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In Genesis, we see God create life from nothing. In the 

Gospels, we see God create life from death. I often wonder 

which of those two is the greater miracle. Whether a 

blended family originates out of bereavement or divorce, 

either way it is formed, by the grace of God, out of some 

type of death. That, brothers and sisters, is a miracle that 

we do not sufficiently appreciate. 

—Eric R. Stancliff, Public Services Librarian, 
Concordia Seminary, St. Louis, Missouri 
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PREFACE
Be encouraged. That’s what I would say to you if you were 

sitting across from me. There is hope as long as God is at the 
center of your marriage and your family. Know that there will be 
trying times, and there will be times of unimaginable joy. Most 
of all, know that you are normal, and so is your family. Don’t let 
anyone suggest otherwise. Every family struggles with the rela-
tionships between parents and children at some point. While 
the struggle is often difficult and unpleasant, some of the most 
important work we have as parents is allowing children to learn 
and to grow into independent men and women. Be encouraged!

Hugs, Diana

This is Diana’s story. The path that she and her husband, Ed, 
have traveled on their blended family journey may be similar to 
yours in some ways but very different in other ways. It is our hope 
and prayer that this book will help you see the “normal” in what 
are sometimes difficult circumstances, receive practical help, 
and be equipped with useful resources. The first part of each 
chapter Diana takes us into her world. Perhaps you will see your-
self and your family on some of the pages. The second part of 
each chapter I respond using my clinical background, my mental 
health training, and at times my own personal history. Our goal is 
to provide practical suggestions and resources to help you with 
the difficulties, the opportunities, and the transitions your family 
faces. 

It is our desire, Diana’s and mine, that as you read the pages 
of this book, your real family will be blessed, and you will be 
encouraged. 

In His love, Marty
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INTRODUCTION

Recipe for a Blended Family
Toss in blender: One widowed mom with two sons. Add one 

widowed man with one son. Blend for 20 seconds until right 
consistency.

Hit the wrong button, and this family is past blended, we’re 
pureed!

Can two families learn to cohabitate? In peace? Ever? 

It’s here! The day you’ve been planning for has arrived. The 
sun is shining, the birds are singing, and you know those kids 
will look adorable in those tuxedos. Life is about to become 
wonderful again. A two-parent household, just the right amount 
of children, and a new home; all that joy is waiting for you, and 
all you need to do is smile and say, “I do.”

But then . . .

The clues were right there in our wedding album. I should 
have run. His son, Andy, had made a face in every one of our 
photos, but the clincher was the snapshot of him holding the 
knife as if he were going to stab the wedding cake. A substitute 
for me? Maybe. 

That’s only the beginning of my story, but I can’t dwell on 
it. So many life lessons waited ahead for me: Changes I didn’t 
anticipate. Arguments I could never imagine lurked behind the 
driver’s seat in the mini-van. An “I love you, Mom” when I didn’t 
expect it. Through it all, God never left my side. 

Maybe you picked up this book because you are terrified 
you have turned into a version of a fairy-tale wicked stepparent.
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In public, do you pretend your family is a vision of Main 
Street America in 1950, yet at home the battle lines are etched in 
the cement driveway? 

Don’t be dismayed. Just as God is with me, He is with you 
too. 

“For the Lord your God is a merciful God. He will not 
leave you or destroy you or forget the covenant with your 
fathers that He swore to them.” (Deuteronomy 4:31)

I’m at the end of my journey now, and I’m waiting for grand-
kids to arrive. I cherish Proverbs 17:6: “Grandchildren are the 
crown of the aged, and the glory of children is their fathers.” 

When disappointments loom and expectations fall short, my 
prayer is that you will hold this verse or your favorite Scripture 
in your heart. I pray that you will laugh along with me as I tell 
you about my own experiences. By seeing what I, and others, 
have learned on our journeys, you can avoid stepping on land 
mines as you travel down the rough brick road of stepparenting 
and shatter the image of the wicked stepparent. You aren’t alone. 
Find out how others have made the switch from two families to 
one.

Proverbs 17:22 reminds us that “A joyful heart is good medi-
cine.” So why not make yourself a cup of tea or cocoa, sit back 
with this book and be merry—or just lock the bathroom door, 
slink into the bathtub, and answer the door only if someone is 
bleeding, choking, or throwing up.
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Are the Wedding Bell Blues 
Becoming Your Song?

I was getting married—again! This time would be different, 
for now there were children involved. My boys were getting a 
new father; Ed’s son would be getting a new mom, me. We tried 
to include the children in the wedding preparations, but there 
wasn’t much about weddings that intrigued small boys. 

We planned a reception for our friends and family. We hired 
a DJ, who sent us a playlist. Ed and I went through it, eliminating 
any song with the potential to propel us into our past. We let the 
boys pick a few songs. We made standing direction that requests 
from the guests were not allowed to be played unless Ed and I 
approved them. Our reception was to reflect our new beginning. 

A P R I L

Check every little detail before you walk down the aisle. 

Max and I carefully planned our wedding details, making 

sure none of our old lives would be a part of our ceremony. 

I’m divorced. The disintegration of that marriage began when 

I found a letter addressed to “Dear Suzie” with the lyrics of a 

popular love song handwritten by my ex. 
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Max’s teenage daughter wanted to sing one song during 

the ceremony as a gift to us. We liked the idea but wanted to 

know what the song would be. She said it had to be a sur-

prise. We wouldn’t let her sing unless we knew. She refused 

to come to the wedding. Later we found out I would have 

been walking down the aisle to the same song my ex had so 

lovingly written to another woman. I believe God intervened 

and saved me from horrific memories on my wedding day. 

When the boxes of invitations arrived, we encouraged our 
boys to stick on stamps and lick envelopes with us. Our invita-
tions read: “Andy, Ben, and Josh invite you to witness the mar-
riage of their parents.” Notice those names are in alphabetical 
order!

The wedding day arrived warm and sunny. We had a quick 
rehearsal before the ceremony, then separated to get dressed for 
photos, deciding to take them before the boys managed to look 
like boys instead of models. Ed wanted to take all the boys with 
him to get dressed. With great patience he buttoned, tucked, and 
tied until they were ready. Except for Josh, who refused to wear 
the shoes. Ed ultimately convinced him to put them on by telling 
him those shiny shoes would make him dance faster.

At the back of the church, I waited to walk down the aisle 
to start a new life. In my mind glowed visions of my new family. 
There would be family dinners—everyone sharing thoughts 
about their day, discussing the book we’re reading together every 
night before bedtime. Maybe I would even homeschool, further 
building the bonds between us. I couldn’t be more positive that 
happiness would follow us all the days of our lives.

Still, what was that ugly bubble of doubt hanging over my 
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head? Why did I have that feeling that I was doing something 
wrong? And what about the hollow corner in my heart? 

A year and twelve days had passed since my husband, John, 
had died. I had stood in this same church and silently vowed to 
be like Ruth, never forsaking my mother-in-law. And now I felt 
as if I were doing just that. Peeking around the corner, I saw her 
sitting in the front row next to my sister-in-law. The absence of 
the father-in-law I had called Dad for the past nine years sliced 
like a paper cut. He hadn’t come, and neither had my brothers-
in-law. They disapproved of this marriage. Too fast, too soon, 
they thought. 

My two tuxedo-clad sons jiggled with excitement. I straight-
ened their jackets and gave them a quick kiss on the forehead. 
“Go, it’s time. Don’t run.” I held my breath as they walked away 
from me, relaxing as Josh reached the end of the aisle and took a 
seat next to my aunt. Just like we’d rehearsed.

My turn. My best friend had loaned me her husband to walk 
me out of my old life and into my new one. I threaded my arm 
through his.

“Ready to expand your family?” he whispered. 

“Yes.” I took a few steps and then realized I was almost 
running to the altar where Ed, his son, and my future waited. 
And the aisle wasn’t that long! 

After the ceremony, Ed and I drove away from the church 
holding hands. I felt like we had done the right thing. I knew the 
road ahead wouldn’t really be as easy as I hoped. I read the statis-
tics and knew the odds of a blended family making it, and they 
weren’t reassuring. Swallowing the lump in my throat, I made 
a new vow: This family would not become a negative statistic. 
No matter what happened, we would stay together and work 
through any hardships that might come our way. 




