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I have always thought it would be a faux pas to write a memoir about one’s own 
spiritual journey. After all, isn’t everyone else busy being focused on their own 
story? Who would want to read mine and why would I want to share it anyway?  
                             
Then I read the New York Times bestseller, Eat Pray Love by Elizabeth Gilbert. 
She writes about her journey after divorce, sharing her struggles and quest for 
love and spiritual enlightenment. I found it compulsively readable despite the 
fact that her spiritual quest and mine are polar opposites. Whereas she 
traveled to India to seek a guru, I remained seeking Christ. But what we do 
have in common is our raw humanity … that part of us seeking truth and 
questing for healthy love. Who can’t relate to that?  

There were a few reasons her book was so compelling for me. First I loved her 
naked honesty in sharing her process. She touched that place in my soul where 
I can relate to both the absurdity and the mystery of it all. But more than that, 
reading her story reminded me of where I have come from. Had I stayed on the 
spiritual path I was on in my thirties, I might have met her at the ashram in India. 
God had other plans for me.  

Divine Divorce Dance 
Perspective. It’s all about Perspective! 

If you have lived through a divorce or any kind of relationship trauma or shame 
that has caused your life hopes to shatter, then I pray my story is a comfort to 
you. If you find yourself outcast, hurting, alone, or abused I have been there, 
too. Do you feel misunderstood or not safe to be honest about where you are 
struggling in your journey onward? You are not alone.  

Introduction

2 Corinthians 1:3-7 
Praise be to God…the Father 
of compassion and the God 
of all comfort, who comforts 
us in all our troubles, so that 
we can comfort those in any 
trouble with the comfort we 
ourselves have received from 



I first read the above scripture in 1990. I didn’t realize, then, the dimension, 
depth or shape of these profound spiritual words. I had no idea it would take 
such a long time and require cultivated faith and patience. And…the journey is 
not over. In this second edition I have added a post script, as it has been six 
years since I completed this. There is more to this story and I am currently 
working on my next book, so stay tuned! 

I can look back from here 
(almost three decades later), 
and see traces of God’s 
mysterious hand, weaving in 
and out of the “warpedness” of 
my life. And despite the knots 
and tangles I have created from 
my self-absorbed, fallen nature 
and fleshly choices, He has 
consistently and faithfully 
continued weaving in His loving 

threads, transforming my tangled threads, to all work together for good. I have 
my story. I know you have yours.  

  

God is faithful to complete His 
work in us. You may not know or 
understand all the threads He is 
using in the weaving of the 
tapestry of your life, but the 
threads are being woven 
nonetheless.  

May these words inspire you to 
take courage and to press in 

with faith as you wait expectantly to be led—despite yourself, your choices and 
your potential impatience.   

Do you believe all things are possible with God?  

"He who began a good work in us  
is faithful 

to take it to completion.” 



I believe. Here is my story of how God gracefully weaves His mysterious ways in 
and through our lives. This is why I encourage you to never give up …  
  
 
Definition of “furball”— ugly past memories and stuffed feelings all snarled up, 
knotted up and tangled into a “furball” threatening to come up (especially 
when emotions are triggered) being choked back down and getting stuck. 

(FLASHBACK) It was an ordinary Wednesday 
night in late November 2006 … a little crisp 
out and I noticed the sun seemed to set extra 
early that night. Flu season was in full swing … 
My hubby was laid out on the couch miserably 
trying to breathe through his sinus-infected 
nostrils. A great night to snuggle up and just 
watch a movie. Once again, the video-store 
shuffle, trying to land on a decent movie. 
Something light and funny was what I had in 
mind. After wasting half an hour and coming 
up with nothing, a Steve Martin movie (Shop 
Girl) caught my eye. “He’s a funny guy … I’ll 
just grab that,” I thought as my hungry belly 

motivated me to get on with it. 

1. Furball



In the blue TV screen lighting a haze came over the room. Or was that haze 
over me? 

Something about the content of the movie was hitting way too close to home. 
As the plot unfolded and the movie rolled on, those ugly past memories and 
stuffed feelings that had no place to go except down, down, down into the 
abyss of my soul came choking up like a furball.  

That tangled mess had been knotted up and was threatening to come all the 
way up for more than two decades. Up and down and up and down the 
tangled mess would go, so frequently that the thing seemed more like an 
extension of my esophagus. 

So many late, tedious nights up processing … trying to get him to get it. I 
needed him to get my hurt and deep searing pain of betrayal from his affair. I 
needed him to understand that when he still looked at women in my presence, 
even though he knew it hurt me, it sliced me in the core of my womanhood 
and made me feel shamed and embarrassed.  

Bear with me here … I know you must be thinking, “Why the heck did you stay 
if he had an affair.” Does anyone think they can answer that?  

1. I was desperately trying to be “a good Christian.” 2. Loyalty … I took my vows 
seriously. 3. For our daughter. 4. I was terrified to be out in the world alone and 
didn’t believe I could financially stand on my own two feet. 5. I was hopelessly 
in love with an illusion. 6. I was very identified in my role as wife and mom and 
my lifestyle. 7. I had a deep sense of commitment to family and concern for 
how that would ripple out and affect others close to us. 8. I was not a quitter. 9. 
I was afraid. 10. It was what I knew and all I had ever known. 

I thought our marriage was fixable and that I could somehow make him 
understand that when he belittled me, year after year at family gatherings, how 
much that severed our bond and my ability to trust and respect him. I was 
desperate to break through his numbness and lack of remorse. I knew if he 
didn’t get it and continued to pursue his self-absorbed ways then I would have 
to end it because I was dying.  



Dying for acceptance, dying to be cherished, dying for love, dying for 
validation, dying for intimacy, dying to be valued! I was desperately trying to 
tell him I didn’t feel respected and honored … I was dying to be heard.  

As the frustration and pain mounted I got louder and angrier and more 
persistent and more controlling and more demanding and more outraged! All 
my efforts for him to get it were like spitting into the wind, only the wind kept 
changing directions and the spit would end up back on my face. I couldn’t get 
away from it. It just kept following me like it did that night that I thought we 
were just going to watch a fun little Steve Martin movie … 

Something had happened two years prior to this trigger night in front of the 
flat-screen TV that left a hole in my relational soul with my husband; something 
so troubling that I had no resolve and no explanation for. This huge unresolved 
chunk was enmeshed with another, very peculiar, tangled piece that happened 
one year after we got married.  

The two chunks of furball knitted themselves together that fall night while 
watching Shop Girl and refused to go back down like they always had in the 
past.  

Somewhere in the corner of my mind that night, the wheels were turning. I 
realized it had been ten years almost to the day that our marriage came to a 
halt. Back then (ten years prior to the Shop Girl night), the furball wasn’t so thick 
and fuzzy and tangled and matted and sticky and icky. Back then, when I 
chewed on the furball, the main strands had to do with the unresolved pain 
from the circumstances around my husband’s affair.  

2. Ten Years Before Shop Girl 
(FLASHBACK ten years before this opening scene from 2006 back to 1996) 

My husband and I had just separated. It was my third day in my new condo, 
and I was overwhelmed without him there to help me unpack. How would I 
hang the pictures on the wall? Who would get the fire started when it got cold? 
I pushed those thoughts aside and kept trying to comfort myself with all those 
other consolation-type thoughts. I can decorate however I want. I can stay up 
and read with the light on as late as I want. I can do whatever I want, whenever I 
want.  



It had been seventeen years since I was on my own, and I was convinced that I 
needed to get back to my solitude or else I would lose my health and sanity. 
Little did I know that the thing I was running from wasn’t my husband or my 
circumstances … 

I had only an hour until my mom arrived from the airport, ready to help me 
transition into my new, soon-to-be-divorced life. I had so much more 
unpacking to do. I was having trouble getting organized. My mind felt fuzzy 
and the only thing I seemed to accomplish was making circle patterns in the 
carpet around the boxes. 

I hopped in the shower before mom arrived and we would have to hurry off to 
pick up my daughter Holly from school. I turned the heater up to full blast so I 
could be greeted with warm air after my shower. As I stood by the floor heater, 
towel-drying my hair, the fumes from the oil-based paint trimming all the 
woodwork seemed to reek. I felt nauseous. It was impossible to focus, and my 
vision was off. All of a sudden the room began to whirl and my heart was 
pounding. I attempted to lie down, but it made things worse. Right then the 
airporter bus arrived with my mom. I tried to pull it together but was only able 
to stagger to the door. I barely remember seeing her. “Take me to the hospital,” 
were my greeting words. 

When we got into my new car, mom couldn’t figure out how to drive it. We 
made it around the block and landed at my daughter’s school. We got there 
just in time for me to stagger, like a half-dead person, to the office, where I 
promptly passed out on the floor. The next thing I remember, I was being put in 
an ambulance right as the first graders were dismissed. My poor daughter had 
to witness her mother being carted off in an ambulance.  
  
After six hours on an IV, just about the only thing I learned from the time spent 
in the emergency room was that I had apparently been poisoned. They 
explained that when the molecules of the oil-based paint got heated up 
(circulating through my forced-air heating), they became very volatile and toxic. 
They released me from the hospital with fistfuls of pills and no clue as to what 
to expect. I was a complete mess, and no one told me that I would continue to 
get much sicker.  

Oh, yes, they did tell me one other thing. I wasn’t allowed to go back home to 
breathe the paint fumes, and I couldn’t be left unattended. My mom stayed at 
the house with Holly. No one turned the heater on after that. As for me, off I 



went to stay with my soon-to-be-ex-husband. How strange was that? The third 
night of my long-envisioned freedom, and there I was at his new bachelor pad, 
with him reluctantly taking care of me. 

Oh, how I wanted God to level that man! I had wished that, countless times. I 
had to finally end our marriage, against his wishes. I had no other choice it 
seemed. Nothing would give me the kind of repentance I wanted from him 
after the brief encounter with marital unfaithfulness that happened many years 
earlier with a supposed “friend”.  

This had so devastated me; I just never seemed to be able to forgive him. How 
did it turn out that once again I was the one leveled! Nothing was turning out 
the way I had planned. Nothing! 

3. Health To My Body, Nourishment To My Bones … 
Clinging To The Lifeline Of Scriptures 

It was 1996 and it seemed like all the doctors I encountered didn’t know much 
about how to deal with paint poisoning. Despite the generous amounts of 
drugs being prescribed to me, I continued to get more and more sick. As each 
layer of toxic overload bombarded me like a tsunami wave, more and more 
systems in my body became overwhelmed and eventually shut down. My 
entire endocrine system went on tilt and my symptoms went from intense to 
bizarre.  

At one point I was so ill I couldn’t even open my eyes, and I was so weak that 
other people had to feed me. The tide eventually turned, and next came waves 
of feeling like my foot was on the gas and the brakes at the same time. Clearly 
the Western-trained doctors didn’t have the faithful formula to impact my 
condition. There were days that I just clung on barely making it through, minute 
by minute. The most peculiar symptom of all was re-experiencing old 
sunburns. Day after day I never made it outside because I could only lie in my 
bed and stare at the ceiling. No one said anything about old sunburns 
resurfacing. What was that all about? No one said much about anything. 
Nothing made much sense. 

As I lay there day after day not knowing how I would ever be able to care for 
my daughter, function, work, or pay my bills, I had nowhere to turn. There was 



no absolute authority who could tell me what pill or supplement would work. 
My life got very simple. I clung to two scriptures, which I repeated over and 
over, because that was all I could do. Those words, that I clung to, became 
nourishment and elixirs to my soul. 

Have you ever noticed God using certain scriptures as major threads in the 
weaving of the tapestry of your life? The same artist’s hand that molds us like 
clay, weaves words from scriptures to reveal truths that are breathed into our 
lives and our very beings.  

When I stand back and look at the already-completed portions of the tapestry 
of my life, I can see the depths of specific scriptures, emerging into something 
very profound.  

There are several specific junctures in my life where God has woven His 
beautiful words into three dimensions.  

The two scriptures that deeply spoke to me when I was so ill, have continued to 
be woven in and through the backdrop of my life ever since.   

The first of the two scriptures came to me several years earlier. The first time 
this particular scripture deeply resonated with me it began as a whisper. This 
second time, it was almost audible. 

"Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own 
understanding. In all your ways acknowledge him, and he will make 
your paths straight.  
Do not be wise in your own eyes; fear the Lord and shun evil.  
This will bring health to your body and nourishment to your bones 
(Proverbs 3:5-8 NIV).” 

The second scripture was clearly my daily bread. I would feed off of it 
whenever I was sleepless, anxious or fearful (which meant several times, day 
and night!):  

“Let the Lord have all your worries and cares, for He is always thinking 
about you and watching everything that concerns you (1 Peter 5:7 
NIV).” 



Very slowly things began to change. I just lay there day after day clinging to the 
mental raft of those scriptures, waiting on God’s promises for me. There was no 
one other and nowhere else to put my hope. I knew that God was able and 
faithful.  

As I lay there (FLASHBACK, ten years before Shop Girl) after being poisoned, 
extremely weak and weary, waiting on God's promises for me, I exercised my 
faith as I reflected on all the incredible spiritual adventures and growth God 
had taken me through in the past.  

In that intense healing time it was as though I was purging a long toxic past. It 
was during this time that I discovered the power of eating foods the way God 
created them.  

I felt quietly and steadily led to discover the divine healing abilities my body 
could have when I nourished myself on the vital foods that come to us—organic 
and PURE from nature. I learned how to make and drink fresh raw juices and 
was intuitively learning how to feed my body on a cellular level.  

Eating foods that God created, fresh and organic, were a part of my healing. 
However, a new deeper hunger and thirst began to rise up in me; a thirst for 
God’s deeply healing spiritual words. So I drank in scriptures and prayed daily.  

Quietly and steadily God kept weaving the plans that Spirit had for me. 
Transforming, spirit-filled, scriptural words were being infused into the core of 
my being like a spiritual IV drip for my soul. This was the greatest medicine to 
heal me. Something about having gaping emotional, physical, spiritual and 
psychological wounds open meant I was able to absorb scripture in a way that 
has never been that powerful before or since. The biblical words truly came 
alive and active; a healing salve to my hurting soul. 

I continue to look back and see that just as God promised me, I have grown in 
spiritual ways and not because I consciously tried to do anything. I was 
incapable. Instead I was being transformed on the inside by the master weaver, 
stitching together the threads of my life into an unrecognizable tapestry.  

All I know is that it took me getting completely leveled, unable to do, or think, 
or try. Only able to seek and cry out, in my brokenness I heard this scripture 
impressed on my soul: 



4. Lean Not On Your Own Understanding 

Another way I drew strength as I recovered was from remembering the many 
times God had done amazing things in my life.  

(FLASHBACK, 1995) I experienced the mighty hand of God radically move me 
and shake me when I had been a Christian for about six years. I was at a Bible 
study one night and stood up and confessed to the group that all the homeless 
people, especially the teens on the streets downtown, scared me. I told them I 
resented their presence there and that I had no desire to reach out to them. I 
said, “Hey I’m almost 40. How would I even strike up a conversation with them? 
What would I say? ‘Hey how’s your latest tattoo or got any new piercings?’” I 
just didn’t get it and I didn’t want to get it. They bugged me and made me feel 
scared. 

A few days later as I walked into the Gap store there were three homeless kids 
sitting on the sidewalk. Again I thought, “How would I even start a 
conversation?” Right then one of the girls looked up at me and said: “Hi, how 
are you?”  I thought, “Very funny, Lord, she started the conversation!”  

Very quietly and for the first time, in a whisper almost too faint to recognize, 
God wove something on my heart… The scripture that is now so dear to me: 

"Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own 
understanding 
(Proverbs 3:5 NIV).” 
own understanding...”  

I felt compelled to sit down there with them on the sidewalk. 

“Hey, how’s it going?” I hard-heartedly asked. “What’s up? I don’t get it. Why 
are there so many of you kids homeless and on the streets these days?” 

“For I know the plans I have for you," declares the LORD , "plans to prosper you  and not to 
harm you, plans to   give you hope and a future. Then you will call upon me and come and 
pray to me, and I will listen to you. You will seek me and find me when you seek me with all 
your heart. I will be found by you,” declares the LORD , "and will bring you back from 
captivity (Jeremiah 29 NIV).”   



I ended up buying them hot dogs off the hot dog cart and talked to them for a 
couple of hours. I suddenly had to go, as I realized I had a massage client 
coming soon. I cried all the way to work. How did that conversation manage to 
silently crack both my stance and heart? 

Who or what played the part of the invisible magician? How did He do that? 
Wasn’t it only hours ago that I professed to a group that I had no desire … 
Whose desire was it? Where and how did that desire to know, listen, care, and 
feel get morphed? 

When the new client arrived, I apologized for my tear-stained face and 
explained about the impact of my encounter. She said: “Hey no problem, I’m 
the teen outreach manager for downtown! I understand!” Now what are the 
chances of that? 

A couple of days passed and when I next drove downtown, there on the 
sidewalk I saw a mom with her two-year-old, who was taking her nap, lying on 
the concrete. I was so stunned. My own 4-year-old was home having her nap in 
her cozy bed, in her very own room, over-filled with toys and “stuff.”  

Half frantic, I plunged down on the concrete and began urgently seeing what 
they might need. “Why are you here with your child? What do you need? Can I 
help you in any way?” I felt intense grief in my chest as I scrambled about trying 
to stir up solutions to this pathetic sidewalk scene. The mom who spoke to me 
behind a gum-lined grimace (because she had lost all her top teeth from years 
on drugs), was leery of my presence. 

“We are fine and don’t need anything,” she said abruptly. After much time and 
my continued pressing she reluctantly said, “Well maybe I can use a toy for my 
daughter.” I went home deeply disturbed. 

That night, in the middle of the night, my daughter’s wind-up toy that was in 
the shape of a pretend TV, went off and began playing the tune of Row, Row, 
Row Your Boat. It woke us all up. How odd. It wasn’t battery operated. It seemed 
to wind itself down. We all went back to sleep and then it did it again! 

Ouw-eee-ouw! That was bizarre. Lord is that you, I wondered? Are you trying to 
tell me to take this toy to the little girl?  



The next day, as soon as I could, I packed up some kid snacks and headed 
down with the toy under my arm. This time when I arrived, the little girl was 
awake. She had a bad case of poison oak all over her face, as they had slept in 
the bushes the night before.  

I got to meet the boyfriend who had all kinds of dark and scary tattoos all up 
and down his arms. Again they seemed very leery of me. In time I found out 
that the mom had already had one child taken away from her and they thought 
I worked for child protection services. 

I went home and told my neighbors what I had experienced. They were sales 
reps for a shoe company and had some old shoe samples that they gave me. 
The next day I went downtown with poison oak medicine and a pair of shoes 
for the scary boyfriend.  

“Here are some shoes for you,” I said handing them to the scary boyfriend. 
“Thank you ma’am, you’ve been more than kind,” he responded in a slightly 
southern accent.   

Well, that made my day, made my week, made my heart soar! Then I became 
interested in him, tattoos and all.  

The next day I went down and took them all out to lunch. "How do you like your 
lives on the streets?" The boyfriend replied, "I love my freedom." I naively 
asked, “Freedom from what?” He hesitantly responded, “I've just been released 
from four years in prison.”  

I just sat there and wept. They looked at me as if I had just landed from the 
moon. All of a sudden I realized my heart was filled with God’s compassion for 
these homeless and runaway children of His. Again I was amazed to ponder 
that only days earlier I stood up and confessed with my hard heart how 
uninterested and scared of these people I was. 

God’s ways are not our ways. Something impressed on me to go to the largest 
church in the county, which I was not a member of, and tell the pastor what I 
was experiencing. In prayerful speed and poise that church embraced me and 
gave me a nonprofit ministry that later was called Team Action. For the next 
year and a half I was on the streets downtown working with all kinds of 
homeless and runaway kids and one of my best friends was right there with 
me, by my side. 



That was the most incredible year of my life watching the miracle of how God 
moves and works. It was so absolutely thrilling to be “anointed” and used by 
God. I felt as if I had been picked up and plunked down in a position that I had 
no desire to participate in and had my hard heart magically turned into a heart 
of compassion. All of it was yet another amazing experience of God’s hand on 
my life. I have so many stories from those days on the streets. 

  

(FLASHBACK) This was the original brochure for TEAM ACTION 

“Show me Your  ways, O Lord: Teach me Your paths. Lead me in Your 
truth and teach me…(Psalm 25:4-5 NKJV)” 

“For my thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are your 
ways my ways,” declares the Lord.“  heavens are higher than 
the earth, so are my ways higher than your ways and my 
thoughts than  your thoughts. (Isaiah 55:8-9 NIV)



5. The Love of God 
“Love must be sincere … ” 

I saw God do so many awesome things to pour out His love and compassion 
on people. It was the greatest honor I have ever had to be in the middle of 
God’s grace like that. Although this ministry I was given focused mainly on 
youth, there was one particular person that stood out on the streets that I 
sensed we were supposed to minister to.  

Jake was straddling his forties. His wind-and-sun-dried face was laden with 
deep crusty wrinkles. His hands were coarse and splitting at the tips. He had 
thin oily hair pulled back in a scrawny ponytail and a wiry gray beard that 
framed his thin face. He was no stranger to hard times. 

I first saw him sitting on the sidewalk panhandling with a cardboard sign that 
included something about God on it. Normally that would make me suspicious, 
only he was actually reading his Bible. I sensed a curiosity well up in me and 
once again I found myself on the sidewalk doing an interview. It was yet 
another “divine appointment!”  

After Jake’s wife died of a heroin overdose, the ensuing depression of losing 
his life mate took him all the way down to life on the streets. I began to see him 
daily when I went down to commune with the “street kids.” 

It was nearing Christmas-time and downtown seemed particularly busy. Amidst 
the business of people possessed with packages and purchasing, I found Jake 
more broken than I had seen him. There was a sense of deep despair. He had 
lost his contact lenses and was now legally blind. His faith was a mere flicker 
and he slumped deeply into a dark depression.  

I just could not shake the look in his deeply sunken eyes. He reminded me of a 
rodent scratching in a furious circle trying to dig for something lost or buried. 
He seemed to go between lifelessness and an anxiousness to go chase his tail. 
He was scrambling to retrace his steps, looking for something so small and 
fragile. 

A couple of days later at a Team Action board meeting it seemed natural to 
add Jake into the mix of prayers offered up for those we had befriended on the 
streets.          



The list was growing each time we met. There were both younger kids and 
older kids added weekly in our thoughts and prayers. The youngest child 
wasn’t born yet and the oldest child was Jake. Jake. Jake. He seemed to be 
everywhere in the quiet of my mind.  

When I told the board members how he had lost his contact lenses and the 
agitated state that put him in, it instantly became a group concern. After all, he 
was a brother in Christ, despite his circumstances. We had just been graced 
with several offers from various community members to provide services for 
the kids we were working with. One such tithe came from an eye doctor. I went 
to see him the next day. He was more than eager to help. 

The needs would come in and then just as swiftly the provision would follow. I 
watched it over and over. This invisible blessing hand of provision, sweeping 
across the corridors of time, was always behind the scenes picking up, carrying, 
clearing away, giving, and sending forth.  

It was just so exciting to actually have a real doctor ready, able and willing to 
see Jake. I couldn’t wait to go tell him there was a tangible form of help. 

Jake’s appointment was for Friday morning. Fridays we provided a hot lunch 
for the homeless high-schoolers. I remember being eager to clean up so I 
could go find Jake and see how it went. Jake wasn’t in his usual spot. I finally 
found him on the steps of the post office. Apparently this had become his new 
panhandling spot. I was convinced that God’s hand was all over this situation 
so I eagerly expected to hear all kinds of praise reports from Jake. Instead he 
was quite blasé about the whole thing.  

“Sure, it was nice of the doc to check my eyes out, but he won’t let me wear 
contacts because of the risk of infection because I live on the streets. The 
prescription for the glasses he wrote out for me will cost three hundred bucks.” 
So I just hung with him on the steps to the post office as people came and 
went. 

He filled me in on more of the details of his life story. I asked a thousand 
questions about this and that, and we started talking about God. I’ve never 
hung out with someone that long while they were “working the streets.” His 
stained cardboard sign was out with a small offering cup. It was silly of me, but 
it felt like I was distracting him from his “work.” 



“Maybe I should go because people might not stop if I’m here.” To that he 
responded with, “God will provide for me whether you are standing here or 
not.”  

I kid you not, right at that exact moment, as if cued from off stage left, a man 
came up to Jake and handed him eight hundred-dollar bills. Eight hundred, 
yup that’s what I said. Eight hundred clams, just like that! The guy said he had 
just gotten an inheritance and God had told him to give Jake eight hundred 
bills.  

I saw it! Jake and I were stunned. The timing was surreal! Jake hugged me and 
twirled me around. I didn’t even care that he stank and got his griminess all 
over my clothes. This hug he gave me was the definition of: rejoice!  

I watched as he groped his way across the street to fill his eyeglass 
prescription. A day or so later I spotted him on the street and as I approached 
him he said: “Oh, so that is what you really look like.” His hair was still greasy 
and the cigarette stench was still there but he was wearing a brand new shirt 
and crisp new pants that still had the tags on them. The rains had begun and all 
that week and part of the next he had a warm dry hotel bed every night and a 
shower to follow each morning. 

I will never forget looking into Jake’s eyes through his new lenses. There was 
something so special we shared. Despite the fact that I got to go home every 
night to my family, my cozy home and eat whatever I wanted and he was a 
homeless guy with nothing and nobody, we had this bond. This bond 
transcended the usual. We had witnessed the hand of God’s mercy and grace 
reach in-between the ethers into our realm. I looked at him and he at me and 
we both knew that we knew, that despite our circumstances, God knows, cares, 
and loves because that is who He is. We got to witness that!!! 

“Love must be sincere. Hate what is evil; cling to what is good. Be devoted 
to one another in brotherly love. Honor one another above yourselves. 
Never be lacking in zeal, but keep your spiritual fervor, serving the Lord. Be 
joyful in hope, patient  in affliction, faithful in prayer. Share with God’s 
people who are in need. (Romans 12:9-13 NIV)



6. The Lost and Found 
“Who shall separate us from the love of Christ?…” 

One of my favorite stories was when the church gave me a referral call from a 
grandmother in Oklahoma who was searching for her runaway grandson, who 
she believed was living on the streets in Santa Cruz.  

She asked “Could I send a picture of him so you can try and find him?” She also 
sent a letter for me to deliver to him. I said, “Well, that would be like trying to 
find a needle in a haystack, but God can find him!”  

I met with the team and someone prayed that God would put Micah in my 
path … 

I took the photo downtown and showed it to Jake and other street contacts. 
Later that night I got a call that said Micah had been spotted. I raced right 
down. I went to my contacts and asked if they had spotted him recently and 
was told that the next person coming down the street (who would literally walk 
right in front of my path) was Micah. Here came a tall lanky teen with bleached 
hair, licking an ice cream.  

I excitedly clutched the letter from his grandma, my heart pounding and waited 
for him to step across my path. I was thinking it would just blow his mind that 
out of the night air a stranger would step up and know his name and hand him 
a letter from his grandma. True to form, he didn’t even miss a lick on his ice 
cream. He acted like this sort of thing happens every day! Talk about 
anticlimactic! He read the letter from his grandma and very nonchalantly 
bummed phone money from me (pre cell phone days).  

“Well, that was that,” I thought, still amazed myself, but I chalked it up to yet 
another one of God’s many surprises. Two days later I got a phone call from his 
grandma who was in tears with thanksgiving. She was in town at a hotel with 
him and said this was his first shower in weeks and he had walking pneumonia. 
She was so relieved to find him before his sickness got worse. 

(FLASHBACK)  In those really desperate, sick days (1997) when I clung to 
God’s promises, I reflected on those days on the streets (in 1995) and all I had 



been blessed to be part of and to witness. God had honored me with His 
presence, peace, love, and grace countless times.   
I knew God would rescue me from my pit of despair, sickness, and sorrow 
when I was so down and out at the time of my separation. I believed He was 
who He had always been and who He will always be. 

As I lay there recovering from being poisoned, and slowly eked my way back 
into the land of the living, I would receive impressions or inspirations about 
what to eat and what foods to combine with what. At first I would scribble 
down these recipe inspirations and then go in the kitchen and try and whip 
them into form. Sometimes the recipes would come so fast I had to scribble 
them on sticky-notes or the back sides of envelopes or anything handy in the 
kitchen, otherwise the details would escape me.  

Eventually I collected all the scraps of paper and typed them into my computer. 
Friends who had seen me in my worst states wondered what I was doing to 
continue in my upward recovery. Others would stop over and step into my 
kitchen laboratory and managed to become human, vegan guinea pigs.  

Word spread and people wanted me to email them my recipes or come over 
and watch me make these inspired creations. Little by little I continued to type 
them up along with the research I was doing discovering how to heal using a 
mostly vegan, raw-foods diet. 

In that healing and recovery time God taught me many things on many levels. I 
had a deep conviction about my unresolved anger and the ways I had blasted 
my husband with that hurt. I would go in and out of feeling and owning the 
part of me that was inflicting pain back at him out of my hurt. Sometimes it was 
very clear to me that my response was “sinful” but honestly most of the time I 
felt pretty justified with my outrage after all his betrayal, lies and devaluing, 
especially since he didn’t seem to have much remorse or true repentance. He 
mainly seemed numb which only seemed to ignite more outrage in me! 

I had been so smitten with him the first several years, projecting all my young 
girl hopes and dreams on him. In actuality, I was much like a “tick on a dog” 
with him … and he much the same with me. We had both come from our 
varied dysfunctional backgrounds embracing our multifaceted, deeply buried, 
wounds. In time the yumminess of a new relationship gave way to the little 
underlying irritations that spilled into toxic projections and knee- jerk reactions. 



You know the story. Boy who grew up with a dad that never validated him, and, 
worse, tore him down. You know, boy with dad who told him that when he fell 
down he didn’t really feel what he felt and that big boys don’t cry.                             
Boy who grew up never feeling adequate, meets girl whose dad had multiple 
affairs and overtly looked at her and all women as sex objects. Girl whose self-
absorbed dad abandons his marriage and family to chase after his lustful 
desires. Girl who spends a lot of time wondering whether she is pretty enough, 
smart enough, interesting enough, sexy enough, funny enough, thin enough. 

The mixed emotions of the devastation of my marriage unraveling at the same 
time that I was leveled spiritually and physically, made me rethink things. The 
phrase “God hates divorce” echoed in my ears. That seemed to be the mantra 
coming out of all the concerned Christians in my life.  

The old insecure worries crept back in amidst our twisted tick-like love for one 
another. We were two people who came together out of not feeling whole (not 
validated in our families, not seen for who we truly were, not valued, not heard, 
etc.). We approached our relationship like a tick on a dog, sucking the life-
blood out of each other; trying to get nourishment and not having anything to 
give back. The trouble with that was there was no dog. Instead there were 
these two thirsty ticks sucking off an imaginary dog!   

When I got poisoned, I became even more needy and dependent. So I jumped 
back on the invisible dog and began sucking away and he jumped back on 
with me. When I was so deathly ill and my life was so totally out of control, not 
knowing if and when I could work again, I hit complete fear and panic at the 
thought of facing life without him. The need to be loved and cared for was so 
intense that I plunged head-first back into the cesspool of my unhealed, toxic 
relationship. 

I wasn’t as naive as I was before I found out about his affair. Before the affair, 
when I sensed my man pulling away from me, I made decisions based solely on 
what I thought HE wanted or what HE liked. I didn’t want to inconvenience him 
with my needs or offer any strong opinions that might conflict with his. 

I was in a new phase at this point, yet once again, looking for reassurance. I 
found myself clinging to my man, even though I knew Christ, still hoping that 
he would make me feel secure in the world, in our relationship and in myself. 
Once again I was trying to re-arrange the chess pieces on the board game of 
life, still trying to somehow make the marriage work out the way I had always 



fantasized it would. So after fourteen months of separation we decided to give 
it another round on the chess board … ticks and all! 

7. Beach Fest Four Years Later…2001  

The Sunday prior to the terrorist attacks (Sept.11, 2001) a sermon was given by 
one of the senior pastors at my church. Three weeks prior, he and his wife had 
just lost their 8 month in-utero baby for no clear apparent reason. The topic of 
his sermon that morning was “How To Overcome Anything." He began by 
saying that when he scheduled this sermon he had no idea he would have to 
live it! It was a powerful teaching and I came away with the notion that: “God 
will give you what you need when you need it.” Somehow that message had 
been deeply impressed on my heart. 

Two weeks after the huge shake-up in the nation, Luis Palau was scheduled to 
hold a huge Christian Evangelical event called Beach Fest Santa Cruz (in my 
community). This event had been planned for at least a year and the entire 
church community was actively involved and excited. As this event came so 
closely on the heels of the Sept. 11 attacks no one knew how many people 
would want to venture out into a large crowd. More than 50,000 people 
attended that weekend, which was such a glorious thing to behold. The 
weekend was spectacular except for one huge tragedy - to a local family 
headed home from the festivities on Saturday night. The word came over the 
PA the next day at Beach Fest: 

A major car accident had occurred. A female drunk driver had hit the car of this 
family killing the two daughters ages 14 and 16. Both parents were 

“And we know that in all things God works for the good of those 
who 
love Him…” 

“What then shall we say in response to this...” 

“Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will 
fear no evil, for you are with me…”



hospitalized. You can imagine the hush that fell on the crowd as every head 
bowed to pray. 

All week as I thought about this family, I felt such compassion for them, as did 
most people I talked with. The woman’s name sounded familiar to me but I 
couldn’t place where I had heard it before. The world news kept pouring in and 
seemed to weave in and out of my thoughts of their tragedy. So many losses all 
in such a short period of time. 

The Thursday after Beach Fest, I got such a clear prompting to go to the 
hospital to see the couple that had survived the fatal car accident in which their 
daughters died. That made absolutely no sense to me. Why would I go there? 
To do what? Yet, I could not deny the very clear, peaceful, effortlessness in this 
prompting, even though I tried immature bargaining.  

On the way to the hospital I made a declaration to God. “OK, if there isn’t a 
parking space I’ll take that to mean I really wasn’t supposed to go after all.” I 
half wanted an out and yet I have experienced God’s promptings before. Wild 
horses can’t stop the irresistible nature of these promptings. The pull forward 
was very strong. 

There it was … a front row parking space just waiting for me! Logically it made 
no sense to me to show up at the hospital as a stranger to this couple amidst 
their grief and injuries. Yet the promptings were undeniable. All the way there I 
was praying and the calm remained. When I checked in at the nurses’ station, a 
nurse that should have gone home hours ago said: “I’m sorry but this couple 
has been receiving so many visitors today, they just need to rest but you are 
welcome to write something on the butcher paper taped to their door.” So I 
wrote: “Dear brother and sister in Christ, you don’t know me but I feel led to 
share a scripture I keep hearing.”   

“Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding.” 

Since it made no logical sense for me to be at the hospital, it dawned on me 
that God was telling that scripture to me!  

I felt someone standing behind me watching and reading what I was writing. 
And when I turned around it was the father of the girls, Dan! He held his arms 
open wide and embraced me with a big hug. How could it be that this man, 
who had just lost his daughters, was ministering to me? I was confounded and 



awkwardly expressed how I believed God had prompted me to be there but I 
wasn’t sure why. 

He quietly reassured me and said, “Trust in those promptings.” I continued in 
bewilderment, “I’m not sure if I was supposed to come and just share this 
scripture or maybe offer you both massage.” “Let me check with my wife,” was 
his response.  

I didn’t really mean right then … I don’t know what I meant. I was just 
completely geeky and awkward. He quickly went in and came back out and 
said … “Yes please go in.” 

I wasn’t at all prepared to go in there. After all she had just lost her two 
daughters. She had a broken hip and three broken ribs. It was the oddest thing 
… I wasn’t prepared and yet I knew for a fact, even when I climbed the stairs to 
the floor where their room was, that I would be going in there … as if there 
were two lives being lived in me simultaneously. The fleshly life that says, no 
way, this makes no sense. I’m scared. This is weird. And the spirit-filled life that 
says … way! My way! 

When I walked in the room, Dan’s wife Lynn said: “Oh, Robyn, it’s my massage 
therapist!” I had no idea that I knew her until that moment! Sitting beside her 
was my friend Lena who over a year ago had pitched in with another friend and 
purchased a massage gift certificate for Lynn to celebrate her birthday. When 
Lynn came for that massage we had a wonderful connection. That was the only 
time I had ever met her until this moment at the hospital. 

I was able to stay and give her a massage and then to return every other day 
until she left the hospital. God’s peace, grace and love surrounding them was 
“beyond all understanding!” There have been plenty of times when other 
people have been used by God to bless and comfort me and then there have 
been times when I have been moved out of my comfort zone to be used as an 
extension of God’s hands and heart to bless others.  

Here was a situation no parent would ever want to find themselves in, and yet 
despite this tragedy, God was using me and others to provide them with what 
they needed when they needed it. At the same time, God was personally 
speaking to my fears and showing me that no matter what lies ahead for me, or 
any of us in the days to come, He will provide us with what we need when we 



need it. God is that awesome as He moves us to minister to one another while 
weaving all things together for good. 

The first year of knowing Lynn I gave her massages regularly; first at her house 
and then once she felt brave enough to drive again, she would come to mine. 
When she first started coming to my house Holly was about 10. I remember 
consciously gathering up Holly’s toys and making sure the door to her 
bedroom was closed when Lynn was there. I didn’t want Lynn to have to bump 
up against any reminders of the sweetness of little girls. It seemed like I went 
out of my way to keep those two apart. But somehow, Lynn being the magnet 
to little girls that she is, managed to make a lovely heart friendship with Holly. 
So I quit trying to control it and found that they enjoyed spending time 
together. Together they dabbled in various art mediums and seemed to settle 
on water-color. I think it became therapy for both of them. 

While Holly and Lynn dabbled in art at the kitchen table I continued in my 
kitchen laboratory creating food art. Lynn was willing to taste-test anything 
from green drinks to chocolate pudding made from avocados. I continued 
writing down all the new concoctions and creations that came to me as 
impressions in my mind. The impressions would come in the middle of the 
night, first thing in the morning, in the shower or while I was driving. Eventually, 
I had to keep scraps of paper handy wherever I went. I would whip the 
ingredients up in my head and taste-test them in my inner palate. If they 
worked on the three-dimensional form after getting kids’ and several friends’ 
approval, then the recipe would make its way into my computer file. More and 
more friends along the way asked for the recipes or wanted to come to a 
“class” to learn. By the time I met Lynn I had written a self-published book of 
mostly raw, with some cooked, foods that I believed helped me to fuel my 
body in a vital way. I also included in my book all the helpful information and 
research I had gleaned in my journey back to vibrant health. Initially my classes 
continued to grow through word of mouth from friends who had witnessed 
firsthand the amazing recovery I had eating mostly raw, with some cooked 
organic foods.  

At first Lynn came to my classes just to learn and spread her wings back out 
into the world. It was part of her recovery. Sometimes she would hide behind 

“And we know that in all things God works for the good of those who love 
Him, who have been called according to His purpose (Romans 8:28 NIV).” 

“What then shall we say in response to this?  If God is for us, who can be 
against us? (Romans 8:31 NIV).”



her mechanical eye, casually taking photos during the workshops. Now these 
photographs are in my book, RawSome Recipes.  

8. The Healing Power of Prayers 
Let your gentleness be evident to all. The Lord is near…” 

I have watched over time as God continues to heal Dan and Lynn. Traversing 
up and down the tear-stained paths of the loss of their girls has taken them into 
territory that few people in their life can relate to and all don’t envy. Sometimes 
the wounds gape open and the medicine is strong. Other times there are signs 
of new growth like spring flowers that poke their way through once-icy ground. 

I can clearly remember the second time I went to visit Lynn at the hospital. I 
stood behind her inclined hospital bed gently stroking her hair and 
unconsciously anointing her forehead with lavender-scented massage oil. Her 
broken hip was aching and I didn’t dare massage too close to the 
inflammation. In her drug-induced dreamy state she spoke slowly and softly. 
She wanted to pray out loud with me for Lisa, the woman who had mixed drugs 
with alcohol and thought nothing of racing home with her 2- and 3-year-old 
children in the car the night she killed the Wagner girls. 

From the first time I stepped in her room, there was always this amazing peace 
that “transcended all understanding.” Lynn’s heart and mind from day one 
seemed to constantly return to God. I had never witnessed anything like this. I 
found myself drawn to Lynn’s gentleness and this healing process she was in. 
From the first promptings to the present time, God has lured me into one of 
the most precious relationships of my life. 

A year and a half had passed since the accident. I returned from a wonderful 
writer’s conference to find that Dan and Lynn had been doing some writing 
themselves. In my absence they had written a letter to Lisa in prison. Dan 
explained the gospel and assured Lisa that God had forgiven her. He 
encouraged her to receive Him and told her they were praying for her. I also 
returned to the glorious news of Lisa’s letter back to them. She stated that 
surely God had answered both of their prayers as she had indeed accepted 
Him and had also prayed that He would open a way for her to tell them that!  

“Let your gentleness be evident to all. The Lord is near. Do not be 
anxious about anything, but in everything, by prayer and petition, 
with thanksgiving, present your requests to God. And the peace of 
God, which transcends all understanding, will guard your hearts 
and your minds in Christ Jesus (Philippians 4:5-7 NIV).”



I came to find out that my favorite scripture below is also Lynn’s favorite 
scripture that God weaves in and amongst the backdrop of her life as well.  

“Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own 
understanding:  In all your ways acknowledge Him, and He will make your 
paths straight. Do not be wise in your own eyes; fear the Lord and shun 
evil. This will bring health to your body and nourishment to your bones. 

Lynn is an artist and she made this for me.



9. Shattered  
As time passed God kept weaving Dan and Lynn into different parts of my life. 
Lynn continued to show up at various RawSome Recipes events with her 
camera. Random opportunities opened up for the three of us to work together 
as a team, including getting to do two live radio interviews. Also, Lynn and I got 
to give our testimony at a women’s retreat where I was asked to be a speaker 
sharing RawSome Recipes. Dan took on the task of technical support as I 
wrapped up writing the third edition of RawSome Recipes as well as wearing 
the hat of being my electronic bookkeeper.  

An opportunity came for me to go to Dallas, Texas to an international culinary 
convention. Dan and Lynn decided to come with me. I took classes with well-
known chefs, learned how to arm wrestle with knives better, even found the 
photographer who ended up doing the cover photo for my book. But it wasn’t 
until I was tucked up against the window on the plane ride home, where I 
realized something deeper I found and something painful I had lost. Spending 
those days with Dan and Lynn I watched how a faithful husband loves his 
faithful wife and vice versa. 

Little gestures touched deep buried places in my heart and soul. Even when 
Dan would open doors for me I felt little curious prickling inside of me. Pressed 
up against the chilliness of the airplane window I sobered up about the reality 
of my marriage, as tears ran unhindered down my cheeks. 

I realized how much I longed to be cared about like Dan cares for Lynn. I 
realized how little mutual respect was left in my marriage. I missed and ached 
for the dream of having a loving marriage like these two missed their girls and 
the life they had planned ahead of them watching them grow up, maybe get 
married and someday make them grandparents. It wasn’t going to happen for 
them and I realized it wasn’t going to happen for me in this marriage. And in 
that moment the illusion of what I had, shattered.  

Not long after we returned from Dallas, Holly was home, sick with the flu and 
we had on The Oprah Program. She had Amber Fry as her guest that day. 
Amber was the girlfriend of Scott Peterson who was convicted for murdering 
his pregnant wife.  

My husband walked in the room right when Amber said something like: “Not 
only did he cheat on his wife with me but while he was seeing me he was 
flirting with his sister’s babysitter.”  



“What a jerk!” Holly blurted out.  

“Yeah!” said my husband and added more comments in agreement as if he 
was not an adulterer himself.  

I remember thinking at the time that he had just created an illusion in Holly’s 
image and reality of him as her dad.  

(FLASHBACK) Oprah went on a commercial break and I instantly transported 
via a flashback, to two related memories. The first daydream flashback, time-
traveling back through my memory landscape landed me to a scene, early on 
in our relationship when we had only been living together for less than a year.  

I was still so very much in love with him. I had gone on a trip for a week and the 
night I returned the phone rang and there was a female voice asking to speak 
with my then live-in boyfriend. I gave him the receiver and I noticed he began 
acting kind of squirmy.  

When he got off the phone he said: “The reason I was acting so weird on the 
phone was cuz that was a woman from my math class calling for some info and 
I didn’t want you to get the wrong idea. I was concerned about what you might 
think.”  

That set a grand illusion in my mind. At that time I took his words at face value 
and decided: “Phew, I can relax and trust this man with women and my 
girlfriends. Such a relief he is that considerate, thinking about how this phone 
call could make me feel insecure or threatened.”  

I figured any guy who could get out of himself to imagine how I might be 
feeling was the kind of guy I could really trust and commit to. It only deepened 
how I felt about him and where I put my safety and trust. After all, I had no 
reason to doubt or mistrust him. So I saw him through naive and deceived 
eyes. 

It wasn’t until a couple of months after his affair, (FLASHBACK, eight years after 
that phone call) that I found out the truth about what was behind that 
conversation. The next stop on my journey transported back in time, landed me 
to six weeks after I had found out about the affair.  



(FLASHBACK) I was completely unzipped. In the midst of my world shattering, 
we moved off the island of Hawaii and landed in Santa Cruz—a place I knew 
not, with not one friend or family member close by. So while he went off to his 
new job I stayed home in this foreign land trying to put back the shattered 
pieces of my broken, unfamiliar world. As I distracted myself with unpacking 
and setting up a new house, little subconscious memories eked their way up to 
the surface.  

Out of nowhere, while unpacking a box of photo albums, as if a dark cloud just 
happened to blow in overhead and dump an unexpected rain on me, I began 
to feel terribly sad about the fact that my husband had never made me dinner. 
That impression just wouldn’t let up. Curious and disquieted at the same time I 
decided to not try and understand why I felt that way but to just allow myself 
full permission to feel what I was feeling …  

Hmm … As I sat with what I was feeling, a jack-in-the box (FLASHBACK) 
memory popped up. I got transported back to the time when that phone call 
happened with the girl from his math class (I was only 23 then, very young and 
trusting).  

Back through the corridors of time something about that memory of the phone 
call began to deeply haunt me. There was an invisible shovel digging up dirt. 
Whose hand was on that shovel? Where was all of this coming from? The 
relentless feeling of a dog on a bone escalated when my husband came home 
that night.  

The jack-in-the box memory popped up unexpectedly, and with sudden 
surprise these words tumbled from my mouth as an outpouring. “What aren’t 
you telling me?” I had no idea what I was saying.  

“Nothing!” was his response.  

“Is there anything else you need to tell me?” I pleaded.  

“NO! Nothing,” he said, looking me in the eyes, yet there was a blankness 
there.  

“Who was that girl from your math-class? What happened?”  

“She was calling for the assignment.” 



More unexpected words tumbled out … “Why have you never made me 
dinner?”  
OK, that was bizarre. “Who said that?” I wondered.  

In my memory of him right then, his countenance was as if he were cowering in 
the corner…  

“OK, OK …” he yelled back. “I had invited her over and had made dinner for 
her and she stood me up and that phone call was her telling me why.”  

I slumped limply on the floor … It wasn’t crazy thinking to ponder why he had 
never made me dinner!  

After I got over my outrage of imagining him using our pots and pans to make 
her dinner in our kitchen … I got why that was so shattering for me. I had lived 
that scene with him in living color and perceived it based on what he told me 
back then. I constructed a safe, loving relationship that I believed in and acted 
accordingly with. I had been in love with an illusion! He wasn’t who he said he 
was. I believed him and based my reality around that. That was one of the 
reasons his affair was so shocking to me. I could believe “my friend” would do 
something like that (betray me with my husband) based on who I could see her 
character to be.  

My husband, however, had been a master at concealing other parts of himself 
from me. How did I miss seeing the truth? I was in many pieces at that moment. 
I did not feel emotionally safe and like I could trust him at all anymore. My heart 
felt like it needed to be in lockdown for survival. I felt very scared and alone. 

Dear Reader:  
If your heart is on lock down and 
you can relate to feeling scared 
and alone in your story, please 
take a moment to hear the words 
to this song.

Click here and let these words 
illuminate your heart and soul.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?time_continue=22&v=azBAF3dObps
https://www.youtube.com/watch?time_continue=22&v=azBAF3dObps
https://www.youtube.com/watch?time_continue=22&v=azBAF3dObps
https://www.youtube.com/watch?time_continue=22&v=azBAF3dObps


10. Like Mother, Like Daughter 

As I came to and snapped out of the fog of that distant memory, the 
commercial break was over and the Oprah show was concluding. Before 
calling it a wrap, there were several bullet points of how to know if you are with 
a man who has a personality disorder. I had never heard the words “personality 
disorder” before, but the points made were very familiar. 

As Holly’s eighth-grade class was winding down for spring break, in a small 
discussion group one morning they were asked the question: “What was the 
most painful thing that ever happened to you?” Holly had a random off-the-cuff 
observation and said she felt split/torn in half at age 6 when I tried to leave my 
marriage (that was when I got poisoned by paint).  

The class discussion prompted her curiosity to discover what had happened to 
cause us to separate (we got back together and lived as a family when she was 
7). So very casually and naively as her dad was driving her to school the next 
morning she inquired: “How come you and mom separated when I was 6?”  

Up until that very moment, my husband had never felt comfortable to say to 
anyone that he had “an affair.” We had just had a fight about that, days before. 
So, I believe, in an attempt to be honest with her, he told her point blank that 
he had had “an affair.” Next stop was school. That was the interchange and the 
door to the car opened, she was dropped off and he drove off to meet me at a 
counseling appointment with a pastor I had been in a Bible study with for the 

past year. 
  
The reason for this appointment was 
because I was an agitated, 
contentious woman to the max. I 
had had it! We had done countless 
sessions with various therapists over 
the years and even did Retrovaille (a 
program for hurting marriages). This 
time the straw was: walking in the 
mall on Holly’s birthday, the three of 
us, and having him do a rubber 
neck, head crank to check out a 
pretty woman.  

This stock photo shows the humiliation on the 
girlfriend’s face.  



  
Once again that twisted knot in my guts combined with sheer embarrassment 
and humiliation. If men could only understand when they do that how other 
women perceive them. Most every woman I know thinks … “What a jerk!” when 
they see a man stare at another women when he is in the company of his 
woman. But truly if men could see that when they look at women either online, 
in magazines or in the mall (or wherever), with lust and the need to be 
validated, they are really creating more holes in their own manhood. And I 
think it is only fair to say that when women dress provocatively to catch the 
attention of men, conversely they are also creating holes in their womanhood. 

We sat at the conference table with an elder and the pastor. I was fuming. How 
many times would we have to keep repeating this very scene? Typically I would 
burst into the room, raging inside. He would remain very quiet, calm and hardly 
say a word. The less he spoke the more I gushed. So like usual, I just looked like 
the contentious woman, without anyone addressing anything deeper. Instead 
the pastor did what I felt at the time was a very condescending thing. He said: 
“Robyn, all men are visual and you just need to get used to that fact.” And I’m 
thinking … “All women are visual except most men are so ugly there is not 
much to look at!” That’s how mad I was! And I’m also thinking …“Why do you 
think women spend all that time getting gorgeous if we aren’t visual? Think 
about how we accessorize and find perfect nail polish colors to match our 
ensembles. Is that not visual?  

So he drew a No. 1 on the blackboard and said: “All men are visual and on 
occasion glance at women passing by. That is normal. No. 2 is when a man 
looks at a woman and does a double-take. No. 3 is when a man fantasizes or 
tries to engage.”  

For whatever reason it seemed as if the pastor wanted to give him the benefit 
of the doubt. Instead he focused on my un-forgiveness and bitterness. I had 
this sick feeling in my guts. Instead of this whole lesson to educate me on how 
visual men are and the 1, 2 and 3 steps to their visual connection with pretty 
women … WHY was there no lesson on how that affected women?  

How come no one is (or was) educating men (him) about how it affects women 
when their husbands ogle at women in front of them? Do they know how it 
disgusts us, makes us feel violated in our core, repulses us sexually towards 
men who do that and makes most of us feel raped when men look at us like 
that? Do men realize how degraded and devalued that makes us feel?  



I was wondering why there wasn’t any education going on that day about how 
his staring at other women shut me down as well as created a huge well of 
visceral ickiness in my guts and mounds of rage and anger in my soul. The 
more misunderstood I felt, the more desperate I became.  

I found myself pleading for them to understand. “There is something really off 
here. If he were a drinker I could show you the empty bottle as proof. I can’t put 
my finger on it but there is something wrong here.”  

To this my husband responded with, “I think you are microscopic and 
hypersensitive. If I do look at a pretty woman it is unconsciously and I don’t 
even know I’m doing it.” 

The session lasted well over an hour and the entire time my husband never 
mentioned that he told our daughter about the affair on the way to school that 
morning. We left the session and still no word on that. The first I heard about it 
came at lunch.  

“Oh yeah, I told Holly today about the affair.”  
“You what?”  
He explained how it came up. “How did she respond?”  
“Oh, she took it great.”  

That was so not what my mother’s intuition was screaming back at me. “That’s 
because she was in shock! You’ll go off to work and when I pick her up from 
school she will come unraveled with me!” And that is exactly what happened.  

She hadn’t even sat down on the seat of my car when she burst out in tears. “I 
don’t want to go home. I never want to see him again!” she exclaimed with 
such an intense combination of pain and confusion. When Holly recounted 
how she found out that her dad had had an affair, I watched her crumble into 
pieces as her reality of him shattered. As her mom, it was very painful to watch 
her internal world get deeply altered. It was like watching myself!  

Then she talked about how she remembered what he said when we were 
watching that Oprah show about Scott Peterson. “I just can’t believe that dad 
would judge him and then now tell me he had an affair.” She wept and wept, 
insisting that we not go home.  



“Holly-girl, let’s 
take a moment 
and breathe and 
I’m gonna pray.” I 
felt so completely 
helpless watching 
her world 
crumble. “What 
would be good 
for you right now? 
Where do you 
want to go?” She 
thought for a 
moment. She 

wanted to go pick up her best friend, Megan. “And can we go over to Lynn and 
Dan’s house?” 

  
Wow, these guys were now officially family in her mind, too! So we scooped up 
her best friend and landed at Dan and Lynn’s house. We all gathered around 

the sobbing Holly, 
sitting huddled up 
on the carpeted 
living-room floor. 
We took turns 
praying and Holly 
seemed to soak up 
every word as she 
sobbed and 
sobbed.  

Very wisely and 
naturally Lynn took 
Holly to her kitchen 
table and got out 

the watercolors and 
some blank white paper. In the calm of the art focus they gently talked 
between brush strokes. Holly painted a picture of pieces of fruit and titled it, 
“The Fruit of the Spirit.”  



Amazingly, in under two hours Holly seemed to take a deep breath and did a 
one-eighty! “OK” she announced. “I’m ready to go home and face dad.”  

“Are you sure?” I asked, many times. “Yup, I’m sure.”  

11. Airport Mania 

Somehow, in short order, we all managed to patch things up and stuff 
emotions back into our interior boxes. Days later we were heading to New York 
to spend Easter week with my husband’s sister and family. On route we had a 
layover in Atlanta. As we were waiting in the crowded seating lounge for our 
next flight, out of the corner of my eye I saw his head crank. First, with an 
extended stare, yet trying to act nonchalant. Second time, a bit more 
compelled to linger longer. Finally in mid crank on the third time returning to 
look at this same woman, I interrupted him.  

“Do you realize you just looked at that woman THREE times!”  

Very slowly, very deliberately with a great big gotcha smirk on his face along 
with a twisted darkness oozing from his whole being, he said to me … “It wasn’t 
three times, it was only twice!” This was clearly sport for him. 

Here was the man who only days earlier, when he was going to counseling with 
me to: “Do whatever it takes to heal our marriage,” said if he looked at women 
it was unconsciously. And now he was correcting me from his very conscious 
mind saying I miscounted, it was only twice!  

I was in Atlanta airport, midway to New York, confused, disjointed, outraged, 
hysterical, exasperated, overwhelmed with rage, grieved, humiliated and 
completely off my orbit. Holly was right there observing, however she didn’t 
see her dad doing the rubber neck. From her perspective it just seemed like I 
flipped out for no good reason. This was a dynamic that transpired a lot. She 
would see me angry, crying or upset while her dad stayed cool and calm. It 
wasn’t appropriate to tell her the details, so many times it just appeared to her 
like I had emotional mania issues that came out of nowhere and for no good 
reason. 



The frustration mounted like a festering, ugly boil. And then I popped. Splat! 
Out gushed all the toxic craziness I was feeling, and thank God I was in a busy 
airport because I couldn’t let loose the artillery of rage that had just come to a 
head. So instead I paced around the airport sobbing and sobbing with Holly in 
tow, sobbing and sobbing with me. One of the worst scenes of my marriage … 
of my entire life! 

I felt so completely duped, confused, and helpless. This was so utterly CRAZY! 
And no one understood how alone I felt in all this weirdness. Instead I got 
lectured on my unforgivingness and bitterness! Don’t you think you would rage 
a bit too?  

I know this is NOT what Jesus would do and absolutely disqualifies me for ever 
getting to wear one of those WWJD (what would Jesus do) bracelets, but there 
are times when I have been so pressed up against it, I confess I lost it! What 
about the searing pain of having the person you have deeply loved treat you 
with such disregard?  

I know what some are thinking … We don’t deserve anything more than hell 
and we are all sinners, blah, blah, blah … And yes, indeed, I am one. But for 
some reason what happened in the pastor’s conference room didn’t help me 
get how to be more loving and unfortunately enabled his abuse.  

The ickiest part was his sadistic smirk when he announced it wasn’t three times 
it was only twice! In that moment I began to see that he actually got pleasure 
out of my pain. Wow. That took on a new dimension! As outraged and hurt as I 
was … I was creeped-out. That smirk and response made a chill go up my 
spine. “Who and what exactly are you?” I began to wonder. “And why would 
you act like that?” 

My daughter and my former husband have always been very close. (This is the 
point in my story where I will switch over and call him my “ex” since that was the 
beginning of the final blow where I gave up hope.)  

As we boarded the plane for New York, Holly and I were still wiping tears. 
Something about the pain this was causing Holly sliced through his denial and 
cruelty. He began writing me a confession note and slipped it to me as he 
passed me my in-flight apple-cranberry juice. The note read something like: 



“First I see a pretty woman. Then I look away because I don’t want anyone to 
notice. Then I feel compelled to look again as I get an endorphin rush.” Wow! 
Bingo … again I’m not crazy! Finally, that insidious thing that I had been trying 
to nail down for years, that I was begging the pastor to consider. That thing, I 
tried to address by saying if he were an alcoholic I could show you the bottle.  

It is that mysterious wind that blows hither and yon, called addiction. It comes 
in many forms, shapes, and colors but the energy of it is always so toxic, 
manipulative and cloaked in lies and crazy-making, maddening deception. Oh, 
yeah, and it always turns things around so that it is you who are imagining 
things. You, who is raging.  

You who … Hey, you who. 

12. No WWJD (What would Jesus do?)               
Bracelet For This Mama!  

I admit it. When we went back to see the 
pastor and the elder after we returned 
from New York, I definitely went there 
with great expectations. I expected they 
would give me meaningful validation 
after they read the note I had so carefully 
saved. I felt like Dorothy in the Wizard of 
Oz  when she goes through hell and high 
water to get the broom and she stands 
trembling before Oz. She had a broom 
and I had the note. It was the evidence I 
was presenting to the judge and had 
great hopes that finally my case would be 
recognized as legit! But no, that is not 
what happened. I wanted this to be the 

reason I could leave my marriage once and for all and get the Lord’s blessing.  

I so desperately wanted out. I was beyond exhausted from all the years of 
being de-valued, belittled, humiliated, etc. I wanted a better life for myself than 
the one I was now able to look squarely in the face. My life would have the sad 
face of doom, if I continued to live like that. Always trying to get him to get it, 



trying to get him to validate me. Trying to get him to change. Trying, trying, 
trying … I had so much pressure inside of me because I was also trying to be “a 
good Christian!” And I could never get it right! How can I be a good Christian 
and still get to blow out all that rage at the way my husband had mistreated 
me?  

So there I sat at the conference table waiting for the validation that didn’t 
come! I was thinking for sure the pastor would say …  

“Oh Robyn, I am so sorry. You were pleading for me to understand this at our 
last session and I was giving him the benefit of the doubt. It must have been 
very crazy-making for you to be told that you were hyper-sensitive and that if 
he looks at women it is “unconscious”. Wow, that must have made you feel 
really horrible at the airport to have the man who says he loves you and wants 
to do whatever it takes to heal your marriage, taunt you like that. I apologize for 
not hearing you and want you to know I hear and see your pain.”  

That’s just a Hollywood script, right? What was I thinking? 

The combination of what the pastor said and what he didn’t say, or at least how 
I took it … added way more fur to the furball.  Instead, he said something like:  

“Contrary to your desire to leave your marriage, now would be the time to “die 
to self” and press in. Your husband has just made huge movement. He just 
honestly exposed very vulnerable and difficult information to you about what 
goes on inside of him. That was huge for him.” 

“For him! What about me?”  

I was yelling on the inside of the sound-proof skin that kept in a mountain-size, 
artillery of rage! I was kicking and screaming on the inside and on the outside I 
was sitting at that conference table in disbelief. No one said a word to him 
about the pain he was causing me. No one held him accountable for anything! 
Instead the focus was on “dying to self.”  

Don’t take me wrong; not a bad concept. But let’s get real here. How about 
calling both spades a spade? Or is there some hidden rule that I have missed 
that says because someone isn’t a Christian you can’t hold them accountable 
because you have to show them the Love of Christ so they will come to the 
Lord?  



“Then once they do, you can slam them?” These were the twisted thoughts that 
were torquing me at the conference table. So by the time I left there I decided I 
just needed to be a “better Christian” and stuff that ever-expanding furball way 
down deep where it belonged. I had a new mission. “Dying to self.” And by 
golly I was gonna do it! 

13. Die to Self LOOP-D-LOOP 

Obla-di-obla da, life went on. Lynn watched on the sidelines how dismayed I 
was in my soul about my marriage. She had read a book called Shattered 
Dreams by Dr. Larry Crabb that had ministered to her and suggested I might 
be touched by it too. The title alone struck a huge chord in me. Spring spilled 
into summer and I was doing my very best to keep the furball tucked way out 
of sight and “die to self.”  

I walked around telling myself (when my husband seemed selfish or belittling 
or glanced at a women in my presence)“die to self … die to self.” Some of the 
time I walked around saying “die to self” really loud sort of like … a HUGE, hint, 
hint (directed toward others, no names mentioned)! 

We decided to spend his birthday at a lake near Yosemite and as I packed for 
the trip, Shattered Dreams called out to me, to bring along. I also brought my 
journal as I hoped to find some quiet time to finally write.  

August 3, 2005 
On his birthday I woke up at 5 a.m. restless and craving the quiet before we got 
going for a day at the lake. I had just completed reading Shattered Dreams. I 
was practically pinned to it the whole time we had been there. I devoured it in 
no time at all, staying up reading really late into the night while they slept and 
reading it while they played in the lake or with the dog.  

The early morning light is one of my favorite times for reflection. It is also the 
time I seem to feel God’s impressions on me the most. That morning, I found 
myself wrestling many alligators. So much of what Crabb wrote about, God was 
using to convict me. And yet in so many ways I wanted to cry out and say: “God 
where are you? I can faintly hear your truths in Crabb’s writing but where have 
you been and why have you let me suffer for so long in this marriage?” 



 (FLASHBACK) It had been eighteen years since “the affair” happened and I 
was still suffering from the ripples of that. My husband still belittled me at 
family gatherings and still looked at pretty women in my presence. So much of 
his behavior showed me how little he cherished and valued me. I ached all the 
time about it. I felt alone in my marriage and this morning I ached for God and 
felt only his absence. So I took comfort in these words from page 31 of 
Shattered Dreams: 

“Shattered dreams open the door to better dreams, dreams that we do 
not properly value until the dreams that we improperly value are 
destroyed …”  

I read on: 

“We need the help of shattered dreams to put us in touch with what we 
most long for, to create a felt appetite for better dreams. And living for 
the better dreams generates a new, unfamiliar feeling that we eventually 
recognize as joy.” 

In the early morning light I was reflecting on recent power struggles with my 
husband. It seemed like a conspiracy. The more I purposed to “die to self,” the 
more we knocked heads. I wanted this; he wanted that. He wanted that, then, I 
wanted this. The more he did things that were self-absorbed, insensitive and 
uncaring, the more angry, contentious, vexing and condemning I became. The 
more condemning I was, the more passive aggressive behavior would side-
swipe me out of nowhere. The angrier and more unforgiving I became, the 
harder he dug in his stubborn and prideful heels.  

Then, more rounds of anger met with him minimizing my pain. The more I felt 
unheard, the louder I got and the more absorbed I became with my pain; until 
pain was all I felt beside the anger that came firing out, quite often. Oh, yes, I 
almost forgot. There was one other thing I began to feel. Numb! The more I felt 
numb, the easier it was for me to become the perpetrator; to hurl back at him 
with biting, cruel words. He had hurt me to the core and I wanted to hurt him 
back! 

One way my non-believing husband retaliated was to point out my inadequacy 
as a Christian. Despite the wisdom of the words on the pages of Shattered 
Dreams, my flesh was battling with my husband, in my mind. This is what I 
wrote in my journal that morning at 5 a.m.  



You are looking to me as a Christian to see some huge character change 
as a reflection and evidence that God is real … But as I struggle with 
“dying to myself” and “the flesh” in this constant battle, you miss the 
sublime. The struggle itself and my awareness of it, is one of many loving 
kisses from God. Can the human eye see the trace of God’s kisses that my 
spiritual cheeks have felt? 
God has shown up in my heart and soul for years despite my desires, 
control, out-of-control and disobedient behavior. He is taming the wild 
spirited animal in me. At times I am a bucking bronco; other times a 
roaring lion or a starved bobcat on the prowl.  

All this wildness has to come under His control and authority. You see the 
bucking, kicking, arching and scratching. He sees and understands my 
pain and my process. 

You look from below and see the tangled threads of the underbelly of the 
weaving. He sits on high looking down from above and sees the colors, 
the patterns and the weaving forming. 
   

We packed up the dog, kid and car and headed home. On the ride home I 
pondered the message Crabb was presenting on pages 173-174.  

“Returning to our Maker’s manual and following biblical principles to 
make our marriages work and our kids turn out well and our bank 
account comfortably bulge is not God’s plan for our lives … 

It is about knowing Jesus as the most wonderful person there is, the very 
best friend anyone could ever have. It is about glorifying God by 
enjoying Him more than any other source of pleasure.” 

Hmm … digesting that stuff (I suggest you read all of that book and especially 
those pages) caused a blockage in my soul. Stuff was obviously backed up in 
my inner pipeline. I had gotten more than a few things wrong. The conviction 
and realization was that I was more determined to have a better life and get out 
of the pain of my marriage than I was determined to experience God.  

 Note to self: get over it!  



So I sat up straight and got more motivated than ever to try harder to accept 
the pain of my marriage. I was willing … you know how the story goes … but 
my flesh was weak!  

I did everything in my power to stay motivated to endure my marriage to hold 
out for a higher hope. I repressed the furball with new fervor and managed to 
stay very busy and distracted by teaching more and more workshops, doing 
radio interviews, talks and generally throwing myself into building RawSome 
Recipes.  

The satisfaction I wasn’t getting in my married life, I was getting from my 
business life. 

There’s only one big loop-hole here … You guessed it! Yet again another area 
where I was disqualified to wear the WWJD bracelet. I was trying in my own 
power to make it happen. Jesus had other plans for me. 

                                                                                                  
I managed to joy-ride on the wheels of busyness, 
distraction, and the feel-good stuff from 
completing the third edition of RawSome Recipes 
and launching that baby out in the world.  

I was absolutely blessed when over a hundred 
people showed up for a book signing and talk at 
our local bookstore. There were two people 
missing to rejoice in my success with me that night 
… my husband and daughter. He took her out for 
dinner and decided to just go on home. That was 

one of those knife cuts that went deeper than my numbness.  

Stuff started to ooze and seep out of the hole that was made from the cut. And 
sure enough the wound started to fester. Quietly … until one crisp night in late 
November when we cued up and curled up to watch the movie, Shop Girl. 

    


