
The man I still love must be in there 
 

I have been married to my husband for 12 years, 8 of which he has spent in the Army. We got 
together when we were children-just 18 years old. I love this man deeply but he is very sick with 
PTSD. He came back from his first year long tour from Afghanistan seemingly the same. It was 
the 2nd, 16 month tour from 2009-2011 that has been the real downfall. Ever since getting into 
his IED attack, he has not been the same man. The injury caused his ankylosing spondilitis to 
accelerate, leaving him in constant pain. He has been diagnosed with PTSD and TBI, as well as 
depression, Adult ADD, as well as a few other things. He has been getting more and more out of 
control and I’m at the end of my rope. It seems like I am constantly chasing after and trying to 
help a man that I no longer know. I don’t know how this person who loved me so purely can now 
look into my eyes with so much hatred. I am by no means perfect, but I can honestly say I have 
been a good and supportive wife. For the past few months (since he was medically discharged 
from the Army in January) he has becoming increasingly verbally abusive, saying ridiculous 
things like I’ve never supported him, I’m a retard, I’ve ruined his life, etc. None of this is true. I 
am a smart woman who has always stood by my man. The thing that hurts most is that I thin he 
believes these things. His reality is so warped. The other night he gathered up all of my work, all 
of the poems and short stories I have been saving since I was a child and began ripping them up 
and getting ready to burn them. He would have had our neighbors not been luckily awake at 1 in 
the morning. I didn’t even know he was doing this! I went down to get an eye mask from the 
freezer and there he was, destroying everything because I asked him to get rid of his yearbook 
when we were 18. He was getting ready to destroy all of my precious art because of something I 
did TWELVE YEARS ago when I was a stupid kid. I don’t know what to do anymore. He says 
he’s done, but I cannot accept that it is over. I feel like the man I still love must be in there, and 
what kind of person would I be if I did not help him? He was not always like this but I fear I 
have lost the person I know to the PTSD sickness forever and I really need some help. 
If you have gone through a similar situation or just want to vent I encourage you to please drop 
me a line. I feel very alone in this and would love to talk with others who are in the same boat. 
Thanks and until then I will just try to keep my head up. There is nothing lonlier than suffering 
through something like this alone-especially when the best friend and man you married is 
supposed to be there to help you through your hard time. I feel like I’m trying to help him 
through his struggles but there’s no one to help me with mine. I really hope someone can give 
me some insight or just be a friend. Thanks. 
Sincerely, 
Kelly 
slacker.chic@yahoo.com 


