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RecoveryWerks!  
Mission 
 
Provide recovery support 
services, in a safe and 
nurturing environment. 
 
Partner with community 
organizations to facilitate 
access to resources and 
develop a strong community 
support network to enhance 
recovery success. 
 
Identify support gaps and 
develop resources to improve 
recovery support services for 
those in need in Comal 
County. 
 
Educate the public about the 
disease of addiction, the 
consequences of untreated 
addiction, and the various 
pathways of recovery. 
 
Advocate for the needs of 
Comal County at the local and 
state levels to enhance 
addiction services for the 
community. 
 

Local Recovery Support 

Group Meetings 

 
RecoveryWerks!  
(210) 845-8926 
Fridays 7:00-8:00 pm 
Family Member Recovery 
Support Group meeting at 
145 Landa Street, New 
Braunfels, TX  
 
Wednesdays 7:00-8:00 pm 
Teen Recovery Support 
Group meeting at 145 
Landa Street, New 
Braunfels, TX 
 
recoverywerks.org 
 

 
River City Advocacy  
830-643-0200 
Wednesdays 7:00-8:00 pm 
Family Member Recovery 
Support Group meeting  
 

.rivercityadvocacy.net 

I haven’t wanted to tell my 

story because I’m still 
waiting for God to write my 
happy ending, and I knew 
you wanted perfection just 
as I did. Then it dawned on 
me how egotistical that is 
because I’ll be dead when 
that happens and unable to 
help the next person who 
suffers, who is supposed to 
be the whole point of telling 
my story. So for me 
perfectionism leads to 
procrastination, then 
paralysis. It is a tool the 
enemy uses to render me 
useless to God and others. 
I also struggle with the 
vulnerability piece of my 
program, which is where my 
story begins. Like many 
others of us, I came from a 
place where the world was 
black and white. Shades of 
grace were few and far 
between, and people hid 
their vulnerability because it 
was dangerous to show 
weakness. People were 
labeled either a success, or 
a loser. So I rebelled and 
ran away at age 17, to see 
how the big town of 
Houston TX partied, and to 
prove I wasn’t a loser, 
although in my heart I was 
afraid I was. At first I drank 
for fun and to fit in, but I 
soon learned that alcohol 
helped me push down the 
fear that was constantly 
with me that I wasn’t “good 
enough”. Then came the 
“incomprehensible 
demoralization” that my 
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drinking led to, which 
created a vicious cycle, only 
adding to my shame. I was 
rebelling against a standard 
of perfection, and chasing it 
at the same time. I had no 
clue who I was or what I 
believed, or what I wanted, 
only that I wanted to get 
through life with as little pain 
as possible, and alcohol 
helped me do that. 
 
Right after High School, I 
tried to define myself by 
joining the Air Force. The 
military had their own 
standard of perfection and I 
was able to look the part, 
carry out my duties, and 
party with the best of them. 
In my mind things were 
good, I had found my niche, 
as well as a power greater 
than myself that I didn’t feel 
condemnation from.... but I 
still could not define my 
values, nor did I have any 
sense of self love. I didn’t 
know at the time that self-
love for me could come only 
as a result of a relationship 
with my higher power. 
Instead I hooked up with a 
man, and tried to get my 
needs met through him. 
When he wasn’t capable of 
filling the bill, I attempted 
suicide. The big book says 
we drink essentially for the 
effect. All I knew was that I 
hurt and that alcohol covered 
the pain, so the minute I got 
out of Fort Sam Psychiatric 
unit, I got drunk. After my 
suicide attempt my career 

was ruined, so l left the 
military, still believing on the 
surface there was nothing 
wrong with me that the right 
man wouldn’t fix, but knowing 
deep down there was, and 
alcohol was my solution. The 
numbing effects of alcohol 
created a temporary haven 
for me, as I continued trying 
to better manage my life. I 
was sure that if I could be 
just a little prettier, a little 
smarter, had the right job or 
husband, I could somehow 
wrest satisfaction out of it. So 
I “pulled myself up by the 
bootstraps” as I had learned 
in the military. 
 
Two failed marriages later, 
and a child out of wedlock, I 
met ex-husband number 3. I 
literally went to a bar and 
found him, thinking he was 
“The man” who would finally 
fill the hole in my soul, only to 
find he had a sicker mental 
twist than I had. My heart 
echoed the words of the 
famed atheist, Madeline 
Murray O'Hare "Will 
somebody somewhere 
please love me?” By this time 
my self-esteem was non-
existent, I had fully accepted 
the victim role, and felt I had 
to drink just to endure life. My 
two little boys grew 
accustomed to the sight of 
mamma crying every day, 
and probably thought it was 
normal. Self-centeredness 
was definitely the root of my 
problem. I wallowed in self-
pity and depression, trying to 
think of the best way to end  
Continued on pg 2 
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my wretched life. Then a 
DWI saved me. 
 
The 12 &12 says on pg. 164 
“When men and women 
pour so much alcohol into  
themselves that they 
destroy their lives, they 
commit a most unnatural 
act. Defying their instinctive 
desire for self-preservation, 
they seem bent upon self-
destruction. They work 
against their own deepest 
instinct. As they are 
humbled by the terrific 
beating administered by 
alcohol, the grace of God 
can enter them and expel 
their obsession. Here their 
powerful instinct to live can 
cooperate fully with their 
Creator's desire to give 
them new life. For nature 
and God alike abhor 
suicide” This was me! I had 
gone to an AA meeting for 
the first time as a paper 
signer, and found myself in 
the big book and the stories 
I heard. I experienced true 
peace for the first time in my 
life.  
 
After a little sober time, I 
started thinking maybe I 
wasn’t as powerless as my 
AA friends would have me 
believe, after all, lack of 
power had always been my 
dilemma. I wasn’t quite 
ready to cooperate with my 
creator yet. I wanted one 
more go round with alcohol, 
and my now ex-husband. As 
my self-will ran riot, I 
commenced to endure 
some more of alcohols 
horrendous beating, but the 
seeds of the program had 
been planted. Over two 
decades later I dragged 
myself into an AA meeting. I 

was at that place where you 
must make a decision: you go 
on to the bitter end blotting out 
consciousness, or accept 
spiritual help. I had been 
abusing sleeping pills and 
alcohol to the point I was 
expecting not to wake up one 
morning.  One of my children 
was incarcerated, the other 
was on the streets. My 4

th
 

marriage was on the rocks, 
and my business had gone 
under, leaving me near 
bankruptcy, although I was 
already morally and spiritually 
bankrupt. I was at the jumping 
off point again, and alcohol, my 
solution, no longer worked for 
me. 
 
It was at the Schertz Cibolo 
group of Alcoholics 
anonymous where I finally 
found my true Higher Power, 
plus a few good friends and a 
taste of serenity. I also began 
attending PDAP meetings for 
my codependency issues. 
PDAP had promised that even 
if your addicted children didn’t 
come, they would get better if 
you came, and I was willing to 
try anything to help my 
children. I had no idea that 
codependency was a huge 
part of my own illness, only 
that I found another fellowship 
where I belonged. As my sober 
time increased, the fog in my 
mind began to clear enough to 
realize I was in dire need of 
medical attention and also that 
my husband was being 
ravaged by addiction. For me, 
things got worse before they 
got better and there was a lot 
of wreckage to clear away. I 
was very thankful to be sober 
so I could at least make a start. 
I followed the advice of my 
sponsor and hit my knees 
every night before bed and 

each morning upon waking, a 
sign of my newly realized 
dependence upon God. It was 
somewhere during this time 
that God completely removed 
from me the obsession for 
alcohol.  
 
In 2015 my father passed 
away, my son went to prison, I 
was diagnosed with MS, lost 
my job, and separated from my 
husband, but the miracle is that 
by the grace of God, I did not 
take a drink. I was terrified to 
throw my suitcase in the 
backseat and leave, with a 
disability and no job, but I knew 
I was going to kill my husband 
if I continued to enable him. I 
am so thankful to be an 
alcoholic because The program 
taught me how to finally trust 
my Higher Power. Today I 
know I can trust Him because 
He loves me. I don’t have to be 
“good enough” anymore to be 
loved. I don’t have to strive for 
perfection, because He loves 
me not because of anything 
I’ve done, but because of who 
He is. Knowing my Higher 
Power is in control makes It 
easier to focus on the good 
instead of the bad in a 
situation. I have seen many 
miracles since I have been 
sober, such as my husband 
walking in the sunlight of the 
spirit, and I expect to see many 
more in the lives of my children. 
No matter what happens, I 
have peace when I remember 
God is God and I am not. As 
long as I continue to ask for 
and accept His will in my life 
each day, I can expect the best 
possible outcomes, as He 
continues to do for me what I 
cannot do for myself. 
 
If you or a loved one is struggling with 
addiction call 210-845-8926. 

 

 

 

Come to me, all you 
who are weary and 
burdened, and I will 
give you rest. Take 
my yoke upon you 
and learn from me, 
for I am gentle and 

humble in heart, 
and you will find 

rest for your souls. 
For my yoke is easy 
and my burden is 

light.,  
Matthew 11:28-30 

 

 
 

I never did 
anything worth 
doing by accident, 
nor did any of my 
inventions come 
by accident; they 
came by work. -

Abraham 

Lincoln 

 

 

https://www.bing.com/images/search?q=Inspirational+Quotes+for+Recovering+Addicts&view=detailv2&&id=637275BC71024C524DE0E4306D9A90174C76F904&selectedIndex=21&ccid=J8V6F7cW&simid=608054343853543145&thid=OIP.M27c57a17b7163110ff848a711dc14e4do0

