
Prologue 

The most confused you will ever get is when you try to convince your heart and spirit of 
something your mind knows is a lie. 

–Shannon L. Alder 

Bend, Oregon, 1998 

Approaching the church located in a small business park, I wonder how this latest counseling 

could possibly be of help. When my husband suggested I see Pastor Susan, I suspected he 

hoped she’d straighten me out. In the last fifteen or so years of our twenty-four-year 

marriage I’ve been to Gestalt therapy, couples counseling, family counseling, individual 

counseling, a women’s support group, yoga therapy, tried valium and other antidepressants, 

and even talked with my gynecologist. What more is there to learn? And from a conservative 

pastor? Still, a woman pastor in a conservative church is a bit unusual … 

Susan ushers me into her office and beckons me to a comfortable chair. I settle in, 

studying her attractive yet simple style, weighing the timbre of her voice, and noticing the 

smile wrinkles around her eyes. Feeling an immediate connection, I sigh in relief and pour 

out the frustrations that have been building in me over the last several years. 

“I don’t know how to be with Jim anymore,” I begin. “I don’t know if he dislikes me or is 

just too distracted to think of me. Whatever it is, I feel disregarded and disrespected, and I’m 

hurt and angry.” 

Susan listens to my story, nodding her head encouragingly. When I finish, she hands me 

a tissue. I hear compassion in her voice as she asks a few questions, jotting down my answers 

in her notebook. 

“Has Jim ever hit you?” 

Her question startles me. “Oh, no, he wouldn’t do that.” 

“How about other physical intimidation?” 

I pull up scenes in my mind. “He has bumped into me. Our last counselor suggested he 

help me with the cooking on occasion. I was pleased when he volunteered a few days later, 

but he bumped me a couple of times while we were working. Nothing hard, but it seemed 

odd. After I complained, he stopped, but he also stopped helping me. He’s bumped me on our 

infrequent walks together too. I’ve wondered if he’s just clumsy or trying to make me 



uncomfortable. I don’t know—his behavior is confusing. He never forgets my birthday or 

Mother’s Day, and he’s good at cracking my back when it gets out of alignment.” 

“Is that enough?” 

I shake my head no. 

She continues with her questions. Has Jim ever incited me to anger? Definitely. Played on 

my sympathies? Oh, yes. Challenged my memory of something he’d said? How did you know? 

She sighs and delivers her startling assessment. “I believe Jim’s personality type will try 

every trick in the book to avoid taking responsibility for sabotaging your marriage. His type 

is good at keeping the opposing party off guard and off-balance. That’s what’s called 

‘crazymaking.’ Crazymakers want their victims to feel confusion and shame, making them 

believe they’re the bad or crazy ones. All these things you’ve told me about Jim: saying one 

thing, and then later, the opposite, without acknowledging the difference, his lack of empathy 

for your physical and emotional state, making you the bad one in the relationship, 

encouraging you to doubt your feelings—they convince me he’s a crazymaker. I’m not 

optimistic he’ll own up to his behavior.” 

“But …” It’s one thing for me to complain about my husband, but hearing him judged in 

this harsh, unambiguous manner makes me want to defend him, if only a little. He’s not all 

bad! 

Susan puts down her notebook with a decisive thump, her gentleness gone. Her eyes lock 

onto mine. “Don’t buy another house with Jim until you’ve seen a good counselor in your new 

area and get clarity on the state of your marriage. Promise me!” 

I leave Susan’s office in a daze. Her words, “I’m not optimistic he’ll own up to his 

behavior,” play over and over in my mind as I drive to the hilltop home I will soon have to 

leave. I’d promised Jim I would go to counseling with him one last time. What I want from 

him is an awakening, a realization that will turn him back around to me. Am I foolish to hope 

he will do that? 

 


