometimes needed to speak out when I think something is
wrong. This hasn't won me any hearts. However I feel worse if I don't
speak as it takes me back to those awful childhood feelings. It is a
hard balancing act, speaking out and being heard, being mindful of
the need for unity and doing what I feel is best for our message to be
carried to the newcomer. Sometimes I don't get it right. But I keep trying and feel I am making progress.
After 19 ½ years of recovery, I still love my meetings and play an
active role in my home group. I feel lucky to live in Sydney where
there are plenty. My favourite form of service is carrying the message
at H&I meetings. This helps me stay grateful.
I am so glad I found NA.
Sue H. Sydney
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Moutains out of Mole Hills
For me one of the key signs of addiction in me has been a tendency
to blow things out of proportion, making mountains out of molehills. I
have tended to do this all my life, before during and after my using
days. One thing I liked about drugs was that they often had the ability to shrink problems, although they were still there and reinflated the
next day.
When I got to NA, I found that sitting in meetings and getting my mind
off myself for a while was one way to get problems back into proportion, and that worked better than drugs as I was usually able to face
and deal with them the next day. I often felt that I needed to get to a
meeting just to face my scary job as a high school teacher the next
day, singing the Serenity Prayer (to the tune of Ode to Joy) as I
walked through a park to work the next morning.
Still, even with meetings and that prayer, I seemed to blow just about
everything out of proportion back then. The boss said I should wipe
my coffee cup better because it was leaving a ring on the rack above
the sink in the staff lounge and I felt my days were numbered in that
job. I could feel that my day was ruined because somebody looked at
me funny in the morning. At work, I thought the kids were out to get
me, and given how erratic and irritable I was, that may well have been
true.
In retirement and having been clean nearly 33 years, I can see that
there really are no mountains in my life. Seeing mountains tends to
be evidence that my attitudes are not quite what they should be, and
I need to try to change them instead of looking for a Sherpa.
While it might be insight into the obvious, something I'm pretty good
at, I can now see that I don't blow things out of proportion because
they are more serious, but because they are a bit unusual. When
something happens that could upset me if my attitudes are off, I usually think about how I dealt, or didn't deal with, similar "problems" in
the past, remember that they were no big thing, and just use it as an
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opportunity to be a bit more sane, responsible and mature this time.
If the situation hasn't happened before, I may flounder a bit before I
get my attitudes in line. It is clear that things that happen seldom get
me in trouble, but reacting poorly to them may.
I recently wondered why I don't run into as many coincidences in life
now as I did early in recovery. I realised at a meeting last night that I
no longer see things as coincidences, just God nudging me a bit, and
I am quite happy he does that. I can see that God does for me what
I cannot, or will not do for myself, even if I don't appreciate that help
at the time, seeing it as a bump, or pothole, on the road of life. I can
now see them as speed bumps and guides.
Jim in Tasmania
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Another Look
I found myself in a bottomless pit, of sorrow and woe and despair
When a ray of light revealed to me the steps of a winding stair
In vain I tried to reach those steps, by myself it could not be done
I cried for help and a voice replied, "You are standing on Step Number One"
"Who's that?" I asked. "What do you want?" "Can you tell me what to do?"
"Give me your hand," the voice answered, and you'll be on Step Number Two."
I held up my hand. I decided that I alone could not set myself free.
But I trusted that voice and it suddenly said, "You are standing on Step Number Three."
I stop there and rest, and look at myself. I don't think I can do anymore.
From somewhere above the voice came again, "You are standing on Step Number Four."
Wherever you are, you don't understand, I don't deserve to be alive.
For I am a liar, a thief and a con. The voice said, "You're on Step Number Five."
I'm not well, I'm not right. There's a lot wrong with me, Is there anything you can fix?
The voice came again and so gently replied "You are standing on Step Number Six."
All right, I'll ask ~ can you take these away? Can you make me feel closer to Heaven?
"I love you," the voice said. "Heaven's in you, and you're standing on Step Number Seven."
There's so many I've harmed, my family I've hurt, all the pain and the grief and the hate.
"It's alright my child," the voice calmly said, "You are now on Step Number Eight."
"Tell them you're sorry. Make things right. And then in their eyes you will shine."
"I'll do it," I said. And the voice replied, "You're standing on Step Number Nine."
I’ll keep a close eye on my motives and self 'cause there are wrongs that I may do again.
"Look at you," the voice said, "at how far you've come! You are now on Step Number Ten."
I pray and I ask for knowledge and strength. I want to keep my direct line to Heaven.
The voice is so close ~it's as if it's right there, saying "You're standing on Step Number
Eleven."
And so here I stand, almost at the top. Into all of my past I did delve.
I want to help others still in the pit. And the voice said "This is Step Number Twelve."
Anonymous
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Too Many Dark Days
A few short weeks ago I had cause to review my life. I was sitting in
a hotel room feeling completely alone and wondering if it was worth
going on. I had relapsed and was three weeks into a savage little bust
and it had come down to just me, a needle and a spoon. Again.
Addiction has been the defining issue of my adult life, and while I
have had a combined total of around 12 years clean, including one
glorious 6 year stretch, I have also used heroin for around the same
number of years. That's approximately 365 x 12 which equals 4380
days of having to get up, get the money, and get on. And on any of
those days I might have used a raft of other drugs ranging from plenty of cocaine, ecstasy, benzos and the ever-present alcohol. You can
do the math on the money these figures represent but suffice to say
that amount would have bought a couple of nice houses at today's
stupid Sydney prices.
So mine is a story of relapse. It is the ever-present scourge of recovery and happens in far more cases than the lucky few who get it from
the get-go. In fact, if you think about it, the disease of addiction is all
about relapse. I can't tell you how many times I swore on the bible or
promised whatever hostage I'd taken at the time that I would definitely stop tomorrow. Only to get up the next day and pick up because I
was absolutely in the grip of compulsion and obsession. And that was
before I found NA.
When I was admitted to my first detox, I was told at one group session that out of the fifteen or so patients seated in the room that just
one might get clean from that point and stay clean. In my arrogance,
I immediately felt sorry for the other fourteen.
Countless detoxes since then, many admissions to rehab across four
states, innumerable pathetic geographicals and so many broken
promises have led to this - sitting once again alone, cold and terrified. As we know, this is a progressive disease. At first for me it was
all about the party, then it became about pain relief, after that it was
survival and finally it came down to whether or not to live or die.
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So, I'm going over my life and I'm remembering all the good things
that have happened. I've surfed some splendid waves in exotic countries, I have worked with some fantastic people in quite a few very
cool jobs, I have had some fine friendships and any one of the beautiful girls I have been with I could have married. I did marry one and
we had a little boy who has lit up my life. Oh yeah, my boy. If it wasn't for him I would have checked out long ago.
And I have had too many dark days hanging out in the horrors. Far
too many to justify continuing. So it's either top myself or get clean
again. This is where my disease has led me. Gripped by the insanity
only an active addict knows, trying to come up with a reason to live.
Thank the lord for NA. Without the message of hope I have received
through my years in fellowship, without the gift of relating to so many
people that have told my story from the floor, without the people still
attending meetings at umpteen years clean, without our literature,
without help readily given, without any of this I would be long gone.
I'm happy to report I have once again made a decision. I've stopped
using. I'm four days clean in rehab and I'm determined this time to be
teachable. I could guff on about where I think I have gone wrong so
many times in the past but suffice it to say I have a disease which in
me is particularly cunning, baffling and powerful. But by admitting my
powerlessness and trying to accept my disease I know I can get
some clarity. Perhaps enough to stay clean this time. Pray for me. I
need it. Thanks. Clive S.
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Stars by Orac Stars by Orac Stars by Orac
Aries (the ram)
Time to stop butting heads (ha ha). Although I can
see that there's been improvement lately. You've
been making a big effort to keep a lid on it and let
your inner marshmallow ooze out. Good for you!
Just make sure it doesn't leak out sideways or
down or up or just explode every which way! That
would be an awful mess…Repeat after me "I like
people and they're not all out to get me" over and
over until it sinks in and maybe you won't resent
being a bit soft and gooey so much.
Cliché for the day: Easy does it baby :
Taurus (the bull)
You guys…you're the salt of the earth. No really. I
mean that from the bottom of my heart. Now I'm
gonna introduce a new concept here especially for
you guys and it's 'shades of grey'. Yup, the world
is not black or white. Do you need to sit down? I
know, I know - I should have softened the blow for
you somehow. "So what does this mean for me?"
I hear you ask. Well, it means be a bit open-minded because you don't know it all alright! For example, when you listen to other people stop muttering
"crap" under your breath OK? Clear enough for
ya?
Cliché for the day: Take the cottonwool out of your
ears and put it in your mouth (ick).
Gemini (the twins)
Today's task is to focus on doing one-thing-at-atime. No more multi-tasking for you! You're not just
doing five things at once; you're connecting to all
the other you(s) in parallel universes. In different
time zones! You need to tune back in so you can
actually make sense rather than staring into the
middle distance creepily murmuring to yourself.
People
will
find
you
much
more
approachable…and are less likely to have you
taken away for "assessment" or "treatment".
Cliché for the day: One day at a time honey bunny.
Cancer (the crab)
Mostly you guys are pretty sensible. And good
cooks - which is very important in this age of fractured inter-personal relationships and the unceasing spread of technology. Trust me - there's a link
there somewhere…Anyhoo, I promised myself no
more puns so I won't mention that you can be a bit
crabby on occasion. (God I crack myself up sometimes…) But mostly it's only when you're feeling

thwarted or put out. (You sooo like to get your own
way.) So for you guys - time to get the mat out and
sit comfortably on the floor (that's what my yoga
teacher says but you try sitting on the floor for half
an hour without moving!) and breathe in. And
out...Repeat many, many times.
Cliché
for
the
day:
Let
go,
let
god/goddess/HP/whatever floats your boat…
Leo (the lion)
OK now. Just sit down and shut up. I said SHUT
UP! You hear that? It's the sweet sound of silence.
You've been having a bit of rough trot lately and
now it's time to just ease on up. Here's a suggestion for you to try. It's time to do that thing you
hate, you know the 'listening to others' thing and
the 'not doing what I want to do all the time regardless of the consequences' thing and the 'not treating other people like morons' thing…which is actually three things but hey…
Cliché for the day: Hand it over…and SHUT UP!
P.S. Your hair looks amazing!
Virgo (the virgin)
Whatever comes your way you're cool with it
cause you know what's what. You make me so
proud. All I have to say to you at this point in time
is maybe, just maybe, you need to focus a little
less on the bits you get wrong (and that other people get wrong) and a bit more on the upside. No
one's perfect. We're all just human persons doing
the best we can…take a mental health day and
watch Buffy re-runs till your brain hurts and you
think you're a slayer…it'll be good for you. Trust
me.
Cliché for the day: Keep it simple sweetheart…
Libra (the scales)
You guys are so cool. Really, you are! Yeah…and
don't you know it. You guys have got it going on!
What's that? You're feeling a little sleep deprived?
Is there really such a thing as being too social? My
remedy for you is a cup of camomile tea, a good
book and an early night. And no, you may not
organise to meet up for breakfast at 7am cause
you'll still be asleep then. Oh yes you will. If I have
to lock you in your house you'll be staying home
and RESTING! You hear me, RESTING!
Cliché for the day: It works if you work it - so just
f!*#ing work it!
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Stars by Orac cont’ Stars by Orac cont’ Stars by Orac
Libra (the scales)
You guys are so cool. Really, you are! Yeah…and
don't you know it. You guys have got it going on!
What's that? You're feeling a little sleep deprived?
Is there really such a thing as being too social? My
remedy for you is a cup of camomile tea, a good
book and an early night. And no, you may not
organise to meet up for breakfast at 7am cause
you'll still be asleep then. Oh yes you will. If I have
to lock you in your house you'll be staying home
and RESTING! You hear me, RESTING!
Cliché for the day: It works if you work it - so just
f!*#ing work it!
Scorpio (the scorpion)
You dudes are deep. Way deep. Just remember
that sometimes it's good to talk, good to share,
good if another person knows what's going on for
you…cause that's like…really human. Stay connected. And resist the urge to tell others what to
do OK. You can be bossy with yourself but leave it
at home. Oh and watch out for the resentmentfairy. He's an ugly-looking bastard with this great
big chip on his shoulder. Can't miss him. You see
him, you run!
Cliché for the day: You can only keep it by giving
it away - so give baby, give!
Sagittarius (the archer)
You're the kind of person who thinks they can take
on the world and it'll be sweet. Am I right or am I
right? And yeah, sometimes it's sweet and sometimes…not so much. Where others need to be
less obsessive (not mentioning any other star
signs, cause I'm not like, you know, sign-ist or anything) you need to spend just a little more time
thinking things through to the logical conclusion.
You know; A leads to B leads to oops how the hell
did that happen?

now you're so far from mellow your head's about
to explode. And we don't want that. Really. We
don't. I mean it. You still listening?
Cliché of the day: An addict in their head is in bad
company (more like a bad universe but whatever…)
Aquarius (the water-carrier)
You guys are too good to be true. I don't know
what to say…If only I had been born in a different
month I could be as groovy as you. It makes me
sad inside. Anyway - I'm counting on you guys to
sort shit out yeah. You're the ones with the 'no war'
stickers and the boots made for protest action. I
know, let's all get together and sing kum-ba-ya
really loudly till the world changes. But while
you're saving the world don't forget to sort yourself
out. Some self-reflection and a notebook might
come in handy one of these days…
Cliché for the day: Service keeps you clean (but
that other stuff comes in handy too
sometimes…you know, the steps and stuff)
Pisces (the fishes)
Like those twins, you guys are liable to just drift
mid sentence with just a little bit of drool coming
out the corner of your mouths…but while the twins
are just zinging all over the space/time continuum,
you fish people are pondering life, the universe
and whatnot. The message is the same though "Earth to fishies, earth to fishies, come baaaaack!"
So go stand outside in the garden, take off your
shoes and socks and stick your feet in the dirt. Get
grounded! But not for too long or you'll get frostbite. I'm not advocating self-harm here people!
Cliché for the day: I alone can do it but I can't do it
alone - so pick up the goddamn phone!

Cliché of the day: Living life on life's terms…may
suck a little but is mostly good. Peace out.
Capricorn (the sea-goat)
Man, you guys get some bad press! And what the
hell is a sea-goat!?! No wonder you're so grumpy,
you're having a zodiacal identity crises! I'd be
pissed too…So you guys, you like really need to
unwind, relax, take some deep breaths and think
happy thoughts. Light some candles and that
smelly crap and bliss out. You guys need to understand what being mellow is all about because right
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Why Nero Fiddled While Rome Burned
What was he thinking? The flames are going to stop soon. Maybe if I
go into the back palace everything will just go away and be fine. Well
Mr. Nero, inactivity and denial was the wrong decision because as we
all learnt at school Rome burnt to the ground and Nero spent the
night fiddling away hoping for someone else to fix the problem. I have
always said you can never depend on the Roman legion when you
need it.
If you are reading this article you are living a blessed existence
because you are part of the way of life on offer through involvement
with this program. You are probably asking yourself what the decimation of a great civilization like Rome has to do with our humble little
recoveries. The answer is everything.
It all began with the conventions of the 1980s and the 1990s. The
opening nights were surrounded by a sense of evangelical urgency.
The members of our fellowship were living in the knowledge that we
had the answer that has eluded addicts for decades.
This was not an answer that we had the right to hold onto but an
answer that needed to be shouted up and down the streets. "You do
not have to live like this any longer because we know every addict
now has a choice."
The Sydney conventions of this period often saw numbers up
towards a 1000 or more. .People would form long snake like lines
weaving meters past the registration desk and around the corner.
Have you ever seen 1000 addicts try to be organized? These conventions were permeated by an excitement and a particular knowledge
that this was a great opportunity to carry the message to the addict
that still suffers. Now you are thinking that it was great that you
remembered the name of that new guy who was at the meeting
recently or that convention the other year but he came with some
other person.
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Our primary purpose is to carry the message to the addict that still
suffers. I am talking about cold calling 12 step work. There is a need
to talk to the person in active addiction who has no knowledge about
this N.A. deal. I love it when the rehabilitation services bring all the
residents along to the meetings. Sometimes I can talk to them and
not even get out of my chair. The lazy persons 12 step program.
I went to one of those Hollywood meetings recently. The type Sydney
is so renowned for. These are the meetings that were held every
Friday or Saturday night. Remember the Wednesday meeting? The
word was out to get there early or else it would be impossible to get
a seat. They were attended like a mini convention. Often 150 or even
200 people were found bulging out the doors trying to navigate for
that seat with the greatest chance of being called This always followed with I did not want to speak tonight but now that I have been
asked. I better get up.
I went to some of these meetings recently. This was one of the saddest experiences of my life. The secretaries and group members
were doing everything possible to make it an exciting strong meeting
but a number of these meetings had less than 10 people and one I
went to only managed 6. These were the magnificent events that
once had 200.people. The recent conventions are the same.
Dedicated hard working committees but tiny numbers attending compared to the membership of the 1980s or 1990s.
Inactivity and denial were the curse for Nero. Nero believed that
someone else would deal with the problem. Nothing is really that
wrong and if I just ignore things it will be alright. Well we know what
happened to Rome and N.A Sydney has brush fires on all fronts
which we can not ignore.
I hear you asking what the solution is. 12 stepping the addict who still
suffers is the solution. Not the easy way which I like so much when
they are already at a meeting and I just need to swan over say hello
and feel like an all round good guy. No I mean cold calling on a person in the grips of this disease and letting them know that they no
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longer need to live like this. This was what many people did for many
years for me so I need to be prepared to give away what I was so
freely given.
I am excited now because if every N.A.member, 12 steps just one
person this year our fellowship will double before the convention of
2008. Then the following year it will double again and again and now
I am picturing the 2012 convention filling Telstra Stadium in Sydney.
On that note it is time to wander off but maybe I might just turn up my
collar and put on my darkest sunglasses and do a little walk through
one of my old areas and see who is out there and if they want to hear
about this new way of life that is on offer.
P.S. Arrive early for the convention of 08 because the crowds will
make parking a nightmare.
Paul G.

Spirit of Unity Weekend 2007
celebrates its 21st year

7th, 8th & 9th December
Tiona Park
The Lakes Way, Forster NSW
Be surrounded by beaches and lakes,
enjoy the bloved Green Cathedral,
serenity music and entertainment.
Most accommodation will still need to be shared
as there are a limited number of ensuite cabins.
They will move fast so don’t delay with your
bookings. Also, do bring bedding, sheets,
towels etc as these may not be provided.
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