“| started writing strictly to keep from sticking m y head in the
oven”
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I moved to lowa to get away from a guy who waskatgl me,
that | was trying to break up with. | packed up styff in the middle of
the night and snuck out of Florida. | thought | lyghe far enough away, by going to lowa, that hddiot find me. It took
him two weeks to track me down.

| had learned how to be submissive because my muaide submissive. When | got married, the onlytieteship | had
seen was my mother’s. | know that one time shenwdhat she was afraid that if she left, my fatheuld commit suicide.
Oddly enough, he did. Not when she left, but yéates, after he was married to somebody else, andds sick and already
dying, he did commit suicide. So, her fears thattndd commit suicide were justified.

Things changed for me when | got some serious @bmgs It was free counseling at Drake Universithey had won-
derful counselors there. | told my counselor | weedy to die, and she said, “Honey, it's not timeyou to die, it's time for
this love to die.”

She is the person who piitomen Who Love Too Muy Robin Norwood) in my hands and demanded thead it.
Not just buy it and throw it away again, becaubad already bought it once before, when anothenselar had said “you
need to read this book.” | had bought it, and tréee first chapter, and | shook so bad when &fiad the first chapter that |
stuffed it in a trash can in the Atlanta airpontvds absolutely terrified. My heart was poundindtsat you could see my shirt
moving. That's how bad that book scared me.

So then this Drake counselor gave the book to ramagnd | actually read it, and read it, and riéaahd memorized
parts of it, and God bless Robin Norwood.

I can’t even fathom what would have happened tafihkead not gotten someone who could put the rlghdks in my
hand and say the right words. And keep saying themause | would come up with every excuse in thedwvhy it wasn't
working.

| treated some of those books, particul&dependent No MoyandWomen Who Love Too Mufy Melody
Beattie), like they were Bibles. | did NOT go teep at night without reading. | would just open apebecause, you know,
they were scribbled on all the way through, so pisk it up and just read anywhere. “How not tocba&zy today...” And
that's what | did. | just kept doing it, and doiibguntil little by little, | wasn't so crazy anyme, and | could make a decent
decision about a man, and go, “Uh-oh, not that @hat one’s crazy. | can tell.” And...I don’t wamm.

I think it was Melody Beattie who said you could per in a room with 500 men and she could picktbetone out-of
-work felon. It's like radar: “Please, isn’t thesemeone here that wants to abuse me, someonectmatiy and save, so that |
don’t have to save myself?”

ACOA (Adult Children of Alcoholics)...l went all ¢htime. For years. Went every week. Went all theetilt was the
same counselor, at Drake University, who was li&e to ACOA and just sit there.” For the longeshdest time, | just went,
and sat. Stewing. “l don’t need this! I'm not theeowho’s crazy!” Oh yeah, right.

One of my big breakthroughs, | was sitting in my@& group, hated them all, “I am not one of thesegbe, and | am
not going to speak EVER,” and I'd been sitting tigh the group sessions for maybe six weeks bytithis. This woman
who came on a regular basis brought her daughter,was about five years younger than me. (I wasia®, 35.) And this
woman started talking, and she TOLD my life stany & started to cry. (pause) | still can't talk abd. She sang the song of
my life, right there in front of God and everybodlgried and cried and cried. | left there, stijsterically crying. There was
this old man, he was just like a thousand yearsasid he grabbed my arm just as | was leaving hamehook my arm and



said, “Healing sure looks great on you.” | just kgping, | was just bawling my head off. | thoughigaling? I'm
not healing. I'm the most miserable I've been in whpole life.” But you know, | just didn’t recogniZethen. It
was a huge breakthrough.

| started writing in earnest to save myself. ltrdidhave to do with anybody else. | started writstgctly to
keep from sticking my head in the oven.

Now, | get e-mails, to this day, every single dagus’ Daughtehas been out now for eight years, and | get
three, four, five, six e-mails every day--from wamalmost all of them. They want to know: How didd it?
How did | get out? What could they do? Sometimey flast say, “You wrote my story.”

I’'m wanting...bliss, I think is the right word. idh’'t want to just not be crazy. | want happinesd hliss.
Sometimes | get that. | touch that every now aeahtffhose are the moments that | live for, thosmerds when
| feel blissfully happy. | used to never get thdSe.I’'m very very happy with this new way of being.

SIDEBAR:
Barbara says...
What you can do for someone in an abusive relationship:

You can tell a woman privately that if she everdganything, you're there. But you can't interfeésbe
has to make that decision. She has to be ready.

Would | accept abusive behavior now?

Oh God no. Oh, not in a million years. I'd send hgatking so fast it'’d make his head spin. Nobodlg te
me what to do with anything. I’'m going to do justladamn well please until | die.

How’s that?

Books | recommend:

Women Who Love Too MydRobin Norwood
Codependent No Morélelody Beattie
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