
I Looked in the Mirror and Saw

We were going around the tables at an AA meeting, sharing 
our thoughts, when a young man said: When I want to see 
my disease, I just look in a mirror.  How true, I thought, and 
went home carrying with me that comment.  And so on one 
of those occasions when I felt like a parrot, I repeated those 
same words with another group of friends.  Eager to impress 
them with such a wise concept, all I provoked were many 
doubtful stares and frozen expressions.  My comment was 
promptly followed by that of an old man who, with much 
audacity and in a most fine manner, glanced at the crowd 
first and then at me.  He said: Fool, where did you leave your 
pajamas?, that’s what I told myself this morning when I looked in 
the mirror!  A sudden outburst of laughs accompanied his 
words.  I pocketed the comment again and left the meet-
ing.  Walking back home on that quiet night, the scent of 
wood burning in a nearby home reached me.  Tons of stars 
were visible despite the city’s glare.  Briefly, I remembered 
crossing the wild grass through a curving path behind my 
house when I was a kid.  It was the shortcut that took me to 
a small store on the main street of the neighborhood where, 
with a few cents, I would buy some gum or chocolates.  I 
felt compelled to put my hands in my pockets as I would 
have in those days.  So I did.  But no sooner had I done this 
that I felt a slightly sharp pain on my right hand.  I pulled 
it out and saw a tiny cut on my middle finger.  Carefully, I 
put my hand back inside the pocket of my jeans and took 
out, to my surprise, a bunch of broken pieces belonging to a 
mirror.  By then, I had reached the park, so I sat at the first 
bench still holding the pieces in my hand.  A lavender moon 
witnessed silently above.  I began putting the pieces togeth-
er on my lap.  The first piece I picked out showed an apple 
tree.  One of the apples fell from it and rolled into the next 
broken piece, where the silhouettes of rabbits and squirrels 
scattered over a hill.  A skillful rabbit hopped into the next 
piece and scared away a flock of gulls gathered around a 
pond.  A man sitting by a tree trunk in the next piece heard 
their screeching squawks, and he played the notes of his 
saxophone even louder.  His music served as background 

to the crowd watching a silent film in the next piece, where 
a baby also slept in her mother’s arms.  In another one, boys 
and girls of all ages rode their colorful bicycles and rushed 
their way over to the next piece where the ice-cream man 
handed out popsicles.  As best as I could, I tried to unite ev-
ery fragment.  All of them contained a scene.  I got to the last 
piece and placed it in the remaining spot.  That one simply 
held the moon.  All the pieces were attached.  Nothing else 
was missing.  I lifted the small round mirror now complete 
and hesitated before looking in it.  I considered the old say-
ing about the seven years of bad luck.  But the mirror was 
not cracked.  It was spotless and smooth.  I looked in the 
mirror and saw my face smiling.  It was getting late so I put 
it down on the bench and kept walking.  - Byron C.
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One day at a time

There are two days in every week about which we should not worry - 
two days that should be kept free from fear and apprehension.

One of these days is yesterday, 
with its mistakes and cares, 

its faults and blunders, its aches and pains.
Yesterday has passed forever beyond our control. 

All the money in the world cannot bring back yesterday. 
We cannot undo a single act we performed. 

We cannot erase a single word we said. 
Yesterday is gone.

The other day we should not worry about is tomorrow.
Tomorrow is beyond our immediate control. 

Tomorrow’s sun will rise, 
whether in splendor or behind a mask of clouds, 

but it will rise. 
Until it does, we have no stake in tomorrow.

This leaves only one day - today.
Anyone can fight the battles of just one day. 

It is when you and I add burdens of those awful eternities - 
yesterday and tomorrow - that we break down.

Let us, therefore, live but one day at a time.

Anonymous

The Power that Flows

Today I pray.
You cannot stop this tree within me from bearing fruit.
I am committed to God, the program of AA, 
and the spirit of the truth.
Delivered to a brand new way of life,
I trust in God to be my provider.
I trust in AA for its primary purpose.
Putting my life in God’s hands for security,
my faith is becoming unbeatable and unstoppable.
My faith is outlasting all the conflicts with 
love, patience, kindness, and forgiveness. 
Peace be still. 
The eternal trust.  
Resting in the spirit. 
God fights the battle when you are at peace. 
He is the divine intervention. 
Release your faith in the power of God, right now, 
and the power will continue to flow 
in you and out of you to help someone else, 
empowering you, annointing you, and blessing you, 
prospering in God’s wholeness, 
addicted to the kingdom of goodness,
a distribution center of out-flowing love and wisdom.
Focus the attention on the kingdom.
There will be a sweet victory.
You will never be broke another day in your life.
You are blessed to be a blessing, 
prospering and transferring old behavior to healing and wealth,
a living sacrifice with a transformed mind,
internally and externally dedicated to 
the power of God that continues to flow. 
The power that flows. 
Today I pray.

Riccardo H.

Higher Power 

I lost my higher power a long time ago.
It has all the answers; 

the ones I need to know. 
I’ve searched in bottles for all of my life, 

as now the pain I endure cuts me like a knife. 
How helpless and lonely can one man feel? 

As I squander time, to make a new deal, 
the demon in my head says all will be ok, 
if I just relent, and let him have his way. 

It will all be ok, so he will say, 
as I drink away another good day. 

How do I escape this maddening existence?
when I haven’t the power to begin to resist it. 

I have finally found the power I need; 
in those rooms of fellowship we will all succeed. 

Though we haven’t the cure, 
together in friendship we can endure. 

Learn we can, to better ourselves in living, 
a better life of constant giving. 

We exist today, in what must be given freely away. 
A day at a time is what they say, 

will keep us safe and our demons at bay. 

Matt S.
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The Killing Kind

It got so bad, so quick this time. 
I was so sick, and had lost all life lines.
But there was still one, who knew before I.
My road before me…it was not time to die.
I never thought I’d be lying in the hospital again,
not really knowing how long it had been.
On day three, I finally came to, 
with tubes in my arms and my veins a bright blue.
Hopeless and empty, I lay there in bed,
visions and places stuck in my head.
Doctors and nurses and my husband by my side, 
I tried escaping reality, but the facts did not lie.
In and out of consciousness, I cried and I dreamed.
There was a “calm” though, inside me, 
and serene it just seemed.
No more struggles, and no more pain. 
Surrender I did and came out of the rain.
When the fifth day came, I was detoxed they said.
A lady came in and stood by my bed.
She was quiet and calm, and asked me that day,
“Do you remember me? I’m from AA.”
I vaguely remembered and said, “It doesn’t work.”
No sooner came those words than I felt like a jerk.
She gave me a list and said, ”Now, get to one.”
We’re here for you honey, so please don’t run.
She left and then the doctor came by.

He told me right then that I almost died.
He said very firmly, I had to abstain.
If I drank, he doubted I’d make it back again.
With the unimaginable news I’d received,
my pancreas almost burst, it’s a malicious disease.
This statement came true, right then in my mind:
This disease really is the killing kind.
A long time ago, I heard them say
death, insanity or jails, will be there someday,
quicker than most people would normally think.
But it’s true, could have happened, 
if I continued to drink.
It’s been four years now, and sobriety’s stuck.
I can tell you right now it’s not about luck.
Today I know that God has great plans.
He told me to reach out, and take your hands.
Now you are the ones I owe it all to.
I would not be sober, if it weren’t for you.
With all of this gratitude I feel in my heart,
thank you my friends for a blessed new start.
The rest is a daily thing that I’ll live.
My blood, sweat and tears, now I must give.
It was hard coming back, to be the new girl again.
But today life is good because of you God, 
my family and friends.

Michelle D.
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Spring Appeal 2014

Warmest Greetings, 

The hold of winter seems to be lessening its grip so that spring can bring in new life.  This makes me think of 
my early recovery and how it correlates to the fog being lifted so that a new life could be recreated.  Just as 
the plants are reborn in the spring, in How It Works it tells me that we get the chance to be reborn in Alcoholics 
Anonymous.  My hope is this letter finds you enjoying your renewed life.

We here at your Chicago Area Service Office have been very busy.  We have been expending considerable 
effort to assure your group’s needs are being met.  We have also been hard at work to ensure the bookstore is 
running efficiently and the website is current – enabling you; and all members of the fellowship, to have the 
most effective, productive tool available. 

We are diligently working on stretching each and every dollar that has been gratefully sent in by each group 
and individual.  We are working on a very tight budget and are continually learning how to be more and more 
creative, putting every penny to work.  In 2013 we were able to reduce spending by $27,140 and we still were 
unable to break even.  We ended with a defecit of $23,395.

We need your help all throughout the year.  One dollar in the basket will not suffice.  Your groups need your 
support month after month.  The 7th tradition is continually decreasing at the group level which has an impact 
at the Area (CASO) level.  There seems to be a trend where, as people no longer carry cash, with our techno-
logically advanced cell phones and debit cards, we are able to pay for many things without cash.  I continually 
need to make a conscious effort to obtain cash for my 7th tradition contribution at the meetings I attend.  Next 
time you’re at a meeting notice how many people do not put money in the basket.  You’ll be surprised.  Our 
meetings, Area Committees and CASO have all felt the repercussions of this cashless society.  Please make an 
effort to bring cash with you when you attend a meeting.  Keeping the doors open depends on you! 

Yes, we need your financial support but of equal importance is the need of your physical support.  We would 
like to raise awareness of the responsibility that each member has to ensure that this gift we have freely re-
ceived is available for the still suffering alcoholic in and out of the rooms.  We urgently need your help to carry 
the message of hope.  It takes a lot of work and a lot of people to carry this message to the still suffering alco-
holic.  We have so much to do and so few service workers to help us with the task that has been entrusted to 
us by our co-founders.  In the Chicagoland area we have hundreds of thousands of active members, yet only a 
handful of volunteers to be of service.  

We need your help with our Area committees, which help carry the message to the alcoholic whom yet doesn’t 
know there’s a way out.  Our committees are: 

180 N. Wabash, Suite 305
Chicago, IL 60601

(312) 346-1475
Fax: (312) 346-5477

www.chicagoAA.org

Cooperation with the Professional Community (CPC)
Correctional Facilities (CFC)
Finance
Grapevine
Hospital & Treatment Facilities (HTF)
Public Information (PI)
Special Needs

Committee on Conference (COC)
Archives
Structure
24 Hour Answering Service
Website
Here’s How
Literature
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These committees meet here at CASO, your service office, once a month.  For meeting details go to our website 
www.chicagoaa.org and visit the calendar page then simply come and see what we do, what you can do.  We 
offer discounted parking and our office is easy to reach via public transportation.  Are you doing enough to 
help the still suffering alcoholic?  What service work are you doing, could you be doing more?  How are you 
participating in your recovery community? 

I invite you to come see firsthand what these committees do.  Come see how contributions are put to use.  Help 
us to put books in the libraries of correctional facilities, help us to educate the public of what AA is and what 
AA isn’t, help us to take meetings to those that are visually and or hearing impaired, help us to pass out infor-
mation at health expos, help us to speak to our youth about AA, help us by working on our historic newsletter 
Here’s How (Bill W. was an avid reader of our newsletter), and so much more, I encourage you to come find 
out.  You will be amazed before you’re halfway thru. 

This is the 75 year anniversary of AA in Chicago, we are currently planning to make our annual All Chicago 
Open (ACO) a real celebration.  As you know the ACO is a commemoration of the first meeting held in Chi-
cago on September 20, 1939.  We need your help.  We do not have enough volunteers to help with this event.  
This, unfortunately, is a continual theme.  If you’re unable to help as a volunteer, you can show your support 
by coming to our ACO.  My greatest happiness would be to fill the UIC Pavilion on September 20th (our 75th 
birthday) to full capacity. 

In closing, please take a moment to look into the committees and come and see what we do.  Show your grati-
tude by filling out the reply form and mail in your contribution.  But also, don’t forget to stop at the ATM and 
ensure you have funds to honor the 7th tradition at your groups.  Should you have any questions please feel 
free to contact me at CASO@ChicagoAA.org or (312) 346-1475. 

Thank you for your time in reading this letter, thank you to those of you who help carry the message and most 
of all thank you for the precious gift of sobriety. 

Forever in your debt, 

Office Manager

HEARD In The ROOMS

Send submissions to:  hhcommittee@live.com or Here’s How (CASO) 180 N Wabash - Suite 305  Chicago, IL 60601

What we’ve heard in the rooms and in our e-mail lately is that people want to write articles for 
Here’s How but they’d like some guidance as to subjects and length.  The articles we receive 
are generally 500-800 words in length but some are quite a bit longer.  Any length is acceptable; 
we do reserve the right to edit. 

Recently we’ve suggested, as topics, lessons learned from working the Steps, sponsorship, 
favorite meetings or musings on something heard in the rooms.  Any topic related to recovery 
is good but for starters let’s keep it simple.  Tell Here’s How your story - what it was like, what 
happened and what it’s like now!

Poetry, cartoons, drawings and photos are also very welcome.  Let us hear from you!
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Epithalamion: A Few Words for Kathleen

We are here today to celebrate the wedding of Kathleen 
and Mark.

Kathleen, when she was eight years old, started coming 
with me to AA meetings on Friday night.  That meeting 
had really good coffee, and as Kathleen made her way time 
after time to the coffeepot, I’d lose sight of her because she 
was short, but I could follow her progress by watching 
heads turn to bless her with their eyes as she passed, 
beautiful child that she was, and I knew that she was 
beaming back with a beatific expression that said, “I know 
I shouldn’t be drinking coffee, but I’m getting away with 
something here.”

At the break they’d raffle off a Big Book, and when the 
meeting broke up, Kathleen would go from table to table 
collecting all the discarded raffle tickets, which she would 
bring home and store in a shoebox. Why? I never figured it 
out.

Up came my AA anniversary, and I asked Kathleen if 
she’d be willing to say a few words in front of a roomful 
of adults and she was game — Kathleen was always game. 
She had to stand on a chair to reach the microphone, and if 
I remember right, what she said was, “It is always an occa-
sion when someone celebrates their eleventh anniversary. 
Jack?”

If that was a little less — what? personal? than I expected, 
still, it was a good beginning of a ten-year run. Next year 
she didn’t need the chair, and she wrote a poem that began, 
“My dad is the best / he’s been that way since birth / It’s a 
shame there’s only one of him / on the planet earth.”

Year three she brought Annie with her, and she said, “Last 
year I read a poem for my dad’s anniversary.  This year 
we’re here to explain the poem.” Oh, would that every poet 
might acknowledge that responsibility.

Kathleen’s presence every Friday night lit up that big gym-
nasium, and a lot of people in that AA group who never 
got to watch their own kids grow up came to look forward 
to those presentations as a highlight of their year.

I remember Tom D., who couldn’t go with us when we put 
on meetings in prisons because he always set off the metal 
detectors because he had a police bullet imbedded 
inoperably close to his spine— Tom said to me one night, 
“That kid is the best advertisement for AA that anybody 

could ever see.” And Billy G., a former three-hundred 
pound biker, told me that he had a daughter Kathleen’s age 
“somewhere,” and that every year he cried at Kathleen’s 
presentation — but it was the good crying.

It’s my turn now to say some words for Kathleen— al-
though she tied my hands a little, made me promise not to 
make her cry.

So my words will be directed to the groom.  Probably most 
fathers of the bride, if they were honest, would admit to 
feeling that there isn’t a young man in the world who’s 
worthy of their little girl—hey, we were young men once, 
we remember.

But I want Mark to know that I don’t feel that way — par-
ticularly.  But what I do think is that Kathleen and Mark 
have been extraordinarily lucky to find each other.  It’s 
crazy out there, and maybe dangerous, and it seems like 
it’s getting crazier every day.  Most of us feel fortunate to 
find anybody willing to cast their lot with us, let alone the 
right person.  Today my heart is telling me that this is right.

Now, Mark, about the dowry;  I’m afraid I have to ask to 
be dispensed from that archaic tradition; I’m not ungener-
ous, just unemployed.  But somewhere among Kathleen’s 
belongings, in a cellar or an attic or at the bottom of a clos-
et, there might still be a shoebox full of raffle tickets that 
didn’t win anything.

If you find it, Mark, hang onto it.  A lot of hopes went into 
that box, the hopes of people whose last names I never 
knew, people who didn’t win life’s lotteries, didn’t dodge 
all of life’s bullets, who once looked at Kathleen and took 
heart, who loved her and left their tickets on the tables 
for her, and wished that they might be for her tickets to a 
better life than they had had.

And if you don’t find that box, imagine that you’ve got it, 
and in your mind, whenever you feel that life’s too hard, 
and you’re too much alone, open up that box and run 
your fingers through those old raffle tickets.  Mix them up 
real good, and think how much luck it takes to find the one 
person in the world that we were meant to find.

Then go to the kitchen and put on a pot of some 
really good coffee — and make enough for two.

Jack M.
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75th Anniversary Invitation
     

 This September marks the 75th anniversary of the first Alcoholics Anonymous meeting in Evanston, IL; 
we will have two major celebrations to mark this milestone in our collective recovery.  The 2014 Illinois State 
Conference of Alcoholics Anonymous will be held August 22-24th at the Crowne Plaza Chicago O’Hare Hotel in 
Rosemont, Illinois. Four weeks later the All Chicago Open, our annual anniversary celebration, will be held at 
the UIC Pavilion on September 20, 2014.

 I would like to invite all AAs to attend both of these events, but more importantly I would like to invite 
you to participate in them. These events require a substantial number of volunteers and our need is greater this 
year because of the activities related to the 75th Anniversary. The good news is most of the volunteer positions 
don’t require any prior experience, lengthy sobriety or significant time commitment. 

 I have always enjoyed attending both events over the years, but have also found my appreciation is 
significantly enhanced by becoming a volunteer and getting directly connected to other AAs who make events 
like these possible. For a person like me who tends to isolate at times, volunteer opportunities remove the awk-
wardness of making new acquaintances because it creates a common experience we can relate to. Sharing my 
recovery and relating to others plays a huge part in my sobriety, it increases my gratitude for all the gifts I have 
been blessed with. Making new acquaintances also keeps my recovery fresh and exciting, especially if I haven’t 
had the occasion to work with a new person in a while. 

 The difference between attending an AA event and actually participating in it is similar to the contrast 
between attending an AA meeting at random and the experience I have attending my Home Group. I always get 
something out of every AA meeting I attend, but I have a special relationship with my Home Group members. 
We have made an investment in each other’s lives and ongoing recovery, the result is we have become much 
like an extended family. Just by volunteering at an AA event, people who are as close to me as strangers on a bus 
quickly transition to being my newest best friends; the more times I volunteer, the fewer strangers remain. Just 
by volunteering I can open up these celebrations to be something truly mystical. 

 If you really want to kick it up a notch, try involving some AA friends or your Home Group in your 
plans for the Illinois State and All Chicago Open, I’ve tried this method several times. A couple years ago when I 
attended the AA International Convention I not only traveled with a large contingent from my home group, but 
a few of us volunteered to work in registration as conference was kicking off. The volunteer ribbon they pinned 
on my conference registration was worth serious bragging points with other Home Group members who merely 
attended the conference (lol).

I am grateful for the friends and many blessings AA service work has brought me,

Tom F.

CASA Chair
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Dream With No End

There is no one that can stand a fight
in a drunken haze, in a brawl of might, 
numb and broken through the night.

No matter how far off the edge you’ve gone, 
love is never-ending and long. 
It’s cold and dark, 
but love is waiting patiently for your spark.

There is nothing in a drink 
that will free you from despair, 
from the life long panned out
and so desparately dared, 
from the face who snared 
and laughed at your fall and stared.

Booze won’t let you win or lose, 
won’t trap you or cut you loose. 
It won’t stop you from the things you choose.

You wont be cured or lured into finess
by a sip of a cocktail in a white silk dress.
There will be no end to a shot of gin; 
cheers to a life of the alcoholics win.

A drink is only a dream with no end,
a step or two down a flight of stairs,
a bump or bruise and a lot of stares. 

A drink is a life of pretend, 
a one way street into a social bend. 
Have another toast, another round, 
until cost becomes your mend.

There is no one that can stand a fight
in a dream trapped by light 
which radiates peace redeemed.
 
No matter how far off the edge you’ve gone, 
love is never-ending and long.
 
There is nothing in a drink 
that will free you from despair, 
from the life you dared, 
or from the face who snared.
 
Booze won’t let you win or lose, 
won’t trap you or cut you loose. 
It won’t stop you from the things you choose.
 
You wont be cured or lured into finess
by a sip of a cocktail in a white silk dress.
There will be no end to a shot of gin.
 
A drink is only a dream with no end,
a step or two down a flight of stairs,
a bump or bruise and a lot of stares.

Katherine R.

The Journey

There is a place where I long to be, 
where you can be you and I can be me. 

This is a land of peace and joy 
that I used to dream of as a boy.

A hell of a journey this life of mine, 
so filled with drugs and whiskey and wine, 
good at one time they finally turned bad, 

now only serving to cover the sad.
By the time I was twenty I looked wasted and old. 
I abandoned my youth so it died and turned cold. 
By the time I was thirty, I was that close to death,

 on many occasions so near my last breath.
That detour cost much. 

It sure wasn’t free. 
It was killing my soul — that which is me, 

Many reached out time and again, 
I can’t remember, was it a hundred or ten.

Only when I finally gave up the fight, 
did the door crack open and let in some light. 

Then hope appeared and I began to get strong, 
but it wouldn’t take much for things to go wrong.

The door opened further and light flooded in, 
and faith appeared where once it had been. 
It washed over me like a fresh falling snow, 

and now I knew where I had to go.
With faith by my side, not alone as before, 

I took that leap and walked through the door. 
This journey has given few tears and much joy, 

making me feel again like a boy.
Today I have friends to help point the way, 

and today I listen to what they say. 
I no longer wallow, sulk and react. 

Today I believe I’m on the right track.
First hope, then faith, now the pleasure of giving. 

I at long last have that feeling of living. 
Where once I was dying, now I’m alive, 

and what do you know, I started to thrive.
As life reveals many joys and travails, 

I feel, with abandon, the wind in my sails. 
I’m pointed forward and upward at last, 

no longer lost and caught up in the past.
I really have won that most cherished prize, 

and now I finally realize, 
that what I have won in this lotto of life. 

Won’t be money, fame and absence of strife,
what it will be has forever been free, 
and lo and behold it’s right inside me. 

What was it, this thing that I just couldn’t see? 
You see, all I wanted was just to have me.

When I get to that place where I aspire to be, 
where you can be you and I can be me, 
I will finally be healthy, happy and whole, 

at last being at one with my very own soul.

Tom M.
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Poems
Short Stories
Articles
Journals

Do you enjoy writing?

Get published!!!

We need your stories!

Chicago Area Service Assembly’s Newsletter
Here’s How

“What it was like, What happened, and What it is like now”
Your story could appear in an upcoming issue
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