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I come from a very healthy 

family upbringing, where there are 
two parents in the home. I’m sure 
my parents had disagreements, but 
they never really raised their voice. 

I went off to school, fell in love, 
got pregnant, married, and had my 
first son. 

I believe then he changed when 
I had my son. He said, “No wife of 
mine is going to work, there’s no 
need for you to go to school, you’re 
here to manage the house and take care of the child.” And in my mind, I’m like, “You’re kidding, right?” 

But it’s my duty and obligation to allow my son to grow up with his father. 
One Sunday afternoon when we were in the kitchen, I made some comment and the next thing I knew I literally had my 

arm turned behind my back and almost touching the back of my head. That was it for me. 
It was really a mess. And I’m sure I felt guilty. I said, “You know, let me try this again.” I went back. I hadn’t been there 

three months and said, “This is really not going to work.” It was just so much of, “Why are you looking at him? What was he 
talking to you about?” 

And I was like, “This is crazy.” 
 
*** 
 
I was 21 now. I had two children. I’m going to school, I’m living on my own, I’m very independent, I’m taking care of 

myself, and I meet a young man, “X”, who’s very pro-social, with the exception of being spoiled. A silver spoon in his mouth. 
We began dating. He also has a son, and we became a blended family. We were happy and that type of thing. 
I finished school, got a job in the Department of Corrections, got more confident and secure in myself as an individual, 

and started making my own money. And I felt obligated to stay, because I had two children that weren’t his and he helped me 
raise those children. 

Five years into the relationship, his father died. For some reason, there was a missing insurance policy. He started digging 
and looking into it: Where was this insurance policy? It just consumed him. His ‘job’ soon was to go to the Drake law library, 
study, write letters. He wrote to governors, Dateline news, every place you can think of. It went on for eight years. Eight 
years. 

And the jealousy continued. One time I had to go to some meeting. When I came back, I had some make-up on my shirt 
where someone hugged me. I just took the shirt off and threw it on the laundry. He got that shirt out and accused me of having 
a relationship with this woman. Are you kidding me? 

Now he’s not working for eight years. It’s causing a lot of stress on myself; I’m taking care of five people now. I was 
working two full-time jobs for my family. But again, obligations: Where is he going to go, he has no job, no income, I’m 
taking care of all of us. 

I was drained. I started calling into work, I was using excessive sick leave. 
At one point, I was so fatigued, I mean, physically and mentally and emotionally tired, I called the family violence center. 

And they thought I was calling to check in about my shift. I said, “I need a room.” And the girl was like, “Quit playing.” I 
said, “I’m serious. I can’t take it anymore.” We talked for a few minutes, and then I said, “I’m just going to go on and go to 
bed.” I was looking for a way out. But I couldn’t leave these people I was taking care of. 

At the end I told X, “If you can’t let this go, and stop this madness about the insurance, then we can’t be together.” But he 
really did believe that “things” were happening. 

He told me, “Until death I’m going to do this.” 
 
*** 
 
Finally, the kids are in high school, my son is out of school, out of the house. I’m still doing all of the work, taking care of 



everybody else. 
I saw an ad for a house and thought, “Can I really do this by myself?” I thought, “Hell, I’m doing it by myself 

now!” 
It wasn’t over. After we had moved out, he started stalking me. He said some very twisted crazy things to me. 

He would call the institution and he would leave crazy messages, maybe he would quote something out of the 
Bible. It got pretty bad. 

January of 2005 I went to court and got a restraining order on him. 
He’d been out of my home two years at that particular point, still calling me, still saying things to me, and I’m 

just tired of it. He sent an 18-page synopsis to the warden and security director. Let me tell you how embarrassed I 
was to have to say, “Hey, here’s a no-contact order, because he’s not to come on (prison) grounds, so that I can be 
safe.” When I stayed late, they had to watch me to my car. At the prison. 

He has no regard for restraining orders. No regard. 
By 2005, I’m single for three years. Then I start dating. The phone calls get worse, and it’s madness. Now I’m 

really afraid. He says things like, “You know I know where your bedroom window is.” 
He says, “You know, I’m not going to kill you. But I am going to scar you.” 
So now I’m afraid. I’m really afraid. And I’m going from rational to irrational. I told myself, “I have to do 

something about this.” 
I talked to some people. These are not people that I have a daily association with. But these people are 

survivors. I talked to one lady who was 52 years old, she used to be a prostitute. She said, “This is what you do...” I 
didn’t like the sound of that, I was like, “Oh, no, no...” She literally opened this red book, she started thumbing 
through numbers, she says, “Well, I could call somebody for you and have it done.” I said, “Oh my God, are you 
serious?” I said, “You know what? I can’t do that.” 

So I’m getting all this unhealthy advice. I went there to ask, how did you help yourself get to where you are 
today? How did you get healthy again? 

Well, I was talking to the wrong people, because I didn’t want to talk to the people at work. Because I had to 
keep that separate, I had to maintain this image that I’m in control and I’m a professional, and “I’ve got this.” 

At that point I went and got a gun permit. 
 
*** 
 
I’m at work. I’m thinking about this, I’m very preoccupied, nobody knows. 
It was Tuesday, and I had decided that was going to be my last day at work. Because Wednesday, what I’m 

going to do is defend my life. 
I said to myself, “I know this is going to end my career. But I’m going to do it because I can’t live in fear 

anymore.” I don’t want to continue to have to go through this, and feel like I did something wrong. Now he 
believes I’m part of the conspiracy, knew about it all along, this craziness. It was just crazy. 

Wednesday was parole board day. 
I was up first. My first inmate, the very first person that I had, she had a drug charge. But she also had 

possession of a firearm. One of the parole board members said, “Well, why’d you have a gun?” 
And the lady said, “Well, I had it for protection.” 
“Well, did you even know how to shoot the gun?” 
She was like, “No, but I needed it for protection.” 
And the other parole board member said, “Do you know you could have hurt yourself, or killed yourself with 

the gun, if you misfired it? Or you hurt somebody else by accident?” 
At that particular point, I went from irrational, to rational. I could no longer go through with what I thought I 

had to go through. I thought I had to take his life in order to have a life, even if it was behind bars the rest of my 
life. 

That was the day I became rational. 
 
*** 
 
I’m a counselor, and I have my own counselors now. There’s a very select circle that I have gone through, and 

it’s ICADV (Iowa Coalition Against Domestic Violence) and ICASA (Iowa Coalition Against Sexual Assault). I 
try my very best as a professional to keep that separate from my work environment at the prison. 

When I talked to somebody at ICASA about my story they were so surprised, because that’s not like me. I’m 



the caretaker, I’m not going to hurt anybody. 
Today, when I counsel women on domestic violence, it’s so weird that I would say things to them that I 

couldn’t even put in place for myself, before. 
When they don’t say how they’re going to keep themselves safe, I say, “Don’t do something that’s going to be 

life-changing for you, that you have to pay the consequence for. Any impulsive decision could remove you from 
your life. And I know your life may not be happy and healthy right now, but continue to reach out for help.” 

Like me. 
 
 


