


Living with a serial killer
My husband has tried to kill me four times since I’ve known him. I don’t appreciate it one bit. No, I’m totally serious. I was so shocked, I nearly soiled my pants each time it happened. 
You know those times you're in the bathroom stall and you see a sign posted that asks you if you feel safe? There is a number to call and tell someone if you don’t. If you’ll be my sounding board, you can tell me if I should call the number.
The first time it happened was before we were married. I barely escaped the deed. I know, I know, you ask, why did I marry this guy? Well, I hope you cut me some slack, because, at the onset I didn’t recognize this was going to be a serial murder problem. 
In the beginning, he acted all normal-like when we were around other people, so I thought the strangeness was all in my head. The hackles on my neck lay back down. Between attempts, I got sloppy in my wariness. 
The second attempt took him a while longer to conspire. I still can’t believe how naïve I was. The third and fourth times….well… I thought of getting the police involved, but honestly, I  doubted authorities would believe me and I might be the one locked up by mistake. 
I had hoped things would get better. They have not. Deserted places are his M.O. Take a tip from me, do not let yourself be fooled. The elaborate schemes and locations are planned in great detail. Sometimes in daylight, sometimes in darkness. He wants no pattern of behavior to be detectable. No one would know. Not just in summer, it could also be winter. Just to keep you from formulating any repeatable theory. When he finally succeeds, I won't be here to tell you. That’s why I am getting it out now; so you’ll know it was planned all along. 
The first time was in the Rocky Mountains. My rugged and capable boyfriend was giving me lots of attention. An innocent weekend camping trip was proposed. I thought tent camping would be fun with my three-year-old son. It was promised he could hold the electric lantern at night, and we would sit by a campfire, roast marshmallows and sleep in sleeping bags inside a tent together. But we didn’t go to a campground. 
We were taken to the most desolate prairie I’d ever seen. At least he set up our tent under a large pine tree, which seemed comforting. The night sky was wide and dark but gleamed with more than a million stars. At ten thousand feet, the air was shockingly cold for the middle of summer. But the fire was nice and the food we brought filled our bellies. We snuggled together in the tent, listening to a chorus of crickets peep and coyotes howl. In the morning, we ate cereal and made a pot of coffee. While the campfire cooled, we went for a hike. Once back to our tree, I packed up our gear in the old truck we came in. But when he turned the key, it didn’t turn over. I got out after it was apparent it was never going to start. I stood there in disbelief. Was this a joke? What were we to do? We were miles from the nearest road and so far down a slope from the mountain pass highway, we would not even be seen by any passers. On the outside, I kept a considerable composure while on the inside I was panicked. I asked a thousand unanswerable questions, convinced we would all be eaten by bears and our remnants strewn about the plains. The coyotes would drag off our unidentified bones. 
The second time was on a boat in Lake Powell, Arizona, on one of the darkest, moonless nights. The daytime was so hot that the bubble inside the water of the level mounted on the wall of our truck camper evaporated! After eight hours of no shade and no fish biting, we were sunburned and hungry but far from our campground.  At dusk the vertical rock walls of the canyon took the sunlight away from us so quickly it was like the lights in a movie theater going out before the projector starts. I held our miniscule flashlight out in front while laying face down on the bow with my arms over the water, yelling, “go right”, “now go left”, “no more left”, “now right”, for four hours until we limped back to your marina. The sheer canyon walls surrounding this body of water offered no place to put up onto shore and the bottom was hundreds of feet longer than our anchor rope could reach. The lake’s geography has endless arms reaching out from the main channel while you are on a boat. There are no landmarks to aid you in the dark.  My flashlight was going from water to the paper map I held in the other hand, and back to the water. We could only travel at idle speed because I was sure we would hit any number of the large Gibralter-type rocks I’d seen during the day, They jutted up like icebergs in the middle of the arctic and would pierce a hole in the hull and we’d be sunk. Our son slept on the rear cushions through the whole ordeal and doesn’t remember a thing. 
The third time was also at night at a rest stop off the Interstate in Utah. It was below zero temperatures with a stiff wind. This particular place was wound around a steep hill and could not be seen from the highway. In the middle of a bizzard, there were no other cars in the lot our car would not start again after we had stopped to pee. We shivered there for hours waiting for a tow truck. My son and I stayed inside the truck on the flatbed trailer under a blanket from the tow-driver  all the way back to Denver because there was not room for all three of us in his cab. 
The fourth time only the two of us were with a couple showing us how to drive our Jeep Wrangler on the four wheel drive trails in Moab Utah’s rock formations. 
“I’ll go slow.” He promised. But even slow, these trails are so steep and treacherous as to frighten me to tears.  I felt like my insides are going to crawl out of my stomach and leap to the roof. Sweat was dripping from my forehead into my eyes. I tried to stay in the vehicle. I gripped the handle on the glove compartment with both hands so hard I thought it might break. 
It was no use.  “Stop! Stop!” I pled. And he stopped. I jumped out the half-door   onto the raw rock and closed it, turning to look into his eyes. “I know you don’t, but I want to see our grandchildren. Why are you trying to kill me? I am not doing it. I wish you wouldn’t either. 
He smiled with a little laugh. “It will be fine.” 
 I stepped back and said firmly, “Nope.”
I’ve always held the idea that any activity that fills you with fear, you probably shouldn’t do. But when your partner thinks everything worth doing comes with some risk. You have to at the very least keep your guard up. 
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