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WRITE LINES 
Acceptance is the  

Key to my Recovery 

Mauris nec nisl a tellus eleifend mollis. 
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As far as I can remember I 
was never comfortable in my 
own skin - I was always 
irritable, restless and 
discontented. I took my first 
drink when I was 9 years of 
age and it changed the way I 
felt about myself, as even 
though I was young, pretty 
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and popular, I was always 
full of fear, and had low 
confidence and low self-
worth. I guess I wore a mask 
and pretended to others that 
I was ok. I use to manipulate 
friends and situations, and if 
I didn’t get what I wanted I 
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was always unhappy and self seeking - which 
always lead to me sitting in self pity  “Poor me, 
poor me!” 

So that first drink made me realise that if I drink 
more I would feel good, and it paid-off well, as 
when I was loaded I could talk more 
confidently and I felt at my best anywhere. I 
could dance, talk and had more boyfriends. Oh 
the insanity of this disease! I started smoking 
cigarettes, hashish and eventually found 
Ecstasy. I now understand that I was suffering 
with a progressive illness, the illness of 
addiction. The older I got, the more I used, the 
worse it got. 

Well yes, I did have a hard upbringing. My 
mum and dad were alcoholics, and I was 
brought up in house full of people drinking, 
having sex and partying. My mum and dad 
divorced when I was 7 years of age, and she got 
with a man that used to sexually abuse me. I 
was sexually abused by many of my mum’s 
friends, although I never ever spoke about that 
until I came to C.A. But no matter what I have 
been through, I know today that it’s not what 
my mum, dad, stepdad or any of those people 
did to me that caused me to become an addict - 
that particular problem laid within me. I have 
always had a spiritual malady that makes me so 
uncomfortable within myself, and an obsession 
of the mind that would kick in as soon as I’d 
take a drink to change that discomfort.  When I 
took some of any sort of mind-altering 
substance, I simply could not stop. 

Eventually my mum made a decision to send 
me to the London on my own; I guess to get rid 
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of me because I was unmanageable. I was stoned 
out of my head, taking Valium all the time and 
constantly running away from home. I also made 
many insane decisions, because I was so co-
dependent. I’d meet a guy and think he was going 
to make me feel better about myself. I’d sleep 
around with everyone (which was self-seeking) 
thinking that’s what I needed to make me feel 
good. I was never satisfied with anything or 
anyone, always wanting more, and the funny 
thing is I always blamed others for the way I felt. I 
never took responsibility for my own actions, or 
tried to look at myself. In fact, I loved being a 
victim and being dishonest. I now know that I 
was hiding behind that victim role, that I had a 
massive void in my soul, and I was always 
looking to fill it in with something or someone, no 
matter what the consequences may be. And I 
never ever satisfied it. 

To cut a long story short I hated myself. Fear 
crippled me and I overcame this by acting all 
cocky when I didn’t get what I wanted. I was 
selfish, and self-centered. All through my life I 
thought that the world really did revolve around 
me.  But you know what, it doesn’t. Shit happens.  

So I came over to London from Morocco, all-
alone, I was pleased that I was free at last. I didn’t 
have a relationship with my dad, because he left 
us and re-married, and we never saw each other 
again for many years. I have one younger brother 
and one younger stepbrother but I never had a 
relationship with either of them because they 
used to think I was mad, and now they refuse to 
speak to me because I converted to Christianity 
from being a Muslim.  

(Continued) 
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I started using drink and drugs excessively, 
living the high life or so I thought. I was 
playing the “gangsta” I’d always wanted to 
be. But I couldn’t keep a job or a friend for 
long. Eventually I met someone and we got 
married very quickly. I hardly knew him but 
was using him to fix myself. We were both 
using alcohol and cannabis. He became 
violent and I suffered excessive domestic 
violence. I was hospitalised, stitched, you 
name it. I had a daughter with him, and 
things got worse. I eventually left him after 12 
years of abuse.  

I met someone else, who introduced me to 
Crack Cocaine. “Oh my God” I thought “I 
have arrived!” I used and used, and started 
committing crime to fund my habit. I got 
arrested many times. He was extremely 
violent, even worse than my ex -husband, but 
can you see how weak I was? I couldn’t get 
out of this insane relationship because I was 
powerless - driven by a hundred forms of 
fear, self-delusion and self-pity. How could I 
have made a right choice when my will was 
not available? 

I had a second daughter with this man, and 
the Crack use got worse, I just could not stop 
- repeating the same mistakes and expecting 
different results. I left him after 6 years and 
then started using on my own. I’d stopped for 
a small period of time because I was in a 
women’s refuge, but I could never stay 
stopped - never in my life. I always used 
something to change the way I felt. I carried 
on using Crack Cocaine for nearly 16 years, 
until I lost everything. My daughters, my self-
respect, my dignity.  All hope was lost.  My 
life was all about Crack and where I could get 
the next pipe. 

I started prostituting on street corners. I got 
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raped several times, but always thought 
somehow I deserved it. One day I got into 
someone’s car, I was drugged and put to 
sleep for three days. I awoke to find myself 
wrapped in a sheet in a back garden. And the 
first thing I did was to go and score some 
Crack.  How mad is that? Normal people 
don’t do this stuff.  They would first get 
themselves checked-out by a doctor but I was 
so powerless over Crack that I put the pipe 
first.  

As a consequence of this rape I had a son, 
who I had to foster at birth because I was in a 
residential rehab and my daughters were in 
care. When I finished rehab I managed to get 
all my three kids back, but that wasn’t 
enough for me to stay clean. I used again, lost 
my kids and very quickly I was back to 
square one. That’s how I knew I was an 
addict. After months of rehab, nothing could 
stop me from using, not even my daughters 
and my beautiful baby boy.  

One day I got arrested and met a drugs 
worker who introduced me to Cocaine 
Anonymous. He told me to go to a meeting, I 
laughed in his face. I said, “I don’t need no 
meeting.” But I went, and you know what? It 
was the best thing I have ever done. I met a 
woman who took me through the 12-Steps of 
Recovery. She told me I never have to use 
again, all it takes is to be honest, take it one 
day at a time and be willing to go to any 
length to have what she had, a sober and 
drug-free life. For the first time in my life, I 
listened. I understood that I needed to 
connect with a Higher Power, which I call 
God, in order to get well. None of us come 
here to find God, but you know what, the 
devastating consequences never kept me 
from using, no matter how many times I got 
arrested, raped or beaten up, I still used. I 
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saw that no human power, nor strength of 
mind, could keep me clean and sober. I saw 
that I was an addict, and that I always would 
be unless I could find a power greater than 
myself to restore me to sanity. I tried it and it 
worked! 

I surrendered to my innermost self that I 
was an addict and I decided to turn my life 
and my will over to my Higher Power.  I had 
to face my troubles and fears, and then 
forgive myself and forgive others. I had 
made many people’s lives a misery, so I had 
to say sorry and mean it. I had to find the 2-
year old child inside me and forgive 
everyone, including myself.  

When I came in to recovery it wasn’t just the 
drink or drugs that I suffered with. It was 
terrible feelings of guilt and shame. The 12-
Steps have enabled me to look at myself and 
have acceptance that I was never a bad 
person, I was only a sick person who was 
now trying to get well.  

I still keep a check on my feelings and fears, 
look at my actions on a daily basis and try to 
do the right thing by myself and by others. If 
I make a mistake, I tell someone 
immediately and ask God for guidance. I do 
what I can to help others, which helps me 
get out of myself instantly. This keeps me on 
track, and stops me from becoming that 
selfish and self-seeking addict again. It really 
does work, even when it seems like my 
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problems are at their worst.  

Slowly slowly I started getting well, I did 90 
meetings in 90 days, I did a lot of service for 
other people, and eventually got involved 
with taking C.A. meetings to Hospitals and 
Institutions.  

The first few years in my sobriety were hard 
as I was trying to regain the custody of my 
children, who I lost as a consequence of my 
smoking Crack and leaving them home alone. 
But my programme and my faith carried me 
through. I got my daughters back and started 
rebuilding my life and my relationships with 
them. I began to forgive and love myself.  I 
found I did not have to use any drugs to fix 
my feelings, and I knew I was happy within 
myself. But just as my life started to really 
come together, I was diagnosed with HIV. At 
first I was lost. I didn’t know what to think 
and I started questioning my faith. How could 
Jesus Christ let this happen to me? All sorts of 
mixed feeling and emotions were going 
through my mind. But with the grace of God, 
the help and support of many friends in 
Cocaine Anonymous, and by applying the 
principles of the 12 Steps of Recovery in every 
aspect of my life, I have accepted this as a 
consequence of my addiction, which caused 
me to have unprotected sex.  

Once I accepted this, I felt a power flow right 
through me that gave me strength and peace. 
Even though I’m HIV positive, I don’t have to 
use Crack Cocaine or any other mind-altering 
substance to feel good. Without the 12-Steps 
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and C.A., I could have never survived all these 
tribulations. 

I have learned to accept so many things as part of 
my journey, in order to recover from my addiction. 
I didn’t have a choice, either I gained acceptance or 
I’d use - and for me, to use is to die.  By accepting 
and forgiving all the stuff that happened to me I 
have been able to move on in my life. My dad 
passed away recently, so I guess I was lucky I saw 
him before he died, but you know what, I’ve 
forgiven him and my brothers for the way they 
have been. God bless them all. I’ve learned to love 
myself and I now have a power greater than me 
that also loves me. I accept others being however 
they want to be. Acceptance is the key to my 
recovery. 

I am now deeply involved with taking and 
delivering C.A. meetings in Hospitals and 
Institutions, carrying the message of hope to the 
still suffering addict. I find a great deal of pleasure 
in helping and encouraging others, and sharing my 
personal experiences with other addicts. And it 
keeps me clean and sober. I know that people will 
use drugs no matter what the consequences are, 
and I do all I can to contribute some help and 
support by bringing my knowledge and skills to 
encourage others in their recovery, as I truly 
believe it is possible for all of us to have a life free 
from addiction.  

This is what God has done for me. I now have a 
purpose in life.  Today I’m extremely happy. I live 
alone, I see my daughters and although I have no 
contact with my adopted son, I have hope that I 
will see him again. I have people in my life that I 
love, and who love me for who I am.  

(Continued) 
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I wanted to share my story with you today 
so that you will know that no matter what 
you go through, you don’t have to pick up 
drugs ever again. My message to anyone 
who felt the way I did is this: Life is 
precious. You are all worth much more than 
drugs.  If you surrender and work the 12-
Steps you will find your true self. You will 
find a life filled with peace, hope and 
happiness. 

‘Write Lines’ is published by members of Cocaine Anonymous  

as a means of practicing our Twelfth Step.  

It is not our intention to endorse any individual member’s opinion or offend anyone. 
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One of the most defining traits of a Human 
Being is curiosity. We have it in abundance, 
which is why we have achieved so many 
things. Everything and anything holds a 
fascination. But as we look deeper into things 
we eventually reach a point where we have to 
put our hands up and say, “We don’t really 
know how that bit works, it just does” 

So when we put petrol in a car, the car goes. 
But why? Because the carburetor mixes petrol 
with air to form a volatile mixture, when you 
put a spark to this volatile mixture it explodes 
and when this volatile mixture explodes, it 
forms a gas that expands rapidly and drives 
the pistons.   

But why does the petrol and air mixture 
become volatile? We don’t really know, it just 
does. And why does a spark make it explode? 
We don’t really know, it just does. And why 
does this exploding gas expand? We don’t 
really know, it just does.   

As for the microprocessor in a computer, 

How Does That Work?  

2

don’t get me started. How is it possible for a 
piece of silicon the size of ant to do all of that?  
I’m stuffed if I know. 

And the same goes for the Twelve-Steps of 
Recovery. Why does following a few simple 
steps lift our compulsion to use drink and 
drugs? We don’t really know, it just does. Why 
does gaining a little humility in our lives stop 
us from reaching for the bottle, the needle, the 
wrap or the pipe?  We don’t really know, it just 
does. And why does connecting with a Higher 
Power give us the strength and direction to live 
a happy and purposeful life, free from the 
horrors of addiction? We don’t really know, it 
just does. 

The reality of cars is we don’t need to know 
how they work for them to get us to the 
supermarket. We just jump in and have faith 
that they will get us there. And the reality of 
relieving addiction is you don’t need to know 
how the Twelve-Step Programme of Recovery 
works, just jump in, show a little faith, and it 
will work 

If you have any comments or questions related to this publication 
please email: hi@cauk.org.uk  
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This Is not  
the end 

 

This is not the 
end 

It is the 
beginning 

As we trudge the 
happy road of 
destiny 

I am no more or 
less 

I just am 

Once happy with 
who I am 

There is nothing 
I cannot do 

What if our religion was 
each other? 

If our practice was our life 

If prayer, our words 

What if our temple was 
the Earth? 

If forests were our church 

If holy water - the rivers, 
lakes and oceans 

What if meditation was 
our relationship? 

If the Teacher was life 

If wisdom was self-
knowledge 

If love was the centre of 
our being  

Here’s a 
Thought! 

 

When the past calls 

Let it go to Voicemail 

It has nothing new to 
say 

 

What If? 
 A woman phones the 

local drug unit 
worried her son is 
taking too much 
Acid. 

“For the last two 
years he’s been 
convinced he’s a 
chicken.,” she told 
them. 

“Two years!” They 
replied “Why didn’t 
you tell us this 
sooner?” 

“I needed the eggs”  

Just a Joke 
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