Chapter Two

David

| have never felt so powerless in all my life as | did the moment | heard my front door
close behind Jan. | should have stopped her. | should have done everything in my power to keep

her from leaving, but | couldn’t move.

Still in shock from the revelation, still wounded from the secrecy, | was angry at myself
for my naiveté. | felt a deep shame for being deceived for so long and a growing anger at my

wife for perpetrating it.

| had prayed for Jan since the day we met that she would know the depths of God’s love
for her, that she would experience the reality of living in the fullness of His grace, but she

seemed bent on resisting it.

For years, | prayed that God would do a work in her heart, that she would become my
partner in ministry the way my mother was for my father, but the answers to those prayers
seemed to come in opposites. Her workload never decreased. Instead her responsibilities grew,
even more so after she was named the head cardiology nurse. She is extremely gifted, but she
chooses not to use her gifts in ministry. She agreed to be on a couple of temporary committees
at church and that’s it. How can | persuade people to lead or teach when | can’t convince my

own wife?

In the beginning, that’s one of the things | loved about her—her independence. She’s
thoughtful and analytical, but reserved . . . | fell in love with her almost as soon as we met.

| was canvassing the campus as part of an evangelistic outreach team and Jan was one
of the students we talked to. She had never heard the name of Jesus until we talked, but she

was engaged and insightful, and I'd rarely encountered someone so hungry for the gospel.

| led her to Jesus that afternoon. | discipled her, nurtured her faith, led by example.

What went wrong? God in heaven, what went wrong?

| stepped into our bedroom, and the air seemed thick, smothering almost. The bed was
perfectly made, the spread pulled tight. Nothing was out of order, not so much as a stray sock

on the floor or a forgotten retail tag lying about. But that was typical Jan.

The dog crawled out from underneath the bed, eyed me carefully, then went back to his
hiding place. He didn’t like me. He never had. Jan talked me into getting him for the kids, for

Maddie especially, but Malcolm was Jan’s dog.



| dared to sit down on the bed, our bed. We celebrated our twenty-third wedding
anniversary this past summer, and honestly, | could probably count the times we’ve made love
in this bed. At first, | chalked it up to her being in graduate school, then to being a new mother,
or trying to work and raise a family, then hitting forty. | never pressed her. | thought it would be

cold and demanding to question her. Apparently | should have questioned.

| should have done the work necessary to uncover this long before now. | shouldn’t have

needed my associate pastor slinking in here revealing the shortcomings in my own household.

| snatched the pillow from the bed and whipped it across the room. Then | cried. | cried
with the pain of shame and abandonment and betrayal and injustice. The tears came until | was

dizzy and empty.
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| heard the front door open and close and my first hope was that Jan had come home,
that she had regained her sanity, that whatever point she was trying to make had been made
and now she was ready to talk things through.

It wasn’t Jan. It was Maddie, just getting home from band practice. “Hey Dad,” she said

dropping her flute case by the front door.
“How was practice?” | asked, and felt somehow dishonest for making small talk.
“Good. | think the show Saturday will be even better than the contest one last week.”

“Great.” Maddie looked exactly the way her mother did years ago. Usually that made
me smile with nostalgia. Tonight it broke my heart.

“Everything okay?” | saw the concern in her eyes. “You look a little sick or something.”

Yes, | was sick. “Can we sit for a minute?” | motioned her toward the living room. My

computer still lay on the coffee table.

“Now you're scaring me.” She slowly, slowly eased down and sat on the very edge of the

sofa, and pushed her hair behind her ears the way she always did when she was nervous.

| sat next to her, close but not touching her. “Maddie . . .” A deep breath didn’t make it

any easier. “Your mom—"
“Is she okay?” Now she was panicked.

| took her hands and looked into her eyes. “Mom is fine.” Not fine, just not dead. “She’s

not here. We, uh, we have some things we’re going to have to work through—"

“Mom left? Why?”



“It sounds worse—"
“Did you kick her out?”

“No. Of course not. She just . ..” How could | explain something | didn’t understand

myself? “Honey, there have been some things going on between us for some time now.”
“Is she divorcing you?”

“No, no that’s preposterous. She just . . . she needs some time, then we’ll talk, then

everything will be like it was.” Of course it would.
Her eyes lingered on mine. She wasn’t buying the story. “So what am | supposed to do?”

“You don’t need to do anything. Well, you can pray, pray for your mom. And me. But
everything is going to be okay. God’s going to take care of us. All of us.”

“Have you called Nana?”

“No. It's late—"

“It’s eight-thirty.”

“I'll talk to Nana, just not tonight.”
“What about Grant? Does he know?”
“Mom said she’d talk to him.”

| saw Maddie glance at the laptop. It was out of place and she knew it. “So what
happened?” she asked.

“Nothing in particular—"
“So she came in and said, ‘I’'m leaving for no particular reason’?”
“Some things that happen between a man and his wife are private,” | said.

“But now it’s between you guys and me,” she said with all of her fiery seventeen-year-

old indignation. “I think | deserve to know.”
“It’s not a question of deserving. It's a matter of me protecting you—"
“From what? The truth?” Maddie stood and paced away from me.

“If 1 tell you what went on, you will never look at your mother the same way, and | don’t
think that fair to her right now.”

“So it’s her fault.”



“It’s not about fault.”

“It’s always about fault.” She bit her lip then narrowed her eyes. “Answer one question.

Did she cheat on you? Is she having an affair with the doctor?”
“The doctor?”
“Dr. A. He flirts with her all the time.”

“Maddie, that’s ridiculous. How could you even . .. This is your mother, my wife you're
talking about. Don’t even say things like that.” But the room felt warm and the air thickened as |
tried to breathe. Was the pornography just a symptom and not the real problem? Is that why
she was so quick to own the pictures? To keep attention away from the rest of it? Is that where

she was right now? With the doctor?

In that moment, though, | had to reassure Maddie that | didn’t think her mother had . . .

broken her vows. At least not physically. So against all my instincts, | told her what happened.

“Roger was looking for the preliminary budget on my computer. He found some

pornographic images on it. Your mother admitted they belonged to her.”
“From last week?”
| nodded.
“So it was just a one-time thing?”
“Probably. She doesn’t want to talk about it.”
Maddie’s shoulders relaxed. “Maybe it was an accident, or a misunderstanding.”

“Maybe.” Then why didn’t she say so before she left. Jan didn’t deny it, didn’t defend

herself at all.
Maddie glanced at the computer once more. “I've got some homework to do,” she said
quietly.

| nodded, and she slipped upstairs. | pulled out my phone and stared at it. Should | call
her? If she was with someone else, | had a right to know that. The bigger question . . . did | want

to know?



