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“Do not forget to entertain strangers, for by so doing some people have entertained angels without
knowing it.” (Hebrews 13:2)

‘| was stranger and you took me not in.” “When saw we you a stranger and took you not in?”
“When you did it not to the least of these my brethren, you did it not unto me.” (Matthew 25:24)

“Dear friend, you are faithful in what you are doing for the brothers, even though they are strangers
to you. They have told the church about your love.” (3 John 5)

“Share with God’s people who are in need. Practice hospitality.” (Romans 12:13)
“ ... enroll a widow, ... if she has shown hospitality to strangers, ... " (1 Timothy 5:10)

“Son of man, prophesy ... woe to the shepherds of Israel who only take care of themselves! ... You
do not take care of the flock. You have not strengthened the weak or healed the sick or bound up
the injured. You have not brought back the strays or searched for the lost. My sheep ... were
scattered over the whole earth, and no one looked or searched for them.” (Ezekiel 34)

“And do not forget to do good and to share with others, for with such sacrifices God is pleased.”
(Hebrews 13:16)
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THIS BOOK’S ORIGINS

This book is an outgrowth of the concerns of Cynthia Rowland McClure. She spent ten
years as an award winning television news reporter and special assignments producer
during the 1970s. She suffered from Bulimia during her college years and those years in
television. She was healed from this eating addiction in 1980, only to suffer the loss of a
breast to cancer in 1984. She established a foundation, Hope for the Hungry Heart, and
crisscrossed the nation on speaking tours, giving hope to sufferers of addictions, eating
disorders and cancer. She became a popular campus speaker and addressed students and
faculties at convocations in over 300 colleges and universities. Many churches opened
their pulpits to her. She addressed many high school assemblies and business
conventions. She has counseled thousands of women suffering from the above illnesses.
She conducted a weekly radio talk show for two years over one of southern California’s
most popular Christian stations. In addition to these activities, her one woman show
“What | Learned as a Bald Headed Chick” was presented to thousands at churches and
colleges. Her messages were faith building and a source of inspiration, comfort and
spiritual encouragement to both the afflicted and their families. Her books, speeches and
counseling sessions gave hope the tens-of-thousands of desperate people, especially
teenage girls and grown women suffering from eating disorders. She held dozens of
“Hope Weeks” where 15 to 20 women came together for intensive counseling.

During those speaking engagements, followed by group counseling sessions, she
discovered thousands of women and men, young and old, who were church members
suffering from neglect, isolation, disaffection and addictions. She wrote the poem that
follows to express the feelings she uncovered among church members who sit on the
pews every Sunday.

Her cancer returned in 1997 and she had to table this book she had outlined and ended her
interviews in order to fight for her life. As her father, I, Robert H. Rowland, shared her
concerns and took up the planned book and finished the work from the dream she had for
it. She wanted it to be a vehicle by which leaders of churches and rank-in-file members
would be made aware of the large number of unnoticed, under-served, and hurting people
in their midst. They sit in our pews every Sunday. More importantly, she hoped the book
would cause our churches to go beyond being made aware of these hurting people by
starting programs to include those who feel excluded from the main stream of church life.
These strangers go unnoticed and their needs go unmet. And, all too often, many of them
give up and drop out.

It is hoped that this book will not only make Christians more aware and care, but that it
will encourage them to take concrete actions to let these strangers know that they are
valued and welcomed. These strangers come to our churches seeking refuge, friendship,
salvation, and comfort. When the church fails to recognize their pain and special needs,
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they sit in their pews or leave with their burdens intact. They need to know that they, too,
have ownership in our churches and that they will receive true fellowship, comfort and
strength from caring, burden-sharing members.

One of Cynthia’s favorite Scriptures is 2 Cor. 1:3-5 (NIV). “Praise be to the God and
Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of compassion and the God of all comfort,
who comforts us in all our troubles, so that we can comfort those in any trouble with
the comfort we ourselves have received from God. For just as the sufferings of Christ
flow over into our lives, so also through Christ our comfort overflows.” She usually
began her chapel and convocation speeches with this Scripture.

Sadly, cancer took Cynthia’s life August 14, 2003, before this book was finished. She left
behind her husband, David, two sons, Caleb and Micah, ages 9 and 12. She left behind a
legacy that touched millions of lives through speeches, four books, a Southern California
radio talk show and her One-Woman Road Show. Her first book, The Monster Within, is
now in its 20th printing.

Too often our churches go forth with sectarian zeal converting the lost to an imperfect
church, because it is made up of fallible and imperfect members, instead of converting
them to the perfect Savior. In our zeal to build bigger churches, too often an emphasis is
placed converting the lost to denominational creeds and traditions. Those who do not
conform to our creeds and traditions may also find themselves alone in the pew. Their
membership is not considered significant. Yet, the Lord warned us, “In as much as you
did it not to the least of these my brethren, you did it not unto me.”
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Do You Know Me?

I come to church. Isit by you. You look at me and say, “How are you?” And sometimes [ want
to ask, “Do you really care how I am?”

Our “Hello, how are you,” and our handshake are not enough for me. You don’t even know me.
But, I think I might be very much like you.

I cry. Ilaugh. I bleed, suffer pain, harbor doubts and have hopes. [ know about guilt and I
believe in forgiveness.

Sometimes I'm so lonely, yes, so alone that I want to curl up and die.

I sin. I'm ashamed. But, I'm afraid to confess my sins to you.

Would you be forgiving? Would you understand? I need acceptance. And sometimes, I don’t
know where, or to whom, I can turn for it.

I need to know that I am loved and have value.

I am often afraid. Why am I afraid? Who am I afraid of?

I don’t know. Am I not like you? Do you not also have fears?

I have had some wonderful times. I have had some horrible times.
I wonder if you would care to know.

Would it embarrass you if I shared my pain with you?
Would you share yours with me?
At times, I simply don’t know what to do. I reach out, but touch no one.

At times, no one touches me, or even seems to want to touch me.
Do you know me? Are my experiences the exceptions, or are they the rule?

I'm a mom, a dad, a son, a daughter, a wife, a husband, a grandparent.

I'm a friend. I'm married. I'm single. I just lost my job. I have children.

I'm a widow. I'm divorced. I preach. Isuffer. I'm addicted. I'm depressed.
Iwork. I gettired. 1grow weary. I'm rich. I'm poor. I'm broke. I'm lonely.
I think I'm not too different from you. Maybe, only our circumstances differ.

But ... do you know me? Do I know you? Does it make any difference?
Please ... just for a moment ... or for a day, could we get real?
Could we remove our masks and share with each other for a few moments?
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Could we become genuine friends in Christ, mutually supporting each other?

I really need for someone to know and understand me.

I would also like to really know and understand you and others like us. I don’t want to remain a
stranger, nor do [ want you to be one.

Can we break down and remove the barriers and walls that separate us?
Through Christ I believe we can, and I believe that we must.

His blood covers each of us. In Christ we are family, brothers and sisters.

Who'll take the first step? I'll take it. Will you open up and respond?
Will you meet me halfway? A third of the way?
I'm willing to go all the way to be understood and to understand.

Cynthia Rowland McClure
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Lonely ... Disappointed ... Guilty ... Shattered ..Betrayed ...

Forsaken ... Wounded ... Abused ... Broken ... Deserted ...
Disillusioned ... Misunderstood ... Rejected ... Lost ...
Overlooked ... Desperate ... Grieving

... Needy

Vi



10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

Strangers in the Pew Do You Know Us?

TABLE OF CONTENTS
SUNAAY IMOTNING ..ttt s et e et e se e sbeebesneesbeesbeeneenreas 1
I am Divorced: One WOMAN’S STOMY......ccooiiiiiieiieie et 7
I am a Divorced Man: A Divorced Man Speaks.........ccccevvviininiinii i, 15
I am a Battered and ADUSEd WITe.........cooiiiiii e 24
@M AN AICONOIIC ..o e 35
@M @ WIHOW ..ot 45
HE WaS @N EIAEN ... 51
I have an Eating DISOIUEN .......cocoviiieie ettt 56
I Live AMONg The HOMEIESS ......ccuvoiiieice et 63
@M @ IMHINISTET ...t bbbt 69
I amM the MOOEIN LEPET ...ttt aae e 75
The Sniffers, Huffers and CULLEIS..........cccoiiiiiiiiiiee e 82
THE EX-CONVICT ...c.tiuiiiiitiieisic ettt et 89
@M ODBSE ...ttt 95
I ASK QUESTIONS ...ttt ettt ettt ettt et st sbe e st e e sae e st e e s baeebessaeeebeesaeeenree e 99
I 'am an UNWed IMOTNET ..o 105
I am a MiINority CHhFiSTIAN.........ccciiiiee e 110
No One Seemed to Care and | Asked, “Why?” ..., 113
I am Hearing IMPaired ..........cccooviiiiiiiic e ereas 118
Must Seekers Be Treated Like Strangers? ........ccoveveiieviiie s 120
Three Suggested ACHIVITIES........ccciiiiiiiece e 125

vii



Strangers in the Pew Do You Know Us?

CHAPTER 1

SUNDAY MORNING

We have bathed, shaved, made our faces up, fixed our hair and dressed in our best. We
are off to church. As soon as we leave our driveway, we start turning off certain private
home and personal behavior switches. We start flipping on the church ones. We fuss less
along the way. If we fuss, it is in quieter tones. Our arguments usually stop at the
parking lot of the church. Too often, we turn off the switches that would reveal our sins,
burdens, trials, disappointments) pain, personal problems, and our deepest worries. Our
most intimate secrets are seldom shared with anyone. Our mates may not even know
what private pain or guilt we bear, let alone our church family. Many of us do not even
have mates to share them with. But, we feel compelled out of conscience, or law, to meet
at least the minimum requirements of church membership. Due to fear and/or
disaffection, we feel no compulsion to open our hearts to others. Nor, do we want others
to open their hearts to us.

Too often, we cover our cares with a show of public piety. That very act brings stress and
adds to our inner turmoil. Few, if any, of our private burdens ever reach the point of
public disclosure in a church, assembly. We are forced to bear them alone.

We follow the liturgy. Unless we are actually overcome by guilt, backbreaking burdens
or crushing needs, we reveal little or nothing of ourselves to our brethren in public, or
even in private. Most churches have no “Confessional Booth” where needs can be made
known. Those with such “booths” have no way in their public liturgy that allows
members deepest needs to be made known. Even our sins are confessed in that catchall
phrase during public prayer, “Forgive us of our sins and shortcomings” or “Forgive us our
debts.” We have few or no platforms where our needs can be made known. We have no
forum in which we can reveal our burdens or express our fears and our doubts. Most
have no twelve-step programs to help us admit our sins, failures, bad habits, and
addictions. There is no avenue by which, we can seek the help of others. Some of us find
it even difficult to go to God with the private demons hidden in our own closets. In
public, we fear there is not one sympathetic ear in the church willing to hear of our kind
loneliness and/or our alienation.

Why? We have concluded that no one has our kind of pain. No one has experienced our
kind of failure. No one knows the kind of guilt we carry. No one knows the depths of
our loneliness or sense of isolation. Unrevealed, our wounded and broken hearts find
little or no sympathy from others in church. We often conclude that our kinds of
weakness and need are not the common ones that some others “go forward” to confess.
Ours cannot be revealed or shared. If we did, we would expose our weak faith and our
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other frailties. By revealing them, we would then be most vulnerable to criticism by those
who seem to have few, if any of our failures, burdens, and demons; certainly none as
overwhelming as ours.

After all, we have been taught that we “will reap what we sow.” Therefore, because we
have failed and stand guilty, our pain is a just reaping of what we have sown. We have
made our beds and we must lie in them, alone. Some of us have concluded that God has
given us these “thorns in the flesh™ as punishment. We are doomed to suffer them alone.
We have asked Him to remove them not just three times but many, yet they are still there.
Since He hasn’t removed them, we conclude He intends for us to bear them through life.
As time passes, we tend to ask, “Who would want to hear about our complaints, sins,
failures, personal burdens or sense of isolation anyway?

Does anyone really care? Why should they? Who could we trust them with anyway?
Why would we want to burden others with our problems? Why would we want to help
them bear theirs? Our own cross is already heavy enough. Theirs must be too.

Because we doubt that anyone would understand, really care, or be willing to help us with
our needs, we sit stoically on our pew, alone in a crowd of people. We have come
together to worship God. We go through the motions. We follow the order of worship.
Isn’t that enough? We don’t need to take home anyone else’s baggage. Certainly no one
wants to take on ours. Since no one knows, how could anyone care? But, if others don’t
know, why would they care?

Even though there are blood-bought brothers and sisters sitting on the pew next to us, we
are afraid to ask them to hear us or help us. They are in reality, strangers to us and we are
strangers to them. They are not intimate spiritual family members. They also bathed,
shaved and dressed up this morning. They made up their faces, fixed their hair, and chose
to look their best at church. They also came to church with their burdens, sins, cares and
disappointments, some equal to, or maybe even greater than ours. But, due to the lack of
Christian intimacy, they also remain strangers on the pew. They (we) also ask, “Does
anyone want to know us? Does anyone really care?” No one answers these questions.
The church provides few, if any, venues where we can ask our questions and get answers.
Few churches are large enough to provide Christian counselors from whom we can seek
answers and get comfort.

H we followed the cars out of our parking lots to the apartment houses, the sub-divisions
and housing tracts of our cities and took a serious look through the blinds, a completely
different picture might well emerge from the one we see on the pew. There the hair is let
down. There the real people appear. There, there is less need for show, for putting up a
front, or for hypocrisy. There, people’s lives are hidden from prying eyes. There, real
life struggles are evident.

Behind those blinds some would be living the “good life.” Some no doubt would have
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high incomes, excellent health, job security, retirement plans, well-adjusted children and
shared love. The storms of life may have not yet hit them. Their big decisions would
seem small and easy to many of us. The following decisions might be theirs to make.
Should our children join a baseball or a soccer team? Shall we accept the higher position
in the company for more pay with more time demands, or settle for less money and more
time to be with our children, watching them grow and play? Other’s biggest stress could
come from making a decision on whether to buy a bigger house or send the children to a
private school. Some might wrestle with decisions on whether to vacation in Hawaii or
Europe.

These might go to church for years and be led to believe that everyone on the pew at
church is in similar circumstances. They might even believe that everyone lived lives that
are virtually care free, secure, healthy, and with little stress or heartache. Their being
accepted and included might lead them to believe that everyone else is as well.

The truth, however, is very different. There are many Christians on the pews at every
assembly, some dressed in their Sunday best, who are carrying almost unbearable
burdens, living with unresolved guilt, or with other human needs that seem too great to
share with others. Some, often due to circumstances beyond their control, do not even
have a Sunday best. They can barely get up the courage, or muster the will, to get out of
bed and dress for work or church. Due to the depth and weight of their needs,
intentionally hidden, they remain strangers to most other members of the church. Their
reluctance to be exposed: however, doesn’t relieve the church of the responsibility to find
ways to break down the walls of isolation and alienation that force these brothers and
sisters to remain strangers. “You were at that time separate from Christ, alienated
from the commonwealth of Israel, and strangers from the covenants of the promise,
having no hope and without God in the world. But now in Christ Jesus you who
were afar off are made nigh in the blood of Christ. For he is our peace, who hath
made both one, ...” (Eph. 2:12-14b ASV) If the blood of Christ brought Jew and Gentile
together, should it not bring together all of the redeemed as one? Redemption should not
only bring God’s people closer to Him, but it should bring them closer to each other.

The church must change its rigid liturgical concept of the clergy, in most cases male
dominated clergy, presiding, leading, instructing, and directing worship, to ones which
include shared needs, contributions and experiences by any and all members of the body.
The church must also find ways to break down the barriers that stifle, even discourage
genuine sharing with others in the pew. The church cannot afford to allow barriers to
stand between those who feel they are on the “outside” away from those who are on the
“inside.” These “outsiders” must be strangers no longer. But, the alienation must not end
with the inclusion of greater openness in our assemblies and an altered liturgy. This
inclusion must extend away from our sanctuaries and reach into our homes. The practice
of genuine hospitality is a lost practice in many churches. Hospitality must be greater
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than sharing a cup of coffee between Sunday school and the general assembly, or “How
about meeting us down at Dennys for lunch.” It must include breaking bread across the
tables in our homes where the hands learn about the feet and where the eyes and the ears
learn of the bunions on the feet. Such fellowship can be facilitated by including every
member in smaller “off-site” fellowship groups and home study groups. The church must
create ways and find avenues where we can “confess our faults one to another and
pray for one another.” We must provide forums for sharing our cares so that we are
able to truly be in positions to “Bear each other’s burdens and so fulfill the law of
Christ.” Only then, will these strangers have opportunities, and feel free, to voice their
concerns and share their burdens with those who are in a position, and have the capacity,
to help them. Only then, will brotherly love be recognized and expressed in word and in
deed. Only then, will every member of the body know that they really are important and
needed parts of the body of Christ. “Now the body is not made up of one part but
many ... . The eye cannot say to the hand, ‘I don’t need you.” And the head cannot
say to the feet ‘I don’t need you.” On the contrary, those parts of the body that seem
to be weaker are indispensable, and the parts that are unpresentable are treated
with special modesty, while our presentable parts need no special treatment. But
God has combined the members of the body and has given greater honor to the parts
that lacked it, so that there should be no division in the body, but that its parts
should have equal concern for each other. If one part suffers, every part suffers
with it if one part is honored, every part rejoices with it.” (1 Cor. 12 NIV)

All those hurting strangers in the pew need others in their lives. Many suffer alone in
quiet desperation. The “invitation song” is usually the only opportunity for the hurting to
express their needs and it usually brings forward only those who are over burdened with
guilt, or those who wish to begin the Christian life.

Those who attend AA meetings find an intimacy and the strength from others to
overcome their addictions which most churches do not even begin to offer their members.
There are no strangers in AA meetings. The “confessional” in the Catholic Churches,
although clergy centered, at least offer Catholics opportunities to clear their consciences
by confessing their faults with an assurance that someone hears them and who is able to
understand and to assure them of forgiveness.

The strangers in most churches continue to ask, “Does anyone really know me?” “Does
anyone really care?” “Does anyone even want to know me and be genuinely concerned
about the loads I carry, the guilt | feel, my loneliness, or the uncertainties | face?”

Do those who seem so secure in the church really know, or want to know, the strangers in
pew? The strangers certainly do not know them, nor do they even know each other. Is
the church willing and ready to show the same concern and love Christ extended to the
lepers, the blind, the lame, the hungry, the adulterers, and the strangers? The demon
possessed? Should we not have the same concerns, the same compassion, and the same
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love for others that Christ has for us? Dare we not find ways to learn of those who are
hurting and those who are “burdened and heavy laden?” We must, and we will if we
are truly His disciples. As disciples of Christ, we must not merely observe the hurting
strangers in the pew and “walk by on the other side.”

Let us take a stroll down the aisles and among the pews at church to discover and get
acquainted with some of the strangers in our midst. Saying “Hello” and “How are you”
IS not enough. Knowing their names is not enough. We must have some shared
intimacies. Only then we will be in better positions to encourage and assist them. We
will be able to show them true brotherhood, and give them comfort and counsel. We will
be ready to help them “bear their burdens and so fulfill the law of Christ.” The
church will then become, as Jesus wants it to become, a place of inclusion, mutual
support, healing, nurturing, compassion, encouragement, forgiveness, understanding,
sharing and comfort. And, it will be indeed, “a place of refuge.”

The church is often confused about its purpose and its identity. It easily becomes an
organization that is more concerned with the dotting of a doctrinal “i”” than with feeding
the hungry. It may be more concerned with crossing an organizational “t” than visiting
the sick and imprisoned. Yet, according to Jesus, the judgment will not be based upon
right organization and right ceremonies, but upon being a true refuge for sinners, the
broken hearted, the over burdened, the alienated, the hungry, the thirsty, the naked, the
jailed, the sick, and the stranger. Those who refuse to recognize the needs of others and
who refuse to respond to them, will hear the Savior say, “Depart from me, you who are
cursed into everlasting fire which is prepared for the devil and his angels; for I was
hungry, and you fed me not; | was thirsty, and you gave me no drink; I was a
stranger, and you took me not in; | was naked and you clothed me not; sick, and in
prison, and you visited me not.” (Matthew 25:41-43) Even though the church is made
up of imperfect and fallible people it can become a compassionate refuge for all people
with unclean hands and broken hearts. Only when every member is acknowledged as an
important part of the body will we be reaching the ideal that Christ has for his church.

When we love others as Christ loves us, we will shower love, grace and kindness upon all
those in the pew. We will divest ourselves of the spirit of separation and isolation. Every
part of the body will be working with every other part to bring about healing, harmony
and hope. We will “receive others just as Christ has received us,” broken, sinful,
afraid, warts and all. We will offer understanding, reconciliation and acceptance. Most
importantly, our strangers will no longer be strangers. They will be family and
accepted as equal members in the family of God!

Let us now get acquainted with some of the strangers that we might greet every Lord’s
Day, but may not really know at all. Then let us begin to “take them in,” for the
strangers we “take in” may be those “angels’ that we are “unaware” of.
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“All of you live in harmony with one another. Be sympathetic, love as brothers. Be
compassionate and humble.” (1 Peter 3:8)
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CHAPTER 2

I AM DIVORCED: ONE WOMAN'’S STORY

I am a divorced woman. Since childhood | have sat in Bible classes where the sanctity
and permanence of marriage has been taught and stressed. | have listened to dozens of
sermons that emphasized the importance of God’s plan, that marriage was “until death
do us part.” The statistics on divorce and remarriage and their incumbent problems of
finances, damaged children, and other fruit that brings about other forms of pain, have
been made abundantly clear in my church. The fact that “God hates divorce” has
always been emphasized. The doctrinal discussions on who is at fault and who is free to
remarry have reared their heads with regularity in the Bible classes and in sermons. |
have heard them all | have studied them all. Most of the time man’s understanding of
law has been emphasized over grace, and traditional doctrinal interpretations have been
too often emphasized over mercy. However, I’m aware that James wrote, “Mercy
triumphs over judgment.” (James 2:13 NIV) 1 also understand that God said, “I will
have mercy not sacrifice.” (Matthew 12:7 KJV)

As a teenager my dream was to find the right man, fall deeply in love, have a beautiful
wedding, give birth to a number of healthy children and to live happily ever after. |
found a man, fell deeply in love, had a beautiful wedding, gave birth to three beautiful
children, but I haven’t lived happily ever after. My marriage did not work out that way.
In fact, when | finally admitted that my marriage had really failed, I sought and obtained a
divorce. And for many years after | was granted that decree, | have carried an imagined
scarlet D on my forehead for “Divorced.” It has been reduced in size and brightness with
time, but I am reminded that | am a divorced person, all too often, by teachers, preachers,
and even by my friends who make well meaning, but pain giving remarks about marriage
and divorce.

Admitting that my marriage was over was the most devastating experience of my life.
Filing for divorce and going through with it seemed like going through hell itself. |
questioned my sanity, my self-worth, and my desirability. 1 struggled daily on how I
would manage my household, care and provide for three children, and have any free time
for myself. Some of my married friends seemed to abandon me. Many of my brethren
seemed to judge me. Nearly every time the subject of marriage came up at church, or in
private conversation, positions were taken by some that seemed to judge, even condemn
me.

| feared that God might damn me for whatever course of action | took in regard to
remarriage. If I remarried, He would, at the worst, condemn me for my actions, and at the
best, He would frown on any move | even made to find a new mate. | was equally fearful
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that if | found someone that | would want to become serious about, he would not, or could
not, be serious about loving and marrying me.

In my heart of hearts, | knew that | would be considered damaged goods and that in some
churches | would find it hard to enjoy full acceptance and full fellowship. My home
congregation had a rule that no divorced person could teach a class. | knew before my
divorce that some of my friends in that congregation would understand why my husband
of nearly ten years and | had separated, but many, however, would not understand, nor
accept, my seeking a divorce. Others would not even want to understand. Some were so
bold as to argue in Bible classes that it was impossible to determine who was at fault in a
separation and divorce, and that both might be equally guilty. Their question was, “Who
really drove who away?” Some teachers even argued that a wife was to be in total
submission to her husband, just as she was to the Lord. In judgmental tones, it was made
clear that a true Christian woman could make marriage work if she would just do what the
Bible taught.

In spite of my doubts and guilt, and the conflicting of counsel of those | trusted, | filed for
a divorce. The divorce was granted and I had to get on with my life. | sought the divorce
for two reasons. First, | recognized that the marriage was completely over, so why not
end it legally? There were property considerations that had to be settled. Secondly, |
needed a court mandate for alimony and child support.

There was no actual red D on my forehead, but there was a big red D on the ring finger of
my left hand. | removed my wedding band as soon as | left the courthouse. That D was a
white ring on the skin of my ring finger that reminded me for weeks that | was divorced.
When | went to the store, to the park, or to church with three small children, the absence
of that ring told the world that | was either a divorced person, or maybe worse in some
people’s eyes. | might be perceived to be the mother of three illegitimate children. Either
way, the absence of a wedding ring was in itself a burden.

The first year of separation from my husband, | lay awake until the wee hours of the
morning wondering why this was happening and if it could be fixed. | hugged a pillow
during those long night hours of loneliness and often changed it for one not wet with my
tears. The questions on why this happened to me flooded my mind continually. “If | had
only tried harder?” “If I had been a better wife, lover, or housekeeper?” “If | had been
more attentive to his needs?” “If we hadn’t had these children?” “If | were a better
Christian?” “If | lost some weight?” “If | had been a better cook?” “Neater?” “Warmer?”

In the process of permanently separating, | lost all confidence in men. Worse yet, | lost
all confidence in myself. There would be no rebound for me. The very idea of any kind
of intimacy was quickly dismissed. | could not trust my own judgment. When my guilt
was added to my doubts, I could hardly bear it. |1 wondered if this was to be my lot for the
rest of my life. “Would the pain ever go away?” “Would my loneliness and self-doubt
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ever end?” Feelings of personal failure almost overwhelmed me. Whatever his reasons for
leaving, | had failed: not just that | had somehow failed my husband, but that I had also
failed my family and my children. Maybe | had failed God and the church. This was the
punishment for my failures.

| was nineteen years of age when | met my future husband. 1 was just out of junior college
and was holding down a secretary’s job. | met him at church. He was twenty-two and had
landed his job as an accountant with a local construction firm. Before long he asked me
out to a movie and | accepted. We held hands on the date and were mutually attracted.
Before we knew it, we were sitting side by side on the same pew at every service of the
church. We attended revivals at other congregations and first Sunday monthly singings.
We went to see a professional baseball game occasionally. His father was an elder in his
hometown church and he seemed to come from “good stock,” as my dad viewed him.

After one year of courtship, he proposed and | accepted. We were married the June
following my twenty-first birthday. We were not youngsters jumping into something we
were not ready for. We had courted for two years and knew each other and each other’s
families quite well. We were ready for marriage.

After a pleasant honeymoon, we settled down for life. Six months after our wedding |
became pregnant with our first child. At the sixth month of my pregnancy, | resigned from
my job and we would totally depend upon his income. His paycheck covered our bills.
The birth of our first baby, a girl, brought us much happiness. Two years later, | gave
birth to a boy. A year later we had our second boy. With three babies under four years of
age, my hands were more than full all of the time.

My husband was happy that | accepted the responsibility of caring for the babies during
the day, but was even happier that | would take care of changing diapers and feeding them
during the night. Our roles, established with the birth of our daughter, became clearly
defined and permanent with three babies. He was the provider and | was the caretaker of
the house and the children, not to mention that I was also the home’s only “cook and
bottle washer.” He mowed the lawns and watered the flower beds. He and his associates
went to ball games with increased regularity while I stayed home with the children.

I was so much in love with my husband and my precious children that | never questioned
our roles. In spite of the fatigue that I was experiencing, | did not complain. He,
however, complained when he did not have freshly ironed shirts to wear to work every
day and refused to wear the same one twice. When | finally reached the point that |
could not physically or mentally keep up the duties | had accepted because | thought I
was expected to, | asked for his help. *“Please take care of the babies a night or two on
the weekends and let me catch up on my sleep.” | asked. | pleaded. | later begged.
When Friday night came and the babies were tucked in bed, so were we. When the first
baby cried for attention, | was awakened. | waited. He did not move. The wailing grew
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and was often joined by a second child. | nudged my husband. He did not move. The
crying grew louder. 1 decided that | had no choice but to respond to their needs. | had
the same response from my husband on Saturday night. On Sunday | decided to
humiliate myself and beg for his help. My humiliation did not change the children’s
daddy. He would sleep and | would take care of the children. “That is the way God had
intended it. Surely it was right there in the Bible somewhere.” Had | not read about
wives being in subjection to their husbands? And, men being the heads of women?

Our lives started to move in separate directions. He was interested in career, baseball
and lawns. He was also preparing for a CPA exam. | would have to care for all other
domestic chores inside the house. There would be no more discussion. We had little to
no intimacy.

| offered to go with him for counseling with our minister, but he refused declaring that
he needed no help. So, | went alone while the church secretary watched the children.
The advice | received from the minister was almost useless. It, for the most part, simply
added to the guilt | already carried. “Try to be a better and more submissive wife.” “Find
times and ways to be more romantic.” “Get a baby sitter and go out on the town
occasionally.” “Pray and let God take care of it.” In my final counseling session he
ordered, “Get over it!” Get over it? These simplistic solutions were both impractical and
unreal. | was doing my best at all these things already.

I had no answers, little energy, and three children under five. | had allowed my husband
to handle the bank account, pay the bills, and take care of our business. My name was not
even on the checking account. | was rationed out the cash that | needed and he would
determine what the needs were. He paid some attention to the children, but | was almost
their only caregiver. He paid less and less attention to me. Our communication dried up.
We still went to church regularly, but it was more show than religion. We became
strangers to each other at home and on the pew. At the same time we were becoming
strangers to everyone else on the pews.

Two days after our daughter’s fifth birthday, he came home from work one evening and
went to our bedroom and started packing a suitcase. He then went to the garage and
boxed up an assortment of things he occasionally used. The children were vying for his
attention and to avoid them he turned on the TV and put a cartoon in the VCR. He then
proceeded to put the box of garage stuff in his car along beside his suitcase, shirts and
suits. | watched in dismay when he removed our second TV from our bedroom. As he
proceeded to put it into the car, | asked him what was happening. He politely informed
me that he was leaving me. He said that he did not love me and that he had never loved
me. He did assure me that he would send a monthly check to cover our expenses. Was
this traumatic for me? 1 was in shock. His words cut at my heart like a knife. The
devastation in my heart, felt for weeks and months like that of a bombed out city. It was
devoid of life.
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I asked, “What about the children?” He responded, “I’ll be dropping by to see them.”

Without a kiss, a hug, or an explanation, he got into his car and drove away. | was
crushed. | was devastated. The questions flowed. “Was there another woman?” “Was he a
closet homosexual?” “Was it my fault?” “Was he weird in some other way that | had
totally overlooked?” “Why? Why? Why?” | screamed. | went to my bedroom and wept.
My tears would not stop flowing. | buried my sobs in thick towels. | wore sunglasses to
hide the redness of my eyes.

“Who could I call?” “Who should I not call?” | couldn’t call my parents. | couldn’t call
his. 1 couldn’t call the minister and blurt the story out to him. 1 didn’t feel like calling my
friends whose marriages were solid and who assumed that mine was too. So | kept quiet.
The fewer who knew, the better it would be. “He’ll be back by tomorrow night.” “This is
a dream.” “It really isn’t happening.” | waited a day, two days, three days. He did not call
and he did not return.

I did have a sister whose life and marriage were as solid as a rock. She would be
understanding and sympathetic. But, she lived a thousand miles away. It was going to be
hard to lean on her shoulder at such a distance. But, it would be a start.

I called and she responded with shock and dismay, but she was totally supportive. | could
cry on her shoulder and not be judged, rejected, or condemned. | would lean on her and
her family for years to come. She was there for me then and always would be.

After that first call, other questions began to surface. “What will the neighbors think?”
“What will aunts, uncles, cousins, friends, and mere acquaintances think?” After all, our
families don’t get divorces, nor do we believe in divorce. “What about the church?” “Will
the members understand and be supportive, or will they be judgmental?” “Can | face the
couples in the young married class?” “If | tell the preacher or the elders, will they keep our
conversations in confidence?” After a few Sundays, they’ll all know. At least they’ll be
suspicious.”

“How could he do this to me?” “To us?” “How have | failed?” “It is his fault!” “It is my
fault!” “We shouldn’t have had the children.” “It is their fault.” “It’s the churches’ fault!”
“The whole world is at fault!” “There ought to be a law!” “It’s God’s fault. He’s let me
down.”

| struggled with guilt, loneliness, fatigue, alienation, inadequacies, and judgment. |
wrestled with my conscience and with rejection. Insecurity and uncertainty engulfed me.
Anger mixed with rage became my constant companion.

“If my husband took such little interest in the care of my children while he lived under the
same roof with them, what would he be like being separated from them?” “If he wouldn’t
get up at night to change their diapers and warm a bottle to feed them, how much would
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he be in their lives from now on?” “Would he send a regular check?” “Would it be
enough to pay the bills?” “Who would make repairs on the house, mow the lawn, tend the
flower beds, water?” “Would these now become additional jobs for me?”

Other questions ran through my mind. “Would | have to go back to work?” “Could we
save enough money to have a vacation?” “Would my old car hold up?” “Did it need new
tires?” “If the checks did not arrive on time, would I miss the house payments and face
foreclosure and become a homeless mother of three?”

| tried to pray but my tongue was speechless. God probably wouldn’t listen to a failure
like me anyway. When | could finally pray, I didn’t pray. | screamed at God. “Where
were you?” “Where are you?” “l have served you all my life and you reward me with
this?”

When the news finally leaked out, the church didn’t turn against me, even though there
were some | had considered close friends who kept their distance. Some still spoke but
could not sympathize or empathize. There was one elder and his wife who not only
understood my pain but who shared it. Their visits, phone calls, and embraces of
acceptance were the only things that kept my head above water. Another divorcee in the
congregation, who had worked through her pain and alienation, became my closest friend.
She truly understood. She was no stranger to my kind of pain and she would be there as a
true friend.

Two years after the divorce | decided | needed a change. | called my sister and she
arranged a visit and a number of job interviews. Our support check no longer adequately
covered all our expenses. One paycheck didn’t cover the expenses of two households. |
traveled half way across the country and found that housing was only one half as
expensive as it was where we lived. | took the trip during my former husband’s vacation
while he took care of the children full time for two weeks.

I landed a fine job and located an affordable house. In two weeks, my house was on the
market and it sold quickly. Before | knew it, we were loading a moving van. | wanted to
shout, “Tomorrow I’ll be free of the pain endured here and this will be a new beginning.”
“What freedom | will enjoy! Everything will be new!” “The memories here will be
erased!” “Yes! Yes! Everything will be new!”

It was a new beginning. | loved my job. The house we rented was nicer than the one we
had just sold. My children started their new school year and flourished. Having such a
supportive sister nearby was a source of strength. Her companionship was an
indescribable joy.

My former husband made the trip to our new home once a year for a visit. He stayed a
week and became reacquainted with his children each year. They loved him but didn’t
seem to miss him because they didn’t really know him. He was faithful in sending
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support checks until the children were eighteen years of age. He figured at that age, they
should be able to support themselves. They also spent a week with him in his home each
summer. They have never been close to their father and probably never will be. My
sister’s husband became a surrogate dad for them.

We visited a number of churches. Sadly, some members had the same hang-ups that our
home church had. Some seemed suspicious, even judgmental. One congregation’s
preacher let me know on his visit that they did not allow divorced people to teach classes
there either. Some in the church we finally joined seemed to keep divorced people at
arm’s length, or it appeared so to me. | didn’t want to get paranoid, but I felt like a few
judgmental eyes looked down on me in spite of my attempts to fit in and be a part. The
same insensitivity to divorced people’s pain existed and came through in classes and
sermons. It was the same attitude | had experienced from the beginning when the subject
of marriage or divorce came up in sermons and Bible classes before my move.

My children grew and | was overburdened with work, home and my children’s needs.
There was never enough time. There was never enough energy. There were little league
games, soccer matches, piano recitals, school events, youth meetings, homework, and
much more. Would | ever get through all of them alone? Would | ever get any relief?
Yes, | got through it, but it was difficult. | finally got some relief. My children grew up,
married and moved out. By then, more than half of my life was over and | was alone.

Perhaps the saddest part of our separation and divorce was the fact that there was never a
father on the sidelines, or in the audience, encouraging and cheering our children on.
They had to go to their events without him while most of their teammates and classmates
had dads and moms present to support them.

Now my children are on their own. | am a grandmother. | have never remarried. 1’m not
sure that 1 would, even if the right man should come into my life. | have regained my
self-respect, am confident, and feel competent to handle life’s challenges. | choose not to
be put into a situation where these would ever be threatened again.

I am still a stranger to many at my church. However, its singles ministry has allowed me
to become acquainted with many Christian men and women who have gone through or
are going through separations and divorces not too dissimilar to my own experiences. 1I’'m
happy to give them advice, support and acceptance. | want them to know that they are
included and valued no matter what road they have traveled or how they arrived at their
“single” destination. | will ever be grateful to that elder and his wife who “took me in”
when | was a stranger to divorce and its crippling toll on my happiness, self-confidence,
faith and hope. | will ever be grateful for that handful of Christian friends who “took me
in” and helped me keep my head above water when | was drowning in self-doubt and
despair.

After twenty-five years | still do not know why my marriage broke up. | will never know
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why my husband never loved me. But, | know | am worthy of love. | know that | am
able to love and accept love. Nothing could be better because, “The greatest of these is
love.” And, “love never fails.”

I make it my business to seek out strangers on the pews in my church. | offer them love,
hospitality, and friendship. 1 do not want anyone to face any of life’s great struggles
alone. 1 can’t allow one person to think that no one cares.

| pray that Christ will not hold the failure of those who refused to “took me in” against
them in the judgment, even though He warns us that He will say to such, “Depart from
me. | never knew you.”

*k*%k

“Beloved, thou doest a faithful work in whatever thou doest toward them that are
brethren and strangers withal ... We ought to welcome such, that we may be fellow
workers for the truth.” (3 John 5 & 8 ASV) Approximately fifty percent of first
American marriages will end in divorce. The fruit of divorce is too often: alienation,
loneliness, isolation, disturbed or insecure children, and poverty.

The world would be so much better off if all couples worked to save their marriages and
lived by their pledge, “Until death do us part.”

The next time you meet a divorced person at church, give them a hug and let them know
that their plight is not strange to you. Invite them to dinner and help them to feel whole.
“Judge them not, lest you be judged.”
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CHAPTER 3
I AM A DIVORCED MAN:
A DIVORCED MAN SPEAKS

I am a graduate of a Christian college. | have a graduate degree from a state university in
school administration. | started my educational career as a secondary teacher in a private
Christian school. There was a kind of camaraderie on that campus that allowed teachers
and students to mix freely and to develop close friendships. One of our boarding
students, a senior girl, sought me out for friendship and counsel. She was already free
from an emotional dependence upon her parents. She seemed mature beyond her age and
by graduation time we were a bit more than teacher and student. School rules did not
allow faculty members to date students. So, we did not officially date, but we started
meeting each other off campus for burgers and Cokes. We carried on a very limited
romance during the spring semester. She did not immediately go on to college upon
graduation. Rather, she took a job at a local department store.

During that first year after graduation our courtship flourished and was out in the open.
We were seen together everywhere. Members of the church we attended accepted and
condoned our courtship. The following June we were married. We couldn’t have been
happier. We had an eight year age difference but that didn’t matter anymore. We were in
love.

During our first year of marriage we decided that college was must for her. She became a
full time college student and a part time employee at the department store. She made
excellent grades and majored in elementary education. She finished college and had her
teaching credential in five years. She was hired by a school district in easy driving
distance of our home. With two full incomes we quickly paid off all debts and purchased
our first home. Our lives were carefree. We were happy and very much in love. We
were regular in our church attendance and believed we were above the average in our
involvement in the activities of the church.

I changed jobs from the low paying and uncertain salary at the Christian school to a
higher paying teaching job at a public school. My experience and qualifications opened
an opportunity to get an administrative job. | took the job.

We decided to start a family and she gave up her job during her fifth month of pregnancy.
We rejoiced over the birth of a beautiful baby boy four months later. One year later,
almost to the day our second son was born. As the boys were growing up, my wife was
growing restless. She wasn’t satisfied with home and children. She had gone to college
to prepare to teach and she missed teaching almost as much as we missed the second
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income. She needed to get out and have some adult experiences. One evening she asked,
“What if | took some graduate courses during the summer?” She followed that with,
“You could take care of the boys while you are off each summer and | could prepare for a
better job at a higher salary with a graduate degree.” How could | argue with that?
During the school year, my school day would not end when theirs did, but she would
always be available to deliver them to school or pick them up each day. The plan was not
unreasonable and her paycheck would boost our standard of living considerably.

She entered graduate school that summer at State University 110 miles away. Her classes
were in short four week sessions. She would be away Monday through Friday and be
home on the weekends. She enrolled in two summer sessions with a one week break in
between. | was a full time dad during this time and enjoyed that role. | kept house and
played with the boys hours on end. We took trips to the zoo, to parks, mountains, to the
beach, and to visit family. | read them lots of children’s books and had the time to read a
few books for my own pleasure.

That summer ended and we each resumed our regular roles during the next school year. |
could hardly wait for the school year to end and spend full time with our boys again
during the summer. | would miss my wife, but that sacrifice would ultimately mean more
security for our family. She could hardly wait until the school year was over when she
could go back to school again to finish her second summer of graduate school. We
planned to repeat the same schedule for three summers.

During the third summer she was finishing her final class work and doing research on her
Master’s Thesis. She was busy completing her degree and came home only on every
other weekend for the entire summer. She had lived in the dorm the first two summers,
but on the final one she rented a small, furnished apartment. It would give her more room
for books and research materials. And, it would also allow her to escape the noise of the
dormitory.

By now the boys were playing little league baseball and soccer. My summer was filled
with practices and game schedules. The boys were great company but I longed for more
adult companionship and especially the companionship of my wife. We talked on the
phone every other night but that did not satisfy my, or the boys, hunger and need for her
companionship.

She stated that that the situation did not satisfy her either. So, I thought 1’d slip down
alone one weekend and pay her a surprise visit. | left the boys with my mother and
headed south on Friday afternoon. As | imagined it, | would take her out for a nice dinner
at a fine restaurant and we would be together for a pleasant weekend. 1 also planned to
read whatever part of the thesis she had finished and make helpful suggestions.

| arrived at her apartment about 5:00 p.m. and she wasn’t back from the campus yet. |
drove to the campus and checked out a carrel assigned to her in the library, but she was
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not there. She had books and papers there that were neatly ordered and arranged. |
checked through four or five nearby eateries and still did not locate her. | went back to
her apartment and saw that her car was in the parking lot. | sprinted to her door and
knocked with great excitement and anticipation swelling in my breast. No one answered.
I knocked again. Still no one answered. Was she visiting some friend or friends she met
in the apartment complex? | went next door to inquire. A lady answered and informed
me that my wife was at home because she had seen her and Dr. Johnson arrive less than
twenty minutes ago. “Doctor Johnson?” She had mentioned Dr. Johnson before. He was
her favorite professor.

Red flags waved! My heart raced! Perspiration started to flow! 1 panicked!
The lady asked, “And, who are you?”
“Just an acquaintance,” | replied.

I went to my car and drove to a public phone and rang her number. There was no answer.
I rang again in ten minutes and still there was no answer.

Suddenly, there was thrust upon me the possibility that | was on the brink of the most
devastating moment of my life. | cannot describe the horror of those moments. The
rising hurt and rage could not be gauged. The uncertainties of the future dropped on my
shoulders like a ton of bricks. | gagged and nothing came up. My clothes became soaked
with perspiration. The anger | began feeling cannot be uttered in human language. This
was the ultimate betrayal. Could the world, as | had known it and believed in, be coming
to an end?

I had suspected nothing! How could | have been so blind or naive? Weren’t we a loving
family? Didn’t we meet each other’s needs? Yes, these separations were lonely,
especially this summer. Yes, | missed her terribly. Yes, | had the boys and cadre of
friends in the church and on the ball fields that gave me moral and social support. Yes,
she was lonely this summer. She had no friends there with the exception of those she
studied with or was taught by. Taught by? Would a professor seduce his student?

I nearly wrecked my car on the way back to her apartment complex. | went to the door
and knocked again and still there was no answer. | checked the cars in the visitor’s
parking section and found one with a “University Faculty Member” sticker on it. | knew,
I knew, | knew! | knew that car was owned by the popular Dr. Johnson, professor in
Department of Education, without even checking with the campus police.

I returned to my car and parked it in a vacant space from which | could watch the
apartment. Anger, guilt, frustration, doubts, loneliness, and a possible divorce frightened
me. No, a probable divorce loomed big in my mind. Should I confront Dr. Johnson and
have an altercation right there in the parking lot for everyone to see and hear? Should |
just quietly leave, go home, and go into a state of shock and denial? How could I explain
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these circumstances to my boys, my family, my friends and colleagues? What will be the
reaction at church? Will my family blame me? Will they blame her? Will | blame
myself? A hundred questions like these raced through my mind for the next hour. |
wanted to shed tears, but none flowed. But, my innermost soul screamed out in dreadful
silent pain.

Her apartment door eventually opened and the two of them walked out arm in arm. She
escorted him to his car and they shared a parting kiss less than fifty feet from my car. She
waved good-bye to him and returned to the apartment. | sat for another hour trying to sort
out my feelings and trying to find the best method of approaching this, the most painful
situation of my life. | decided to return home and there find a way to deal with it over the
weekend. The confrontation would wait until I was in a better emotional state.

Should I call her? Will she call me? Can | act as if | know nothing if she calls? | was
paralyzed with disappointment, anger and fear. | was angry over her betrayal, but the fear
for the future of my family was even greater. Did she love him? Was it just a temporary
infatuation? Was it just a fling? Was it a first time affair? If she asked for forgiveness,
could I forgive her? Would anything ever be the same! Could we ever be reconciled?
Could we resolve it and keep it to ourselves so that our families and the church would
never know?

I did not call. She did not call. | went to church on Sunday, but I could not tell you the
name of one person with whom I shook hands. | have no memory of the sermon or of a
single announcement. | was in a stupor. My parents brought the boys to church and
asked why | was home early. | gave some excuse and took the boys home after services.

Suddenly, there was thrust upon me the possibility of rearing my boys alone. But, they
were her boys too. Their mother might very well pick Dr. Johnson over their dad. There
would probably be a divorce, court ordered support, and a custody battle. Would | dare
force the issue of custody? Would they be better off with her? What if she gained
custody and moved away anyway? What if | gained custody and was offered a better job
in some other city or state? Could | take our children away from their mother? Who
would keep the house? Could I expose her before the world? Should 1? Should I go
back with a video camera and record what | would no doubt witness again? | would need
evidence to win the battle in court. Should I just pack her clothes and notify her that |
was kicking her out of the house for just cause?

As the boys went to sleep that Sunday night, | suffered shortness of breath. My chest
ached. | wondered if | was having a stroke or a mild heart attack.

I don’t remember much that happened on that Sunday. She called late that evening. |
was watching television but | have no idea what was on. | took the steps to the kitchen to
use the phone there but I could hardly make my feet move. She greeted me with her usual
greeting and followed it with banter about the weather, asking who was at church and
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about my parents. Her progress on the thesis was not mentioned, nor was anything said
about the end of her research work. After five minutes of mostly nothing in real
communication she paused and asked if anything was wrong. “Was anything wrong?” |
muttered under my breath.

Of course there was something wrong! The pause on my part in answering seemed like
an eternity. She repeated her question and | answered, “l went down to be with you this
weekend, but I returned late Friday night, rather Sunday night. 1 found that you were
occupied with what appeared to be extra-curricular school work.”

There followed a long period of silence. The first words out of her mouth made me the
bad guy. “So you were spying on me?” she charged. “No, | was not spying on you. |
came down to be with you. | went down to surprise you with a weekend visit so that we
could be alone. 1 believed that you would enjoy and appreciate it too.” 1 responded.
“Why? Why? Why?” | asked. There was no response. She hung up after a long period
of silence.

Most of us can justify our actions through rationalization. She would later justify hers to
her own satisfaction, but not to mine. She came home the next weekend and moved to
the spare bedroom. We barely communicated. In six weeks we realized that the gulf
created between us by her guilt and my hurt wasn’t going to be bridged. She would not
seek nor ask for forgiveness. | could not forgive without her repenting of the pain she had
heaped, and was heaping, upon our family. Oh, | wanted to forgive and start over, but
found that my forgiveness alone would not mend our marriage. Our boys knew that our
home life had changed, but didn’t know why. We continued going to church once a
week, but were no longer involved in its programs. | had no idea whether she was
keeping in touch with Dr. Johnson. | feared that she was still seeing him, or at the least
talking to him on the phone. We went to her graduation at the end of the fall semester.
She told me afterwards that she wanted out of the marriage. Seeing that a full
reconciliation was hopeless, | wanted out too. | sued for divorce on the grounds of
incompatibility. She counter sued and asked for the house and custody of the boys. 1 did
not have the heart to drag her behavior through the court system. We were given joint
custody, but her residence was to be their residence. They were to live with me during
the summers and spend every other weekend with me during the winters. | granted her
my interest in our home. | wanted out. Gradually, the boys were with me almost every
other weekend but were with her most of the time during the school week.

The boys informed me that a Mr. Johnson who now taught at a local university was a
regular weekend visitor to their home when they were with me. The following summer
he and my first love were married. He had divorced his wife and changed jobs. He now
had much more to do with my sons than | did. That brought on a high level of
resentment on my part. They went to church only on the weekends that | had them. She
gave up going to church altogether.
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I had become depressed, discouraged, and lonely. | needed to escape the constant feeling
of being rejected by the bride | had loved and adored. | had to face the man who had
succeeded me as her new husband nearly every time | picked up my boys. The
conditions were heart wrenching and destructive. | hung onto my faith and did not give
up on the church. 1 still had a few intimate and understanding friends there.

But, things at church had changed, too. | was still a member and the congregation
seemed to be happy to have a school principal in its membership. The elders of the
church decided that | could not be a teacher of a Bible class or a substitute teacher of
one. It was a church policy. The elders feared that by permitting me to do so, a message
would be sent to the youth of the congregation that the church approved of divorce.
Moreover, the same message would go out to every married couple as well, especially
the young ones. | could attend, bring my neighbors, and contribute ten percent or more
of my salary, but I couldn’t have any public part in the worship or teaching program of
the church. 1 became a stranger among the people that | had worshipped and worked
with for over a decade. There were few invitations into any of the member’s homes.
There was no recognition or acknowledgment that | even existed on the part of some
church members. Their rejection was heart rending.

I was not just alone; | was so lonely. | became isolated. Outside my own family, | found
few welcome mats out by fellow Christians. Other administrators, teachers and staff at
school were much more comforting and supportive than many church members were.
They included me in a variety of activities associated with the school and parties in their
homes. It seemed that even my non-believing neighbors showed greater sympathy and
understanding than some of my brethren at church did. “Maybe | should just give up on
the church altogether,” | pondered. But | couldn’t do that. | was still a believer and went
to my Bible daily for comfort, strength, and direction. | prayed to the God | believed in.
Most of the time, He didn’t seem to hear or answer my prayers. Was He also ashamed of
me because of my failed marriage and divorce? | shed many tears, but they did not wash
my sadness away.

I needed an escape. | could no longer live my life with any degree of happiness in the
situation | found myself. 1 would seek employment in another city or another state.
There were openings for persons with my qualifications and | put word out that I was
available. Within six weeks, a school board two hundred miles away, in need of a
superintendent, called and | agreed to an interview. In three months | was offered the job.
It would increase my paycheck by more than twenty-five percent. | accepted the job and
moved to a new town and a new position in July. It was difficult to say goodbye to my
boys and associates. But, it seemed to be the best solution. The boys could come down
for long weekends and for summer vacations. We could keep in touch by phone. It
wouldn’t be so bad. In fact, I would be starting over, but at a much higher level of
responsibility. Everything would be fresh. Would I ever find happiness again? | had not
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given up hope.

| started in my new job with enthusiasm and vigor. | was learning my new job and was
committed to it. The last weeks of summer passed and the boys went home to their
mother. | was so involved in the school and community that my phone calls to my sons
became somewhat infrequent. Their calls to me also became more and more infrequent.
Even when | did call, Dr. Johnson often answered the phone. | resented going through
him to speak to my sons. | tried to be civil but found it hard to do. He was sleeping with
my bride, eating meals with my sons and watching them grow. He attended their ball
games. The only thing | had on my mind was keeping a school system working, while
eating alone and sleeping alone.

My divorce and subsequent decisions made it impossible for me to be there to cheer my
boys on at their ball games. | would miss their home runs and stolen bases. | would miss
them making the final shot that might win a basketball game. 1 could not help them with
their homework. 1 could not guide them in making moral and ethical decisions. | would
not see them off on their first date. | would miss most of their recitals and their acting in
school plays. We would seldom shoot baskets or go fishing together. | could not monitor
their conduct in relation to the use of alcohol and drugs. | would miss out on eighty per
cent of their lives, all because of my stinking divorce! | hurt and the hurt would not go
away. Maybe | should have stuck it out. If | had, surely she would have eventually come
to her senses. | was the one who was wrong. | was the guilty party. | began to carry the
entire hurt and shame of our divorce.

I placed membership with the local church and attended regularly on Sunday mornings. |
worried that I would not be accepted. To escape that possibility, I used my job as an
excuse for missing other church services. However, | was accepted and allowed to
participate in the public services of the church. The church was smaller than my home
church had been. The minister pretty well set its spiritual tone and doctrinal standards. |
usually attended the men’s monthly business meetings to show my interest and loyalty.

During my first year on the new job | joined the Rotary Club and became acquainted with
a member who owned a local Realty firm. She was also divorced and had two teenaged
sons. She attended another denomination, but accepted my invitation, to attend church
with me on most Sundays. On some occasions we attended her church. | took her out to
dinner and to a few movies. By the middle of the next summer we were a “couple”
around town. My boys met her and her sons on one of their visits. They accepted one
another with reservations. My boys seemed to worry that her boys would take their place
in my affections.

The following summer she was baptized and joined my church. | proposed at spring break
and she accepted. We immediately slipped away and were married. When we made the
announcement at church, upon our return the minister took me aside and informed me that
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we must have an immediate meeting. It was arranged for the next evening.

I met him at the church office and he informed me that we would be excluded from the
fellowship of the church since our marriage was “unscriptural.” He informed me that the
Bible taught that we were living in a state of adultery. Therefore, our marriage could not
be blessed by God or the church. We would have to split. He even went farther and
informed me that the only way for either of us to be married again, would be that we
would have to breakup and return to our first mates. He informed me that he had checked
the county records on both of our divorces and neither was based upon “unfaithfulness.”
He claimed that this was the only Bible cause for divorce and remarriage and neither of us
qualified. | protested, but he insisted that we have our marriage annulled and remain
single. Going back to our original mates to have the fellowship of the church was a
ridiculous as well as impossible.

I knew that was not going to happen. Both of our mates were remarried and had new
families. We did not go back to church the next week. We did get a letter signed by about
ten men in the congregation) stating that the church would withdraw its fellowship from us
if WE refused to separate as they claimed the Bible taught.

Just when | was putting my life back together with the expectation of having a family
again, my brethren in my church “yanked the rug out from under me.” There loomed a
mountain ahead of me almost as difficult to climb, as my divorce was. Was | willing to be
rejected by my brethren and the church | had been in for a lifetime for my new wife?
Would I break the vow I had just made to her, “until death de us part” in order to please a
few dictatorial men? Did all the men who signed that letter really feel that way? How
could I be wrong when my new marriage was so right?

I called the only man on the list that |1 had developed a close brotherly relationship with and
asked him if he really felt that way. He admitted that he was pressured into signing the letter, but
had gone along with the others in order to keep the “unity” of the church. Others believed their
actions were taken to keep the church “pure.” Even in the concourse of normal school and
community business relationships, my former brethren treated me with coolness, and some, even
with a degree of scorn. What about the Scripture that said, “He that is without sin cast the
first stone.” (John 8:7 KJV)

I could have driven ten miles away to another congregation of the denomination of which | was a
member, but the story of my divorce and remarriage would have followed me. As a
compromise, we chose a new church of which neither of us had been members. We attend serv-
ices. But, we do not quietly and quickly leave after the benediction. We are known by most of
the members, yet we are still strangers to some. We sit on our pew, worship God and do not go
on our way. We now seek out other lonely people and invite them to our home for meals. We
make an effort to make every stranger, divorced or otherwise, feel that someone cares about
them. We have revealed to no one the pain of rejection and condemnation we suffered at the
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hands of those in our previous fellowship. We attend and we mix. Many have asked us into
their homes for meals. We are determined that our church relationships will always be different.
We are determined to be open and accepting.

Yes, I’m a divorced man. | am also a remarried man. Somehow it may have been my fault that
my first marriage broke up, but I did my best. Surely, whatever my faults and failures, God’s
grace is big enough to cover them. 1 believe that He is willing to “take me in”” even when some
of my fellow Christians treat me like a stranger. Worse yet, some have been so cocksure about
their doctrine as to treat me as an enemy.

I wish I could tell the church of my youth and early manhood the pain and alienation | feel
because it failed to “take me in”” and offer me comfort and understanding during the hours of the
greatest disappointment of, and pain in my life. If it knew me, really knew me, | want to believe
it would have acted differently. But, it didn’t. | pray that Christ will not hold that against it
in the judgment, in spite of His warning that He will say “Depart from me. | never knew
you” for failing to take strangers in.

*k*%k

“Beloved, if God so loved us, we ought to love one another. No man has beheld God at
any time: if we love one another, God abides in us and his love is perfected in us, ... ” (1
John 4:11-12 NAS)

“Neither do I condemn you: go your way; and from now on sin no more.”
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CHAPTER 4

I AM A BATTERED AND ABUSED WIFE

You have seen me, but you really don’t know me. At least you know little of my past.
In the past | was accustomed to wearing high collared blouses, turtleneck sweaters or full
pant suits. Few skirts are even now found in my closet. For a long time my wardrobe
has consisted of such. | have missed many appointments because of “illnesses” and |
have missed church meetings for the same reason. | have often refused to socialize and
my children tend to be reclusive. You see the illness that has kept me away from others,
started with an illness that my husband has. My illness fed on his illness. He is an
abuser. | was an abused and battered woman. | have hidden the dark bruises under my
long clothing. If the bruises appear on my face, | simply stayed indoors and away from
the public until I can hide the evidence under make-up. | didn’t like hiding my illness or
his. They tore the very heart out of my self-confidence and self-respect. But, | could not
have personally told you about my past experiences. Even if | had, you probably
wouldn’t have understood, or believed me, or maybe you wouldn’t have even cared.
Somehow, | felt shunned almost everywhere, even at church. My alienation was not as
much about being shunned by others as it is about my need to shun others. In fact, |
feared that you would shun me more if you knew how I lived. Since you don’t really
know me, | found it easy to pass by you with a forced smile. Even when you asked me
how the girls and | were doing, | got the impression that maybe you really didn’t want to
know.

My subdued smile attempts to cover a bridge in my mouth, made necessary when my
husband knocked out two of my teeth. It took six stitches to repair the damage done by
that blow to my face. You only saw me at my best, because | put on my best on Sundays.

I did not grow up in any church. 1 did grow up in very poor neighborhoods and attended
Sunday school off and on at various local churches. | did not have nice clothes and those
I did have were shared with my year older sister. We moved often because dad could not
always keep the rent paid. We lived in our car off and on for days between rentals. My
self-esteem was non-existent. At church, however, | was at least recognized,
acknowledged, and even seemed appreciated.

In spite of moving often and being poor, | made fair grades. Everyone said | was pretty.
Every time | heard that compliment, | enjoyed a boost in my ego. | just didn’t hear it
enough to believe it, or that | deserved better than | had. It was my lot to be both poor
and neglected. | accepted my lot and dreamed of better things and days. | longed for the
day when I would find a way to escape my situation.

During my junior year in high school I had my first boy friend and my first date. He was
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good looking, at least he was by my standards. Any boy who paid me any real attention
met my standards for both looks and character. He asked me out to a movie and didn’t
even try to kiss me on that first date. We did hold hands while going to the theater and
back to his parked car. He was a senior and had a part time job at a fast food restaurant.
His parents were divorced and he seemed a bit angry most of the time. | learned that he
could be very belligerent when things did not go his way. | learned early that | should do
my best to always please him. Since | had had little experience with any boy, | assumed
that was the way all boys were. Even if other boys weren’t, he was my best chance to get
out of my own circumstances.

By my senior year we were a couple. | dated him exclusively. He would not have it any
other way. He was then working full time and had no interest in going on to college. |
dreamed of college, but every time I mentioned it, he objected. | had no idea how I
would pay for college anyway. He convinced me that college was for nerds and rich kids.
He subtly let me know that he felt that | was too dumb to go to college. He suggested that
we get married as soon as | graduated and that | also get a full time job. We could live
well off both of our wages.

When we first began talking about a date for marriage, he had a full time job and | had
one part time. He was getting very possessive and had begun dictating how | was to
spend my time and my own money. | attributed that to his love for me. In fact, |
considered his possessiveness a compliment. The more attention he gave me, under
whatever disguise, the more | was convinced he loved me. He called me twice each night
from work. He wanted to know about every person | had anything to do with at school or
on my job. On weekends, | had to give him a report of the things I did when we were not
together. Soon my reports were not just those on whom | was with and where | went, but
detailed reports of time and even the contents of conversations.

Since | had no experience with any other boy to compare this relationship with, |
continued to assume that it was normal. Normal meant that he could put me down and
make me feel worthless. | was a “dumbbell” because | didn’t know what he knew and he
didn’t mind calling me that along with other demeaning names. But, at least | had a
regular boy friend. 1 could count on him to always be around and interested in every little
thing | did.

After one date, we were sitting in his car and | did not give him the details of the day as
he had expected. He demanded more. | had no more to give. When it became obvious
that nothing else was forthcoming about my day, he grabbed my hair with his left hand
and pinched my jaws between the fingers and thumb of his right hand. He brought his
face right against mine, and in a rage, demanded that I tell him more. | broke down in
tears from the pain of the hair pulling and the pinching of my cheeks. He let go. When I
got over my crying, he apologized and begged for my forgiveness. | accepted his
apology; forgave him and everything was back to normal.
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We ran off and got married in June following my graduation. We both had fast food
restaurant jobs but our shifts did not match. While he worked, I was expected to be in our
apartment and alone. While | worked, he could do just about anything he wanted to since
he was the man of the house. What he did was none of my business. He reported to no
one. He resented the time I spent with my sister. He resented the time | spent visiting my
parents. He phoned often enough to know that | wasn’t very far away at any time without
his knowledge. By the end of our first year of marriage | was not to even call my parents
or my sister without his permission. | could have no personal friends either. He was
beginning to totally possess me. | had little control over my life. | was not allowed to
make decisions.

He got a better job with a construction company. | got pregnant during our second year
of marriage and again during our third year. He didn’t have to check up on me much any
more. He knew where | was all the time, but he did. | was caring for two babies and
nursing one. One afternoon my mother offered to baby sit while my sister and | went to a
movie. | almost refused the offer, but my need to get out for a break had become almost
overwhelming. We went to the movie and mom took care of the babies.

As destiny would have it, my sister had a flat on her old car and had no spare. By the
time we got it fixed and at home, my husband was home from work. He had talked pretty
ugly to my mom and let her know that she was no longer welcome in our house due to her
“sneaking” ways. He proceeded to cuss my sister out and demanded that she quit calling
or visiting. If they wanted to visit me, they were to contact him first. When they left |
knew | was in for a long evening.

It was a long evening. He was angry. He was disappointed in me and it was that evening
that he started calling me a “dumb bitch!” This became his favorite name for me. |
concluded that I must be a dumb bitch or he wouldn’t call me one. Some of the time he
left the dumb off my title. | never heard terms of endearment that | hungered for like
dear, sweetheart, or darling. But, | remembered that my mom had never heard such terms
of endearment either. Such terms were non-existent; the blame for trouble in our home
was always mine to bear. Fusses usually ended with my being shoved and slapped
around for which | was always the cause. Early on, after a particularly hard slap, he
would apologize and ask for forgiveness. Later his apologies were fewer and farther
between. | began to blame myself for all the problems in our home and marriage. | could
not get the courage up to disagree with my husband.

The only place that | was free to go without his permission was to church. It was just a
couple of blocks away from our apartment. Somehow, he had it figured out in his own
mind that the church was not a threat to his control over the children and me. Good folks
went there, and because they were good, none of them would seduce us away from him.
There were times when we missed church for two weeks at a time. One doesn’t go to
church with a black eye. In fact, one doesn’t go anywhere with a black eye. When told

- 26 -



Strangers in the Pew Do You Know Us?

that we were missed, | gave some lame excuses, but they seemed to satisfy the few who
did inquire.

I was in a quandary. On one hand, | desperately needed to tell someone my plight. On
the other hand, | felt that it was imperative that | keep my secrets to myself. One morning
after 1 was slapped around and abused verbally, I called the minister and told him 1
needed to talk to someone about a problem | had. | made an appointment with him and
told my story. | glossed over the worst parts of my marriage experiences but felt relieved
that someone would listen to me and sympathize. He listened and seemed to want to
sympathize. But, instead of giving me a bit of sympathy and sound counsel on how to
solve my problem of abuse, he pushed me right back into my bed of torment.

He assured me that every marriage had its ups and downs. He informed me that conflict
was part of every marriage and suggested that mine was probably no different. Not only
did he fail to give me any encouragement, his counsel made my situation worse. His
solution was a simple one. He told me the Bible taught that a wife was to be in
submission to her husband. He said that in every wedding ceremony he instructed the
bride “to love, cherish, and obey her husband.” So, if | would just be a lot more
submissive and obedient, the tension and abuse | was experiencing would go away. God
would see to it.

He didn’t have a clue on how low I really felt, how much I hurt or how much | needed a
different answer. But, | went home determined to be a more submissive and obedient
wife and allow God to solve my problems.

By the time our babies were four and five, | was virtually a prisoner in our little
apartment. One evening a couple from church stopped by for a pastoral visit. The girls
and | had missed church for three Sundays in a row. | had been suffering from blue
marks on my face and neck, brought on by a severe slapping and choking, so | didn’t
want to be seen in public. 1 was so lonely that | invited them in. They gave my girls
some kind attention and the girls ate it up. He came home while the couple was still there
and barely acknowledged these visitors. He did demand to know what | had for his
dinner. The couple quickly got the picture and left. Before leaving however, they invited
him to attend church with us. Immediately after they left, there was some shouting that
all the neighbors could hear. “Why did you invite them in?” He demanded. “You are a
dumb bitch if you think I’m interested in going to some church.” The verbal abuse went
on for most of the evening.

| had taken his verbal abuse all evening and finally decided to defend my actions.
Finally, I shouted back, “I have a right to invite people in. They didn’t hurt anything.
They are my friends from church and I’ll invite them in if I want to.” His control had
been challenged. He had shoved me around, choked, and slapped me many times before.
This time he hit me in the mouth with a doubled up fist. 1 lost two teeth and received the
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severely cut in my lip. The bleeding was frightening and he decided that | should go to
the emergency room and have it checked out.

On the way to the hospital he concocted a story for us to tell on how it happened. | had
been rushing up the stairs to our apartment when | slipped and fell. My face landed on
the edge of a step causing two teeth to be knocked out and had done the damage to my
lip. The emergency room nurse seemed suspicious of our story, but had no choice except
to accept it. We had left the girls with a neighbor, so they weren’t there to refute our
story. My husband repeated the same story when the doctor inquired and | nodded in
agreement. When we got back to the apartment he became contrite. He begged me to
forgive him. He promised that he would never lay a hand on me again. He even called
me, “Darling.”

Fortunately, by this time my husband had a job in a big warehouse and we were covered
with medical and dental insurance, so our bills were covered. Though he acted contrite,
my pain and the damage to my face were, however, still my fault. If | hadn’t invited that
couple in and had had his dinner on the table, this wouldn’t have happened. If | hadn’t
spoken up and argued with him, 1’d still have my teeth. If | would now apologize, he
would forgive me and everything would be patched up. 1 did take the blame and
apologized, but in no time he was furious again. | feared he would have punched me
again but for the bandage on my mouth. | apologized and he forgave me for making him
mad. My lip healed and a dentist later made a bridge to cover the crime committed
against me. But, | didn’t know it was a crime.

During the week following that destructive blow I received, a lady knocked on our door.
She was from Social Services and asked if she might come in. 1 reluctantly invited her in
and before she left I had “spilled the beans” about my husband’s verbal and physical
abuse. | admitted the truth about the injuries to my mouth. She assured me that my
husband had committed a crime against me and that he could go to prison for that abuse.
She encouraged me to file a complaint against him. She laid out a typical story of spousal
abuse and ill matched my experience to a T. She explained that most men who were
abusive did so in order to gain and maintain control over their spouses. She said it could
reach a point of his killing me. She warned me that many wives had suffered such fate.

If I did file a complaint and he went to jail, how would I pay the bills? Where could we go
when we were kicked out of the apartment? My parents were barely getting by and my
sister had no room for my two girls and me. Even if | could move in with my parents, I
would have to reveal the secret about my marriage and the abuse | had suffered. | couldn’t
do that. Worse yet, what would my husband do to me when he found out that I had
revealed our secrets of our family, especially to the police? | figured my mouth now
looked fine in comparison to what my whole face might look like when he found out that |
had filed a complaint on him.
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The lady convinced me that if the abuse continued my whole face would some day look
like my mouth now looked. “Abuse unchecked, escalates!” She warned. She enlightened
me to the fact that the abuse would also likely spread to my daughters. “If he isn’t stopped
or doesn’t get help, you and the girls are in for a very long painful journey.” She then
answered my questions about what I could do, or where | could go, if the abuse continued.
She gave me a phone number and assured me that someone would pick me up and put me
in a safe place that my husband could not find if the violence continued, or if | were even
threatened. It was a woman’s shelter that welcomed, concealed, supported, and counseled
women in my predicament. She encouraged me to report my abuse to the local police.
But | refused. | could make changes. Everything was my fault. | would please him and
would never cross him. He would change. He was our only breadwinner. Things would
get better. Time would take care of my pain and my misery. | did, however, keep the
phone number.

Things did get better for a few weeks. Then one night he went into a rage over nothing,
shoved me down on the bed and slapped me twice. He then grabbed my throat and started
choking me. | nearly passed out. When he let up on his grip to my throat and | had
recovered, he warned me that the next time | crossed him, he might just finish the job. |
was terrified, but my sense of self-preservation enabled me to tell him that | was going to
call the police if he ever hurt me again. Just the threat turned him into a greater rage. He
then slammed me down on the couch, shoved his knee into my stomach and grabbed my
throat again. This time he held on long enough for me to pass out. He released his grip
and | came to. My children were cowering in the corner of the room crying and begging
him to leave me alone. He yanked his belt off and gave each of them a sound whipping
for interfering.

He replaced his belt, walked to the door and said he was going to the tavern and have a
beer or two. He ordered me to get the apartment straightened up before he returned.

I drew up enough courage from some source to call the number of the women’s shelter. |
was told to gather up a few clothes for the girls and me, and that someone would pick us
up in a few minutes at a designated spot near our apartment house. | gathered changes of
clothes for us, put them in big garbage bag and went to a nearby corner to wait. We were
greeted by a friendly middle aged woman. She drove us to a shelter in a nearby town.
We met other women at the shelter who were going through the same kind of crisis we
were in. We were given a bedroom and a hot meal.

The next morning | agreed to make a report to the police. They arrived and interviewed
me. My neck was black and blue. My turtle neck sweater did not go high enough to
cover the blue marks. There were blue marks on my daughters’ legs from the whipping
they received. Pictures were taken for evidence and my husband was arrested, charged,
convicted, and subsequently, sent to prison for five years.
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I had no idea how | was going to survive. But one of the counselors in the shelter
arranged for us to get subsidized housing in another city, food stamps and other aid for
my dependent children. The Salvation Army arranged to move our few possessions to
another city and a local lawyer volunteered to represent me in divorce proceedings. | was
granted a divorce six months later.

I have now started over. | fear the day that my ex-husband will be released. Now I'm
getting by and developing a sense of personal worth. The girls and | go to a non-profit
agency for counseling each week. When | participate in the group sessions, | get support
and insight. When | hear the stories of some of the other women, | feel lucky. Some of
them have not just been abused verbally and physically, some have had guns put their
heads and knives to their throats. Others have had bones broken and subjected to the
vilest of sexual degradation. | learned that many women in our country are killed every
year by their controlling husbands, or their boy friends. 1 also learned that most women
go back to the men who have abused them, even when the separations are caused by a
prison sentence. | determined not to ever be caught in that trap again.

I am getting stronger. My girls are in school and are also gaining a sense of self-worth.
They no longer live in a home filled with anger, fear, and danger. Our location is secret.
We hope that we won’t have to keep it that way forever. We also hope that when their
dad gets out of prison, he’ll go on his way and never be involved in our lives again.

We have started to church again. We get there in time for Sunday school. 1 sit quietly in
an adult Bible class and speak to only a few members. Very few members speak to me.
Oh, how I need the church to understand my plight and my loneliness! My how I need
someone sitting by me on my pew who knows me and understands my needs! How I
wish | could go to the minister for counseling. But, | fear that he would tell me that |
must not only forgive my husband but that | should honor my vows to “live together in
the holy state of matrimony ... until death do us part ... to forgive, honor, and obey him.”
| fear that he will tell me that | can never remarry someone else and go to heaven. Or,
that I must be reconciled to my ex. That very threat keeps me from calling him for
counsel. My experience tells me that 1 would get preached to more than | would be
understood or sympathized with. Why even try?

I know that the last place that | should feel like a stranger is at church. But | do. The
only thing the church members seem to know about me, or seem to care to know, is that |
am that divorced woman who is on welfare and who has two pretty little girls. 1’ve told
two ladies, when questioned, that my ex is in prison. Now, | suppose everyone in the
church knows. What good Christian would want to associate with a divorced woman
whose husband is in prison? Beyond casual greetings, there is little or no contact away
from the church building and very little recognition in it.

Will it change? | doubt it. Should it change? It certainly should! But, | keep going
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because | do get consolation and encouragement from the songs, prayers, and some of
the sermons. | also know that my girls need the church and the friends they have made
there. My little girls and | would like to be drawn into a circle of intimate Christian
friends who would be warm, loving, concerned and friendly on Sunday and equally
warm, loving, concerned and friendly the rest of the week. | pray that God will change
some hearts at the church and that I’ll get the support | need to keep my head up. My
girls and | would enjoy having dinner occasionally in the homes of young families, who
have a couple of children their ages. But, we haven’t been invited. At times, even at
church, | feel like I’'m merely treading water. What else can | do but hope for better
things, better days, and more sensitive Christians? | have developed enough self-
confidence during the past two years not to depend on the church for help, even though |
need its support as much now as ever.

There are a number of older widows in church; any of them would make a fine surrogate
mother for me and a great surrogate grandmother for my girls. They don’t know how
much their friendship would mean to us. There are dads, with children my girl’s ages,
who could help fill in the void left by my husband if they just knew how much my girls
need a father figure in their lives.

I’ve put everything in God’s hands. | have no other choice. | pray that he will send us
people to help fill the void that exists in our little abode and in our hearts that are hungry
for acceptance and love.

I have enrolled in two classes at a local community college and | hope to soon have skills
that will enable me to become totally self-supporting. This is now my major goal.

*k*%k

The Domestic Abuse Intervention Project of Riverside County in California published the
following cycle of violence its victims go through.

1. USING COERSION AND THREATS: Making or carrying out threats to do something to hurt
her; threatening to leave her, commit suicide or report her to welfare; making her drop charges.
Making her do illegal things.

2. USING INTIMIDATION: Making her afraid using looks, actions, gestures; smashing things;
destroying her property; abusing pets; displaying weapons.

3. USING EMOTIONAL ABUSE: Putting her down; making her feel bad about herself; calling
her names; making her think she is stupid or crazy; playing mind games; humiliating her;
making her feel guilty.

4. USING ISOLATION: Controlling what she does, who she sees and who she talks to; what she
reads and where she goes; limiting her outside involvement; using jealousy to justify actions.

5. MINIMIZING, DENYING AND BLAMING: Making light of abuse and not taking her
concerns about it seriously; saying the abuse didn’t happen; shifting responsibility for abusive
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behavior; saying she caused it.

. USING CHILDREN: Making her feel guilty about the children; using the children to relay

messages; using visitation to harass her; threatening to take the children away.

. USING MALE PRIVILEGE: Treating her like a servant; making all the big decisions; acting

like the “master of the castle”; ,being the one to define the men’s and women’s roles.

. USING ECONOMIC ABUSE: Preventing her from getting or keeping a job; making her ask for

money; giving her an allowance; taking her money; not letting her know about or having access
to family Income.

Facts about Abuse

Twenty-five percent of the women in America suffer from domestic violence. In Latin
American countries the number jumps to over thirty percent.

The FBI estimates that one-third of the women murdered in America are murdered by their
husbands or boyfriends.

The National Abuse Hotline number is (800) 799-7233 and online it is www.ndvh.org
Alternatives to Domestic Violence 24 hour crisis line: (800) 683-0829.

The Attorney General of California reported that there were 196,406 domestic abuse calls in
California in the year 2,000 and 52,200 domestic violence arrests. There were 197,360
restraining orders issued in the state that year.

*k*k
Signs of an Abuser

Did he grow up in a violent family where one parent beat the other?

Does he tend to use force to solve his problems? Does he over react to little problems and
frustrations? Is he cruel to animals?

Does he have strong ideas on men/ women relations that puts the man in control and makes
the woman submissive?

Is he jealous of your relationships with others? Does he keep tabs on you and wants to know
where you are at all times?

Does he abuse drugs or alcohol?

Does he have access to guns, knives, and other lethal instruments and talks of using them to
threaten or to get even?

Does he become angry if you do not fulfill his wishes, or if you cannot anticipate what he
wants?

Is he extremely kind at one time and extremely cruel another?

When he gets angry, do you fear him? Is not making him angry a big part of your life?

10. Do you do what he wants instead of what you want to avoid making him angry?
11. Does he treat you roughly or physically force you to do what you do not want to do?

Source: The National Coalition Against Domestic Violence
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Patterns of Escalating Abuse

In courtship he criticizes her lipstick and demands that she not wear a particular color,
especially the color she likes.

He criticizes her clothes and hair.

He escalates his verbal abuse with phrases like the following:

“Who do you think you are?”

“What do you think you are doing?”

“Why don’t you ever ... ?”

“Never mind!”

“The discussion is over!”

“What’s going on here?”

“Don’t you think you are smart?”

“Nobody asked you!”

“Haven’t you got anything better to do?”

He starts using the “stare” as a means of intimidation.

He tells her he likes younger women, brunets or blondes.

He belittles her about her weight, cooking or dress.

He disconnects the thermostat to make her freeze in the winter or bake in the summer. He
rewires it only when he wants something extra from her.

He drags his feet in making decisions to show he is in control.

He makes sure that you are tardy to concerts, dinner engagements, and the theater to add to
his control and your embarrassment.

He begins to call you derogatory names such as, “Stupid, Dumb, Slut and Bitch.”

He belittles your achievements. These are acts of jealousy.

He excludes you in making plans and you are forced to follow his.

He starts pinching, slapping, choking and punching.

He grabs you by the hair and yanks you around.

He grabs you by the hair and drags you around the room.

He exhibits weapons such as knives or guns to cause fear.

He starts throwing small things to intimidate.

He throws ice water on you while you are in the shower to terrorize you.

He turns off the headlights while driving full speed to terrorize you.

He begins throwing harder objects with the intent to hit and hurt you.

He throws the remote control, baseballs or ashtrays.

He targets your head for these objects to both humiliate and hurt.

If the police are called he lies about the causes of your injuries and claims your medication
caused you to fall and hurt yourself. You give into his cover-up and support his lies out of
fear.

He places the knives at your throat or guns to your head.

T IOGMMUO T
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25. He uses these weapons on you.

26. When you threaten to leave him or attempt to do so, his apologies and pleadings for
forgiveness flow. He promises not to ever hurt you again, but he never keeps them.
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CHAPTER 5

I AM AN ALCOHOLIC

I was brought up in a Christian home along with two older sisters. Our family went to
church three times a week. When we had a revival, we were there at every service. We
attended first Sunday singings and all youth meetings held within a reasonable driving
distance at other churches. My dad was an elder and my mother did her share of visiting
the sick, helping widows, and teaching Bible classes. We knocked on doors and invited
our neighbors and strangers to visit our assemblies. We held cottage meetings where we
brought unbelievers together to study the Bible. We gave a tenth of our income directly to
the church treasury. We also contributed to orphan homes and to ¢ couple of Christian
Colleges. By all recognized standards, we were an upstanding Christian family. We
didn’t cuss, drink smoke, or approve of them by those who did.

We did attend an occasional movie. Our music was Country Western or Gospel. Growing
up, we were forbidden to go to Rock and Roll concerts, but my sisters and | listened to
Elvis or the Beatles or the sly.

The church preached total abstinence and I’m sure most members practiced it. We would
not have taken a drink of wine, even “for our stomach’s sake, or our often infirmities,”
as Paul instructed Timothy to do. We preached and taught against John Barleycorn in
every one of its forms. Beer was as bad as whiskey and one drink of either would
probably put you in danger of hell fire. There was no such thing as moderation. True
Christians were teetotalers.

That was my background. It established my convictions and my childhood behavior.
However, that background and those convictions did not stop me from wondering what
was so mysterious about a bottle of beer or a shot of whiskey. When | got to high school
it was pretty well known which students slipped around and drank illegally. Since our
town wasn’t very big, just about everybody knew everybody else. In fact, it seemed that
nearly everybody’s business was known by almost everybody else in the community. We
knew which parents drank because most of them drank openly. The only thing that most
adults did not know was how many, or which kids were slipping around drinking or
smoking pot. On Monday mornings the stories of weekend drinking parties spread
around the campus fast among the students. We learned who did stupid things while
drunk and laughed at the stories about them. Even church going students, like me,
wondered what it would be like to get drunk and do some of the same stupid things. Of
course, some church going kids also drank some and even smoked pot on occasion.

Although I hung out mostly with the good kids, 1 still played ball with many of the
drinkers. They were some of the school’s best athletes. Unless one of them got arrested
and their drinking was reported in the local paper, or were caught drinking at a school
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function, they remained eligible to play on the town’s ball teams.

During my senior year we had an excellent basketball team. We won the district
championship and were also winners at state. After winning the state championship, the
team members were not only the biggest jocks on campus, but we were also the big shots
around town. After going to state and enjoying the town’s adulation for a week, a big
party was planned by the team’s leaders on the following Friday night. It was going to be
held at the park down by the river, which was located a mile outside the city limits.
Every player knew that alcohol in various forms would be available. Anyone who chose
not to come to the party wasn’t a loyal team member. Moreover, if they didn’t come to it
for religious reasons, they were sanctimonious, and considered chickens as well.

I went to the party and was determined not to take a drink of anything stronger than a
Pepsi. | would let my “light shine” in the midst of their darkness. After all, with my
family and church background, how could | be tempted?

As the party got underway, we built a bonfire and had a wiener roast. There were soft
drinks in the coolers, but no beer or liquor in sight. A couple of guitars were brought for
a songfest and we would retell and relive our experiences along the road to the state
championship. As the party wore on, some of the guys brought out six packs of beer.
The beer had been stored in the trunks of their cars. | was then taunted with “Come on,
John, loosen up for a little bit. A swig of beer never hurt anyone.” By now, some of my
teammates, who were known not to drink or believe in drinking, had accepted a bottle of
beer and were sipping away in celebration. Some weren’t just sipping, they were
drinking. | was about the only one abstaining. The pressure to take a bottle mounted up.
The team members started toasting various members for special plays that enabled us to
win particular games. At every toast, everyone touched bottles, shouted hooray and then
took a swig.

The team captain related the story of my three point shot in our first district playoff game
that gave us a victory in the waning seconds. Without that shot and victory, we would
have gone home and not to state. | was complimented, given three cheers, and pressured
to join in the drinking celebration. Someone handed me a bottle of beer and | took it.
Everybody shouted, “Here’s to John, our three point hero!” Then everyone tipped his
bottle and drank up. 1 yielded and when | took my first sip, | was applauded. After
taking that first sip, | just stood around with a full bottle of beer my hands. The others
continued drinking. After a lot of back slapping, | felt fully accepted by the whole group
for the first time. It was a good feeling. | was no longer an outsider, a holy Joe. | nursed
that bottle of beer for the whole evening. | would not dare go home drunk, not for the
whole world.

I went home at the end of the party and crawled into bed. | was elated that I had been
recognized and honored by all my teammates for that key shot and a few other game
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changing plays. Yet, | was struggling with my conscience for drinking. It was easy to
rationalize my behavior. | had merely drunk a bottle of beer. I did not get drunk. I didn’t
even get a buzz. It certainly didn’t cause me to do anything stupid that could be talked
about the next week at school. | kept asking myself, “What is the big fuss about drinking
all about?” This was hardly the dangerous liquid that I had heard preached against all my
life. | had proved that I could handle my liquor. | did not make it a habit to run around
with the drinking crowd at school, but did have a few more brews with some of the guys
before graduation. None of the beer affected my behavior, except to enable me to get into
the middle of parties, instead of being on the outside fringes as | had always been before.
Summer came and | drank a few more beers on hot summer Friday and Saturday nights
when the old gang got together and had little else to do. My parents never suspected
anything and | was pleased to keep them in the dark about my experimentation with
alcohol.

Summer passed and | enrolled at State University in the fall. | was away from home and
had no one to report to for my behavior. | lived in a dorm, but the supervisor did not
object to our drinking unless our parties got out of hand. | no longer had to worry about
getting caught drinking by my mother or dad. With no one to answer to, it was much
easier to join the guys and girls on weekend parties. Parties were held on and off campus.
When we went off campus we were at least responsible enough to have a designated
driver. On campus, we could drink as much as we could hold or as much as we wanted
to. When someone got drunk, it was a simple matter to walk him to his room and put him
to bed. A few always had to be.

On Halloween we had a big bash. There were kegs of beer and fifths of hard liquor. It
was there to be consumed. And in the relative safety of the dorm, we began to consume.
I learned that | enjoyed the taste of whiskey more than the taste of beer. | did not realize
that the consumption of a little whiskey was equal to a lot of beer. So | passed up the beer
and went straight for Scotch on the rocks. It was on that Halloween of my freshman year
that | first got drunk. | was miserable and woke up the following day with a giant
hangover. | also awoke with a very stricken conscience. A buzz from a couple of bottles
of beer was one thing, but being totally drunk from drinking liquor was very much
another. | had never imagined that | could be so out of control as to get drunk.

In the meantime, | attended a church close to campus with considerable regularity. My
dad made sure of that. He was acquainted with the minister and he checked up on me
occasionally. As far as my family and the church knew, | was a fine practicing Christian
young man. As far as my dorm buddies knew, I had become a fellow drinker that didn’t
mind partying on weekends. | was now accepted as one of the guys. And, nothing was
more important than being accepted as a regular guy by them. Grades were not even that
important.

In four years | graduated with a degree in business. For the last two years in school, | had
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become a binge drinker about every other weekend. | landed a fine job and dreamed of
advancement. | liked my boss and fellow workers. | married a classmate and we were
happy. Every thing changed from my college days except the fact that | had developed a
real need to drink and still needed to “tie one on” about every other weekend. Whether |
drank at home or went out to do it, the drinking began to put serious pressure on my
marriage. The stress on my marriage seemed to make my need for liquor greater.

When | went to a local lounge to drink, it was my wife’s job to get me home and into bed.
When | did my drinking at home, | slept on the couch. Often my drunkenness was
accompanied with vomiting. There had been vomit on the upholstery in the car, on our
house carpets, on our couch, on our bed, and the kitchen floor. At times, my drinking
wound up making me “commode hugging” drunk.

Before | had made any of the dreamed about advancements on the job, my marriage was
unraveling away from it. It got so bad after five years, that my wife gave me an
ultimatum, “Choose the bottle or me!” She said that she could not, and would not, take
my drinking any longer. She said that | needed counseling and that she was willing to go
with me if it would help.

We went for counseling and | quickly learned that I was an alcoholic. “But,” | protested,
“I only get drunk every other weekend.” But, the counselor was right. | was addicted. If |
didn’t tie on a drunken spree every other weekend | was miserable. That habit alone
labeled me an alcoholic. My drinking had also reached the point that if | didn’t have a
drink or two during or after dinner each evening, | almost had a physical fit.

In counseling, | learned that an alcoholic had a real disease. It was not just a matter of
choosing to drink and becoming a drunk or not. The abuse of alcohol became a physical
and psychological disease. Once the abuse of alcohol reached the stage of alcoholism, a
person is hooked for life. Even one drink could turn the alcoholic’s abstinent life into one
that again demanded more alcohol. Total abstinence was the only hope an alcoholic had
of the control of this disease.

At the end of our counseling sessions, | agreed to go on the wagon. There would be no
more highballs before, during or after dinner. | was to stay home on weekends or take my
wife along if I went out. There would be no gradual cutting down on my drinking. |
would stop cold turkey and become a teetotaler. It was only under those conditions that
my wife would stay with me. As an alcoholic, | was warned, that one drink could send me
spiraling right back into my destructive behavior.

My, it was hard. By the end of the first week every fiber in my body demanded a drink. 1
was obsessed with the need to meet these demands, but giving in would mean the end to
my marriage. My wife made it clear that she would not live with a drunk. | didn’t like
that term. Being an alcoholic sounded a little softer. But, by my own standards | was a
drunk and I knew it; call it what you will.
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At the end of the first month of sobriety, the need for a drink had hardly lessened at all. |
still craved a drink, a lot of drinks. | prayed for help. | was determined to save my
marriage.

After six weeks, without a drink, | went to lunch with a group from the office to celebrate
one of their birthdays. Only one of them was aware of my alcoholism. Nearly everyone
around the table ordered a drink. One drink wouldn’t hurt and my wife would never
know about it. | yielded to the temptation and ordered my favorite, Scotch on the rocks. |
planned to sip on it throughout the lunch. When the drinks were served, we sang Happy
Birthday and shouted, “Cheers,” as we touched glasses. | downed my drink quickly and
ordered a second.

My life went into a tailspin that afternoon. On the way home | stopped by my favorite
liguor store and took home a fifth of Scotch. 1 hid it in the garage and took a drink from it
after dinner. One drink was still not enough. After the ten o’clock news, and my wife
safely in bed, | sneaked out the garage for more. | went to sleep in my easy chair and did
not awaken until early the next morning. 1 had slept on the couch occasionally so my
wife did not suspect anything.

The next morning, | took the bottle from its hiding place and took it to work with me. |
hid it in the back of a bottom drawer on my desk. By noon, | had to have a drink. That
started my noon drinking. Before | knew it, I needed two drinks at noon to meet the
demands of my addiction. | used mouthwash and mints of all kinds to cover up the
whiskey odor on my breath. | was confident that | was keeping my little secret from both
my wife and my fellow employees. | did so until the day | took my first drink the first
hour of the workday and four more before the end of the day.

During my sobriety period | had revealed my problem to my boss and assured him that |
had it under control. He was sympathetic, but warned me that if | got back on the bottle
to the point of hindering my work, | would be discharged. Moreover, drinking even one
drink, while on the job, would not be tolerated. It would be cause for termination. But,
here | was with a bottle of Scotch in my desk. When it was empty, | vowed that | would
not replace it. 1 wouldn’t take the risk in order to satisfy my body’s demands. But, | broke
the vow.

One day after about five drinks, 1 was summoned to the boss’ office. He asked me point
blank, “Have you been drinking on the job?” “No!” I lied. He asked for the permission to
go through my desk. | refused him the permission on the grounds of privacy. He
informed me, that my desk belonged to the company. Moreover, that | had no privacy
while on the job, except in the restroom. | caved in and admitted that | was under a lot of
pressure and lied that | had given in just this one time. He stood by his Zero Tolerance
Policy and asked me to clean out my desk. When my personal things were packed in a
box, he appeared at my office door with my final paycheck. In that box of personal things,
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was a half full bottle of Scotch. He offered his hand and I refused to shake it. | sheepishly
waved goodbye to my fellow workers and headed for an exit.

I went home, consumed the rest of the bottle and passed out on the couch.

When my wife came home and found me in that condition, she lost all hope, and any
confidence she had left, that I might overcome my addiction to alcohol. She found herself
an apartment and moved out. With my last paycheck I bought liquor and virtually lived
off of liquor for a month. When my cash ran out, | began living on three credit cards. |
did not seek employment. | would do that when | sobered up. | lived to drink and drank
to live. My life had spiraled completely out of control. My wife called occasionally, was
sympathetic, but would no longer help me unless and until | decided to help myself.

She then informed my parents about my condition. They were shocked and dismayed.
How could they help? | needed money. The credit cards were “maxed” out. | had a
house payment to make and a court appearance to meet. | had been arrested on a DUI
after |1 was engaged in a fender bender and had to depend on a couple of old friends for
transportation.

I couldn’t go to the church for help. | believed they would just consider me another drunk.
I hadn’t gone to church regularly during the past three years, except during the short time |
was on the wagon.

My parents did come to help rescue me from my situation. They found me a bleary eyed
drunk in a house that was in total disarray. That was the first time | had ever broken their
hearts. It was most difficult to face them and take in the pain that was showing on their
faces. They had no idea how | had gotten in this condition. | was twenty-six years old,
broke, with no job and helpless. My house was in foreclosure. My wife had left me and
was threatening to get a divorce. | was not the bright young man my parents had sent off
to college who never drank or smoked, or ran with those who did. | was a church
member. | was trusted, loved, and admired. | was smart, having graduated from the
business school at the university with honors. | had had a great job with a very promising
future. Now | was a nobody, without a future. | wondered if there was a way out of the
dark hole I was in and had dug for myself.

That was a long evening with my parents. | tried hard to find someone to blame. My
parents were as good a target as anyone else. They didn’t understand me and never had.
My wife was equally guilty. My sisters never really cared for me and were jealous of my
successes. If someone, anyone, had really cared for me, | would be sober, have a great
job, be happily married, and have no need to drink.

The next evening | agreed to meet with my parents, sisters, and my wife for a
confrontation. We would sit down with an arbitrator and lay out our positions. We
would face my alcoholism together and determine how to get on with our lives.
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It was a long evening. | protested the charge that | was an alcoholic, “People my age
cannot become alcoholics.” But the evidence was stacked against me. | learned that there
were many alcoholics running around as young as fifteen. | was forced to admit that the
drinking was my fault, my choice. | had to admit that | was powerless to do anything by
myself. My wife agreed to assist me in my recovery, but refused to agree to resume our
marriage. My parents and wife agreed to underwrite the cost of a volunteer commitment
in a rehabilitation center. | had to agree to spend a minimum of four weeks there and
longer if necessary. That show of support by my wife and parents assured me that | was
still loved in spite of my behavior.

Their love enabled me to enter the treatment program where | associated with a group of
men and women in the same condition that | was in. There were fifteen-year-old
alcoholics in residence there. There were also some seventy-year-old ones there, too.
Total abstinence was the rule, along with an admission that | was an alcoholic and
helpless to cure myself. | was released in six weeks, clean and sober. | went to stay with
my parents for a month and became fully reconciled to them. However, | would never be
reconciled with my wife. | had broken too many promises, caused too much pain, and
was the cause of the alienation.

| started a job search and landed one with less pay, and less promise than the one | had
landed out of college. It did, however, pay the bills. I lost our house and moved into my
own apartment and lived alone. The desire for a drink did not leave me. 1 was usually
strong enough to say, “NO.”’. But, when | got the compulsion to drink, I would call
friends that | had made at AA meetings. | entered a twelve-step program and faithfully
followed it. | had never met a more compassionate and understanding group than those |
associate with at AA meetings. If my craving for a drink began to overwhelm me, even at
two in the morning, one of those members would get out of bed and come to sit with me
until I had my need for drink under control. | give God thanks daily for such faithful and
concerned companions.

I have now returned to church and attend every service. From my earliest years | was
taught that being a part of the family of God was the most important association in the
world. So, | go to church as a single man, who is divorced. There are a few single
members in the congregation. Their ages range from nineteen to sixty. Some have never
been married. Some are divorced. Some have lost their mates through death. Our age
differences make our faith and singleness the only things we have in common.

I have two strikes against me in matters of church. | get the full impact of sermons on
various forms of the use and abuse of mind-altering drugs or drink. | also feel the pain of
my divorce that was the fruit of that abuse. Even if | found a desirable Christian woman,
| fear that | have no right to remarry. 1 also wonder if I might put another woman through
the same pain imposed on my first wife, if | should fall off the wagon again.
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I go to church out of conscience, primarily to worship God. But, | also go hoping to have
my social needs met there as well. | have not tried to hide the fact that I am an alcoholic
and that | have been divorced. | usually sit on my pew, most of the time, alone. Few
seem to want to have a close association with a former drunk and one divorced. | have
been attending this church for five years since my recovery and have been invited into
only four homes in those five years. 1’m welcome to the potluck dinners, to work days on
the building and the grounds, or for outreach campaigns in the neighborhood. But, | have
not felt a warm welcome there. And, | have had only a couple of relationships that went
beyond the assemblies of church.

I’m a stranger in the pew at my church. But | need understanding acceptance,
associations, fellowship and hospitality just like everyone else. 1’ve gone through a lot of
self-imposed suffering, but that doesn’t mean I am unworthy to be a Christian friend or to
be fully accepted as a brother in Christ. 1 am lonely. The last thing I ever want to do is to
go back to a bottle for friendship. Being accepted and supported by Christian associations
will help me to continue to win my battle over the bottle. My heart aches for more of it.

Even though | haven’t found more warmth and greater acceptance at church, I’'ll keep
trying. | don’t want to seek acceptance in another fellowship. But, I might very well do
so if my own brethren continue to refuse to “take strangers in”” who are alcoholics.

*k*%k

The Twelve Steps

1. We admitted we were powerless over alcohol-that our lives had become
unmanageable.

2. We came to believe that a power greater than ourselves could restore us to sanity.

3. We made a decision to turn our will and our lives over to the care of God as we
understood Him.

4. We made searching and fearless moral inventory of ourselves.

5. We admitted to God, to ourselves, and to another human being the exact nature of our
wrongs.

6. We were entirely ready to have God remove all these defects of our character. We
humbly asked Him to remove our shortcomings.

8. We made a list of all persons we had harmed and became willing to make amends to
all of them.

9. We made direct amends to persons wherever possible, except when to do so would
injure them or others.

10. We continued to take personal inventory and when we were wrong promptly admitted
it.

11. We sought through prayer and meditation to improve our contact with God as we
understood Him, praying only for knowledge of His will for us and the power to carry

- 42 -



Strangers in the Pew Do You Know Us?

that out.
12.Having had a spiritual awakening as a result of these steps, we tried to carry this
message to others, and to practice all these principles in all our affairs.

*k*%k

How Much Is Too Much?

If you answer yes to any of the following questions you may have a drinking problem.

1. Do you drink alone when you are angry or sad?
Does drinking ever make you late to work?
Does your drinking worry your family?
Do you ever drink after telling yourself you won’t?
Do you ever forget what you did while you were drinking?
Do you get headaches or a hangover after drinking.

National Institute on Alcohol Abuse and Alcoholism guidelines.

o0k wn

Did you know that thirty-one percent of fifteen year-olds in America are drinking and that
sixty-three percent of all high school seniors drink on a regular basis? It has been
estimated that 11.4 percent of all alcohol consumed in America is consumed by young
people between ages twelve and twenty?

Did you know that 81 percent of high school students have consumed alcohol while only
70 percent have smoked cigaret