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A  t only 29 years old, Kyle H. has 
 lived through enough once-in-a-
lifetime tragedies to last several  

           lifetimes.

In July of 2010, his brother Nate was 
killed in a terrorist attack in Uganda. 
Sixteen hours later Kyle was involved 
in a plane crash that killed the pilot and 
left the co-pilot a double amputee. Kyle 
survived with minor physical injuries, 
but the emotional trauma would be deep 
and lasting.

Kyle grew up in Wilmington, Delaware 
in a self-described 
“all-American home full of 
love, kids, sports, friends, 
and church,” the third 
of four children with 
two older brothers and a 
younger sister. His father 
worked as a research 
and development 
consultant for a specialty 
manufacturing company, 
and his mom was a nurse 
turned homemaker.  

When Kyle was in middle 
school, he saw his oldest 
brother, Ryan, be consumed 
by addiction. For years Ryan 
struggled before finally seeking treatment, 
only to ultimately relapse after a year of 
recovery.  Through Kyle’s young eyes, his 
brother’s struggle was a sign of weakness. 
Witnessing the emotional and physical 
effects of addiction on his family, Kyle 
vowed that he himself would never have 
anything to do with drugs.

But like most teenagers, Kyle’s youthful 
convictions started to wain when he 
entered high school. He liked to party 
but didn’t see his drinking and smoking 
as an issue. “I still saw addiction as a 
[type of] substance problem. As long 
as I didn’t do anything but smoke or 
drink, I would be fine.”  It wasn’t until 
a friend was killed in a car accident that 
Kyle’s relationship with drugs started to 
change. “I remember using for the first 
time as a solution to not feel my feelings, 
rather than just for fun.”

Once he got to college his motto was 
“work hard, party hard.” At the time, all 
seemed well and good, but “in hindsight I 
can see how it strained relationships with 
girlfriends, isolated me from my family, 
and robbed me of many of my values.” 

Kyle graduated from the University 
of Delaware in May of 2010. He had 
just started a job with a landscaping 
company and his life was right on track.
Then he got the call that set a chain of 
events in motion that would change 
everything. 

On Saturday, July 10, Kyle’s dad called 
to tell him that his brother and best 
friend, Nate, had been killed. A friend 
and private pilot offered to fly Kyle to 
North Carolina to be with his family. 
In a devastating turn of events, the plane 
crashed upon landing at a Chapel Hill 
airfield. The pilot was killed and the 
co-pilot was badly injured. Kyle had 
relatively minor injuries from the crash 
itself, but injured his back while trying 
to pull the co-pilot from the wreckage. 

Incapable of dealing with the horrific 
trauma he had experienced, Kyle in his 
own words, “went off the deep end.” 
“I was stricken with grief and disbelief 
about my brother and haunted by the 
images of the wreck. I was incapable 
of dealing with the visceral, in-person 
experience with death from the crash, 
and the more intimate loss of my 
brother.” With a variety of prescription 
drugs at his fingertips, Kyle buried 
his feelings about everything that had 
happened at the bottom of a pill bottle. 

Knowing that his drug use was probably 
not going to end well, isolated and 
overwhelmed Kyle resigned from his 
job and moved in with his parents. “I 
brought addiction to their doorstep.” 
Having witnessed his brother Ryan’s 
struggles, Kyle knew he was an addict. 
“I spent months and months trying to 

get clean on my own, rotating between 
using and being dope sick. I couldn’t 
do it. As my lies caught up with me and 
my world became smaller and smaller I 
finally came clean to my parents.”

Even though he knew he needed help, 
Kyle was not immediately willing to come 
to treatment. “I believed [treatment] was 
for weak, crazy people. Not people like 
me. My parents arranged for me to go to 
Fellowship Hall, and after some whining 
and deflection, I conceded.”

If the world had gone dark after his 
brother’s death, the sun began to peak 
through the clouds when Kyle entered 
treatment. “When I got to Fellowship Hall 
I couldn’t believe it. The grounds were 
gorgeous and the staff was so loving. I 
really felt like I didn’t deserve to be there.” 
Still struggling to wrap his head around 
staying clean, Kyle remembers thinking,“I 
would never be able to do this, there was 
no shot, but a counselor took me aside and 
beat it into me that I only had to do it one 
day at a time. Just for today. When that 
idea traveled from my head to my heart I 
felt my first bit of hope.” And that hope 

continued when he saw volunteers 
who had been clean for years, when 
he heard speakers with familiar 
struggles, and when he met with 
counselors who themselves 
were in recovery and had come 
through to the other side. 

Through grief group, Kyle 
was finally able to start feeling 
again. “I remember hearing 
other guests read letters to 
their loved ones and being so 
moved. I was able to write a 

letter to Nate. That process was 
so uncomfortable, but I was at least 

doing something other than running 
from the fear of my emotions.” 

“It’s OK to be 
vulnerable. It’s OK to 
let my guard down. 

It’s OK to just be me.”
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His big “aha” moment finally came when 
a counselor confronted him about his 
denial and his choice to move forward, 
or not. “He said, ‘You love your family 
right? And your family has been through 
a lot, right? So why have you willingly 
decided to harm them over and over and 
over again?’ That broke me.” 

After completing primary treatment, 
Kyle went to Gateway House. “It 
was an incredible experience. I got to 
slowly adjust to the real world and to 
see what a life in recovery would look 
like. I learned how to go about the daily 
routine of life without using drugs.”

In recovery, Kyle has reconnected with 
himself and with others. He’s learned 
that emotions can be scary, but they’re 
also what make us human. He’s learned 
that addiction does not make him weak, 
rather his will to overcome makes him 
strong. “Fellowship Hall gave me the 
tools to feel the pain, and to keep moving 
forward. To know it’s OK to hurt. It’s OK 
to be vulnerable. It’s OK to let my guard 
down. It’s OK to just be me.” 

And it was in recovery that Kyle met 
his wife Blair. Together they have two 
sons, 1.5 year old Nathaniel (Nate) and 
newborn Carson.   
“I am able to risk loving people again. 
I am able to go through life and 
communicate open and honestly. To love 
sacrificially. To not be so self-centered. 
To have experienced so much healing 
that I could name my first son after my 
brother. That I can look in his eyes and 
feel so much joy and pain at the same 
time and be OK.” 

This summer, Kyle will serve as “The 
Voice” of Fellowship Hall’s 67th 
Conference on Substance Abuse, an 
annual conference to celebrate the 
journey of recovery. 

Photos of Kyle and his son Nate courtesy 
Brynne Morris. 
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on the

 Mic
According to the dictionary, alumni are 

“graduates or former students of a 
specific school, college, or university OR 
a former associate, employee, member, 
and the like.” This is why we consider 
everyone who has entered ‘The Hall’ to  
be an alumni of our learning programs.  

Our Alumni –YOU– are our greatest 
source of support. Nearly half of those 
who seek help at Fellowship Hall, heard 
about us from YOU! Not only do you tell 
others about Fellowship Hall and how 
we can help, hundreds of you serve as 
our volunteers – taking care of essential 
functions that we could not do without 
YOU. You are the ones we lean into for 
support – from asking for donations, to 
driving a guest to an appointment, to 
serving as a contact for a guest leaving 
treatment, to serving on our Board of 
Directors.  In more ways than we could 
list, we need you! 

We want you to know what a valuable 
resource you are, but more importantly, 
we want you to know how much we 
appreciate you and how we marvel at 
your successes after you “graduate!” 

Over the last few months, I can’t tell you 
how incredibly humbled I have been by 
the many messages of support I have 
received and the outpouring of support 
for ‘The Hall.’ What we are doing here 
matters. We have never been more 
focused on the work of helping addicts, 
alcoholics and their families find recovery. 

To that end, we want you to know that we 
will be making more focused efforts to 
reach out to you, our alumni, and to stay 
connected. We’ll be working on ways to 
share your success stories with others who 
need help, as well as creating avenues to 
connect with one another across the state 
through regional gatherings. We value 
your input! Do you have ideas you’d like to 
share about alumni gatherings? Would you 
be interested in helping us do some of the 
footwork to get alumni groups started in the 
Triangle, Charlotte, Wilmington, Fayetteville, 
Asheville, and Triad areas of NC? 

This is an invitation to tell us what you 
think and what you’d like to see as an alum 
of Fellowship Hall. You can contact me 
directly at mikey@fellowshiphall.com or 
call us at 800-659-3381 and ask for Warren 
Lowder, Wayne Smith, Altina Layman, or 
Kelly Scaggs. We look forward to hearing 
your feedback and developing an alumni 
program that you want to be a part of.  

Keep on keeping on! You are awesome 
and we luv ya!

Our Alumni,  
YOU, 
are our greatest 
source of support.

GW

SAVE 
THEDATE
AUGUST 4-6, 2017

Fellowship Hall’s 67th 
Conference on Substance Abuse 
 
Make Plans Now to Join Us–  
Invite Your Family & Friends! 
 
Online Registration Opens in June! 

GW
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It occurs to me that in the fifteen years 
I’ve been privileged to write this column, 
I’ve never told the story of how I ended 
up at Fellowship Hall. I’ve told it at least a 
hundred times during my AA talk but never 
in print. 
But rather 
than repeat 
my oral version 
here, allow me to 
tell most of it from my 
wife’s perspective. 
(Hers is better, anyway.)

Janet, my bride of four years at the time, 
decided she needed to do something 
about her drinking. I had taken her to some 
meetings (while I sat in the car with my 
six-pack), but she felt she needed 
something more. A friend had told her about 
Fellowship Hall, so she made the call and 
set a date for beginning her new life.

After I dropped her off that fateful day, the 
enormity of the occasion hit me. My fear was 
that this signaled the beginning of the end of 
our marriage. I sat in the car and cried for a 
good twenty minutes, before popping another 
Schaeffer and driving home.

Each time I would go out for visitation, I 
noticed an incremental change not only in 
her but her fellow guests. The spring was 
returning to their step, a little sparkle back 
in their eyes, the laughter more contagious 
than forced. 

Looking back, a seed was being planted.
But then the seed withered and died when 
she told me about a program called Family 
Week, something I wanted no part of. The 
more she pleaded the more I resisted, not 
so much because I minded attending but 
because it meant I would have to go a full 
day without drinking. For four straight days!

Finally, I relented, but only after coming up 
with a plan. I decided I could sneak in two 
airline bottles of vodka — because everyone 
knows you can’t smell vodka on one’s 
breath — and then go out to the car at lunch 
and reload for the afternoon. Piece o’ cake, 
my finely tuned alcoholic brain reasoned.

Well, to condense the story, not only did 
I not make it through the week, I didn’t 
make it through Monday. By mid-afternoon, 
three of Fellowship Hall’s finest pulled an 
impromptu intervention on me, in essence, 
telling me I was in the wrong room, that I                    
                                                       should be                    
                                             with the guests,  
                                             not the families.
 
                                     Now, here’s the good 
                                     part. Several months  
                             later, in a meeting, Janet  
               revealed that she had prayed that I 
would make it through Family Week without 
getting busted. Obviously, that prayer went 
unanswered — because God had plans of 
His own. 

“And His plan was a whole lot better than 
mine,” she said that night. “As we now 
know, ‘God did for us what we could not do 
for ourselves.’”

So, today, my bride of four years is now 
my bride of thirty-two years. And one of the 
prime reasons for our longevity is that we 
realized early on that if our plans don’t work 
out, it’s because God has a better one.

by 
Ogi Overman
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“And His plan was a whole lot better than mine,” 
she said that night. “As we now know, 

‘God did for us what we could 
not do for ourselves.’”
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MY GIFT TO HELP SOMEONE REACH RECOVERY
Yes! I want to help those struggling with alcoholism and addiction get the 
help they need to find - and stay - in recovery.
  
 Here is my gift of      $500     $250     $100    $50     $_______

  My check is enclosed       Charge my credit card, info below       I wish to remain anonymous

Title (Dr., Mr., Mrs., Ms.)   First & Last Name

City     State   ZIP

Phone     Email

Type of Card (MC/Visa/AmEx)         Credit Card #     Expiration Date

Security Code (CVV on back)   Signature

Give securely online at 
FellowshipHall.com/contribute 
OR mail your check, payable to Fellowship Hall, to: 
Fellowship Hall, PO Box 13890, Greensboro, NC 27405.  THANK YOU!
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WALK RECOVERYfor
a FREE EVENT bringing together those in recovery from alcohol or drugs, their families, counselors, 

treatment centers, friends - anyone committed to staying in recovery and helping others get on the path

April 30 ~ 2pm
Downtown Greensboro

Organized By:
GUEST SPEAKERS
Jimmy Cioe with Governor’s 
Institute on Substance Abuse of 
NC & President/CEO Mike Yow 
from Fellowship Hall

WHAT TO BRING
Make a poster or banner that 
speaks to your recovery or 
highlights your organization and 
bring it along!

LOCATION
We’ll gather at Center City Park. 

then make our 1 mile walk
to Government Plaza for 

speakers and closing remarks. 
Park in City decks or on street.

REGISTER TODAY!
Go to FellowshipHall.com then click 

on Events in the top menu.

SEE YOU THERE!

Recovery
Works!

I AM A 

LIGHT 

OF 

HOPE Celebrate
RECOVERY

I’m in Recovery
Want to Talk?

RECOVERY
IS POSSIBLE

LIVING
PROOF 

RECOVERY 
WORKS

RECOVERYIS A
FAMILYAFFAIR

I SUPPORT
RECOVERY!

Thank You To Our Supporters
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Be inspired and encouraged... look inside!
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