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This book is dedicated to Jesus. 
His love never fails.
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Introduction
You never thought divorce would happen to you. But it did. 

You may feel angry, vengeful, traumatized, relieved, hopeful, 
afraid—or all of the above. How can you ever heal from the trauma? 
How can you minimize the trauma for your kids? How can you pos-
sibly forgive such significant hurt? And where is God in all of this?

Following my divorce, one question haunted me: If God hates 
divorce, does God hate me? That may seem extreme, but for Chris-
tians experiencing divorce, that thought is very real. I felt as if the 
whole world were judging me or talking to me only to find out what 
happened or who did what. I trusted precious few people during the 
whole process.

Titling this book Without This Ring: Surviving Divorce may seem 
overly dramatic, but after experiencing the trauma of divorce—both 
internally and externally—I felt like I had survived a bloody war. The 
scariest part is that you don’t know which side of the front line your 
friends fall behind until you step on a land mine. People I considered 
to be close friends simply backed into the shadows, and I’ve never 
heard from them again. Others stepped forward to become some of 
the most wonderful encouragers God could have ever provided.

Divorce affects every aspect of your life: emotional, spiritual, 
and physical. It feels like amputation without anesthetic. Probably 
the hardest part to grasp about the whole process is wondering what 
happened to the person you thought you married, the plans you 
made together, and the dreams you shared. You ride a mental roller 
coaster between desperation and revenge.
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Without This Ring: Surviving Divorce provides clear steps for deal-
ing with each stage of grief and transition from a biblical standpoint 
and from many people who have experienced it, as well as guidance 
for embracing and taking steps toward the new life God has already 
prepared for you.

When it’s all said and done, you determine how well you get 
through divorce. I have seen some people turn angry and bitter, 
while others use their trauma to grow exponentially in every area of 
their life. The people I specifically chose to interview for this book 
fall into the second category, because I desperately desire everyone 
who experiences divorce to know that hope and healing are possible 
for everyone regardless of the circumstances. When we turn to God, 
He does not turn away. He reaches down into our pits and pulls us 
toward Him time and time again.

Without This Ring: Surviving Divorce is not a twelve-step process 
that guarantees life will work out exactly as you want. It’s a heart-to-
heart, been-there-done-that, faith-filled, and hope-fueled approach 
to topics such as forgiveness, anger, learning what the Bible says 
about divorce, regaining peace, walking children through divorce, 
counseling, communication, loneliness, finances, handling holidays, 
setting boundaries and goals, and embracing your future with hope-
ful expectation. Most of all, it’s powerful reassurance from me and 
dozens of Christians who have experienced divorce that no matter 
what has happened or what may happen next, God still has His per-
fect plan for you.

Although it is true that God hates divorce, it’s also true that 
“[neither] height nor depth, nor anything else in all creation, will be 
able to separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord” 
(Romans 8:39).

You will learn to laugh and love again.
This book can help you do it.
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1
What  

in the World  
Happened?

There comes a time when silence is betrayal.
—Martin Luther King Jr.

Christmas is my absolute favorite time of year, bar none. It’s a spe-
cial time of family, festivities, and fa-la-la-ing. Well, except for 

the Christmas of 2009. At a time when beauty and joy should have 
danced freely, darkness and heartbreak carried out a deadly home 
invasion.

My Story

My husband and I had made our usual Thanksgiving plans to 
spend the first half of the day with his family and the second half 
with mine. After a wonderful meal and visit, we left his parents’ 
house around midafternoon and headed to my family’s celebration.

Then, a few hours later, completely out of the blue, my husband 
informed me that he had made plans to go hunting with friends for 
the rest of the long holiday weekend. (As an aside, my husband had 
only begun to exhibit an interest in hunting that year.) Hurt and 
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confused, I asked him why he hadn’t told me earlier about his out-of-
town plans. After all, I had thought we would decorate the house to-
gether, then snuggle on the couch under a blanket, sipping wine and 
chatting quietly, illuminated by our festive Christmas tree, like we 
did each year. Instead, he stumbled through an explanation, gave me 
a peck on the cheek, wished my family a happy Thanksgiving, and 

promptly left. I felt like the wind had been 
knocked out of me. I headed home alone a 
few hours later, upset and sad.

The rest of the weekend, I moped around 
the house, not putting up a single decoration. 
My heart just wasn’t in it. I was sad to start 
out the Christmas holidays alone. My hus-
band returned on Sunday night with tales 
of fantastic hunting and good times. He also 
expressed surprise that the house wasn’t all 

decked out for Christmas. When I told him how sad I felt, he apolo-
gized but ultimately just brushed the topic aside.

We both headed to work the next morning as usual. At around 
three o’clock that afternoon, my husband called to tell me that he and 
his hunting friends were getting together that night to clean their 
kills and divide the meat from the hunt. In that moment, I knew 
something wasn’t right. Although I’m not a hunter, I am a native, 
lifelong Texan, and I had been around hunters my whole life. I knew 
that one of the cardinal rules is that you clean any kill immediately 
in order to preserve the meat.

My mind whirled the rest of the day as I slowly recalled similar 
stories my husband had relayed over the past year that didn’t smell 
right. Normally, my mind would have not taken that train of thought, 
except for one important factor: seven years earlier (six years into our 
marriage), he had had an affair. Since he was the lifelong Christian 
and I was relatively new to the faith at the time, I thought perhaps I 
had done something wrong or was not acting like a proper Christian 
wife. Even though he said his affair was not my fault, I internalized 
all the blame.

I felt like the wind 
had been knocked 
out of me.
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What in the World Happened?

We told no one about his affair. He promised to enroll us in coun-
seling with the caveat that it occur at a different church so no one 
would find out. (That should have raised a red flag, but it didn’t.)

The counseling never transpired, and I finally quit asking about 
it. I never brought up his affair again because I had always heard that 
once you forgive someone, you don’t keep bringing up past sins. I 
realized too late that having no accountability provided my husband 
another seven years to master the art of hiding his extracurricular 
activities.

This time around I needed to know the whole truth and noth-
ing but the truth, so help me God. Since I had found out about the 
first affair on his cell phone, I knew that would be the truth teller 
this time as well. I never saw his monthly bill since we held separate 
cell phone contracts. As a teacher, he arrived home each day much 
earlier than I did, so he always picked up the mail. The only way I 
had found out about his first affair was because I had stayed home 
from work one day and happened to pick up the mail first. His cell 
phone bill had arrived and I opened it, curious as to how much he 
paid compared to me. I never expected to find evidence of infidelity.

I knew this time would be no different. I needed to get his cell 
phone. When he returned home later that evening, I never brought 
up my suspicions. We retired as usual.

The next morning, Tuesday, December 1, 2009—the day that lives 
in infamy—we woke up at our usual 5:00 a.m. I made breakfast and 
coffee, then settled into my recliner with my Bible and notepad for 
my morning quiet time. I had slept poorly 
and felt a sobering sense of pending doom.

When he hopped into the shower to get 
ready for work, I knew my chance had arrived. 
Heart racing, I leaped out of my chair, found 
his car keys, and raced outside to search his 
car for his cell phone. I felt like such a thief. 
We respected each other’s privacy, so it was 
completely out of my nature to rifle through 
his personal belongings. I  located his cell 

Even though he 
said his affair 
was not my fault, 
I internalized all 
the blame.
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phone in the car’s console, locked the doors, ran back into the house, 
and replaced his keys.

With a sigh of relief, I heard his shower still running, and I dove 
back into my recliner as if I had never left. Heart still pounding, I 
switched on his cell phone and began scrolling through his text mes-
sages. Less than thirty seconds of scrolling confirmed my suspicions.

I felt like bawling. Throwing things. Crumpling to the floor. 
Ripping off his head. Running away. Screaming until my throat hurt. 
So many emotions hit me in waves that I felt numb. I switched off his 
cell phone and waited.

I needed TIME. 
He finished getting ready, kissed me good-bye, and left for work.
That kiss was our last.
I switched on his cell phone again, turned to a new page in my 

notepad, and began writing names as I scrolled past them. Yes, 
names. Plural. Not just one woman. Several women. My mouth went 
dry. Then I noticed the time stamp on some of the texts started as 
early as 5:30 a.m. Right then, I heard the outside garage door raise. 
My husband rushed into the house in a panic, exclaiming that he 
believed his car had been burglarized since he was missing his cell 
phone and perhaps a couple of textbooks.

I looked him in the eye, held up his cell phone, and asked, “This 
cell phone?”

All the color drained from his face.
He sat on the arm of the chair across from me and said, “I’m so 

sorry.” I asked if there was anything he want-
ed to tell me before I began digging. He said, 
“I’m having an affair.”

Devastated, I saw those four words float 
through the air in slow motion, then speed 
across the room and slam into my chest, 
sending my heart to the floor in a gazillion 
pieces. All that kept running through my 
mind in that moment was But I gave you a 
second chance!

I felt like bawling. 
Throwing things. 
Crumpling to the 
floor. Ripping off 
his head.


