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    Praise for


    Second Chance at Love: A Practical Guide to Remarriage after Loss


    Shirley Mozena is uniquely qualified to address the challenges and loneliness of grief and loss. I have seen her, alongside her husband, Jim, provide nurturing and life-giving counsel and hope
through the GriefShare ministry. I have read several of her books and materials, which have already impacted many lives. Her heart for those who are hurting is only matched by her personal experience with grief and loss and remarriage. She is acquainted with the subject from the heart and her gifts and abilities
expressed in the written word bring to life the feelings and struggles associated with loss. This book is assured to warm the heart, strengthen the soul, and provide much needed practical suggestions for remarriage. Shirley and Jim masterfully mix the truth of God with the longings of the human heart. This book is certain to bless many.


    —Rich Blum, Senior Pastor


    Bethel Community Church, Washougal, Washington


     


    Jim and Shirley have presented a very thorough journey through the deepest part of their hearts in this book. I have known Jim for more than twenty years and Shirley since their dating days. I have witnessed the beautiful thing that God has done in, through, and for them. Honesty and transparency mark the core of this writing as they seek to help others wade through the oftentimes gut-wrenching waters of a great loss. With these tools, their prayer is that others will be able to approach new relationships from a healthy platform, bathed in prayer. To God be all the glory! 


    —Paul Auble, Senior Pastor


    Corbett Community Church, Corbett, Oregon


     


    Shirley Mozena, a national speaker, is the person to write this book. Having suffered the sorrows of being widowed twice, she emerged with depth and character. Having a great present marriage to Jim, they together have facilitated GriefShare for over five years. Want a quick unrealistic sugar stick? This won’t be it. It is guaranteed to be a realistic view of not only the joys but also the costs and warning flags of remarriage.


    —Jon Drury, Pastor


    Twenty-one year director of Christian Writers Seminar


    Author of Lord I Feel So Small, BOU Pilot, over 450 articles


     


    Shirley Mozena knows plenty about the loss of a spouse and what it takes to effectively move through the ensuing grief. I’ve been down the same path, and she’s right. There are reasons, and the right timing, to move ahead with a new marriage, but only after doing some up-front work. This book reveals key issues every couple should talk about before saying “I do” again. As an advocate for marriage and family, I recommend reading the wisdom tucked into these pages. Take Shirley’s words to heart as a reminder that happy marriages are not to be entered lightly.


    —Maxine Marsolini


    Author and coach, Rebuilding Families


    Host of Live It Out blog talk radio
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We dedicate this book to the couples all around the world who have lost a spouse through death or divorce. To those who are striving to pursue a new relationship in another committed marriage.

We want to acknowledge the challenges and joys we have experienced from our previous marriages and thank: Bill Rudberg, Blair Graybill, Margi Siberz, and Kathy Mozena. You each have contributed to the foundation we now enjoy. 

While marriage is a gift from God, it is only temporary. A vertical relationship with Jesus Christ is the most important relationship we can obtain that is eternal.

May our Lord grant each reader a loving and caring relationship as you pursue a Second Chance at Love.

Jim and Shirley Mozena
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    Are You Ready?


     


    From Shirley


    “I’m sorry. He’s gone,” he said gently. Matt was the ICU nurse attending my husband Bill.


    Gone? My beloved husband of forty years? 


    We had celebrated our fortieth anniversary doing what we loved best, exploring the outdoors in beautiful Glacier and Banff National Parks. But a headache that would not go away shortened our trip. Bill had contracted an incessant virus. Eventually, he suffered a stroke and six months after our memorable wedding anniversary trip, I heard those devastating words: “He’s gone.”


    Months passed and I began to learn to live without the man who’d been by my side for forty years. The thought of going on without Bill was like looking down a chasm into a world of nothing but fear and loneliness. I depended on God to get me through this time that was more difficult than any loss I’d ever experienced.


    After many lonely months, I longed to share my life with someone again and joined an online dating site—my nickname was “Loves2dance.” A certain guy, whose nickname was “Teacherguy1492,” caught my eye. We chatted back and forth through the matching site. When I received an email with the subject line saying, “Would you like to dance?” my heart skipped a beat.


    His real name was Blair, and we clicked. When I introduced Blair to my sister, she said, “There’s a sweetness about him.”


    Within six months, we were married. I never dreamed I’d meet and fall in love with someone besides my husband, Bill, but I did! We both marveled that we were a perfect match.


    Blair had one more year of teaching before retirement. One evening as we prepared for bed, I noticed his face, shiny with perspiration, had a vacant look. “What’s wrong?” I asked.


    “I have a headache,” he replied. A few moments later he said, “I think you should call an ambulance.” At the hospital, I learned it was a brain aneurysm. He never regained consciousness before he died.


    I walked through the halls in the hospital and raged silently at God. I didn’t understand why this was happening. We’d only had seventeen months of marriage! Couldn’t we have more time? I’d already been widowed. Did I have to go through this again?


    Though sadness was my partner for months and months, I continued to live. But I began to think recovery would require a new relationship.
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    Twenty-Six Months Later …


    “It’s over. I can’t marry you.”


    I took the phone away from my ear for a moment in shock and looked at it—the phone, not the voice I heard—as if the phone and not the voice of my fiancé was telling me this. Why hadn’t I paid attention to the red flags I saw but ignored? I was lonely. I wanted to be done with the grief and sadness. I needed to go on through my grief, to the other side. It would take work. And tears. And more time.


     


    From Jim


    “Her time is coming soon,” said Molly shaking her head. She was Kathy’s caregiver, giving final instructions for the day.


    Though I knew one day death would come to Kathy, I thought, not now, another day, another time. 


    Kathy slept most of the afternoon, her breaths becoming slower and slower. I watched her chest rising slowly with great effort. And then, it was quiet. She didn’t take in any more air.


    She was now breathing heavenly air. My Kathy was gone.


    I carefully closed her eyes, kissed her gently on her lips, and called Father T with the news. Then I called hospice. They needed to come and certify her death. It was 4:20 in the afternoon.


    A few months went by. I was so lonely I decided I’d like to meet someone. Surely the company of a woman would remove the sad feelings. I talked to a trusted friend who told me he knew a single woman I might be interested in. I asked her out on a date. I thought I was on my way out of my grief.


    Little did I know my grieving had really just begun … .


    When LaRay and I became engaged, close friends warned me I was moving too quickly. It had only been six months after Kathy died, but I thought I was ready. I wasn’t. A few weeks later, we agreed we weren’t right for each other and we ended our engagement.
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    Those are real scenes from each of our lives. Broken engagements and broken hearts. Loss of money and time. Bruised egos. Had we read a book like the one you are going to read, we might have been spared some of that pain. However, even making right choices does not exclude pain. Life brings pain. Guided by the Holy Spirit, Shirley made the choice to marry her second husband. Having been widowed, she experienced a spark of fear that marrying Blair made her vulnerable to another loss, yet the love was worth the loss. Jesus reminded his disciples of life’s difficulties when he said: I have told you these things, so that in me you may have peace. In this world you will have trouble. But take heart! I have overcome the world (John 16:33 NIV). Life is full of pain, as we have learned through our life experiences. We hope the experiences in this book may help you determine, with the guidance of the Holy Spirit, that you are ready for a new mate after a long-term marriage has ended by death or divorce.


    You’re working through the grief process and now you’d like to meet someone you might possibly marry. You’re an empty nester; you thought you’d be fine as a single person. You may have grandchildren. You may not be retired yet, but you’d like to be in the next few years—and you’d like a spouse to share it with you.


    When you were a teenager or young adult in love, you probably didn’t think about what it would be like to be married to this person your whole life. But now you know the realities of married life. You may—or may not—be more cautious. And even though you meet a new someone with whom you are head over heels, caution might not be a bad idea. It is our hope this book will open communication more fully between you and a possible lifetime marriage partner.


    In the following chapters, we address seven key issues we think deserve your careful consideration before you take that next important step:


    
      	Grief work


      	Faith


      	Finances


      	Blending families


      	Sex


      	Health


      	Politics

    


    We include separate self-assessment questionnaires throughout the chapters to help you determine where you and your potential partner stand on the issues. A comprehensive questionnaire in the appendix will provide all the questions combined for an overall assessment that can illuminate your conversations and the challenges you might encounter in your future together.


    Hard as it might be, answer each question at the end of each chapter as honestly as you can. Each of you should take it separately, then share and discuss your answers. Give examples to assist your partner to fully understand why you answered as you did, or provide details that illustrate your point of view.


    It is important to compare and discuss your thoughts with each other. Your communication is crucial when considering remarriage. There are no right or wrong answers—just clearly communicated and jointly understood issues that can play a significant role in developing a deep and satisfying marriage. Keep in mind that if you are reluctant to be totally honest in your answers, it might be you aren’t ready for another relationship.


    As you read through the following chapters, we hope our stories will help you to recover from your grief and then talk with a possible partner about necessary considerations to begin a new chapter in your life.


    One last thing. We enjoy all types of music and have found that it enhances life and connects with the soul. To enrich your reading experience, we’ve shared carefully chosen titles that go along with each chapter’s theme. Go online and enjoy the song together to set the stage before you read the chapter. To begin your journey, start with this song: ♪ “What I Did for Love” ♪ Edward Kleban/Marvin Hamlisch.


    For the remainder of the book, please listen to the recommended song at the beginning of the chapter.
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    This Wasn’t How It Was Supposed to End


    ♪ “Ain’t No Sunshine” ♪
Bill Withers/Keera
https://bit.ly/2Yv3kJ3


    From Jim


    “I’m nearly ready. I’m just going to check my email.” Kathy took a short break from packing for a women’s retreat to pull up her email. “I’ve finally gotten a message from Dr. Richardson!” Kathy read the subject line out loud to me. “You’ve got Idiopathic Pulmonary Fibrosis—IPF.”


    “What do you think about this, Jim?” she asked, moving away from the computer so I could see what her pulmonologist had written. I read the message: I’ve received results from tests performed and can tell you that you have Idiopathic Pulmonary Fibrosis or IPF. I’ll be in touch with you when I return from vacation.


    “I’ll check on it while you’re at the retreat,” I told Kathy.


    Gradual onset of shortness of breath … progressive and irreversible decline in lung function … heart failure … pulmonary embolism … the list went on. The complications of the disease took my breath away. And chilled my soul.


    I was angered at the physician’s seemingly blasé email. Going on vacation! I fumed. I knew I needed to tell Kathy the full truth, yet I dreaded telling her.


    Now that I had read the symptoms, it all made sense. No wonder Kathy couldn’t push the garden cart anymore! No wonder she got so tired after only a few hours of work.


    When Kathy returned from the retreat two days later, I told her what I’d learned about pulmonary fibrosis. The two of us went to the appointment with the pulmonologist two weeks later. We sat wordlessly as the doctor outlined treatment options. There would be medications with troubling side effects and no guarantee of a cure. A possible lung transplant. The treatments were experimental because no one knew what caused her disease.


    After our appointment, we drove the thirty-minute ride home. The wind buffeted our car as we drew closer to our home near the Columbia River Gorge. Our emotions were just as turbulent as the wind. We were both shocked beyond words; neither of us could speak.


    “Let’s make some coffee,” I said. “What do you think about the choices the doctor gave us?” I asked as I busied myself with the coffee beans, grinding them and adding them to the coffee pot.


    Kathy seemed relatively calm. “I know the Lord knows about all of this. But I’m scared. The docs want to help—but we both know sometimes the treatment is worse than the illness. Remember what Kelly went through.” Her cousin Kelly had been so ill from the side effects of chemo that her last months on earth were a nightmare. “I sure as heck don’t want to go to Kaiser every single week and wait in line to be poked and prodded. I’ve read about the side effects of the medicine to prevent rejection if I got a lung transplant—even if I qualify!”


    Kathy slammed her hand on the table in frustration. Since she’d been in the medical business for twenty years, she knew first-hand about medical complications. “I’m not anxious to be connected at the hip to the clinic. I don’t like how the meds make me feel. Let’s just try to enjoy what quality of life I have right now,” she said.


    “I worry about Cole, though,” her voice wavered, “What will happen to my little boy? His mama is gone and soon I’ll be gone …” She began to sob and didn’t finish her words. Cole was our two-year old grandson who lived with us part time. I couldn’t help wondering why this had to happen now. Our daughter Kara—she was really my stepdaughter, but I’d helped raise her—had died suddenly of sleep apnea a few months earlier. We’d taken over the care of her only child, Cole, mostly full time while his father was so grief-stricken he was unable to care for him.


    “Maybe they’re wrong about how long you have …” I said with false bravado. “I’ll go along with whatever treatment you want”—trying to soften the situation with my support. I didn’t admit it to her, but I was afraid. I wasn’t ready to let go of my wife. It seemed our troubles were mounting as furiously as the east winds buffeting our house outside.


    My consulting business was flourishing, but I began to slow it down. The second year, I sold it so I could be home with Kathy. Later, when she needed twenty-four-hour care, I put my adjunct teaching position at a local college on pause and cared for her full time.


    At first the illness wasn’t too bad. She still attended church and cooked some of our meals, but gradually she was able to do little but care for her personal needs, like dressing and bathing. Eventually, I helped her with those, too.


    And then December before Kathy died, she became very ill. “You’re very sick, Kathy. Frankly, I’m not sure you’ll make it until January. I’m going to recommend you go on hospice,” the pulmonologist said gently. She explained that with hospice, Kathy would receive specialized care because of her life-limiting illness. “They’ll be there for you, too, Jim, to advise you with personal care and emotional support.”


    I was shocked, yet not surprised. Kathy looked twenty years older than she had just six months earlier. This IPF was a terrible, wasting disease.


    Kathy fooled us all and rallied. In January, they gave her three more months. Yet each time we visited the doctor, her lungs had deteriorated even more, so her survival was month to month. Since Kathy’s comfort was the prime objective, we found hospice to be very helpful. Instead of trying to cure Kathy’s illness—which was not curable—they treated Kathy with comfort and pain management. They answered questions we had, gave guidance in care and respite care, visiting our home several times a week.


    It might sound grim. Selling a business. Waiting for someone to die. Besides that, I didn’t really believe she would die. It didn’t seem possible.


    I enjoyed doing things for Kathy. The best part about her illness was that she and I communicated like never before. A mentor and close friend visited us weekly. Father T is a retired Episcopal priest, formerly the director of chaplaincy at Good Samaritan Hospital in Portland, and he and l had once worked together. Each time he visited us he gave us an assignment to discuss during the week:


    
      	Share any regrets we’d experienced during our marriage.


      	Share what we appreciated about each other.


      	Clarify any misunderstandings we’d had.


      	Discuss hopes for the future of our children and grandchildren.


      	Consider the possibilities of future relationships I might have after she died.

    


    In a sense, this was pre-grief for me and for Kathy. We laughed. We cried. We talked as never before. We knew our time was limited. “I’m sorry I didn’t trust you more,” Kathy told me, brushing her tears away. Our marriage, especially during the child-raising years, had been tumultuous. We were a blended family, which had presented added challenges.


    “I’m sorry we were in the ‘crazy cycle’ for so long,” I said, shaking my head, blowing my nose. Our arguments had seemed to go around and around the same subject. Raising kids in our blended family—her way or my way. I was too hard on her kids. I didn’t discipline my own enough. We argued about sex. She said I was never satisfied. I said she was never interested. “You were a good mom to my kids. They knew you loved them—especially Kevin and Bryan. Most of all, Kathy, I wouldn’t know Jesus like I do now if you hadn’t spoken up.”


    Friends and family would stop by during the next weeks; but after a while, visiting became too tiring for Kathy. Her world began shrinking to only brief visits with those very close to her—her best friend, her son and stepsons, and of course her beloved grandson Cole.


    That unforgettable Monday, July 25, 2011, I knew Kathy’s time on earth would not be long. She slept most of the time and took slow breaths. Father T spent the weekend with me, believing Kathy might transition to heaven during that time. But Kathy surprised us. Monday dawned and she was still with us. That morning Father T left for his own home fifty miles away.


    Later that morning, Kathy opened her eyes and croaked, “I want a Pepsi.”


    “A Pepsi?” I asked, surprised because she’d not eaten or desired anything for days. But I hurried to the refrigerator, grabbed the can and stuffed a straw into the opening. “Here we go,” I said, holding the beverage for her. She sipped, then stopped to catch her breath.


    “Thank you,” Kathy said as she laid her head back on the pillow. Then she lifted it up again. “More, please.” With a slurp, the can was emptied. She closed her eyes, exhausted from the effort.


    Later that morning, Kathy’s hospice nurse’s aide, Molly, came to bathe and change her linens. She dried Kathy’s spindly arms and put fresh pajamas on her after giving her a bath. Molly gently brushed Kathy’s freshly shampooed hair and hummed softly to herself as she straightened the light blanket over Kathy’s legs and patted the bed.


    Though I knew one day death would come to Kathy, I thought, Not now. Another day, another time … 


    The black hearse carrying her body wove down the long, curvy driveway. I brushed tears from my eyes and my voice trembled as I said, “Goodbye, Kathy.” She was leaving our home for the last time.


    Kathy wasn’t the first person I’d been with who passed to eternity. I had been with my father when he died and I was thirty years old. I consider it an honor to have been with Kathy and my dad when they made the passage from this earth to the next life.


    Two days after Kathy died, I was outside working in my yard. My neighbor to the north stopped her car in the driveway and asked, “How’s Kathy?”


    “She died on Monday. She seemed very peaceful,” I told her.


    “Was it in the afternoon?” she asked.


    “At 4:20,” I answered.


    Sarah gasped. “Something strange happened to me on Monday afternoon. You know I mow the south side on Mondays after work. I was out mowing on my lawn tractor. It was noisy, but beyond the mower sound I heard bells ringing. You know, like church bells clanging together in celebration. I heard people cheering like at a sporting event. I heard this over the sound of my mower. It was loud!”


    She paused, taking a breath. “Now that you’ve told me the time, it makes sense. I think heaven was celebrating Kathy’s entry! It was 4:20.”


    Many people were at Kathy’s memorial service to celebrate her life, but we had a special celebration a month after her death—a garden tour of our property. Our place just above the Sandy River Gorge was beautiful that summer with walking paths, a play area for the children, a horseshoe court, flower gardens, and benches where visitors could sit to enjoy the beautiful three acres. We invited people from all over the area to enjoy our gardens. It was even announced on the local radio garden show. After the tour, close friends and family stayed for a dinner outdoors. I know Kathy would have been pleased.


    Now I’d done all I could do for Kathy. I had taken care of her during her illness. Had been with her when she died. Had organized a memorial service she would have been proud of and completed the garden tour.


    I hiked down to a special place on the Sandy River with my friend Tony and scattered her ashes there. Kathy had asked me to do this. She reasoned that her ashes would blend into the Sandy River that flowed into the Pacific Ocean, evaporate, and turn into clouds that would move back over the mountains as rain and return to the river. “The circle of life,” she said.


    I grieved for several months, attending a GriefShare class for thirteen weeks and journaling as they recommended. I sorted through Kathy’s things and gave most of them away. I cried buckets of tears; and as I said, worked hard at restoring our place, making it beautiful for the garden tour at the end of the summer.


    I was so lonely. I’d completed my grief work (or so I thought) and was finally ready to meet someone. The company of a woman would surely remove the lingering sadness. A trusted friend told me he knew a single woman I might be interested in. I asked her out on a date. This was it; I was on my way out of my grief.


    Little did I know my grieving had only just begun.


     


    From Shirley


    The first twenty years of marriage to Bill had been filled with conflict, and I hadn’t been sure if we would make it. But we learned how to live together and communicate with counseling and lots of prayer. And I joined him in his passion for hiking and mountain climbing. My whole life could be compared to those mountain and rock climbs. It was filled with high points akin to sitting atop a mountain after a strenuous climb as well as hard challenges and heartbreak. Sometimes I’ve cried out, “I can’t do this!” But loss has always been interspersed with joy. And there has always been another mountain to conquer.


    Some of our hikes rewarded us with stunning views far below. A gleaming river. Steep slopes covered with trees and a buttercup-sprinkled green meadow in the distance. Birdsong that sounded so happy it made me want to sing. Sometimes the hike was treacherous and dangerous. You could lose your footing—even your life.


    After the first conflicted twenty years, we had another wild twenty-year ride, this time united in climbing mountains, scaling rock walls, and backpacking in the Pacific Northwest.


    When Bill turned fifty-one (eleven years before his death), he began to have flu-like symptoms that would not go away. After numerous tests and a bone marrow biopsy, he was diagnosed with chronic lymphocytic leukemia. Though this blood cancer was not acute, the doctor cautioned there was no treatment and at some point Bill’s immune system might be compromised. For about six years, there seemed to be little change in Bill’s condition until blood tests revealed his white count was rising. Chemotherapy every nine months with few side effects allowed him to continue his job as a manufacturing engineer.


    But then, the last summer of Bill’s life we took a trip to Banff, and there Bill developed a headache that would not go away. Was this headache a sign that his chronic illness was getting worse?


    The next few months were treacherous and hard.


    “Ice. Ice!” Bill’s frantic voice called me from the bedroom one morning. The pain surges from the shingles of the eye caused my strong mountain man to gasp with the pain. I’d run to his bed and give him an ice pack to cool the agonizing nerve pain. The following days brought on more pain—needle-like pain pricking all over his body. He couldn’t formulate his words. His belly ached. There were panic attacks at night.
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