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The purpose of this newsletter is to 
keep Seattle Area Narcotics Anony-
mous members informed of the events 
and happenings of the fellowship. 
Every attempt is made to adhere to 
NAWS guidelines and SASC guidelines 
for newsletters. The content contained 
herein expresses the views and knowl-
edge of its contributors, not NA as a 
whole. Please read this publication 
with that in mind.

“The therapeutic value of one addict helping another is without parallel.” 
This statement stands tall in my life. See, for this addict, it wasn’t public 

information, it wasn’t a “nudge from a judge,” nor was it hospitals and institu-
tions. On the contrary, it came from an addict who knew he couldn’t preach 
the program to me. He knew I had to walk my own path. You see, I knew this 
man when he was getting loaded. His values were my values – a man doesn’t 
show emotion, a man doesn’t ask for help; these were all signs of weakness. We 
also shared the concept of “handle your own business, whether good or bad.” 
Stand tall and never back down, regardless of the numbers. Either you give an 
ass whooping or get an ass whooping; whichever the result, you know you stood 
your ground. These were my tools for survival.

When he stepped into the rooms of Narcotics Anonymous, I didn’t see any 
change right away; see, I had experienced him trying to get clean before, and it 
never took. So I expected the same thing; yet this time, he chose to go to NA. 
Days passed by and he didn’t slip; his attitude might have been the same old 
dope fiend, but days rolled into to months, and months added up to a year. He 
started to tell me about this honesty he had found (“yeah, bullshit,” is what I 
thought), and he started to walk it. Stories I had heard years before had lost the 
exaggerations, boiling them right down to the truth. It was raw with no ro-
mance, which for me was ugly and not what I wanted to hear. We worked side 
by side during the early years of his journey in recovery, while I still dancing 
with the demons in my addiction. His life was changing for the better – talk of 
love, honesty, facing fears, and feelings. These conversations were like someone 
speaking to me in Chinese; I could not relate. So I did what any self-respecting 
addict still caught in active addiction would do. I ran!

“A geographic, that’s the life change for me!” A new place would fix it. While 
this man still continued down this path of recovery, he never let me get far 
enough away to not see how his life was changing. The loving relationship that 
was growing between him and his wife, how he put himself in the middle of this 
NA program. Time moved on. He started his own business, hiring only those 
that were clean and helping these men get a fresh start. I watch him start being 
of service to people without getting anything in return. Still I sat in the streets, 
dancing with my demons, watching his life as if it were a foreign film with no 
subtitles.

He smiled more and more, while I smiled less and less. He spoke of the gift 
of a bad situation, still I was dumbfounded not able to see any good in the bad in 

One Addict . . .
Helping Another

(Continued on page 3)

by Daniel S.
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Untitled
 by Shanna M.

Carrying my prison with me everywhere I go 
I’m not a victim I’m a volunteer 
I scream through these tears 
Scaling new walls that I’ve had down deep
Releasing the pain that they keep. 
Making this life a reality not just a dream 
No longer a prisoner of my mind I seek 
Each minute each day I get closer to the prize 
In these chairs I must stay if I want to stay alive

Message From the 
Activities Chair
 by Valentina T.

Hello, everyone! I had a lot of fun over the holiday 
weekend; the day was perfect for the annual Seattle 
Area NA Egg Hunt. The sun was out and all the kids, 
both big and small, had fun. I would like to thank all 
the people who showed up for the BBQ and the Egg 
Hunt. This event was for all of us, especially the kids, 
so thank you for making it fun. For me, the most fun 
was seeing all of your smiles that day.

I would like to thank all the ladies for their help, 
you all know who you are! I would also say a special 
thanks to “Charman” for holding down the fort while 
I was running around getting things done for the 
Egg Hunt. A big thank you to Sunday Starters for the 
gifts, the kids loved them. Thank you to Benito for the 
tamales, the adults really loved them!  And big thanks 
to my son, Brandon, his friend, RJ, and my nephew, 
Parker, for hiding and guarding the eggs for the kids. 
Thank you so much for your help. Thank you, Sean T., 
for being my muscle for the day; I don’t know how I 
could have done this without you!

Our next event is going to be the Relationship 
Workshop on Saturday, June 8th; location to be 
announced soon. If you would like to be involved with 
this event, would like your voice to be heard, or if you 
have any ideas for speakers or topics, show up for the 
Activities Committee meeting. You can call me any 
time (my # is on the back of the schedules) for info 
for all the meetings we’re going to have, in order to 
get ready for this event. I would love to see a member 
from each home group to represent their group at a 
few meetings. Remember, this is a WE program!

Thank you all for letting me be of service.

Love and Hugs,

Valentina T.
(Your Activities Chair)

Higher Power
 by Bill M. (submitted by Jon C.)

When the fog had finally lifted 
I was amazed what I could see 
I’d never felt like this before 
It feels wonderful to be free
I never realized how blind I was 
Living the way I had 
Recklessly I ran my life 
It’s true... life was bad
Then I found my Higher Power 
As he opened up my eyes 
He showed me how my life could be 
I was totally mesmerized
He’s always been there for me 
I just wouldn’t have believed 
My troubles could all be turned over to him 
So that I could be relieved
We all have our different problems 
Mine were drugs and alcohol 
Unless we turn it over to a Higher Power 
It’s almost certain we will fall
I’m grateful I got a second chance 
And want to pass the message along 
So you can read it if you’d like 
Or sing it in a song
There is no pain greater than God 
He’ll help to get you through 
Just don’t give up five minutes before 
God sends a miracle to you.
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Ross B. ........................ 04/04/82 (31 years)
Renee C. ..................... 04/03/88 (25 years)
Victor L. ..................... 05/25/89 (24 years)
Dallarie ...................... 05/11/91 (22 years)
Dave E. ....................... 04/09/97 (16 years)
Nader A. ..................... 03/29/98 (15 years)
Charlie ....................... 04/11/00 (13 years)
Norma C. ................... 05/20/00 (13 years)
Sarah C. ...................... 05/01/01 (12 years)
Jessylynn M. ............... 04/02/03 (10 years)
Sasha S. ...................... 04/17/04 (9 years)
Cindy W. .................... 04/17/05 (8 years)
Ray W. ........................ 04/17/05 (8 years)
Katie E. ....................... 04/30/05 (8 years)
Greg T. ....................... 05/18/05 (8 years)
Kelly G. ...................... 04/03/06 (7 years)
Robert V. .................... 04/08/08 (5 years)

Clean Time Birthdays

If you would like to have your NA birthday included in this publication, please email the Newsletter 
Coordinator at newsletter@seattlena.org. If you do not have access to a computer, feel free to call or text 
(206) 234-2125. The cutoff for the June/July issue is Sunday, May 26th. 

Shanna M. .................. 04/13/08 (5 years)
Angie P. ...................... 04/14/08 (5 years)
Dawn L. ...................... 05/17/08 (5 years)
Virág (V.) H................ 05/23/08 (5 years)
Trina M. ..................... 04/13/11 (2 years)
Joe M. ......................... 04/23/11 (2 years)
Nik J. .......................... 05/07/11 (2 years)
Karly K. ...................... 05/14/11 (2 years)
Kevin R. ..................... 05/22/11 (2 years)
Casey F. ...................... 04/01/12 (1 year)
Chris G. ...................... 04/30/12 (1 year)
Christoper G. ............. 04/30/12 (1 year)
Kayla P. ....................... 05/04/12 (1 year)
Jamie A....................... 05/09/12 (1 year)
Tyler M. ...................... 05/19/12 (1 year)
Suzy S. ........................ 05/22/12 (1 year)

my life. He spoke of choices, yet I had none to be found. In 
my eyes everything, was somebody else’s fault. He spoke of 
how he had be able to find his part in the bad and even the 
good in his life. “Good? What is good?” That was another 
foreign word to me. I could only see the fault of someone 
else, never that I had a hand in this dance with my disease. 
So blind to the truth, I never saw that it was my disease 
that was leading this two-step dance I called life, and not 
the other way around.

Life kept slipping away from me. Deeper and deeper, I 
crawled into my disease; accepting my place at the table of 
the dammed, dining on an all-you-can-eat buffet of misery, 
loneliness, regret, shame, and self-pity. Years went by. My 
friend’s service to humanity was spilling out of the rooms 
of NA and into the world he lived in. He now was volun-
teering his time to war vets, other addicts, and even going 
into the jails to spread this message of hope. Through all 
this, he never once told me that I needed to go to treat-
ment, or that I needed NA.

My self-hatred grew. I spent less time reaching out, and 
more time in isolation. Less and less contact was happen-
ing. Twenty years passed with me still on a steady diet of 
self destruction. I would call and talk about being clean 
and spinning a web of lies about how good life was, all the 
time shrinking further and further into shame and guilt. 
He spoke to me about surrender – what the fuck do you 
mean, “surrender?” He spoke of the winning side – what 
winning side? Either you were on my side or you weren’t 
– there was no winning. (Shit, “my side” – I say that like I 
was somebody out there,) Still, I was stuck out there in my 
self-centeredness.

In the end, I found that my happiest thought was to 
not wake up in the morning – to pass in my sleep because 
I couldn’t go on just surviving. I picked up that 500-pound 
phone and called this addict in recovery, not knowing what 
he would say, but knowing I couldn’t going living this way. 
He answered. I got honest; told him of my struggle. His re-

(Continued on page 4)

One Addict . . . Helping Another (continued from page 1)
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Announcements
A number of meetings have moved recently. New 
locations are as follows:

Little Yellow House of Recovery
Mondays at 7:00 p.m.
Edmonds Lutheran Church
23525 84th Ave W, Edmonds

Tuesday Night Special
Tuesdays at 7:30 p.m.
Edmonds Lutheran Church
23525 84th Ave W, Edmonds

Sisters at 6:30
Wednesdays at 6:30 p.m.
Edmonds-Lynnwood Lutheran Parish
8330 212th St. S.W., Edmonds,WA

Friday Night Step Study
Fridays at 8:00 p.m.
Overlake Park Presbyterian Church
1836 156th Ave NE
Bellevue, WA 98007 

Activities Needs Your Support!
The Activities Committee meets the first and third 
Thursday of every month at 6:30 p.m.  The meeting  
location has changed to Whispering Pines Apts., 
18207 52nd Avenue West #308, Lynnwood. Children 
are welcome, and parking is available on the street.

Upcoming Events
Unity Day 2013: “The Joy Is In the Journey”
Saturday, April 20th, 2013
Lynnwood Convention Center
3711 196th St SW, Lynnwood
Pre-register today to help support the event!
Online: unityday@seattlena.org
By mail: Unity Day 2013
 PO Box 2681
 Redmond, WA 98073-2681
 (Make checks payable to SASC;
 write “Unity Day” on the memo line)
Special pre-registration price (prior to March 31st):
 Basic registration $15.00
 Dinner: $20.00
 Dance: $10.00
 Full package $45.00

Do you have an article, anecdote, 
announement or artwork you would like 
to share with the Fellowship?  
We would love to hear from you!  
Send an email to the Newsletter Coordinator 
at newsletter@seattlena.org.  
Submissions may be edited for length, clarity, 
or compliance with our Traditions.

One Addict . . . Helping Another (continued from page 3)
sponse was, “If you’re done, we’ve been waiting for you; just get up here.” I broke down, hung up the phone like it was a bad 
connection, and cried alone. When I was done saving face and ego, I called back and told him I’d be heading that way once 
my things were in order. He told me, “Don’t worry about that – just get up here.” I was stuck. See, I was comfortable in my 
misery. I knew it there was nothing new about it. Misery did not change; it was the same shit, day in and day out. This “go-
ing up there” had an unknown factor to it; I feared it. Yet his life had become attractive to me; the way he lived, the way he 
stopped using, the way he didn’t have to lie anymore, the way he didn’t have to look over his shoulder. These things called 
to me, so I stepped into this fear of the unknown and I got here. Twenty years – he never gave up hope that I would one day 
make it here. Now, four and half years later of walking this path of recovery, there hasn’t been a day I haven’t seen the pride 
and joy in his eyes. Just the other day, we were talking about how they haven’t written a book about how the old timers are 
suppose to relate with the changing faces of this disease, and where the old timers are supposed to fit into today’s NA. So I 
write all these words to let him know he is right where he is supposed to be – answering a simple phone call of an addict in 
distress. That only an addict knows the way to help another addict through the darkest times.

So I leave you with this: “The therapeutic value of one addict helping another is without parallel.” Even when this ad-
dict happens to be my dad. I love you, Dad.


