
Chapter Five 
David 

I followed Jan back to the house. Maybe I wanted to be certain she actually went 

home, but then I told her I’d be back later. She said she understood. I drove aimlessly 

with no particular destination in mind. I listed emotions I knew I should be feeling, but 

there was nothing. Just blank . . . confusion.  

Jan said this had been going on since Maddie was small . . . Maddie was almost 

an adult now. That meant it had been almost our entire marriage. What would make 

her. . .? I could understand a certain level of curiosity, and yes, I could grasp stumbling 

upon images like that, but I could not wrap my head around doing it the second time. And 

the third. And all the times after that. 

At that point, she knew what she was doing. Choosing. But why? Why would a 

book, or an image on a screen, why would that be more appealing than a real person? A 

real relationship?  

She said not to assume I knew anything about her. She was alternately defiant and 

desperate. Searingly honest then completely closed. Professing her love while detailing 

her betrayal.  

I felt like I was buried in the sand up to my neck as the waves crashed over me, 

one after another. I couldn’t breathe. And I had no idea what to do next.   

I pulled into a parking lot and got the Bible from the glove box. Psalms. That’s 

what I needed. I needed to give a scriptural voice to everything going on inside me. I 

needed to order it, to make sense of it. That wasn’t what came out. 

God, You saw her. Why didn’t You stop her? Kill the electricity, or the internet 

connection. You could have done something. 

I ended up reading Psalm 55. “For it is not an enemy who reproaches me; then I 

could bear it. . . . But it was you . . . my companion . . . we took sweet counsel together, 

and walked to the house of God . . .” 

My chest felt tight the whole time I was reading. The worst, the deepest wound 

came from the betrayal. Betrayal adds the shame of being duped to the pain of rejection. 

Then it stirs in anger and a desire for vengeance. I confess I felt all of those toward my 

wife. God help me. 



The only, only bit of encouragement I could cling to was the fact that she didn’t 

reiterate that she wanted a divorce. She seemed willing to work on the marriage, to make 

the necessary changes. But then . . . she hadn’t promised to stop. She hadn’t volunteered 

to let me look at her computer. She never said she had gotten rid of everything. We 

couldn’t move forward without those assurances. 

There was a tap on the window and I nearly had a heart attack. It was a 

policeman. I quickly rolled down the window. “Is everything all right, sir?” he asked. 

“Yeah . . . I, uh, I needed to check some paperwork in my, uh, glove box. So I 

pulled into the parking lot so I could do that.” 

The policeman shined the light into the car. The Bible lay on the passenger seat. 

“I’m a minister. Sometimes I need a moment alone.” 

“I notice you’re perspiring quite a bit.” 

“I’m fine. Just had dinner with my wife.” 

He studied me for a moment. “You have a good evening.” 

“Thank you. You too, officer. God bless you.” 

I watched him speak into the walkie-talkie clipped to his collar. Great. I’d be on 

the scanner. If God was gracious, nobody I knew was listening. But grace seemed to be in 

short supply right now.  

Then my phone rang, and to my surprise it was my brother, Michael. “You’re up 

late,” I said. 

“I think I’m old enough. Listen, Mom’s not answering her phone, and neither is 

Neil. I was just checking up on them.” 

“It’s nothing. They went to eat with Maddie and Grant after the game.” 

“So you got to have a date with your wife.” 

“Something like that.” Like the furthest thing from a date we could have. 

“What’s wrong?” 

I couldn’t respond and the silence became thicker and heavier. 

“David? You still there?” 



“Yeah.” There was an intense wrestling match inside me between the shame of 

admitting I’d been betrayed and the desperate need for help. Michael had been betrayed. 

Surely he would be sympathetic. “I found out yesterday . . . Jan . . . she’s . . . I found her 

pornography on my computer. She’s been . . . it’s been going on for years.” 

More silence, this time from Michael. “I’m sorry. I know you’re devastated. What 

can I do?” 

“Pray for us.” 

“I know that’s the right answer and all, but is there something else I can do?” 

“Explain it to me. Explain what she’s looking for.” 

“Explain—why does anybody get addicted to anything?”  

“Addicted? Nobody said she was addicted.” Unless almost daily use for fifteen 

years counted.  

“You’re right. That was an unfair presumption, but I still can’t tell you why. You 

need to talk to her. Or maybe Neil.”  

“She’s not a lot of help.” 

“Can you blame her? Every confession is going to bring another storm down on 

her. She needs to know she’s safe, that she’s unconditionally loved before she—” 

Conditions. That’s exactly what she asked me for. The conditions. She believes 

it’s all conditional. The love, the relationship, the favor. She thinks she has to earn back 

my love, and she may be thinking it’s too much work. 

“Hey, I gotta go Michael.” 

“You didn’t hear anything I just said, did you?” 

“I heard what I needed to hear. Thanks.” 

“You’re welcome, I guess. Keep me posted.” 

I drove home as quickly as I dared. Neil’s car was in the driveway. Well, he and 

Mom wouldn’t mind if I was anti-social tonight. Everyone was in the kitchen, Mom, 

Neil, Grant, Maddie and Jan, and they all looked at me as if I were some sort of maniac. 

“David, are you all right?” My mother stood up, and so did Jan. 



“I’m fine,” I said and turned to Jan. “I need to talk to you. Can we go into the 

living room?” 

“You look like you ran all the way home,” she said, following me through the 

doorway. 

“I was sitting in the car—” 

“Let me take your blood pressure—” 

“I don’t need my blood pressure taken.” 

“David, your family history is terrible. Your bp is borderline high on a good day.” 

She got her bag from behind the chair. There would be no arguing with her right now. 

“It’ll just take a minute and your mother will sleep better tonight.” She wrapped the cuff 

around my arm and began inflating it, then she slipped the earpieces of her stethoscope in 

her ears. 

“It’s not conditional,” I said. 

“Shh.” 

“There are no conditions, if that’s what you’re afraid of.” 

“One forty over ninety. Welcome to the club.” 

“What club?” 

“That qualifies you as hypertensive. You need to call your doctor Monday.” 

“Jan, you’re not listening to me.” 

“Yes, I hear you. I just don’t believe you.” 

“Why not?” 

She stuffed her gear back in her bag. “Because there are conditions. Unspoken 

ones.” She crossed her arms and leaned against the sofa. “If you could, you’d take away 

my computer like I was one of the children.” 

“I . . . I wouldn’t. I know you need it for work.” 

“You want to inspect my files, don’t you? You want to catch me in the act so you 

can drag me out and throw me down at Jesus’s feet so He can deal with me.” 

“That’s not true.” 



“You don’t trust me to repent on my own.” 

“I think my wariness is justified.” 

“David, if it weren’t for my own stupidity, you would have never known about 

this in the first place.” 

“I want you to understand that you don’t have to earn my love. You never lost it.” 

“But I do have to earn your trust, and in my mind those are inseparable.” 

“So I have to trust you completely to prove I love you?” 

She picked up her bag from the sofa and set it back on the floor behind the chair. 

“Wouldn’t grace demand that? But then I’ve always been suspicious of grace.” 

“Why? That’s what the whole gospel is based on. How can you believe the gospel 

without trusting in grace?” 

“It’s too good to be true.” 

“It’s too good not to be true.” 

She rolled her eyes. “Do they give you a phrasebook in seminary of cute little 

answers to everything?” Then she looked at me. “I don’t think you believe in grace, 

either.” 

“Of course I do.” 

“You believe grace, and by extension, love, is available to those who have 

demonstrated worthiness.” 

“Grace is a free gift available to anyone.” 

“You have held back for twenty-three years because I wasn’t the wife you thought 

a pastor should have. I worked. I didn’t teach Sunday school. I didn’t play the piano—” 

“Now hold on—”  

“I proved to be an adequate wife at best, so you parceled out the barest minimum 

love, expected me to make do with that and then folded in shock and horror when I 

betrayed that subsistence offering—” 

“Jan, you’ve lost your mind.” 



She turned her back to me and her voice softened until it was barely above a 

whisper. “Crumbs . . . You’re willing to grant me the crumbs of your time, and your 

energy, and your affection—” 

“You are not going to turn this back on me. Your addiction is not my fault.” 

It didn’t appear that she had even heard me. “Maybe this whole thing was 

contrived,” she said. “Maybe I subconsciously arranged it all knowing that at least for 

these few days I’d be the center of your universe.” She turned to face me. “Pathetic, isn’t 

it?” 

“Yes, because you have bought into a warped vision, one where the men exist to 

cater to a woman’s every need. What you are asking for is practical idolatry, that I should 

worship you instead of God.” 

“Answer me this. Is the way Jesus Christ loves His church idolatry?” Then she 

pulled her laptop from her bag and handed it to me. “It’s clean. See for yourself.” 

It felt like a challenge, like she was taunting me to prove her right by checking the 

files. “I don’t need to see it.” But I wanted to.  

“Where do we go from here?” she asked, stuffing the computer back in her case. 

“We fix what’s broken.” 

“And by ‘we,’ you mean ‘me.’” 

“It hurts my heart that you see me as some overlord. I’m not that way, and it 

seems like there’s nothing I can do to convince you otherwise—” 

“You wanted me to get counseling. I’m willing to talk to Neil. If you would see 

someone—” 

“I don’t need counseling. I know how to find the answers I need.” 

She looked at me, for a long silent moment, with sorrow, disappointment, maybe 

resignation on her face. “I’m going to say goodnight to your mother. Be sure to put call 

the doctor on your list for Monday.” 

When she walked out of the living room, I knew I’d made the single biggest 

mistake of my marriage. 

 


