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I have been married to my husband for ten years.  I became pregnant with my first child shortly after we 
were married.  We now have three children, ages nine, seven and six.  Even from the beginning, my 
husband has made all of the decisions for our family.  He told me that my job was to be a good wife—
to take care of the children and to cook and clean for him. 
 
The first time he hit me was when I was pregnant with my first child.  We had come home from my 
mother’s house and he was angry about something.  I think I had forgotten to buy a kind of food item 
that he wanted, and then he slapped me.  I thought it was just an isolated event.  I never thought he 
would do it again. 
 
Since then, he has hit, kicked, choked, slapped and burned me.  He does not hurt me physically that 
often, though, maybe only once a month.  Mainly, when I do something he doesn’t like, such as visiting 
my mother or talking on the phone to a friend, he calls me a prostitute and other bad names, and tells 
me that he will take the children and go to his mother’s home if I am not a good wife.  He refuses to let 
me take a job, even though all of our children are in school, and I would be qualified for many different 
kinds of jobs.  He does not let me have any money, except for a little for grocery shopping. 
 
He is very jealous and possessive.  A few months ago, he became very angry because I was late getting 
home from the store.  He accused me of seeing another man and punched a hole in the door between 
the kitchen and the living room.  My sons were there and saw this, and he yelled at them to go to their 
rooms. I recently overheard him talking to my seven-year-old son.  He was asking if my son ever saw me 
talking to “other men.”  He told my son that I was crazy and that my son should watch me and tell him if 
I did anything strange. 
 
Another time, we went to a party given by a friend of his from work.  I met the wife of one of the people 
my husband works with.  We spent a long time talking.  After some time, my husband came up to me, 
grabbed my arm so tightly it hurt and left bruises, and whispered in my ear, “We’re leaving.”  Just by the 
look he gave me, I knew he was angry that I spent so much time talking with the woman, and that he 
would likely beat me when we got home.  When we got home, he smashed a framed picture I have of 
myself with a group of my friends at the university, before I was married, by throwing it at the wall near 
where I was standing.  He told me that I “knew” what would happen if I continued to disobey him. 
 
A few months ago, my husband came home late with friends and made me get up to cook them food.  
He started joking with his friends about how much I weighed, and that I was like all other women who let 
themselves go once they got married.  He called me many bad names.  After his friends left, he woke 
me up again and forced me to have sex with him, even though I didn’t want to and was feeling sick. 
 
Recently, I tried to talk to my husband about the abuse.  He got very angry.  He said he doesn’t hurt me 
any more than is to be expected of a husband and that in fact he thinks that he is too nice to me.  He 
said that if he did happen to be a bit harsh with me sometimes, it was my fault anyway for not being a 
good wife and letting myself become so unattractive. 
 
I love my husband, but I do not think I can continue to live with him.  He has threatened to kill me, the 
children, and himself if I leave him, and I don’t have anywhere to go.  I don’t have a job or any money, 
and would not be able to find another place to stay even if I did leave. 
 
 
 


