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ow I remember the day I sat “staking out our house” 
planning my escape. I was supposed to be visiting 

my family miles away, so he had no reason to suspect that I, along with family, was nearby waiting 
and watching. Shortly after he left, my mission began. An hour later I left with my most crucial	
belongings and began my journey to safety. As I entered the parking lot where I worked, I held 
my breath. I was scheduled to be on vacation so they were not expecting to see me. How would 
I explain that my life, as I knew it, was coming to an abrupt end? A half hour later I was signing 
my resignation letter. As I drove out of that small town I never looked back. I’m still amazed how 
quickly I was able to shut down my entire life before most people had even gone to lunch. 

BUT IT’S WHAT I HAD TO DO. 
On that ride back to my parents’ home, I recalled how happy we had once been. Since childhood 
he wanted to play professional football. He would have given anything to fulfill that dream. When he 
finally realized it was not going to happen, things fell apart. 

We were both juggling various jobs as well as school—there was a lot of pressure. To those on the 
outside, we were making it. But behind closed doors, I was living a nightmare. No one knew of my 
abuse. I remember him saying, “What goes on in this house, stays in this house!” 

The abuse began shortly after we had made a commitment to each other. We had been arguing 
when he picked me up by the back of my arms and thew me across the room. I was completely 
stunned and then devastated. Eventually, I became forgiving. I never knew what would set  him off. 
If I hadn’t cooked what he’d wanted, he would find a way to scald me with hot food. If I wanted 
to run an errand and it wasn’t convenient for him, he would try to rip the clothes off my back as I 
walked for the door. If I didn’t get up in time to make him breakfast, he would push me out of bed. 

EVENTUALLY IT WAS JUST EASIER TO DO WHATEVER HE ASKED OF ME. I BECAME 
ACCUSTOMED TO HIM LIVING IN A CONSTANT STATE OF RAGE.
I lived in fear. I endured many battle wounds during our relationship, both physically and 
emotionally. The worst part was I actually began to believe him...that I didn’t matter. I knew I had 
to get out or it could eventually cost me my life. I transferred to another school, got a new job and 
made new friends. For many months, I lived in fear of him finding me—in fear of his retaliation. 
But in time, I left the nightmare behind me. 

I graduated college and followed my dream to explore music, in particular singing and songwriting. 
I soon found that I’d rather work behind-the-scenes instead of on stage. And after several years in 
corporate public relations, I accepted a public relations job in professional sports. I’m in my ninth 
season, working with players on their community involvement and charitable endeavors. It’s my 
job to find ways for them to make a difference in our community. Most of our athletes and business 
associates do not know my personal story. They do not know that the man who I once loved, who 
wanted to play professional football, became the person I most feared. And today, I am working 
for one of his favorite teams. I often say, “God has a great sense of humor,” as I reflect on my past 
and career. —Tresa

{today I am resilient} 
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