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DEDICATION

I dedicate this book to every Victorious Mother out there.

I believe in you! 
Hold on to my belief in you 
until you believe in yourself. 

When you believe in yourself, don’t give up, and 
don’t settle for less than the very best. 
You will not only reach your dreams, 

you will leave a legacy!
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FOREWARD

Are you a mother tired of watching your child suffer 
from a mental health condition and desperately looking for 
hope? Would you love to sit and learn from a mother who has 
fought the fight and won, using natural remedies? Are you 
looking to become a Victorious Mother in the battle of mental 
health? If so, Victorious Mother: Natural Remedies to Help 
Your Child Win the Mental Health Battle is a must-read for 
you!

 
 I met Carrie in August of 2019, and the first thing I 
noticed was her incredible passion for children who suffer 
from mental health conditions. She naturally has an infectious 
personality, but once she begins teaching about winning your 
child’s mental health battle, it’s hard not to be moved to tears. 
She puts her heart and soul into every story, every piece of 
advice, and every word of encouragement.

As a mom, it’s easy to relate to the sheer determination 
Carrie shows when she shares about wanting to take care 
of her babies, and to trust her own instincts. On more than 
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Foreward

one occasion, I found myself at the crossroads of choosing 
to either follow my own motherly instincts or the advice of a 
professional.

 
 Carrie is a natural at making you believe in yourself 
and teaching you how to tap into your maternal instincts to 
be able to help your son or daughter. Spend one hour with  
Carrie, and you will have a renewed sense of energy to get 
back in the fight so you can get your child back both mentally 
and emotionally.

Victorious Mother is a riveting story of hope, 
empowerment, and wisdom that she learned from the school 
of hard knocks. This is not your typical mental health book. 
This book is written in a way your heart will instantly be knit 
together with Carrie’s heart, and the two of you will walk hand 
in hand down this very difficult path. As she walks with you 
every step of the way, you will feel her love and passion with 
every word so carefully written on each page. This book is 
her love letter to you, and it is fabulous. Carrie has such an 
incredible gift to share with the world. 

I highly recommend Carrie Liebich and her book, 
Victorious Mother. 

~Angel Tuccy
Victorious Mother and Best Selling 
Author of Eleven Books
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INTRODUCTION
You’re the Hero

“I am victorious!”

By the time the three of us had entered the room and 
closed the door behind us, the familiar full-blown rage had 
started. Ezekiel’s face was beet red, and he had entered the 
“claw-at-your-face” stage. My husband, Bill, quickly sat down 
on the floor, pulled Ezekiel into his lap, and bear hugged him. 
My job was to help Bill keep Ezekiel’s hands and nails away 
from his face and to limit the number of times he was able to 
kick Bill. Ten minutes turned to twenty minutes, which then 
turned to thirty minutes. Sweat was pouring down everyone’s 
face. The familiar thoughts entered my mind once again. 
How can anyone scream and rage for so long? This is longer 
than last time; please, dear God, make this stop! Then, like 
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a switch being flipped, everything changed. Ezekiel’s body 
completely relaxed; he drew one long, deep breath, turned 
his face towards Bill, and said, “I’m thirsty; may I have some 
water?”

 
“Yeah Buddy, you can have some water.” Bill replied. 

With the sweetest face ever, Ezekiel smiled, stood up 
from Bill’s lap, and walked to the bathroom to grab a glass of 
water. Bill and I, still sitting on the floor, looked at each other, 
and as a tear escaped my eye, we both drew what little energy 
we had left to get up and follow after him. It was over. Peace 
was here once again for at least another hour.

I remember clearly those days. I was a mom desperate 
for help. To no avail, I searched high and low looking for 
someone with a similar story, anxiously hoping for guidance 
on this path to help my son have better days. Daily, I would 
stare at the cabinet full of medication he was already taking  
and cry out to God, “There has to be a better way. Surely 
someone out there has written a book and shared their 
struggles and triumphs.” 

Ezekiel is eighteen years old now, and I ended up having 
to become my own expert. I’ve spent the last seventeen years 
looking for remedies to help him, and eight years ago, I finally 
found answers. The results were miraculous, and soon my 
natural-remedy-minded friends begged to hear my son’s story. 
They also begged me to write a book, but I always shrugged it 
off. The world seemed happy with using medication to treat 
mental health.

Then one day, I was at an event held by Brendon 
Burchard, the world’s leading high-performance coach. As he 
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was talking to the audience, he pointed his finger at the crowd 
and said, “You have a story to tell, and the world needs to hear 
it!” He repeated this three times, and each time, I replied in 
my head, “Nope, I don’t. They’ll eat me alive, and my son will 
be ridiculed for the rest of his life. You don’t understand; I 
can’t tell my story.” The third time, it was as if he pointed 
directly at me, and in that moment, a light bulb went off in my 
head. I had connected the dots.

I have been telling my story to one person at a time since 
2013, but in that moment, I realized all I had to do was write 
my story as if you were over for coffee asking me questions I 
answer every day. When I imagined sitting across the table 
from you, all of the fear washed away. I’d do anything for you, 
and of course I’m going to tell you my story, no matter how 
many naysayers are lining up to mudsling. Behold, an entire 
book was written, because I “know” you. I don’t know your 
name, but I promise this book was written for you, and one 
day I want to meet you and give you a hug.

Figuring out how to organize Victorious Motherhood 
had to have been my biggest challenge. This book was not 
written in the order I would tackle the mental health battle, 
with the exception of starting out with Frankincense and CBD. 
But I had to put myself back in the time when I’d given up all 
hope and was desperate for results. For me, this meant that 
everything I tried needed to have immediate gratification. 
Back then I was too tired, too emotionally hurt, and too close 
to the verge of a complete breakdown to not have immediate 
results. I had already had so many failures; I needed a win. 
The first part of this book was written to show you everything 
I tried that got results quickly. I wanted to arm you with some 
powerful natural weapons before you tackle the harder issues 
in the second half of this book.
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I’m the kind of person that likes to know how challenging 
the course will be before I put on my running shoes. If you’re 
anything like me, here it is: depending on how far along you 
are on the natural remedy path, some of these chapters could 
be considered very challenging. It will grow you and stretch 
you in ways you did not realize were possible. Ultimately, you 
may never have picked up this book had you known all of the 
challenges you were about to face. Take it one day at a time, 
changing minor things as you are ready, and eventually you 
will be at the finish line. The reward is sweet, and the blessing 
is huge. When you’ve arrived on the other side, you will look 
back and say, “This is absolutely worth it!”

 
 From one Victorious Mother to another, as you go 
through your journey, be wary of believing everything you’ve 
heard or read. The modern trend of many bloggers and 
other news article writers is to write very compelling opinion 
pieces which leave you fearful of natural remedies, and even 
of the companies that provide the natural remedy solutions. 
These opinion articles create fear, present the information 
as undisputed fact, and are rarely sourced. The times I’ve 
followed their source links, they once again point to another 
unverified opinion article. Remember, you need to be asking 
to see their source, so you can verify if what you’ve been told is 
actually the truth. Search out content which is heavily sourced, 
scientific, double-blind studied, and/or full of verifiable facts.

This is why it’s so important for Victorious Mothers 
to think, connect the dots, read between the lines, verify 
sources, and use their God-given instinct and common sense. 
Victorious Mothers are highly intelligent thinkers who pull 
from multiple verified sources to draw logical conclusions to 
win the mental health battle.
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 Throughout this book, I use the pronoun “he” or 
“him” just to keep things simple. I fully understand that 
there are many wonderful Victorious Mothers out there with  
precious girls looking to win the mental health battle as well. 
I see you Victorious Mother. This book is just as much for our 
precious girls as it is for our wonderful boys.

Now that we’ve gotten that out of the way, grab a dry 
erase marker and write on your bathroom mirror, “Victorious 
Mother.” That’s you! Read it out loud every single day, every 
time you use that bathroom. I know you can do this; I know 
you will do this. You will struggle. You will have days that 
you want to throw this book at the wall, but remember who 
you are – you are victorious. The battle is not won in a single 
day; it is won by small, consistent effort applied daily. You are 
part of something bigger than yourself, a movement which is 
sweeping across the nation where mothers join hands, stand 
together in unison, and with one voice say, “Enough. I am 
enough. No matter how hard the road, my child and I will win 
this battle!”

Say it with me – “I am victorious!” 

Are you ready to go deeper? Good. Let’s go!

Carrie
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CHAPTER 
One

The Beginning to Empowerment

“I swallowed the doubt and fear, and then jumped.”

If knowledge is power, then I was once the weakest 
mother on the planet. I was thrilled about becoming a mother 
when I found out I was pregnant with my first child just 
days after the horrific September 11th attack. Like many first-
time moms, I went into full blown “protection mode” over 
my unborn child. I read all the books I could get my hands 
on and interrogated every mother who would enlighten me. 
Fortunately for me, mothers love giving advice, and people 
love writing books, so by the time my sweet baby boy arrived, 
I was confident I could handle the calling of “motherhood.” 
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But this begs the question – why did I see myself as 
the weakest mother on the planet back then? Because in my 
search for knowledge there was not one person, including 
my OBGYN and my son’s pediatrician, who was ever able to 
educate me on raising a child with a serious mental health 
condition. It either wasn’t known back in 2002 or it wasn’t 
“something people talked about.” Hindsight 20/20 - people 
knew, but shame kept them from speaking. 

All “good” parents of children with mental health 
problems kept their children out of the public eye, lest 
anyone find out and sit them down for another heart-to-heart 
education on how “you just need to give him a swift spanking,” 
or “if you keep letting him act up and treat you poorly, you’ll 
end up raising a monster for all of ‘us’ to have to deal with 
since you won’t!” For the next four years, Bill and I navigated 
uncharted waters … completely alone. Don’t worry, though, 
we were “good” parents; you probably didn’t know me back 
in 2002, but I’m positive, if we did know each other, we rarely 
met. 

After an uncomplicated pregnancy, my baby boy, 
Ezekiel, was born through induced but otherwise normal 
labor at forty-one weeks, weighing seven pounds, thirteen 
ounces. He was circumcised within twenty-four hours of birth 
and stayed up to date on all of his vaccines. He never missed a 
well-baby visit, and per doctor’s orders, before and after every 
vaccine, I administered acetaminophen. He was breastfed, 
and he slept through the night for eight hours by seven weeks 
old. He was so happy when he was awake; he loved catching 
my eye and breaking out into the biggest chubby grin ever. He 
hit all of his milestones early, until his six-month vaccines, 
when it all came to a screeching halt.
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I remember the day so clearly. I was elated! My body 
was finally feeling normal again, and I had become a master 
at nursing in public! This was a huge accomplishment for me, 
because I spent the first few months of nursing trying not 
to give up. Oh, I made plenty of milk; after nursing Ezekiel 
until his little belly looked like a soccer ball, I would pump 
off another ten ounces from each side! With so much milk 
came many yeast infections and mastitis the first few weeks/
months. I made several trips to my OBGYN back then for 
fungal creams and antibiotics. But my sweet, chubby, happy, 
“perfect” baby boy was doing so well, my suffering was  
worth it. 

Let’s get back to “that” day. His well-baby visit went 
fine, just like all the rest. I spent fifteen minutes answering 
a pre-typed milestone form; the doctor made sure I checked 
all the correct boxes; Ezekiel’s vitals were taken; and then the 
doctor did “the turkey’s done” test. You know the procedure, 
right? They take off the diaper and rotate the hips checking to 
make sure … actually, I don’t know what they are checking, but 
I swear it looks like the same thing I do every Thanksgiving 
when I check to see if the turkey leg pops off easily, indicating 
to me it’s done cooking. Ezekiel passed this test too. He was 
“done.” He confirmed his “doneness” by shooting poop across 
the exam table when the doctor moved both legs up and 
towards his full belly. 

If you know me, then you know I commented. Without 
breaking into a smile, I said, “Given the fact you didn’t even 
flinch when “Rocket Butt” aimed and fired, I’m thinking you 
expected to be shot with poop, and this is pretty routine for 
you.” 
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He didn’t even lift his eyes to answer; he just folded 
the diaper back up and said, “All part of my job. Your son is a 
healthy boy. The nurse will be in shortly to give him his shots.”

There we were, my super happy baby, feeling rather 
proud of himself for relieving so much pressure, and me 
standing there trying to keep “Rocket Butt” from falling off 
the exam table while I one-handedly cleaned up the poop 
blast. Good times. I had mostly cleaned all of it up before the 
sweet nurse walked in and commented, “Oh, look at all those 
rolls! I love chubby babies. This is going to hurt a little; did 
your mommy already give you Tylenol?” 

I smiled, nodded, and replied, “Yes, Ma’am,” and then 
she squeezed his chubby thigh and poked him with the needle. 
Of course he cried, but I was quick to give him his pacifier, and 
he somewhat soothed. 

“All done,” she said, as she threw away the needle 
into the nearly full biohazard container, “You can make his 
next well-baby visit at the front desk. Goodbye, chubby baby. 
Goodness, I love those baby rolls.”

Quickly, I gathered what felt like four hundred pounds 
of baby gear and my sweet but now fussy “chubby baby, rocket 
butt” and fumbled to the front desk. Somehow, I managed to 
make his next appointment while rocking and whispering to 
him, “Shhhh, you’re okay. Mommy’s here, shhhhh.” 

The receptionist, trying to reassure me, said, “Oh, poor 
baby, you must have gotten your shots today? You’ll feel better 
soon, little man.” 
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For the next hour, Ezekiel alternated between sucking 
on his pacifier with a slight fuss to a full-blown back-arching 
scream. It’s not like he had never cried before, but this cry was 
so unfamiliar to me and put such fear in my heart, I remember 
pulling the car over to check on him twice on the short drive 
home. To myself, I said, “Just get him home.” I was still a very 
new mom, and although I thought I was rocking this “new 
mom” thing when I walked into the doctor’s office, by the time 
I was walking out, my anxiety was at its peak, or so I thought.

Once home, I was quick to get back to my routine. No 
matter what I did, he continued alternating between calmness 
and screaming, even during his naps. I remember hearing 
one of his blood-curdling screams over the baby monitor 
and rushing up the stairs two at a time to check on him. By 
the time I had gotten to the side of his crib, he was sleeping 
peacefully again. “What in the world is going on? Lord, help 
me,” I’d pray. This went on for the duration of his nap and the 
rest of the day. At the time, I truly believed it was gas pain and 
tortured myself trying to figure out what I had eaten in the last 
twenty-four to forty-eight hours that could have caused such a 
dramatic change to my once happy baby.

Before you throw this book into the fireplace, let me 
make myself perfectly clear, I am not anti-vaccines. In fact, 
during the time this took place back in 2002, I was one 
hundred percent pro-vaccines, and – this is important, pay 
attention – I never, ever considered Ezekiel’s fussiness and all 
that was about to unfold as being connected to the vaccines 
he was receiving. I loved his pediatrician, his nurses, and 
everything about Western medicine. I was, at the time, the 
perfect model for how a parent should think and act according 
to the American Academy of Pediatrics and their standards. 


