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Chapter 1: Rock Bottom with a Pulse
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Rock bottom didn’t arrive at once. It came into repetition. It came in the mornings when I woke up already exhausted by the idea of being awake. In promises I made to myself—today will be different—and broke before the day was half over. In loving my son more than anything in the world and still wondering how much longer I could keep doing this thing called living. I wasn’t trying to die. I just didn’t want to exist.

At the time, that distinction mattered to me. It made the thoughts feel safer. More manageable. I told myself that wishing I wouldn’t wake up wasn’t the same as wanting to be gone forever. That was just exhaustion. Just stress. Just overwhelmed. But when you begin hoping the day won’t come, you are already standing on dangerous ground, even if you refuse to admit it.

From the outside, my life looked fine. I showed up. I smiled when I was expected to. I paid bills. I made appointments. I mothered. I packed snacks, wiped tears, sang songs, and read bedtime stories. I attended birthdays. I responded to the text messages. I did all the things people could see. I was also unraveling in ways they couldn’t. Addiction hid easily inside my routines. It didn’t crash into my life—it blended in. A glass of wine at the end of the day that became two. Then three. Pills that promised quiet and delivered numbness. Each thing I leaned on worked just long enough to convince me I needed it again. Long enough to make me believe I had found something that helped. I wasn’t reckless. I was desperate. The consequences came whether I was ready to face them or not. 

My DUI forced me to confront myself in a way I couldn’t talk my way out of. Mugshots don’t care how good a mother you are. Courtrooms don’t ask about your intentions. They don’t weigh your pain or consider your private battles. They just record facts. And the facts were heavy. Probation followed.

Then a violation of that probation. I told myself I was handling it. That I could fix it quietly. That I still had control. But the truth was, I didn’t. I spent twenty-five days in jail for violating probation. Twenty-five days stripped of distraction, stripped of routine, stripped of stories I told myself to survive. Twenty-five days sitting with myself, my choices, my patterns, my shame. I thought jail would break me. What it did instead was reveal how broken I already was. Even when I was free, I wasn’t free.

There are moments burned into memory that never soften with time. One of those times was being removed from a flight before it ever left the gate. A flight attendant told me quietly but firmly that I was too intoxicated to fly. There was no argument, no explanation that could undo it. I gathered my things and walked back up the aisle, aware of the weight of every step. The embarrassment was sharp, but what cut deeper was the clarity of the moment. I had reached a point where my drinking was no longer something I could hide or manage—it had become a liability. Standing in the terminal afterward, I felt stripped of excuses and left with a truth I didn’t want to face, that I had lost control long before anyone else noticed. I wish I could say I learned immediately from that moment. But I didn’t.

She had been my best friend for fifteen years, and I showed up. I was there for the rehearsal. I sat through the rehearsal dinner. On the surface, I looked present—but I wasn’t okay. I repeated myself, lost track of conversations, and when it was time to leave, I fell walking to my car. Alcohol and pills don’t mix, but I had convinced myself I was managing it, that no one could really tell. The truth is, they could. And even though I physically made it to those moments, I didn’t make it to the wedding itself. By the time that day came, the damage had already been done. I wasn’t absent because I didn’t care—I was absent because I couldn’t trust my own body or my own mind. Losing that day with her hurt in a way that stayed, because it wasn’t just a missed event—it was a quiet fracture in a fifteen-year friendship, and I knew I was the one who caused it.

Each incident chipped away at the version of myself I was trying so desperately to maintain. And still—I functioned. That’s the dangerous part. I carried guilt everywhere. Guilt for drinking. Guilt for stopping. Guilt for needing help. Guilt for being a mother who sometimes cried alone in the bathroom just to make it through the day. I lived in constant fear that someone would notice how close to the edge I was—not because I wanted help, but because I feared they would confirm what I already believed. That I was broken. That I was failing. That wasn’t enough. At night, when the house was quiet, my thoughts were loud. Relentless. Unforgiving. The silence became a mirror I didn’t want to face. I lay awake bargaining with God even though I wasn’t sure I believed He was listening. Just let me sleep. Just don’t make me wake up like this again.

Morning always comes anyway. And when it did, my son needed breakfast. He needed comfort. He needed his mother. So, I got up. I functioned. I moved through another day with the same quiet exhaustion, the same heavy mask.  Motherhood kept me alive long before it healed me. I didn’t understand that then. All I knew was that he anchored me to the world on days I wanted to disappear. His presence demanded something of me—something I didn’t believe I had—but I gave it anyway. I stayed. I stayed through the cravings. Through the shame. Through public failures and private despair. I stayed through days that felt unbearable and nights that felt endless. I stayed because of a little boy who needed his mother, even when his mother felt unworthy of him. I didn’t climb out of the darkness in this chapter. I didn’t get sober overnight. I didn’t find clarity or peace, or answers. But I was still here. And sometimes, being here is the bravest thing you can do. I didn’t know it yet, but the same broken woman the world had written off was about to be entrusted with something sacred—and motherhood would demand more from me than survival ever had.
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