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Another sharp blow to my side forced me to curl up tighter. He walked past me, and I 

kept my hands covering my head unsure of what would come next. My beating heart battled for 

attention against the intense throbbing in my head. I couldn’t feel him near me anymore. Where 

did he go?  The second-hand ticking on the wall clock slowed my rapid heartbeat as I focused on 

the rhythmic beat. No other sound but our breathing. He was still in the room. 

I moved my hands from my head to the floor. Palms pressed into the carpet as I forced 

my upper body to move, my right eye cried out in pain as my eyelashes stirred. I noticed a 

ringing in my right ear and felt something warm tickle my earlobe. I reached my hand up to 

touch it and brought it back down under me as I continued to face the ground then opened my 

left eye, keeping my right eye closed for the moment. My breath pulled in, dark red blood on my 

finger, a wave of nausea rolled through my gut. Pushing passed the pain, I dared to open my 

right eye. A sea of blurriness sent tremors through my entire body. 

“I can’t see out of my eye.” Panic in my voice met with silence. “My right eye, it’s not 

working.” My breathing erratic, panting, gasping for air.  

A short blast of sadistic laughter filled the room. I waited for him to speak. 

“I was going to kill you. You have no idea just how lucky you are. That damn bowl. I 

was going to pick that glass bowl up and smash it over your head. Had it in my grasp, but the 

fucking thing stuck to the table.” 



The laughter again.  

“It would have killed you.” 

My blood was ice. 

 

That evening I was glad our daughter Laurie was at Kaylee’s house. Kaylee was a home school 

friend, both girls 10 years old and in the 4th grade. Don refused to allow his daughter to go to 

public school. He held a firm belief that public school would lead his little girl down a road to 

wrong friends, drugs, alcohol and getting pregnant. 

 I locked myself in the bathroom and cleaned my wounds in the bath, lingering as long as 

I dared. Glancing at Laurie’s empty bedroom as I headed to my room, everything within me 

longed to crawl into her bed, alone. I knew better. Although he might leave me be for the night, 

there was no telling the consequence I would face if I tried to hide. No, it was best to go to him 

now, go to sleep if I was lucky, tell him sorry if he would listen, seek forgiveness for what I had 

done to anger him. I slipped into bed careful not to disturb him. His breathing shallow, either 

asleep or feigning sleep. The sheet pulled tight up to my chin, I lay in the silence, my mind 

empty of thought. To say I slept would be a lie. In the morning, Don was calm. Like he’d been 

satiated. He even asked me how I’d slept while I scurried around the kitchen making him coffee. 

By the time I left for work, I almost wondered if last night had happened. 

 Throughout that day and in the days to come I wondered again, for the millionth time, 

how to keep Don happy. Last night’s fight had ensued after I’d glanced at the clock while he was 

lecturing me. I’d tried to do it discreetly, but he’d caught me. Some part of me had known he 

would see my glance as disrespect, but I’d been so tired, so incredibly tired. And to be honest, I 



knew it had been disrespectful. God charged me with respecting my husband and I couldn’t 

figure out how to do it. It isn’t that I didn’t want to, it was just that Don made it hard. I struggled 

to be the submissive wife, the Proverbs 31 woman, God called me to be. I didn’t yet know the 

warped sense of submission I was living under. Between the sermons at the pulpit multiple times 

a week and my own daily bible study, my mind was full of God’s word. Inevitably Don’s voice 

of criticism rang the loudest when I got it wrong time and again. My desire to be a ‘woman 

whose children called her blessed’ and ‘whose husband praised her’ pushing me to stay and try 

harder. In daily prayers, I begged God to help me get it right and for my husband to love me like 

Christ loved the church. 

 

Two months later, on a December evening, I walked into our split-level town home, our ten-

year-old daughter, Laurie, right behind me, so close I could feel her breath. Neither of us spoke. 

My jaw hurt from constant clenching. I closed the door behind us, and we listened. Silence. No 

signs of life up the stairs or in the rec room as I flipped on the switch for the kitchen lights. It 

was early December and dark out already. We kept our voices at a hush. 

“Sweetie, why don’t you go to your room and unpack your things? I’ll call you when 

dinner is ready, okay?” She’d stayed the previous two nights with Kaylee again, and Don and I 

had had an argument—not a fight, just some tension. At least I hoped that’s all it would turn out 

to be. 

“Sure mom.” Laurie slipped through the living room, her feet noiseless on the carpet, and 

closed her bedroom door behind her. I marveled at how she knew when not to be heard and how 

often not be seen.  



I put my coat and purse away and paused in the kitchen to check on items for dinner. 

Ground meat, tomato, cheese and tortillas. Tacos it is. A family favorite and quick to fix. My 

plan was to have a tree up and decorated before bed time. That ought to smooth over the two-day 

old riff still hovering between Don and me. I ignored the inner voice calling me a fool for 

thinking I could fill the house with good cheer with a Christmas tree.  

Things between us were precarious. Between Don’s quick temper and my childhood 

which taught me to do as I was told the marriage had been hard to hold together. I was doing my 

best, but I was clearly getting worse in terms of knowing how to soothe him, how to keep or 

make peace once I’d offended him. Tonight, I hoped holiday spirit would help. But I was no 

dummy. 

The acid in my stomach crept into my throat as I walked down the short hall to the 

bedroom I shared with my husband. The door was open just a crack. My fingers rested on the 

doorframe and I took in a breath of courage before opening the door. He was sitting at the desk, 

his back to me. I ignored what he was feasting his eyes on at the computer monitor and instead 

focused my gaze on the carpet. Spit lake. Our daughter thought twice before walking around 

barefoot, repulsed by the sticky residue he deposited there daily. Saliva? Semen? I didn’t ask. 

“Hey, I’m home. How was your day?” 

My question met with silence. Silence was never good. 

“You know I was thinking, why don’t you and Laurie go get a Christmas tree?  I’ll get 

dinner started. By the time you get back I’ll have the food ready and we can eat while we 

decorate.” 



His back to me, he remained unmoved. I wrapped my arms around my stomach holding 

tight as if this might reduce the churning. 

“Or… if you want to eat first I can hurry and cook dinner. It’s just tacos, then we can all 

go grab the tree together. I just thought it might save time if you two went while I cook. What do 

ya think?” I realized I had twisted the sleeve of my sweater so tight the yarn had begun to 

unravel.  

He rotated his body to face me. His arms crossed in front of him, resting on his pudgy 

belly. His weight had gone up and down over the years, often determined by whether or not he 

had a job. Right now, he didn’t.  

I tried to read his face, to gauge the response forthcoming. His foot tapped the base of the 

chair as a stone-cold stare locked onto my face. I braced myself.  

 “Don’t tell me what to do”, he snarled.  

My heartbeat raced. I couldn’t get it right. After two entire days of silence and a full day 

to himself with me gone to work, I had hoped his wave of anger would be gone, leaving room for 

reconciliation. Obviously, this wasn’t the case. I couldn’t figure out how to keep from angering 

him. If I said nothing, I might be reprimanded for not planning for the night. And yet, if I spoke 

up and made suggestions I could be yelled at—or punished—for telling him what to do. He was 

the head of the family and I was to be a submissive obedient wife. Ephesians 5:22 & 23. He 

quoted it to me so often that I could say it from memory as well, ‘Wives submit yourselves unto 

your own husbands, as unto the Lord. For the husband is the head of the wife…’ The verse went 

on, but Don usually stopped right there when he lectured me. He never quoted the part about 

how husbands were supposed to love their wives. 



I was a believer too. God honored marriage and, as Christ was the head of the Church, so 

was the Husband head of the Wife. That’s what the Bible said. I wanted to please God and do 

right by my faith, but I was tired. So tired. And I didn’t have any idea that maybe, possibly, there 

was some notion in God’s mind that I was more important than this marriage. I had no idea that 

my well-being might be of a higher priority than my role as a submissive wife. So, I stood there 

in the doorway. Waiting. 

 “You know what the problem is?” His question struck me, although I knew it was 

rhetorical. Thick silence hung in the air, an avalanche waiting to crash down. I swallowed 

repeatedly, willing saliva to wet my dry mouth. “Let me tell you what the problem is. The 

problem is, you thought. No one cares what you think. No one cares what you have to say, what 

your ideas are, not one single thought that goes on inside that ugly little head of yours matters.” 

One eyebrow raised, he looked at me, daring me to respond.  

I blinked back the tears that threatened to accumulate. Crying would only make things 

worse. 

“I’m not going to fight with you,” my whispered words surprised my own ears as they 

escaped my lips. I was beyond being hurt by his insults. I couldn’t do this anymore. Even the 

thought of where an argument would lead right now was more than I could stomach.  

 “What did you say?” 

I stiffened. My spine extended, and I stood as tall as I was. I felt my shoulders drop. I 

spoke a little louder as I repeated myself, “I said, I’m not going to fight with you.” 

He laughed with a villainous sneer. I wondered what was coming. 



Never had I spoken so simply and so directly to him before. Oh, I had questioned and I 

had begged more times than I could count. Pleaded for him to forgive me, love me, help me 

understand how to fix whatever I’d screwed up. All I wanted was a happy life, a godly marriage, 

a peaceful home and loving family. Each time he would tell me that if only I listened, if only I 

would do the things he told me to, try harder, stop making the same mistakes. But I had never put 

down a boundary, never told him I wouldn’t participate. 

“You don’t get it do you? You’re nothing! You never have been. A little girl from 

Arlington got herself pregnant and couldn’t even finish high school. Ha! I did you a favor getting 

you pregnant. You never would have amounted to anything. You probably planned it. Didn’t 

you? The smartest thing you ever did, get yourself knocked up so I’d have to marry you. No 

diploma. And those people you work for, they don’t think you’re smart. You know that, right?” 

Don sat there shaking his head. He paused to let his words sink in.  

“Seriously? You can’t possibly think they hired you because they think you are smart. 

They needed someone who could come in and answer the phones. Nothing more. You aren’t 

intelligent enough to do anything other than that. You couldn’t even finish high school. But you 

lied about that. What did you say on your application? Graduated, Arlington High School, Class 

of 1991? I wonder what would happen if they found out you didn’t graduate. And you lied? Oh, I 

know, they’d fire your sorry ass. No more job. Then what? What would you do then? Nothing, 

that’s what. No one else would hire you. You know that, right? Why? Because your stupid, that’s 

why.” 



Don waited for me to respond. Waited for me to speak, to say something in my defense. I 

knew better than to fall for the bait. It didn’t end well for me when I did. Ten years of this never-

ending cycle. Time between arguments getting shorter and the damage greater.  

“I’m not going to argue with you.” I let out a breath with the words. My tone erred on the 

side of pleading. 

“Oh really? Is that so?”  

Then a flash of our last big fight came to me. I saw myself on the floor covering my head. 

I couldn’t let this escalate. “What do you want? What do you want from me?” I waved the white 

flag. Deep breath in. 

“I want a divorce,” he sneered at me.  

A divorce? Divorce was a sin, of course, but if my husband was asking for a divorce, that 

had to count for something. Didn’t it? I heard the key turn in the lock of the chains that bound 

me. My eyes popped open as I heard myself say, “You got it.”  

Alarm bells rang inside my head. I needed to go fast. My feet began to move before my 

mind could tell them to. I turned, leaving the room, no hesitation. This was a loophole for me. If 

leaving Don meant leaving God, even if I lost my soul, I had to go. Who was I to God or to 

Laurie if I was dead? Bolting through the living room and down the stairs to his office, I fumbled 

with the phone and dialed my mother’s number.  

She answered on the second ring, “Hello?” 

“Mom? I need you to come get me. Now. If I don’t leave tonight, I’ll never leave. Can 

you come?” I was speaking quickly, my racing thoughts spilling out of my mouth, through the 



telephone line and onto my mother’s ear. Would she listen to my cry for help? Would she defy 

my husband in a way she had never defied my father? I desperately wanted her to tell me I was 

worth the risk. 

“Okay, honey, we’ll come, but it will take at least an hour. Where is he? Where is 

Laurie? Have you called the police?” 

“He’s in our room, sitting at the computer. He’s calm right now. Thinks he’s won an 

argument. Laurie is in her bedroom. She probably heard everything that was said. I’ll go get her. 

He said he wants a divorce. Just come. Mom, please, hurry.”  

“Okay. I’ll call your brother and see if he can bring his truck. Promise me if he does 

anything you’ll call 9-1-1. We’re on our way honey, be safe.”  

“I will mom, I promise.” 

 I rushed back upstairs to Laurie’s room, grabbing a box of Hefty garbage bags on the 

way. I saw Don was still sitting at the computer in our bedroom as I passed by.  

 “Laurie, we’re leaving tonight.” She sat on her bed holding her teddy bear. 

 “Okay, mom. Tell me what to do.” An expectant look upon her face, her voice no more 

than a whisper. 

 “Put anything you want to take into these bags. Stay in your room with the door closed. 

Do NOT open the door for any reason. I will come back in a few minutes.” Her body likely full 

of fear, the confidence on her face did not waiver as she moved to follow my instructions. 

 “Honey?” I paused at the door before I closed it. 

 “Yes mommy?” 



 “It’s going to be alright. Everything, you and me, we’re going to be alright.” My sweet 

girl nodded as a single tear escaped her strong fortress and trickled down her cheek.  

 I closed her bedroom door behind me. I was about to embark on the road to freedom. 

 A Bible verse came to mind as I began to gather things and take them downstairs where 

my mother and step-father would meet us, “If the Son therefore shall make you free, ye shall be 

free indeed.” Just that. Freedom, if only the Son would make me free. I hoped he was in my 

husband’s request for a divorce. No matter, I had to go. It was now or never. 

 

 

 

 


