
I was scared, afraid that dark forces were out to get me.  Huddled up on my bed, I cried as I scanned the shadows for the 

slightest hint of movement. And then, as the first rays of bright sun poked through the dusty, closed Venetian blinds hanging in 

my bedroom window, I had a revelation, a true spiritual epiphany. It was me. I was the dark force…and I needed to be stopped 

if I was to survive. 

 

I heard my mother rustle to life from her room across the hall from mine and knew what I had to do. It took every once of      

willpower and courage I had left to call her name. My voice was small and cracking.  She entered my bedroom still dressed in 

her nightgown. “Ed, what is it?” Her voice was fearful.  “Mom, I need help. I’m…I’m hooked on cocaine and booze. I can’t stop 

and I don’t know what to do. I need you to help me. Please help me.” 

 

There was a long pause. I looked into her eyes as if I was a small child who had skinned my knee. I needed her.  “Stay right 

there,” she finally said, softly.  She turned, leaving me sitting on my bed still dazed from last night’s heavy using.  I heard her 

open one of her dresser drawers. It sounded like she was rummaging around for something. For what, I had no idea.   

 

My mother returned holding something in her hands.  “Here, I want you to have these,” she said.  I held out my hands and took 

possession of a large unfamiliar coin and a small red leather bound book.  “These were your grandfather’s. Look at them.”  I did 

as I was told. The book was the New Testament. On the inside an inscription read “To Ed, Rejoice!” I was named after him and 

he had passed away when I was ten years old. I idolized him.  The inscription was dated 1977, the year I was born.  Choked 

up, I looked at the coin. 

 

The coin was a seven years of sobriety marker from Alcoholics Anonymous. There was an inscription on one side reading, “To 

Thine Own Self Be True.”  I looked up to my mother who at this point had started to cry.  “Your grandfather got sober when you 

were born,” she said.  “He did it for you.”  I felt tears forming in my eyes. She went on. “You keep this coin and you return the 

favor. You need to help yourself, Ed. No one else can do it for you.” 

 

One year later I was as far from that dark smelly bedroom in Philadelphia as I could be. Standing in front of a podium facing 

over three hundred people, I addressed the crowd assembled on a hot, sticky Monday night in Hollywood, California.  “My 

name is Ed and I am an addict.”  “Hi Ed!” was the audience’s reply.  I recounted for the crowd the tale of the coin.  And then, I 

looked down at my mother seated in the front row. Her face was beaming.  “Mom, I’ve waited a whole year to say this to you.  

You gave me something and told me I needed to help myself.  Now tonight, I want to thank you for helping me become my own 

man. If it wasn’t for your love and support, I wouldn’t be able to give you this.”  

 

I dug in my pocket and retrieved a shimmering silver one year Narcotics Anonymous coin, my first. As I left the podium to hand 

the coin to my mother, the audience erupted into joyous applause that thundered through the darkened auditorium.  Staring 

into my mom’s eyes I saw a familiar look.  It was the same one I had seen exactly a year before: one of love. This, my first year 

of recovery, was for my mom. The years to come are for me, one day at a time. 

 
Ed M. 



My Disease is Always with Me! 
The sun is shining. I feel good. I'm having a great morning and I'm feeling very confident about myself and my 

new found life in recovery. Then I see "her." The girl in the parking lot who is rummaging through clothes in a 

suitcase in the back of her car. Their car is her home. Her few possessions in that suitcase are all she has. Her 

clothes are baggy and dirty, her hair is a mess, yet somehow she managed to apply some make-up to her    

blemished face. This girl is sick and tired, but she cannot stop. This girl is an addict with a habit, bigger than 

she is. This girl is me. 

My first thought when I see her, is "thank God" I don't have to 

live like that anymore! If not for the grace of God, there go I! 

I drive away, leaving the thought of the girl and my old life       

behind. Five minutes down the road, listen­ing to "Bad to the 

Bone", thinking I'm all cool, my head (disease) tells me ... "Yeah, 

it sure would be nice to use, wouldn't it? I wouldn't have to feel 

anything, deal with nothing. That girl's pants were so baggy and 

I want to be skinny again. Yep, a nice little run would do it. It 

wasn't that bad out there!" 

 

I'm a sick pup. I have this disease that always wants me back. It 

doesn't care if I've been clean a few years. It lies to me and it will 

con me right back to the streets, prison or death if I let it. Thank 

God I know I have choices today. Thank God I admit I'm          

powerless over my addiction and that my life is unmanageable. 

Thanks to my H.P. for giving me my life back through Narcotics 

Anonymous. I never have to be like the girl I saw today in the 

parking lot, if I don't choose to. The "disease" of addiction may 

always try to get me, only thanks to N.A.; I know it's a deceiver, 

liar, cheat and killer! So "just for today" I'll stick to my recovery 

and stick it to my disease. 

 
  —Anonymous 

LIVING vs. SURVIVING 

After having been around the rooms and working my program for a few years, it has become apparent to me 

that there is a pretty big difference between living and surviving today. It seems like surviving, also known as 

getting by, is very dissatisfying on a spiritual level. When I was using, especially at the end, my days were 

mere survival. I used to not feel. I used to disconnect from others and any kind of spirituality. I used to stay in 

my own world, with my own rules and the illusion of control regardless of the expense. That's what I always 

did, and I really didn't know a better way. 

 

Since getting clean, I have started reaching out to others and to spirituality. The path of my recovery has 

shown me that there is much more fulfillment in living life as an active participant than "getting by". Yeah, we 

say that getting through another day without using is enough, but the story behind the story is that we learn 

and grow during that one day clean. We may not like it, it may not be pleasant, but we do learn and grow. 

 

What I am beginning to see more and more every day is that I have certain tasks now that I must do to stay in 

living and out of survival. Those include working my program, revealing myself to others, cultivating my    

spirituality, and experiencing the world as it is, with an open mind, looking always for new ways to grow. 

 

Eric S. 



My Mind Finally Opened 
 

“Don't quit before the miracle happens!" 

"There are no coincidences." 

"Any clean addict is a miracle." 

      I used to hear these things in meetings and 

they made no sense to me. I heard people share 

about God. My head would spin around. I spat on 

the floor. What did I care about God? How was 

God going to help me? How is prayer useful? I did 

not understand God or spirituality. My mind was 

closed. My non-existent faith played a huge role in 

my relapse. I am grateful to say that today that has 

changed. 

     When I came back, I hit such a huge spiritual   

bottom. I had to do something, so I turned my will 

and my life over to the care of NA. Left on my own, I 

would surely use. My faith grew slowly. I started to 

heal physically first. Mentally, I felt like I was         

lagging behind. Spiritually, I had nowhere to go 

but up. I started to see people differently. My 

mind finally started to open. My Higher Power had 

been talking to me the entire time. Finally I was          

listening. 

     You see, when I first got clean I did not have to 

take those suggestions that mentioned God or a 

Higher Power. I could do this myself. I found       

self-sufficiency is truly a lie. I had to be totally 

beaten before I would become willing. Now I see 

miracles in my life. I see miracles in other         

people’s lives. Faith has not removed my fear, but 

it has toned it down. Just a little. 

     I do pray now. I do see it as a useful tool. I 

feared God for a long time. I then realized that I 

should have been dead years ago. He was, in fact,     

looking out for me when I could not do it for      

myself. 

     Coincidences kept on happening. I started to 

trust people again. I finally admitted that there was 

a Higher Power. I also admitted I was not it. I had 

to stop playing God. Life is easier when I have 

faith. I don't want anyone to think I have a huge 

amount of faith. It changes day to day. Sometimes 

I have huge amounts of faith. Sometimes all I have 

is a little mustard seed. 

     I started to learn it is really not the quantity of 

faith a person has, but rather it is the quality of 

that faith. On some days my faith is simply that if I 

do not use, I will not get high. For me, "just for 

today" has been working, and for that I am truly 

grateful. 

 

Nancy D. 

Who Is An Addict? 
 
I am an addict, and I am powerless over my   
addiction.  The many and varied faces of         
addiction appear in all the facets of my life.    
Everything I "use" to “fix” the what "I feel" inside 
of me becomes my addiction. A different face for 
a different play. 
 
Drugs in the form of alcohol, PCP, toluene, 
heroin, weed, uppers, downers, and pills, 
produce dramatic changes in the way I “feel". 
These are obvious ways to fix me. Some aren't so 
easily noticed. Such as materialism, prestige, sex, 
power, food, and emotional drama. The list is 
long. And all the paths are the means to a 
dead end. 
 
As an addict, I am always searching for that 
certain “something”. Something to fill the void. That 
hole I "feel" in my soul. Is it genetic...or               
environmental? Maybe a little too much on the          
radiation side? An evolutionary mutant? Or am I just 
out of my mind? 
 
The questions don't really matter anymore.   
Whatever the "reasons", there is a solution. For me, 
as an addict, the solution is N.A. and its Twelve 
Steps of recovery. N.A. deals with addiction. No      
matter what face addiction wears; with the 
Twelve Steps, I can reclaim my life. With the 
Twelve Steps, addiction can be arrested and            
recovery  i s  then  possible.   

 
I am an addict and I believe.  
 
Raymond A. 



                          

Share the Wealth 
the heartbeat presents the    
experiences and opinions of 
individual members of Narcotics 
Anonymous. The articles you see 
in this newsletter are written by 
NA members like yourself.  You 
need not consider yourself a skilled 
writer.  You don’t have to know all 
the rules of grammar.  We have an 
editorial team whose job it is to 
take care of those details.  What we 
need is your unique perspective on 
the NA program.   Without it, we 
don’t have a message to carry. The 
articles and letters do not 
necessarily express the philosophy 
of  NA as a whole nor does 
publication imply endorsement by 
NA, the heartbeat,  or the 
Greater Los Angeles Area of 
Narco t i c s  Ano n ymo us . the 
h e a r t b e a t  a s s u me s  n o 
responsibility to return submitted 
material and does not guarantee 
that submissions will be published. 
the heartbeat reserves the right 
to edit any material submitted in 
accordance with our review policy.  
The policy includes but not limited 
to:  

Articles should be no longer 
than one page handwritten or 
typed. 
Use of NA language of 
recovery.                                                                                            
No profanity  
No personal attacks directed  
towards NA members or NA as 
a whole.           

Submit articles to:     
 

the heartbeat     
P.O. Box 512431 

Los Angeles, CA  90051  
 

E-Mail: 
naheartbeat@pacbell.net                                                                                                                   

 
Greater La  Web Site: 

www.LArecovery.org 
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