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Little did I know this guy, “X”, 

was on the run from the law. My 
love was going to save the day. 
That’s so rich! 

It was ‘73, ‘74. He always had 
some whining stories about, you 
know, he didn’t get along with his 
mother, and “My mother did this,” 
and “My mother did that.” He was also an ex-con, been imprisoned, also a womanizer, but I was only like 
22, and that seems so ‘old’ to you when you’re 22, seems so sophisticated. But now I’m 56, you know? 

Once I went to work with two black eyes. I was standing in the bedroom and he was sitting on the bed 
and he kept telling me, he was always telling me I was competitive. “You’re so competitive.” And you know 
what I said? “I think you’re repetitive.” It was funny as heck but I got bashed for it. He bashed me in the 
face and spun me around. 

I was really isolated. I didn’t know we were on the run from the law. I was just with my husband. Then, 
coming back from a trip, he was driving and we got lost. He took an exit and went up the down ramp, and an 
officer saw him and pulled us over. In that moment, they took his license back to the car, and the bullhorn 
came on: “Mr. X, Mr. X, get out of the car with your hands in the air. No one in the car make any sudden 
moves.” 

I didn’t have to play a part (of the ignorant wife), because I was living the part. I wrote a tearstained let-
ter to the judge, it was perfectly worded, and he was out in two months. 

I already had one divorce, and it was my second marriage. I didn’t want TWO divorces. And I really did 
love him and I really did want to help him, with whatever his agony was. I was really committed in my 
heart. 

Then after he got out, that’s when things got really bad. Because he didn’t need me any more to get him 
through this hard time. 

I wanted children badly and I already had a son that I let live with his dad because of this man. When I 
became pregnant with his baby he became even worse, more abusive. 

He made me get an abortion. 
Coming home the next day--he did come with me to do that--coming home the next day, he was vicious. 

Just so hateful. You know, I’m a pretty gentle soul. Definitely undeserving of that kind of treatment. 
A day or two later, he got all wound up about something. I said, “Calm down,” or “Sit down,” and he 

picked up a jar of grape juice and said he’d be in jail for murder if we stayed together, and he didn’t want to 
go to jail. Didn’t care if I was murdered, but... 

It was over. But even after you do leave, you still love. 
I’m a forgiver. I had him and his wife over for dinner years later. He’s gone now. I probably wouldn’t be 

doing this if he wasn’t dead, you know? That’s interesting, isn’t it? I thought about that: “What if he might 
read this?” 

I did have regrets that I never fought back. He smashed my nose a lot. I had a lot of bloody noses. A lot 
of black eyes. A lot of lumps on my head, fat lips, kicked, he lifted me off the ground with his cowboy 
boots, you know those pointed boots, he kicked me from behind and lifted me off the ground with that. 

The disbelief that happens is what makes you able to stay. “It can’t even be real!” One of the last times I 
ever saw him, I said--well, he said he was a non-violent person, he was real good about rhetoric--and I said, 



“Well, what do you ever tell yourself about when you were bashing me?” He said he’s still in denial 
about that ever happening. At least he admitted that he was in denial. 

The man I married after that was not abusive. But he was a miserly stingy man. 
But then the man after that was the more exciting, bad-boy kind of guy. He had a vicious mouth. 

That, I thought I could handle, rather than being physically abused. He did wrench my arm up behind 
my back one time, and would have broken it off because I wouldn’t give in. 

So during that last marriage, there was abuse there but it wasn’t physical. I did end up going to a 
shelter, because he was so verbally abusive, and I was expecting, and I was afraid. I wasn’t afraid of 
physical abuse, I was afraid that I really was what he hated. Of course, being pregnant, he would say 
things like, “Oh you’re crazy. Hopefully it’s just because you’re pregnant.” So disdainful and hurtful. 
And here I loved him so much, that I must be really bad for him to hate me that much. 

If I didn’t have kids I could have stayed with him and I could have gone down the tubes with him. 
But it was for the kids I felt like, “No, no. No.” 

Getting out is painful as much as staying is painful. 
I was a chronic reject. I didn’t have enough self-esteem to project any worthiness. At the age of 22, 

you haven’t really studied those things. You learn by experience. 
There is survival. And there is not just survival and not just pain, but glory and happiness. But there 

was a lot of pain. 
I didn’t just--dah da da da--all of a sudden be healed. It was a long, lot of years. That is not meant to 

discourage anybody. In fact, it would be encouraging, that it’s continuous. 
You have to be determined to be happy. I was able to do that. That is my inborn gift. I have an in-

born optimism. I did not do anything to earn the optimism that I have. There have been times when I 
called a suicide hotline. I really envisioned how I was going to do myself in, because I was such a 
chronic reject. I still go back to that person that is the chronic reject. Not very often. And if I’m really 
tired, like last night, when I worked through the night. 

I have five daughters and that’s part of the reason for telling my story. Because, they are not going 
to be victims. My daughters know that I was abused by X and they all want to beat him up. They know 
he’s gone now. 

It’s so abstract for them that they can’t really comprehend. I just know that I don’t feel like there’s 
any danger of it happening to them. I am responsible for giving them strong independence. 

I feel like I was kind of meant to be alone. I’m so happy by myself. That was one of the things my 
second husband, the abuser, resented about me: how independent I was. Because I didn’t ask his permis-
sion to make a doctor appointment. I said, “I didn’t because it never occurred to me.” 

After my last marriage, I actually caught myself thinking, “Who am I going to be with now?” Thank 
God I caught myself thinking that. I said, “Whoa, I’d better think about that. Do I really have to be with 
somebody?” 

I’m 56 and I haven’t had a boyfriend for years. Sometimes you can’t help but wonder what it would 
be like to be in a relationship again. And then sometimes I’m so thankful I’m not. 

So God bless us everyone anyway. 
 

----________ 
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