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I grew up in a very ordinary middle class family. A family who ate at dinner tables and went bowling together. I am not certain of the day or even the moment that I knew something had changed, but suddenly Mom was gone. It was really more liked "checked out" but regardless how you put it, Mom was no longer mom. At first I asked myself, “how could this happen to us,” but more important at that moment, “how could this happen to me?” I quickly knew that the rest of us had to go on so I did what needed to be done; I made dinner, I did laundry, I gave my then 6 year old sister baths., and I even worked more hours to help pay bills. Mom only got worse over the next two years; nothing seemed to help, more hugs, more “I love you,” and more money.  I know now that was enabling.  
Eventually, it all caught up to not only her but the whole family. All of the prescription pills somehow turned into crack cocaine which turned into arrested.  I had already moved out for college when dad called me on that September night.  "Your mother was just arrested." Feeling relieved that she was finally in a save place but heartbroken because MY mother was going to sleep in a jail,  I began coming home more often to help dad with Tabitha, a little older now, but still too young to completely understand-mommy had a drug addiction and was "on vacation." Not to my surprise my award-winning grandmother (her name should be changed to Amazing) started taking and picking up Tabitha from school, and helping dad out around the house as he worked his very demanding job.  Although she has never said anything, I know her actions were meant to help me be that teenager/college student that I had dreamed of being, and because of her I have been able to succeed in my life dreams. 
Mom then became on a repeated track of jail, rehab, home, jail, rehab, and home. To me it was a record spinning and spinning playing that same crappy song.  Throughout the next 10 years being in and out of our lives, mom has missed Tabitha's promotions in school, the girl talks that she needed, the heartbreaks from the boyfriends, her first day of high-school, and many sports games that were important to her.  For my dad, she has missed his great accomplishments at work, his companionship, and his love (because it is very wonderful) For me, she has missed my many first days of college, acceptation to the teaching program, my breakup after that very long four and a half year relationship, my engagement, my wedding dress purchase, and almost didn't make it to my college graduation because of yet another bad choice. 
In the past year, mom has found her way home.  She is still battling her demons and will continue to do so, but we as a family have never given up on her.  Our actions may have not looked like we cared, or even knew, who she was but that to us, was love.  My dad has always told me, "I love her, if I leave what is that going to do?" Maybe he is right, maybe not, but for us maybe that was the key, sticking together.  
My grandmother, who has been my rock in life, always reminds me that god believes in forgiveness, so I should too, but forgiving is not forgetting.  So I have recently ending my "no talking to mom" just 8 months ago.  My sister has a great amount of anger that she will deny but her actions shows differently. Dad is a hit or mis but has held us all together. As for me, I am forever changed. I am a strong willing independent women who has learn thought my mom’s choices in life and my mom’s reactions to those choices.  Many people have felt sorry for me, please don't. Others may ask if I need help, I will make it.  A few have wondered how I do it. The only thing that makes since is god.  I have always been told that good will never give you more than you can handle and at times he as pushed me to the edge of my limit but I have always found my way back. I have learn a lot in the past 11 year, I have grown a lot, I have prayed a lot,  but most importantly I have loved a lot.

