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I want to dedicate this newsletter to all of the mothers 
in the Titanides who, in the age of Coronavirus, have 
found themselves suddenly juggling more than they 
ever imagined. 
 
I want to dedicate it to all the mothers who are trying 
to teach and entertain and comfort children while 
keeping their businesses afloat.   

  

 

I want to honor all the women trying to write in 30-second intervals between 
interruptions from partners, pets, and children. 
 
I want to honor all the women juggling Zoom calls from closets, bathrooms, and 
bedrooms while children wail in the background. 
 
I want to honor all the women carrying the mental load for home cooked meals, 
home schooling, paying the bills and disinfecting surfaces. 
 
We’re all facing new challenges with our business, with our work, with our partners 
and children. Heck, even remembering to brush your teeth can feel like a 
challenge right now. 
 

 

Nobody Signed Up for this Sh*t 
 

 

You didn’t sign up for this crap, nobody did, least of all, the millions of already-
overwhelmed working mothers! 
 
The COVID-19 global pandemic is a financial disaster for millions of American 
households.  And it’s hitting women especially hard. 
 
When researchers asked people, "Could you afford basic necessities for more 
than one month, if you lost your job?" Women were twice as likely as men to 
reveal they couldn’t afford the basics. 
 
Why? Women accounted for nearly 60% of job losses in March in the U.S. 
 
And black women are twice as likely as white men to say they’ve been laid off, 
furloughed, or had their hours or pay cut because of the pandemic. 
 



Meanwhile, women are also doing more of the extra domestic work from COVID-
19. 
 
So, if it feels like you have the weight of the world on your shoulders… 
you’re not wrong, and you’re not alone. 
 
With everything going on in the world right now, we need each other more than 
ever. The Titanides are here to support you in any way that we can. 
 

 

Practice kindness... especially towards yourself 
 

 

If you’re a working mother, please be kind to yourself.  It’s good advice to all of us, 
but especially mothers right now. 
 
As mothers, we tend to be hardest on ourselves.  We hold ourselves to impossibly 
high standards. We believe we can bring home the bacon, fry it up in the pan, 
teach restless children long division and spray anything that moves with 
disinfectant, all without breaking a sweat. 
 
Give yourself a break.  Let it go. You are only human, after all. 
 
Listen to me. You are a good mother. Even if your children watch 15 hours of TV a 
day, eat Cheez-Its and gummy bears for breakfast, and run around the house 
naked. 
   
You. Are. A. Good. Mother. 
 
Decades ago, a friend of mine in a local creative writing group, Women Writing for 
a Change, taught me one of the most important lessons about motherhood I’ve 
ever learned. Lynn Goodwin was a mother and incredibly talented writer.  Her 
youngest daughter, Chelsea, went to school with my son, Jake. 
 
Lynn wrote wickedly funny, brutally honest, and painfully poignant essays about 
being a mother and a daughter. I loved hearing her read them aloud in class. 
 
Then, one morning I woke up to the news that Lynn had died suddenly from a 
blood clot from what should have been a routine surgery.  We were all in shock. 
 
A few days later, a group of women from writing class went over to Lynn's house 
to go through some of her writing pieces in preparation for the Memorial service. 
One of the women told me that as she opened up one of Lynn’s books on her 
shelf, a single piece of paper fluttered down to the desk. 
 
On it, in Lynn's handwriting was the single phrase… 
 

 



"There are lots of good mothers in this world." – Lynn Goodwin 
 

 

That single line became the inspiration for a group of Lynn's closest friends. These 
women, some of whom had children, some who did not, formed a circle of 
mothers around Lynn's son and daughter.  They supported and comforted and 
mentored her children until their father remarried and moved away. 
 
All of these women chose to be mothers to Lynn’s children and it had nothing to 
do with biology. There have been times in my life when I could not be the best 
mother for my children. It was then that other women carried the burden for me. 
 
More than a decade after Lynn’s death, my son Jake attempted suicide on 
Christmas Day. 
 
It was late in the afternoon, around 5 or 6:00 PM.  We had all just settled in to 
enjoy the evening at home on Christmas when Jake stepped into the bathtub with 
his amplifier. We were incredibly lucky that he was not successful: the amplifier 
was designed to shut off at the first sign of water, and so he survived. 
 
Our youngest son, Nathan, was in his room in the attic, and I let him know, 
again, that we were headed to the hospital with his brother. 
 
This wasn't our first rodeo. At this point, Jake had already survived five or six 
suicide attempts. I literally kept a bag by the door like a pregnant woman with 
everything I might need, including some snacks and a few books to keep me busy 
while waiting in the emergency room. 
 
(If you have ever been down this particular path in Dante’s Inferno, then you 
already know that you can wait sometimes five or six hours sitting in that 
emergency room to be evaluated and admitted.) 
 
As we were sitting at the hospital, I could not stop thinking about Nathan sitting 
home alone on Christmas night.  I kept thinking about everything he had missed 
out on and everything he had sacrificed over the years because of all the attention 
we paid to his older brother. 
 
It wasn't fair. 
 
The next day I was supposed to have brunch with Sarah Henderson, the mother 
of Nathan’s best friend Ryan. So, I texted Sarah to let her know that I could not be 
there that next day and that we were at the hospital with Jake. 
 
She asked me, "Where is Nathan? How is he doing?" I said, "Nathan is home 
alone in his bedroom in the attic right now." 
 



Sarah said, "How can I help? What if we go and pick up Nathan? And he spends 
Christmas weekend with us?" 
 
I wanted to say no. I wanted my son to be home with us for Christmas. 
 
But I heard Lynn's voice in my head saying again, "There are lots of good 
mothers in this world." 
 
I thought, Nathan deserves to spend Christmas at a house where there are no 
suicide attempts, where the parents are not stressed out and exhausted and 
overwhelmed. He deserves to have an ordinary Christmas hanging out with his 
buddies, playing video games, eating too much sugar, and just being part of a 
"normal" family celebration. 
 
So I said yes, and Sarah sent her oldest son, Liam and his brother Ryan to go pick 
up Nathan. 
 
That Christmas, Sarah was mother to my son as those women had been mothers 
to Lynn's children. 
 

 

  

 

Sarah and Nathan at Nathan’s birthday party last year. 
  



We Are All Mothers Together 
 

 

During the years our family struggled with mental illness and addiction, my 
husband Tom and I became part of the recovery community in Cincinnati. We 
attended Al-Anon meetings together and volunteered as support contacts for other 
families suffering the effects of addiction. 
 
One day, a friend of mine from Al-Anon asked if I would be a guest speaker at a 
family support group meeting at The Prospect House, a recovery house in 
Cincinnati. I said yes, and that is how I found myself speaking about recovery one 
Sunday afternoon in May. 
 
I went to the meeting expecting to see a lot of family members there. It was a 
required meeting for all of the young men who lived in The Prospect House. 
 
I expected to speak to a group of young men and their families, but when I got 
there to speak, there were almost no family members present, just myself and one 
or two others. Mostly it was just the young men living in the recovery house, trying 
to stay clean and sober. 
 
I spoke for about thirty minutes and afterwards I hung out and talked with the 
young men.  At that time, I didn't even know where my own son was.  He was in 
pretty severe paranoia and barely speaking to me. 
 
As I sat with those young men, I kept hearing Lynn's voice in my head saying, 
"There are lots of good mothers in this world." 
 
Some of these young men told me that they had not spoken to or seen their 
mothers in years. I thought, I can be here… I can listen to their stories… I can be 
a good mother to them, even if only for an hour or two on a Sunday afternoon. 
 

 

Let Go of the Mother Guilt 
 

 

For years I felt like I had failed my children. I believed that if I had just been a 
better mother, my children would not have suffered from mental illness and 
addiction. I was consumed with guilt. 
 
I worked way too much. I missed soccer games and holidays. I hid in my office 
when I should have been playing with my kids. I lost my temper, lost my patience, 
and lost my mind more times than I can count. 
 
Sitting in that room at The Prospect House with those broken boys, I began to 
forgive myself. 
 
They too struggled and failed.  They too had complicated relationships with their 



mothers.  They too were lost and hurting and looking for kindness and 
acceptance. I saw their brokenness and loved them anyway, and for that brief 
moment in time, they loved me back. 
 
Today I am less obsessed with perfection and more accepting of my own failures 
and my children’s. 
 
Do not beat yourself up for not being a perfect teacher, for letting your children eat 
too much sugar and stay up past their bedtime, for leaving dirty dishes in the sink, 
for ignoring the laundry and binge watching Netflix. Forgive yourself for all of it and 
drop the ‘mom guilt’. 
 
Do your best to just love what is, in all of its messy imperfection. 
 
I am slowly learning to enjoy the ordinary moments… rocking my new 
granddaughter Ophelia to sleep, my stepdaughter Sarah asking my advice about 
breastfeeding, my youngest son Nathan asking me to teach him about 
copywriting, my oldest son Jake texting to say he got an A- on his college paper. 
 

 

 
 

 

Rocking my granddaughter Ophelia on the back porch. 
  



No, I am not a perfect mother, but I am a good mother doing the best I can. 
So are you. 
 
So for Mother’s Day this year, I want to nominate all of the "good mothers" in this 
world as honorary Titanides… whether they have given birth to children or not. 
 
I want to invite you to join me in honoring all of our "good mothers." It may be your 
own mother or grandmother. It may be someone who filled the role of mother for 
you. It may be a woman who was there when you needed them despite not being 
related to you at all. 
 
My boys have been surrounded by good mothers, and so I’ll begin by nominating 
Sarah Henderson, Ryan's mother, as an honorary Titanide for being mother to my 
son Nathan when I could not be there. 
 
I also want to nominate my own mother, Joyce Wells, for being there for me 
throughout this very difficult journey.  And for being there for Jake, and doing 
check-ins every night with him, especially when his paranoia and mental illness 
are at their worst. 
 

 

  

 

My mom and Jake. 
  

From now until Mother’s Day in the U.S. on Sunday, May 10th, 2020 I want to 
invite any Titanide to nominate a "good mother" in this world. Just post a picture of 
her (if you have one) and share it in the Facebook group. 
 
Then, I hope you’ll join me on Thursday, May 7th from 1:00 p.m. to 2:00 p.m. ET 
for a very special Mother’s Day Fearless Fast Write. We’ll read a few of my 

https://titanidesllc.acemlna.com/lt.php?notrack=1&notrack=1&s=bad97c655476f96a390a72c05a742011&i=222A270A6A1447


 

favorite poems about mothers and write and share together. You can register 
here. 
 
Please invite the special women in your life to join us, mothers, aunts, sisters, 
daughters, friends. Again, here is the link to share with 
them: https://us02web.zoom.us/webinar/register/5915881018618/WN_JmeFACm
FRtmONpLMNTyKgg 
 
Let’s celebrate all of the "good mothers" who have helped us along our way. 
 
Love, 
 
Marcella 

 

 

If you'd like to become a member, click the button below! 
 

 

   

If you're already a member, click the button below to... 
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