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Keeping What We Have
It’s nearly that time of year when I get to celebrate another year
of recovery. And the longer I stay clean, the more blasé I become
about this annual milestone. Using for me is quite a long time ago,
and can often feel very distant. My life today is very comfortable;
I have a secure job, a place to live, friends and family and money
in the bank. My biggest concern at the moment is an on-going
struggle to stop smoking.
Last year I remember not even really wanting to celebrate my
birthday. It was just another year and another share and another
cake and I didn’t really care that much. And that’s fine so far as it
goes but when that feeling of not caring bleeds over into other areas of recovery – such as stepwork, meetings and talking to your
sponsor or other recovering addicts about recovery – that’s when
OCMs need to take a bit of look at how they’re really going, and
more importantly – how they want to keep going.
Most of us have gone through periods in recovery where we may
have done fewer (or no) meetings, been a bit disconnected from
the fellowship, or we don’t engage in service. And especially when
you have years up, not months, sometimes ‘life stuff’ seems more
important than all of that. But I think there’s always a danger that
when we allow ourselves that ‘luxury’ of not going and not being
involved, that we’ll forget where we come from.
I was sitting in a meeting a few weeks ago, listening to people
from rehab share and I had that overwhelming sense of connection to what it felt like at the end of my using. As people spoke I
was going through a mental checklist in my head of where my
using had taken me. Homeless – check. Locked-up – check. Estranged from family – check. No friends – check. Living on free
food – check. And so on. And even though I don’t always get that
powerful sense of recognition of my using self in meetings – there
is no other place on earth I’m going to get it except at meetings.
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It’s my view that the minute you say you don’t need to listen to
other addicts share is when you’re in the most danger of forgetting
who you are. In recovery, we can be who we are now because we
are recovering addicts first. But the minute you try and put that
part of you away in a box somewhere and pretend it wasn’t you,
or just forget that it used to be you, that’s when you lose that connection and you take a step out the door.
The flip side of course is that it can be hard to stay involved.
Sometimes it’s a huge effort. Which is a real change from early
recovery. In early recovery I enjoyed meetings, because I went so
often I knew everyone and it was actually fun. But I also felt the
fear all the time; the fear of picking up, the fear of using and the
fear of ending up back in that totally shit life. But now I have a different life with a job and friends to see and places to go and it can
be hard to fit recovery in. Sometimes I’m just so tired from ‘life’ that
I struggle to make the effort to get off the couch.
The first few years of my recovery I did heaps of service and that
was fantastic. I learnt about NA and I really felt a part of. Then
after about 7 years I felt burnt out and decided to take a break. I
decided to let it be someone else’s problem. Which was fine for a
while. For a few years actually. But then I realised that I was drifting off. I had no service positions, I wasn’t doing regular meetings
and I wasn’t talking to my sponsor. Which can work until something bad happens and something bad invariably happens.
All too often we forget that NA is a maintenance program. That
it is only through keeping on doing the necessary things that we
stay in recovery. I’ve known plenty of people who are still clean
but there’s no element of NA in their lives anymore and it’s not a
particularly enviable existence. It’s certainly not the life I want. And
when the difficult times come along, you may not remember why
it is you don’t just go to the pub and get pissed, or have a couple
of bongs, etc.
So I made some changes. I went back to service and have regular
meetings again. I get to see my NA friends and sponsor regularly
and talk about stuff. And one of the best bits is that I’ve gotten
to know a whole bunch of newcomers. It’s easy to forget that bit
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about only keeping what we have by giving it away but it’s the
central reason NA works. When I hear newcomers share I get
to remember why I don’t want to use. When they hear me share
(apart from falling asleep) they get to hear that it’s possible to get
and stay clean. It’s a win-win situation.
One of the best things about NA is that we get to do it our own
way. We work out what is the program that works for us and keeps
us clean and we don’t all have to be copies of each other. But
some things are suggested for a reason and even if, as we get
more clean time, we don’t do them as much, I think we need to
keep doing them. We need to keep showing the newcomer that
NA works and to share how we did it in the hope that it will help
someone else. And in return we OCMs get to hang on to our vastly
improved lives and remember that “we need never return to the
horrors of active addiction”. Because they are horrors and if you
think otherwise then it’s time to go to a meeting.
Caroline M. - Canberra
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My Story of Service
When I was young, my life was a shambles. Drugs made me into
a walking disaster area and everything I touched turned to ruin.
I failed at school, I failed at work and I failed in every relationship I attempted. Through lies deceit and betrayal I hurt everyone around me. I took from them all and returned them nothing. I
couldn’t have cared less about the consequences of my actions
and I had no empathy for those I hurt or the destruction I wrought
in their lives. I was almost a sociopath.
When I got to NA, I wasn’t very good at listening, and I wasn’t very
good at caring, but over time, both these things were planted in
me like seeds and began to grow. At some point I was told that I
had enough time up now and should be put to work for NA. It was
a novel idea – work! I did my first bit of service at the Wednesday
night meeting in my home town and I have had an NA job ever
since in one form or another. I believe strongly in always holding a
position and suggest to all my sponsees they do the same.
The ability to care took a bit longer and for many years I was shut
down emotionally, frozen, as Madonna would say. But one night,
some years into my recovery a sponsee picked up unexpectedly.
I was very upset and wanted to say everything right. I was worried that I wouldn’t have what this person needed to get back on
the path. After I hung up the phone, it struck me that I genuinely
cared about whether this person got clean or not. I had evolved in
recovery enough to change on the inside.
As I began to thaw out, I realised that my whole life had revolved
around drugs, whether it was using them or whether it was about
not using them, me, my parents, my siblings, my friends, my studies, my career, my whole path in life looked like it had a purpose.
So I stopped being random and began focusing on what mattered to me. People being able to get off drugs and stay off drugs
seemed to always really matter. I decided to deepen my commitment to NA, which I guess is an act of turning over my will and
my life.
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I decided to serve. Consciously, thoughtfully with well placed effort. I looked at my own skills and try to use them where they
are needed. I asked people I respected what I should do and followed their suggestions. I have a purpose in this world, whether
I feel good or not, whether I care or not – I serve – NA. Narcotics
Anonymous has given me the opportunity to live, so in return I
give back.

The Drift Away
It’s been going on since the beginning – “the drift
away” - you see them less and less at meetings,
or you go less and less, which ever the case may
be. The mind of the drifter begins to wander,
questioning the very things that have been keeping them well – the disease kicks in because the
amount of meetings is too low to medicate the
illness. Discomfort arises because they haven’t
been much lately and when they do the whole
thing seems a little hostile and gossipy and maybe doing something else would be easier tonight.
Do I really need this many meetings anyway? The
less you go the less you want to go. Always seems
to be a pretty good reason not to, even if it’s just
TV and the comforts of home.
The mind of the drifter transforms. Life becomes frustrating, but instead of blaming life,
then doing more meetings to adjust their own
attitude, they do less. They start to think they
don’t need meetings, even though they are the
very thing that has been keeping them afloat.
The longer they stay away, the more uncomfortable it is to walk back through that door,
even though the crowd there is definitely waiting with hope that you will. (If you are reading
this and thinking… “AS IF…”, then you are probably a drifter).
We need to address our faulty thinking and the
way we do this is by attending meetings. It is no
wonder that the time we begin to question the
program is when we haven’t been working it.
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Do you…

Mobile Phones
in meetings
The recovering addicts new obsession

1. Keep your Mobile phone on during the meeting?
2. Put it on vibrate, but when you get a call pick it up and say “I’m
in a meeting”?
3. When someone calls, you open the phone, jump up during the
meeting and start talking as you are walking to the back of the
meeting or outside?
4. Do you, text or e-mail from your phone during the meeting?
5. Do you keep your blue tooth or ear piece on during the meeting?
6. Do you listen/ read your messages during the meeting?
7. Do you become defensive and respond negatively when someone pulls you up on phone use during the meeting?
8. Keep your Mobile phone in your hand as if it was attached to
your arm?
The question is WHY? Addicts are becoming bold, blatant and
ostentatious with their Mobile phone behaviour in meetings. When
did the Mobile phone become so important during the meeting?
When I was new, I had a pager. An experienced member told me
that I should turn the pager off and focus on the meeting. For 90
minutes, nothing else was more important. I tried to rationalize
that I had a young son that I had to monitor and I had to keep it on,
“Just in case”. Then when I got a job and was stealing time, I felt
that my supervisor might call. What justifications I had. The truth is
that the disease of addiction will utilise anything to divert us from
listening in meetings. I was told that there is a difference between
going to a meeting and making a meeting. Going to a meeting
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requires simple attendance but making a meeting means that I
am emotionally and mentally involved, that I am listening with my
ears, my heart and my spirit. I am totally enthralled in the process
with all of my faculties tuned into the moment.
The job of the disease is to make everything else priority and minimize the art or gift of listening. Another point is this, we respect
places of worship, jobs, classrooms, court rooms much more than
we respect our meetings. The place that has kept us clean, we
dishonour by using the phone while something is being read or
shared.
You say that you are not obsessed with the phone, well here is
how you can tell. Make a decision to turn your phone completely
off before coming to the meeting and don’t touch it until the meeting is over. If you feel uncomfortable or experience some anxiety,
then you know that there is something wrong. Monitor your feelings when you decide to turn your phone off during the meeting. The other thing to consider is the newcomer that is modelling
behaviour. Is it okay to talk on the phone during the meeting? I
guarantee that 99.9% of the time, no call is important enough to
disrupt what is happening in the meeting.
You may feel that it is okay to do what you do with your phone in
meetings but take a good look at it: complacency begins when
other things become more important than the meeting.
Lester O
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Like Many Addicts
Like many addicts, I grew up in a family that was dysfunctional. If
I wasn’t spending time in an institution then I was growing up with
my sibling and step-siblings constantly fighting. We would shout
obscenities; throw heavy or sharp objects at each other, whatever
was close at hand. If you weren’t being thrown though a window,
then you were voluntarily smashing it. Meanwhile we were all dipping into my mother’s purse. If one of the family members weren’t
calling the police, then the neighbours were, or they would surround the house looking for one of us with a warrant. If my stepfather wasn’t hiding in the roof, he was trying to take his own life,
and if my mother wasn’t throwing him out, then she was throwing
out one of us kids. So it was no wonder that my brothers both went
to prison for armed robbery and I ended up on the game. I’ve been
clean for three and a half years now and in my early recovery, I really wanted to be the good daughter. I would go back to and spend
time with the family and try to twelve step them. The problem is
I am on a different path now and I can’t communicate with them,
maybe I never really could. I spent last Christmas with them, fighting, screaming and crying, just like old times.
I can’t handle that sort of pressure any more. My life style has
completely changed. Sitting at Christmas dinner I was contemplating having a drink of wine and getting smashed. I had the wine in
my hand sniffing it. I didn’t drink it. I am not going to throw my recovery away just because I feel stressed out. I am powerless over
what my family chooses to do with their lives. If one of them comes
to me and wants to know about NA, I’ll direct them there. But until
then I have decided I am happy to keep my distance. I have told
my mother I won’t be coming for Christmas this year. If she wants
to see me, she can come and see me on my terms.
Sooner or later, I had to face facts, let go and let God, for my recovery’s sake.
Cheryl B. - Victoria
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Another Night of Hell
I am 35 years old, in my 15th year of addiction, coming to the end
of my free-basing years. This is a drug I have been very passionate about for a long time. I always thought a wealthy person or a
dealer were the only people that could afford to do it. Being the latter, I had been dealing for a number of years now with some success, but mostly failures. I dealt with things as they came along, as
best I could. I thought it would last forever, the good times and the
pain, but when the drugs didn’t kill the pain anymore, I just didn’t
know what to do.
Here is a typical day/night in my own personal insanity and hell
with the drugs not working. It’s 4pm, I am just waking up, groggy,
unbalanced, disoriented, not quite sure where I am. It takes me
half an hour to work out exactly what’s going on. As everything
starts to become clearer, I realise it’s just been another night of
freebasing and rohyies. I say to myself, “F@$#, how many deals
did I use, how many deals do I need to sell today and most importantly, do I have enough for myself tonight”. I say to myself again,
“f&#@ it, leave the phone off and deal with the consequences
another day.
I give myself 2 hours off any type of drugs, and decide to watch a
bit of TV, and maybe something to eat.
6pm comes and it’s time to start the preparation for the cook. I love
this part of the evening, I feel like I have a purpose. I feel special
because I think I’m good at this. I never showed anyone how to
cook cocaine. I liked it that way.
I get out all the ingredients, start to boil the water; my heart starts
to beat a little faster. The excitement is building, because I know
it’s only 20 minutes away before I get that first pipe. I’m very meticulous and my attention to detail is second to none. I feel like a
5 star chef in a fancy restaurant that needed to be seen and admired. But there was no crowd, just me and my drugs.
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It was almost ready; my excitement could hardly be contained.
Even though I had done this a thousand times before, that feeling
never went away. What I also knew was that after that first pipe,
it was all downhill from there. Even knowing what was in store for
me for the rest of the night, it had no bearing on me wanting that
first pipe.
The product is ready. I sit down, relax and start to fill my pipe. I
take my time with this and enjoy this moment of peace. I know the
next ten hours will be hell.
As I sit back on the couch, draw in the smoke, I start to feel wonderful, 3 drags and it’s finished. I say to myself, “that’s fantastic”,
and the feeling stays with me for a couple of minutes. But it’s not
enough. I want more. I need to feel even more fantastic. At this
moment, I forget that it doesn’t get better, just worse. I load the
pipe again and smoke it. Then as always, on cue, it all goes terribly wrong. I’m edgy, paranoid, anxious, nervous, and the couch
is not comfortable anymore. My mind starts racing and working
overtime. I’m thinking, “what the fuck is going on here”? But this is
just the start – my descent into madness.
Time quickens. It drives me crazy. The hours tick over like minutes, pipe after pipe after pipe. I have already smoked 3 grams. I
need to think about cooking more very soon. Night time has set in
now. The streets are quiet, but the voices and noises in my head
are so loud. They feel so real. It sounds like there’s a party going
on next door, but there is no next-door. I check the streets. Nobody
is there. I don’t understand. I am very confused. I start to go crosseyed. This is not good, because I need to cook more.
The cook is done with a great deal of difficulty. I don’t feel like a 5
star chef anymore. The cook is finished and I go to the bedroom,
where a whole new type of madness is about to happen. It’s very
difficult to see now. Loading a pipe becomes a painstaking operation. I use a hand to cover one eye, so I can see. But that’s no
good I need two hands. The noises in my head are very loud now,
almost unbearable. I check outside again, nobody there, I would
do this many times through the night.
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I grab my pillow and a belt, wrap the pillow around my head and
fasten it with the belt. I bring the belt down on an angle and cover
one eye. I can see now. The voices are still there but I feel like I
have helped the situation. I am now able to fill a pipe, which gives
me some sort of relief. By this time I can see the light coming into
my room. I check all the gaffer tape from the previous nights. I do
not want to see any glimmer of light in my bedroom.
I know relief is not far away, for I have my trusted rohyies with me.
They always knock me out, but for some reason I did not take
them till I was well and truly fucked. That would be around 6am.I
would remove my pillow from my head and take my pills and go to
sleep, relief at last until tomorrow.
My addiction did not end there. I still had another 5 years to go.
My disease took me on an intravenous heroin journey in which I
experienced many more rock bottoms.
I’m now 44 years old and have been clean for 3 years. NA has allowed me a second chance at life. Something I thought was never
going to happen. I always thought relief was found in drugs, but I
know now it’s in the NA rooms and the steps.
Scott R. - Byron Bay
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The Living Clean Project
The 2008 World Service Conference approved a project for a
book-length piece of recovery literature with the working title Living Clean. This book will cover a collection of issues we deal with
in recovery including topics that have been prioritized in literature
surveys going back to 1999, such as grief, relationships, spirituality, and parenting. We have begun work on this book and news
about the project will be posted on the world website as it is available.
“More Will Be Revealed,” the Basic Text tells us - and more has
been revealed in the lives of countless addicts around the world
in the twenty-five years since our text was published. “Hopeless
living problems have become joyously changed. Our disease has
been arrested, and now anything is possible,” it goes on. Inspiring
words, to be sure, but what exactly does that mean for you? This
is the question with which we begin our newest literature project,
Living Clean - The Journey Continues.
As we live the program we find that dreams really do come true.
We also find that we struggle sometimes with real-life problems
we may never have expected. Who among us expected to get
old? (For that matter, many of us never meant to grow up at all.)
How have we dealt with a loved one struggling with addiction?
How have we dealt with material or financial success (or ruin)?
We could go on and on. You know the particular challenges you’ve
grown through - and we want to hear about them.
The same principles that got us clean continue to be the tools that
help us live happy, productive lives as we stay clean through all
kinds of life events. But we may struggle sometimes in knowing
how to apply those tools, or even in believing that they are still
relevant to us.
Our vision for Living Clean - The Journey Continues is that it will
be a book for all of us as we grow in recovery. We want to collect
our experience as a fellowship in dealing with the very human
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challenges that make up our lives, and the very particular ways
our addiction - and our recovery - lead us to respond and grow.
To realize this vision, we need you. We invite you to share your
experience in recovery. Tell us about the times when life threw you
a curve - good or bad - and NA gave you the tools to respond to it.
Tell us about finding the passion - or being graced with it - to make
NA a way of life for you. Tell us about the night the newcomer in
your home group said the words that changed your recovery. We
want to hear about it.
In the twenty-five years since the Basic Text came out, without
question, More Has Been Revealed. Miracles have happened in
all our lives. We have grown. And we have learned. Please join us
in bringing together our collective experience and wisdom, so we
can learn from each other and share what we’ve learned with the
members we haven’t met yet.
We’ve included some questions to get you started. You can answer them online at:
http://www.na.org/conference/LC/index.htm

or email your responses to worldboard@na.org, or you can write
down your answers and send them to us (NAWS, Living Clean;
PO Box 9999; Van Nuys, CA 91409 USA). You can answer the
questions alone or with your home group, friends, committee, or
sponsees. Interview an oldtimer. Ask the guys smoking outside
the NA dance to tell you the best thing they’ve heard at a meeting.
But please - take some time to tell us what rocks your recovery.
Pass this on. If you got this as an email, please forward it. If you
received a paper copy of this announcement, make more copies.
Announce it at meetings. Take it to area. Tell your friends. Pass
the word - and send it in. We’re waiting to hear from you.
The questions that follow are a guide to get you started, but don’t
let them limit you - if you have a story you want to tell us, or a
great line you want to share, by all means include it. You can answer these directly by going to the www.na.org or use them as a
guide
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Turning points
Think about a time when it didn’t seem to make sense to stay
in NA. What made you re-commit? What did someone say that
clicked? What happened that made going to meetings, or working
a program, feel meaningful again? How did another addict get in
when your walls were up?
Overcoming obstacles
What obstacles along the path have you overcome? What warnings would you caution others about in recovery? What was the
closest call to a relapse you encountered?
Growing in recovery
Tell us about the things you’ve heard, or experiences you’ve had,
that have stuck with you throughout your recovery. What are the
experiences that deepened your recovery? What gems have you
heard shared that made an old message seem new? What lessons have you learned in recovery that changed your perspective
and caused you to appreciate your recovery on a deeper level?

Emotional Maturity
I recall hearing a guy say that he didn’t have a happy childhood
but he had a long one, and could identify with that.
Changes have come so slowly in my recovery that I don’t feel all
that different than when I was a newcomer, but the world and the
rest of the people in it if have gotten a lot nicer over the years and
reality has become something I have no problems with accepting
and adjusting to a day at a time.
I have gotten out of the centre of the universe and just handle what
comes my way as it comes along. I have found some worth
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while things to do and am no longer very concerned about my own
interests or how I am feeling. I’ve found that happiness comes
when I no longer care if I’m happy.
When I start to feel upset or uncomfortable about something now,
I tend to look at my attitudes and find that they are not as rational,
practical or positive as they could be. Reality has become a refuge
rather than a threat. I can now sustain gratitude and not just take
things for granted.
I guess I live a lot of my life through habit now, mostly good ones
that are pretty easy to maintain. When things don’t happen as I
might expect, that just adds a bit of spice to life.
Life now seems almost too good to be true, but I accept that it is.
Devonport, Tasmania, where I live, seems like paradise to me and
I have come to realise that, if my attitudes and outlook on life are
really positive and sane, and I am leading a good and sober life,
most places on earth might well seem that way to me now.
I once thought that being happy and content on an almost continual basis was impossible on this earth, but this has come true
for me in the last few years.
There are a lot of aspects of life where we all eventually go over
the hill, but this is not the case for developing emotional maturity,
and other aspects of spiritual growth where there seems to not be
a limit. I used to think that I wouldn’t want to be 100% sane as I
rather enjoy my quirks, but now think it would be rather nice. But I
guess we will always be “all here because we are not all there.”
Jim - Tasmania
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On the Occasion of
Bali’s NA Convention
He was here for the NA convention but right now he was lounging by the pool. Beyond the fence touts were doing their stuff.
He was amazed how they seemed so good-natured about their
lot. It must be a dud job. He knew they got the odd windfall but
mostly it’d be a series of dull disappointments. He watched one
guy working on a middle-aged German. From behind, the kid
looked different. As the slight figure turned, there was that familiar look; those brown-sugar eyes, that distracted hunger.
The old feelings rose, taking him away from Bali and back over
the years. Junkies – can’t trust em. He hated thinking that even though it was kind of true. He wondered if it would ever
apply to him again. It might if he slipped back into his old ways.
Backslidin’ those blues songs called it. He liked that word – a
lot cooler than relapse.
He reassured himself that these days his circumstances were
different. All things considered, he figured he was OK, more
dependable than most people, and pretty much happy. But it
hadn’t always been like that; he had been a real loser way back
then. Not a 100% bad guy– just a sort of sad clown.
But because of a miracle, he was out. Out of something he
never even really knew he was in - a loop of endless gnawing
that never seemed to go away. He thought about this for a bit
and decided that ‘endless’ wasn’t an exaggeration. Exaggeration was something he was working on. For him it was natural to
stretch the truth. It came so easily. Funnily enough, in the end it
wasn’t lying to other people that had been the real problem – it
was how long he was able to kid himself.
Before he got clean, every day had revolved around the same
deal. Things changed slightly from time to time - but the little
shifts were never really more than variations on a theme. Getting high and trying to stay that way about summed it up. It was
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never simple though, and the way he thought about his life was
always elaborately window-dressed. Not conscious fabrication
– more a self-preservation thing, a device to hide how lame it
all was.
He whined a lot. Drama, misfortune and bad luck back-grounded everything he talked about. In fact his histrionics only ever
let up long enough for him to mix up a taste and get it away.
Once that was done he would either talk the quality up, or down
depending on what he was trying to achieve. For some reason,
he could never play anything straight, never be honest – never.
For him getting wrecked was more than a job, it was like a calling.
He was continually playing people off against each other. There
was always some scam. And he was a lousy grifter because
basically he hated people. Conning them was hard work. He
took no joy from any of it. All he really wanted was to be left
alone, to sit at his kitchen table or nod off in front of the TV. He
could still see it in his minds eye - the horizontal hold always
playing up when there was something good on.
Back in the dreamtime he’d ping-ponged around Asia for a bit.
He’d smuggled hash and heroin across borders and mostly got
away with it. The embroidered memory was that he’d been an
undercover business man, a jetsetter with a flair for deception.
Really he’d been a little smart ass sneaking past disinterested
customs agents - a mule whose career highlight had been a
bit of low level freelancing. Anyone on the ball job would have
picked him in a flash.
However, given an audience and the right state of mind he used
to tell stories about the good old days that sounded almost plausible. But over time, his international man of mystery story got
pathetic. He barely bought it himself, especially towards the
end with his sunken cheeks, stubborn acne and bad teeth.

21

Things were very boring. There was lots of hanging out, plenty
of bad days, and then the overdoses, eventually a long-term
methadone program. Lining up to get dosed, pissing in cups,
the obsequious fawning he’d turn on for the doctor. He embarrassed himself remembering what a crawler he’d become
during that methadone chapter. For years he’d spent energy
trying to hustle and impress dispensing nurses who never believed a word he said.
Of course he told himself things were looking up when he transferred to a chemist complete with an arrangement for weekend
takeaways. His weekday visits to the dispensary were timed
for when the pub opened. He’d drop in for a schooner and a
cigarette on the way home, dawdling so there wasn’t too long
to wait before the midday movie. Back on the lounge and he’d
nod off for a bit. And that was pretty much it.
He couldn’t do anything without figuring out the methadone
issues and the recurring problems of the dole office. He would
occasionally entertain a trip away maybe a bit of fruit-picking
but nothing ever panned out. He consoled himself with the
graffiti on a wall where he picked up: Consume, be silent and
die.
Against one wall of his bedroom was his bookshelf. There
were rows of battered paperbacks, predictable titles; an introduction to Marxism, a few poetry anthologies; Kerouac,
Bukowski, Carver, Shakespeare, some novels, a selection
of miscellaneous textbooks and a big Collins dictionary that
he’d swapped for a Thai stick. Most of the books were second
hand - left-overs from misfired university and TAFE courses
he’d signed up for and then ditched before they got going. He
once had explanations for why these courses hadn’t worked
out but in the end he just consoled himself with the looking at
the books.
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Sitting in his flat, mould and tobacco lingering in the hallway,
he lived with the dream that he would one day get organized.
He never did. Instead he concentrated on videos, methadone,
an occasional shot of speed, and relationship breakdowns.
There was always a girl and she was always messed up. He
used to twist his earlobe in an effort to remember the name
of that girl from Melbourne. It wouldn’t come and it bothered
him. He could see her pretty face though - wonder how she
had finished up?
A few loud protests brought him back to the present. Over on
the beach, Sugar’s thing was starting to sour. He’d overplayed
his hand. Fat German guy was pulling back. Poor Sugar-Eyes.
Whatever his angle, it wasn’t working.
He drained his juice and clinked the ice cubes a little. He
sighed and considered his options. Beach, eat, sleep, maybe
a meeting. He marveled how he no longer used drugs, how he
was a member of NA, about the nature of his life. Amazing. All
it had taken was a little bit of letting go and a little bit of effort.
Turned out there’d been nothing much to hang on to anyway.
From the corner of his eye he could see Sugar Eyes waving at
him through the fence. He smiled politely, got up and headed
for the pool. And as he slipped into the warm blue, he couldn’t
help but be delighted by the silkiness of the water and how
good it all felt.
Mark C. - Sydney
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One Easter Sunday
One Easter Sunday, I woke up in a strange bed, in a strange room,
in a strange house. I was naked and I was alone. Not anything out
of the ordinary. I decided to get up and have a look around, see
where I’d landed this time. I looked for my clothes but couldn’t see
them (again, nothing out of the ordinary here) so I decided to just
lie there and wait. After a while, some guy came in and said, “I’m
sorry, but you’re gonna have to leave now.” I just shrugged and
said, “Um, ok, can I get my clothes please?” To which he replied,
“You weren’t wearing any when you arrived.”
Apparently, I’d landed on the doorstep at 3am, completely naked,
looking for a place to sleep and he and his wife had taken pity on
me and let me in. I had absolutely no memory of anything that
happened after starting to leave the club with some guy the night
before. They lent me a bathrobe to wear while the wife took me
around to knock on the doors of all the other apartments in the
building. At each door when someone answered she would point
to me and say, “Do you recognise this guy?” The responses were
all either “No” or a look that suggested I might have knocked on
their door at 3am too, with the end result being that I belonged to
no-one.
She took me back to her apartment and asked me what I wanted to
do next, with some slight pressure to move on as they had family
commitments, it being Easter and all. After first establishing what
suburb I was in I rang a friend who lived nearby to bring some
spare clothes over. While we waited for her we decided to go and
check the three apartments who hadn’t answered. At the very last
one, the boy who answered cried out (with what I took to be relief),
“There you are!”
He took me back in and we worked out that I’d gotten up to go to
the toilet in the night, used the wrong door and ended up in the
foyer of the building. When the door locked behind me I’d gone and
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peed in a pot-plant and then couldn’t remember which door I’d come
from. With everything sorted out we then had sex, went out to lunch
and with such an auspicious beginning, started a relationship that
lasted all of two weeks.
Everything that happened that night seemed like the most normal
thing in the world to me. At no point did I ask myself how this could
have happened. At no point did it register that this kind of thing didn’t
happen to most people and shouldn’t really be happening to me. I
took the whole thing in as just another night out.
That’s just one story out of a long list of ridiculous things that happened to me when I was using that I just accepted as normal. My
life’s not like that today. My idea of what’s normal has completely
changed. Today, when I wake up in the morning, I know exactly
where I am. I don’t have to go knocking on doors to find out if someone recognises me. If I’m naked, I know that I arrived at the house
wearing clothes, and that the clothes I took off are on the floor of the
room I’m sleeping in. And I know that if I get up to go to the toilet in
the middle of the night, I’m going to be able to make my way back to
bed without getting lost.
These might sound like small things, but to me they’re huge because they represent how much I’ve changed since coming to Narcotics Anonymous and starting to work this programme. They’re
symbols of the respect I now have for myself and the care I take of
myself and the dignity with which I now carry myself. All things that
I’ve learnt at NA and all things I now cherish. That’s why I love this
fellowship. I haven’t just learnt how to not use drugs here, I’ve also
learnt how to love and care for myself and they’re two of the greatest
gifts I’ve ever been given.
Owen O. - Byron Bay
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The Greater Western Sydney Area Invites you to attend...

HIGHER POWERED 09
The Sydney Western Area Convention
@ Parramatta Town hall
April 3rd-4th 2009
Stay tuned more will be revealed...
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