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Our mission is to provide each member with recovery and service information, as well as recovery - related 
entertainment. In keeping with this mission, the Committee is dedicated to providing a Newsletter which is 
full of articles and features written by members from around our area, as well as current service and        
convention information. Most of all, the Newsletter is dedicated to the celebration of our message of recovery
-- "that an addict, any addict can stop using drugs, lose their desire to use, and find a new way to live."  

We attend meetings and make ourselves visible and 
available to serve the Fellowship. We give freely and 

gratefully of our time, service, and what we have found 
here. The service we speak of in Narcotics Anonymous is 

the primary purpose of our groups. Service work is 
carrying the message to the addict who still suffers. The 

more eagerly we wade in and work, 
 the richer our spiritual Awakening will be . 

 

Basic Text, 
Step Twelve 

 

had I not been allowed back 

to NA,   I am certain I would 

be deadé where else could I 

have gone?  

Thank you to that 

man who carried the message 

of recovery to me that day. I 

am eternally grateful to NA 

and its members for showing 

me a new way to live, for 

loving me without condition, 

and for telling me to keep 

coming back, no matter what.                          

~ Anonymous 

I 

was fourteen 

days clean for the first time in 

my life, and that weekend  

was blessed to have a Chi-

nook Area Convention hap-

pen. At the time money was 

still a huge trigger, so I 

brought only enough with me 

for a basic package ticket and 
a coffee.             When I 

arrived at the registration 

table and shared I was new, 

someone gave me a ticket.  

That night was incredible. I 

heard a woman with more 

than 20 years clean share her 

story. I met a ton of people in 

the fellowship. I laughed, and 

cried, and laughed some 

more. 
 At the end of the 

night I gave a girl a ride home, 

still with the $40 in my 

pocket, and after I dropped 

her off I really wanted to use. 

I played out the insane tape of 

rationalizing and justifying, but 

I didnõt use because I desper-

ately wanted to go back to 

the convention for Saturday.  
Being a person who 

always gave up on myself, and 

lived with conditions from 

myself and others, it was a 

given in my own mind that if I 

used I couldnõt go back. 

The next morning, I 

wanted to share with anyone 

who would listen that I had 

wanted to use and didnõt. In 

the line up for coffee I shared 

with a man what happened 

the night before.  

 

 

He stopped me mid 

sentence and said òI am really 

glad that you didnõt use, but if 

you would have you could 

have come back. You can 

always come back.ó   It was 

the first time in my life that I 

received such unconditional 

acceptance and love. 

  I credit that mem-

ber with saving my life be-

cause, unfortunately, I didnõt 

stay clean and                     
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INSIDE THIS  

ISSUE: 

 

Simply puté. 

 

ONE DISEASE  

ONE PROGRAM  

 

  é.Narcotics Anonymous 

CALGARY, ALBERTA  (403) 569-3427 
 

LETHBRIDGE, ALBERTA: (403) 795-5236 
 

MEDICINE HAT, ALBERTA: (403) 979-2440 
 

AL-SASK REGIONAL TOLL-FREE HELPLINE: 1-877-463-3537 

http://www.anonymousspace.com/displayimage.php?album=search&cat=0&pos=-1092
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The woman chairing a meeting called on a younger 

member to share.  

 
The younger member replied. "Oh, I've been having a 

terrible day. I wasn't able to get centered. I've felt 

alienated and disconnected all day long. My child 

within has been feeling deprived and rebellious. I just 

wasn't self actualized at all today."  

 
An old timer who was hard of hearing leaned over 

and whispered to a long time friend, "What did that 

guy just say?"  

 
The friend replied, "He said, he's hungry, angry, 

lonely and tired."  

A B Cs of  

 Recovery  

 

A  is for attitude, positive is good. 
B is for behavior, change it we 

should. 
C is for changes, in our lives we will 

make 
D is for determination, we know it 

will take 

E is for effort, recovery will need 
F is for faith, growing stronger in-

deed 

G is for Good Orderly Direction 

H is for hope, a feeling to love 

I is for involved, in groups that care 

In knowing theyõre there 

J is for joy 
K is for killing, òthis disease wants us 

deadó 

L is for life, weõre living instead 

M is for meditation, done every day 
N  is for ònewcomeró, letõs show him 

the way 
O  is for opportunities, in recovery 

theyõre great 

P is for patience, learning to wait 

Q is for quest, for serenity weõll find 

R is for recovery, first in our mind 

S is for simple, keep it we must 
T is for training, from people we 

trust 

U  is for up, the direction to go 

V is for victory, weõll gain as we grow 
W  is for willingness, to make our 

wrongs right 
X  is for expectations, our 

goals are in sight 
Y is for yearning, for peace 

and harmony 
Z is for zenith, height at-

tained through recovery. 

Countdown to Recovery 

 

10 Addicts, all in a line. One got to thinking -- 

Then there were Nine. 

 

9 Addicts, one said, "Wait! A near beer can't hurt!" 

Then there were eight. 

 

8 Addicts, lookin' up to heaven. One cut out meetings -- 

Then there were seven. 

 

7 Addicts, doing service for kicks. One started grumbling --  

Then there were six. 

 

6 Addicts, glad to be alive. 'Til one gambled -- 

Then there were five. 

 

5 Addicts, greeters at the door. One played the Big Shot --  

Then there were four. 

 

4 Addicts, for fun and for free. One's case was "different" --  

Then there were three. 

 
3 Addicts, knowing what to do. One rewrote the Basic Text -

- 

Then there were two. 

 

2 Addicts, having some fun. One started lying -- 

Then there was one. 

 

1 Addict, talking to HP. "If only one is clean -- 

I'm glad that it's me!" 

  I know who you are. You are "X" 

who attends the ABC Meeting at the XYZ Club where addicts meet in Anywhere, Canada.  I saw you there 

the other night at the eight o'clock meeting. I don't know how long you've been clean, but I know you've 

been coming around for a while because you spoke to a lot of people who knew you. I wasn't one of them. 
 You don't know who I am. I wandered into your meeting place alone the other night, a stranger in a 

strange town. I got a cup of coffee, and sat down by myself. You didn't speak to me.  Oh, you saw me. You 

glanced my way, but you didn't recognize me, so you quickly averted your eyes and sought out a familiar 

face. I sat there through the meeting.  
        The topic was gratitude. You and your friends spoke about how much NA means to you. You 

talked about the camaraderie in your meeting place. You said how much the people there had helped you 

when you first came through the door - how they extended the hand of friendship to make you feel wel-

come, and asked you to come back. And I wondered where they had gone, those nice people who made 

your entrance so welcoming and so comfortable.  You talked about how the newcomer is the lifeblood of 

NA. I agree, but I didn't say so. In fact, I didn't share in your meeting,  the chairperson only called on those 

people in the room whom he knew.  
 So who am I? You don't know, because you didn't bother to find out. Although yours was a closed 

meeting, you didn't even ask if I belonged there.  It might have been my first meeting. I could have been full 

of fear and distrust, knowing NA wouldn't work any better than anything else I'd tried, and I would have left 

convinced that I was right. I might have been suicidal, grasping at one last straw, hoping someone would 

reach out and pull me from the pit of loathing and self-pity from which, by myself, I could find no escape.  I 

might have been a student with a tape recorder in my pocket, assigned to write a paper on how NA works 

- someone who shouldn't have been permitted to sit there at all but could have been directed to an open 

meeting to learn what I needed to know. Or I could have been sent by the courts, wanting to know more, 

but afraid to ask.  It happens that I was none of the above. I was just an ordinary addict with a few years of 

clean time in NA who was traveling and was in need of a meeting.  My only problem that night was that I'd 

been alone with my own mind too long. I just needed to touch base with my NA  family.  I know from past 

experience that I could have walked into your meeting place smiling, stuck out my hand to the first person I 

saw and said, "Hi. My name is - . I'm an addict from - ." If I'd felt like doing that, I probably would have been 

warmly welcomed. You would have asked me if I knew Old So-and-so from my province, or you might have 

shared a part of your using escapades that occurred in my part of the country. Why didn't I? I was hungry, 

lonely, and tired. The only thing missing was angry, but three out of four isn't a good place for me to be.  So 

I sat silently through your meeting, and when it was over I watched enviously as all of you gathered in small 

groups, talking to one another the same way we do in my hometown.  You and some of your friends were 

planning a meeting after the meeting at a nearby coffee shop. By this time I had been silent too long to reach 

out to you. I stopped by the bulletin board to read the notices there, kind of hanging around without being 

too obvious, hoping you might ask if I wanted to join you, but you didn't. 
  As I walked slowly across the parking lot to my car with the out-of-province license plates 

you looked my way again. Our eyes met briefly and I mustered a smile. Again, you looked away. I buckled 

my seat belt, started the car, and drove to the motel where I was staying.  As I lay in my bed waiting for 

sleep to come, I made a gratitude list. You were on it, along with your friends at the meeting place. I knew 

that you were there for me, and that I needed you far more than you needed me.  

I knew that if I had needed help, and had asked for it, you would have gladly given  it.  

But I wondered . . . what if I hadn't been able to ask?       I know who you are.       Do you remember me? 
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