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A New Season





  Debbie Fox

It was all the Lakers’ fault.  I think if the Los Angeles basketball team had played better in the 2004/2005 season, my marriage might have survived.  However, the Lakers had a losing season.  Coach Phil Jackson had retired, and Shaquille O’Neal had been traded to Miami.  The new Laker coach quit mid season, and Kobe Bryant had his legal problems in Colorado.  My husband quickly lost interest in the home team, but he found a new game to enjoy.  Under the spell of a married woman from his office, Lou stayed away from home and had sleepovers with her in our van.  Like the Lakers, I quickly fell to the bottom of the standings.  

Before I discovered Lou’s secret, his sudden urge to exercise puzzled me.  He lost twenty pounds the first month, spent hours grooming, and made secretive cell phone calls under the tree in our back yard.  My concerns mounted when the signal hang up phone calls began, followed by Lou’s mad dashes from the house.  He skipped meals at home and claimed the dining charges on our credit card were from gatherings with coworkers.  

When I found Lou and the woman in our van outside a neighborhood restaurant, reeking of alcohol, I nearly committed a flagrant foul, but I calmly asked, “What’s going on here?”  I read their faces, the answers as clear as bold type.  “Nothing, nothing.  He had a bad day, and we were just talking,” the woman stammered.  “Yeah, right,” I muttered and headed for my car.  Then I discovered the emails Lou had exchanged with the woman, proclaiming his love for her into eternity, discussing intimate details of their affair.  I wanted to die.  When I confronted Lou, he denied everything.  “You’re crazy,” he yelled.   

I wasn’t.

To save my marriage, I tried everything from begging to demanding, from counseling to reading Dr. Phil books, from being sweet to being disengaged.  Lou insisted he wasn’t having an affair with that woman.  Some days he’d profess his love to me; other days he’d call me vile names.  Then he turned abusive, verbally and physically.  His uncharacteristic anger and rage frightened me.  When he depleted our meager funds and went off to gamble, as was his typical coping method during any crisis, I knew he was clearly out of control.

Did I want to save my marriage?  A marriage riddled with infidelity, addiction, lies, and abuse?  Lou had been my husband for thirty-three years, and I believed in the sanctity of marriage.  I thought he did, too.  Throughout our marriage, I had endured his problems—frequent unemployment, gambling, bankruptcy, unreasonable demands—but his affair finally slapped some sense into me.  I wouldn’t have to struggle to keep our lives on track.  If he wanted his “space,” he darn well could have it.    

My hope of being traded appeared imminent.  I needed a new team, in a new location, so I headed for the nearest attorney’s office and filed for divorce.  Lou wasn’t man enough to admit what he had done, nor was he man enough to end our marriage.  

“You’ll be bitter and lonely,” Lou yelled.

“No, I’ll be better and blissful,” I said.   

I packed my things.  Lou made my departure hell.  He came and went at odd hours, his anger shadowing his every move.  He shouted words meant to lacerate my soul.  I couldn’t eat or sleep, and I feared he’d become suicidal or homicidal.  I didn’t recognize the man I had once loved more than myself.  

By the time I hit Missouri with a half bottle of Xanax and a bruised ego, I had renounced all men.  Recovering from a toxic relationship took prayers, patience, Dad’s guiding hand, and Mom’s hugs.  Surrounded by my family, I began to heal.   

Healing is an ongoing process.  I missed my old friends, my church, and the weather.  I mourned for the years I had wasted loving a man who couldn’t keep his promises.  My dreams of growing old with my husband vanished that day I looked into the van and saw betrayal staring back at me.  Distance afforded me time to reflect and gain perspective.  I realized my dreams were fantasy.  I saw happiness and fulfillment within my marriage, when in fact the reality I had been living was more of a nightmare than a dream.

Loss is difficult to accept.  Ask the Lakers.  They worked hard night after night only to lose game after game and hover at the bottom of the division.  Despite their losing record, the rookie players got court time.  Their passes got sharper, their plays more fluid, and their shooting improved.  It might take time to develop a winning team, but the struggles would pay off one day.  

Something new or improved always arises from loss.  I emerged from my loss with strength and the determination to celebrate a new beginning.  In the sixteen months it took for my divorce to become final, I built a new home near my family, joined a church, made new friends, and threw away the Xanax.  Like the Lakers, this past year was one of rebuilding.  I made some trades, accepted some trade-offs.  It might not have been my finest season, but I’m eager for the next.  Ecclesiastes 3:1 states, “To every thing there is a season, a time to every purpose under the heaven . . .” 
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