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Praise for
New Life After Divorce


“When divorce drains you of hope, this book can refill you with encouragement, optimism, and plans for a brighter future. My friend Bill Butterworth isn’t an armchair pontificator; his wise and biblical advice flows out of his own heartbreak and new life. Let your journey toward recovery begin now!”

—LEE STROBEL, author of The Case for Christ and The Case for a Creator




“If you’re divorced, then you’re in the club—The Walking Wounded Club—where a lifetime membership came wrapped in a broken heart. Come to these words and hear about the only One who is able to carry the wounded—our merciful God, who heals and restores and redeems. He is the God of Glory, and He promises to make your broken life new.”

—ANGELA THOMAS, speaker and author of Do You Think I’m Beautiful?




“Bill Butterworth’s New Life After Divorce is a channel of God’s love to people in pain. Divorce breaks God’s heart and the hearts of its victims, but Bill reminds us through his own vulnerability that it happens—even in the church. By reading New Life After Divorce, you’ll be assured that hope can live again, even when you think it can’t.”

—THOM LEMMONS, author of Jabez




“Bill takes you through an honest journey of life after divorce, providing you with encouragement, hope, and practical suggestions for personal growth and healing.”

—DR. ROGER TIRABASSI, pastoral counselor




“New Life After Divorce is a light for an often dark path. Bill Butterworth’s honesty, humor, and vision for the future provide practical direction as well as graceful encouragement for those going through the difficulties of divorce. Thank you, Bill, for this much-needed handbook of hope!”

—SHARON HERSH, author of “Mom, Everyone Else Does!” and “Mom, I Hate My Life!”




“Many know Bill Butterworth as a master communicator and humorist. In New Life After Divorce you will come to know him as a friend who walks humbly, authentically, and candidly with those who know firsthand the ugly reality of marriage breakdown and who wonder if there is any hope for their future. Bill has lived each word of this book. You will find life in every page.”

—GENE APPEL, associate pastor, Willow Creek Community Church
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This book is dedicated to
Ken and Mari Harrower
and
Bill Flanagan,
three professionals and three good friends
who helped Kathi and me process the pain
and taught us that there is
new life after divorce.
We can never thank you enough.
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Foreword

Somebody said a long time ago that God never wastes a hurt. A theological term for this is redemption. A practical expression of this is the work you hold in your hand.

Some books are written to entertain, others to intrigue. Some are abstract discussions of theoretical issues. Writers are never sure what kind of readers will pick up these books. But this book is different. If you are reading these words, this topic is probably not some distant and vague subject for you. Maybe you have been through divorce yourself. Maybe it has touched someone you love. Maybe you’re standing on shaky ground and wondering what the future holds. But most likely you are not picking up this book out of idle curiosity.

In the mysterious alchemy that divine redemption brings about, Bill has been given both the gifts and the scars needed to write this book. He is one of the most gifted communicators around. Lots of people can inform; Bill can touch the heart. His ability to move people to laughter and tears means he can get the scalpel of healing deeply into the soul before you even realize what he’s up to.

In addition to that, he has a searching love for God’s Word. He has the theological training and education to be able to address a difficult and complex subject with clear, biblical thinking.

He also has the experience that comes from conversations around a thousand cups of coffee with people at camps or conferences or retreats, when they are most ready to open up. He has heard the cries and the evasions and the hopes of the human heart.

And—he has walked through the valley himself. He knows from the inside the devastation, the guilt, the regret, the self-consciousness, the longings, the memories, the dryness, the fragile hopes, the persistence required, and the power of grace received on the long road to healing.

From the outside, divorce can sound like a single event. But anyone who has ever experienced it knows that it is an earthquake that rearranges every part of the landscape—emotions, identity, finances, spirituality, parenthood, vocation, recreation, and friendships. If it is true that every divorce is the death of a small civilization, then its aftermath requires the construction of a new one. All of this, Bill knows. All of this, Bill feels.

And so this is not as much a book as it is a lifeline. One of the difficulties of divorce is that it demands so much thinking, so many choices to be made, at a time when a person’s capacity for such things is being drained like never before. Bill speaks of how to navigate these demands with a graceful and gritty reality that will be enormously helpful.

It would be hard to name a time when people need sane, biblical guidance more than when they have been through the pain of a divorce. It would be hard to name a better, wiser, gentler, truer guide than Bill Butterworth. God will use him and this book to bring hope and healing to many.


—John Ortberg
teaching pastor, Menlo Park
Presbyterian Church
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I Need Acceptance from Myself

I WAS A MAN who thought he had it all.

I had a wife of seventeen years, five beautiful kids, a rising career, and ever-increasing financial security. For the first six years of our marriage, I taught on the faculty of a private college. Then I became a counselor on the staff of a well-respected radio program and eventually developed into a full-time speaker and writer on issues of marriage and family. Life made sense, and I had it all figured out in the grand scheme of things.

But it all changed in 1993.

My marriage ended in divorce.

Let’s get it straight from the start: I’m not condoning what happened in my life. I’m not trying to place myself on a pedestal as a guy who once struggled and is now “all better.” Just when I think I’ve worked it all through, the struggles can revisit on a moment’s notice. This is not an essay written to mar the character or integrity of my former wife. No, this isn’t about her. It’s about ME.

When the divorce happened, my world came crashing down. Some of my friends compared their divorces to being shot in the gut with a pistol. Mine felt like a one-two blast from a double-barreled shotgun. Not only was I blown away by the loss of the most treasured human relationship I had experienced, but the second shot blew me apart vocationally. Few groups wanted someone who was divorced to speak on marriages.

I felt like a Lexus dealer driving a Dodge Dart.

I did not work for six months. My debt grew every day. I felt I was no good to anybody, and I struggled to get out of bed in the morning. I was a divorced, unemployed, sorry excuse for a man. So I did what any male would do in a similar situation.

I hid.

“No one is going to know my pain or embarrassment,” I concluded. “I will go under cover.” I became adept at dodging questions, avoiding eye contact, and changing the subject. People knew something was wrong, but I kept convincing myself they didn’t. I was desperately lonely, deeply depressed, and committed to a classic case of denial. I lived each day waiting for the phone to ring, hoping my wife would say she wanted to get back together.

That phone call never came …

Does any of this travail sound familiar? My sense is that you wouldn’t be perusing the pages of this book if it didn’t. But maybe you are a professional who is looking to be of further help to divorced people in your group. Or perhaps you’ve been divorced for quite a while, and many of the wounds have healed or at least scabbed over. But I am imagining that the vast majority of readers eying these words are right in the thick of it. You’ve never hurt more than you hurt right now. Things that once made sense are spinning around in circles seemingly out of control.

This book is for you. I want this to be a realistic look at what’s going on so that you understand you are not alone in your feelings. All of us who have endured the end of our marriages know the pain you are experiencing.

In the midst of the stress you feel, I want these pages to bring encouragement and hope. You will get through it. I know you don’t feel that way right now, but trust me, you’ll make it.

SELF-ACCEPTANCE

So let’s begin at the most basic level. If you’re like most single-agains, you may be less than happy about your place in life. Being lumped into the category of the “divorced” leaves you uneasy, unsettled, and embarrassed. This book is not written to address the gory details that led up to your divorce. It’s not about who is at fault and why. It’s about where you are now. What happened in the past is helpful only as we can learn lessons from it. We’re not going to dwell on the past in this book but rather look to the future.

The most important step you can take to begin adjusting to your new life is to accept it. Trust me, it is a lot easier to write about than to actually accomplish, but it can happen.

Centuries ago King Solomon wrapped self-acceptance into one concise statement: “As he thinks within himself, so he is” (Proverbs 23:7).

You are what you think you are! If you think you’re a no-good, dirty, rotten bum, that’s the way you will live your life. Others will begin treating you that same way, because every signal you send them asks for that kind of treatment. Likewise, if I have a positive self-image, if I feel good about myself, this message will also translate to others, and they will respond appropriately.

Many of us struggled with low self-esteem before divorce entered our lives. The end of our marriages just feels like piling on. All of us deal with a level of insecurity, but some of us struggle more than others. As a child I viewed myself as the little fat kid that everyone else picked on. To my disservice, when I grew to be a man, I still tended to see myself the same way. Add a divorce to the equation, and I was convinced it all added up to a LOSER. Consider this embarrassing slice from my life’s pity pie.

THE VALENTINE’S DAY MASSACRE

As a married man I always looked forward to February 14. I enjoyed the challenge of making each Valentine’s Day a little different and better than the one before. It was a tailor-made occasion for lovers that created fond memories.

But when I became single again, February 14 took on a whole different feeling. The best spin I could put on it was that it was different than past celebrations. Because there was no celebration.

My first year as a single-again man, I agreed to do consulting work for a friend. Several of us made arrangements to meet in the mountains for a planning session. Because February 14 would fall in the middle of the three-day meeting, I hoped I would be too preoccupied to give it much thought, although I knew several of the men would bring their wives.

I arrived the night of the thirteenth at a beautiful mountain resort in Colorado. The next morning, as the sun came up, I walked out of my room onto the balcony. A brilliant blue sky framed the snowcapped mountains and stately evergreens. I drew in a breath of cool, crisp air and longed to have someone with whom to share this awesome moment. But I put the thought quickly from my mind and turned to begin the day.

Our think tank proved productive. By seven o’clock that evening we had accomplished more than we expected. My friend glanced at his watch and announced, “Oh no. I told my wife I would take her out for Valentine’s Day dinner. I gotta run, or I’ll be in big trouble.”

Several other guys joined him going out the door. Within three minutes the entire circle of men cleared out, leaving me and one other guy named Randy sitting by ourselves.

We looked at each other in silence for a few moments. Then Randy’s face lit up as he said, “I hear they have a great restaurant here. Let me take a minute to call my wife back home, then what do you say we go downstairs and throw ourselves a little party?”

Sounded good to me. Randy was sad because he had to be away from his wife, and I was sad because I didn’t have a wife to be away from. We were an exciting duo.

After he made his phone call, we threw on our suit coats and walked downstairs to the restaurant. Randy walked up to the maître d’ and asked for a table for two. “Well of course, sir. Tonight we have nothing but tables for two.”

He led us toward the most coveted table in the room, right next to a majestic old fireplace complete with a crackling fire. As we followed the maître d’, I couldn’t help but notice the turned heads and whispers. I checked to see if my shirttail was hanging out or my zipper was down.

After I sat down, I realized we had the only table in the entire restaurant that wasn’t occupied by a male-and-female Valentine’s Day couple! A hostess made the rounds, presenting each lovely lady with a red rose. When she arrived at our table, she cleared her throat and asked, “Which one of you would like the rose?”

“Not me,” an embarrassed Randy instantaneously replied. “We’re here from out of town. I’m from Texas. He’s from California.”

He pointed to me as he said the word California. The room grew silent, and I felt as if that one word provided the necessary explanation for the entire situation.

By now Randy and I were sweating like pigs. “Gee, it’s kinda warm here by the fire,” I said lamely, attempting casual conversation. It wasn’t working. We wiped perspiration from our foreheads with pink linen napkins.

The waiter approached us. “Tell us about your specials this evening, my good man!” I said, trying to remove the awkwardness of the moment and focus on the main reason we were there—food. It was the wrong question to ask.

“Tonight all our specials are dinners for two. We will start you off with champagne and then toss an elegant Caesar salad for two right at your table. The entrée of your choice comes next in a double portion. We follow it with one of our famous flaming desserts.”

“I’ll take the biggest steak you have!” Randy interrupted loud enough for all the diners to hear. He had heard enough about dinners for two. Apparently, he felt it was an appropriate strategy to reestablish himself as a Texan who lived off meat and potatoes.

“I’ll take the same thing,” I said when it was my turn. Randy shot me a glance of disappointment, so I hastily changed my order. “No, make mine a prime rib.”

“King’s cut or queen’s, sir?” our waiter asked.

“King’s cut. Definitely. King’s cut.”

When the waiter left our table, we both laughed nervously at our situation. “My wife’s never gonna believe this!” Randy confessed, twisting his napkin into a tight knot.

We continued our vain attempts at conversation. Although Randy grew more comfortable as the dinner progressed, I sat ramrod straight the whole evening. We asked our waiter to bring the check as soon as the entrées arrived.

Two men have never put away food more quickly than the two of us. We scarfed down our meal, replaced our pink napkins on the table, and stood to leave. As we walked out, Randy said loudly, “I’m going back to my hotel room. See you tomorrow for the business meeting.”

I went back to my room, threw off my coat, and nearly choked myself taking off my tie. Throwing myself across the bed, I buried my head in the pillow and cried like a baby. The silent room intensified the sounds of my weeping. But inside my heart I was screaming at the top of my lungs: Why did I have to be the one person in the whole stinking restaurant without a valentine? Why did it have to be my marriage that failed?

I’ve had lots of time to reflect since that Valentine’s Day evening many years ago. I have come to realize how easy it is to use disappointments as an opportunity for self-pity. On one hand, we need freedom to work through the
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