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It is July, 22, 2007, and tonight I am at the birthday party of my best friend. I threw this party as a surprise and made sure that there would be plenty of beer because he enjoyed drinking. As I sit around the dining room table with my friends, I realize that everyone has a beer in hand. Corona to be exact. The pungent smell of lime is in the air, and my mouth is starting to water. I grab my cup of water and I take a drink. One of the guys goes to the fridge for more beer, “who would like a new one,” he asks. “Fay, do you want one?”

* * *

It’s not like I’ve never drank before. I remember the first time; it was also for a birthday. This time it was my birthday. I was about to enter sixth grade and was turning eleven years old when my mom offered to buy me drinks. I had always seen my mom drink, so I thought it might be nice to drink with her, so we went to the local Furr’s in Roswell and headed straight for the alcohol aisle. I looked around and saw many fruit flavored drinks. I decided on wine coolers. They came in many different flavors all of which sounded very yummy. I told my mom that I wanted to try the strawberry kiwi. 


At about three o’clock or so my mom and I came back to the house with two cases of wine coolers; both contained four bottles. One was for me and the other for my sister who was nine.


I lived right across from the park, so I invited some friends to come and play kickball. In between the game, I would return home and drink a wine cooler as fast as possible. I loved the taste of the artificial fruit flavoring. The drink went down smoothly and left no yucky after taste like beer (I had tasted beer before when I was a few years younger. I can’t recall my exact age, but I am certain I didn’t like the taste). I drank all four of mine in intervals while my mom was sitting on the porch drinking with one of her friends. Once mine were gone I decided to try my sister’s. She only had one, and I knew that she wouldn’t drink the rest. Looking back, I am very proud of her for not drinking like I did that night. I thought I was so cool; some of my friends said they had smoked weed and drank beer before. I had never smoked and didn’t ever plan on it, but I was happy to know that my mom bought me wine coolers for my birthday. Did their parents ever do that for them? 

When the sun started setting my friends and I continued to play a little longer. It was my turn to kick the ball. The pitch came in, and I gave a mighty kick. I ran the four bases and realized that I was beginning to feel a little funny. My head was starting to hurt and my stomach didn’t feel normal. I decided to end the game and gave the excuse that since the sun was going down we wouldn’t be able to see for much longer. I didn’t want my friends to think I couldn’t handle the alcohol.

I went home and laid in my bed with a terrible headache; never in my life had I felt so bad. I thought the wine coolers would have no effect on me, but boy was I wrong. I went to bed at about seven with a tummy full of liquor and a throbbing head. I slept all night until the next day. I never wanted to experience that feeling in my life again. 

After feeling that pain and knowing what it was to be drunk I couldn’t imagine why my mom lived her life like this. Couldn’t she stop drinking or was this a condition? Why did my mom choose this life for herself or did she choose it?

 I finally realized that my mom didn’t just drink she was an alcoholic. She had been drinking for as long as I could remember, since my first memory. She knew what a hangover felt like, and she knew the feeling of dizziness that I experienced the night of my eleventh birthday.  My mom drank almost everyday of her life, and as I got older I began to understand that my mom was an alcoholic.


Alcoholism is a condition when a person becomes dependant on alcohol. It is a chronic disease in which the body craves alcohol. Alcohol becomes just as necessary as food and water in an alcoholics life. Just like all disease, alcoholism also has symptoms including cravings, tolerance, alcohol dependence, and not being able to stop drinking once one has started. People who become alcoholics usually continue drinking despite serious problems which include family and health problems.

* * *

I am 18 years old, less than a month away from being 19. In a little more than a month a will be entering my second year of college at the University of New Mexico in Albuquerque. I know that many college students, including my friends, drink and have parties. This isn’t the first one I have been to and I know it won’t be my last.

I have seen my friends drink many times and I know they will continue to so. I looked around the table at all of my friends, they are laughing and having a good time. One of them is agreeing to take as many shots as the birthday boy wishes. I think they are crazy taking shots, but I know it’s only for this special occasion. None of them are alcoholics; they just wanted to have a good time, but I still don’t understand how drinking produced a good time.

* * *

There were many times, when I was younger, that I came out of my room to yelling and fighting. My mom must have been drunk again. I was never able to comprehend why she felt the need to drink until she became angry. She became so angry; she would find any excuse to yell at my stepdad. My stepdad who drank with her. In a way he encouraged her (Was I also doing this? I wanted my best friend to have a good time at his party, so I asked his brother if he would buy beer. Was I encouraging the behavior the same way my stepdad did? Or was this different? I didn’t buy the beer; I just made sure it would be present. It wasn’t like my friends were alcoholics. They weren’t going to get out of hand.). Never once did my stepdad tell her “not today honey.” No he bought the beer for her. He gave her the money, so she could get the alcohol herself since she never had a job. 


We survived off of the money my step dad made at his two jobs. My mom did her part too. She went to the welfare office every six months or so to get food stamps and Medicaid. She wanted to make sure my sister and I wouldn’t ever go hungry or get sick.


My dad wasn’t around. He lived in California. My mom and him had never married, so he wasn’t a big part of my life. I saw him a lot when I was younger, and we continued to keep in touch, as I got older.


My mom wasn’t a horrible person. She did all she could to make sure my sister and I were taken care of. I don’t remember there ever being a time when we didn’t have food or a time when our utilities were cut off. I do remember that we got notices to shut off the water or heat, but it never happened. Whenever we were sick, we were rushed to the doctor. Even during the middle of the night when I had an earache, I was quickly taken to the hospital. My mom always did a good job taking care of my sister and me physically. She just drank everyday.

My mom was very good looking. She stood at 5’5 with a large body frame. She always had her hair fixed really nice and always kept up her appearance. She wore the nicest clothes she owned, and her eyes were beautiful. They were a golden hazel and changed to green at times. Once my mom got drunk she lost all of the beauty she possessed during the daytime.

 I remember sitting in the bathroom watching my mom at the mirror. She put on makeup everyday and I always watched. She would take out her eye shadow and put on brown, green, or blue depending on what she was wearing. Watching her made it seem so easy to apply the sparkling shadow that always made her golden, hazel eyes glimmer. After she left the bathroom, I went through her makeup and put some on. I wanted to look as beautiful as she did.

***

Before my friend’s birthday party I spent a couple hours getting ready. I looked in my closet for the nicest outfit and put it on once I showered. I then did my hair; I curled it the way I have seen my mom do hers many times before. I also put on some make up and realized that I applied it in the same manner that my mom does. I didn’t look like my mom though. My eyes are brown, a little lighter compared to some people, but they still shimmered the way hers did when I watched her as a kid. We are the same.

***

One night my mom invited my uncle and all of their friends to come to the house for a party (We lived in a two bedroom white, HUD house in Roswell where my sister and I shared a room. HUD is a program that helps low-income families find a house at a very little cost. My mom only paid what she wanted each month; sometimes she paid twenty dollars a month and other times even less). There was always plenty of beer and tons of noise. My sister and I hid in our room the majority of the time. We would only dare venture out while everyone was still there. Neither of us wanted to be there once everyone left. That’s when the trouble would start. While everyone was drinking I was always sure to feed my sister and myself. I was constantly taking care of my sister, brushing her hair, helping with her homework, and making sure we were fed. That night wasn’t as bad as others though. Everyone stayed until there wasn’t any more beer. Once everyone was gone my mom and stepdad went to sleep. I woke up in the morning before everyone else just like usual after a party. I cleaned up the house and made sure everything was in order.

 Another night after my mom got drunk; she began screaming at my stepdad. This took place after my sister and I went to sleep. That night everything seemed to be going okay; it was a school night, so my sister and I went to bed at about ten. I woke up during the middle of the night and heard my mom accuse my stepdad of cheating on her. She cussed at him over and over. This caused a huge commotion and eventually woke up my sister. I couldn’t believe they were at it again on another school night. Why couldn’t they just shut up, so my sister and I could sleep? 

Realizing that they would be at it all night, I had to do something. My sister and I couldn’t stay up all night since we had school the next day. So I mustered all of my courage and decided to ask my friend across the street if we could stay at her house. I couldn’t believe what I was doing; I didn’t want people to know what went on at my house, but I had to do something.

I walked out of my house, through the front door. The screams left my house and penetrated the still night. I heard chh chh chh and looked to see that the sprinklers were on at the. The street light on the corner illuminated my path, and I wasn’t frightened as I crossed the street. Dogs were barking some where in the distance as I came to the door of my friend’s house. 

Thump, thump timidly passed from my closed fists to the front door, and her dad answered. I was petrified. What was he going to say? Was he going to question me? I didn’t want him to ask any questions. I just wanted to talk to his daughter.
  “Is Luz there?” I asked. He turned around into the dark house without any questions. I think he saw the distress in my face. As soon as he left the front door my friend appeared. I had tears in my eyes and reluctantly told her what was going on.

“Can my sister and I stay the night?” I asked through a cracked voice. “My mom and stepdad are fighting and we need to sleep since we have school tomorrow,” came out as I tried to swallow the tears that slowly forced their way up my throat and out my eyes.

“You can stay the nigh,t” she replied. I could hear the compassion in her voice which told me not to be embarrassed anymore. I went back to my house to grab my sister. I came in through the front door and went straight for our room. 

“Janeice,” I said, “we’re gonna go stay at Luz’s house. We’ll come back in the morning to get ready for school.” I opened our window and we both went out. We walked across the street in our pajamas while holding hands. I knocked on the door to find that my friend was waiting for us.

I was surprised that nobody asked any questions when we walked through the door. Her parents never asked anything. I assume that Luz informed her parents of the situation once I left to grab my sister. I don’t even remember seeing them when my sister and I walked in. We went straight to my friend’s bedroom. She got some blankets and made a bed for us on the floor next to her bed. My sister and I laid down and went to sleep.

We woke up early the next day to get ready for school. We walked in the front door while our parents were sleeping. We left for school knowing that our parents didn’t know a thing. I couldn’t believe that my mom and step dad were so clueless that they didn’t even realize that their kids had snuck out because of their incessant fighting. To this day neither one of them know that my sister and I snuck out to get some sleep.

When I was at school that day I was tired, but I was sure not to appear that way to my friends. I enjoyed being at school; it was one of the few chances I had to see my friends since I never invited them to my house. It was a place where I felt safe; my mom and step dad weren’t going to embarrass me there. At school I was just like everyone else. I wasn’t different and my life wasn’t unusual. I was actually slightly advanced compared to my friends. I did great at my school work. It was my way to escape what happened at home. Once I got home, I could retreat to my room and work on my assignments. One thing I enjoyed doing, as a way to escape the fighting, was writing. I had a journal that I would write in to flee from my situation.

***

If I told my mom about the night my sister and I spent at Luz’s I think she would go crazy. She wouldn’t like the fact that I am reminding her of her alcoholism, and she would be upset that my sister and I wouldn’t even stay at our own house. Every parent wants to protect their children, so I know my mom would be devastated that my sister and I had to leave the house.

I have talked to my sister many times about what happened that night, along with every other night at our house. We would sit on her bed and I would stair into her almost black eyes. I listened patiently as she would reveal her feelings towards our mother. I distinctly remember my sister telling me that she hated our mother. She couldn’t stand the fact that your mother was an alcoholic. I know that she wanted the same the thing I did, a non-alcoholic mother.

***
Once I was in middle school I decided that it would be okay to invite friends to my house. I had gone to my friends’ houses a few times, but I never asked them to come to mine despite the constant pestering of my mom.

 “Why don’t you ever invite your friends over? Why do you always go to their house; can’t they come over here?” I couldn’t tell my mom that I was ashamed, so I finally gave in. It might be okay if I have one or two over. Maybe she wouldn’t drink if my friends were there.

Company never stopped my mom. Drinking was a ritual. It was a part of her daily life. For the most part she behaved well, she never got drunk or caused an uproar. My mom would get us food and make sure we had everything we needed to have fun. We would go to the store to buy chips, soda, and dip. 

The first friend I invited over was Roberta. I had known her for maybe eight years and we were really close. She came over to a fully stocked house since my mom and I had been shopping earlier. We went to Albertson’s and my mom bought some popcorn, marshmallows, some chips and root beer. Roberta came over at about six or so, and as soon as she arrived the festivities began. I made popcorn and we sat on the couch, which was made out into a bed, and watched House on Haunted Hill. My mom and sister also watched the movie. It was a lot of fun.

My mom sat on another couch with a beer in hand. She was relaxed and enjoyed a good 

time with my friend and me. We roasted marshmallows in our fireplace which kept the frosty air from biting our skin. My mom was very well-behaved that night. I think it had to do with the fact that my stepdad was not home. She never yelled or even got mad, but she drank during the entire movie until she went to bed.

The time with Roberta was one of the few times I enjoyed being with my mom while she drank. She didn’t embarrass me, and I didn’t get angry while she drank. I liked this time with my mom and hoped that having friends over caused the good time, so I started to invite my friends over more often thinking my mom would never get out of hand.

Then it happened; my mom decided to become as drunk as possible when my friend Jenny stayed the night. My mom, step dad, aunt, and uncle were all out front while Jenny and I talked inside. We were sitting in the dinning room, that connected to the living room, on a purple sofa. Everything seemed to be going smoothly until I heard my mom’s voice become louder. Her voice rang like thunder in my ears; she was screaming at everyone because she felt that they were against her. I knew this was going to be a bad night.  I heard her scream at my step dad because he wasn’t defending her from her brother. I had a nonchalant attitude with Jenny hoping that if we ignored what was going on everything would go away.  Next thing I knew my mom came stumbling inside with a bloody lip. My uncle had hit my mom in the mouth. He said he was trying to restrain her, but I couldn’t quite believe him. How much damage could a drunk woman do? She couldn’t walk straight or even talk clearly. I had no idea what was going on or what might happen. I did know that I didn’t want Jenny to see anymore. Embarrassed and hurt at the same time I hurriedly took Jenny to my room. This made no difference. We were both sitting on my twin bed when my mom decided to barge into the room. Her lip was swollen and she was still bleeding. She had a glazed looked in her eyes which was the infamous sign of her drunkenness. She talked to Jenny and me as if nothing unusual occurred. I stared at my mom listening to her slurred words trying as hard as humanly possible not to cry. I failed


In the morning I woke up to see that everything from the night before hadn’t gone away. The only thing different was that Jenny left. She left as soon as she woke up, walking home since she only lived a block away. That was the first and last time she stayed at my house. I was sad. But I was glad she never asked me about what happened, so I didn’t have to tell her those events went on almost everyday, whether I had school or not. Unfortunately other evidence from the night before still existed. My mom had a new appearance. Every time she spoke a tooth appeared to be missing. But as soon as she smiled I noticed that the tooth was still there, but it was chipped; chipped enough that she seemed to be missing a tooth. Even now while talking to my mom I think she is missing a tooth until she smiles, it is still there. Would having to live with this chipped tooth cause my mom to rethink her alcoholism?

I would talk to my mom about her drinking. “Why do you drink?” was the question I repetitively asked. “When and why did you start?” was also a favorite of mine. Her answer was always different each time she replied to these two questions. I can’t even remember what any of her answers were. I can recall that I was never satisfied with the answers she provided. I was always left in the dark. The question that was most important and never received an answer was “Why don’t you stop?” 

* * *

It’s funny that the questions I once asked my mom are now the opposite of what my friends ask me. “Fay why don’t you drink? Fay you should have a beer, it will help you relax,” my friends told me. So I think what it would be like to drink, then I remember my promise.

It was January 29, 2002, and I was thirteen. I don’t remember the exact details of this day, but I do know that something horrendous occurred. I went to my room (the one I shared with my sister) and took out the journal I was given for Christmas. On the front cover was a golden angel with blonde curly hair. I opened the book to the first blank page. I took out a yellow fluorescent pen. I didn’t want my mom to find my journal and be able to read what I wrote. I thought about how hard it was for older people to read light colors, so I figured yellow would be the best color since I didn’t have a lock on that important book.

Dear Journal,




1-29-02

I write down a promise to myself that I won’t waste money on alcohol if I have any bills to pay. I promise that I will use all the strength [I have] not to embarrass my kids by getting drunk and arguing, crying, or acting crazy when their friends are around. I promise that if I ever drink I won’t get drunk...

I was sitting at the desk in my dorm room the last time I opened that journal. I had been living in Hokona Hall at the University of New Mexico for almost four months now, and my room still didn’t have a homey feel yet. The room was blank with whiteness; the only splash of color that existed came from a purple bedspread. Next to my desk I had a box full of notebooks. I riffled through it trying to find that journal; I wanted to remember my promise. I read that entry over and over, but I couldn’t figure out what had caused me to make that promise. It could have been a number of nights. There was the time when Jenny stayed over, when my mom and step dad had caused me and my sister to stay the night across the street, when my mom and step dad had a screaming match which kept me up all night trying to console my sister since we had school the next day. There had been so many problems because of my mother’s drinking that I didn’t know which event inspired my promise.

Even though I couldn’t recall the event, I could remember the emotions I experienced when I wrote that promise. I hated my mom at that time for drinking and always spending money we didn’t have to feed her addiction. I also hated myself for feeling that way. She was my mom. The one who gave me life, I shouldn’t hate her. I should love her. But she shouldn’t embarrass me either. She should be my mother just like my friends had their mothers. Mothers who weren’t alcoholics. I had felt very strongly that night about my mom. I was angry and upset, so I made a promise.
* * *

Even after I told my friends that I didn’t want a beer they continued pestering me to drink with them. My friend Sandy told me that she would pay for daiquiri mix knowing that I hated the way beer tasted. With that being said my friends decided that they would make a trip to Smiths, (the one closest to my friend’s house was on Central and Coors in Albuquerque). 


After about thirty minutes my friends showed back up with a bottle of rum, daiquiri mix, and a bag of ice. The blender was pulled out of the cupboard and a daiquiri came flying my way. In a way I felt obligated to drink. Sandy spent over twenty dollars to buy this drink for me; it would be rude to refuse. After the many times I had refused to drink, I figured that on this day, a special occasion, it wouldn’t be so horrible if I drank just one.


 Every time I am around people drinking I am reminded of all the times I experienced with my mom drunk. When most of my friends ask me my reason for not drinking I give no reply or say that “I don’t like the taste of alcohol.”  When I do answer the question, only to my close friends, I give a long answer and hope that they will understand.

While I was in tenth grade I learned about genetics and how traits could be inherited. In my biology class while studying the brain, my teacher explained how children are highly apt to behave like their parents. I remember her describing how behaviors can go from one generation to the next. I remember thinking about my mom. Would I be like her when I grew up? I didn’t want to become an alcoholic. I didn’t want to have anger like she had. I wanted to live a life free of alcohol; I didn’t want to be like my mom. I wanted to be Faynessa Mott, the daughter of an alcoholic mom who didn’t grow up and obtain the qualities that she disliked so much about her mom.

There have been many studies done with a focus to determine if alcoholism is genetically linked. It has been shown that the environment and inherited factors play a role in predisposing a person to alcoholism. Many of the experiments done observed a trend in alcoholism. People who have a mother, father, or sometimes a distant relative as an alcoholic are more likely to become alcoholics than the people who don’t have any alcoholic family members. The tests done have proven that genetic factors play an important role in determining who is an alcoholic, but the exact genes responsible for this trait hasn’t been determined.

***

My mom and I never had a good relationship due to all of her drinking. After watching her drunk for most of my life it was hard for me to do any more than just love her. I couldn’t understand or relate to her. Because of this we didn’t have a relationship. None other than the titles we were given; we were just mother and daughter. That’s it nothing else. I didn’t tell her about school and she didn’t tell me about herself. All we discussed was what was for dinner. If I did talk to her my tone was usually angry and I was probably yelling. I don’t remember being happy with her after I realized that she was an alcoholic. I would tell her that we didn’t have money for beer, but she never listened. This was the extent of how we coexisted. 

Despite the bad relationship my mom and I had, I still worried about her. I was very concerned with her health. This is what drove me to question her about her alcoholism. I cared about her and I just wanted her to be healthy. 

***

Drinking alcohol can lead to many different health risks, so when people drink they aren’t just hurting their loved ones they are also hurting themselves. Alcoholics can suffer from serious injuries such as liver problems. Nearly 35% of heavy drinkers (alcoholics) develop hepatitis, which is can be very damaging. About 20% of alcoholics get cirrhosis, a progressive scarring of the liver; this can potentially kill people. People who drink also have a risk of osteoporosis and lung disorders. Some people have very serious pneumonia due to the alcohol. I didn’t want my mom to have the possibility of suffering because she made a poor decision.

Unlike other diseases, illnesses, or conditions alcoholism is a choice although it may not seem like it. Many people who drink do so because they a made a choice one day to pick up a beer and have a drink. My mom made that decision long ago when she was in her teens. I believe that once one becomes an alcoholic they have the choice to stop or at least try to. I know that making the decision not to drink can be a very tough one. I also know that alcoholics have become dependant on the alcohol. Despite those two facts one can prevent serious damage to themselves and loved ones by making a simple choice; do they want to stop? Once the choice has been made, people can get help and treatment for their alcoholism. It just takes a choice.

** *

I picked up the wine glass filled with the red slush. It was cold to the touch. I brought the edge of the glass to my bottom lip and tried to take a drink, but the think ice wouldn’t come out. I got out of my seat and grabbed a yellow flexy straw. I returned back to my chair and started sipping the my drink. A chill of strawberry flavor hit my tongue. I enjoyed the flavor until I was done, not tasting alcohol hiding beneath the strawberries. As I started drinking my second glass I noticed that the alcohol was starting to take over my friends. One of my friends couldn’t keep there eyes open while another became louder and couldn’t stop laughing. I watched as the birthday boy gripped the wall as he made his way to the bathroom. I drank about half of the second daiquiri when I rethought my actions and offered it to Sandy. That night I didn’t break my promise. I did drink but I didn’t get drunk.

***

Just before I entered high school, the unthinkable happened. My mom stopped drinking. Just like that. She was done. One day she had a beer and the next day it was gone never to return.

I’m not sure how the change for my mom took place. I know that she didn’t attend AA meetings like some people trying to quit an alcohol addiction. She didn’t even consult a doctor. This may seem strange to most people, but that’s how it happened. The woman who I watched change from day to night was no longer a person of split personalities. She was my mom.


After my mom quit drinking things changed. I was not a caregiver any more. I didn’t have to be the one to make sure my sister ate and her hair was done. My mom could resume her job, and I didn’t have to keep the responsibilities I once had.

***


I remember the first time that I realized the change that occurred in my mom. It was New Year’s Eve of 2003 and we had gone to my uncle’s house.(During the holidays my family loved to get together and have good time, usually at my grandma’s house in Roswell. This good time included food, television, and beer. My grandpa, uncles, and stepdad all drank whenever my family was all together.) Before we arrived at my uncle’s, my mom, sister, and I went to the store to buy some sparkling cider; my aunt and uncle already bought the champagne. About ten minutes before it was twelve we started to prepare the glasses. We poured champagne and cider into the glasses and began to hand them out. All my cousins and my sister were given a glass of cider. I would usually have a glass of champagne just to taste it but this time I didn’t have one, not even a sip to taste. My mom wasn’t drinking this time, so I wasn’t either. If it would have been another year my mom and I would have both had a glass of champagne, but this was a new year. It was a new start for my mom as she began her life sober.

I wondered if it was strange for my family to watch my mom drink a glass of cider with her children. I remember that my uncle or someone tried to get her to have a drink, but she didn’t. After that my family never questioned my mom about her choice to quit drinking. 

***

For many families it is hard to talk about things that once caused conflict. Children especially don’t want to tell there parents things that might be upsetting, whether it was a failing grade or in my case alcoholism. This was a very touchy subject fro my family and it wasn’t ever brought up. Not even to praise my mom for her decision. I remember the one and only time her decision to remain sober came up. I think my mom, my sister, and I were all at my house. I think I had teased my mom about her new hair color. She had changed it from dark brown to almost blonde. My mom got really mad as a result of my bad humor. She yelled at me and my sister.

“Why don’t you guys ever tell me something good about myself?” My sister and I were shocked. I was only joking. I looked at my sister and she looked at me. I could tell she wanted to laugh, as I did also.

“Mom, what are you talking about?” I asked the question for both of us.

“You guys are always so negative,” was her reply. “Even after I quit drinking you guys never told me you were proud or happy. You never said anything.” I could see the tears forming in the corners of her eyes, and at this point I realized that this was far more than a joke for her.

“Mom, I am very proud of you. I am very happy. It’s amazing that you were able to quit. I can’t believe you did. I don’t even know how it happened, but I am proud. I really am.” I don’t remember if my sister said anything, it didn’t really matter to me at that time. I just wanted my mom to know that everything she did wasn’t unnoticed. This was the only time that we talked about her becoming sober or when she used to drink. It was a very emotional discussion that I know she didn’t want to have again. 

As a result of our big blowout, I started to talk to my mom more as my senior year came around the corner. I would ask my mom for advice and talk to her about what was going on at school. If something new happened with my friends I would go home from school and let my mom know all the details. 

***

As a college student I am constantly in need of advice, and the first person I call is my mom. One time when I was at my best friend’s house, I wanted to cook dinner, but I had no idea what I was doing. I hurriedly grabbed my phone and pressed 2. My first speed dial number called straight to my mom’s house. I asked my mom what I should make and how to cook it. I decided to cook rice enchiladas. I followed my mom’s step by step instructions and made a great meal.

***

My mom has also started talking to me more. She started to let me know what was going on in her life. I remember she would talk to me about my stepdad. She wasn’t very happy with him. My mom didn’t like that he still drank. She felt that if she could turn her life around, he should do the same. 


My stepdad drank every weekend which led to some disagreements with my mom. They still argued even though my mom was no longer drinking. I couldn’t believe the yelling was still going on. I wasn’t mad though anymore. My mom wasn’t drinking, she wanted to better her life. She was like me when I use to bother her about drinking; she questioned my step dad and tried to convince him to quit drinking.


The disagreements continued with my mom and step dad until the summer before I left to college. My mom took my sister and me to the park for a discussion. We sat down on a bench and my mom got straight to the point. She was planning on divorcing my stepdad. Once I heard this, thousands of questions went through my mind. Where were we going to live? My mom didn’t have a job. How were we going to survive? How could this be happening? I couldn’t believe anything that my mom just told me.


Not much time went by before my mom was working. She got a job at the recently built Sam’s Club. This allowed for the divorce to take place. My stepdad moved out and left the house for my mom. She was now a working mother, ready to have the best life possible.


Since this time I have learned that people who are alcohol dependent experience cravings for alcohol. They feel the urge to drink when in a stressful situation and when alcohol is present. Since my stepdad drank after my mom quit I’m sure it was a task for my mom to not relapse. She must have been stressed many times with alcohol always present. I know she must have been tempted many times to just have a drink. I commend my mom for realizing that if she stayed with my step dad she would fall back into her old ways which could have been very harmful.
* * *

 My mom has been sober five years now. Her appearance has changed quite a bit since she was an alcoholic. She has lost a lot of weight and is quite thin now. She is happier and looks the part. Despite the fact that my mom has been sober she has, unfortunately experienced some of loss of health due to her drinking. She has been to the doctor multiple times and found out that she has lost some of her bone density at an earlier age than most women, in her early thirties. My mom has suffered and still does from lung problems. She has had pneumonia almost year round for a few years and now maybe gets it twice a year 

When compared to others, people who suffer from alcoholism have a higher risk of experiencing pneumonia. Pneumonia is an illness of the lungs in which the alveoli (the tiny air-filled sacs which are responsible for absorbing oxygen) become inflamed and full of fluid. Pneumonia can cause chest pain, coughing, fever, and difficulty breathing. Alcoholics get pneumonia because alcohol suppressed the immune system. More specifically it suppresses the protein that fights pneumonia. As a result of my mom’s non stop drinking, her proteins, once used to fight pneumonia, no longer work as they should.

I know that my mom has been through a lot and I know she has tons of advice to give. Whenever I have a test, problem with my boyfriend, am sick, or am getting frustrated with all the responsibilities I have, I call my mom. I know that my mom will help me. I love my mom dearly, and I am glad that we have gotten closer. I am no longer just her daughter; I am also her friend. 

After seeing my mom go through all that she has, I have also made the decision to be sober. I don’t want to make a fool out of myself and suffer the life-long affects of alcoholism. Alcohol will no longer be a problem for me and the promise I once made will be kept. 

