
 

 

Marcia’s Story 

Sometimes I think back to when we brought our 
daughter home as a newborn – the anxiety, the 
overwhelming love and intense protectiveness. All 
still present--just experienced differently with an 
adult child. I used to love the middle-of-the-night 
feedings. With three other kids there was always 
chaos during the day, but at night it was just the 
two of us in the rocking chair---time to focus just on 
her without distractions. She would be nuzzled 
against me, so trusting, and I would promise to love 
and protect her no matter what. I would wonder 
what the future would hold for her and what kind of 
woman she would become.  

And now I know—she is everything I would have wished for – caring, sensitive, bright, funny, and an amazing mother. 
She is possibly the least judgmental person I know, probably because she has been judged harshly herself. And she is 
probably the most compassionate person I know, probably because she has experienced the stigma and shame that 
goes along with alcoholism. She is a wonderful young woman with a really crappy disease. 

But that disease is so hard to live with and can be so damaging to relationships. I try to separate my daughter from the 
disease. I try to make sure she knows how proud I am of who she is and that the disease won't ever change that. And I 
try to make sure she knows how much I admire the courage she has shown in facing this disease. I know I can't recover 
for her but I can try to stand beside her as she finds her own way to recovery. 

I am a mom who still loves her child unconditionally, but is somewhat haunted by the long-ago promise to protect. For a 
long time, I felt responsible. How did I manage to take a perfectly healthy child and raise her to be an alcoholic? I 
slogged my way through a lot of shame and guilt as a mother, a painful process but ultimately worthwhile. I now accept 
that I was not a perfect mom, but I was the best I was able to be. Most days I am hopeful and optimistic, believing this 
journey has meaning with unexpected blessings hidden on the way. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


