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				Introduction: Divorce Sucks — All the Time

				Please allow me to introduce myself. My name is Mary Jo Eustace and I’m divorced. I have two children, so I guess technically speaking, I’m a single mother, even though that label still catches me off guard. I’m forty-six years old, although many tabloids peg me at sixty-two (but more of that fun stuff later).

				I’m just a nice girl from Canada who came to California with my then six-year-old son and my seemingly adoring husband to fulfill his childhood dream of becoming a big, huge American star. We packed up our lives and relocated to Los Angeles — leaving our house, friends, families, and careers (mine at least) behind. We moved into a Leave It to Beaver neighborhood, complete with white picket fences and oranges that spilled off the trees while kids played on the streets all year round. We marched in the Halloween parade and celebrated the Fourth of July with enormous pride and my world famous teriyaki burgers.

				And just as we started to settle into our own little version of a Norman Rockwell painting, another bolt of good fortune came our way. We were chosen by a birth mother to be the adoptive parents of her darling little girl, my beautiful (now three-year-old) daughter, Lola. After years of failed fertility treatments and adoption home studies we were now parents again almost seven years after having our son, Jack. Seriously, not to be smug, but at this point, I thought we had it really going on. Plus on top of all that amazing good fortune, my husband finally got an acting gig on a Lifetime movie — talk about an aphrodisiac! It’s funny as I write about this now. I can still remember sitting in our California cottage, holding my newborn daughter in my arms, thinking to myself, “Life can’t possibly get any better than this.” What I failed to factor in was that it could sure get a hell of a lot worse.

				So in the spirit of the whole Hollywood theme, let’s cut to seven weeks later, shall we? Once again, I’m holding my daughter in my arms, but this time I’m on vacation and in a Palm Springs hotel room and not our cozy little house. My husband is there (anyway, I think it is him) and he’s telling me he’s leaving me for a Hollywood actress. I ask when and he says “right now.” He tells me that money will never be a problem and that he has met his soul mate. He then rents a car and proceeds to leave. I start to take note of his obvious absence and begin to realize that perhaps I’m in store for a completely different type of trip, one that I will refer to many times in this book. I call it the all-you-can-suffer, guaranteed-to-make-you-sick-and-slightly-crazy, “Divorce Cruise.”

				After he left I stayed up all night looking at the desert sky, racking my brains for solutions or signs or an imploding star to help guide me through this very real nightmare that I was about to enter. I was so naive — I really had no idea what was to come or where to start. This divorce that was about to take over my life was something that I knew nothing about. The only thing I did know was that it totally and completely sucked and it was not supposed to happen to me. Yet even in my pain and suffering and complete devastation, I did smell a substantial weight loss coming on. Thank God I was right about something.

				Cut back to real time and where I am at this very moment. I am stronger, smarter, nicer, and in many ways even happier. I also think I look better — or maybe I just look more like myself. Let’s face it. If we can’t learn something from the implosion of our entire world, then what the hell is the point anyway?

				Let The Games Begin …

				Of course, nobody ever thinks they will end up getting divorced, but if you’re reading this book, it appears you may have entered the 51 percent club — named for the percentage of marriages that end in a split.

				Divorce is the modern plague of our time. From the humiliation of your family being public fodder, to slimy divorce lawyers (sorry legal profession, but you do need to be revamped), to seeing your ex-husband three weeks out engaged to your former best friend — divorce is an experience like no other, and in its wake, many a good women has been pulled under.

				But isn’t it time to rewrite that story? No doubt about it, divorce is a horrendous life-altering experience that will pull you down before it spits you out. But make no mistake. It is not a death sentence! As a matter of fact, it can be one of the most life affirming things you will ever go through — if you let it. We as women have to share our stories for so many reasons: to commiserate, to heal, and believe it or not, to laugh. And if you stick with me through this book, I promise you will laugh more than once, and maybe even out loud. 

				Even though it was a hard decision, I decided to share my stories with you because I feel I have learned so much through this experience, and if recounting some of my own personal horrors can be of help to others, then I am game. From the lovely way I found out about my impending divorce, to assembling my legal and psychological teams, to learning how to laugh and live again, I believe we all have to keep talking to keep thriving. 

				Before I was divorced, if someone had dared to predict my roller coaster ride of emotional turmoil, I don’t know if I could have withstood it. But sometimes stumbling into the unknown with just your adrenaline is a good thing. For a while, that will get you by. But there will come a time when you need to be at the top of your game as you systematically rebuild the pieces of your life into the type of structure you want to reside within. It’s all about the second act, baby, and this is your opportunity to make it the best act ever!

				Together we will go through the breakup; the residual anger and emotional devastation; money, sex, legal, spiritual, physiological warfare; personal hygiene; male escorts and endorphins — and that’s just Chapter 1 (buh dum bum)! From how you found out about your own personal divorce cruise, to fighting for your kids and your financial rights, we will navigate the waters of modern-day divorce with an arsenal of solid information aimed at getting you through. We will tell our stories, the good, the bad, and the truly ugly, and come to own our experiences, rather than pretending the whole thing never happened. 

				It’s through accepting responsibility for ourselves and our lives that we will redefine the image of the “sad and lonely divorced woman” forever. It’s also worth noting that the final chapter of this book is about remarriage. So even though it all seems a little daunting now, there is a whole lot of hope happening when we are done.

				We all have our own stories, idealized or not, about our marriages. But faster than Angelina Jolie can adopt another baby, we can become that couple, that marriage that people have known for months was “on the rocks.” As women we are no longer a part of a couple, but rather the “sad single mother” or the “broken older woman” who stupidly supported her husband through dental school while he was applying veneers for free, if you know what I mean. We become an instant statistic, a completely different version of ourselves as we cross the great divide between being married and single. All of a sudden we belong to a whole new club — and it’s a club that has no facilities, indoor plumbing, or healthy snacks. Plus all the other members are really cranky. So before we start on our journey to wellness, let’s talk. How did this whole thing get kicked off for you? I bet everyone has a different version to tell … .

		

	
		
				Chapter 1: I Don’t

				This is how I found out I was getting divorced. My husband, Dean, had been away for three weeks making a movie in our country of origin, Canada, when he returned to Los Angeles with some very surprising news. He was having an affair with his costar, Tori Spelling, and he would be leaving me for her rather immediately. She was married as well, although briefly, but that did not seem to be an issue. We were also in the process of adopting Lola who was seven weeks old at the time but again, that did not seem to be an issue. As a matter of fact, Dean signed off on her adoption a week later.As mentioned, we were on vacation in Palm Springs with another couple (lucky them), so after he left I had a lot of explaining to do down at the pool. At this point, I was hoping for a natural disaster to put me out of my misery, but no such luck. As a matter of fact, I was so guilt ridden with what was in store for my family that I took my son for a seven-hour play date at the nearest McDonald’s. How’s that for parenting 101?

				Once the dust settled, oh let’s say, a whole week later, at approximately 3:14 p.m. PST on a Monday afternoon, I was doing homework with my son, feeling a little scared that third-grade math seemed to be significantly beyond my comfort zone, when the doorbell rang. I was being served divorce papers. At the same moment, my neighbor was coming to my door as well. Ironically, this neighbor is an actor and played Dr. Mancini on Melrose Place, a Spelling Production no less. Seems he had somehow forgotten that my husband had just left me. As the papers were being served, he asked when Dean was coming home because he needed to borrow something I didn’t even know we owned. I reminded him that Dean had left and that’s why I was now being served divorce papers. He looked a little confused and then embarrassed and never brought it up again. A year later, he would be served with his own divorce papers. As would another couple just two doors down. Three divorces in one year. All in all, a very bad year for Ben Avenue.

				Mine is just one story. There are certainly other permutations of how the divorce deals go down. High up on the pain threshold ladder is the devastating one-two punch with a blindsiding thrown in for good measure. This is where your best friend stops by for an unexpected visit and admits she’s been having a three-year affair with your gnarly-ass husband. While you’re attempting to process this and wondering whom you hate more, her or your husband, the blindsiding comes in: “And we’ll both be filing for divorce.” So what we have here is your basic double betrayal: a blindsiding and an avoidance advantage for your husband as he completely compartmentalizes and denies you any human qualities. Now I know this one sounds bad and I put it in the category of nanny, secretary, or next-door neighbor, but it can get worse. Just replace “best friend” with “sibling” (perhaps your hotter, younger sister) and proceed to seek professional help — right now!

				The blindsiding scenario is pretty much the worst because it really comes out of nowhere, with absolutely no warning. And it would make sense that the surprise nature of this announcement usually involves a party leaving for another party, typically with the husband dumping his wife for a younger, more user-friendly, version. There’s almost nothing you can do to see it coming, after all (and this is really important), people only show you what they want you to see. So now is not the time to beat yourself up because you think you missed some crucial piece of information that would have saved your marriage. Chances are, your best friend was probably not a really good friend, but we will address that later. For now it is sufficient to just hate her guts.

				Of course, there are other vignettes. Perhaps it was a mutual decision to end the marriage and there are no third parties involved. Seems rather adult, right? Both participants recognizing the twilight nature of the relationship and letting go mutually and respectfully, dividing the children and assets fairly and without rancor or emotions. Seems like a perfect scenario (and the basis for a television sitcom), but in reality, things seldom go like that. Just ask any family lawyer and she will tell you that a murder trial has more levity and humanity then a typical divorce case. I guess the old adage “You can hate as much as you can love” is true. Even if you both got to the decision together, there are miles to go before you sleep.

				No matter how you arrived at this divorce juncture, count on taking a lot of baggage with you. After all, this was your family, for God’s sake. I’ve talked to plenty of people who left and acquiesced on everything for peace, and guess what? It was still hell! Sometimes it’s not about the things or even the children. It’s actually about the death of your relationship. Sorry to get serious here, but when we got married, we took our dreams and our faith and made a big bold statement to the world: “I am so sure of my judgment and my ability to trust that I am going to create my very own oasis, a testament to my belief in family, love, and commitment.” And when that unit as we know it comes undone, it unravels to the bone, leaving us no choice but to question everything.

				Okay, I am a little tired after that last paragraph, because, let’s face it: this shit is hard. But understanding why we are so hurt can help us take care of ourselves and our children in a much better way. And getting to understanding takes talking. So, as I will continue to recommend throughout the book, if you have any divorced or divorcing friends, get together and start sharing stories. Yes, you will cry, but you’ll also laugh your ass off. Believe it or not, divorce can be funny. Especially when you share your stories with a group of women. Oprah is really big on the idea that everybody has an important story and they should all be shared. And the more stories you hear, the less alone you will feel. And that, my friend, will start to make you feel better.

				How the Divorce Can Go Down

				With more than 50 percent of all marriages ending in divorce, did we go into this union with archaic ideas about the real longevity of the institution? Did we set ourselves up for failure by not really understanding the meaning of ’Til death do us part?” Well, when you think about it, having the word death in any vow is a bit creepy to begin with, but I wonder if we get so caught up in the actual wedding that we forget the marriage itself isn’t just an afterthought. It’s socially unifying to plan your wedding and broadcast your love to the world. But when the day is over, you’re just two people living together, day to day, trying to figure out when the fun starts. To coin a phrase, marriage is a marathon not for the faint of heart. And if I think back to the days before I said “I do,” I have to admit that this crossed my mind countless times before, during, and after my wedding day.

				It’s Amazing Any Marriage Survives

				I’m sure you’ve heard all sorts of reasons why marriages fail: money, sex, children, work, diet, video games, natural disasters, addictions, and escalating gas prices. When you think of it, with the endless laundry list of negatives, how do any survive at all? If you take a close look at the list, aren’t all these variables just components of everyday life? Statistics back this up. They claim that 43 percent of all first marriages end in divorce, 60 percent of second marriages the same way, and if you think third time is a charm, think again. That divorce rate is 73 percent. Now, I am not a forensic scientist, but it appears that we’re not getting this thing right. I would have thought that childless couples had the hometown advantage (no kids mean less irritation, fewer financial obligations, and so on), but apparently their divorce rate is only slightly lower. So if you’re feeling badly about your divorce glitch, think of it this way: it was sort of a head or tails situation anyway.

				“I knew we were in trouble when I asked my husband what he wanted for dinner and he said a divorce. Usually he just wants chicken, not separate lives.” ~Donna

				What Went Horribly Wrong

				Pinpointing the straw that broke the camels back might actually be helpful. I remember sitting on my front porch a few months before my husband left, thinking, “I really don’t want to be married anymore.” For some reason, the thought of the whole “’til death do us part” thing was causing me great distress and I didn’t know why. I was beginning to wonder if a lifetime with one person was really achievable without a partial lobotomy or dabbling in some sort of extracurricular activities (which, by the way, women are doing at an alarming rate). It seems that the old institution of marriage in its present format just is not cutting it. It makes you wonder: what are we all really looking for? And furthermore, if women keep getting more and more self-sufficient, how much will they be willing to give up to get and stay married? It’s a good question — find a water cooler and discuss.

				But I digress. For me it probably wasn’t a good sign that the sight of him in the morning, wearing his ill-fitted white waffle robe, slurping his black coffee, and lecturing me on proper refrigerator etiquette caused my mind to wander. Did you know that one of the top ten things wives fantasize about is killing their husbands? I guess it would make sense that men might be thinking the same thing. Isn’t that lovely though — co-planning each other’s demise while stirring in your coffee creamer? The thing of dreams, baby!

				I’ve heard the two biggest deal breakers for marriage are money and sex. I am not sure which one comes first but if I had to hazard a guess, I would think that it would be sex. Of course, sex is about power, too, but more than that, it really is the emotional watershed of your relationship. According to Dr. Phil (and I have seen him yell at many women about this), sex is the way men express themselves to their partners, while women use sex to achieve the intimacy they crave. Sure, there are times we just want a good bang, but according to statistics, a husband loading up the dishwasher is the greatest foreplay a woman will ever experience (this being referred to as “choreplay”). So when the sex starts to go in a marriage, men lose their number one form of expression, and women, exhausted and tired of being mauled by the kids and their husbands, are secretly relieved. I have had many discussions with women about this subject and found that when they are just too overwhelmed and sometimes resentful of their husband’s lack of involvement around the home, they completely say goodbye to their sex life.

				Chances are if the thought of sex with your husband causes you to go to bed at 7:30 and fake sleep apnea on a frequent basis, there could be some other issues in your marriage. Plus, if he starts working out, working late, and not working on you, he could have his affections parked somewhere else. The demise of your sex life or a significant change in quantity is usually a big fat red flag that there are problems ahead. You may wake up one day and no longer recognize yourself or your partner. Remember that Talking Heads song “Once In a Lifetime”? You may wake up one day in a beautiful house, with a beautiful life, yet nothing makes sense. Ever felt that way? Especially lately?

				Now on to the money thing. Money really is about power — for the one who has it — and freedom. In many ways, the person controlling the purse strings is the person orchestrating the relationship. Here is where some women make a most horrendous mistake: they abdicate themselves right out of the family’s finances and haven’t a clue to what is going on. They give up their money for the good of the family and when things start to unravel, they have no recourse or financial wherewithal to extricate themselves from their situation. In a word, they become stuck — stuck in a bad relationship and beholden to someone they can’t stand who is telling them that tampons are a luxury item. You may want to have separate accounts, some source of independent revenue outside of the marriage and an understanding of basic finances so you are not left emotionally and financially bankrupt from your divorce. Even if it means rolling pennies and taking back pop bottles, start to have some fiscal responsibility now.

				Signs that your marriage is failing could be anywhere. Here are but a few: 

				The Top Ten Signs Your Marriage Is Failing

				
					You find panties in his car … and yours (barf).

					He has started to spray in his bald spot.

					His cell phone bill necessitates a line of credit.

					He asks you to sign documents — in another language.

					He starts wearing toddler clothing — i.e., baggy shorts and angry T-shirts better suited for a twenty-year-old.

					A terminal disease feels like a tax rebate.

					The Godfather becomes your marriage manual.

					Hearing him breathe bugs you.

					You start envying widows.

				And the number one sign your marriage is failing …


					You wish that it would.

				

				Trying to Keep the Ship from Going Down

				Assuming that your divorce papers haven’t been signed, sealed, and delivered, you may find yourself at a crossroad right now. Presuming that you’re unhappy in your marriage and that your husband didn’t dump you via e-mail or run off with your mother (it happens), you recognize that unless you act quickly, this party is over. It’s already been established that things aren’t working like they should and let’s face it, you’re unhappy. So now you have to decide what to do about it.

				Even though your world feels endless now, the longer you wait, the more your life can zip by right in front of you. If you’re planning on taking major action, be strategic — don’t waste time. Plan on taking care of yourself and your life, right now. You’ve acknowledged that something is wrong — which is a huge step. Now let’s see if you can fix it. Can you save your marriage? And, probably more importantly, do you want to save your marriage?

				So how can you do that? At this point, your communication with your spouse might be nonexistent, and worse still, you might be enjoying that fact (not hearing the sound of his condescending, seizure-inducing voice is no doubt a bit of a red flag, but let’s move on). This is the part where couples look for that third-party intervention, otherwise known as marital therapy — a neutral observer who can guide you two back together, stronger, better, united. Therapists can also act like a security guard if you will, removing sharp objects from purses and explaining why nothing says “I love you” like a switchblade.

				
				Marriage Counselors — Paying the Ultimate Price

				The first time I really became aware of marriage counselors was when my parents went years ago when they were having some serious marital problems. Oddly enough, their counselor turned out to be someone I once dated. I was tempted to call him up and warn him about how crazy my parents can be, but I thought it best to stay out of it. Shortly after their therapy ended, he died. To this day, I still feel a bit responsible. Dealing with my two insane parents must have contributed to his demise. Luckily, there was something that survived: my parent’s marriage. Forty-eight years so far.

				

				When it comes to marriage counseling, often one spouse wants to go and the other doesn’t. Or at least I find that to be the case with most couples I know. I’ve even heard of therapy being used as an ultimatum and even then, one spouse still refused to go. And I must admit that was me, too. When we first moved to L.A., Dean asked me to go to a marriage counselor, but I refused. Maybe I didn’t think we needed it. Boy, did I play that one wrong. Could it have saved my marriage? I don’t know. But it might have made for a very different ending.

				Surprisingly, statistics show that once you start marriage counseling, things may actually get worse. I mean, how could they get better? It makes sense if you think about it. The dirty little secret of a failing marriage is that you can’t tell the other person what you really think — that would be cruel. It is very hard to tell the other party in your struggling relationship what you really think of him to his face and have much good come from it. Once you open that Pandora’s box, can you ever really go back? 

				Preventative Maintenance

				While we can’t go back in time, the new trend in counseling is for the couple to enter therapy before they get married. This could be the ticket to a great marriage. If you’re smart enough to look at the act of marriage that seriously and confess you might need some help on how to get on the good side of the fifty-fifty statistic, then counseling could be a useful tool.

				Premarital counseling gives you the full scoop before you commit. It’s like dying your hair blond: to enjoy the benefits, you really have to do the maintenance. And it does seem that couples who check in regularly with each other and actually monitor their relationship seem, well, happy. Seeing a therapist before walking down the aisle redefines the fantasy. It’s not all about the dress and the presents — okay maybe a little bit about the presents — but about the state of the union. If you know what you’re getting into before you enter on your journey through life together, odds are the final destination won’t be divorce. Quite simply, you probably have a better shot of staying together. I know this idea of counseling before committing is too late for you now, but it’s something to remember if you ever decide to walk down the aisle again. But I’m getting way ahead of myself.

				Facing the Butt-Ugly Truth

				If you’re really serious about salvaging your marriage, you might have to suck it up and expose yourself to the truth about your relationship. And even though the act of wading through all your personal muck might be painful and perhaps even counterproductive, it’s probably a gamble worth taking.

				To find a good therapist, ask friends and family that you relate to. Find out what advice their therapist gave them so you can see if you agree. You can also talk to your primary care physician to see if he or she recommends any therapists in particular. Then, try him out and take him for a spin. Oh, and it wouldn’t hurt to Google the therapist’s name beforehand to see if he has any prior malpractice suits. And finally, for God’s sake, make sure you’re not seeing your husband’s new girlfriend or someone who gets a kickback from a divorce attorney and funeral homes. This person could be the lifeline to resuscitating your gasping relationship, so it’s important to do some legwork. 

				As unpleasant as all this is, its now time to practice what is really the mantra of this book: whatever the choice, whatever the outcome, you must take control of your life, such as it is, and make the decisions to get you where you want to be. Plan Bs are great, hell, so are Plan As, but at this point in the wake-up call of your marriage, you have to be involved in all of them.

				If you can’t agree on the counseling thing, what about agreeing to take a weekend getaway? A few days together with just the two of you, no kids, no BlackBerrys, no excuses. Life goes so fast and as simple as this sounds, slowing down and taking time for yourselves as a couple can be highly effective. Just starting with the basic premise of “Remember me? How are you?” might be a good start. It might give you a clearer view of what being apart would mean to each other, to the family, to your lives, and your future. You could all of a sudden see each other very differently: would you want him dating that crazy single lady from your son’s school? It could really bring how you feel into focus quickly. And what about your husband? Would he want you to be taken by another man, never to be returned again? 

				On the flipside, if the idea of life apart would actually feel like “a get out of jail free” card, then you should proceed to the next portion of this chapter.

				When to Call It Quits

				It’s tough to gauge when you should throw in the towel. After all, people can survive on a Triscuit for weeks after a plane crash, battle horrendous diseases and obstacles without complaint, give up kidneys for a loved one, and generally take on the world and all its ailments and not break a sweat. In comparison, really, how bad can staying in your marriage be?

				That’s a good question. In general, we’re told to “suck it up” and that “things could always be worse,” and “if life gives you lemons, make lemonade.” In summary, stop your whining already and just move on. I guess that can work for things like parking tickets and being skipped over for a promotion, but your life probably deserves a little more self-examination than that. A life unexamined is a life not really lived fully. Translation: basically, you’re sucking at life if you don’t question your own truth and worth. We all go through patches where we’re lost, but we should never stop questioning and growing and moving forward. Yes, people get married and fall asleep at the wheel — that’s just standard practice as we all try to navigate the winding highway that is our lives. But when this happens, be honest about it and don’t feel like a failure. The human collective comfort in all of this is that at one time or another, we all suck at life.

				So here’s the thing. If your instincts are telling you that your marriage isn’t working, and no matter what you do, whether it be counseling, touch therapy, sex intervention, making dinner every night for almost three nights straight, opening up, closing down, rolling over, rolling under, or talking too much or too little, it won’t make a dent. You’re like the old versions of a Mac and a PC: you’re trying to interface and everything just keeps bouncing back with no connection. It’s all just electric air above and between you, transmitting the same message over and over: “we are not meant to communicate.” And at this point, it’s probably very true. 

				But do we ever really know when it is time to end things? Some people do and aren’t that torn up about it. They even forget to inform their spouse that they’ve been moving in the “I’m going to leave you “ direction until they’re sure they have a nice backup plan in place (i.e., a replacement model). I must say this is quite common, especially in men. They tend to like to go from one situation to the next and not have too much down time in between. That would be inconvenient. If there is a new border that has been secured, the troops are just relocated and deployed — quickly. Which in nonmilitary terms means: before his present wife launches a military operation of her own. This usually translates into her retaining legal reinforcement and removal of said children from bunker (house). It can all get very strategic. 

				For the rest of us, though, it’s usually a bit more difficult to accept and move on. However, if you keep your eyes open, if two people have played all their cards and are nearing the end of the game, there are usually some very obvious signs, i.e., no sex. Plus if you find large sums of money missing from your joint account and invested in a company called “Hit Men R Us.” that could be another tip-off.

				Another sign is when the little things start to add up, and all of a sudden the sight of his sneakers tossed on the stairs or starting the car to find the gas tank on “E” is enough to make you want to kill — him, or yourself. Did you ever see The War of the Roses with Michael Douglas and Kathleen Turner? Detailing the lives of two people on the brink of divorce, there’s a scene where the two main characters are having dinner together and Michael Douglas’s character is chewing too loudly. Cut to Kathleen Turner’s face — a look of utter disdain and absolute hatred. He asks her what is wrong and she replies with something along the lines of, “Every breath you take, every time you chew your food, I want to take a crowbar and bash your smug-ass head in so I will never have to look at your vapid, soulless face again. I would rather chew off my own arm than ever have another meal with you and your pathetic excuse for a personality, and stop breathing so loudly!” Have you ever felt like that, maybe once or twice? Again, that’s probably a good sign that things are over if the act of breathing becomes a deal breaker.

				Or perhaps the way you realize that it’s over is just a feeling of sadness. The sadness that comes from the knowledge that your marriage has passed its expiration date. It seems now that there is no retrieving what has been lost. Then the old adage about sucking it up and moving on can no longer apply. You and it are past the point of no return. 

				If you want to take one more litmus test, imagine your wedding day and envision yourself walking down the aisle, hopeful, open, and determined. Determined to make this marriage work because you’re so in love, and that person waiting at the end of the aisle is the one who will share your one and only life — good, bad, ugly, and wonderful included. Now, here’s the kicker. Let’s say you know what you know now and you actually have a choice. Which way would you go? Toward the man who at one time you actually liked, with the chance of a different outcome? Or to a waiting cab and the possibility of a life alone, but one that belongs to you and all that implies? If you’re already in the cab and even the thought of giving up all those great wedding gifts hasn’t stopped you, then ignore door number one, because you’ve already passed “Go.” It’s time for the “letting go” portion of our program.

				“I thought I could fake it but when it came to the sex thing, I couldn’t do it anymore. I racked my brain for every possible position and fantasy but nothing worked. George Clooney, Brad Pitt, Donny Osmond. Even Marie Osmond. Nada. Our physical connection was gone.” ~Mary

				Letting Go of the Dream

				Personally, I found that letting go of my family, literally and figuratively, was the hardest part of my divorce experience. It was difficult enough to get used to this new configuration mentally, but the physical dismantling was almost even harder. We were no longer together as a family unit. This loss of solidarity in my day-to-day life was ass kicking. At first, the thought of losing those idyllic images of family dinners, holidays, vacations, back-to-school nights, even grocery shopping, can be agonizing. Everything is different now as we cross over from a traditional arrangement to a new and scary situation that we’ve never been in. That’s what I found to be the hardest and quite frankly, the loneliest part of divorce. Not having someone to share my life with at the end of the day. Is there anyone better to have a good bitch session about the kids with? Will anyone else be just as proud of an A on your son’s third-grade math test than the man or woman you married? Raising a family together is intimate and intertwined, and when it is broken, it is very disorienting. 

				That doesn’t mean to say that a marriage isn’t intimate or intertwined for those couples that don’t have children. You also become known as a unit and your lives become a part of the other. Unraveling all of that and figuring out who you are again is the hardest part for anyone. To let go of what this relationship meant to you and to not care what it looks like to anyone else is key. Do what Marcia Brady did when she got all nervous and anxious: picture everybody else in their underwear and refuse to give a damn. I’m pretty sure Alice taught her that and it’s damn good advice.

				Remember the Title of This Book?

				As soon as you start accepting this new configuration of family and your life, you’ll begin to notice something. It will suck. Sorry, but it will. But then something else will happen. You’ll start defining how you want your family to look and be.

				For example, holidays may actually be fun when you realize that, after everything you have been through, perhaps it’s time to start enjoying Thanksgiving another kind of way and making your own traditions. Maybe that means having some single friends over along with all of your married siblings. Or maybe it means going to Las Vegas with the kids, playing the slots, and saying, “Screw the turkey dinner. Let’s have all-you-can-eat pancakes instead.” It could also mean treating yourself to one day when you refuse to feel any guilt over the fact that you’re (God forbid) divorced.

				For twenty-four hours, you can just accept it: your marriage didn’t work. You tried, you’re not unlovable, and you have made the choice to keep giving life a try. Just give yourself a break and see what happens. You might even enjoy it. And remember, as you enjoy the feeling of calling your own shots this next holiday season, your neighbor’s husband probably just clogged the toilet. And blamed her. Happy Thanksgiving, baby!
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