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Some farm accidents I don’t think 
are accidents. People don’t know 
what’s always going on behind closed 
doors. 

I met “X” when I was 17. He was 
good until about six months after we 
got married. Then he’d take my head 
and he would bang it against the wall. 
He said, “You will say you love my 
dad.” Then it’d go three months and he 
wouldn’t touch me. 

We probably shocked 99 percent of the people in the area when I left, because we were the model farm family 
that people looked towards. We did things as a family, a farm family, showing cattle, 4-H, everything. 

I didn’t plan to leave. It’s like, “Why leave? He’s going to kill me.” I’d already accepted that. Because he told 
me he was going to. He was going to chop me up, put me through the manure spreader. He had loaded guns around 
the house, and in the garage. He told me his plan. We taped him. DCI heard it, FBI heard it. But he didn’t do it, so 
nothing happened. 

I didn’t think, “Well maybe I should leave so he doesn’t kill me.” That never crossed my mind. It was always, 
“If you call the sheriff, you’ll be dead before he gets here.” That was quite clear. He always seemed to have one 
child with him, so I could never leave with all three. 

I would say the emotional abuse was worse than the physical abuse. He’d get us up at two in the morning in the 
winter to go out and pick up spilled kernels of corn in the feedlot. On a school night. He would stand there and 
watch. 

Of course the savior in me was supposed to make him better. I vowed to stay with him for better or worse. I 
was raised in a church, and you stay with him. But it takes two. 

And there was my son. See, he was born with brain damage that affects muscle control. X would have nothing 
to do with him: “If he couldn’t quarterback for Iowa, why bother feeding him?” That was his feeling. And he 
vocalized that often. To the boy? Oh, to the boy, he called him a retard, you name it. Moron, whatever. 

I didn’t go start seeing a counselor until probably two months before I left. I was distraught because I couldn’t 
handle being wife and mother. I was the failure. 

I was just going to be a farmer’s wife and raise children and live happily ever after. That was my goal in life. 
And I failed at everything. I do well at teaching, I can say that. 

I know my  mom  has said things like, “Oh, I just can’t figure out why these people take drugs, and lose their 
minds, or are off in another world,” and I go, “I can.” I used to take 26 pills a day, and mine were prescription. It’s 
an escape. You just can’t take it any more. 

I’ve survived. Some people view me as a strong person. I don’t, because I’ve known me forever, you know. If I 
can do it--I mean, I am the weakest, shyest, lowest of all--and if I can do it, anybody can do it. 

Today, it’s a pretty boring life. But you know what? I’m content with it. I don’t have to go-go-go. I have a lot 
of friends now. 

 


