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I Thought I Could Save Him
A Husband's Story

The night I realized I was exhausted, I wasn't sitting in a therapist's office. I was sitting on the bathroom floor at
two in the morning. The house was dark except for the light above the mirror. My husband was asleep down
the hall. At least I hoped he was asleep. The truth was, neither of us had been sleeping much for years.

I remember leaning back against the bathtub and staring at the tile. Not thinking. Not praying. Not crying.
Just staring. Completely empty. I wish I could tell you there was some dramatic event that put me there.
A huge fight. A betrayal. A crisis. There wasn't. That's what made it so confusing. Nothing terrible had
happened that day. And yet I felt like I had been carrying a refrigerator on my back for years.

When I met him, I knew he had been through things. Not the details.Not yet. But you can tell when someone is
carrying pain. You see it in the way they scan a room. The way they always seem slightly tense. The way they
laugh but never quite relax. At first I thought love would be enough. Not because I was naïve. Because that's
what most of us believe. You love someone. You show up. You stay. You work through things together.
And for a while, that's exactly what we did.

The problem was that I slowly started taking responsibility for things that were never mine to carry.If he was
having a bad day, I felt responsible. If he withdrew, I felt responsible. If he was struggling, I felt responsible.
If he couldn't sleep, somehow I wasn't sleeping either. Without realizing it, I had become obsessed with
keeping him okay. I monitored moods. Watched facial expressions. Listened to the tone of his voice.
Tried to predict difficult days before they happened. I became an expert at reading him. What I didn't become
was any happier.

The strange thing about carrying another person's pain is that it feels like love at first. It even looks like love.
People compliment you for it. Tell you how supportive you are. How patient you are. How committed you are.
Nobody tells you that if you're not careful, you'll slowly disappear. I didn't notice it happening. Not at first.
Then one day a friend asked me a question. A simple question. One that should have been easy to answer.
"What do you do for yourself?" I laughed. Then realized I didn't have an answer.
Somewhere along the way, my entire world had become organized around helping someone else survive.
I couldn't remember the last time I thought about what I needed. The last time I felt rested. The last time I felt
free. And sitting on that bathroom floor, staring at the tile, I finally admitted something I had been afraid to say
out loud.
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I was drowning. Not because I didn't love him. Because I loved him so much.
That realization brought an enormous amount of guilt. After all, he was the one who had been abused. He was
the one carrying trauma. Who was I to feel overwhelmed? Who was I to need anything? For a long time, I
thought those questions made me selfish.

What I eventually learned was that they made me human. A few months later, he asked if I would sit in on part of
a coaching session. I wasn't particularly excited about it. By then we'd read books. Listened to podcasts.
Had more conversations than I could count. I wasn't looking for another answer. What happened surprised me.
For the first time, someone described exactly what had been happening between us. Not just what was
happening to him. What was happening to me. The coach talked about the difference between support and
responsibility. Between compassion and rescuing. Between loving someone and carrying someone.

I remember sitting there feeling exposed. Like someone had been secretly watching my life. Because every
word landed. The truth was painful. I had spent years trying to save a man who wasn't asking me to save him.
I had taken ownership of wounds that didn't belong to me. Not because I was controlling. Not because I was
unhealthy. Because I loved him. But love had quietly become over-responsibility. And over-responsibility had
become exhaustion.

That conversation changed something in me. Not overnight. Not magically. But permanently.
For the first time, I understood that supporting his healing didn't require sacrificing my own. I could love him
without carrying him. I could care without rescuing. I could stay without disappearing. Today, our relationship
isn't perfect. No relationship is. But I no longer feel responsible for holding the entire world together.
And strangely enough, once I stopped carrying everything, he started standing taller too.
It turns out the thing that helped both of us most wasn't trying harder.
It was finally understanding the difference between love and responsibility.
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