
ZeroProofnm.com

ZeroProof Lesson Plan | Health Education

DECISION MAKING TESTIMONIALS  
& DISCUSSION ACTIVITY
Time: 2 class periods (30-45 minutes each)

Objectives:  
This activity is designed to introduce students to real life examples of people who made decisions in high 
school that negatively impacted their future lives. By reading and responding to testimonials from these different 
subjects, students will be able to identify critical moments in decision making, how to empathize with and 
respond to friends or family members who may be in similar situations, and how decisions that may seem small 
or insignificant in adolescence can impact their entire lives.

Materials Needed:  
Copies of testimonials below for all students;   
Overhead or projector to display one model testimony (and appropriate marker or pen);  
Or, you may choose to write out excerpts from the testimonial on the board; 
Brief explanation of what a testimonial is and how they are often used in 12-step programs or recovery centers. 

Internet connection/access to screen sample online testimonial videos at:  
councilonrecovery.org/recovery-testimonials/

Special Instructions or Notes: 
For testimonials, you might also choose to screen any of the four videos at:  
councilonrecovery.org/recovery-testimonials/. These are good examples of brief testimonials. 

Teachers may add any additional questions that seem appropriate and fit the corresponding testimonial (if 
you’ve chosen a video from the link above). Sometimes students are much more vocal on some answers than on 
others. Also, it is suggested that you pair on-level students with lower-achieving students because some of the 
discussion questions are deliberately open-ended and abstract and may be challenging to answer alone.

Procedure:

Day 1:   
Explain what a testimonial is and how they are often used in 12-Step programs or recovery centers as a 
method for staying sober. Screen a sample testimonial online (http://www.councilonrecovery.org/recovery-
testimonials/) as a way to explain what they are.

Distribute the first (model) print testimonial to students (Chad or Brad). Have excerpts written on the board or 
else the entire testimonial displayed on an overhead projector.

Go through the model testimonial as a class, line by line, making the following marks: 

 1.  Underline any place where the author made a decision that negatively impacted their future and/or that 
they later regretted

 2. Circle all feelings and emotions the author had (positive and negative)
 3. Draw a square around positive influences, ideas, people or behaviors
 4.  * Put an asterisk * in the margin next to any passage where the author is at a decision making 

crossroads and could have made a different decision
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Days 2: 
Have students get out their first print testimonial from the day before, and then distribute the second print 
testimonial to the whole class:

Directions to students:

 1. Read the next testimonial with a pen or pencil in hand 
 2.  Underline any place where the author makes a decision that negatively impacted their future and/or 

that they later regretted
 3. Circle all feelings and emotions the author had
 4. Draw a square around positive influences, ideas, people or behaviors
 5.  * Put an asterisk * in the margin next to any passage where the author is at a decision making 

crossroads and could have made a different decision

Split the class into 7 groups. Before assigning each group one of the questions below, model answering the 
following question as a class:

  Model: How was drinking a gateway to other bad decisions for Chad and Brad?  
What were these bad decisions?  

 1.  What were the consequences for each person’s actions in high school? What were the “costs”  
of their decisions?

 2.  What positive and negative influences did family and friends have? What about any other groups they 
belong to? 

 3. What did it finally take for Chad and Brad to quit drinking? Why do you think it took so long? 

 4.  What reasons did the authors have NOT to drink? What other reasons of your own would you add for 
NOT drinking? 

 5.  Why did each author drink initially? What was the feeling or precipitating action or influence that 
caused them to drink? Why do you think they ultimately gave in to that reason and not the reasons they 
had NOT to drink?

 6.  Was there a moment in each author’s experience where they could have changed directions and taken 
a different course? If so, when/what was it? If you were their best friend at the time, when might you 
have taken them aside and what might you have said to them at that point? 

 7. What lessons did each person learn? 

Homework: None

Grade 7-8 NM Benchmarks & Performance Standards Met: 
Content Standard 1 Benchmark 1 Performance Standards 1, 2 
Content Standard 1 Benchmark 2 Performance Standards 2, 5 
Content Standard 1 Benchmark 5 Performance Standard 1 
Content Standard 1 Benchmark 6 Performance Standards 1, 2 
Content Standard 1 Benchmark 8 Performance Standard 2 
Content Standard 4 Benchmark 4 Performance Standard 2 
Content Standard 6 Benchmark 3 Performance Standards 1, 2, 3
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Grade 9-12 NM Benchmarks & Performance Standards Met: 
Content Standard 1 Benchmark 1 Performance Standards 2, 3, 4 
Content Standard 1 Benchmark 2 Performance Standards 1, 2, 4 
Content Standard 1 Benchmark 4 Performance Standards 1, 4 
Content Standard 1 Benchmark 6 Performance Standard 1 
Content Standard 3 Benchmark 1 Performance Standard 1 
Content Standard 3 Benchmark 3 Performance Standard 3
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Real Life Testimonial by Chad: 
I started drinking and smoking weed in 6th grade. I was curious. I remember smoking the weed out of a pop 
can in my friend’s garage and behind the shed in our backyard. It was weird, magical. I loved it. I also poured 
a glass of Canadian Club and water one night. The feeling from the booze was an immediate release. I had 
always stolen sips of my dad’s Miller Lites because he had them open all the time in the garage and in the 
backyard. And I liked those, too. I liked everything about alcohol.

In the beginning it was nothing serious. Just sips here and there, a little pot from time to time, but it certainly left 
its impression on me. 

In junior high we experimented with LSD, cocaine, booze. It took off fast for me. I liked the lifestyle of being 
high. It quickly became a priority. Sex, drugs and rock ‘n roll were the name of the game, but alongside those I 
played sports. I tried to belong and to feel like everyone else around me looked.

By high school I wasn’t interested in school. I only cared about girls and getting wasted. I excelled in football, 
and I was starting Center as a Freshman and Sophomore. JV coaches were talking my name. By junior year I 
had quit all sports and rarely went to class. During my junior year my parents got divorced, and I remember 
hearing the news from my father as he gathered the family in the living room to disclose that he was leaving the 
house. The problem was I had taken a few drinks an hour or so earlier, and had only stopped by the house for 
a moment to grab some CDs and cigarettes from my room. Needless to say, I said “ok” to the news and left my 
family to go hang out with my friends. I completely checked out from then on. My mother was left to take care 
of the wreckage of the divorce and I helped out zero. I told my mom I was going to drop out of school my junior 
year. For some reason it never happened, and eventually I graduated, barely, with a cumulative GPA of 1.5. I 
was lost in the cracks of youth. 

I felt alone. I was strung out. At a certain point in all of this, my father took an uncharacteristic action and 
placed me in a treatment center for drug and alcohol abuse. What happened was I had an awakening and got 
sober for the next 8 years. What happened during those 8 years was tremendous. I went to a 12-step program. 
I became a Dean’s List college student. I was running. Working out. I had a host of good friends throughout 
college. I discovered that I loved learning and that I was a good student. I had to work harder than everyone 
else, it seemed, but I was growing intellectually and spiritually. My life was exciting. It felt good. I was free for 
the first time in my life since I was a little kid.

What happened next is important. Through a series of selfish acts and careless relationships, I took my 
accomplishments for granted. I thought I had life licked. I wasn’t maintaining myself properly in order to stay 
sober. What happened was tremendous. I got sick. I had the flu, and I was tired of not sleeping. I remember 
going to the store around midnight and picking up a bottle of NyQuil. I read the label. I knew it contained 
alcohol, but I was convinced it was inside the medicine and it wouldn’t harm me. I bought it and went home. I 
took a capful. All of a sudden I had the effect produced by medicine and alcohol. I liked it. I drank the NyQuil 
again the next night and the night after that. I began drinking NyQuil for several months. Empty bottles were 
strewn about the backseat of my car. NyQuil slowly evolved into a 6-pack of beer and a bottle of wine. From 
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that point on, I didn’t draw a sober breath for the next 15 years.

I lost my marriage, career, and sense of self-worth. Complete demoralization. 13 years after taking that NyQuil, 
I was unemployed for 3 years. I was by all purposes homeless. I squatted in a woman’s house. When she 
threatened to kick me out, I retaliated with violence and intimidation. I’d lost all control of my emotional nature. 
Often I’d sleep in my car. I was full of fear, terror, despair; the only reprieve was in drinking. I was drunk 
around the clock. I puked blood daily. My liver was enlarged, and doctors told me it was at a “scary level.” I’d 
given myself Type 2 Diabetes from unhealthy living. My legs didn’t work well. It was difficult to walk. My life 
consisted of sleeping in a bed in depression and sitting around drinking. I probably took 25 steps in my daily 
living. Bed to chair. Chair to bed. I was slowly dying. Yet I couldn’t stop drinking. When I wasn’t drinking, I was 
lying in bed staring at the ceiling, fearful and incapable of moving. I lived this way for 3 years. Yet as soon as I 
got booze in me, I forgot all that. 

Then a miracle occurred about a week before Dec. 18, 2015. I woke up and felt free from booze. I knew 
that there was a tiny window I could climb through if I was going to be free from my addiction. I said a quick 
prayer and got out of bed and grabbed a few t-shirts and moved to Des Moines, Iowa. I had nowhere to go 
and no money. I landed on my mom’s couch at 39 years of age, completely broken. From that point on I began 
rebuilding my life.

The last two years have been fruitful. I’ve commenced to work on myself and grow. I’m currently working 
two simple jobs in a simple town. I work 7 days a week, but the gift is that I have the energy and strength 
and peace of mind to do so; digging out of a hole after 3 years of unemployment takes some work. I have 
the energy and focus for it. I met a beautiful woman and we are married. I am going back to school in a few 
months to finally complete my certification so I can teach in a high school and contribute to my community. I’m 
free from addiction. I’m able to help other people. My life has taken on new purpose and meaning: new peace, 
new joy, new freedom.

Real Life Testimonial by Brad: 
I was always the good kid, the one who never did anything wrong. Having an alcoholic mother, I swore I’d 
never drink. In fact, at our senior party, a friend’s brother actually slammed me against his garage door at their 
fancy house in the Northeast Heights, trying to get me to drink. I didn’t cave. 

A few months later, though, when I was at UNM, feeling sorry for myself that all my friends went to top colleges 
while I stayed in town, I had my first beer at a college party, or should I say beers. I eventually fell asleep 
behind a sofa after the party. The next day everyone told me how fun I was. What followed were lots of nights 
drinking to excess, runs to 7/11 for a Super Big Gulp lemonade to lace with vodka to hang out in parks or in 
the cemetery on Yale. Albuquerque was land I couldn’t escape. The land of entrapment, that’s what we called it. 
Everyone complained but no one could escape. 

Once, I remember having a panic attack and just taking a friend’s car and driving out of town as far as I could go 
until I could breathe. In between were drunken parties, sometimes all day in people’s yards, underage drinking at 
bars with the fake ID I got at nineteen. I was a rule follower unless I could bend them to get what I wanted. 

It didn’t occur to me until years later, after I had left on student exchange and never come back, that I was 
the only one stopping me. My friends went to fantastic schools, and their parents weren’t anymore well off 
than mine. I thought, though, that I would never get in and if I did I wouldn’t be able to pay. They applied 
themselves, I put it off. So I watched them leave and I stayed stuck. The drinking was really only a symptom of 
my inability to take action in my own life. Once I finally did, things changed. 

The drinking continued for years until it finally became too much to handle. The attitude, though, took much 
longer. When I was growing up in New Mexico I thought if I could only escape things would be okay, and I 
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did that by drinking and eventually actually leaving. I found, though, that wherever you go there you are. My 
problems followed me. It took years to realize that. I recently went back to visit and saw friends I haven’t seen 
since we were in college. They have great lives, and are happy. That’s possible anywhere, unless you’re the 
kind of person, like I am, always looking for an escape.  I entrapped myself.  I’m much freer now, but the lesson 
has stuck with me.


