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We would like to welcome all of; you to the WSC H&I Newsletter.
We hope that the contents of this simple newsletter will assist you
in your recovery or H&I efforts throughout the Fellowship of
Narcotics Anonymous.

"Dear Reaching Out,

Hi, my name is E-----, and Pm an addict. I first started
- using drugs at the age of eleven., [I've spent the last seven
years in jails and institutions. My whole life. has been
- centered around drugs in onc form or nother. I always told

myself that I"d never use drugs, becausg of what they did to

my mother. But onc day I was turned on to drugs, and I fell

in love with them. That was over }x years ago, and I've.
spent the last three years in- an institution for stealing to
supply my habit. I didn’t care who I hurt or who I stole from.

Drugs controlled my life until I foun#t Narcotics Anonymous.

Fve been clean for two and a half years now.

I was turmed on to N.A. when 1 first arrived in the
institution. I knew that I needed help in the past, but I dide’t
know how to get it. I started attendmg N.A. soon after my
arrival in the institution. At first Isat in the meetings saying
-notlung until the other guys in the meetings kept with me and
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wouldn’t give up. They were very sincere in trying to help
me whenever 1 needed someone to talk to. They really
understood where I was coming from tool So I started opening
up in the meetings, and started to study my Twelve Steps an
learned to apply them in my daily life. I had heard about
sponsors, but never took the time to find out more about them.s
Then in a meecting one day they asked if .any of us were
intcrested in getting a sponsor, so I signed-up for one. One
night we had an outside guest in our meeting and he became
my sponsor. I knew him from the meetings and it was easy to
talk to him and he really helped me in working my program,
He would share his time with me and he loved me like a
brother. If 1 had a problem and needed to talk, he would
write me or we would talk at our weekly meeting. He’s been
there for me in times when [ just felt like giving in, and he
encouraged me to continue living the N.A. way. He taught me
about my Higher Power, and that life is too valuable to just
‘give up on. So I owe my life to N.A,, and to my sponsor who
iept me going. Just remember to live the N.A. way, stay clean
and take it one day at a time. N.A, is love, honesty and faith
in yourself and your Higher Péwer.

E.
. Ohio
Editor’s Note: We often receive items such as poetry, etc., and

although many of them are excellent we do not, as policy, include
poetry in the Reaching Out.

Dear Reaching Out,

My name is T---- and I am an addict. The N.A. concept
has always been somcthing which I shunned completely. Even
through 22 years of addiction and 12 years of drug-related
incarcerations--I just didn’t nced N.A. However, my
acceptance of N.A. came a few months ago when an endeared
lady addict on the streets underwent her [irst hospitalization
and while there not only came into contact with N.A. but
became a member. Or so she said.

On the pretense it might enable me to communicate with
her, I picked up the N.A, Basic Text which I had shunned for
so many years, But it seemed the more I read this book the
more 1 noticed that my lady friend hadn’t the faintest idea
about MN.A,, or the Steps, ang had no ¢ontact whatsoever with
sponsorship, Even more pristine was my overwhelming
consciousness of her deceptions. At this point the words in
the Basic Text suddenly jumped right out at me. They said:
THIS IS REALLY YOU AND YOU RECOGNIZE HER
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BEHAVIOR ONLY BECAUSE YOU HAVE BEEN THIS WAY
YOURSELF--FOR 22 YEARS! With each page I turned I
learned more about humility, powerlessness, forgivenecss, and
all the other reasons this woman's recovery was likely to be as
ill-fated as my own past attempts had been. I realized also
that my tomorrows would be equally as ill-fated if I
continued to let: resentment, pride, and ego dictate my
personal crisis. Accepting His way for me swept me into
awareness and solutions became simplistic.

Because of my emotional gremlins, working the program
made my dishonesty sing out. I mean, my example was
another addict fresh out of treatment who was concentrating
on every aspect of life except her own sanity. In other words-
-still doing it her way and insisting she was right, I could
relate to hearing her say my lines and seeing her act out my
part. It made me understand "excuses® and "relapse,” because I
had lived these excuses and relapses for 22 years and nothing
ever worked. for me until T picked up that text myself in
.search of communication. Boy, did I find communication!
And it wasn’t with my lady friend either. '

What had began as a farce suddenly became my
salvation; and my dear lady friend had become, by way of
"demonstration, my teacher. She made me realize how
transparent I had been towards my parents and especially,
how decply I had hurt them. For many years my parents had
watched me destroy myself and they had been powerless to
help. Suddenly finding myself in their powerless position is
what finally snapped me. I am very thankful they are still
alive today. I have many more amends to make to them.

. I am npow co-founder of the N.A. group here in this
prison. Recovery principles of the Fellowship have guided me
out of two decades of darkness into a twilight bursting with
eternal promise. To me, that's what faith is all about because
..« 1 never have to use again. And I’'m fortunate to be alive to
cherish it. ‘ '

I would like to contact N.A. members in San Antonio,
Texas, before my release in November, I also take this
opportunity to thank those in the El Paso Area for your help
in getting our inside N.A. established. Our group does more
than exist--it lives! ‘

Faithfully yours,

New Mexico

Editors Note: We have forwarded the H&I conlact for San
Antonio. .
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Dear Reaching Out,

My name. is M---, and I'm an addict. For years I s¢cemed
to know only how to do two things well, get high and go to
prison. By the time I was forty I had been an addict for
twenty-two years and was servmg my fourth term in prison.
No matter how long } sta}/cd in jail I still wanted to get high
when I got out. Even if 1 was clean physically I was still
mentai!y addxcted so the moment I was released | immediately
got high again. I felt I owed it to myself

In between my stints in prison I worked as a drug
counselor, ostcnswly to show others how to kick the habit. I
told my clients that they had to want to guit using to stop. 1
knew what I was talking about because I had never quit and
had only stopped when time and circumstance prevcnted me
from getting the kind of high I preferred. In prison 1 just
substituted one high for another. I didn't know why at the
time, but any drug I used became habit forming for me simply
because I had no choice. I was an addictive personality and
anythmg or anyone | depended upon quickly became part of
my addiction.

Even women were addictive for me. Whether in-prison
or out, I always found a woman to cling to. Like the drugs
I'd taken, women became a part of my sickness. The more I
used them to feed my fears the more dependent I became on
their presence. 1 was married three times and each one ended
in failure. What began as a friendship became a sense of
obligation for me and I marrjed them as a payment for having
fed me and taken me in or visited me while I was in rison.

I was a wash out as a husband. I got along fine as a
leech or dependent but my sense of obligation wasn’t enough
to sustain an cqual partnership between us. Whenever one of
my wives got too close to the insecure man I was trying to
hide, I managed to evade cexposure by getting arrested. 1
ended all three of my marriages that way. So for me prison
was just as much of an escape as it was a confinement.

Regardless of how successful I appeared to others I
always felt like a Failurc inside. I was an excellent student
and none of my wives could understand how I continued
making the same stupid moves that landed me in jail. Even
though 1 was a college student and a drug counselor, I had
never come to grips with my own addiction. So no matter

how good I looked to others I expected my competent facade
to crumble at any second and expose the tearful child/man I

was inside. Trying to stay a step ahead of that exposure kept
me running to drugs and prison.

When I entered prison for the last time I was thirty-six
years old and facing the longest sentence of my carcer. With
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five years to the .parole board on an eight to forty year
sentence, I would be forty-one before I even had a chance of
being released, and that scared me to death. It was the
recognition and acceptance of that fear that eventually
became the source of my recovery. _

It took a lot of help for me to admit how powerless I
was over my addiction. And I found that help in the form of
one of my old addictions, a caring woman., She was worlds
apart Ffrom any of the other women I'd known by discouraging
my dependence on her and encouraging my belief in my own
worth. It took a while, but I learned to trust her enough to

“let my real seif emerge, and in the process discovered the
person I'd kept in hiding for all those years.

The entire process of discovery was new to me, and

finding & member of the prison psychology staff who
sincerely cared about me was an even greater noveity. That
woman and I became real friends and when she quit her job
almost two years later we continued our friendship through
letters. In the three years we spent writing and talking to
-ecach other on the phone, I learned to accept my fears and
build on them. For the first time in my life I was able to stop
using drugs while I was in prison, and I could never have
done it without her.

But stopping and staying stopped was harder than I'd
imagined. In prison I couldn’t rely on external controls dike a
Job or wife to keep me clean because everything outside of me
represented “the man.” And no self-respecting "con” ever does
~anything to please the man. Besides, I felt I owed myself a
high every so often as a reward for all the stress I faced.

Because I stayed clear of the hole the authorities
considered me a good inmate. But as far as me and the other
cons were concerned, my staying free of the hole merely
testified to how slick I was.

. 1 served nearly all of three bits before 1 was caught
using drugs in prison. During my second bit I worked as the
pill center clerk and kept me and my friends high with illegal
prcsc_:ripttgns. I held that job for two years and used daily on
the job without my supervisors ever being aware of it. When
1 made furlough to attend The State University I was just as
hooked as the day I had entered prison twenty-seven months
earlier. On my third bit I landed a fat and lonely pen pal
who became my "mule.” She smuggled me drugs and money
every visiting day in addition to the drugs she sent hidden in
my sundry packages every ninety days. When 1 was finally
busted receiving a package [rom her that contained drugs, T
had been getting high nearly every day for a year.

Staying drug freec in prison was always harder for me
than it had been on the streets. In its atmosphere of constant
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deprivation it was too casy for me to justify rewarding myself
with a high. It took that woman psychologist’s help for me to
realize why I kept running to prison to hide. But even with
her help I needed the intimacy of someone near who knew
what 1 was struggling with and shared my desire to beat it.
And that's where Narcotics Anonymous came in.

I joined theé N.A. group at the prison and found the same
kind of phoniness I'd met before. Eighty percent of the guys
in the group were only there to impress the parole board, and
the others were there for other reasons, only a few of which
had anything to do with recovery. But I was lucky. After
only thirty days in the Fellowship I was asked to give a lead.
Once I'd publicly shared my hopes and dreams with the group
it gave me a special place in the population unlike any I'd had
before. _

Although I'd been a phony for most of my life, for my
own feeling of self-respect I prided myself on keeping my
word. What a delusion that was. I knew from experience that
no dope fiend would be depended on to keecp his word for
anything or anyone. But I needed to believe in that delusion.
For my own good I had to have something on which to hang
my riddled seclf respect, and keeping my word gave me the
hook I needed. So when I stood up in a room full of my peers
and said I'd stopped using, I knew. I would be tested. 1 knew
someone would try to get me to go back on my word. '

Someconc did but each time someone offered me drugs
my refusal would go firmer. And each time I refused a high, 1
looked up one of the guys in the program who seemed sincere
about his recovery and shared my triumph with him. Pretty
soon, I could refuse drugs without feeling the need to explain
why. After a while the word got around I was for real and
Bguys just stopped asking.

Although [ still have nine months to go before I'm
paroled, I can leave with confidence this time because I have
seen my life change. I have felt my power of refusal and of
choosing my own path. I have found a woman whom I love
and a Fellowship who loves me. 1 know I'll be the man I've
longed to be as long as I stick with both of them, and if I
falter I'll have the help I need to get back up.

This is in fact my last time in prison. I know it far
better than I can explain it. - For the first time in my life I
have been able to say no to drugs and because of that I know
I can say good-bye to jail. But even more than that, I can say
hello to myself, my roal scif. And thai's how I Know that [or
the first time in my life 'm truly {ree.

Menem
Ohio
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Service Committee Input

H&I Awareness Day in a Penitentiary

The sced was [irst planted immediately following our
1987 H&I Awareness Day in Delaware, Ohio. The Ohio
Regional H&I Subcommittee in its cfforts to serve the
Fellowship decided that it would vastly improve the message
of the panels if there were professionals on them, These
professionals, in sharing their knowledge in the fields they
represent, could only help shine more light on our message of
recovery, We know how essential lines of communications are
in. establishing and maintaining H&I meetings in facilities
that our H&I subcommittees service, therefore we chose to
have tieatment center administrators share their views on our
Treatment Center Panel and Pgychiatric Unit Panel. We chose
to have substance abuse coordinators on our Prison Panel,
Lines of Communication Panecl and our Do’s and Don’ts Panel.
These coordinators were from various penal institutions our
subcommittee serviced. ' -

One of these substance abuse coordinators was Ms.
Rebecca Fritsche, who shared on our Lines of Communication
Panel, Her ecnthusiasm and dedication for her chosen
profession was obvious., She stated that it would be beautiful
if we could bring our H&I Awareness Day into a penal
institute in the state of Ohio. From that moment on there was
great effort by many people to make this dream come true.

It was she who made the initial contact with her
superintendent at the Ohio Reformatory for Women in
Mnarysville, Ohio, and gained approval for this project. The
foundation of frust and acceptance had been built prior to
this due to the dedication and hard work being displayed
there by the local area H&I subcommittee whose members
serviced and supported an H&I meeting there. Ms. Fritsche
forwarded a formal bid to host the 88 Awareness Day at the
Ohio Reformatory for Women, and the bid was accepted by
the Ohio Region H&JI Subcommittee, ' '
. There were a lot of obstacles that needed to be overcome
in order to make this event successful. The most important
tool used was our lines of communication, :

The H&I subcommitice cstablished a formar and an
agenda of the Awareness Day presentations. The schedule and
panel members to make the presentations were established.
The pancl members were chosen with great care. They had
proven their message of recovery and their willingness to




