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“Why are you crying, Mom? What 
did he do?” 

Kids know what’s going on. They 
know. 

With my first marriage there wasn’t 
any abuse. He was a marine. We lived in 
Japan for two years. It was a good 
marriage. He just cheated on me after 12 
years. 

Later I met my second husband, “X,” on the internet. The first date was great. 
That first almost year, there was no indication. After I moved in, within a month or two, things 

started to go on. I think of them now, going, “That was a sign. Why didn’t you realize?” But I stayed 
with him. 

The happiest day of the whole marriage was the wedding day. 
Then it was the night before Halloween. We had gone to a Halloween party at a local bar, then had 

friends over for a late night breakfast. He ended up picking a fight and smashing furniture and spent the 
night in jail. He never let me forget that. 

I thought about leaving. 
I started thinking, “Oh my God. If their father found out that this was going on, he can fight to have 

them taken away from me, because I have them in a dangerous situation.” I told X, point blank: “No, I’m 
not losing my kids. You have got to stop.” That’s where the drinking stopped in the house. 

The next July, I told him I was moving out. He got upset and we talked. I decided to stay and he gave 
all his beer away.  It was going to work out.  Well, two weeks later then I got fired, and the bills, the 
whole domino effect.... 

It didn’t work. 
Then August 26. We had a fight. I said, “Jordyn, get your coat.” She was five. I started packing up 

my granddaughter’s carseat, she was sitting on top of the table, in the middle. Jordyn was standing next 
to the table, by her, with her hand on it. I said, “We’re not going to do this now, in front of the kids. 
We’re going to go and I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” 

He stood up, and that’s where he... I had handmarks from his fingers. That’s how hard he pushed me, 
into the door that goes up the steps. The doorknob hit me right here. I had that big of a bruise. I tried to 
grab everybody and go but that didn’t work. I ended up in a headlock, in the living room, out through the 
kitchen, back and forth. I had a phone and I was trying to call 911. I had gotten through but he grabbed it 
and threw it. 

Back and forth, scuffling. Another phone, out by the kitchen. His back was facing Jordyn and she 
was hitting him: “Leave my mom alone.” I thought, “Oh my God, if he turns around and slaps her, I 
swear to God, I’ll kill him.” 

I also was thinking, “Don’t do that, because if Jordyn’s there, she’ll see that. She’ll remember that. 
All she’ll remember is Mommy stabbing him. Instead of him attacking Mommy.” My mind, too, kept 
thinking, “We’re going to knock the table over, the baby’s going to go flying off the table.” She was five 
months old. 

After that, I made it outside (with X). I grabbed the phone, I said, “Jordyn, shut the door and lock it.” 
I said, “You go stand by the baby, don’t let X in.” After I said that, I’m like, “Don’t let him in? Yeah, 



you’re five!” But she did lock the door. I got outside, and I just screamed, “Help,” as loud as I 
could and I was dialing. I said, “I need help, he’s attacking me,” and he let go. He says, “Oh 
hell no, I am not going to jail again.” 

Somehow I went in and got the kids and locked ourselves in the car. I don’t remember 
exactly, it happened so fast. 

They took him away. 
_____ 
 
The kicker was hearing Jordyn telling the police officer, “I thought he was going to kill my 

mom.” 
Okay, you’ve got to get out. 
I have a letter that my older daughter wrote to X. He read that and he laughed. He crumpled 

it up and I took it out of the garbage and I kept it and I was like, no way. 
He was physically abusive to me one night.  There was emotional and verbal abuse, not just 

me, but to his oldest daughter and my two oldest daughters.  He never did or said anything to 
the youngest of his kids or mine. But, they saw and heard everything he did. 

She knew, and tried to tell me, and I didn’t listen, you know? 
It’s made us realize, too: “What are we doing?” We left a place that was so horrible. we 

don’t need to make this one that way. We love each other and we need to be nice to each other. 
X affected me so bad I started acting like him. I forgot who I was. We moved in and Jordyn 

was three. So she didn’t get a chance to know me, when Mom was Mom. 
Now she’ll tell me, “Mom, you need to stop. You’re acting just like you were before.” Or, 

“You’re acting like him,” and I’m like, “Ohhh...” It affects them. People just don’t think it 
affects them. 

My granddaughter, who was in the carseat that last night, to this date, she cannot stand loud 
screaming. Anytime somebody raises their voice, she runs and hides. 

And Jordyn, she’s been more permissive because of what we’ve been through. She avoids 
confrontation. Having a child advocate (counselor) for her has been a blessing. 

She’s such a brave little girl. And she makes Mommy brave. 
 


