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Natasha's Journey:

| Thought the Problem Was Me...

It wasn't.

Natasha spent years trying to build a healthy
marriage, believing that if she worked harder
and loved better, things would improve. They
didn’t. Looking back, she can see that God was
patiently revealing the truth one step at a time.
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When | first met my husband, | thought | had
found someone who genuinely cared about
me.

We worked together, and from the beginning
he seemed thoughtful, attentive, and
dependable. At the time, | was seeing
someone casually, but this new relationship
felt different. He checked in often, offered
rides when | needed help, and always seemed
willing to step in when | needed support.
Looking back, it's easy to see how quickly
things moved. Within just a few weeks, he
and his son had moved into my home, and
almost overnight, | found myself stepping
into the role of partner and parent.

At the time, | felt hopeful.

| had no idea that for the next several years, |
would be trying to build a healthy marriage
by working harder, loving better, and
becoming whatever | thought he needed me
to be. Whenever something went wrong,

| assumed there was something | needed to
change. What | couldn't see then was that
God was gently revealing a truth | wasn't yet
ready to understand.

There were warning signs, though | didn't
recognize them for what they were.

Early on, he told me about an argument with
his mother that had ended with him putting
her purse in the shower and turning the
water on. | remember feeling uncomfortable
when he told me the story. Part of me
wondered why someone would react that
way, especially toward his own mother. But |
brushed it aside. Everyone has bad
moments, | told myself. Everyone gets angry
sometimes.

A few months later, | experienced that anger
for myself.

We were driving to an appointment and
disagreed about which route to take. It
wasn't a serious argument. It was the kind of
disagreement most couples forget about
within minutes. But when his son jumped
into the conversation and | told him to let the
adults talk, my husband suddenly exploded.
He screamed at me, cursed at me, told me he
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didn't need me, and threatened to leave.
| was stunned.

| remember crying and thinking that no one
should talk to another person that way. In
that moment, | knew something wasn't right.
Part of me wanted to end the relationship
then and there. Instead, he apologized. He
cried. He promised it would never happen
again.

| wanted to believe him.
That became the pattern for years.

When things were good, they were really
good. He could be charming, attentive, and
affectionate. Those moments convinced me
that the man | fell in love with was still there
somewhere. But when things were bad, |
found myself questioning everything. | would
start to think about leaving, only to have
things improve just enough to make me stay.

Over time, I stopped asking whether
something was wrong in the relationship and
started asking what was wrong with me.

If he was unhappy, | assumed | had done
something wrong.

If he criticized me, | worked harder to change.
If we argued, | searched for ways to be more

patient, more understanding, and more
supportive.

| thought that if | could just try harder, things
would get better.

The goalposts were always moving.

Every time | thought | had fixed the problem,
there was another problem. Every time |
thought | had become what he wanted, the
expectations changed. | spent years trying to
be better, do more, and keep the peace. No
matter how hard | tried, | always felt like |
was falling short.

As the years passed, | became increasingly
isolated. He discouraged me from talking
about our relationship with friends and
family, and | listened. | didn't want people to
think badly of him. I didn't want them to
judge our relationship. So | kept most of what
was happening to myself.

From the outside, we looked like a family
building a life together.

Inside our home, | was slowly losing
confidence in myself.

| thought marriage would bring stability.
Instead, things became worse.

It felt as though a switch flipped almost
immediately after our wedding. The
affection | had once experienced became
harder and harder to find. | was pregnant
with our first daughter, and rather than
feeling supported, | often felt alone. During
my second pregnancy, that loneliness only
deepened.



Still, I kept trying.

| convinced myself that if | could just become
a better wife, a better partner, a better
version of myself, things would finally
improve. Looking back now, | can see how
much responsibility | was carrying for things
that were never mine to carry.

At the same time, my faith grew quieter.

| never stopped believing in God, but |
stopped bringing this part of my life to Him. |
prayed less. | questioned myself more. When
things didn't change, | started to wonder if
maybe the problem really was me. Maybe |
wasn't supportive enough. Maybe | wasn't
patient enough. Maybe | wasn't enough.

| carried those questions for years. The
harder | tried, the more convinced | became
that if things weren't improving, | simply
wasn't trying hard enough

What | couldn't see at the time was that God
was patiently revealing the truth.

Not through one dramatic moment, but
through many small moments | kept
explaining away.

While | was focused on changing myself, God
was quietly revealing that the problem was
never a lack of effort on my part.

Then one night, after years of confusion and
self-doubt, | found myself desperate for
answers.
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| woke up in the middle of the night and
realized my husband wasn't home. That
wasn't normal. My first thought wasn't that
something was wrong in our marriage, it was
that something terrible had happened to
him. | began calling friends and family
members, trying to figure out where he was.
As the hours passed, my concern turned into
confusion.

Eventually, | learned he had driven three
hours away without telling me.

Exhausted, scared, and desperate for
answers, | prayed.

| asked God what was happening and what |
was supposed to do.

Not long afterward, my daughter's tablet
unexpectedly lit up. As | looked through it, |
discovered messages that revealed my
husband had been involved in a long-term
affair. In an instant, years of confusion,
unanswered questions, and moments that
had never quite made sense began to fit
together.

Even then, at that supposed moment of
clarity,  wasn't ready to fully accept what
God was revealing. | still hoped things could
be repaired. | still believed there was
something | could do to save the marriage. |
still thought if | loved enough, forgave
enough, or tried hard enough, things could
somehow be fixed.



It would take time before | finally understood
what God had been trying to show me all
along.

One of the most important parts of that
journey was finding Hagar's Sisters.

For the first time, | was surrounded by
women who understood what | had

experienced. | didn't have to convince anyone
that what | had lived through was real. | didn't
have to explain why | felt so confused or why |

had stayed so long.

Through support groups, resources, and
honest conversations, | gained language for
things | had never been able to explain
before.

They also have been a huge support while
having to co-parent and navigate the
extremely broken family court system with
my ex. For many women, abuse doesn’t end
when the marriage/relationship does and
having the knowledge and support around
the post divorce season is essential in not
being manipulated and helpful in the daily
battle of maintaining strong mental health.

Finally, I began rebuilding my relationship
with God.

For years, | had measured my value by
whether | could keep the peace, meet
expectations, or make someone else happy.
Through my healing journey, God began
showing me a different truth. My worth had
never been tied to someone else's approval.
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My value had never depended on how
successfully I could fix another person's
behavior.

The more | healed, the more clearly | could
see God's hand throughout my story.

| could see God at work in the moments
when something felt wrong, even though |
couldn't explain why.

Looking back now, I can see that God never
stopped pursuing me, even when I couldn't
see what He was doing.

For years, | believed | needed to work harder,
love better, and sacrifice more in order to
save my marriage. Every setback felt like
proof that | wasn't trying hard enough. Every
criticism felt like something | needed to fix.

What God eventually revealed was that
healing didn't begin when | tried harder.

It began when | stopped trying to earn what
God had already given me: love, value,
dignity, and worth.

Today, I'm grateful, not because the journey
was easy, but because God used it to lead me
toward a deeper understanding of who | was
created to be.

A Hagar’s Sister
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