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What Can I Do About Me? shines light on the darkness of pornography and sexual addiction,

the trauma felt by loved ones, and the hope that recovery and peace are possible.It is my hope

that this book will help you find . . .-A pathway to healing-Hope in the present and in your future-

An understanding of what real recovery looks and feels likeThis path to peace includes:-

Recognizing that there is no way but through-Setting boundaries is the most loving thing I can

do-Forgiveness is not the same as trust-I can’t, but He (God) can, and I will let Him-Having

gratitude in the present moment-Self-care is His care-I’ll row my own boat-I can live happily. . .

one day at a time

About the AuthorDr. Ian Pearce was educated at Lancing College, Trinity College, Oxford and

the London Hospital. He qualified in 1939 and was a house doctor at the London Hospital until

he joined the Royal Air Force Volunteer Reserve, Medical Branch, in 1940. He worked as a
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Healing From the Traumaof My Husband’s Pornographyand Sexual AddictionRhyll Anne

CroshawAbout the cover: Gently up the Stream, by Linda Curley Christensen.If life is

compared to a river, it is easy to imagine floating with the current gently down the stream. But if

we simply go with the flow, disaster awaits. Every worthy goal takes constant, if gentle, effort to

move upstream, and each individual must take responsibility for rowing their boat if success is

to be obtained. – Linda Curley ChristensenSo it is with sexual addiction and marriage; each

person must take responsibility for their own recovery. Recognize that individual effort and

commitment is required, both for the addict and the afflicted spouse. While each can support

the personal recovery of the other, ultimately each person is responsible for their own success.

Only then is there hope that the relationship can recover and the marriage can move gently up

the stream.Author’s website:Alstroemeria Blossom photograph provided by.Copyright © 2012

by Forward Press Publishing, LLCAll rights reserved.Forward Press Publishing, LLCP.O. Box
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potentially shaming material. I am thankful to him for sharing his life and his struggles with me.

I am grateful to be married now to a real man, a man in recovery.Starting this book was a big

hurdle and without the loving encouragement of Sara Israelsen Hartley and Craig Israelsen I

may still be staring at a blank computer screen. They sat me down with a tape recorder and
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for years have worked tirelessly beside me on the SA Lifeline Foundation and encouraged and

supported this project.Because I don’t see myself as a gifted writer, I needed help. Angels were

sent to turn what I thought was going to be a pamphlet into a book. Kristen Carr and KayLee

Dunn have stuck by my side throughout the entire process. They have spent countless hours in

my home office interviewing, transcribing, writing, organizing, editing, and praying alongside

me. I am also grateful for the editing talents of Katie Pitts and Kristina S. and the

encouragement and experience of Jenny Tolley. I also express gratitude to Bryan Crockett who

gave of his expertise and inspiration to add professional touches and to make this message all

that it should be.I am eternally grateful for my children and their spouses, Paul and Diana, Amy
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share their heartaches, their miracles, and their journeys with me as we stand shoulder to

shoulder as courageous and faith-filled women—warriors ourselves, in

recovery.IntroductionIstruggled for over 30 long years to recover from the effects of my

husband’s sexual addiction, and I continue to work one day at a time. Writing a book has never

been on my bucket list. Even when multiple individuals encouraged me to write about my

experiences, I resisted. I don’t see myself as a writer. However, as so many women are



suffering from the devastating effects of pornography and sexual addiction, I want to offer my

experience and my feelings of hope for recovery and joy to be found in our lives.The purpose

of writing this book is to help all people, men and women, recognize the need for an afflicted

wife’s healing; to give hope and tools for that recovery and healing; to share my own

experience and hope for the recovery of the marriage and the family; and to share my belief

that God’s love for each of us is real, and as we come closer to Him we will find peace and

joy.As you read about my experience and the experiences of other women who are struggling

with this affliction, you may find yourself triggered. You may feel pain, anger, and trauma as you

compare the similarities and differences between these stories and your own. These feelings

are more than justified due to the plague of sexual addiction in your life. I encourage you to

continue to read and put into practice the healing behaviors outlined in this book. When you

change, your life will change. That is the golden principle. The light that you gain and send out

will attract more light and dispel darkness. That means that your spouse will either be drawn to

you through his own recovery or choose a different path. Either way, you can be happy.As I

have worked on my own recovery, I have found an unexpected opportunity to develop my self-

confidence, courage, and permission to be myself. I have learned to be authentic. This process

has also brought me the gift of peace, knowing that I am loved, validated and directed by a

Power that not only controls the entire universe but is involved in my life as well. You too can

receive these priceless gifts.In the first part of this book I tell my own story. As you read this, if

it looks like I wasn’t handling this situation correctly, I wasn’t! But in order to understand where I

am coming from you need to know my story. I next invite you to dispel shame in your life and

come out of isolation. There are thousands of women who also feel bitter pain as spouses of

sexual addicts and thus understand your agony in this affliction. Finally, I present the possible

choices you are probably facing at this time. It is important to understand that we do have

choices, but we need to make wise choices and understand the consequences of those

choices.In the second part, I provide specific principles that were necessary for my own

recovery. These are the eight principles I began to use when I realized that I needed to stop

focusing on fixing him and start working on my own life. Though frightening, the first principle is

that pain is the pathway to progress. This is where we truly learn to dispel fear and live by faith.

Next, boundaries are for safety and for creating intimacy; they are not for punishment. Third,

forgiveness is not the same as trust. Early on in my marriage, I believed that forgiveness and

trust were synonymous; however, by understanding the difference, I have come to find peace

and serenity in my life. Fourth, learn to surrender the things I cannot change to a Power greater

than me. Though I have always felt a connection with God, here was my opportunity to connect

more deeply. Fifth, practice gratitude in all aspects of your life, in each day and each moment.

This has been essential to my recovery. Sixth, as we feel God’s love, we will learn to care for

ourselves as He cares for us. The seventh principle is my happiness is my own responsibility,

and I cannot choose happiness or peace for anyone else. Finally, I have found that there is

great joy in connecting with and being vulnerable with those I love and who love me.I have

found that reading a book, though helpful, does me no good unless I put the principles into

action. So, at the end of each chapter is a “journal page” to write your own feelings, thoughts,

and commitments of things that you feel impressed to do.My overall goal in writing this book is

to share with you my path—though not perfect—to the healing, peace, serenity, and even joy I

have found amidst the turmoil. Through these 8 principles I have found peace. I encourage you

to read, integrate these principles, and “live one day at a time, enjoy one moment at a

time.”PART ONEI Thought It Was About HimMY STORYWith a name like Rhyll it is hard to be

anonymous, so I choose not to be. I am at my best in kitchen-counter conversations with



friends and family. I tell it like it is. My life is very messy at times; downright ugly at other times.

But it is wonderful and beautiful most of the time.Rhyll is a Welsh name meaning “a sunny

place.” Of course in my youth I wished to have a normal name like Becky or the elegant

Elizabeth, but I came to terms with Rhyll. Now, I honestly like to identify myself with the

meaning of my name. In spite of the adversities I face because of my husband’s addiction I

have become a sunny place for myself and others, working to shine in stark contrast with the

choking darkness of sexual addiction. I want to shed some light on the path of recovery and

healing for all women who experience betrayal and trauma due to pornography abuse and

sexual addiction. This is my story, and I offer you hope through my experience.Meeting StevenI

am the oldest of nine children, raised by loving parents who show their faith in Jesus by the

guileless way they live. We were raised in extremely humble circumstances in the mountains of

Montana, but we all felt loved and connected as a family. We spent our summer days exploring

the woods and building little playhouses. Sunday evenings were spent singing around the

piano as a family. Our siblings were our best friends. The lack of material things didn’t bother

me most of the time. I loved to read, and we never had a television. It wasn’t until I became an

adult that I realized how sheltered I had been.I met my husband, Steven, at church during my

sophomore year at Montana State University, the university close to my home. I was studying

music on a scholarship and teaching piano as a side job. I loved life and enjoyed my friends

and experiences in college. I was not interested in marrying soon. I knew I could be happy no

matter what life brought to me. I felt I could live life as a single woman, bless children by

teaching music, and find joy and fulfillment.When we met, Steven was working in Bozeman,

Montana, and was scheduled to be there for only three more months before he would be

transferred. He knew he didn’t have much time to pursue a relationship, so when he decided

that he was falling for me, he began to be serious pretty fast. After a few dates, he started

talking marriage. By then, he was convinced that I was the one for him. Steven was charming,

handsome, financially successful, played guitar, and sang beautifully. What was not to love?

Still I was hesitant, and determined to ask God what I should do. I was serious and consistent

as I prayed for divine direction. Just as consistently, I received answers of peace about

continuing the relationship.Three weeks after our meeting each other and becoming

acquainted with both families, we became engaged. And soon after we got engaged, Steven

left for his next work assignment—2,000 miles away. Our engagement lasted three months.

During that time Steven came back for just one week; the rest of our contact was through

phone and letters. In order to be wise in our decision we met with a marriage therapist to ask

his opinion about our upcoming marriage and life together. His feeling was that we didn’t know

each other well and we were very young.At hearing this I felt anxious, but I still trusted my

answers. I realized that I did not know Steven really well from the short time we had dated, but I

was determined to follow the inspiration that I felt I had received. I hadn’t found anybody else

who was marriage material for me. Steven was kind and admired by many people. He shared

the same faith that I had grown up with and loved. We made a good match with our similar

talents and interests. I recognized that I did want to marry him, and I did love him. We

connected during that short time. He wrote me wonderful, loving letters, was very interested in

me, and showed me love. Beyond my own hopes and Steven’s loving actions, I truly felt that

God approved of my decision to marry Steven, and in that I felt peace.The First 13

YearsSteven and I were married March 22, 1973, in the LDS Temple in Logan, Utah, and

immediately moved far away from my family. We didn’t take time for a honeymoon; Steven was

focused on getting back to work. Three days into the marriage, I discovered that he was often

gone emotionally. I felt disconnected from him—like he was behind a brick wall. In spite of



those feelings, we shared the company of good friends and played music together frequently.

In our early years we purchased a small piano and refinished it together. Sometimes I felt

connected, but many times I felt so alone.In both our good and bad times, I missed the focus

and attention Steven had paid me in our short dating experience. I went through several

experiences in the first year of our marriage when I needed emotional support, but he did not

make himself available. As a result of a traumatic experience, my first pregnancy ended in a

miscarriage at four months. I sat on the floor at home with tears streaming down my face. Fears

rushed through my mind: What if I can’t ever have children? As my heart was shattering into

tiny pieces, Steven turned on the TV.At other times of trial, he buried himself in his work,

whereas I wanted him to sit by me, hold me, and understand my pain. I didn’t feel empathy

from him at all. Steven often traveled for his work in sales, which meant I was frequently alone.

Yet I was determined to be a loving wife, so I kept a spotless home and made healthy meals

daily. Striving to “bloom where I was planted,” I made efforts to take care of my own happiness

by making good friends, teaching piano lessons, and making my home a comfortable place.We

eventually moved closer to our parents and soon thereafter had our first baby. I naturally

started to focus on being a mother. Our next four children followed—all within five years. I was

very busy and spent most nights awake with crying babies. But I found fulfillment. Once you

have a baby or two, it’s easy to put your focus on the children in order to deal with difficulties in

the marriage. For me, it was a combination of distraction and responsibility. I really wanted to

be a good mom. Though I continued to feel disconnected from my husband—which bothered

me a great deal—I worked all the harder to care for Steven, our children, and our home.We

lived on a farm in Cache Valley, Utah, several miles from the next neighbor. In the summer,

Steven would be home more often to mow the hay and sell it, but most of the year he would

take off for two weeks at a time on business trips. When he returned home, we were happy to

be together, and we worked together well on the farm. But at the same time, when I needed to

talk to him he would tell me he was too tired. He made himself unavailable to me so often. One

night I went out, laid myself down on the lawn, looked at the heavens and sobbed. I wondered

that if I took the car and ran it off a cliff, would Steven even care?Life at home was basically

good, but I felt an undercurrent of unrest a lot of the time. Yet I still believed I could change my

feelings of emptiness by just working harder. I read books on communication and marriage,

hoping to find a solution. I even read the book that said if you got naked, wrapped yourself in

plastic wrap, and met your husband at the door, that would do the trick. Actually, I thought it

was ridiculous and refused to go that far, but I read the book thinking that if only I could get his

attention somehow, it would fix our problems. I left little notes in his suitcase, made special

dinners, and tried to have everything clean so that he would love to come home.At my

insistence, we saw a number of marriage counselors. The subject of sexual addiction never

came up. Steven would tell each therapist that he felt our relationship was good and that he

didn’t have any dissatisfaction. He would say, “I’m not having any problems; I’m sorry she is.” I

left each session with more determination to work harder at my marriage. I felt that I wasn’t

enough for him. He was never an angry, mean, or critical person, so I never felt justified in

being mad at him. I thought the problems were all about me; he’s fine, or at least he says he’s

fine. But something was wrong and every effort to improve left me feeling more and more

responsible, confused, and crazy. Thirteen years came and went.The 1st DisclosureIn the

middle of a sunny day in 1986, I was driving towards town when I passed Steven on the

highway, headed home to find me. He flagged me down and said he needed to talk to me, so I

got in his car. We drove out to the lake, parked next to it, and he proceeded to change both our

lives.Steven confessed to me that he couldn’t live with himself anymore without a significant



change; he had been living a double life. I was aware of one life, but the other was filled with

loathsome betrayal. He told me he had been looking at pornography, frequenting strip clubs,

and hiring prostitutes— for years. He said through tears that he was so sorry.I sat in disbelief

and total shock. I stared straight ahead and cried quietly. I felt such pain that I didn’t want to let

it out. Simultaneously, my heart was bursting and my chest imploded. My hands tingled. Around

me the landscape looked sunny, beautiful, and peaceful. Inside me was utter destruction and

chaos. I could see a few people in the distance, and I wondered how they could go on with life

while I was dying.I sat in silence while my husband disclosed that he had been involved with

adult establishments and pornography—even before we were married; the prostitution came

after. He never did any of it, he said, when he was in our home town. Only when he traveled

was he this different person and escape back into the behaviors.After over three hours of

listening to Steven talk, I asked, “What are we going to do?” With remorse and determination

he told me that he would talk with our church leaders and clear things up that way. Then he

took me back to my car. That was that.I drove home, wiped my tears, and fixed soup for dinner.

I didn’t know how to feel so I felt everything and nothing. I went through the motions of caring

for my family because I didn’t know what else to do. My trauma was so crushing that I couldn’t

piece my world back together. I didn’t understand, couldn’t understand. How could I not have

known? How could this person I adored so much be doing such revolting things? It just didn’t fit

with who I thought he was. I simply could not imagine him—that man, that face—out there with

a prostitute! I could not visualize the father of my children hungrily consuming pornography or

experiencing some rush of being in a strip club. I couldn’t match the person I thought I knew

with this startling revelation. This can’t be the same person I go to church with, the father I’m so

proud of, or the husband who has built this beautiful home for us! The world I had been living in

before this day was uncomfortable at times—but safe; then suddenly, my world no longer felt

safe.Steven did as he promised and immediately made an appointment with our church

leaders. They expressed concern and love for both of us. He was given church discipline and

counseled to work on repentance; I was counseled to work on forgiving him. Because we were

such “good” people striving to do the right things, they told us that as we moved forward the

Lord would help us and bless us.For the first year, Steven made a real effort to be more kind to

me and attentive. He was trying and working hard. There came, however, a gradual slide back

to a state of disconnect. Again he buried himself in his work and started to travel—this time

internationally. Though he was gone for about the same amount of time, he was much farther

away.I retreated to the world that I had grown up with: hard work and little money. He would call

frequently, but I felt marginalized because I was home with all these little kids while he was off

seeing the world. He was eating steak, and we were eating tuna fish. I often worried if I even

had enough money to buy groceries, and wondered where he was really spending our money.

During this time, we had our sixth and seventh children—a set of twins. Our lives were very

busy and the days plodded on. When comparing my life to other women who had more visible

and serious difficulties, I felt that perhaps my expectations were too high for a healthy and

happy marriage. And so my life went on almost as if nothing had happened.At the time, of

course, I had no understanding of my own need for healing. I tried to bury my pain and fear

because I believed that forgiveness was supposed to automatically include a restoration of

trust. When I dared to ask Steven if he was okay, he would say he was fine and tell me that I

needed to put it all behind me and forgive him. Other times, he would become irritated at this.

He’d ask what my problem was, and why I couldn’t just trust him. I felt he was being critical by

not allowing me to have feelings.I still felt disconnected but I believed his line that it was my

problem and that I needed to be more kind and forgiving. His problem was apparently all gone.



Whenever I brought it up, I thought that meant that I hadn’t yet forgiven him. So I tried even

harder to be an adoring wife. I felt that if I were just prettier, sexier, smarter, and more loving he

would not be tempted to return to his offensive behaviors.Six more years passed. In July 1993,

Steven came home and announced that he thought we should move. He had been commuting

to a consulting job for several months and felt it would be better for our family to relocate for a

short time while he built a solid foundation with the company. I thought that it was a drastic

thing to uproot our children and walk away from the home and farm we had worked on for 20

years, but I finally agreed. I did not realize at the time that Steven was actually trying to run

from his addiction. He later told me that he thought that if he had us closer to him, daily, that he

could escape the trap of his behaviors—enough for him to quit.Within one week of “his

announcement” we rented out our home in Cache Valley and moved two hours away from the

safe and comfortable community we’d grown accustomed to. Our new house was on a cul-de-

sac in the middle of Orem, Utah. It was absolutely claustrophobic to us. We lived within a few

feet of our next-door neighbors, their children, and their children’s toys. One neighbor child

would even open the front door and ask if he could eat dinner with us! Coming from an 80 acre

farm with natural boundaries, I felt that I had no control in this confined environment. The city

was a culture shock for our entire family, and we all suffered in that place.Three months after

our arrival in Orem, I marched into the office of each of my kids’ schools, pulled them out, and

re-enrolled them in schools in Springville (a smaller town to the south); then I found a different

rental there. We moved four times that year, which kept me busy. We never moved back to our

farm in Cache Valley. The moves were painful for all of us. As for Steven, I would learn later

that these moves were not enough to resolve his festering problems.The 2nd DisclosureTen

years after his first disclosure to me, Steven came forward again. It happened one beautiful fall

morning in our bedroom as he was getting ready for work. I had been out fixing breakfast and

getting the kids ready for school, and had just walked back in our bedroom to make the bed.

Steven came out of the bathroom and tearfully told me he’d been at it again, beginning with

those dreaded words, “I need to talk to you.”For nearly three years following his first disclosure,

he had been able to white knuckle his way through, telling himself over and over that he

shouldn’t act out, trying to use sheer willpower to stop his addiction. But as he continued to

travel, he started viewing pornography again, eventually went to strip clubs, which escalated to

hiring prostitutes. By the time he came forward again, he’d been acting out for seven years.

After he told me, I was so angry that I wanted to yell at him but I didn’t want my children to

know something was wrong. So instead, I raised my voice in a piercing whisper and

demanded, “Why can’t you stop doing this? You are throwing away your entire life for a ‘mess

of pottage’!?” He told me through his tears that it was not my fault, and that he wanted to

change. In my frustration and outrage I kept repeating, “why?” But he couldn’t answer.In my

keep-it-together mode, I checked on the kids and got them off to school. Then I dragged myself

into the bathroom, locked the door, and sobbed with my face on the cold floor. When I finally

came out, Steven was waiting in the living room—tearful and remorseful. That day I cycled

through pulling myself together, doing what I needed to do, and retreating to the bathroom to

cry. Overcome with grief, I spent hours sobbing and pleading for God to hear me and show me

what to do.I felt shocked and alone, but this time I was also angry. At times, I wanted to beat

the literal hell out of him. After all, I was true Montana stock; I had the grit required to rise to

nearly any challenge. I was used to muscling through on my own because I thought that was

the only way. I took care of our seven kids and the farm, alone, while he was gone. I had twins

at age 37. I laid the sod on our lawn, planted the bushes in our yard, laid tile in the bathroom,

and textured and painted the walls in our home. I packed my family up and moved into four



different houses in a year. My desire for stability came out in hard work. I figured that if I didn’t

do it, who would? I considered myself to be a strong woman who could take care of things. So

when Steven came forward this time, my reaction was different.At the first disclosure, I had

focused on trying to forget and had been fairly passive. This time was much more confusing as

I tried to assert myself more. Sometimes I loved him and wanted to take care of him, but I still

hated what he was doing—the infidelity, the lies, the deceit, and the double life. When he would

come home in the evenings, I would see him and instantly feel upset. Even though his

presence brought out a toxic reaction in me, I desperately wanted to be loved and validated by

him. We spent hours talking, yet never came to any conclusions. He felt shame, and I felt total

frustration.I wanted to shield our children from the pain in our marriage, but I knew that it was

spilling over into the family. You cannot hide such pain from perceptive children. I cooked

meals, cleaned, and carpooled to school, then sobbed on the way home. I forced myself to

clean my house, and then would just lie down and cry because I hurt so much. Intense grief

weighed on me every second. And my children sensed it.It was because of our children that

finances became a tipping point. That’s where I felt particularly justified in being angry. I had

been scraping every dime together, and he had been spending money on prostitutes. Though

I’ve never been a violent person, the idea of beating him up with a baseball bat really became

appealing. I could accept whatever he was going to do to me, but taking from my children was

another thing. I felt that he wasn’t sacrificing for our kids, but I was. I was there every day trying

to pull together a meal, but where was he? While traveling he would place a dutiful phone call

to me at night, then do whatever he wanted the rest of the time. The financial safety of being

provided for went away.The year was 1997, the 150th anniversary of the Mormon pioneers’

arrival in Utah. I read histories of the brave women who pulled small handcarts across the

plains. One woman’s story in particular touched my heart. Amidst snow and low food rations,

she took her sick husband, put him in her handcart, and with her children alongside began

pulling him across the miles of rocky terrain that lay ahead. I related to that story powerfully. I

was likewise determined to put my sick husband in my handcart. I even explained in a family

meeting that with God’s help, we would make it through our challenges and difficulties. I knew it

wouldn’t be by just my physical strength, but I still believed I could fix it on my own. At times I

thought, “Steven, get your legs in. I’m doing all the work and you’re lying back there with your

legs hanging out. You’re slowing this process down!” I assumed I could pull everyone through

with enough faith and determination on my part. In the end, this only left me frustrated.As part

of my effort to manage Steven’s recovery, I started looking for help. A few years before, I had

read a book titled Willpower Is Not Enough by A. Dean Byrd and Mark Chamberlain, on the

ineffectiveness of using willpower alone to enact change.1 It seemed to shed some light on the

possibility that my husband did not have control of his actions.Dying for information, I began

calling directory assistance to find the main author. When I finally found Dr. Byrd’s number, I

called him and told him our story. He explained that he had an 18-month waiting list, making it

impossible to see him sooner. I was desperate though. He eventually offered one of his lunch

hours the following week to meet with Steven and me. After listening to us, Dr. Byrd explained

that my husband had an addiction; Steven was not capable of loving me—or anyone. We

needed to treat his problems as an addiction. Finally, here was something that felt like

truth.With this small glimmer of hope, I began to learn about addiction and my husband’s

history with it. Steven had been first exposed to pornography at the age of six. Knowing it was

wrong, he gave his mother the magazine, but she didn’t really respond. Even though he did not

understand as a young child, he never forgot the feelings he had while looking at the pictures.

He later searched for more such images, and then discovered the rush of masturbation.His



addiction had escalated during his high school years and into his young adult years. After he

met me and was considering marriage, he went to his LDS bishop for help. Steven told him he

had stopped his behavior, and the bishop counseled him to move ahead, put it all behind him,

and not burden me [his fiancée] with the details.After our lunch-hour session with Dr. Byrd, he

referred us to another therapist closer to our home, but this new therapist did not specialize in

sexual addiction therapy. “Don’t think about it,” the therapist told him. Steven was willing to go to

therapy, but he didn’t really take the initiative. I left each weekly session feeling we weren’t

making any progress, but I continued to hope for a miracle.My husband then began attending a

12-Step support group. In my attempt to fix his problem, I went with him to the first two

meetings—which I found out was a big no-no. I sat there and thought, “I hope he’s getting this!”

After the second meeting, someone took us aside and said, “Your wife doesn’t belong here.”

Unaware that those meetings are closed to anyone who’s not a sex addict, I was offended. I

really wanted to help him fix his problem!Steven, though, was actually glad that I was offended.

Without me there to push him or hold his hand, he didn’t have to go back. He wouldn’t accept

that he was an addict, or the label of one. Steven’s denial, and minimization of his addictive

behavior, were huge obstacles to any genuine recovery. Naively, I kept pulling him along to

therapy and asking if he was okay.Deep down, I still felt that nothing had ever gotten resolved.

At this time, there was nothing available on sexual addiction that I knew of—no books, no

resources, nothing. We told parents and some of my immediate family about Steven’s

behaviors. They and our church leaders were loving and kind, and again the church provided

appropriate discipline, but no one knew how to really help us.The 3rd Disclosure: Rock

BottomAfter nearly a year, Steven announced that he was “fine” and that we no longer needed

therapy. Life again went on as normal. The following years were very busy years for our family

with teenagers, weddings, and grandchildren all flowing through our home. Steven’s “white

knuckling” approach kicked in again, and he fought hard to maintain his freedom from

addiction. He stopped traveling, which he knew to be a trigger for “acting out” behaviors, and

searched for a new job that would provide sufficiently for our large family and be fulfilling for

him. Financially, things looked tough for us. But Steven finally found something that seemed a

good match for his many talents, and life was good—mostly.Eight more years passed, when on

a beautiful Sunday morning in the fall of 2005, Steven sat down next to me in church and

quietly told me he would not be able to participate in the service. I instantly knew what that

meant. I thought, Don’t touch me! I wanted to crawl under the church pew. The timing couldn’t

have been worse: I was about to play a musical number during the service, and then conduct a

women’s meeting later on. I will just have to hold it together, I thought.I prayed for strength to

get through my responsibilities that day, and to then have the courage to do what God wanted

me to do. My eyes welled up with tears, but I didn’t want to cry in church because I had too

much to do. I thought, I cannot believe this is happening again! My immediate prayers were

answered, and somehow I got through my obligations while maintaining a fairly stoic

demeanor.Later that day, Steven told me everything as we stood together on the front lawn of

our home: he had been arrested for solicitation of a prostitute two weeks prior in a city 50 miles

from our home. Even though he had gone to an attorney and paid $1,500 to get himself out of

legal trouble, he could no longer live with his shame and guilt. For the past five years, he said,

he had been acting out again, but the arrest was his rock bottom. He realized that he could

possibly lose everything. He was very afraid that I would divorce him, that the children would

reject him, and that he would lose his job. This shame and fear had kept him in hiding until

now.In that moment, I surrendered to God. I turned my hands and my tear-filled eyes up to

heaven and said, “Take him. I can’t do this anymore. I have done all that I know how to do. I



can’t do this!” It was my rock bottom as well. I felt as if someone had kicked the air out of me,

but I didn’t care. I wanted to retreat to my room and crawl under the bed where no one could

find me.“I know you must think that our marriage is over,” he said, “and I don’t blame you.” After

32 years of this, I did think it was over, that I would no longer have a home, and that I would

need to find a way to provide for my younger children. Steven determined to move his things to

our camper in the backyard to sleep, and I was just fine with that. I really didn’t want to be

around him. We needed a separation at that point. In spite of the trauma, a strange sense of

calm eventually settled over me.One reason for the calm I felt was that I had actually been

spiritually prepared for this moment. Prior to this disclosure, our daughter had returned from

serving a mission for our church and was married a short time later. The world had felt lovely,

and I was living a full life. I was really happy. So when Steven came forward this time, I could

recognize that this was clearly “his stuff”. Because it was his, I knew then that I couldn’t change

him or fix his problems.My 15-year-old twin boys were the only ones home that day. Of course,

they knew something was going on when I came into the house. Steven followed me in and

told them, “I have been immoral, and I need to make some major changes.” I held their faces in

my hands and said, “I don’t know what’s going to happen, but I know God’s going to take care

of the three of us; it’s you and me.”I no longer had the strength or motivation to pull my

husband in my handcart. I also realized, finally, that my rescuing attempts had not made any

difference in his behavior. In fact, perhaps I had unknowingly enabled and prolonged his

addiction. I acknowledged that my husband was going to have to get out and walk on his own.

That handcart had been unbearably heavy. This time, I was ready to completely surrender my

control of the outcome.There was only one place to go for help. As I pled with God to give me

the answers, He kept saying, “Just hang in there. Just for today. Take care of your family. Keep

praying.” It didn’t make sense at the time, but that was exactly what I needed to do. I had no

clue what was going to happen; my life had become unmanageable. But I moved forward one

small step at a time, and felt that a Higher Power was directing my journey.

Healing Through Christ Family Workbook: Help, Hope, and Healing for those who have a loved

one in addiction, The Four Agreements: A Practical Guide to Personal Freedom (A Toltec

Wisdom Book), Worthy of Her Trust: What You Need to Do to Rebuild Sexual Integrity and Win

Her Back, Intimate Deception: Healing the Wounds of Sexual Betrayal, Trauma Mama Husband

Drama, Unwanted: How Sexual Brokenness Reveals Our Way to Healing, Facing the Shadows

3rd Edition: Starting Sexual and Relationship Recovery, Out of the Doghouse: A Step-by-Step

Relationship-Saving Guide for Men Caught Cheating, When It All Breaks Bad: Ten Things To

Do (And Not Do) After Betrayal, How Can I Forgive You?: The Courage to Forgive, The

Freedom Not To

MimiD, “A MUST READ for spouses of an addict who want to find healing, peace and JOY

again!. I always read the reviews on EVERYTHING before buying.(To the spouse of

“recovering” who wrote the angry one star review... be strong. You are doing good recovery

work yourself, and they just don’t get it.)My addict hasn’t been doing his recovery work for 20

years, just bamboozling me. So, I am now doing what I can to find healing for ME, which is the

whole point of this book. You CAN’T find healing and recovery for them. You can only find

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/YVAEL/What-Can-I-Do-About-Me-Rhyll-Anne-Croshaw


healing and recovery for YOU. Unfortunately if they aren’t doing their work, it sends you In An

opposite direction from them, so expect a lot of anger and lashing out from them, but keep your

boundaries strong! It will Pay off for your mental health and healing in the long run! This book

will give you guidance and support to steer you in a good direction. I have bought a dozen

books for addict spouses, but this is by far one of the most helpful!  Definitely recommend it!”

little beek, “The end is exactly what I needed. Her story was wonderful to hear and it was nice

to know that so far, my story is nowhere near as difficult as hers. But it's nice to know anyone

can come back to health with the help of the Savior. Right now, I needed to know where my

husband is at in his recovery and where I'm at and what my marriage looks like as we both

heal. The lists at the end are PERFECT! Thank you Rhyll! Thank you! I meet with a counselor

for the first time tomorrow and I've finally stepped out of my comfort zone and started meeting

with a support group weekly. You're right, we cant face this alone! Thanks for sticking it out by

working on yourself so you could teach me by example.”

Randee C., “Some Relief from this Widsom. I bought this as an e-book when I was really

struggling in my relationship with my boyfriend. He has long term problems with pornography

and it has greatly impacted us as a couple, and me as an individual. Right now I can't afford

counseling so I thought a book might help. I like that the author is LDS and shares my views of

Christianity and how to be healed through faith. She includes a lot of anecdotes from her life

and how she improved her life and found peace despite her husband's actions. She includes

steps of what you can focus on instead of obsessing over your relationship and I like that there

are pages for you to take notes like a journal entry. Overall a very good read for people who are

struggling with this situation.”

Andrea Lynn Graber, “Excellent Resource for partners of Sex Addicts. This book was a gentle

but deeply personal guide for partners of sex addicts. It presented solid psychological facts

with a spiritual perspective that helps so much with self care for people, usually women, who

find it easier to care for others than for oneself. While clearly an LDS perspective, I think the

auther does a good job of reaching out to readers of many faiths. I am a psychologist and

have used this with several patients both LDS and other faiths and I am Jewis myself.. The

auther is a excellent role model for women needing to find themselves and make changes.

She also was instrumental in putting on a conference for partners of SA with excellent

sounding workshops. The personal questions for the reader were spot on and useful and the

book was organized and presented with focus and compassion.  It is an A+!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “You will feel better. I like so many others have been effected by my

spouse’s porn addiction. I only discovered his addiction after being married to him for 11 years

and been with him for 14. I always wondered what was off about not having sex with the person

you where supposed to be having sex with. After the first time I confronted him, we went into

counseling immediately. We had other marital problems. Things got better. Then the relapse

came. I was sick to my stomach and had a lump of grief stuck in my heart. I had read 2 other

books to try to help me cope with it, but they only made me feel worse or at least that is how I

was feeling. Then I read this book. I related to the Author more and I started to worry about

myself and my recovery. If you are struggling get this book. Even if you don’t believe in God,

she doesn’t over do it with God like other Authors i’ve Read, and I believe in God.”

Smithfamily, “Excellent information and very helpful for those going through the .... Excellent



information and very helpful for those going through the pain and disconnection that addiction

to pornography brings to families. The author's personal experiences and tools she and her

family use/d while going through recovery are research based and effective. Spouses and

parents may want to "fix" their loved ones, but we actually only have the power to fix our own

trauma and respond in truly supportive ways (not enabling addictive behaviors.)”

EFritcher, “My First Shred of Hope. I would recommend this to any spouse who has suffered

from the betrayal of infidelity. Even if “sexual addiction” seems too harsh a term for what your

significant other has done, I can assure you that Rhyll’s words and testimony will touch your

soul and leave you with quite possibly your first shred of hope that you CAN recover...with or

without your spouse’s recovery.”

Leann Wendt, “Excellent. I am glad you shared your Story! It seems no one is immune from the

scourge of pornography. Thanks again.”

krista, “She. Understands. Loved this book Anne spoke to my heart andI thought wow this is so

true I felt like someone really knew what I needed to hear”

The book by Rory Boyle has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 114 people have provided feedback.
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