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​​PREFACE
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Although I’ve always understood one should not start a communication with an apology, I am uneasy about undertaking exposure of such sensitive subjects as related herein. However, as I began to recount this personal experience, by breathing life into words, I did so with the hope that in some small way this chronicle would reveal valuable life lessons.

The theme of this true-life story - marital infidelity and its effect on the families of those who are touched by it - is an age-old issue that has been repeated ad nauseum throughout human history, more than we’d like to admit. However, this account is unique in part because a landline wiretap captured the two antagonists’ intimate conversations at critical stages of the narrative. This story could only have occurred prior to the advent of cell phone technology in the late 1980s, since it is not practical today to tap a cell phone. The action taken to counteract the deeds of the two antagonists was done at the risk of violating federal wiretapping statutes with serious negative consequences. This story of marital espionage gained national acclaim due to the legal precedent of the case and the publicity that resulted from nation-wide news coverage of the legalities, including the airing of the story on a segment of ABC’s 20/20 program in 1985.

These events happened forty-five years ago. So, why wait so long to reveal them? The two children who were the focus and purpose of the efforts put forth in this narrative would likely have been affected detrimentally by the publication of the salacious content of the recordings during the early years of their lives. In fact, the family court judge sealed the file, including the tapes and the transcriptions of those tapes, for the protection of the children after legal proceedings in 1979. For this reason, only now is the complete story being revealed.

This is my version of the most trying and calamitous storm of my life and my response to a raging event that challenged and impacted every faculty and fiber of my being.

There is much to learn from this story, but in the end, it serves to remind us that out of bad can come good. Ultimately, it is my hope that the story will inspire change and foster personal growth with an emphasis on character and integrity.
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​AUTHOR’S NOTE
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Originally published June 23, 2023, and entitled “DECEIT,” this current version of the story provides answers to questions posed by readers of the original book and includes numerous content refinements. The retitling of the book to “DECEIT v. DECEIT” provides a more precise concept of the events that took place and the actions of both antagonists and the protagonist, as well as title exclusivity for a story that stands alone among any other in its genre.
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​​PRELUDE
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Sometimes storms on the horizon approach slowly from long distances away. Before we know it, they pass by us quietly with only minimal effect, almost as only a soft, calming breeze. Other times, storms are violent and are right on top of us before we are aware, and it is too late to avoid their devastation. On these occasions, the impact can be disastrous and overwhelming, but maybe that is not always entirely so. Awareness, timing, and response can be critical to how we weather these atmospheric disturbances. This story of such a tempest is proof that with the appropriate response even a rainbow is possible.
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​​CHAPTER ONE
THE DAWNING
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It was December 6, 1978, a sunny Wednesday afternoon, and I was pushing my children on the swing in our backyard, back and forth, back and forth. These should have been the most special of moments with my children – just me and them – but they could not be. My son, David, four, almost five, and my two-and-a-half-year-old daughter, Jade, giggled with joy, unaware of the thoughts that tortured me. I had been scorned and rebuffed for weeks by my wife for reasons I did not understand. It suddenly came to me like the final piece in a puzzle, as if someone had handed me a note, or whispered it in my ear. Ewing was screwing my wife! Dr. James Ewing, Linda’s gynecologist, the man who had delivered our youngest child, Jade, was screwing her. Ewing! Of course! “Stupid,” I scolded myself for not suspecting this earlier. Four days earlier, Linda had told me she didn’t love me any longer, that we should separate, and that she wanted me to move immediately to the empty bedroom upstairs next to David’s. I had been miserable because of her shocking pronouncement and rejection of me, and now, with this revelation, I was furious at myself for being so oblivious. I had fallen out of favor and was being discarded, cast out! Someone new had come along. Her doctor was far more appealing and provided new excitement. As I pushed the swing, this sudden insight had me feeling as though my skin had burst into flames, as if frenzy had become my blood. A sickening, expanding sourness and gnawing desperation took over my stomach.

Woefully in love with her almost from the moment we had met thirteen years prior, I was now in excruciating emotional pain that I could feel on a physical level. This revelation explained everything. I now understood the cold, calloused, and indifferent treatment I’d been getting from her for several months, the details of which would unravel shortly. It now made sense to me why Linda had asked me weeks prior to start coming home from work early on Wednesday afternoons to take care of the children while she went “shopping.” I recalled times in previous weeks when I would come home and find her quickly hanging up the phone.

I reflected on October and November. Having no idea then what had gone wrong in our lives, not knowing why she was unwilling to have any constructive dialogue, I kept trying to get her to discuss her issues with me, but she refused to admit any. Weeks later, when her demeanor was no different and I brought up the topic again, she insisted nothing was wrong, that she didn’t want to discuss it, and she walked away. When I suggested marriage counseling, she replied that it was a ridiculous idea and a waste of money, but I persevered, and finally, just before Thanksgiving, she agreed. We went once together, with the counselor meeting with us separately. I was in love with her, and, when asked by the counselor, I told him I loved my wife.

I thought the session was productive and even felt a little resurgence of the relationship, but then, without explanation, Linda refused to go back. She erected that same barrier which I had sought counseling to overcome. I didn’t learn until months later that the counselor had learned about her relationship with Ewing. Apparently, she had been honest with him, but professional ethics would not permit him to tell me what he knew. With the counselor now aware of the affair and her unwillingness to give up the relationship with Ewing, she did not have a reason to continue the counseling sessions. She had become insensitive and indifferent to what we had together and no longer had any interest in our marriage. So entrenched was she in her behavior that nothing I said or did would move her. Her mind was made up. She was not returning to counseling. I didn’t know this at the time, though, and to no advantage, I attended a final session alone, at which time the counselor told me there was no reason for me to continue and that I should seek legal advice. He offered no further explanation.

Initially, I was unsuspecting and thought only of the fact that Linda no longer loved me and that I was being forewarned by the counselor to prepare legally for (I presumed) an uncontested divorce. At that time, I simply didn’t suspect what I would learn to be reality. Then, she asked that I keep the children on Wednesday afternoons.

“Going shopping,” she had said. Pretenses! Bold-faced lies! Now, it all made sense.

Ewing and his wife and two children moved into our neighborhood shortly after Jade was born. We became friends. Soon after, he and his wife, Louise, and Linda started taking evening walks around the neighborhood. I remained at home with the children to get their bedtime activities started.

When the truth dawned on me that Wednesday afternoon in December in our backyard, I told the children to stay where they were as I gave them one last push in the swing. I was hoping I could dash into the house and return to them before the swing slowed to a stop. I bolted for the house, racing through the downstairs directly to the master bathroom. In my throat, I could feel a cry of “Linda, God, no.” I reached above the sink to the mirrored cabinet door and opened it, preparing myself for what I suspected I would discover. Her diaphragm case was there, the diaphragm Dr. Ewing had prescribed for her. But the case was empty. Gone, I realized, for their exclusive use. The sudden elucidation of the truth left me sick with despair, disgust, and anger.

It was Christmastime and we had planned to decorate the tree that night, but now everything had changed. With the revelation, I now saw a different wife - a lying, cheating, deceiving, adulterous wife. How was I supposed to act as if nothing had changed? Everything had changed. My thoughts were suddenly interrupted as my daughter appeared at my feet. “Daddy,” she cried. As I looked down at her, I knew - yes, everything had changed.

I knew where they were, the two of them: his office! He didn’t work on Wednesdays. I knew his office was closed to patients on Wednesday afternoons, and I knew now, she wasn’t out shopping! I grabbed the children and raced to the car, put them in their car seats, buckled them in, and backed out of the driveway and down Pinckney Avenue in route to his office uptown, not knowing for sure what I was going to do, but beginning to realize what I must do.

It was after four o’clock and the sky had already begun to darken. It seemed as if winter had turned everything cold and dead. They had already had several hours together. How many Wednesdays had I conveniently been their babysitter while they carried on this affair? How long had this been going on?

I just needed to catch them together, to confirm what I already intuitively knew in my heart. But, by now they might have already gone their separate ways. And, as it was, catching them in the act may not have been the best thing to do - except for the opportunity to confirm my suspicions. I would need to keep this knowledge to myself for now; already thinking the children were about to be torn away from me. I pulled into the Holiday Inn parking lot, across an expanse of concrete between the motel and his office building and parked between cars to conceal my presence. The children were content in their car seats. I was a wreck! Sick at heart and mad as hell, I felt every emotion within the whole spectrum of human emotions from self-pity to anger, to wanting to be confrontational. Now it all made sense.

I had two young children in the back seat who might get impatient at any moment, making things more difficult, but luck was with me and, thankfully, the wait was short. There she was, the mother of my children, with another man’s semen in her. I knew it! She was walking down the steel stairwell from the second floor at the back of his four-story medical office building, having completed her afternoon rendezvous with this son of a bitch I wanted to tear into and kill. Even now, I can’t explain why my wrath was not directed toward her, but that was not my immediate thought. I had become an obstacle in her path to him! My animosity was directed at him.

The children are all I have left, I thought. But I knew the likelihood of a father gaining custody of two small children was remote, and I was fearful of losing them in a custody battle that was certain to lie ahead. Taking one look back at the two innocent children, happy in their car seats, feeling the profound love I had for them, I knew now what I had to do, even with the overwhelming legal disadvantage I faced. My only chance of getting custody of these two little ones would be to control my emotions, contain my impulses and figure out a strategy. I could not do anything rash. I could not raise Ewing’s or Linda’s suspicions that I knew what was going on. This knowledge would have to be mine alone for the time. They would have to continue feeling secure in their illicit relationship, meaning I could not confront them. I could not tear into that bastard, as I felt inclined to do. Against all odds, I would have to remain silent. I would have to outwit and outmaneuver them.

This was going to be the fight of my life. I would have to hold everything in and hope I could do this to “buy time,” for as long as necessary to gather evidence of their affair, hoping to gain some advantage in an inevitable custody battle ahead. I knew well the advantage she had in the custody issue in just being the “mother.” Fathers don’t get custody of children in divorces, I thought. If I did not remain silent, all would be lost. That was the supreme challenge at the time. I didn’t know what it would take to get custody. But, while I figured this out, I would need to give the two of them time and opportunity to be as bad as they would be on their own as if undetected. I had no idea how long it would take to get enough evidence or how I would even get that evidence, but I knew it was necessary for me to go along with what was happening – to play dumb. Without evidence, I would lose my children and I could not fathom giving them up to Jimmy Ewing as their full-time parent. That could not happen, and between Linda and myself, I knew I was the more stable parent. My love for my children and the fear of losing them was the source of my strength.

We knew Jimmy Ewing was a derelict father. Linda and I had discussions about this. His ten-year-old son, Wade, had often been at our house starved for attention, as was Wade’s sister, Victoria, who was the same age as David. Ewing was uninterested in his own children and certainly wouldn’t have any interest in mine. Linda should know, that alone should have been enough to disqualify him as a replacement for me. My children already had a father, a father who loved them more than anything in this world, a father who would always put them first. This man was not going to become their full-time father, I proclaimed angrily to myself.

I was a far better father and it appeared I was a better parent than Linda herself. I had read as many bedtime stories, given as many baths, and changed as many diapers as she had. I had every right to remain active and full-time in their lives. This was her choice. She had decidedly, willfully, irresponsibly deferred her responsibilities for the children to me for weeks. I had an inkling of what lay ahead, but the direction in which this was going was not favorable to the children or to me.

Her negative attitude, staunch mindset, and uncaring disposition toward me made it clear she was deeply embroiled in this affair and that she had no intention of ending it. That meant for me to have a continuing dominant presence in the children’s lives, I would need to put forth a colossal effort to secure custody. I would have to give the acting performance of a lifetime for which I was ill prepared. A mountain of evidence against her would be necessary to dissuade the court from the usual outcome in awarding children to the mother, and all the while, I would need to pretend not to know the heartbreaking news that was now so clear. I determined that their folly would be their brazen behavior, their overconfidence, their arrogance, their carelessness, and their underestimation of my commitment to my children.

A monumental task lay before me, almost impossible to achieve! The wife I thought I knew well and loved for more than thirteen years, thinking she would be my partner for life, had become an adversary. I had always been in love with her, but never sure of her devotion to me, and now it appeared my uncertainty had been justified. I knew her resolve and that the coming battle would be bitterly contentious and, if I lost, Ewing likely would become my children’s full-time parent with dreadful consequences for both the children and me. It was me against them, and the children were my life now. But they were at risk. The only advantage I had for the moment was that I was the only one who knew what was going on, except for Linda and Ewing, I thought.

I quickly drove home from Ewing’s office, knowing that she would likely stop to pick up groceries to legitimize her ploy of “shopping” and that if I hurried, I could get home before she did. I turned onto our street with our 4,200 square- foot home in view. It was the home of our dreams, which we had planned and built together. We had just completed construction at about the time Jade was born in June 1976. Now, this beautiful home that we’d built together with years of careful thought and planning for our family would forever be changed - no longer a refuge of comfort, happiness, and love; but a temporary place where the outrageous events of the next few weeks would play out.

Linda arrived home with groceries from her afternoon tryst. The children and I were in the den as though we’d been at home the entire afternoon.

“Did Susan call?” she asked.

“There haven’t been any calls,” I said, realizing now that Linda’s friend, Susan Johnson, also knew what was going on and was playing a supporting role in this caper.

“She was going to call to tell you I would be running a little late.”

“No, no call,” I responded curtly.

I went into the bathroom and held my head over the bowl, hearing Linda’s voice in my head. A few moments passed. Then I threw up. Is this real? Is this really happening? I stared at myself in the mirror, shaking my head in disbelief, trying to figure out what it was about me that had become so objectionable to her.

As she began fixing dinner, she asked “Are we trimming the tree tonight?”

“That was the plan,” I snapped back at her, hardly concealing my anger; my acting performance conducted poorly.

At the dinner table, the only words spoken were in response to the children’s chatter. Every cell of my body trembled, and I had a nearly uncontrollable urge to blurt out all I knew. But I could not put the children, these two little ones, at risk. I would have to hold myself together for an indeterminate period of time. Just me against Linda and that poor excuse of a doctor, neighbor, and friend, who I had trusted and now wanted to kill with my bare hands - the man I had allowed to treat my wife medically. What husband typically has any say in his wife’s choice of her gynecologist? I thought, It’s always the wife’s choice. What husband ever weighs in on that decision? How much fault do I share in this? Was there anything I could have done differently that would have averted these circumstances?

“How was shopping?” I asked, with an air of indignation in my voice.

“Fine.”

“What all did you buy?” I asked, now offended, and disgusted with the charade that was going on between us. “I didn’t buy anything but groceries. You can go shopping and not buy anything, you know. That’s what happened today,” the favor of my poorly disguised sarcasm now returned to me.

Accepting her indignant reply, I gathered the children to take them upstairs to the bathtub, away from their mother who was now nauseating me. I let them play in their bath a little longer than usual while my thoughts echoed the details of her mistreatment of me for weeks and the presumed raunchy exploits of her bawdy afternoon rendezvous. Washing them fondly, I kept thinking, it would be over my dead body that they would take these children from me. Did Linda have any idea what she was doing? Who was this person? Not the one I married. Was she in her right mind? She had lit a fuse that was going to blow up in her face, I thought; continuing to soak in my love for the two innocent little ones in the tub who had become my focus, all the while fearing the possibility that she could get the children, jettison me, and Ewing would become their full-time parent.

You build your whole life around your wife and children, investing yourself and your energies in your family and their future; and seemingly in an instant, it’s all taken away and you’re reduced to a visiting parent forevermore, having little to no impact on their lives. Two self-centered people in heat were thinking only of themselves and nothing of the havoc they would wreak on the lives of their families.

I let the water dribble from the washcloth down their backs and the nape of their necks. Linda was in the kitchen rinsing off each plate and utensil before she put them in the dishwasher. I was doing the same with the children, drying them off and putting on their night clothes.

David remembered the Christmas tree we were to decorate that evening; and he was anxious to get started. I was feeling dread but would not deny him his enjoyment. Finished with their baths, we came downstairs, both children holding my hand, and we went directly to the den where the Christmas tree was. Linda ambled in and we began to decorate the tree, the kids excitedly picking out each colored ornament, the younger child taking longer than the elder. One at a time, the children brought them over to either Linda or me, and together we put them on the tree carefully; almost in silence, at a time together that should have been joyful and fun. The children surely sensed the tension between us. I felt so bad for them for what was happening to them, keeping my anger inside at their mother for precipitating these circumstances; the consequences of which would impact their lives and ours forever. And it was Christmastime!

After a while, I left the room and went into the master bedroom bath to check whether the diaphragm had reappeared. The case was still empty. Outraged, but under control, because I knew I had to be, I returned to the living room to the Christmas tree and tried to make the best of the evening for the children’s sake.

I had tried so hard to be the husband she could love. I loved her so much prior to all of this. But now, she had made it impossible for me to act in a loving, caring, or gentle way. I was not a good actor, although that is exactly what I had to do, and I didn’t do the best job of concealing my inner ire at her, as well as at myself, for these circumstances which had developed to this extent. I had likely tried too hard with Linda over the years and was learning that when there is little to no love returned, one’s efforts are likely to have the opposite effect. When you’re overly effusive about your love, as I had been in my attempts to regain her affections at that time to a disinterested spouse, you look even more preposterous, and the efforts are a complete turn-off.

The tree was done. I took the children upstairs and tucked them in. Their mother seemed content to defer these responsibilities to me these days. I assumed it was because she was thinking that shortly I’d be absent from the house and not available to sub for her, so, the only really nice thing she was doing for me these days was allowing me a lot of time with the children. I was to be a short timer in their lives. And, of course, my stepping in to care for the children provided her with time to devote to her new extracurricular interests.

I could hear Linda getting ready for bed. For four nights we slept separately. She had suggested we wait until after the holidays to separate because it would be too upsetting for the children to do so during the Christmas season; as well, David’s fifth birthday was December 28th.

I was no longer good enough to be her husband. I was consumed by the thought. I couldn’t make sense of it. It didn’t matter how much I loved her. It didn’t matter how hard I had tried or how good I had been to her. It didn’t matter that I was the father of her children or that I was a good father. I couldn’t be enough to satisfy her. I had no idea what had gone wrong or what I was guilty of, but I was no longer adequate. Prior to these circumstances we had everything going for us! We were enjoying the best of times! But then, someone else entered our lives – someone else who had apparently more to offer her and had displaced me. I had been good enough to be her husband until a better opportunity came along, as though my allotted time with her had expired. I was a castoff! Even before her “I don’t love you anymore” announcement, I probably should have known something was wrong from her indifferent attitude, her unusual actions, and her unwillingness in those previous months to have any constructive dialogue with me; but I had been unsuspecting. It just didn’t occur to me that she would be unfaithful, and I was simply hesitant to rock the proverbial boat once I noticed the change in the relationship without having more information to go on. After our many years together without any such difficulty, I certainly didn’t suspect what had become reality.

Now I knew what I should have known earlier without her having to tell me. Without any definitive plan in mind for her husband, she was in the midst of an exciting new relationship with her doctor - her gynecologist - who was offering her experiences she had never had before. Across the street was this man - our neighbor - who was enjoying my wife, and she was a willing participant. But now, under the circumstances going forward for as long as it took, I would deliberately allow this to continue as a plan of action to be played out - the only prudent option I had, as painful as that was. This was devastating to me, but her newly adopted attitude and resolve was on full display. She was not going to reverse herself and was not coming back; and I had no intention of waiting for the axe to fall.

Upstairs in the bedroom to which I had been relegated, I put my hands behind my head and stared up at the dark. Consumed by silence and loneliness, I didn’t know how I was going to keep it all together. Conflicted and pulled in different directions, part of my brain was hoping she would have an epiphany and reverse herself, that we’d have the opportunity somehow to work things out, although I had no idea how I would ever be able to forgive and forget, if she would want to do that. Would it be possible? It would not. Things would get worse. I remained torn between what I knew I had to do and my thoughts of the possibility, however slim, that she would reverse herself to save our family - if only for the sake of our children. But something else was more important to her now, and she was absorbed in her new interest. I felt sick and in pain but didn’t know whether it was pain over love lost, the loss of my family, or the loss of the idea of family. I was not sure which it was, and I was not sure for a very long time - years, as it would turn out.

During the night, I entered her bedroom and eased by my sleeping wife to the master bathroom to again check the diaphragm. It still hadn’t been put back into its case. Then I spotted her purse. I picked it up and took it upstairs with me where I went through it, seeing her small 1979 calendar notebook containing two telephone numbers for “Jimmy”- his personal residence number and his private office telephone number.

After several hours I returned to her room, looking down at her peaceful, sleeping face. Replacing the purse, I went into the bathroom again to check on the diaphragm. There it was, leaning on its side against the cold-water faucet. Since my last trip to the bathroom, she had woken up and removed it, rinsed it off and left it there to dry, like a round, rubber mini Ten Commandments. It looked proud of itself. It seemed to say, “These aren’t the Old Commandments. These are the New Commandments
d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
» "
True Story Of Intimate
Betrayal Every %m"etapped ‘

Only Time In History

e i —
‘by Vernon Baumrind





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





