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“If I can just stay until the kids are out of the house.” 

Subconsciously, that’s what I thought. But really, there were 
only two choices: Bad, or worse. 

I was married to “X” for 23 years. The assaults, the rape, 
started before we were married. The worst assault was in 1999. 
After the assault, after he was in jail, for trying to kill me, my 
pastor at the time said I needed to make a whole account of 
what happened that night and mail it to myself. I followed his 
advice and did it and then I had never opened it. A few years 
ago, I read it again. And it is amazing to me how much reality 
that you can block out. Because I literally went in the bathroom 
and almost vomited after I read my own account of what had 
happened that night. 

But I took him back, in 1999. Somewhat reluctantly, 
because after 1983 to 1999, did I really believe anything was 
ever going to be any different? No. 

He claimed it was going to be. He claimed God changed 
him when he was in jail. I don’t know. I had triplet 7-year-old 
boys and my older boy was 12. So I made up a whole list of 
things, behaviors I would not accept. And he agreed to it. 

That agreement didn’t last three months. But I stayed. 
Then, five years later, he moved my oldest son, by then 17, a junior in high school, out of the house. I had 

already celebrated our 20th anniversary, but knew that I could not live this way much longer. It was awful. So I 
gave X thirty days to get our son back in the house and work this out like a family. 

So X came home one day in the middle of the day, I am--triplet boys, you know, I am shot--and he decided we 
were going to have sex. Middle of the day. I’m like, “No. We’re really not.” And he threw me on the bed, and I 
knew I was going to get raped again. And I don’t know where I got the strength and I just threw him off of me and 
I said, “I will never have sex with you again. Get out of my house.” I’m sure he didn’t believe me. Because I had 
been pretty compliant up until that point. Even when he was forceful. 

I had been staying because of the kids. But now, I had already lost my oldest son, and I was still married to the 
abuser. I don’t know if there was just something different about me that day. But let me tell you, I would have died 
that day before I was going to have sex with him. And that was it. I was done that day. 

But he wasn’t, even after he moved out. Stalking, manipulation. I filed for a protection order because he tried 
to run me down with the truck. When the kids were in the truck with him. He still called me, 20, 30 times a day. 
He sat over in this parking lot, and I called the police on him, because I have a restraining order, I know he’s 
sitting over there with binoculars. He says he’s bird-watching. In the Shopko parking lot? They don’t even arrest 
him. 

It took us two years to get divorced. 
I stayed so much longer than I should have. I probably will never forgive myself for taking him back in 1999. 

It’s embarrassing to admit what you’ve put up with. Years go by and you don’t even realize it. And you have all 
the pressures of his family, and your own family, and, “What will people think?” It’s just easier to stay. 

I’m not covering for him any more. I did that for too long. 
I have paid for divorcing him. I paid with my children. My oldest son never came back. He has been arrested 

multiple times, and there were drugs. One of my triplets left my house May 11 of this year, just before Mother’s 
Day. I have not seen him since. He’s living with his dad. X is in contempt of court, my son is supposed to be at my 
house, X is supposed to return them to me, he only has visitation, but... 

He still has visitation with the other boys, the other two triplets. Every time they leave, I pray that they come 
back. Because, what if they don’t? 
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It didn’t send them a good message for as long as I stayed with him. Every time X would call me a 
(name), or every time he would do something, I would say to my kids, “Now, that’s not how you talk to 
somebody you love.” But it didn’t matter what I said, because that was what I was putting up with. I 
think it was probably worse that I had four boys. If my kids end up not being abusive men, I will think I 
did a job well done. And I don’t know if I have any hope of that because of what they saw in their dad. 

When I was still married to X, after he was in jail for trying to kill me, one of the triplets said to me, 
“Mom, how come Dad acts different at church than he does at home?” He was nine years old. And I 
said, “You’re going to have to ask your dad that question because I can’t answer it.” Later on that week, 
another of the triplets came out and said, “Mom, I hear what Dad says to you after you think we’re 
sleeping. And I think you should divorce him.” Nine years old. 

I hope it’s not too late. You try to shield it all from them. I remember putting up with him raping me 
because I had to be quiet, because I didn’t want the children to wake up. But you’re always doing 
everything to try to keep it from the kids. 

I wish somebody would have said to me, “Can you see what your kids are seeing? Because I can see 
it.” I never had anybody say that to me. 

Maybe I wouldn’t have heard it. 
In church, nobody says anything. Because, how do you explain that, an entire marriage full of abuse, 

as a Christian? Because shouldn’t God do something to help you? They don’t know how to explain it. So 
people didn’t say anything to me. 

I’m a firm believer, and there’s a Scripture that says that God allows you to go through trials and 
tribulations so you can in turn comfort and help other people that are going through the same thing. Just 
the fact that God understands that the only people that help you are the people that get it, means a ton to 
me. Because that leaves out like nine-tenths of the people in my church. And God understands that. And 
I just think, you know, “You went through something really horrible, and there are a lot of women going 
through something really horrible and maybe somebody needs to hear your story. And maybe it’ll make 
a difference for somebody.” 

 
Note: On Monday, Oct. 8, Becky came home from work and one more triplet, age 15, and all of his 

belongings, was gone.  
 
 


