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Dedication 

For my nieces and nephews, who are all still single, and to 
whom “taking a stroll down the aisle” refers to grocery shopping. 
May they learn from Aunt P’s lessons on relationships and the 
marriage “road less traveled.” 

For my new husband, who kept an open mind about my past and 
encouraged me to discover my true self and happiness on my own.  
Ladies, this is the kind of man you can live with 24x7! 

In Loving Memory of Dad 

For his non-judgmental perspective on my relationships and 
marriages, and for his positive attitude about life.  Dad’s motto was 
“Never give up”— and as long as I am breathing, I never will. 

  





I alone cannot change the world, but I can cast a stone across the 
waters to create many ripples.  

— Mother Teresa (1910-1997) 

May my one small voice gently offer words of encouragement to the 
disenchanted and discouraged. May it lift the spirits of those who 
need that extra boost of self-esteem. And, may it open the hearts and 
minds of people everywhere, so that they may be able to understand 
and accept those of us who have found ourselves on a unique life 
track.  

— Pam Evans  
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Introduction 

I was inspired to write this book because the subject matter touches 

me personally. It is my story, augmented by the experiences of others 
who’ve spent countless years scratching their heads in retrospect, 
continually asking themselves: What is wrong with me? What was 
wrong with them? Where did I go wrong? Why did this keep 
happening when I always had good intentions? Should I/would I ever 
do this again? Would anyone out there ever accept me as a balanced 
and loving partner? Do I have the permanent “Marry-Go-Round” 
tattoo? If I can’t laser it off, will I have to wear long-sleeved shirts for 
the rest of my life, so no one will find out? 

Several close friends who are intrigued by the subject have 
inquired as to why I wanted to, or better yet, dared to, “come out of 
the closet.” Well, one of the primary reasons is to enable me to do 
some self-discovery and reflect on my past choices and decisions. For 
years, I blamed my marriage failures mostly on the other party and 
never honestly took responsibility for the hasty decisions I made. 
Additionally, the fact that I did minimal vetting of my potential 
partners before making binding and legal commitments, surely played 
into each situation big-time. So, this is just a sampling of the inner 
work I needed to do and now want to share with you. There’s much 
more to come in the book. 

The other primary reason I’m motivated to talk about this subject 
publicly is that it gives me a forum for imparting knowledge, insight 
and wisdom to others, so they may shed some light on their own 
journey. And, for those who aren't already caught in the multiple 
marriage syndrome, perhaps they can prevent it from happening to 
themselves in the future. 



I should highlight that I’m not using this writing as a way to 
“clear my conscience,” as I have resolved my past transgressions with 
myself and am truly sorry if I unintentionally hurt others along the 
way. I did the best I could while in those marriages, without much 
maturity or self-awareness, much less the skills to recognize red flags 
in others before diving into the deep end of the pool. 

For many years, I have tried to explain away what I see now as 
an unsuccessful relationship pattern that I had created for myself. It 
wasn’t until recently that I, through self-examination, a little research 
and opening up to others was able to get to the bottom of my own 
story. Now, I know exactly why I’ve come to this place on my life’s 
journey and how to make going forward more purposeful, joyful and 
stable. 

Perhaps you will be able to answer confidently the next time you 
are on the receiving end of that ever-so-dreaded question, “How many 
times have you been married?” You can come back with this answer 
at a cocktail party… “More than once, like 50 percent of the 
American population.” Just try following that with a quick chuckle, 
have a new subject to bring up immediately or excuse yourself for 
that second cocktail, whichever technique comes first (wink).  

Then, when it is important for you to go deeper on that subject 
with someone you are becoming intimate with and, perhaps, trust, you 
can begin, “I would like to share some details of my past with you — 
if you can be open, non-judgmental, compassionate and under-
standing. If not, then we really should not discuss this topic at this 
time, since it is very personal to me.” Who knows, this may be part of 
your vetting process. If the other party isn't willing to listen closely 
and communicate about something that is so important to you, then 
he/she may not be the next serious partner for you. Thus, you could 
avoid getting on that Marry-Go-Round again and falling off as the 
ride spins around at high speed. 

With that, I hope you will enjoy this enlightening learning 
experience. It will sometimes be light and humorous, at other times it 
may bring a tear to your eye or may just give you that “a-ha” moment 
you’ve been waiting for. Watch the stories unfold and look for your 
own behaviors, patterns and also some lessons to be learned. 



At the end of the day, whether formerly partnered or married, 
each one of us is capable of having healthy family and personal 
relationships, establishing and managing successful careers, becoming 
dedicated community-service volunteers, being fabulous parents and 
grandparents, being loving spouses or secure and happy singles for the 
rest of our days. 

Finally, for those of you who have ridden in the “Swan Love 
Seat” on that Multiple Marry-Go-Round over and over again, take lots 
of notes. By the end of this book, you’ll feel confident that you can 
choose to jump on the most ornate horse on that Marry-Go-Round all 
by yourself, hold your head high, laugh out loud and enjoy the fun. 
You can stay on, or choose to get off at your leisure. It's your life; it's 
your choice. Just learn how to make that choice with knowledge, 
confidence and skill. Then there will be a lot less “explaining” to do. 
Oh, and remember, it doesn’t have to be the Marry-Go-Round, either. 
You can always choose another ride in the park altogether. 

Now, I know you are wondering about my own marriage cycle. 
Well, it’s more than once and less than ten. Just read on for the 
accurate numeric count and the sequence of events that led up to that 
magic number that puts me in the 5 percent minority of Americans. 
Before we begin Chapter 1, I’ll bet another question is lingering: 
Would I get married again? Hint: It’s one of three answers… yes, no, 
maybe. Good luck with the multiple choice, no pun intended. 



!  
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Chapter 1  
What’s in a Name? 

Better to see the face than to hear the name.  
                                                                                           

  — Anonymous 

Hello! I'd like to introduce myself. My name is Pamela 

Anderson Bigsbee Kundera Evans —and, oh, what the heck, let’s 
throw in my maiden name, Brown, before the Anderson, just for good 
measure.  

Have you ever seen such a string of surnames in all your life? No, 
I'm not royalty. But, as I came to find out, I am actually a descendant 
of royalty, so I guess I’ve earned the right to have all those last names. 
Yes, through my mother’s paternal heritage I’m related to Lucretia 
Rudolph Garfield, the wife of the 20th US President. She has a royal 
ancestral list as long as your arm, including, but not limited to, 
Emperor Rudolph I of Germany (1218-1291).  

So, if we're all connected anyway, we have the right to make as 
many linkages to as many folks as we want to. But thank goodness for 
the “by marriage” part after the names.  

Until now, I had decided not to change my current last name in 
any way.  Enough was enough!  Having been Pamela Anderson once, 
and now possessing a name that somewhat resembled that of Linda 



Evans of Dynasty fame, retaining Evans added that star appeal in my 
surname line up. Why give it up? 

And, now that I myself am rapidly approaching my first Social 
Security payout day, I’m wondering if the SSA will be able to find 
me. What if they send my monthly check to “the other” Pamela 
Anderson, down there in Hollywood, instead? Then I’m screwed! But 
that may be a moot point if there are no Social Security funds to 
distribute by then, anyway. Well, that’s another subject entirely. 

I have a close girlfriend (let's call her Cynthia) who has a string 
of last names like me; actually, she has one more last name than I. 
Many people know we are friends, but very few know we are kindred 
souls in that area of multiple “married” names. Even my friend’s 
present-day husband had no idea about all Cynthia’s previous 
surnames until the night before they were to head to the courthouse to 
complete their marriage license paperwork. Luckily for Cynthia, her 
fifth husband-to-be was understanding and didn’t back out. In fact, 
they have been living happily ever after for almost 20 years as 
husband and wife.  

But I’m sure the “what-ifs” ran rampant through Cynthia’s mind 
that morning as she was preparing for the drive to the Marriage 
License Office.  She felt her husband-to-be was still processing this 
new, shocking revelation and could change his mind.  Cynthia’s hopes 
for a better future could have been dashed in an instant.  She told me 
if he asked her the question, “Are there any more husbands you 
haven’t told me about?” she was simply going to say, “I’ll take the 
Fifth.  And, baby, you’re it!” 

Now, really. Think about that. What's in a name, indeed! 
Well, one more story about this friend. Cynthia confided in me 

that the absolute lowest point in her life came on the day she was 
pulled over for speeding. I said, “You mean to tell me that was one of 
the worst things that ever happened to you? Boy, then you’ve lived a 
sheltered life!” Cynthia jumped right back into the conversation with, 
“OK, imagine this scene. I was tooling along in my car and before I 
knew it, a CHP (California Highway Patrolman) approached me, his 
siren blaring, and leaned into my front window. He asked me if I 
knew I was speeding. I remember being courteous and cooperative. 
As I expected, he insisted on running my driving record. When he 



walked back to my car with the printout, I still didn’t know if I would 
be nailed or not. The cop had a puzzled look on his face. Then the 
interrogation began… “Are you Cynthia Smith?” I said “Yes, I am.” 
He then asked, “Who is Cynthia Lemmons?” “Oh, that’s me, too,” I 
said. “What about Cynthia Hendrick?” “That’s me,” and so on… 
When he made it to the end of the list of names, he chuckled, “I’ve 
never known anyone to have this many married last names.” 

At this point, Cynthia collapsed in the driver's seat, rested her 
head on the steering wheel, and burst out in tears. Then she got (and 
perhaps deserved) the speeding ticket, which was the icing on the 
cake. “It took a bit to regain my composure before I proceeded to ease 
on down the road.” But she said that this encounter over a speeding 
violation haunted her for some time. Cynthia promised, Number 1… 
since she was already a law-abiding individual, never to have a brush 
with the law again, and Number 2… to ensure she stayed in her 
present marriage. No more name changes, no more embarrassment, 
no more shame. 

Like my friend Cynthia, I’ve had a few low points in my life. 
However, I was never brought to tears, thank God, over the name 
thing. I guess for me, it just became so tedious to always be tap-
dancing around the truth or deciding in a split-second (as my life 
became like an episode of Perry Mason) to tell the truth, the whole 
truth and nothing but the truth. 

Here’s the first low point. I had a very responsible position at a 
large, well-known high-tech company in Silicon Valley from the late 
1980s through the 1990s. In fact, I had a twelve-year stint there. Isn't 
it downright funny that I managed to stay at one company longer than 
in any of my marriages? How’s that for real stability? Anyway, during 
the time I worked there, I had three different last names. I’ll never 
forget when a colleague, who later became CEO of another large 
Silicon Valley corporation, said to me, “Pam, I’ve known you by three 
last names since you’ve been at this company. When I run into you, I 
don’t know what to call you anymore.” I replied, “Why not stick with 
Pamela? That’s safe.” Although that gentleman’s unnecessary 
reminder of my unsuccessful marital path made me uncomfortable, I 
decided the best thing to do was to make a joke about it.  



If I stopped to think about the situation, the whole thing was 
rather odd. Who wouldn’t wonder, “What in the world is going on 
with this woman’s personal life?” So from then on, every time I ran 
into that guy at the office, we would simply make a joke about my 
marriages. It kind of made my day. On the positive side, I had actually 
developed a unique personal brand with him. On the negative side, if I 
were to contact him today, he might have difficulty sorting through 
the name thing and never respond to my email or LinkedIn request 
because he didn't recognize who I was. Oh, well, he’s mega-rich and 
probably retired anyway… so much for that contact. 

At a later time and at a different company, I remember the next 
low point that transpired because of my past transgressions. I was on 
an international business trip with a group of colleagues. I’ll never 
forget the sinking feeling in my stomach when, as we were standing 
in an immigration line at a foreign airport, one of them blurted out, 
“Hey, Pam, are you married?” I said no, and he quickly responded, 
“Have you ever been married?” to which I said yes.  

I was praying for him to please stop the questioning, as I 
definitely didn’t want to go any further with this. But with a big grin 
on his face, he kept prying for answers. “How many times have you 
been married?” Despite my jet lag and frustration with this particular 
conversation in this particular forum at this particular time, I quipped 
right back, “More than once and less than five.” You would have 
thought he would stop … “No, really, Pam, how many times?” So I 
gave him a number, any number that sounded good at the time. He 
felt compelled to say, “Well, my wife and I have been married for 16 
wonderful years.” I took this to mean he thought the two of us had 
differing values, and that my values weren’t acceptable to him.  

I could be dead wrong, but from his reaction that day, I was 
certain this knowledge played into his assessment of me as a person. 
He probably thought I couldn’t possibly be a suitable leader. 
Interestingly enough, our family values are probably not different at 
all, just our life circumstances. 

This kind of reception around the dreaded marriage question has 
taunted me for years. It’s sort of like my fear of flying. I don’t really 
expose my fear to too many people (although I guess I have now!), 
but it is there, tucked away deep inside. Only a few close friends and 



family members know the truth. Most have been thoughtful and kind 
enough not to slip those personal foibles into our conversations. 
However, some have done so intentionally. So be it. And since I don’t 
want to be on the psychological edge any longer, I’m spilling the 
beans now about me, myself, and I. I don’t have any other skeletons 
in my closet… just that one.  

And I’m also quite aware of the fact that the legal, permanent 
record of surnames will never go away. You know, it’s worse than 
bankruptcy, because at least after seven years, there is no more record 
of those financial errors. But the “until death do us part” legacy is like 
a permanent rubber stamp, literally, and it continues to show up 
everywhere I go! Well, I’m getting over it!  

One day, just like in the Hollywood hit movie Hangover, I 
awakened in a strange place in my life, opened my eyes, shook my 
head and looked around. How in the world did a nice person like me 
get here? Is there some way to retrace my steps, so I can see which of 
my actions led to what circumstances so I can figure out how I landed 
in my current station in life, where — unbelievably — I had acquired 
four ex-husbands before my 50th birthday?  

But I never stopped to look back, always chose to go forward 
without much reflection. I plan to deal with all of this in Chapter 2. 

But back to the name changes. Just because you do a game 
change doesn’t mean you have to do a name change. Had I simply 
kept only my maiden name, and not added my four married names 
after each divorce, we wouldn’t even be having this discussion. After 
all, to be practical, just how many surnames can one fit — on a 
luggage tag, on a mailbox, on an application? Five is a bit much! 

A thought-provoking article was recently published by The Atlantic 
Wire entitled “Women Are Still Being Judged for Not Taking Their 
Husbands’ Last Names” [http://news.yahoo.com/women-still-being-
judged-not-taking-husbands-last-181930123.html]. A 2006 survey 
taken at an unidentified Midwestern university revealed that the 
student respondents were three times more likely to say that if a 
woman didn’t take her husband’s last name upon marriage, she was 
less committed to him and their future together.  

I hate to burst the student population’s bubble at that academic 
institution, but obviously, my eagerness to assume my new husbands’ 

http://news.yahoo.com/women-still-being-judged-not-taking-husbands-last-181930123.html


last names each time I said “I do” didn’t ensure long-term 
commitment on my part. I wonder what would have happened if I had 
done the hyphenated thing, or had just held on to my maiden name to 
begin with? Since I followed conventional wisdom and tradition, I’ll 
never know if I would have been more or less committed to my 
spouses because I chose their name over my own. Chances are that 
going the his-and-hers name route wouldn’t have made an ounce of 
difference in my situations. Lord knows, I couldn’t have been less 
committed when the going got tough. With that said, since we are 
now living in a civilized 21st-century society, you should make your 
own decision and do what works best for you. Choose the last name 
that you’ll enjoy following you around for years. And, I mean, years! 

Lesson Learned: For my women readers: If you think you might 
have more than one marriage (and I truly hope you don’t), seriously 
consider retaining your maiden name, unless it is one you absolutely 
abhor. Now for the men: You have a great advantage, since you don't 
add a new surname each time you marry. Good for you! 

Another Lesson Learned: Try transforming (what seems like) 
the negative aspect of your history into your special positive brand. I 
talk about this in Chapter 10. You are unique, you are special and a 
little humor goes a long way in defusing what could be a potentially 
explosive situation when and where too many questions will be asked. 



!  

Chapter 2  
Look Back Before You Look Ahead 

Follow effective action with quiet reflection. From the quiet  
reflection will come even more effective action. 

— Peter F. Drucker, Management expert, author and teacher 
(1909-2005) 

If 20/20 hindsight is really reliable, why didn’t I ever think to use 

it? Hindsight may not have told me in which direction to head, but it 
might have helped me see the truth. I always believed each of my 
marriage failures was the other party’s fault, not mine. I even thought 
my occasional extramarital affair was justified, due to the shabby 
treatment I was receiving from whatever spouse I was married to at 
the time.  

I always chalked up my first and second divorces to my inability 
to select the right partner. Then, after two more unsuccessful attempts 
at marriage, I decided that my “picker” must be broken. (Now, 
gentlemen, don’t get the wrong idea here! Notice that I said “picker.”) 
But it still didn't occur to me to sit down and do the hard work of 
figuring out why I was choosing so badly.  

Even my intellectual, highly critical and notoriously cynical 84-
year-old father, God rest his soul, contributed to my lack of reflection 



about my marriages. After having been widowed twice, once as a 
young man and then again in middle age, he stumbled through 
(unsuccessfully, I might add), a short-lived third marriage in his later 
years. He actually dated a lot in his golden years, so I guess he was an 
experienced serial monogamist himself. On his refrigerator door, Dad 
had posted: “Any fool can start a love affair, but it takes a real genius 
to end one successfully.” I believed that dear ol’ Dad had aimed this 
“tacky” quote specifically at me, although I substituted the word 
“marriage” for “love affair.” Thanks for the jab, Dad!  

But, being an eternally positive person, I actually decided to 
interpret that silly little saying to mean that I was a tremendous 
success. After all, wasn't I always the “leaver” in my marriages and 
never the “leavee”? And hadn't I been voted “Most Likely to 
Succeed” way back in junior high school? Well, I was definitely 
living up to that accolade, at least in one aspect… I was very 
successful in ending my marriages. I even showed few, if any, visible 
scars from the disastrous link-ups, not limited to, but including my 
bank accounts.  

That reminds me of one of Dad’s sayings that he occasionally 
told his four daughters, to emphasize that he had limits to tolerating 
their poor choices in mates. My brother was spared. At least I’ll never 
need to pass Dad's comment down to my kids, since I don’t have 
any… “I’ll pay for first marriages and first divorces, but after that, 
you’re on your own!” And he lived up to his word. I took him up on 
his offer and he plunked down $2,500 for my first divorce, in 1978. 
Thanks again, Dad!  

You know, each time I “escaped” from a marriage, I was back in 
the office the very next day, just as if nothing had happened. I even 
knew how to put on a fake smile to go with my polyester suits and 
costume jewelry. Needless to say, I was so proud of myself for having 
never seen a counselor (except for the time an abusive ex dragged me 
into a joint session and I acquiesced to make the letdown less 
impactful for him). Never had to resort to drugs, either, not even for 
sleeping. 

Whenever I was ready to start the mate selection process again, I 
would think, well, if he were only taller, darker or blonder, had a cute 
accent, or a different occupation, I’d finally land the prize. Ah, but, 



ladies and gentlemen, thinking I had to “land the prize” was precisely 
the problem. Prizes are possessions, and I sure didn't want to be 
thought of as a “prize” myself, so why would I want to think of a 
spouse as a “trophy”? It took me decades to understand that a great 
relationship wasn’t about landing a trophy spouse or owning a 
particularly fine possession that would make my family and friends 
jealous; it was about having pleasant encounters with the opposite sex 
where we could simply share, learn, and laugh. If this happened to 
result in a closer relationship, fine. There would be a solid foundation 
of trust, shared values, common interests, an intellectual connection, 
emotional and physical chemistry. I learned that a prospective mate’s 
suitability comes from the heart, not from the so-called “status” he 
offers. So many women today are still looking for a millionaire or a 
billionaire who can provide them with “security.” But you know 
what? There is no “security.” 

In my active days of “coupling,” I always set off on an immediate 
quest to locate my next potential suitor — not boyfriend; I'm talking 
marriage partner. I just never spent any time in reflecting on what had 
gone wrong in my previous relationship. But you sure could count on 
me to use my blu-ray vision to hone in on someone of the opposite 
sex, if they didn’t find me first. No matter what, he would be 
dramatically different from my previous husband — but that didn't 
mean he would be a better match for me. I should have listened to my 
hair stylist, who advises, “When it comes to assigning blame for 
complicated relationships, you really only need to look at yourself and 
your mate, because ‘his and her baggage’ definitely adds to the 
problem.” 

Let me tell you about a time when in walked a “different” type of 
guy and I fell for the bait “like a starving trout in a polluted pond.” 

It was a Friday afternoon in 1987, just nine months after I had 
moved from upstate New York to the Bay Area in Northern 
California. I was working away in my small office at a non-profit 
organization. The other two gals in the office had already gone home 
and I was thinking about packing up early, too. After all, I had a 50-
mile drive south after I crossed the Golden Gate Bridge, and the 
thought of sitting in bumper-to-bumper traffic wasn’t appealing, when 
I could be enjoying a happy hour somewhere.  



Unexpectedly, in strolled a tall, dark, and handsome man with 
that cute accent I was talking about earlier, to repair a Selectric self-
correcting typewriter. Unbeknownst to me, one of my co-workers had 
placed a service call earlier that day. (Remember, few offices outside 
of high-technology companies had computers in those days; 
typewriters were still pretty much the norm.) It was late afternoon and 
nobody else was around. The typewriter repairman and I started to 
talk, and opened up about each having moved to California recently 
— he from Prague, by way of the Pacific Northwest, and me from the 
East Coast to the West Coast. Different worlds, indeed!  

We talked about the difficulty assimilating into the casual West 
Coast society and the dramatic cultural differences we were 
experiencing. Lo and behold, the word “loneliness” popped into the 
conversation. Bingo! That’s what we had in common! We were both 
new to the area, felt as if we didn’t fit in, recognized that we were 
lonely, and acknowledged that we were starting to suffer from 
feelings of isolation in this strange new place, California.  

By Monday morning, my office phone was ringing off the hook 
with calls from the typewriter repairman that had nothing to do with 
repairing typewriters. By Thursday evening, we had a date. I recall 
paying for the drinks and appetizers because he was short of cash (by 
the way, big red flag I missed), his touring me around his small 
apartment, and my desire to rescue both this man and myself from our 
sadness and loneliness.  

It took about a New York minute to determine that this handsome 
guy from Prague with that strikingly unique accent would be the 
perfect mate for me; we could make a go of it together, perhaps for 
life! After all, I had married for status and money before…why not 
marry for real love this time? I definitely wasn’t choosing to marry up 
in this scenario; I could never be accused of using my partner. My 
previous husband was a successful matrimonial law attorney back in 
New York.  Need I say more? With this new guy, though, I could 
throw in a dash of “we have so much in common, being new to 
California.” We were different from each other, he was different from 
my former husband, and he was “culturally different” from everyone 
else I knew, too.  



Just three short dates later and there I was, loading all my trinkets 
and trash into my Toyota Celica and driving toward his drab abode 
overlooking Highway 101. In retrospect, the only positive part of this 
move was that it got me closer to work. The only positive part of the 
move for him was that I helped him pay the rent! We lived together 
for three years, bought our first place with my $25,000 divorce 
settlement and, on a whim, one Sunday we up and got married at Lake 
Tahoe.  

The rest is history. He and I lived through five tumultuous years 
after I said “I do” wearing a blue jean skirt, a starched cotton blouse, 
and white tennis shoes. How had I gone from a traditional marriage 
ceremony to charging our $100 wedding fee (which included 
witnesses, notary, and license) on a credit card and finding an “all-
you-can-eat steakhouse” for our candlelit celebration before driving 
130 miles home that night? Oh, and can you picture this? I was at 
work in the office the very next day, with a sheepish smile, a new last 
name and facing a pile of paperwork to plow through.  

It doesn’t take a genius to figure out how this marriage story 
crescendoed to a “perfect storm,” and who got to be the “leaver.” 
Yes… it all started with a cartoon-style wedding on a Sunday 
afternoon, and it all ended with an “Elizabeth Taylor and Richard 
Burton” -style fight (as portrayed in the movie Who's Afraid of 
Virginia Woolf?) — ironically, on another Sunday afternoon. Within 
45 minutes of a “knock- down/drag-out,” he sped away from the 
house. I took that rare opportunity to get out from under his thumb 
and within another 45 minutes, I had frantically packed all of my 
personal belongings into Hefty garbage bags and navigated a “stealth” 
drive to what I hoped would be a safe haven. 

Did I take time to reflect? Heck, no! I knew what I had done, 
what he had done, how it all happened, what he deserved and that I 
had to save myself. I had just picked the wrong fellow, that's all. He 
wasn’t right for me. I knew I would be on to the next “knight in 
shining armor” as quickly as possible, leaving this negative situation 
and these bad memories behind.  

So much for self-awareness! Was it possible that I had enabled 
his bad behavior? Was I co-dependent? Had I forgotten to vet the 
qualities that were critical to having a solid relationship? Had I looked 



at my own insecurities and needs? I guess not. So I’ll say it again. So 
much for self-awareness!  

It's only very recently that I have become aware that I have 
lacked “SA” (self-awareness) in both my personal and professional 
life. This has sometimes caused me lots of unnecessary difficulty. So 
I’m working on that issue, with self-help books and coaching. Folks, 
it’s never too late to change! 

Speaking of the importance of self-awareness in terms of your 
surroundings, and acknowledging cultural differences, I have to share 
this story. It’s slightly off-track regarding the subject at hand, but 
digressing may be fun, since we’ve been focusing so much on this 
very serious topic of marriage. I promise you that this whole scene 
was hilarious! 

The first week on my job at the nonprofit (the same office where 
I met the typewriter serviceman), I was invited to a business 
luncheon. It was to be hosted by the Board of Directors, a.k.a. my 
new bosses. Can you imagine me sitting with a group of 8-to-10 
established attorneys (all of them older than myself) at a large round 
table at an upscale restaurant? No hierarchical worries there!  

To add to the uncomfortable situation, I was the only identifiable 
East Coaster. I recall the server leaning over my shoulder to take my 
beverage order. He snapped in a hurried fashion, “And what would 
you like to drink?” Some of the orders he had already taken were 
lemonade, iced tea, mineral water (he called it Calistoga), a single 
glass of wine. Oh, well, it didn’t really matter, anyway. This was my 
day. Since the luncheon was to “welcome” me to Marin County and to 
my new job, I would order exactly what I wanted, a drink that was 
familiar to me, a reminder of the lifestyle I had left behind a couple of 
weeks before. Without a doubt, it would be a glass of Chablis!  

Speaking of self-awareness, I’m sure I was unaware of the winks 
and nods and snickers at my choice of beverage. The server had to be 
thinking, “My God, girl, you’re in California wine country. Get with 
the program!” But no, when I learned there was no Chablis…the New 
York-produced wine that was near and dear to my heart and gave me 
wicked hangovers… I asked what other wines were available. The 
server came back with the unfamiliar name, “Chardonnay.” I replied, 
“Is that a white wine?” He just smiled and said “Yes.” I replied, “Oh, 



well, then just give me a Tanqueray and tonic with a lime” (faux pas 
#1).  

During the luncheon, I proceeded to chat nervously and drink 
fast. That gin ‘n’ tonic never left my hand until the lime was sitting 
atop the last cube of ice. By golly, I emptied that glass in about 10 
minutes!  

Since I was the guest of honor from Mars, the server was 
undoubtedly keeping a keen eye on me. He appeared suddenly, just as 
I was telling a story about being involved in a complicated divorce 
with a matrimonial attorney back East (faux pas #2). In retrospect, I 
think he was trying to save me from further embarrassment. Just as I 
was describing marrying into a prominent Republican family, the 
solicitous server asked, “Lemonade, iced tea, mineral water?” But I 
didn’t pick up on his hint and instead responded, “Oh, please, just 
give me another one of these,” pointing to the empty gin ‘n’ tonic 
glass (faux pas #3). Much later, I learned that at least one of the 
attorneys present that day was a reformed alcoholic. Nice move, Pam! 

To make a long story short, somehow I survived the luncheon, 
held on for two years, and left the job of my own accord. How I wish 
I had been self-aware enough in that situation to know that drinking 
hard liquor at a California business luncheon, even in the 1980s, was 
a “no-no,” even though it was acceptable in New York business! And, 
oh my God, here I was, talking about divorcing a divorce lawyer — to 
a group of lawyers…talk about swimming in shark-infested waters!  

Yes, self-awareness is indeed the name of the game in all aspects 
of life, in relationships such as marriage, friends, and family, and in 
business.  

Lesson Learned: In a reflecting pool, one can see one’s face. 
Take the time in all situations to examine your past actions and the 
other party’s behaviors and actions before embarking upon a new 
journey. You will glean helpful information and insights that can help 
you move forward in a deliberate, efficient and knowledgeable 
manner, rather than forging ahead in a rush to get to the next best 
person. Notice, I said, “Take the time”…have a grieving period, look 
deeply into the reflection pool, make “pros and cons” notes about 
your past relationship and outline your motivations, desires, and 



needs. Doing this evaluation might save you from further heartaches 
in relationships. 

Another Lesson Learned: When you look back at your 
relationship or marriage, before going ahead, don't be smug if you are 
the leaver. I always thought if I left a marriage, I was the winner. But 
really, there are no winners in divorce situations. Oh, and I’ve actually 
been the leavee twice… once in the first grade, and again within the 
past ten years, when a boyfriend informed me over email that we were 
through. Touché! 

 



!  

Chapter 3  
Stepping off the Marry-Go-Round 

Creativity involves breaking out of established patterns in  
order to look at things in a different way.  

— Edward de Bono, British psychologist (1933-  ) 

Don’t talk to me about patterns! I actually flunked a Singer 

Sewing Course for Beginners in my 20s! Why? Because I was making 
a blouse, but I didn't take the time to follow the pattern. So I sewed 
the sleeve right smack into the neckline! Perhaps that moment, when 
all the other young ladies in the class received their certificates of 
course completion while I sat there empty-handed, was the tipping 
point that hastened my self-esteem decline. I’ll never know, as I never 
bothered to consult a shrink about that particular  
life failure. It wasn't that big a deal. I didn’t really care about that 
useless class. I always bought my clothes retail, on the “layaway 
plan.” Besides, following somewhat intricate diagrams, taking the 
time to lay out a sewing plan, and then attempting to visualize the end 
result just wasn’t my cup of tea. I’d rather experiment with creativity 
by trying new moves on the dance floor or by learning how to walk 
down the runway in a memorable way as I modeled in a local fashion 
show. Forget those boring sewing patterns! 



Little did I know it, but I had already established certain life 
patterns long before that darned sewing class. If I only had been 
creative enough to step outside them from time to time, life might 
have been a bit smoother in the long run, to say the least. 

I’m not a psychologist, having only minored in the subject at 
university, but I feel certain that there’s just got to be an explanation 
for self-defeating behavior and personal behavioral patterns. When I 
explore my own marry-go-round pattern, my encounters really were 
analogous to an actual “merry-go-round” experience… like the ones I 
fondly recollected from my childhood. 

I always loved to visit the amusement park, but then again, what 
child doesn’t? My favorite ride was predictably the merry-go-round, 
which was usually front-and-center on the park premises. I ran right 
to it, chose the tallest, most ornate horse, rode it (or another similar-
looking horse) at least two consecutive times, then hopped off and 
dashed on to catch the “thrill of the day”— the roller-coaster ride. 
When I had gone on all the rides, I started over with the merry-go-
round.  

It's interesting, because when I rode on the merry-go-round, I 
never chose to sit in the two-seater “Swan Seat.” It was too slow and 
boring there. I wanted what I thought was “the prize,” the most ornate 
horse, its huge head held high above all the other carousel animals. 
But wait, don’t swans mate for life? Subconsciously, did I make a 
mistake by overlooking the potential joy the Swan Seat could offer? 
What if I had stayed with my original partner? 

Just as my behavior at carnivals and amusement parks never 
varied from year to year, my patterns in love and romance continued 
to be the same, year after year. I ran to a man, I chose him, I rode 
along in the marriage, I jumped out of the marriage, I dashed to the 
next roller-coaster experience and then circled back to the merry-go-
round. Always starting over, again and again. Remember the movie 
Groundhog Day, where the experience was repeated day in and day 
out? At times my marriage continuum seemed to be much like that. 
There I was, back on the hunt for a new apartment, setting up a new 
bank account, seeing another lawyer, telling my sob story to 
girlfriends, calling my family to tell them I had left my husband, and 
so on. You see, I wasn’t much for creativity as far as what I did when 



my marriages fell apart. I felt comfortable following certain patterns, 
both during my marriages and after my marriages. The whole thing 
became just like my childhood amusement park experience.  

While interviewing multiple marriers, I observed that we had this 
in common… the circle of marriage is never-ending, unless for some 
reason we manage to stop it. Some people become worn down, lose 
faith in themselves and their ability to find a suitable life partner, and 
choose never to get back on the marry-go-round. Others are hesitant 
but might try again, and still others haven’t gotten off the marry-go-
round yet…they are like the Energizer bunny, still going, and going, 
and going. To date, the most marriages I have heard of by one 
individual are 27! Personally, I know of a gentleman who is now 
married to his 13th wife… definitely making Henry VIII look like an 
amateur.  

I don’t know about you, but I have vivid memories that go back 
to when I was 3 years old, and several memories with both low and 
high points from that time. The low points include times when I was 
punished, times of change (my family made two moves when I was 
between the ages of 3 and 5), and, when I was just 5, both a 
tremendous low — the death of my mother — and a tremendous high 
— choosing my first boyfriend, Roger. I wonder… how young do you 
have to be to win a world record in the area of romance? As I say, I 
got rolling at age 5! Hmmm…. 

Roger was the neighborhood boy my 7-year-old brother and I 
always played with in our Midwestern suburban community. In 
retrospect, Roger came from a dysfunctional family, but I was drawn 
to him because he was slightly mischievous, fun to be with and 
represented “the opposite sex.” I recall dressing up in my plastic, 
strap-on high heels and prancing around when Roger came over to my 
house. We would hold hands, but that was about it. I was never 
allowed to go to Roger’s house again after his gigantic, shaggy dog 
sunk his teeth into my leg one day. And he was not allowed to visit 
our house after that, either. Then, due to a huge life upheaval, I had to 
manage without a boyfriend for several months. 

In September that year, 1958, my mother died rather suddenly. 
It's important to note that my mother and father were extremely in 
love and happily married; I was one of their three children, ages 7, 5 



and 2. My mother learned she had a heart valve issue that required 
open heart surgery at Cleveland Clinic. Heart surgeries had not been 
perfected in those days and with only a 50/50 chance of survival, the 
odds went against her. Dad watched her slip away and die in the 
recovery room. He was now a 34-year-old widower and a WWII 
veteran who had survived three major Pacific campaigns, the Great 
Depression and parents who divorced when he was a small boy (only 
to remarry one another some 7 years later, but that is a story for 
another chapter… Chapter 4, If at First You Don't Succeed, Do 
Over… about multiple marriers who remarry their exes). 

!  

© Pamela E. Evans. Picture of my older brother, Dad, my younger 
sister and me. It was taken by my Mother in the Great Smoky 

Mountains, North Carolina in August 1958, one month  
before she passed away. 

Immediately following my mother’s death, Dad loaded the Buick 
Special with our personal belongings, nestled his three little ones and 
our confused miniature dachshund in the back seat of the car, and set 
out on the two-day drive back to Dad’s roots. My grandmother and 



uncle, who had been with us during those traumatic days and hours 
prior to our departure, were snuggled shoulder to shoulder in the front 
seat helping Dad navigate, providing moral support and handing 
Kleenex tissues to all of us, as needed.  

My grandfather was nervously awaiting our arrival to his and my 
grandmother's house and bounded out the door when he finally heard 
the horn honking as we drove up. Our little dog scampered out first, in 
good spirits. The rest of us rolled out of the car, pretty well spent from 
the trip and the shock of it all. Our family had no idea what the future 
held for any of us at that moment, but the main thing was… we were 
together, and we were home. Despite the fact that Thomas Wolfe had 
admonished, “You can’t go home again,” that is just what Dad had to 
do. Ready or not, we would start life over from scratch. Who would 
have known that this pivotal event would be the beginning of my 
apparent ironic destiny in which I would find myself starting married 
life over and over and over again? 

Thankfully, with the help of my grandparents, we settled just 
outside a small paper mill town in Western North Carolina. My 
paternal grandparents now had a second opportunity to be good 
parents, by supporting Dad as grandparents to his three children. And 
they made good on their promise to help Dad get on his feet and help 
him raise us as long as was necessary. Undoubtedly, the childhood 
trauma of losing my mother left a hole in my heart and a hunger for 
love, attention and safety. I missed my Mommie, our house and all 
that I had held near and dear. I had long forgotten about my first 
boyfriend Roger and his aggressive dog. But I needed a playmate 
besides my siblings, and diversion from my sorrow about my mother. 
So I set out to find one.  

Luckily for me, someone came along just as I was starting first 
grade. Randy was actually an improvement to Roger in many ways. 
He was taller, had better manners and was oh-so-handsome, 
undoubtedly the cutest boy in our class. Randy was definitely the 
prize, and I set out to be his one-and-only. He would come over to my 
grandparents’ house and we would play for hours… hugging, and 
kissing on the cheek when no one was watching. I even remember 
paying Randy a dime to climb up our elm tree in the front yard. 



Looking backward, even at that age I was seeking attention from the 
opposite sex, and was willing to pay for it! 

It wasn’t long until Missy came on the scene. She was a very 
popular girl who was precocious, cute, and also a huge flirt. In no 
time at all, she and Randy were a couple, and I was left in the dust, 
barely knowing what had hit me. But not for long. While I was still in 
first grade that year, I turned my sights on Bradley. He was extremely 
bright, witty and both his parents were teachers at my school. Being 
Bradley's sweetheart was a definite boost to my self-esteem and to my 
popularity with other kids, and also adults. Now, I’ve never thought of 
myself as a manipulator and — of all my negatives — I have never 
been accused of being one. However, there’s no doubt I began playing 
the couples game at an extremely early stage in my life. Bradley 
dipped in and out of my circle of boyfriends over the years, up to and 
including the 9th-grade prom.  

Needless to say, I can’t remember a time when I was “single” in 
school for very long. I was always looking for the next best “one,” 
and was successful in getting “coupled” over and over again. This all 
came back to me one day when I was complaining about some 
relationship thing or the other. I was in my 50s. A friend of mine who 
had never been married quipped, “Pam, you always have to have a 
man in your life. You’re never alone, and you never take time to get to 
know yourself.” Despite her honesty and bluntness we remained 
friends, even to this day. And if she is reading this book, she was dead 
right! 

Along with the emphasis on the boyfriend thing early on, I also 
“played house” in my imagination during my early childhood years. I 
was always in the wife role, with a husband and one child staying at 
home and “keeping the home fires burning” while my husband went 
to the office, carrying an imaginary briefcase, which I always handed 
him at the front door while I gave him an imaginary kiss. 
Relationships and marriage were destined to be on the “front burner” 
of life. Hence, the pattern began early. But I didn't realize that it 
would lead to my long ride on the marry-go-round. 

The analogy of the merry-go-round is surely fitting when we are 
thinking about choices and patterns. I got on the “marry-go-round” 



some years ago and just couldn’t seem to get off. Nor did I want to get 
off!  

The good news is I finally broke the pattern, as I managed to 
remain unmarried for some 13 years. 

The men I dated after my last divorce — one made a pledge to 
himself never to remarry, one was a playboy, one was separated, but 
nevertheless still legally married — made me reflect on my past 
relationships, and held me back from another quick trip to the altar 
just so I could be “coupled” again.   I now have learned how to have a 
healthy relationship with myself, which helps me to feel happy and 
fulfilled all on my own on a daily basis. 

Lesson Learned: In order to break any self-destructive 
behavioral pattern, it is critical to do self-discovery and situation 
analysis. Use a little creativity along the way to break the repetitive 
cycle, so you will get yourself off the marry-go-round once and for 
all. 

Second Lesson Learned: Date unavailable people; this has 
worked for me. (I say this tongue-in-cheek, of course!) Get to know 
yourself and prepare for better things to come. If the right person 
comes along, fine. If not, that’s okay, too. 
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Chapter 4  
If At First You Don’t Succeed, Do Over… 

If at first you don’t succeed, try, try again. Then quit. There’s no  
point in being a damn fool about it. 

— W.C. Fields, American comedian (1880–1946) 

How many times have I reworked something that I didn’t do 

thoroughly the first time, didn’t finish in the long run, or just got so 
bound up in the details that I messed up what I was doing altogether? 
I can think of plenty of situations where this has happened. In fact, it 
seems that I have spent a great deal of my life going back to the 
drawing board on all sorts of assignments, tasks, and especially, big-
vision projects, when the opportunity presented itself.  

Getting my driver’s license was one of those “big-vision 
projects.” If I could secure a driver’s license, I would be one step 
closer to adulthood, which would lead to freedom and get me out of 
the clutches of my parents and their seemingly unreasonable 
household rules and regulations. Besides, I had observed that — 
although both my grandmothers had driver's licenses — there were 
lots of ladies even in my mother's generation who never learned to 
drive. They had to depend on others to take them everywhere, and I 
didn't want to be like that.  



On the day when I was to take my first driver’s road test, at 16, a 
life-changing moment presented itself and I enthusiastically grabbed 
it. This was the “do-over” of the parallel parking portion of the exam. 
To this day, I can out-parallel park any 18-wheel rig driver, as long as 
I’m not doing the actual steering on an 18-wheeler! Just try me! 

Being a studious girl, I understood the necessity of preparation in 
order to pass this test. My parents and my boyfriend had spent their 
available hours helping me practice driving behind the wheel of a 
Buick Special, a Buick Wildcat and my boyfriend’s parents’ Corvair 
convertible. I felt ready to drive any of those three down any given 
street, on any given day, using the proper signaling. However, I had 
not yet mastered parallel parking on the first try during my weekend 
practice sessions. So now, going into the New York State official 
driver’s exam, what could I do except give it a whirl and pray when it 
came to that section of the test? 

My second mother, Sara, who had raised me from age 7 ½ until 
now, instilled a feeling of confidence in me as she drove me to the 
testing site that morning. Sara softly coached me, saying, “You will 
do just fine.” She was the most patient of my driving teachers.  

I had witnessed this reserved woman’s fortitude the previous 
summer when Sara, my three younger sisters (the youngest was only 
6) and I were traveling from North Carolina to a destination on Long 
Island. We found ourselves lost in the depths of a concrete jungle 
called Manhattan on a sweltering summer afternoon, looking for the 
Jericho Turnpike, not knowing which of the bridge crossings we 
should choose.  

Sara drove in silence while she and I both prayed for a miracle. 
Without losing her temper, shedding a tear or giving up, Sara 
eventually found a filling station attendant who gave us accurate 
directions. Remember, in 1968, there were no cell phones or GPS 
systems.  One had to rely on a few pay phone booths scattered here 
and there, printed maps that were indecipherable to a 15-year old 
teenager and maybe an occasional gas station. 

So on this morning when I was to take the driver’s test, I knew I 
could do it, if Sara could get us there! She stood patiently on the 
sidelines. And as a devout Southern Methodist church lady, I knew 



she was praying for me. And I was surely asking for Hail Marys when 
it came to the parallel parking part. 

I still have a vivid memory of the outfit I was wearing — a white 
blouse, a pullover sweater, a plaid skirt, knee socks and loafers. The 
skirt was a bit on the short side, as I had rolled up the waistband so 
my knees would show, probably in case I got a male instructor. Out 
walked a man who was much older than my Father. This gentleman 
looked like either a school principal or a drill sergeant… extremely 
intimidating, and rather stern. He pointed to our family sedan, which 
all of a sudden looked to me as long as Noah’s Ark, and simply said, 
“Get in the driver’s seat.” I would have to rely solely on the trusty car 
and on my own determination to succeed in passing the test. 

Next, he asked me to start the car, turn on my left signal and 
move out into traffic. Those few minutes of driving seemed like 
hours! But my three-point turn, which was usually a six-point turn, 
was right on the money that day. I knew I was nearing the end of the 
test when the instructor said, “Now, I want you to parallel park just up 
ahead.” My cotton mouth and rumbling stomach were such a 
distraction that I lost focus. I silently parked and turned off the 
ignition. My knees were knocking, and I was sure the old coot 
noticed.  

I sheepishly asked, “Can I pull out right now and keep driving?” 
The instructor aimed his beady eyes right at mine and said, “Tell me 
what you think.” I nervously glanced over my left shoulder. The 
Wildcat’s bumper was “to the left of Albuquerque,” not lined up with 
anything. I had the guts to ask the instructor if I could “do it over.” He 
responded, “I think you’d better.” My faith in God was restored when 
the instructor demonstrated his generosity and gave me a second 
chance!  With extreme willpower, I got that bumper right smack in 
line. He said, “Good. You may pull out and drive back to the DMV.” 

I had passed the driver’s test on the spot! Here's what came to 
mind: “It’s okay to make a mistake and do it over. If you get a second 
chance, take it.” I’ll never know if the short skirt and knee socks 
helped, but that’s beside the point. On the other hand, given another 
chance, I would have opted for wearing my maxi-dress that day. 

Now let's look at a second chance, in the area of love. 



Some exes who remarry each other feel lucky to have  
a second chance at love. Here's an article from the  
Associated Press — Valentine's Day, February 14, 2007 [http://
abclocal.go.com/ktrk/story?section=holidays&id=5017536]. When I 
read this article, it made me do a double-take on the subject of 
spouses who end their marriages, only to get back into them again… 
together. It’s sort of a “do-over,” in a way. The article talks about 
Pepper and Ron Miller, who wed in 1988, split in 1996 and then 
remarried in 2001. As of 2007, they were happier than ever, in their 
now stable relationship. It’s now 2014. Maybe one is living in Costa 
Rica and the other in Cincinnati, but I hope not.  

Apparently, there are few statistics on couples who remarry the 
second time around in order to get it right. But it happens. I heard of a 
gentleman who remarried his wife for the third time, but is now 
divorced. He wasn’t willing to be interviewed for the book, but, 
without a doubt, his perspective would have been a good one! I still 
chuckle when I think of this guy and wonder if he’ll go for a fourth 
remarriage. Why not? At least his wife could keep the same name, and 
he wouldn’t have to buy her a new ring. There are benefits, you know. 

My own paternal grandparents divorced during the Depression, 
when my father and uncle were small boys. From what Dad told me 
before he died, both my grandparents “fought like cats and dogs” and 
also had some indiscretions. They were divorced. My grandmother 
eventually hopped a Greyhound bus, headed to Michigan to live with 
her married sister, and remained there for 7 years. During a return 
visit to North Carolina, she proudly announced her engagement to a 
guy in Michigan. Her sons (my Dad and uncle), who were now 
teenagers, attempted to talk her out of the impending marriage. The 
boys begged their mother to reopen a dialogue with their father, and 
the rest is history. My Mama B. and Papa B. remarried that year, and 
remained married for the rest of their lives!  

As Dad told it, his and my uncle's fantasy of their parents 
reuniting and their becoming a family again were dashed when the 
bickering resumed and escalated beyond where it was in the early 
days of their parents’ marriage. I never talked with my grandparents 
about their marital history when they were alive, but I knew they 
never loved anyone else, had a sense of wanting to do what was best 

http://abclocal.go.com/ktrk/story?section=holidays&id=5017536


for their family and experienced some sort of ease with one another 
that provided a level of comfort and security. And remember, my 
grandmother was only 16 when she married my grandfather, who was 
22 the first time around. So they were still quite young when they re-
entered the marriage game. Times were tough.  Without formal 
educations, life skills training or relationship therapy, they really had 
to feel their way in the dark when it came to harmony, mutual respect 
and all that stuff that is important for a successful marriage.  

I will add that they were loving and devoted grandparents to us 
when our first mother died and remained that way until their own 
deaths. So, hats off to Mama B. and Papa B. They did the best they 
could. And, they gave marriage a second chance, for better or for 
worse, despite their inability to learn from their earlier mistakes and 
correct them.  Perhaps, that is the difference between just being 
married and having a happy marriage. 

A close family member divorced her first husband rather 
impulsively. Then she quickly remarried him because of their 
toddlers, only to wind up divorcing him again later on. That marriage 
was never meant to be, with the exception of the three beautiful 
children they had. 

So, for me, the jury is still out on remarrying one’s ex. I 
personally never thought of it as an option. I would think that 
becoming a retread tire means the tire would only blow again, just 
more quickly. 

But for others, like Pepper and Ron, remarrying an ex could be 
attractive because of familiarity, a sense of security and understanding 
of the other partner’s shortfalls. Sometimes, they say, therapy can help 
partners “fix” their individual and common issues, so that they can do 
a more thorough, thoughtful job of being complete marriage partners, 
resulting in love and happiness. Even the children of that type of 
marriage can benefit when joint discovery and inner work are made 
possible. 

Then again, in the case of my uncle, during his lifetime he was in 
and out of marriage three times, for varying reasons. The bottle was 
his one constant. Interestingly, after he and his third wife divorced, 
they reunited under one roof again, perhaps for convenience, perhaps 



for love… who knows. But, my uncle decided not to “roll the dice 
again” by legally re-marrying his ex.  

So, with all this remarriage and ex-spouse history, I guess that's 
one family pattern I didn’t fall into. Although I never remarried or 
even considered remarrying an ex-spouse, I can understand why 
someone would. And, for what it’s worth, I support y'all's decision to 
do that, given the right circumstances. Go for it! Karen, one of my 
interviewees, has been married eight times. She chose to remarry her 
5th husband quickly after their brief two-year marriage, which resulted 
in a divorce. Their second marriage together, however, only lasted six 
months; divorce followed soon thereafter. “I felt like I had dug a 
grave for myself, and was suffocating.” Karen’s advice: “If at first 
you don’t succeed, stay open to remarrying.” Even after she was 
divorced for a third time, she took a chance at a fourth marriage 
because, as she admits, “I am the eternal optimist.” I’m not certain 
whether she’s a fan of remarrying one’s ex, but she could definitely 
give some pointers about that. 

Lesson Learned: If given the chance, you might choose to “re-
do your homework assignment” for a better grade. Remarrying an ex 
is not out of the question. Depending upon the circumstances 
surrounding the divorce, putting those old, comfortable shoes back on 
with some self-help, professional therapy, love, forgiveness and 
patience, might be just what the doctor ordered. In other cases, none 
of these efforts may save the day if alcohol, drugs, mental illness, or 
wild oats-sowing are in the picture. 

Second Lesson Learned: Ask to take your parking test over. You 
might pass!  

Third Lesson Learned: If celebrities can split and get re-hitched 
to the same partner, why can't the rest of us have carte blanche to do 
the same thing? And aren’t some actors hooked on doing sequels, 
anyway? 



!  

Chapter 5  
Raise Your Hand if  

You’re from Arkansas! 

Statistics are no substitute for judgment.  

— Henry Clay, Founder and Leader of the U.S. Whig Party (1777-1852) 

Come to find out, the state of Arkansas is famous for a lot more 

than being the home state of our 42nd United States President. 
According to a Pew Research study on “The States of Marriage and 
Divorce” dated October 15, 2009 [www.pewsocialtrends.org/
2009/10/15/the-states-of-marriage-and-divorce/ ], Arkansas ranks #1 
in people who have been married three or more times, with a 
whopping 10 percent of that population falling in the thrice-divorced 
category. My, my… what’s up with that? 

And, surprise! States like California and New York, respectively, 
proudly display lower figures (4 percent and 2 percent) of their 
populations in the “three or more times married” columns of the table. 
For more multiple marriage and divorce statistics, Pew Research also 
has a fun Marriage and Divorce: A 50-State Tour, which you can take 
online. Personally, I couldn’t wait to sneak a peek at my own marriage 
acquisition and dissolution regions… New York, California, and 
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Nevada. Boy, did I ever shout “whew!” when I realized I hadn’t won 
a state lottery this time.  

I grew up in the Blue Ridge Mountains at the base of Cold 
Mountain, North Carolina, to be exact, so I have a great deal in 
common with the hill folk over in the Ozarks in Arkansas. Everybody 
knows everybody, and chances are you are going to marry a friend of 
the family, or a distant cousin (decades ago, the famous rocker Jerry 
Lee Lewis married his cousin (they got divorced); and in 2012, he 
married another cousin's wife). My own maternal grandmother’s 
biggest fear was that I would fall for my third cousin, get married and 
have kids with a dull brain and a protruding jaw. But luck was on her 
side. That didn’t happen, as I had no intention. Besides, it would have 
been too hard to have a long-distance relationship once we moved out 
of the sticks.  

But kissin’ cousins are in my family’s past, for sure. My great-
grandmother Presley married a man whose last name was also 
Pressley, but spelled differently. There probably weren’t too many 
gents to go around in that part of the world in the late 1800s. I still 
have to find the time to do that ancestry.com thing and find out if 
Elvis and I could have been blood relations. I hope not, as I had a 
serious crush on Elvis when I was, like, 6!  

One thing I’m happy about and can honestly attest to is, “All my 
exes do NOT live in Texas, nor do they hang their hats in the Golden 
State, where I’ve been residing for the last 28 years.” I can easily nail 
up a shingle that reads, “No exes within thousands of miles.” 

I’m not a wanderer, by any means, and I don’t assume the 
majority of multiple marriers are, either. In fact, in our own naïve 
way, we are just attempting to seek a stable life. But, by God, when 
all else fails (due to our partner’s abuse or neglect), most of us will be 
on the run again — after a protracted period of extreme tolerance. 
One day, when that proverbial light comes on in our heads and we 
realize that the mighty marriage ship is going down, we’ll grab the 
first dingy available and start paddling to unknown, but hopefully 
safer, calmer waters.  

In my case, after my second failed marriage, where could I go at 
age 33 to be able to drop my country club/Junior League persona and 
just disappear into the crowd? I had an idea: how about visiting a new 



place, the “foreign country” of California? Just like the 19th-century 
Gold Rush adventurers had done, the spirit of the pioneer woman in 
me boldly responded to the invitation, “Go West, Young Lady, Go 
West”! So, in 1986, I packed my few valuables into a brand-new set 
of brown burlap luggage, cracked open my $10K IRA and purchased 
a one-way air ticket to San Francisco.  

I was on a quest for a much better life and, of course, the pot of 
gold at the end of the rainbow…a new man. Little did I realize there 
might be some slim pickin’s in the Heterosexual Male category out in 
that neck of the woods — even though my gay landlords in Albany, 
New York, had cautioned me about the dismal odds. Nevertheless, 
“California or Bust!” was my mantra. I was determined to start  
my life over. I guess I could have gone to Cedar Rapids, Iowa, or 
Tacoma, Washington, but they just didn’t have the same panache as 
San Francisco; or, perhaps as many professional men to choose from.  

It’s funny how fate plays into some key decisions we make in 
life. I came unbelievably close to returning to my home state of North 
Carolina instead of heading west to California. Had it not been for the 
fact that I turned up late to my job interview (more like an 
“interrogation”) in Raleigh and then refused to answer the 
interviewer's irrelevant question about my religious affiliation, I 
probably could have gone home again just like my Father had done.  

Thankfully, I was not offered that job, and the rest is history. 
Within a few months, I had immigrated to the Land of the Free and 
Home of the Brave — California — which gave me the opportunity to 
meet two more husbands in rather short order. Let’s not talk about 
what was on the horizon after those two, not yet anyway. Now, I have 
enough experience to be writing this book. So now you know. Where 
does all my wisdom come from? EXPERIENCE! And where does all 
my experience come from? BAD JUDGMENT! As I told one of my 
Ph. D. friends, who asked me what credibility I had to write this book, 
“I’m no amateur when it comes to this subject. I might not be a 
therapist, a counselor or a shrink, but I have enough practical 
marriage experience to give Dr. Phil and Steve Harvey material for 
about 10 TV shows each. So, that makes me pretty much an expert.” 

While we're on the subject of marriage in the South, even in 
2010, the Governor of South Carolina wanted to pass a law 



prohibiting an unmarried woman who lives with an unmarried man 
from teaching in the public school system. So that might be good 
enough motivation to take a stroll down the aisle, especially in this 
economy, if you need a job.  

Why not just go back to the dark ages (1971), when I got married 
for the first time just because it seemed like the right thing to do, even 
though I was NOT pregnant. I didn't yet need a job, but I wanted to 
live up to societal standards at the time. You see, in those days, nice 
Southern girls living in the North didn’t cohabit with men. You just 
got married; you certainly didn’t shack up. It was as simple at that! 
Needless to say, I chose the path of least resistance (marriage), which 
ultimately led me down the long and winding road of marriage and 
divorce… several times over.  

In an almost out-of-body experience, I can still see myself 
standing at the altar of the Methodist Church on Long Island one hot 
July Saturday in 1971. Eight bridesmaids in their rainbow-colored, 
pastel gowns were standing by my side. Next to them stood my 15-
year-old sister, my maid of honor. She was sporting her very first 
hickey, to match her lilac-colored dress. What a sight! To my right, 
my pale 20-year-old groom stood elbow-to-elbow with his 
groomsmen, all sweating bullets in their fancy black-tie-and-tails 
outfits. Our parents were teary-eyed and solemnly perched on their 
hard wooden pews. I can now imagine what they were thinking: 
“Sweet kids, crazy kids, still wet behind the ears… let’s keep our 
fingers crossed. We’re betting a 50 percent chance of success, at 
best.”  

Heads you win, tails you lose. Well, tails must have been the call, 
since within six years of that wedding day, the marriage went south 
(no pun intended). And, I left my crumpled, fading wedding gown 
hanging in the closet on my way out the door for the last time. 

Back to the findings of the Pew Research team [www.pew  
researchsocialtrends.org/pubs/1380/marriage-and-divorce-by-state] — 
they go on to say that in some states, marriage pattern and divorce 
rates may correlate with socioeconomic conditions and political 
behaviors. Diana Elliott, a family demographer at the U.S. Census 
Bureau, observes, “Divorce rates tend to be higher in the South 
because marriage rates are also higher in the South.” (Highest  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Divorce Rates By State: New Data From “Marital Events of 
Americans: 2009 Report,” Huffington Post: August 25, 2011. 
[www.huffingtonpost.com/2011/08/25/divorce-rates-by-state-
ne_n_935868.html] 

By contrast, in the Northeast, first marriages tend to be delayed 
and marriage rates are lower, meaning there are also fewer divorces. 
Interestingly enough, the majority of the interviewees for this book 
were married between the ages of 17 and 19. So, I’m smack dab in the 
middle of this range! The moral of the story is: Getting started young 
gives you plenty of time to make partner changes along the way, if 
you didn’t get it right the first time. 

So, here’s a question. What happens when an 18-year-old 
Southern girl who has just completed high school marries a 20-year-
old university student from the North? You get a gal who is living her 
Southern heritage values and is trying to do the right thing by 
following society’s standards. Yep… that’s what you get. Add to that 
the fact that the girl had a difficult cultural transition from her roots in 
the South to the Northeast just three years earlier, is the second oldest 
of five children, is in need of family affection and attention, is ready 
to grow up and have her freedom, is looking for a safe haven and for a 
slightly older guy who can whisk her off to a happier life and take 
care of her. Therein lies the answer.  

Lesson Learned: Do not let societal pressures influence your life 
decisions. Take care of yourself first. Higher education, exposure to 
other cultures, travel opportunities, career development, relationship 
experiences are all important foundations to having a healthy 
marriage when the time is right. It's important to take time to grow up, 
too. Enjoy your youth. The later you marry, the less likely you are to 
be a multiple marrier. 

Second Lesson Learned: You can’t take the country out of the 
girl. Southern girls (and boys) still like to get married young — which 
may set them on the path to becoming multiple marriers. Go, 
Arkansas, for topping the charts where 10 percent of the population is 
thrice-married (whereas the overall percentage for the rest of the U.S. 
is about 5 percent). Stick with football! 
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Chapter 6  
 Loneliness is at the Heart of It All 

At the innermost core of all loneliness is a deep and  
powerful yearning for union with one’s lost self.  

— Brendan Francis Behan, Irish playwright (1923-1964) 

I’m truly convinced the main reason I rapidly racked up all those 

husbands, one after the other, was simply that I couldn’t bear being 
alone. Ironically, the peace and quiet I craved growing up in a family 
of five kids was exactly what I tried to avoid as a young adult. As 
much as I wanted privacy, and the responsibility of just looking after 
myself on the one hand, I didn't really know how to be alone. I felt 
that being in a relationship or marriage would give me security that I 
couldn't get on my own. So I became a very social adult, always 
surrounded by friends, always active and on the go, and always with a 
date or a spouse. 

I’ll never forget the very first night after one of my marriage 
splits, when I instantly accepted an invitation from my new gay 
landlords to attend a Tupperware party. Lord knows, purchasing a 
new set of rubberized food containers was the last thing on my new 
apartment wish list! But, 28 years later, I can still remember how 
sharing French onion dip, chips and Cokes, along with friendly, witty 



conversation saved me from the depths of despair that evening. 
Getting stuck with a large Tupperware order was just the cost of 
socialization, and well worth it.  

In fact, the only male friends I had who were platonic were my 
gay landlords. (I associated men with sexual attraction, which would 
eventually lead to being engaged and then married.) On one occasion 
in 1985, I actually went with one of my landlords as a date to a 
holiday ball; I never would have gone alone to that event, and he 
needed to hide the fact that he was gay by going with a female 
companion. We both won. Neither one of us sat alone at home on that 
Saturday night. 

Less than two weeks after the Tupperware party described above, 
I was somberly watching the news about the Space Shuttle Challenger 
disaster. I had no one to talk to, no shoulder to lean on and no one to 
dry my tears. I couldn’t bear not having a male companion in my day-
to-day life, a fact that was driven home during this crisis. So, within a 
matter of days, I planned a vacation to California to visit my sister. 
My sister was single, knew some guys and would get me a date or two 
when I arrived the following month. In fact, she fixed me up with an 
airline captain who lived in her building, and a golfer friend… all in 
one week! I could depend on her to lift me out of my state of 
misery… temporarily, at least. And, if I got lucky, I could finally land 
Mr. Right.  

I definitely wanted to try marriage again as soon as possible 
(even though I wasn’t yet out of my present marriage), as I was way 
too lonely. I was accustomed to depending on my husband for safety 
and security. I was like Connie, one of the interviewees for this book, 
who remarked about her past, “I kept thinking that I’d keep trying 
marriage until I got it right. Life was too hard to live alone.” 

If only I had remembered this quote from playwright Lorraine 
Hansberry (1930-1965) and listened to her wisdom, I could have 
avoided falling into the multiple marriage syndrome: “A woman who 
is willing to be herself and pursue her own potential runs not so much 
the risk of loneliness, as the challenge of exposure to more interesting 
men - and people in general.” Oh, and guys, this quote will serve you 
as well if you substitute a man's perspective. 



When I was searching for catchy sayings about loneliness to 
include in this book, I was surprised at how I was drawn to the one 
above by Lorraine Hansberry. Her play A Raisin in the Sun (1959) 
was the first-ever drama written by a Black woman and performed on 
Broadway. And, believe it or not, it was the first play I remember 
reading and discussing in English class at my new high school on 
Long Island in 1968. Trying to get my cultural bearings there and 
dealing with feelings of loneliness, insecurity and low self-esteem 
was an everyday occurrence for me.  

 It wasn’t until my 50s that I realized that if one approaches life 
from a position of personal power and strength, develops self-reliance 
and confidence, and has true love of self, one can actually avoid 
feelings of loneliness and emotional need.  

Moreover, one may also be able to steer clear of the multiple 
marriage pattern we're discussing in this book, either because you're 
so happy by yourself that you choose not to have a partner or you will 
be confident enough to attract a truly compatible life partner. When 
the need for a partner goes away, you can concentrate on what 
qualities you'd like a partner to have, to add to your already full and 
happy life. That's the bonus. I truly believe that “YOU have to make 
your own sunshine” first, and if you do, you most certainly will draw 
wonderful people into your life’s circle and will create positive, 
healthy, balanced relationships as a result.  

It’s amazing how learning to focus on myself rather than putting 
others’ happiness before my own has helped me establish a healthy 
life pattern in my later years. The quality of my relationships has 
improved and the overall contentment and joy I find in my life 
(despite unpredictable ups and downs) have resulted in a more 
grounded, happier me! In my 8-½ year relationship that ultimately 
went to the next level, I learned that personal independence and 
freedom are critical to the success of a partnership, and I can attest to 
how freeing that is! I don't have to be attached to another person in 
order to be content! When my partner told me, “Pam, don’t get me 
wrong, but you need to get a life. You will never find true happiness if 
you live vicariously through me,” that drove home the point. From 
that day forward, I made certain I developed my own special interests, 



continued to have social time with my girlfriends and found the things 
in life that I'm passionate about! 

I was pleasantly surprised to learn from the case studies included 
in this book that not a single man or woman interviewed had decided 
to marry (or remarry) for “financial need” reasons. However, it was 
clear that fear of being alone and emotional emptiness played a role in 
several decisions to search for another marriage partner.  

I must say that was definitely true for me, starting with my very 
first marriage. Clearly, I had abandonment issues that stemmed from 
several events: my mother’s death during my early childhood, a need 
for roots and belonging that related to two physical moves during my 
formative years, feelings of emotional neglect and insecurity from 
being an outsider or feeling alone in the midst of our blended family 
and at times during high school, and simply fear of being by myself. 
Although my parents didn't intentionally mean to neglect me, once we 
moved to Long Island, they were so caught up in survival — for them 
as a couple and for the family as a whole — they didn't have the time 
or focus to deal with my emotional needs. Moving to Long Island 
from North Carolina was a huge cultural and lifestyle transition for 
them. For me, the answer to my loneliness and need for attention was 
a mate, as evidenced by my always aspiring, even when I was a young 
girl, to attach myself to a man. 

Vincent, one of our interviewees, cited loneliness as a big factor 
in his decision to start dating again after his third divorce. Vincent had 
gotten married for the first time at age 19½ and, as a single dad, was 
already on to his fourth marriage by the time he was just 32. 

Sally, another interviewee, was coached by a friend who kindly 
told her to try an online dating site. Sally’s husband had died the year 
before, and she was lonely. She recalls, “My friend, who worked for a 
dating site, kept telling me I was too young to be alone.” Fortunately 
for Sally, her choice to couple again was a good one; it led to her 
current husband, who gathers flowers from their garden into bouquets 
for her on a regular basis, and actually carved a wooden table for her 
with the design “I Love You” inside a heart. 

Interestingly, none of the male and female multiple marriers 
profiled in this book were alone very long after their divorces. They 
each chose to quickly enter a new relationship, expecting that it would 



lead to a permanent arrangement, and ultimately to marriage. For 
example, Valerie was feeling lonely following her second marriage; 
she decided to call a man she had dated briefly a few years earlier. He 
had never married, and Valerie just needed a friend to talk to. They 
went out once and met again seven months later. That time, the 
relationship clicked. Valerie was reluctant to remarry, but the 
gentleman insisted that either they got married or he would leave. He 
had become such a wonderful friend and confidant, Valerie didn’t 
want to lose him, so she said yes. She is still married — to Husband 
Number Three! 

In my experience, there is a huge difference between solitude and 
loneliness. I have found that I actually enjoy being alone with myself. 
I putter in my house, listen to music, sing karaoke in the living room, 
try out new recipes, read a classic novel or a best-seller, watch 
breaking news on TV, surf the Internet, sort clothes in my closet or do 
whatever mundane or cerebral things I wish to do at the moment. In 
fact, as an extrovert who tests as a mild introvert on the Myers-Briggs 
personality types assessment, I really am energized by being alone, 
especially because I’m surrounded by others during the workday. I 
find that I never feel lonely when I'm alone any longer. I actually 
prefer to have some private time; it helps me rejuvenate and recharge. 

A couple of my middle-aged gal friends have commented, “I just 
couldn’t be with a man 24/7” — which means, “I would like to be in a 
relationship beyond casual courtship, but I do not want to spend 100 
percent of my time with another human being.” I, on the other hand, 
can truly say I like the company of a man 24/7, as long as there is 
compatibility, flexibility and harmony. We don’t have to share all the 
same interests or even have the same lifestyles or patterns of behavior 
as long as there is mutual respect and admiration, attraction, love and, 
perhaps most important, freedom to be who we are. 

Over and over in this book's case studies, I find statements 
similar to Marilyn's: “The magic element to an ideal marriage is: Give 
each other a lot of space and trust.” And from Valerie, “My marriage 
partner helps me accomplish my goals, lets me be independent and is 
comfortable spending time apart.” Another inspiring comment came 
from Karen, who said, “No one’s self-esteem should be attached to 
another human being!” All these sentiments reinforce my feelings. 



I have personally arrived at the conclusion that having a 
relationship is, indeed, the icing on the cake, not a must-have. It took 
me 13 years, after my last marriage ended, to figure this out! I’m 
happy to be with someone, but I’m happy to be alone, too. I’m no 
longer afraid of the dark, no longer reluctant to try to fix something 
around the house, no longer doubtful about my ability to handle my 
finances (I’ve been doing that almost from Day 1 after my first 
marriage ended) and am no longer hesitant to just find time to “be 
me.” 

Remember, we came into this world alone, and we are going to 
go out of this world alone. So, enjoying and actually loving being 
with yourself will give you the strength and confidence that can 
ultimately lead to your real happiness. If we focus on becoming the 
yummy lemon pound cake resting solidly on our own foundation, 
when (or if) the icing is applied, that would be a “tasty” extra. If, by 
choice, there is no icing, we can still be a delicious lemon pound cake 
all on our own! 

Lesson Learned: Make your own sunshine. If your light shines 
brightly, you will have a better chance of attracting wonderful 
potential partners and friends into your life. 

Second Lesson Learned: It’s OK to like, and make time for, 
solitude. Solitude is necessary to remain grounded, and also for re-
energizing and strategizing. If you stay busy only with the external 
world, you won’t have time or quiet to contemplate what is really 
important in your life. Many people stay overly active just so they 
don’t have to be alone with themselves. How sad! Cherish your 
solitude! Being alone doesn’t mean you are lonely or needy. When 
you're alone, you can give yourself space to think big thoughts, create 
new dreams and strategize on how to fulfill your passions in life! Be 
assured, the next relationship — or marriage — will come, in due 
time. 
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Chapter 7  
Throw the Guilt out with  

the Bath Water! 

Guilt upon the conscience, like rust upon iron, both defiles and 
consumes it, gnawing and creeping into it, as that does which at  

last eats out the very heart and substance of the metal.  

— Bishop Robert South, English churchman (1634-1716)  

As far back as the 1970s, when I was but a young and tender 

thing, I knew I was destined to lead a life of shame and 
embarrassment when it came to my forays into matrimony, as I went 
several times into and out of that altar-ed state. That destiny became 
crystal-clear to me on the day my maternal grandfather, Papa K., 
decided to bring up the subject of my leaving my first husband.  

I should have seen this confrontation coming. When I arrived in 
North Carolina from New York that summer in 1977 for a brief visit 
with my grandparents, I learned that my ex-husband had sent them a 
package containing all of our matrimonial court papers — and I mean 
ALL. Needless to say, the gory details of my marriage were “laid out 
in lavender” (prepared for burial). I was actually the plaintiff in the 



case, but somehow, I came across looking like a real jerk (even to 
myself), simply because I wanted out of the marriage.  

Mind you, I was living in New York, an “equitable distribution 
state,” at the time, and so fault played a huge factor. Everything was 
on the public record there — all the allegations, like abandonment or 
adultery, whether they were true or not. I was not feeling guilty, but I 
surely was feeling shameful and humiliated — plus a huge dose of 
anger, which I internalized, toward my husband for his cruel and 
inhumane treatment of me by exposing my grandparents to my 
matrimonial “dirty laundry.” 

So there was my whole life, in an 8-1/2 x11 manila envelope, 
sitting on the neatly starched doily next to the rotary phone on my 
grandparents’ antique table in their den… yes, right there in plain 
view. All I could think of was, “I'm busted!” And, once I laid eyes on 
that envelope, I knew why it had been so quiet inside their Chevy 
Nova as we drove to their house from the airport. How in the world 
would I get through a weeklong visit with them, not to mention a trip 
to their Sunday church services? My stomach started to knot up when 
I realized that my grandparents might even have alerted their preacher 
to stop by the house and pray with me. You would have to know my 
grandparents: old-fashioned and prudish described Mama K., and old-
fashioned and judgmental fit Papa K. to a T. (Actually, I needed 
prayers at that moment!) 

So I should have seen something coming when Papa K. invited 
me to sit on the front porch with him after lunch. There was 
absolutely nothing to do out there but gaze over at Kings Mountain 
(of Revolutionary Battle fame) and wave neighborly-like at the 
occasional passerby. You could either sit in silence, or talk… one or 
the other. As I recollect that painful conversation from some 37 years 
ago, my grandfather's soft but judgmental voice still rings in my ears: 
“Pammie, what are you doing, leaving a good man like your husband, 
and gettin’ a divorce? You should be ashamed of yourself, and all 
these wicked things you’ve done. If you aren’t careful, it will be three 
strikes, you’re out. No man will ever want to be with you!” There it 
was… I was supposed to feel guilty as… sin. 

Interesting how my granddaddy used a baseball analogy to drive 
home his point. I guess that shouldn’t have been a surprise, either, 



since watching baseball on TV or down at the community baseball 
field was his favorite pastime. He’d surely seen me strike out a lot 
when I played with the neighborhood kids over the years. I wasn’t 
really that good in baseball and obviously, I wasn't that good in the 
marriage game, either. My granddaddy's reference to baseball and the 
comparison with my not having any more chances in matrimony was 
a hard pill for me to swallow that day. I thought about saying right 
back to him: “Well, Papa K., if no one wants to marry me again, then 
I’ll just play the field — like you did, when you were younger!” 
Instead, I quickly came to my senses, as I had too much respect for 
my grandfather and wasn’t quite certain if he might silence me by 
hitting me with something, like a leather strap. Forever after that 
exchange, though, I walked on eggshells around my grandfather, 
believing he had judged me way too harshly. 

That day, what should have been a relaxin', iced tea-drinkin’, 
kinda down-home afternoon with my grandfather made me go rapidly 
into an emotional downward spiral. Also, I most certainly could roll 
up all my feelings of embarrassment, humiliation, failure, the 
likelihood of future failure, and fear of imminent family disownment 
into one tight ball.  

However… the one emotion I did not feel was guilt. I was neither 
Catholic nor Jewish. I was raised somewhere between Southern 
Baptist and Southern Methodist, so the guilt card didn’t have to be 
played as long as you were a believer, and indeed I WAS! I had been 
saved, and I had signed a pledge card in church way back in fifth 
grade, swearing I would never drink alcohol or have premarital sex. I 
don’t recall pledging that I wouldn’t get divorced, though, so if God 
wasn’t going to punish me for initiating a divorce, I definitely wasn’t 
going to punish myself, either. For sure, premarital sex, not divorce, 
might send me to the “down under” of Hell instead of up to the 
“friendly skies” of Heaven. 

Many individuals harbor feelings of guilt about their seeming 
inability to create and sustain a healthy marriage. What's wrong with 
them? Everyone else is able to have long-term relationships and 
marriages. Plus, there is often pressure from curious family and 
friends on the multiple marrier: “Explain to us why you just can’t 
seem to get it right?” How often I have recounted the reason for my 



marriage breakups, painstakingly stating the facts relating to his or my 
breach of conduct and vows, and then assigning blame for the split, 
usually to my ex, sometimes a tiny bit to me with justification, or to 
both of us. Believe me, that got super tiresome.  

I just kept commenting on the same old film, over and over. The 
scenes and the actors might be different with each marriage, but 
everything else is always the same, including the sad and predictable 
outcome. You know, though, I never felt any guilt when I was telling 
my side of the story, since it was after all… well… my perspective. In 
retrospect, I'm glad that the other party involved was never present to 
fill in the blanks; he might have made me feel “tainted,” as if I were 
an unfit woman. Also, I might have felt a twinge of guilt just at that 
moment, as he told his version of what happened. 

After a couple of failed marriages, multiple marriers — this was 
certainly true for me — often play that broken record, which goes 
something like, “What’s wrong with me? How could I have done this 
to myself once again? What have I done to my family, and to my ex? 
What do my co-workers think of me?” 

When a person finally attempts to take responsibility for his or 
her actions, perhaps that's a form of guilt. Well, I did question my 
motives and reasons for wanting to remarry at least superficially and 
oh-so-briefly before jumping into my second and third marriages. But 
I didn’t readily admit any guilt. Not until my fourth marriage, which 
ended fourteen years ago, did I start to try to fit all the pieces of this 
complex puzzle together. So I guess it’s never too late. Because I’ve 
had more than three strikes by now, but I’m not out yet! 

Here's a stark contrast in how people react to being multiple 
marriers. This story was told by Karen, one of the people interviewed 
for this book. Karen continued to have a positive attitude about the 
possibility that she could have a better marriage the next time — even 
after she had gone through several divorces. On the other hand, 
Karen's sister was very humiliated that her own third marriage had 
failed. Eventually, she literally gave up on living, wasted away and 
died, as a direct result of her shame and embarrassment. That may 
seem like an extreme response to a multiple marriage and divorce 
pattern, but it demonstrates that individuals can and do harbor deep 



feelings of grief, remorse and failure, which ultimately adversely 
affect their health. How sad. 

I have to admit that, like many multiple marriers, it seems I have 
spent my whole lifetime dealing with the embarrassment surrounding 
having a whole string of husbands. For instance, a friend who is a 
psychology professor once told me he had never known any woman 
who had been married as many times as I had — and he thought the 
total number of my marriages was three, not four at the time. Another 
example: when my Father passed away in 2009, I was asked by the 
Executor of his Estate to produce divorce decrees for all four of my 
marriages. He said that the court in North Carolina required 
documentation to prove I was actually divorced after each successive 
marriage. Oh, please! Well, eventually I did acquiesce to the 
Executor's request. And so one Saturday I found myself on my hands 
and knees in my home, digging inside old files, in an attempt to locate 
those documents. Again, I was humiliated, embarrassed, and 
frustrated at myself by being reminded of my complicated past. But 
did I feel guilty? No! 

The actress Angelina Jolie once said, regarding guilt, “I don’t 
believe in guilt. I believe in living on impulse, as long as you never 
intentionally hurt another person, and don’t judge people in your life. 
I think you should live completely free.” Doesn't that sort of sum it up 
for us multiple marriers and relationship repeaters? We’re often 
impulsive, but we don't intend to hurt anyone. We just want to get free 
when we find that we're entangled in an unsalvageable situation, like 
an unworkable marriage. 

So I repeat, “Throw the guilt out with the bath water!” because 
you’ll never need to feel that guilt again. Go out and start your life 
over with a clean slate, with no regrets. Just as in the game of 
baseball, every time you come up to bat, you get another chance at a 
home run, even if you failed to get to first base before.  

Somehow I know that Papa K., who loved baseball and also 
loved me, is aware that I did keep trying. Even though I failed several 
more times to get to first base after our discussion, I eventually wound 
up with a home run in the game of life.  

So I’ve done the hard work of self-examination, and now my 
clear goal is to help other multiple marriers and those who wave in 



and out of numerous sequential relationships find their way. That's the 
reason I wrote this book. I suspect my grandfather would be happy 
that I’m finally turning the embarrassment and humiliation I have 
suffered over the years into a positive. Just examining the subject in 
the light, for myself and for others, is truly “freeing”! 

Lesson Learned: The actress Hedy Lamarr once admitted, “I 
don’t have any gnawing guilt over contributing to any unhappiness 
suffered by my husbands. They were as much to blame as I was." 

Second Lesson Learned: Don’t focus on blame or guilt, feelings 
that serve no purpose. Simply observe your patterns, listen to your 
inner self, learn new behaviors, invest in personal awareness and 
relationship workshops, read self-help books, and feel good about 
yourself. You did the best you could at the time; so just leave it at that. 
We’re human. No one is perfect, not even the folks who married right 
the very first time! 



!  

Chapter 8  
A Different Twist on the Marriage Vows 

My secret to staying married: My wife tells me that if  
I ever decide to leave, she is coming with me.  

— Jon Bon Jovi, singer, musician (1962 -  ) 

Evan Money (his real name) has everyone I've heard of beaten 

in the multiple marriers game. He’s been around the marriage circuit 
14 times! The most surprising thing is, he's married the same woman 
each time. Even more fascinating, it doesn’t look like Evan or his 
spouse have any desire to separate; staying together… for better or for 
worse… seems to be in the cards for them. 

When Evan, a 40-year-old best-selling author, speaker and global 
entrepreneur, volunteered to provide his story for this book, I was 
puzzled, and thought, “What in the world? How downright strange 
and over the top!” There were two things that struck me as almost 
unreal — the number of times Evan had chosen to get married 
(FOURTEEN!) and the fact that he had chosen the same woman to 
marry, over and over and over again. What was it about marriage and 
divorce that Evan didn’t understand by, say, the tenth time around?  



The only other extreme example like this that I've come across, in 
terms of sheer numbers of marriages, was a friend’s uncle, who was 
now on his 13th marriage. Unlike Evan, though, this man was into 
variety, as he had tied the knot with different wives each of the 13 
times. You can imagine how fired up I was to travel to Milwaukee to 
get to interview him. Both he and Evan certainly had Henry VIII beat 
— old Henry only had six wives!  

However, much to my disappointment, neither the friend's uncle 
nor anyone in his family agreed to allow me to conduct an interview 
for this book. The family was afraid that their uncle might bring 
disgrace to the family name by speaking up about all his wives. And 
the multiple marrier himself was frightened that Wife No. 13 would 
be tipped off to the many “unaccounted for” marriages quietly tucked 
away in his back pocket. I thought, so what could be worse? The 
multiple-marrying uncle would eventually go on to Wife No. 14, and 
then he'd be tied with Evan.  

But back to Evan. Putting the initial shock of his “groundhog 
day” experiences aside (just as when the groundhog comes out once a 
year to see his shadow, Evan is repeating the same marriage 
experience every year, over and over), I just had to delve deeper into 
his story. Besides, there I was, already passing judgment on someone 
without taking the time to understand his story. Ironically, wasn’t this 
just what I had been fighting all my adult life… people drawing their 
own (negative) conclusions about my marital history before they gave 
me a chance to explain? So why was I so ready to throw stones, when 
I myself was living in a glass house?  

What really grabbed my attention wasn't just the sheer number of 
times that Evan had been married. No, the question I couldn’t wait to 
ask him was, “Aren’t you flat broke after thirteen divorces?” Wait a 
minute, though. Evan hadn’t mentioned a thing about divorces in his 
life story! So, did he have an entirely different twist on the subject of 
marriage vows?  

When Evan sent back his completed questionnaire for this book 
project, I became even more intrigued. And, because his story turned 
out to be one of the most uplifting, positive stories I have heard in a 
long time, I felt compelled to include Evan among the multiple 
marriers group, since after all, we are definitely counting the number 



of marriages of each person we've interviewed, and so far, Evan takes 
the cake! 

 Here is Evan’s story in his own words: 

“I am, indeed, very happily married; my wife and I have two 
children and are in a very stable relationship. We have simply chosen 
to affirm our love (in an unusual way) by renewing our vows 
annually, each year in a different state or country.” 

“I was 26 when we first got married,” Evan recalls, “and that's 
when we decided to remarry every year in a different location. At that 
time we had no money and no idea how we would pull off our 
‘imaginative’ idea. We just made the decision, and then found a way 
to make it happen. 

So far, some of the places we have been married are: at the 
Versailles Garden in Paris; at a 300-year-old windmill in Germany; in 
the water, surrounded by dolphins, at the Atlantis resort in the 
Bahamas; on the beach in Washington state; at the Excalibur Hotel in 
Las Vegas, where we were King and Queen for a day; on the beach in 
Maui, Hawaii; and in a little church with a great view in Park City, 
Utah.” 

Evan explains further: “One year my bride chooses where we will 
remarry, and the next year I do. Half the fun is just planning the whole 
adventure. This year, for example, we've decided to renew our vows 
in a hot air balloon over Santa Fe, New Mexico.” 

Most of the couple's friends and family are very, very excited and 
supportive about the annual renewal of vows. “In fact, they sort of 
live vicariously through us,” Evan observes. One friend, though, when 
he learned that Evan and Susan will do their ceremony this year in a 
hot air balloon, remarked, “My marriage is definitely going in the 
opposite direction from yours!” 

Usually a pastor officiates at the annual marriages, but one year 
Evan asked a good friend to preside over the ceremony. “It was a 
blessing, to him and to me,” Evan comments.  

So far there have been no complications, from a legal or tax 
standpoint, to the annual vow renewals. “We have our original 
marriage license from our first wedding in our home state, California. 



So we don't apply for paperwork in other states, because we're just 
renewing the original vows we made.” 

When Evan was younger, the attributes he was looking for in a 
marriage partner, he says, were not necessarily what he needs and 
wants now, at 40. “My bride and I have grown together, and that's 
good, to be in a mutual growth process.” 

As for Evan's picture of an “ideal marriage,” before he got 
married: “I definitely did not want to be one of those guys who get 
married and then become fat and miserable. I knew that I wanted to 
live my dreams, and also to live ‘happily ever after’ with my wife.” 

Nowadays, he has a different picture of what an “ideal marriage” 
is: “My bride and I still live ‘happily ever after,’ but the seasons of life 
are constantly changing — what with raising children, moving, career 
demands. So now I think that an ideal marriage is something that 
responds to the changing seasons of life. After you have children, 
everything changes! We don't have the same quantity of time to spend 
with each other that we did before the kids came along, so instead we 
focus on the quality of time we can spend together. We didn't want to 
look at each other after the kids are grown and say, ‘Who are you?’” 

So here's a toast to Evan's unique way of looking at marriage — 
and to the annual celebration of his renewal of vows, to the same 
woman, with heartfelt sincerity, once a year, in a different location. 
It's unusual, but who's to say there's anything wrong with that? 

Lesson Learned: Why not do it Evan's way? Yes, he and his wife 
have been married fourteen times. And, their marriage is getting 
stronger!  

Second Lesson Learned: Don’t pass judgment on multiple 
marriers. You never know what their personal life story is, or the 
circumstances surrounding their decisions. By being open to learning 
from a multiple marrier, you might actually gain some wisdom and 
valuable insights (from both the positive and the negative lessons 
they’ve encountered) and perhaps acquire a whole new and unique 
relationship/marriage perspective! 



!  

Chapter 9  
The “Haves and Have Knots” 

I am a marvelous housekeeper. Every time I leave a man,  
 I keep his house. 

 — Zsa Zsa Gabor, Hungarian-born American actress (1917- ) 

Little did I know way back in 1983, when I was still married to 

Husband No. 2, that I would someday have a great deal more in 
common with the late actress Elizabeth Taylor than just my fondness 
for wearing bright red lipstick.  

In hindsight, the irony of what I’m about to share is downright 
hilarious. For it was in that year, 1983, that I volunteered to co-create 
and act in a slapstick amateur comedy. The main character, played by 
me, was none other than the Queen of Celebrity Multiple Marriers 
herself — Elizabeth Taylor. At that time, I had absolutely no idea I too 
would be heading down the path of a multiple marrier. And that I 
would rack up at least half the number of spouses Elizabeth had…in 
better than record time!  

All that was the farthest thing from my mind the evening of the 
Annual Bosses’ Night Dinner at a Bar Association in upstate New 
York. I was just thrilled to have an opportunity to be on-stage and to 



play the role of someone who was rich and famous. For I assumed, as 
the glorified Executive Secretary of the Bar Association, that I would 
be neither rich nor famous in the near future. 

You have to picture the scene — a brocade-draped ballroom in 
one of those chain hotels that should forever remain nameless, a bar 
that would stay open for an eternity by selling only Gilbey’s and 
Dewar's, king-sized portions of crimson (undercooked, which is 
delicious) prime rib with thrice-baked Idaho potatoes, the Vito 
Mimone Band in their Sunday best, and 250 flirtatious lawyers and 
secretaries seated at their designated law firm's tables.  

And don’t forget the local judiciary. They were all there, out of 
their robes, of course, partaking in the festivities as if there was no 
tomorrow. In fact, some of those judges had perfect attendance 
records for this event spanning a decade. I guess they were as 
desperate as we were for fun, since all they did was resolve family 
disputes day in and out, and find ways to convict the local criminal du 
jour.  

The whole city braved upstate New York winter weather every 
single year, to get to the much anticipated dinner/dance/show on time. 
That was to say, everyone who was welcome. Needless to say, all 
spouses were UNWELCOME, in order to guarantee those of us with 
rites of passage into “The Club” that “what happened in Vegas, would 
forever stay in Vegas.” 

Oh, I forgot to mention that the evening was referred to as 
“Bosses’ Night” because we secretaries ensured our bosses were 
honored that evening while we were all sober, and ridiculed them 
when we were all not sober (which happened about skit time). As 
soon as the penguin-dressed caterers rolled out the carts with the 
crème de menthe parfaits, flaming cherries jubilee and mounded 
baked alaskas topped off by after-dinner drinks, all bets would be off. 
Everyone in the room knew what was going to happen, even Vito and 
his guys, who waited ever-so-patiently on the side to strike up the 
band. They tried to hide their embarrassed smiles, without much 
success. 

Anyhow, here I was, dressed as Elizabeth Taylor, and decked out 
in fake everything… wig, fur, jewels… all that was real at the time 
were my boobs and my bright red lipstick. I’d coaxed eight of my 



favorite attorneys (but not my own attorney husband) to do the line-up 
in the Family Feud game. It was a gas. When the question, “What 
object do you exchange every five years for something new?” was 
asked…the contestants blurted out “car, house, boat, job”…. I said 
“husband,” and all I remember was that the entire house erupted in 
laughter; even the gold-lamé draperies shook, earthquake-style. 

I have to say that approximately one year later (in 1984), a 
similar question was asked on the real TV Family Feud game show. It 
was my real-life Husband No. 1, too, who answered, under the glare 
of the bright TV lights in Hollywood, “spouse.” No question, he was 
referring to me. 

 I’m not kidding you. My Mom, Sara, saw my first husband and 
his new wife (who looked a lot like Yours Truly) right smack on 
daytime television, playing the Family Feud game with his new in-
laws. They appeared for several days and won fabulous prizes. My 
brother taped it on his new Betamax machine to prove it to me. Not 
only was my first husband already remarried, but he had a child. What 
a shock! 

So, my career pantomiming future Family Feud characters at 
Bosses’ Night came to an abrupt end after I witnessed the real deal on 
TV, along with millions of other viewers. Unfortunately, the scenario 
of my following in Elizabeth Taylor’s footsteps continued.  

This leads me to the discussion of what’s the difference between 
them and us? I mean… the rich and famous and us everyday people? 
When it slipped out that Kim Kardashian had an earlier marriage, 
immediately after tying the knot with What’s-His-Name, the couple 
seemed to survive – well, only for a record two-plus months — and 
no careers were destroyed. In fact, they blossomed, which is why Kim 
adorns the cover of every magazine I seem to pick up these days. 
Perhaps with her entrepreneurial spirit, Kim could have built a 
divorce consulting practice on the side called “Fifty Ways to Leave 
Your Lover in Only 72 Days”! But now, Kim's marriage to Kanye 
West has passed the 72-day mark. Hip hip hooray! 

Boy, Kim's story is so unlike my story. Can you imagine a 33-
year-old female, the ex-spouse of a matrimonial law attorney, who 
works for the Bar Association, dreaming of hanging out in that 
provincial upstate New York town and prospering after the messy 



divorce dust has settled? The wives in the Junior League surely would 
have run “single me” out of town on a rail if I had tried to stay there, 
not to mention the big, fat, twice-divorced-and-free-again “scarlet 
letter” I would have had to wear on my chest.  

Nooooo… I had to fly 2,500 miles away to start a new life. In 
fact, I’ve heard some multiple marriers wish they could go under a 
witness protection program for marriers, if there is such a thing. 
Perhaps some have actually done so. In a sense, I tried that approach, 
as finding a new spouse and getting remarried quickly meant that I 
could change my name, take on a brand-new identity and go 
underground again. I could save everyone on the East Coast 
embarrassment and have less explaining to do out here in the West. 
And by golly, in keeping with my pattern of moving on to greener 
romance pastures, I found myself with my next husband-to-be in a 
cheesy drive-up chapel in Lake Tahoe within just three years’ time! 

And what about Christie Brinkley, Larry King, Newt Gingrich, 
Jane Seymour, Billy Bob Thornton and so many other celebrities and 
notable people?  Does anyone care about their multiple marriages?  
Nope.  They just keep on keepin’ on with their lives. 

You know, I might like to run for office someday, but that’s 
impossible because of my marital record. Well, I could run, but it 
would only be around the block. I’ve often thought about adopting a 
child or two, but I wouldn’t dare go down that path, as the agencies 
might think my personal life has been too unsteady. It’s actually been 
very stable for 14 years, along with an uninterrupted 39-year work 
history, but who cares about that when you have to fill out mounds of 
paperwork about your multiple marriages? I’m sure I’d flunk the 
initial interview and would feel like an “unfit”… whatever. 

I have to wonder, if I were one of the true Haves, would my 
financial influence make a difference? Could I buy my way into 
acceptance? Perhaps that's the case with Newt, on the political scene. 
I actually had the opportunity to have a small conversation with Newt 
when he visited a company I worked for in the 1990s. I remember 
him as engaging and interested in what I had to say; I even got a 
“wink” out of the encounter. I can’t recall which wife he was married 
to at the time, or if he was in-between marriages. Maybe there would 



have been room for me then to squeeze into Newt's life and get to be a 
marital Have the easy way. I could be bought. Ha! 

If anyone has the answer to “What’s the difference between us 
and them?” would you please let me know. I never quit watching 
Larry King Live when he was on, even though he’s been married 
seven times and two of those marriages were to the same former 
Playboy bunny! My heart broke for beautiful Christie Brinkley after 
her last divorce, which wasn’t her fault anyway. I didn’t even try to 
anticipate Elizabeth’s next potential partner, but yet I knew there 
would be one. (Sadly, we lost Elizabeth in 2011.) And Newt… well… 
he’s a guy, and he’s just Newt.  

Now, that unforgettable actress and sex symbol, Mae West 
(1892-1980), was a bit of a cynic about marriage. Supposedly, she 
commented,  

Marriage is a great institution. But I'm not  
ready for an institution. 

Oh, and let’s not forget Mickey Rooney, who passed away 
recently at age 93. He was known for having had the shortest 
marriage (100 days), until Kim K. beat him. Mickey did jump off the 
divorce train, though, as he was with wife No. 8 since 1978. His 
eighth marriage may have contributed to his longevity, until he and 
his wife became estranged in the latter years of his life, but were still 
legally married. Mickey’s famous quote, below, was as priceless 
earlier as it is today: 

Always get married early in the morning. That way,  
if it doesn't work out, you haven't wasted a whole day. 

 — Mickey Rooney, actor (1920-2014) 

Truth be told, I’m still fuming at my favorite brother-in-law for 
comparing me to one of the Gabor sisters. He kept egging me on, for 
years, to the next round. I finally took him up on his offer to take that 
leap of faith, just like Zsa Zsa and Eva; take your pick. I just didn't 
dye my hair platinum blonde and fall for a younger mate, unless you 
count one year younger as robbing the cradle.  



If you can think of a rich and famous person who has been 
married three or more times, simply go to my blog and let’s get that 
list going. There are a bunch of ‘em that I know of: the late Rex 
Harrison and Tony Curtis (six times each, but not to each other… ha)! 
There's Billy Bob Thornton and the late Robert Culp (five times 
each). Oh… and there’s my twin (in name only), Pamela Anderson 
(holding steady at three husbands — but four marriages, since she 
married an ex again) and Jennifer Lopez (holding my breath that she 
will stay at three). Well, I can let my breath go. J. Lo and her husband 
went their separate ways since I started writing this book! I will give 
small prizes for the best responders. And, how about this one — if 
someone can write a creative essay explaining why “Haves” in the 
marriage game should be treated differently from the rest of us, that 
deserves the Grand Prize. For as of this date, I can’t see the 
difference. If they hang their heads low, so could and should we. 

Lesson Learned: Become influential, and the number of times 
you've been married won’t matter. You’ll be talked about anyway. 

Second Lesson Learned: Marry a rich and famous person and 
your track record may be forgotten quickly, because it will be “all 
about them.”☺  

Third Lesson Learned: Hold your head up high. Life isn’t fair, 
but you don’t have to buy into that. Be kind and true to yourself. You 
are special, with or without social, financial or political influence! Go 
ahead…give politics a try if you have guts, and also nerves of steel. If 
Newt did it, so can you! 



!  

Chapter 10  
Taboos, Tattoos and The Scarlet Letter 

Sometimes I bust out and do things so permanent.  
Like tattoos and marriage. 

 — Drew Barrymore, American actress (1975- ) 

I took up karaoke about five years ago, like Jack, one of this 

book’s interviewees. Jack has even performed on TV;  
I haven’t gotten that far. (YouTube exposes my  
amateur ability, if anyone is so inclined to watch — [http://you tu.be/
zMiB1RkjtHY]. Although I have developed a fairly broad repertoire 
of songs, from hip-hop to soft rock, I find that I'm drawn to country 
music much of the time, probably since I’m originally an Appalachian 
Mountain Girl. Dolly Parton and Randy Travis also hail from my neck 
of the woods, which gives me inspiration. 

Recently when I was searching for a funny, witty, country 
western-style song to learn, I happened upon the title “Half a Heart 
Tattoo” by Jennifer Hanson. It’s about a gal who was in a bar one 
night and went to the restroom to freshen up. Out of the corner of her 
eye, she spied a woman sporting a half a heart tattoo, with a red 
interior and outlined in black, on her left shoulder. Jennifer's curiosity 



about the tattoo was so strong, she struck up a conversation to find out 
the story behind it. The woman lamented that her former boyfriend 
had talked her into getting a permanent tattoo to match the one on his 
shoulder. Shortly after she got “etched,” he dumped her. Now she’s 
stuck, unhappily, with a tattoo that she doesn't want.  

Well, you can imagine what’s coming next. Our singer took off 
her jacket. There was the exact same half a heart tattoo on her left 
shoulder. Apparently, both women had been bamboozled by the same 
heartless (no pun intended) Don Juan, who makes a sport of wooing 
ladies, orchestrating short romances, convincing his women to get 
themselves “engraved” with half a heart, then dropping those 
tattooees like a proverbial hot potato so he can race on to his next 
conquest. These two gals surmised that because of that guy, there 
might be dozens of women from sea to shining sea just like them 
heartbroken and branded literally… with half a heart. (You will find 
the moral of this story in Lessons Learned, by the way, at the end of 
this chapter.) 

Tattoos are like stories – they’re symbolic of the  
important moments in your life. 

— Pamela Anderson, Canadian-American actress, model, 
producer, author, artist and former showgirl (1967 - ) 

The more I thought about the story line of Jennifer's song, the 
more it spoke to me personally, because it's about relationships, 
broken hearts, and, more importantly, impulsive decisions that don’t 
seem life-altering at the time, but can, and often do, leave permanent 
marks. I can relate to all that! I’m sure the night the singer got her 
tattoo, she thought she would be with her lover “‘til death do us part.” 
So having a tattoo inked on her shoulder was no big deal.  



!  
Half a Heart Tattoo 

My “no big deal” episode started with the planning of my second 
marriage. Since I already felt like second-hand goods because my first 
marriage had gone down the drain, I allowed my next-in-line 
husband-to-be and his parents to orchestrate my entire wedding, from 
venue to menu, down to the most minute detail. After all, my Father 
had made himself quite clear to us five children (four of the five were 
girls), “I pay for first marriages and first divorces. After that, you’re 
on your own.” Dad had pulled out his checkbook for my first 
marriage and then again in my divorce lawyer’s office, so he had 
fulfilled his promise.  

I felt I had no other option than to turn what  little personal power I 
had at that point over to my new extended family… which turned out to 
be my next set of “outlaws.” Besides, my parents were OK with that 
arrangement, since the family I was marrying into this time was much 
more affluent and connected than ours. Let’s put it this way, my upper-
middle-class family from Western North Carolina translated to upper-
upper-poor-class to the New York family I was marrying into. My 
father-in-law-to-be, who had been a U.S. President’s State Campaign 
Chairman, had highways and buildings named for him. Need I say 
more?  

Would you be surprised to learn that my fiancé’s prep school, 
which had at one time been a Shaker community deep in the heart of 
the Berkshire Mountains, was chosen for the wedding? You see, it 
was really my husband’s wedding, not mine… since it was his first. 
I’d already had my day in the sun. So I thought, who cares? No big 
deal. 



But before we get off the subject of “no big deal,” there were a 
couple of totally unrelated things that I’ll never forget about my 
second wedding day… my mother-in-law’s wedding attire, and bat 
doo. I can still picture it all very clearly, some 36 years later. In a 
serene, bucolic setting sat a quaint little white chapel, nestled against 
a small duck pond, with green rolling hills as the backdrop of the 
landscape. The scene would have made for a fine Impressionist-style 
work of art — except for the human interest element. Voila! My 
brand-new mother-in-law-to-be stood squarely in the center of the 
chapel door, awaiting her escort down the aisle. There she was, all 
dressed in white, lace hankie in hand… I mean, head-to-toe white… 
everything… including her corsage, her pearls, and yes, that matching 
bouffant hairdo that looked like cotton candy without the pink tinge, if 
you know what I mean. After all, it was her big day. Mrs. Bigsbee was 
releasing her overindulged brat of a son to me… Little Old Second-
Hand Rose. She deserved to be “Queen for a Day,” not me. 

I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry at her monochromatic 
appearance and at her lack of sensitivity for wearing white, which is 
usually reserved for brides. She probably thought… “Well, that girl 
has been married before, so I can wear what I want.  No big deal.” 
Even my husband later admitted that when he saw his Father bringing 
his Mother down the aisle dressed like that, he thought, “Oh, my God, 
it looks like I’m marrying my mother!” 

Well, readers, all I can say is, that marriage was doomed from 
day one. It didn’t help that my father-in-law had cautioned me about 
marrying his son minutes before the wedding, actually as I was tip-
toeing up the path to the Chapel. He whispered in my ear… “Are you 
sure you know what you're doing? My son can be very difficult. He’s 
very spoiled, you know.” At that point, what was a girl to do? I simply 
brushed off his question, but isn’t it odd that I remember it well to this 
day?  

Speaking of brushing things off, the chapel was filled with bats 
that came out every night. That's why we couldn’t have a candlelight 
service, and why the cleaning crew was doing one last sweep of the 
bat poop one hour before we said our “I do’s.” No one has ever been 
able to tell me if bat shit is a good or bad omen. (In my case, I guess it 
was bad.) One other thing I forgot was to clearly state on the wedding 



invitation, “Beware of bats. Wear raingear for ultimate protection. 
Umbrellas will be provided in the vestibule.” And, without a doubt, 
catching a glimpse of a bat hovering overhead in the twilight still 
brings back memories, not of scary Frank Langella movies, but of the 
big, fat mistake I made that second go-round. 

But despite all my misgivings about my impending marriage that 
muggy summer afternoon, I figured that since I had already survived 
one marriage and one divorce, I could wiggle out of this second 
marriage somehow if I really needed to, and eventually find a partner 
who was better suited.  

Now comes the million-dollar question. Was I turning into a 
female version of Don Juan, who moves quickly from one 
relationship to another, or to the “branded gals,” who trusted Don 
Juan when he said he loved them and asked them to get a half a heart 
tattoo? Or was I becoming a bit of each? 

Just like a physical tattoo, I can choose to cover up (most of the 
time) my marriage record, but when that record is exposed because of 
others’ curiosity, I’m often compelled to give my “elevator pitch” in 
such a convincing manner, the listener views me as the victim, the 
innocent and/or the “good” person. Good for me, I guess. 

The number of marriages and divorces under one’s belt does 
leave a permanent trail. Period, end of story. Oh, yes, you can 
effectively “erase” a spouse, but the legal records and name changes 
that are involved will follow you wherever you go. Every passport, 
every driver’s license, every voter registration, every public record… 
I could go on and on… bears the evidence of all your marriages.  

I wish to personally thank everyone who has physical tattoos, 
including Hester Prynne of Scarlet Letter fame, for giving me the 
courage to admit to my own permanent “marriage tattoo.” I’m finally 
facing the fact that I’m “branded” — for life. There’s no way around 
it, and no way to undo all the reams of legal documentation. It’s sort 
of like carrying around another personal identifier besides your Social 
Security number. Maybe the Homeowner’s Association Board doesn't 
care, but the Town Council might. Then again, I read that 72 percent 
of the GOP isn't concerned at all about Newt Gingrich’s multiple 
marriages, so maybe there’s still hope for me. Presidential campaign, 
anyone? 



One can wipe out most personal historical markers within a few 
years and start over with a clean slate. Not so with a multiple 
marrier’s marriage licenses. You can move on, but the “tattoo” is still 
there, hiding under your clothing, to be revealed — sometimes when 
you least expect or desire it. I often forget completely about my 
former husbands until a past married name pops up — for example, 
on a credit report or on my deceased Father’s will.  

Case in point: I have an unfinished manuscript I started writing 
some 28 years earlier (on a different subject from this book). Because 
one of my married names was on the book's cover, and there were 
other details within the text that I didn’t necessarily want to share, I 
ended up locking the manuscript back in my battered old trunk again, 
and haven’t resurrected it since.  

Similarly, my first married name was plastered all over the 
contents of an old modeling portfolio I was planning to show to a 
potential suitor, but didn’t want to have to explain, “Yes… there was 
yet another marriage I haven't told you about.” The modeling 
portfolio stayed put, subject changed. It became easier and easier for 
me to lie by omission. Over time, I found myself smoothing over the 
gaps in my lifeline. I prided myself in being able to do so with 
finesse. 

Actually, I had already left out my first walk down the aisle when 
talking with one guy. My first husband sent me a document from his 
new wife-to-be’s church, stating that our marriage was being 
annulled, and asked me to sign the paper. But I never did. So I just 
forgot about mentioning that marriage to anyone. Imagine! Our six-
year marriage could be written off by a religious annulment just so my 
first spouse could wipe the slate clean and start over! And believe it or 
not, that was by far the best of my four trips down the aisle. 
Unfortunately, lying by omission, an avenue that multiple marriers 
often resort to when they are pressed, is common. Although I’ve gone 
down that path in the past, with this book, the cat is now out of the 
bag. I don’t have to resort to “keeping my stories straight,” either, 
which lifts a huge burden off my shoulders. 

Usually, I voluntarily choose to “tell all” only when I'm feeling 
100 percent safe that I’ll be accepted and won’t be judged — mostly 
to other multiple marriers, if I can find them, or to friends who have 



chosen alternate lifestyles, like single people, those without children, 
or gay/lesbian couples. Incidentally, none of my family or friends 
have been married as many times as I have, so without a glass of wine 
in hand, I usually keep my story to myself. And I’m proud to say that 
I have written every word of this book with an entirely clear head; I 
write in the mornings.  

I wonder if multiple marriers have more or fewer doubts about 
entering into marriage than first-timers? Speaking for myself, my first 
marriage was the only one I had absolutely no doubts about. The other 
three marriages? Well, to be honest… although I did have some really 
basic questions, I never bothered to do even superficial soul-searching 
for the answers to those questions before taking the big marriage 
plunge. 

How I wish I had had a “relationship mentor” who could have 
counseled me prior to each decision to legally couple. Even a whisper, 
like, “Slow down a bit, think long and hard about what you are 
planning to do. This is a major life decision. It can change your whole 
life in a negative way; there can be permanent consequences,” would 
have helped. I might have gone into only two marriages — an 
acceptable number in today’s society — not a string of them. I might 
have paused long enough to stabilize my personal life and have, or 
adopt, children.  

So here’s a new, positive angle to this dilemma. As those of us 
who work in marketing know, companies have a brand promise, a 
reputation. Why not capitalize on our own personal brand, which 
includes being married several times? As multiple marriers, we've 
proven we are resilient and adaptable when the ice starts melting 
beneath us, we are adventurers who are ready and open to taking 
chances, we are courageous when sailing through rough, uncharted 
waters, we are strong when we have to face adversity, and we are less 
judgmental since we know how hurtful it feels to be judged. Multiple 
marriers would make terrific relationship coaches; embarking on a 
new counseling career could be in the cards for us! 

We multiple marriers have choices just like everyone else. We 
can choose the path of embarrassment and shame about our 
“checkered past,” and hang out with family and friends who aren’t 
truly accepting of us. Or we can choose to continue on our life’s 



journey with a positive outlook, new self-awareness, acceptance of 
who we are and openness to ourselves and others. We can spend time 
with people who love us down to our core, and who admire our 
fortitude, our goodness and our zest for life. My position is…we 
multiple marriers are so great because we just keep on keepin’ on, and 
we persevere! 

Being a member of the Ring EXchange Club — for those of us 
who have been married and divorced three or more times — gives us 
a uniqueness, because we make up only 5 percent of the American 
population. We are a fascinating group of individuals, and, if we are 
willing and able to admit our imperfection in the marriage realm, it 
gives us an authenticity many people can appreciate and admire.  

So accept your “brand” and spotlight all of your wonderful 
human qualities. Okay, perhaps we haven’t been successes at 
marriage in the past, but we can become “human successes.” We have 
a great deal of life experience, unconditional love and genuine 
kindness to share with others. You'll be surprised how you will 
automatically draw fantastic people into your lives when your attitude 
shift happens.  

Wear that Marriage Tattoo in style… whatever your style happens 
to be! 

Lesson Learned: Since the choices you've made in the past may 
follow you and seem to be permanent, take the time to assess and 
analyze all the important decisions in your life, especially marriage. 

Second Lesson Learned: Think about ways to turn your 
perceived permanent negative “brand” into a positive one. For 
example — volunteer in your community, excel in your career, be the 
best parent you can possibly be, and a loyal friend. On the fun side — 
you could become a great karaoke singer ;-), or a comedian, or a 
marathon runner, or an artist. Any of those vocations or passions are 
much more an indicator of who you really are than how many 
marriage licenses you've accumulated. 

Third Lesson Learned: Tattoos are permanent. Even if you wish 
to remove them, there will be some evidence that they once existed. 
But that's okay. Learn to accept and love yourself. Others who matter 
to you will want to accompany you on your life journey. 



Fourth Lesson Learned (since who’s counting?): Choose your 
wedding chapel wisely. If there are bats in the belfry, run off to Vegas 
to say your “I do’s"! And don’t forget to “Think before you 
ink” (anonymous quote from a very wise person ☺ ). 
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Chapter 11  
Know Others, But Know Thyself First! 

There are two ways of meeting difficulties: you alter the  
difficulties or you alter yourself to meet them.  

— Phyllis Bottome, British novelist and short story writer (1884–1963) 

When it comes to breaking the multiple marriage cycle, you 

can either change the situation, change yourself — or both. In my 
humble opinion, I would go with knowing thyself first. Once you 
know who you are, what you like about you, and what’s difficult 
about being you, and you do the same exercise with a potential 
partner, you have an increased chance of developing a thriving, loving 
and equal relationship that can lead to a successful union.  

From my perspective, finding out your personality type is an 
essential step that needs to be taken before you embark  
on a brand-new, romantic relationship. If you are aware of your 
personal strengths and weaknesses and are faced with relationship 
problems early on in the dating process, you’ll be more confident 
about navigating troubled waters, course-correcting or running like  
“h _ _ l” in the opposite direction before you make a huge, life-
changing, permanent mistake. 



I’m not certain there is any scientific proof for this, but 
something tells me that, had I known a bit more about what makes me 
tick as an individual before falling in love and walking down the aisle 
the first time, I would now be writing about a completely different 
topic — say, The Joys of Collecting Antique Tea Towels, or Fifty Ways 
to Catch a Mosquito on a Summer Night. While those books might 
only attract a handful of readers, they would surely be fun and witty 
subjects to explore.  

But, reality being what it is, this book has plunged me into the 
depths of the multiple marriage scene, for better or for worse. I'm 
writing about this topic because it's one with which I'm excruciatingly 
familiar — simply because I didn’t know myself well enough before I 
got married, and obviously wasn't an expert in the marriage partner 
selection department, either! Does this refrain have a familiar ring to 
those of us in the Ring EXchange circle? Yes, a pun is intended here. 

While on my self-awareness mission to find out why a nice girl 
like me had ended up literally “hiding important facts about her life” 
in a locked trunk under the stairwell, I couldn’t help but ponder if my 
own personality had had something to do with it. As I analyzed the 
case studies of male and female multiple marriers collected for this 
book, it was quite clear that all of us were intelligent, accomplished 
and respectable individuals. Yet, we all seemed to have had blind 
spots that allowed us to keep repeating the same revolving-door 
marriage patterns that led to the same embarrassing, discouraging end 
result: divorce.  

Moreover, not only did we impulsively march right into new 
situations that set us up for failure again, but we continued to 
experience heartache because we kept the cycle going by swapping 
one partner for another, or rather trading one set of problems for a 
new set… time after time after time. One of our interviewees, Sam, 
was extremely ambitious regarding marriage: he acquired seven 
marriage licenses in one decade. Sam was married for the first time at 
24; the second time at 27; the third time at 29; the fourth time at 30; 
the fifth time at 31; the sixth time at 32, the seventh time at 34. His 
philosophy was, “If at first you don’t succeed, try, try again.” I had to 
wonder if any of Sam’s relationships ever overlapped, but he assured 
me that he had been an honorable man and had never cheated on a 



wife or girlfriend; he had just started dating “very soon” after each 
divorce, although his timeline for re-upping varied from hours to 
years! Sam’s pattern led him quickly down the road to successive 
marriages. And, since I have done the same, who am I to judge? 
Clearly, I didn’t wear a black mourning dress very long in-between 
spouses. 

One of the themes I found in the fifteen case studies gathered for 
this book (mine included), was that most of us moved at lightning 
speed (for whatever reason) in search of the next potential marriage 
partner. For me, attention, love and emotional security were the voids 
I needed to fill as soon as possible, and so any man who came along, 
looked fairly attractive and seemed somewhat interested in me, was, 
in my fantasy, a potential suitor.  

It frightens me now to think about how carelessly I went about 
the process of choosing my next husband. Basically, it was the same 
way I shopped for shoes… fast! I have been known to see a pair of 
shoes in a store window, try them on and purchase them in the time it 
takes someone standing outside the store to smoke a cigarette. It’s 
true!  

Once in a shoe store in Europe, I held up two fingers… meaning 
two minutes… to my boyfriend, who was standing outside. He 
thought I meant I was going to buy two pairs of shoes. I bounded out 
of the store in two minutes, with a pair of boots that had been tried on, 
paid for and wrapped up. I felt bad for him because he had been 
standing there in the freezing cold, and he felt bad for me because I 
had moved so fast with the transaction, that I had forgotten to do a 
currency conversion. When I realized I had spent almost twice as 
much as I thought I had, that was a rude awakening. Of course, I 
didn’t return the boots; I just lived with my mistake. Hey… this story 
seems familiar — it's like my marriages! 

While on the shoe subject and analogies, try this concept on for 
size and see why it is important to know thyself and make 
adjustments accordingly. For years, I had worn a size 9 medium shoe. 
At some point, I noticed that size 9 mediums didn’t feel comfortable 
anymore. Since I always found myself in a rush when I was shopping, 
I still insisted on trying on size nines when I planned to purchase 
shoes. But when they didn’t fit, I would immediately blame the lack 



of comfort on the designer or manufacturer for not producing standard 
sizes, or I would point out to the sales person that the quality of the 
shoe just didn’t live up to the sticker price. I’d simply ask for, and 
would ultimately purchase, another pair of size 9 mediums in a 
different color or style and walk out the door. I assumed that size 9 
medium was still my size.  

I hobbled around in my various pairs of size nines until one day, I 
took the time (and had the courage) to have my foot measured in a 
shoe store. Lo and behold, I found that my foot size had increased! I 
was now a 9 ½ medium! It wasn’t until I acknowledged that I should 
no longer try to squeeze my foot into a 9 and that I would be more 
comfortable wearing the next larger size, that I began to walk in 
comfort, developed improved balance and posture and got the bounce 
back in my step. 

The moral of the story is: If the shoe fits, wear it. If the shoe 
doesn’t fit, don’t force it by trying to wear the same size. Face and 
analyze the situation (as hard as that may be), break the old pattern 
that isn’t working any longer, and get yourself the size that fits!  

When I refer to “getting a different size,” I’m convinced that 
having familiarity with one’s self and knowing the strengths and 
weaknesses of one’s personality not only helps in making career 
decisions, but relationships as well. We have already addressed 
“breaking one’s unhealthy patterns” in an early chapter, but I'd like to 
revisit the topic one more time, in the context of the Enneagram. 

Enneagram roots apparently go back many centuries  
to the Middle East. The philosophy of the Enneagram was revived by 
a Russian mystic in the 1920s, and the Enneagram study appeared in 
the United States somewhere in the 1960s. Ennea is Greek for the 
number “nine,” and gram means “drawing.” This model for 
understanding basic human personality types and core qualities uses a 
nine-sided star geometric diagram as its structure. People can 
recognize the inner behavioral patterns that ultimately drive their 
actions in the description of the nine Types on the polygon. The 
Enneagram provides increased self-awareness by giving specific 
directions on how to achieve personal growth, restore balance, and 
figure out how to improve relationships with those around you, 
including romantic partners. 



Knowing your specific Type by number on the polygon is quite 
an eye-opener, because the personality traits are such an accurate fit. 
And, the Enneagram system is very easy to figure out. You definitely 
won’t need a therapist to analyze and do the matching for you. You 
may possess some of the personality characteristics of other Types on 
the diagram, but your best numeric identifier will pop right off the 
page. See for yourself at: [http://www.enneagraminstitute.com]. 

I’m convinced that if you can discover and take inventory of your 
personality type, you can use that knowledge in your daily life and, 
particularly, in your relationships. Fine-tuning, and sometimes re-
engineering, your personality characteristics may help you shift from 
being an overly critical perfectionist, a martyr-like rescuer, a self-
absorbed romantic, or an indecisive peacemaker to the more positive 
side of your core type, with wings touching adjacent types… meaning 
that your personality may well blend into other types on either side of 
your number. 

I’ve tested as a No. 2 — The Helper. Being classified a big Type 
Two is not necessarily a compliment. At their best, Twos are Mother 
Teresas. At their worst, Twos are possessive, insecure, emotionally 
needy beings whom none of us should aspire to be. I could name a 
few famous persons who qualify as negative Twos, but let’s just keep 
those skeletons buried somewhere on the Enneagram websites — but 
I bet you’ll want to put this book down and start Googling who they 
might be. Good luck in finding the clues! 

Although I did not ask the book project interviewees to 
participate in an Enneagram study, I can’t help wondering if some or 
all of them would cluster around the No. 2 point on the Enneagram 
star with me. Gosh, I hope so, as I don’t want to be the only “fallen 
star” off the Enneagram in the universe of relationships and 
marriages, just because I was a “helper.” I’d rather rise to the No. 4 
position as “The Romantic,” but then again, would a Romantic’s luck 
in selecting marriage partners and staying happily married be any 
better than mine? My guess is, our grace periods between marriages 
would be similar. I have a hunch that both Romantics and Helpers 
could effectively line up their next “catch” (true love) with little or no 
respite between divorces.  

http://www.enneagraminstitute.com


In my marriages, I can see clearly now that as a definite Type 
Two, I was the very epitome of the generous and demonstrative (both 
good), people-pleasing (not so good) and possessive (bad) mate. In 
marriages No. 2 and No. 3, I gladly assumed the role of “servant,” for 
the most part acquiescing to my husbands’ wishes and demands in 
order to maintain a seemingly harmonious home front. Although that 
false mask of marital bliss was what I displayed, it barely hid our 
incompatibility, my loneliness, and my mounting frustration over my 
spouses’ lack of support and recognition for all the countless good 
deeds I did for them regularly.  

Once, I actually purchased two six-packs of beer for my (second) 
husband so that he could entertain his male friends. When I arrived 
home, he sent me right back to the store because I hadn't bought his 
preferred brand. We lived in a metropolitan area and I wasn’t allowed 
to own my own car since he said it wasn't necessary, so I trotted 
(walked) back to the store to exchange the beer, fighting back tears 
from anger and resentment while back at home, my husband sat 
comfortably, awaiting his guests.  

Nevertheless, I returned home that evening, having fulfilled my 
obligation to him. I never spoke up, as the guests were on their way 
and I didn’t want to create a scene. Besides, what good would it have 
done? I was the order-taker and he was in command and control. I 
was doubly hurt, as my act of kindness and servitude was never 
acknowledged by my spouse that evening, or afterwards, for that 
matter.  

In a couple of my marriages, I found myself becoming an 
“actress” every time I left the house, dutifully putting on my “happy 
face” for the public. It was an enormous and secret burden to bear. 
Being the “helper” was so natural for me, I didn’t even see that I was 
falling into this pattern time and time again, thereby enabling my 
husbands’ unfair treatment of me. 

What continued to happen was that, despite my “Home Sweet 
Home” and "Goody-Two Shoes” portrayal to the outside world, I 
would allow a dormant volcano to build inside me. One day, the 
volcano would erupt. Then I would make the determination that I had 
had enough and race out the door at lightning speed, with my 
belongings in cardboard boxes and drawstring garbage bags, to what I 



perceived to be greener pastures, freedom, and the next knight in 
shining armor who was waiting to rescue me, for a change.  

Unlike Gloria Gaynor, the famous pop singer of the '70s and '80s 
who showed her man the door in the song “I Will Survive,” I was the 
one who opened the door to freedom for myself and then slammed it 
shut behind me. But those doors hit me in the rear a time or two on 
my way out when I played the role of The Leaver, no question.  

The Enneagram study cautions Type Twos about going slowly 
into new relationships while gathering information and trying to be 
objective about a potential partner. The study states that it is important 
for Twos to avoid relationships with needy or unavailable people and 
to only accept relationships that provide equality. Another note of 
advice from the study: “Don’t rescue people,” and, make others 
accountable for their own behavior and actions. Also, “Be mindful 
that a Two’s desire for sex may actually be a veil for their need for 
attention, love and approval.” Finally, the study gives the best advice 
of all: “Don’t rush immediately into another relationship when one is 
over. It is critical that a Two take the time to do inner work to find out 
why the relationship was unsuccessful and what it is about oneself 
that is important to know for the next go-round. Taking a ‘time out’ 
from relationships also helps Twos discover their own passions, 
interests and hobbies, which enables them to build confidence, 
security and happiness all on their own.” 

I am amazed that since the Enneagram has been around since the 
1960s, I didn't learn of this study until recently. Those teachings and 
insights certainly would have helped me avoid some landmines in my 
relationships, and in my life in general. However, it’s never too late to 
fine-tune oneself and make a new and “different” impression.  

And now, in this later stage of my life, I’m attempting to do just 
that. I’ve often heard that “education is a lifelong process,” and boy, 
as a Type Two, I’ll second that! I now have a much more critical eye 
when it comes to assessing myself. Best of all, I take the time to turn 
on my X-ray vision when it comes to discovering the strengths and 
weaknesses of a potential partner. 

In summary, by introducing the concept of the Enneagram in this 
chapter and revealing the importance of recognizing one’s personality 
type, my objective is to help others “see the light” about themselves, 



as I have done. My Type Two on the Enneagram star highlights 
admirable qualities, of which I am proud. But being a Type Two has 
its downsides, as well. For instance, if I had realized that my overly 
generous, helping nature led to unequal treatment by marriage 
partners and that I tended to be a co-dependent spouse, I might have 
been able to prevent some of the destructive situations that led to 
disenchantment and ultimately, the dissolution of my marriages. (I 
know that for sure, I wouldn’t have felt compelled to memorize every 
word in the lyrics to Gloria Gaynor’s song, “I Will Survive,” which 
seemed to be becoming my theme song.) And, just knowing that we 
Twos are impulsive and need to put the brakes on before making 
important decisions would have served me well in so many aspects of 
my life…whether I was shoe-shopping or partner-shopping. 

Here’s a hopeful prediction about the future of Twos from the 
Enneagram Institute: 

When Twos learn to nurture themselves and look after their own 
needs, they achieve a balance in which loving and satisfying 

relationships are not only possible – they will happen as surely as the 
sun rises. Presence alone will allow your nurturing of others to 

transform into genuine self-nurturing. 
  

– The Wisdom of the Enneagram, Stone Ridge, NY: The Enneagram 
Institute, 1999. 

Have fun. Discover your number. It may prevent you from 
becoming a multiple marrier or relationship repeater. And, if you are 
already labeled as a multiple marrier, there’s always time to change, if 
you aren’t afraid to look over your shoulder into the rear-view mirror. 
It can be quite an insightful and liberating experience to re-adjust that 
mirror. I know it was for me! 

Lesson Learned: Once you find out what your Enneagram 
Personality Type is, you will gain insights that may help you change 
your behavioral patterns, leading to a more self-assured, secure you. 

Second Lesson Learned: Never allow someone to be your top 
priority while allowing yourself to be merely his or her option. Be 
your own person, not the person someone else would like you to be. 



Funny Lesson Learned: If you are a Type Two and you are 
intent on being the “Rescuer” in a relationship, my advice is to get a 
dog, not a mate! 

!  
“OK, now what category do I fit into?”  

Image based on the chart found on Enneagram.com 
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Chapter 12  
“Do as I Say, Not as I Do” 

— Advice from a Multiple-Marrier Parent 

I was touched by a letter one of the book interviewees sent to be 

included with his case study. This individual felt so strongly that the 
content of the “Letter to His Children” should be shared — not only 
with multiple marriers, to help them break their destructive cycles, but 
with those who are seeking a potential marriage partner for the first 
time. He generously agreed to allow me to use all or parts of his letter 
in my book.  

“Jack” was raised in an extremely loving and warm household. 
He grew up admiring his parents’ respect for one another and their 
outward affection. Jack assumed his marriage would emulate that of 
his parents and that he would experience an idyllic lifelong 
partnership with whomever he chose for a wife. 

But that was not to be. At least one of Jack’s four wives suffered 
from an addiction and Jack suffered from finding out that his second 
wife had been involved in 14 affairs in their 12 years of marriage. 
Jack worked tirelessly to help his spouses overcome their 
shortcomings, while dealing with his own frailties and attempting to 
protect his children at the same time. But, in the final analysis, the 



marriages couldn’t be salvaged. In retrospect, Jack could be classified 
as a rescuer, perhaps a strong Type Two on the Enneagram, who 
carried that personality trait into the majority of his relationships and 
marriages without success.  

Despite his four failed marriages, at the ripe young age of 62 
years, Jack is open-minded and hopeful about having another 
opportunity to marry even though his health may prove to be a 
challenge to the next marriage partner. Ever the idealist, though, he 
comments, “I now have a new picture of what an ‘ideal marriage’ is, 
but it would require several pages to describe what I now understand 
is perfect for me.” I say hats off to Jack for his fortitude, persistence 
and positive thinking. 

I’d like to paraphrase the key takeaways that Jack has imparted to 
his grown children in loving memory of their grandparents: 

1. Find someone who was raised with similar values; the values 
don’t have to match perfectly. 

2. When seeking a mate, be cognizant of individuals who have 
been emotionally, physically or sexually abused. Anticipate 
that there may be issues that may hinder the development of a 
healthy and stable marriage. 

3. Look for someone who has a generous and open heart and a 
buoyant spirit. This will be particularly important when you as 
a couple experience hardships. 

4. Do your best to take into account the needs of your spouse at 
all times, while meeting your needs in the relationship as well. 
It’s all about equality and balance. There’s no room for power 
struggles. 



5. Do not place value in superficial beauty or attractiveness in a 
mate, as that is transitory. The heart and soul of the human 
spirit is much more defining, and in difficult times will prove 
to be much more valuable to both parties in the relationship. 

6. Seek a partner who shares your feelings and values about 
family. And, this doesn't refer to political values. A difference 
of opinion on that front is always stimulating, and one might 
even learn a thing or two. Make certain that you find someone 
who may disagree with you, but will be respectful at the same 
time. 

7. Look at how your potential partner’s parents treat one another. 
This may give you insights into how your partner may relate 
to you during your marriage. 

8. Observe how your potential partner interacts with his or her 
siblings. This may be an indicator of how they will respect and 
care for you in years to come. 

9. Look at how your potential partner relates to their friends and 
co-workers. Jack’s father had an adage: “Never place your 
trust in a person who will cheat or lie to their friends, family 
or business associates.” 

10. No matter how difficult it may be, you should be 100 percent 
honest with your partner and never go to bed angry with him 
or her. Accept that some or most of the time, you could be at 
fault. 



Jack goes on to admit to his children that he has spent many 
unhappy years on the marry-go-round, and that he hopes his “lessons 
learned,” combined with his observations about his own parents’ 
relationship, will guide his children in relationship and marriage 
matters for years to come. 

I applaud Jack for his openness and courage to share. He tells me 
that he did this because he wanted to help others avoid the “turns for 
the worse” he has taken along his personal relationship journey. I 
have gone off the beaten path myself and have found my “helper” 
strategy to be a strength (because I'm writing this book, for example), 
but also a weakness when I have sought mates who are best suited for 
me. 

THANK YOU, JACK, from thousands of multiple marriers out 
there, from the one-timers, the singles, and especially from me! 

Lessons Learned: ALL OF THE ABOVE! 
 



!  

Chapter 13  
His and Hers 

Success in marriage does not come merely through finding  
the right mate, but through being the right mate. 

 — Barnett R. Brickner, American Rabbi (1892-1958) 

Dr. John Gray, Author of Men are from Mars, Women are from 

Venus and When Mars and Venus Collide, highlights key 
differentiators in male and female psyches that affect our personal 
interactions and relationships. Over the years, I have become keenly 
aware of the different communication styles between men and women 
and to be frank, I’m working diligently toward trying to perfect my 
understanding of the male perspective, which is all about active 
listening and problem-solving.  

Intentionally or unintentionally, we females tend to expect our 
male partners to be the dumping ground for all our issues. Casually 
dropping bombshells on loved ones at the end of a long day, 
especially when we’re not really seeking unsolicited recom-
mendations, can be a relationship-buster. In fact, I’ve read that 
nagging is a bigger marriage-killer than adultery — in a Wall Street 
Journal article dated January 25, 2012 [http://online.wsj.com/article/  

http://online.wsj.com/article/SB10001424052970203806504577180811554468728.html


SB10001424052970203806504577180811554468728.html]. So, take 
it from a non-nagger, “Don’t try this at home…EVER!” 

So, what about men and women on the multiple marrier scale in 
terms of “his and hers” attitudes? Are our motivations and behaviors 
the same, do our formative years matter, and how does the loneliness 
factor affect both sexes’ marriage and divorce cycles? 

I determined the best way to contrast and compare men and 
women’s circumstances, behavioral actions and outcomes would be to 
construct a matrix; let’s call it a “trends tracking table” that contained 
interviewees’ data for this book's case studies. I threw myself right 
into the mix with no holds barred — on the side of the women, of 
course! I thought if I created a men vs. women’s baseball team of 
sorts, the patterns for each would be clear and very different. And, the 
women might just win out on the romance and impulse side with the 
most home runs! Why not put Billy Beane of Moneyball fame to work 
on this multiple marriers’ trends tracking table and see how he slices 
and dices the data? I’d pay big money for his analytic results and 
forecast. Undoubtedly, a bunch of other multiple marriers would do 
the same to make sure they finally got it right. 

I went over and over the trends tracking table, analyzing the 
respondents’ answers to the survey questions, trying to spot some 
interesting trends or to see what we had in common. Quite 
surprisingly, the a-ha’s I was expecting to find, like, “Everyone must 
have had an unhappy childhood and that’s why we are all multiple 
marriers,” were not in this particular cross-section of people at all.  

For example, the answers to the question, “What kind of 
childhood did you have?” were all over the map. In fact, a male 
respondent who had been raised in a happy home with loving parents 
and siblings had one of the highest marriage and divorce rates among 
us.  

I would classify my own childhood as “moderately happy,” as I 
was raised in an upper-middle-class family that was not affected by 
divorce. But I suppose the death of my mother, my required 
adjustment to a new family situation, along with two physical moves, 
all of which were experienced during my formative years, played into 
my overall “happiness” factor. 

http://online.wsj.com/article/SB10001424052970203806504577180811554468728.html


Also, birth order didn’t seem to be an indicator as to whether a 
person would turn out to be a multiple marrier, either. I thought for 
certain that an individual’s desire to leave home at an early age would 
play into the statistics, but it didn’t.  

Perhaps if this small sampling had been taken during the 
Victorian era, though, there might have been different results. I know 
that if I had been an older sibling helping to raise lots of younger 
brothers and sisters in an impoverished situation way back then, you 
can bet your bottom dollar I would have jumped at the chance to 
escape home at a young age. My top priority would probably have 
been fantasizing about being the new bride of a wealthy banker’s son. 
Yes, riding off into the sunset in a velvet-lined stagecoach with Prince 
Charming to a life of leisure and financial certainty would have been 
this Cinderella’s dream.  

And believe it or not, some of my cougar girlfriends are still 
hoping this unlikely scenario will happen to them — in the 21st 
century! Well, “How to Marry a Millionaire” is already out there as a 
self-help guide, but, with the economy the way it is, I would caution 
any woman to be leery of what banker or banker’s son to put their 
bets on these days. Need I say more on that subject? 

One similarity I did discover was that ALL of us interviewed for 
this book had acquired our first boyfriend/girlfriend by the time we 
were in middle school. But I certainly won the prize for getting the 
earliest start — I had my first boyfriend at age five! 

Here’s another point of interest. Many of the interviewees truly 
believed that the “third time” at marriage would be the charm. Sadly, 
Number Three turned out to be a Lucky Charm only for a very few. 
My Lucky Charm wasn’t even Number Four. So, searching for that 
“magical” four-leaf clover might turn out to be a disappointment, too. 
You never know.  

I was extremely curious about the length of time between 
multiple marriers’ remarriages. It varied, but in most cases, our 
interviewees started dating while they were still married, or very 
shortly after they were divorced. And, the usual period between re-
marriages was anywhere between a few months to a couple of years… 
hardly enough time to grieve, reflect and resettle one’s life again. I fit 
squarely into the “days to dating again and months to re-marriage” 



pattern; and, except for one instance, I married the first person I dated 
after my divorces. However, Don, whose case study I quote from at 
the end of this chapter, did not remarry right after each divorce. 

The loneliness factor was huge. Since we all had initially started 
on that marriage path at rather tender ages, we were not used to being 
sole practitioners in the game of life. The sheer thought of “solitude” 
sent chills down our spines and was pretty much a foreign idea. I 
remember I was so afraid of sleeping alone in the early days that my 
protective gay landlords installed a burglar alarm system in my 
modest, first-floor, one-bedroom apartment. I guess I had paid for that 
security system with all the Tupperware I had bought at their party 
that first night after I split from my spouse.  

The other thing I was sure I couldn’t live without was regular sex, 
but not surprisingly, those same landlords didn’t offer to help me in 
that department. At least two other female respondents for this book's 
case studies equated loneliness with the fear of going without that 
“three-letter word.” One interviewee, a former flight attendant, 
commented that her dating usually started at her next “layover” city, 
once she was separated from her spouse. She, like I, believed as soon 
as you were physically decoupled from a spouse, you could be off  
to the races again. In our minds, being separated was as good as being 
divorced. Let the hunt begin! But, if men are supposed to be the 
hunters and women the gatherers, I’m confused. I was definitely in 
heat-seeking-missile mode during most of my single existence.  

For this chapter, I decided to compare the responses to some of 
our survey questions from a “His” and a “Hers” perspective. And, 
since you are just dying to know more about my personal life, I’ll toss 
in portions of my own case study here as the “Hers.” Who better than 
myself to open the kimono? I also took the liberty of choosing one of 
the guys’ case studies (Don’s) to spotlight. You can study the “His and 
Hers” comments to these questions side by side for comparison. I 
think you’ll find lots of similarities. 

Describe your first girlfriend or boyfriend. 

Don: My first girlfriend and first romantic experience happened 
in junior high school. The high school years brought my first serious 



romantic relationship, but I didn't marry the girl because we were too 
young to make the commitment. 

Pam: I always had a boyfriend or was on the search for one. My 
first interest in boys surfaced when I was only five years old! I was 
aware of my femininity and my attraction to the opposite sex even 
then, and was forever on a mission to be coupled up. I had my first 
romantic experience in junior high school with two different boys. My 
first serious romantic relationship was as a sophomore in high school. 
By the time I was 17, my boyfriend, who was now away at college, 
presented me with a “pre-engagement” ring when he was home one 
weekend for a visit. 

When did you start dating after each of your divorces?  

Don: I started dating anywhere from three months to six months 
after each divorce, but never married the first person I dated. There 
was a span of 14 years between my first divorce and second marriage, 
5 years between my second divorce and third marriage, 6 years 
between my third divorce and fourth marriage and 9 months between 
my fourth divorce and fifth marriage. The fourth and fifth marriages 
were to the same woman. 

Pam: I always started dating immediately after each of my four 
divorces. And, I always married the first person I dated after my 
divorce. I wanted to be part of a union… the whole husband/wife 
thing. I always expected to be married. I liked the status and the “false 
security” of marriage. And I guess I decided I would keep doing it 
until I landed the right partner, or the right partner found me. 

What about deciding to remarry after each divorce? 

Don: I loved being married and so have never vowed not to 
remarry after my earlier marriages have fallen apart. 

Pam: I managed to stay unmarried for 13 years after my last 
divorce due to one reason: The only three men I dated in that time 
were unavailable. The first guy swore he would never marry for a 
second time, the second was a playboy who lived 6,000 miles away 
and the third, although physically separated from his spouse, was 
legally bound.  



What is your new picture of an ideal marriage? 

Don: My new picture of what an ideal marriage is goes like this: 
Each marriage must have its own dimension, created by each couple 
to fit their individual circumstances. A spiritually based love is the 
magic ingredient. Also, sensual chemistry is one of the essentials, 
along with mutual respect, fun just being together, lifestyles that fit 
together easily, goals that are mutually understood and supported, and 
the ability to make each other smile easily and laugh together. You 
have to trust and believe in each other, for sure. 

Pam: My new picture of an ideal marriage involves mutual 
respect, true equality, interest in each other's welfare, good mental and 
physical energy, an intellectual connection, similar values, good 
listening skills, a non-judgmental attitude and support of each other's 
goals. And, yes, physical attraction is an important factor, too, not just 
for the guys, but for the dolls.  

On my Web site, [www.Pam-Evans.com], you will find other 
eye-opening case studies from the fifteen men and women multiple 
marriers who were interviewed for this book. The case studies are 
complete, rather than the excerpted passages that are included in this 
chapter. Each of the fifteen interviewees answered a detailed 
questionnaire covering various aspects of their lives that are relevant 
to their choices, attitudes, and philosophies regarding being a multiple 
marrier. 

Lesson Learned: Take it from Don and Pam! 
Second Lesson Learned: Read the case studies. They are chock-

full of lessons! 

Happy reading! 

http://www.pam-evans.com
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Chapter 14  
The Inside-Out Connection 

Whatever our souls are made of, his and mine are the same.  

— Emily Bronte, English author, 1818-1848 

Just when I thought I had finished this book, simply because all 

the chapters were written, I recalled a quote from Louis L’Amour: 
“There will come a time when you believe everything is finished. That 
will be the beginning.” At this point, that was a scary reminder. I 
simply was not up to reviewing decades of “My Life” in videotaped 
footage yet again. Frankly, I was afraid I would discover more 
personal imperfections, more unpleasant truths and more “should-
haves” that would force me back to the drawing board and thereby 
extend the whole book writing process. I wanted to get my book out 
there. 

Besides that, my greater mission for the sharings in Ring 
EXchange was to enlighten men and women who had embarked upon, 
or were about to embark upon, romantic relationships that could 
possibly lead to a more permanent union. My humble belief was, if I 
could get this little book out to the masses before the 5 percent of 
Americans who comprise the multiple marrier population rose to 
greater heights, I could save souls, marriages and God-knows-what-



else. Clearly, the potential vast amount of unaware brides and grooms 
being born in this society every day needed some advance warning 
about the pitfalls of marriage and marriage partners. And, who better 
qualified than I to touch the lives of thousands and save the world 
from a life of serial marriage trauma? I had to hurry and complete my 
book! 

 But of course, as I sat back smugly on my laurels, confidently 
awaiting the feedback I was sure I'd get from test readers that all was 
OK and that the book was ready to be christened, I heard a message to 
the contrary from a multiple marrier test reader.  

 In a thoughtful way, he first applauded me for covering the nuts 
and bolts of what can cause — and prevent — a multiple marriage 
and relationship syndrome from occurring. Then, like a performance 
review from a boss, came the bad news. I had neglected to address the 
vital “spiritual connection” that ensures relationship and marriage 
success. The test reader put it this way. Rather than just dealing with 
the “Outside In” and making a mental assessment of what’s important, 
why not talk about the “Inside Out” as another angle?  

 I almost fell out of my chair! Since I consider myself to be a 
sensitive and caring human being with some sort of emotional 
intelligence skills, I was astonished at how I could have overlooked a 
point so critical to the overall message of “knowing yourself, knowing 
your partner and getting it right.” Therefore, the notion of an “Inside 
Out” instead of just an “Outside In” approach to entering a romantic 
relationship certainly merited a chapter squarely on its own in the 
book.  

Besides just tackling the relationship mechanics (intellectual, 
sensual and emotional) that steer us toward a successful union and so 
can prevent us from becoming “runaway brides and grooms,” I think 
it's wise to give the spiritual side a voice, too. I am ever so grateful for 
this test reader’s insight, as that acknowledgment of the importance of 
a spiritual connection was deep inside me, but initially I had neglected 
to consider it. Hence, “Sometimes the heart sees what is invisible to 
the eye,” a quote from American best-selling author H. Jackson 
Brown, Jr., rings so true.  



I’d like to be clear here that I am not trying to mix religious 
beliefs with spiritual beliefs, as I know that these have very individual 
and personal meanings.  

Recently I was thinking about how multiple marriers truly do 
evolve spiritually as a result of all the experiences they go through. 
Then I viewed a YouTube video “Multiple Marriages: What Does  
It Mean?” by motivational speaker Rev. David Essel [www.you 
tube.com/watch?v=RIifQVXKFbE]. His message was, “Judge a 
person by who they are today and not who they were yesterday.” I 
thought, to anyone who is considering a multiple marrier as a 
potential date or future marriage partner — try viewing them through 
a non-judgmental lens. People can change, you know! 

When I think of a connection, I first think of simple friendship. 
But what does it take to sustain a friendship? Feelings of affection, 
compassion, closeness that culminate in a sense of sharing and 
genuine respect for an individual. This kind of friendship is not based 
on one’s position, power or financial holdings, but on a bond that 
supports open communication, along with a sense of responsibility 
and commitment toward another person. When that friendship 
becomes the foundation on which our drive for passionate and 
romantic love is built, then boundaries start to break down and two 
individuals come together as one. Love becomes the center of this 
powerful spiritual connection and Twin Flames may emerge (more 
about Twin Flames later in this chapter). 

I don’t know about most of you, but I never fully jumped onto the 
soul train of love. Each time I married I thought I had, but as the train 
passed by, I had simply managed to grab onto the railing at the end of 
the caboose. I guess I was so busy deciding if the conductor was 
good-looking enough, came from the right family, had the right 
position, etc., etc., etc. that I missed my chance to board the train in 
plenty of time to find a comfortable seat by someone interesting and 
just get to know them and… share. 

So, I kept purchasing what I thought was that train ticket to 
paradise again and again, even though the fine print at the bottom of 
the ticket — which I hadn't really read — said, “I don’t know where 
I’m going, but I’m on my way”!   

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RIifQVXKFbE


You see, it never occurred to me to develop a platonic friendship 
first and then see if that blossomed into love. Besides, building a 
male/female friendship took way too long. And, why bother, if there 
was no obvious sexual attraction in the first place? I never listened to 
the advice about people getting better-looking as you got to know 
them. For me, if there wasn’t immediate chemistry, I’d never give the 
person a chance.  

Here's an episode I still remember, years later. Just a couple of 
months after I moved to California, my new boss decided to set up a 
blind luncheon date for me. I guess my superior felt sympathy for me. 
He was aware that in my spare time, I was divorcing a matrimonial 
law attorney back East and simultaneously trying to set down roots 
here in the Bay Area. I was 33, almost single again and had no kids. 
He felt I was “marketable,” so he wasted no time in trying to fix me 
up. It was going to be a threesome (just lunch… please… I know 
what you’re thinking)… my boss, his professional friend and little ol’ 
me.  

I was sort of seeing the airline captain down the hall in my 
apartment building, when he wasn’t flying around and visiting other 
female “ports of call” on his layovers, so my enthusiasm was a bit 
lukewarm about having a blind date. But I bought a new outfit to wear 
to work that day anyway, just in case the date worked out. My first 
“outside in” impression was important to me, at least, but there was 
no need to do anything more to prepare for this luncheon. I was going 
“as is.” Take it or leave it. I was all decked out in my shoulder pads, 
pearls, pumps and Aqua Net hairspray! 

I’ll never forget my sheer disappointment (and I’m sure it 
showed) when I strolled into the restaurant with my boss in tow (or 
maybe it was the other way around) and laid eyes on my blind date. 
For some unknown, unrealistic reason, I was hoping to meet a “drop-
dead handsome” something-or-other. In reality, there sat a slightly 
overweight, studious-looking gentleman with wire-rimmed glasses, 
sheepishly grinning as I sat down.  

We both immediately recognized we were the odd couple out. If 
my boss recognized the mismatch, too, he didn’t act like it, and did 
his best to keep the conversation going while my “date” and I politely 
munched on our salads. My blurting out details about my messy 



divorce proceedings back East probably was a real luncheon 
conversation-buster, but I didn’t care. The sexual chemistry wasn’t 
there for me, and unless my date liked tons of blue eye shadow and 
the overpowering scent of Rive Gauche perfume, it probably wasn’t 
there for him, either. 

When my boss and I got back into the car after lunch, he didn’t 
bother to ask me what I thought about my date. He knew. And, if he 
asked my date what he thought about me during a professional 
courtesy phone call later that afternoon, there was no doubt how my 
date responded. Unimpressed!  My boss never tried the matchmaking, 
dating game or whatever you call it, with me again. I was nervously 
hoping my Christmas bonus wouldn’t reflect his frustration with my 
social blunders and apparent lack of gratitude. 

Some 28 years later, I can see now that I probably let a “good 
one” go that day, for all the wrong reasons. Something tells me that 
had I approached this situation with the right attitude and a sincere 
desire to get to know the person first, a friendship could have ensued, 
a spiritual bond could have developed and a love connection could 
have followed. I’ll never know if we had the right stuff… the stuff 
that matters, that is. Who knows, it could have been a match made in 
heaven, despite the fact that my date was an attorney, just like my 
about-to-be ex-spouse. 

The Inside-Out approach was certainly foreign to me. I now 
believe that if you are not willing to invest the time and effort to see if 
there could be a deeper bond before you progress with a relationship, 
then chances are, the outcome won’t be long-lasting.  And you could 
wind up becoming a multiple marrier statistic, just like I have. 

On the bright side, one multiple marrier (let’s call her Carol) 
believes that each of her marriages was important to her own personal 
and spiritual evolution. They were stepping stones along her life’s 
path, and her spouses were her travel companions. In fact, her 
partners from past lives were meant to be with her again because there 
was something for them to continue, or to finish together now.  For 
this reason, Carol does not look back on her past marriages with any 
feelings of guilt.  

Carol’s words made me feel better about my own adventure. 
Perhaps I subconsciously chose partners who were supposed to teach 



me life lessons about humility, acceptance, endurance… even 
suffering. Actually, a couple of my spouses had similar characteristics 
and behaviors; they were just wrapped in different packages. But I 
didn’t even recognize that! Clearly, I needed to repeat some lessons 
before I could finally break my own destructive personality patterns. 
And I can tell you that I endured some tough lessons, indeed!  

When a multiple marrier interviewee asked me if I had ever truly 
been in love with any of my four husbands, I had to honestly admit to 
myself that the answer was definitely “no.” Now I’m not trying to 
dishonor my former spouses or show disrespect to the institution of 
marriage. I thought I had loved each of them when we got married, 
and they probably did love me in their own special (or unspecial) way, 
but obviously, there was no spiritual connection between us. Had 
there been a spiritual connection… well, perhaps I would have had 
one big marriage, and not four little marriages!  

Since my early 20s, I have spent tens of thousands of dollars 
seeking advice from psychics and spiritualists in my search for true 
love. The question I was always asking was, “Will I either stay in my 
current marriage or find another marriage partner who is THE 
ONE?”  

During a cross-country flight 16 years ago, I had my palm read. 
The reader told me the marriage I was in at the time would be my 
final one. However, because the hum of the jet engines combined 
with the flight attendant’s constant reminders to “watch your elbows” 
drowned out my ability to hear clearly, I wasn’t certain if he said my 
current marriage would be a lasting marriage or whether it would just 
be my last. Big difference there!  It was neither lasting, nor my last. 

I actually lived more than a decade with a naked left ring finger 
that was free and clear of a shiny gold band. But, I eventually chose 
to get back on the Marry-Go-Round again, explanation coming soon. 
I still need to find that psychic, in Mumbai or Silicon Valley, or other 
parts unknown, and give him a piece of my mind about his lack of 
accuracy. On the other hand, it really doesn’t matter, since I couldn’t 
tell if Dr. So-&-So’s palm reading techniques were professional or 
not. All I knew was that this gentleman had a 50/50 chance of being 
right — that's why I ripped up his business card as soon as I could 



find the first trash can in the airport terminal, right before my 
husband pulled up in our car outside the baggage claim. 

In all my visits to psychics over the years, most had told me that 
one day, I would meet my soul mate. But not one said I would meet 
my “Twin Flame.” My friend Una White, who creates beautiful “soul 
portraits,” such as the one of me in Chapter 19, was the first to 
mention Twin Flames. And she knows people “inside-out"!  

Una's definition of true love is when two people with a very deep 
sense of belonging have a “heart-to-heart,” “soul-to-soul” union. So I 
was eager to ask her. What’s the difference between a Soul Mate and a 
Twin Flame? 

    
   

© Christian Olsson. Here I am 
in Athens, Greece, in June2011, 
holding a jeweled heart I had 

purchased from a street vendor. 
Little did I know how 

significant the heart symbol 
would be in my book. 

According to Una, we only have one Twin Flame. There is an 
intense connection, a spiritual bond that is unshakable and a common 
Divine purpose. You feel as if, at one point in time, you were united, 
but then were separated. This does not mean that your relationship 
will always be an easy one, but since you have a common Divine 
purpose, it will be lasting. For Twin Flames, this bond remains 
forever… here and beyond. 

Una explains that Soul Mates can be part of a soul mate family. 
You can feel an unexplainable deep connection and attraction and can 
have a relationship you can at least enjoy for part of your life's 
journey together. It’s important to know that we can have more than 
one Soul Mate. She says we must believe and desire that, and then 
you and your Soul Mate may find each other. 



But regardless of whether you connect with a Soul Mate or better 
yet, a Twin Flame, in life, it is critical to recognize the difference 
between “Robust Love” and “Destructive Love.” Let’s take a look at 
the list of love characteristics I've created that can either contribute to 
building that “inside-out” bond or can work to destroy it. What we 
want to strive for is a Separate but Equal and a Together and Equal 
status within our relationship. That's what makes it a healthy one. 
When referring to Separate but Equal, I mean don't give up your 
personal power, your identity, your passions, desires and friendships, 
and all of your time just to be in a relationship. You are a much more 
interesting and attractive partner when you remain as a complete 
person within the whole unit. Together and Equal translates to aspects 
of the partnership that can be shared, such as interests, values, time. 
Of course, balance, harmony and joy will accompany this type of 
relationship approach. 

Key Relationship 
Themes

Robust Love Destructive Love

Priority Ensuring you make 
yourself your first 
priority. Practicing 
self-love and 
allowing your partner 
to do the same for 
himself or herself.

Focusing 100 percent 
of your energy and 
time on the 
relationship. 
Smothering your 
partner and trying to 
be their “Helper” or 
“Rescuer” above all 
else.



Security Allowing yourself 
time and space to 
expand your own 
horizons. Being open 
to the evolution of 
the two individuals 
in the relationship 
(you and your 
partner).

Requiring your 
partner to provide 
total security and 
pressuring him/ her 
to constantly 
demonstrate their 
love. Having anxiety 
about your partner 
growing or changing.

Involvement Developing 
friendships and 
interests that are 
separate, while 
maintaining a 
balance of shared 
friendships and 
interests. 

Expecting your 
partner to spend less 
time with family and 
friends so they can 
devote most or all of 
their attention and 
time to you. 
Discouraging your 
partner from self-
development that 
may bring them joy.

Interest Supporting and 
encouraging your 
partner in his or her 
personal growth.

Demonstrating lack 
of interest and/or 
support in your 
partner’s evolution 
for fear they might 
change and grow 
away from you

Trust Trusting your partner 
to treat you with 
respect and to 
support the 
relationship in a 
healthy manner.

Obsessing about your 
partner, being overly 
jealous and 
demonstrating lack 
of trust and faith in 
your partner’s ability 
to do what is right 
for the relationship.



Control Having open, honest, 
civil and respectful 
communication 
where there is a 
motivation to have 
objectivity and 
balance in decision-
making. 
Collaboration and 
fairness on the part 
of both are priorities 
in every 
brainstorming 
process.

Playing the finger-
pointing game. 
Nagging. 
Manipulating your 
partner to increase 
your power and 
control over him or 
her to get your way.

Difference Recognizing, 
respecting and 
embracing the fact 
that your partner is 
different from you!

Attempting to change 
your partner to fit 
your picture of who 
they ought to be, 
what they should 
accomplish or how 
they should represent 
you as a couple.

Intimacy Acknowledging all 
aspects of the 
relationship, both 
positive and negative. 
Developing a bond 
that goes beyond 
physical or sexual 
chemistry. Adding 
emotional, intellectual 
and spiritual intimacy 
as important elements 
to the intimacy 
equation.

Having a phony 
relationship, where 
only positives are 
acknowledged and 
negatives are swept 
under the rug.



Love has a diversity of meanings. When I used to refer to loving 
a partner or spouse, I thought about attraction and romantic love, even 
eros. I’m very excited about finally discovering the meaning of “true 
love” for me, which begins with feelings of kindness, compassion, 
unselfishness, and oneness. All of these are building blocks for 
establishing a platonic (yes, I said platonic) friendship first, then 
adding the other attributes to form a solid, long-lasting and holistic 
relationship. 

So, the next time you hear a friend say, “I just need to find a 
partner who is good-looking and can take care of me,” you can 
respond, “Are you looking for a Roman Holiday movie, or a real 
relationship?” If your friend replies, “Oh, a relationship, of course!” 
then hand them the List of Love Characteristics above. My treat!  I’m 
hoping this may save everyone a lot of hassle in the relationship 
department. 

Lesson Learned: When two individuals approach a relationship 
first in the spirit of friendship, then true bonding — leading to the 
deepest unconditional love, where affection, respect, compassion, 
sensuality and kindness join together — can develop. 

Second Lesson Learned: The best type of love has at its center a 
spiritual connection. Go where love is! 

Reality Knowing that 
emotional and 
physical intimacy are 
key to a good 
relationship and to 
managing the 
inevitable ups and 
downs a couple will 
experience. 

Placing emotional 
pressure on your 
partner or ridiculing 
him or her because 
you are needy or 
fearful of their 
response to you.



Third Lesson Learned: Put on your reading glasses and read the 
fine print on your train ticket to love. It may save you time, help you 
refrain from making repeated relationship mistakes and eventually get 
you to paradise! 
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Chapter 15  
I Just Have Three Words For You! 

Analyze, Strategize, Actualize 

No matter what people tell you, words and ideas can  
change the world.  

  
— Robin Williams American actor, comedian and filmmaker (1951-2014)  

Recently I had a conversation with an overly confident 

gentleman who, in a seemingly boastful voice, remarked, “My wife 
and I were married right out of high school. We’ve been married for 
37 years. I guess we were just lucky.” How many times have I heard 
comments from married (although I’m not always certain how happily 
married) spouses and I've thought, Some people make it look so darn 
easy. Why couldn’t that have happened to me on the first go-round? 
So much for good fortune. 

Nevertheless, the more I pondered his comment, the more I 
wanted to come back with, “Well, I’m really happy for you… being 
lucky and all… but luck isn’t a strategy. And, for the majority of 
romantics who haven’t effortlessly stumbled upon their soul mate, 
what should they do?” Just like “Mr. Confident,” I too married my 
high school sweetheart upon graduation. But we didn’t make it more 

http://www.brainyquote.com/quotes/quotes/r/robinwilli383827.html
http://www.brainyquote.com/quotes/authors/r/robin_williams.html


than a few years. So, what was the difference? If we are comparing 
two young recent high school graduate couples getting married, why 
can't I be bragging about my 43rd wedding anniversary? Interestingly 
enough, despite our tender ages, my first husband and I may have 
unwittingly laid the groundwork for a pretty sound marriage. We had 
some good things going for us at the outset. 

Over our 2 ½- year romance, we had built a friendship of sorts, 
despite the long-distance relationship. He went off to college and I 
had to finish two more years of high school. Since values should be at 
the core of any relationship, how convenient that we and our families 
shared similar viewpoints on matters of importance like education, 
religion, and personal ethics. My husband-to-be and I also kept the 
lines of communication open, thanks to long-distance telephone calls 
and faithful letter-writing. And, we understood the importance of 
intimacy on some level, as we were deeply in love (and lust, of 
course).  

So, we had at least a few of the critical components going into the 
marriage that should have helped to sustain it. But clearly there were 
some obstacles that stood between us and the chance of our marriage's 
longevity. First, I was lacking in the self-confidence department. I had 
neither discovered my own identity nor had I any clue about the 
direction of my education or career. To the outside world we appeared 
to have a degree of synchronicity, but truly, we had few interests and 
passions in common. My spouse was into scuba diving, even 
dangerous ice diving. I made an attempt at getting a scuba certificate 
by passing the required swimming test, but I really didn’t like the idea 
of being submerged under water.  

To make matters worse, a cat would have been more 
domesticated than I. First, I had opted to take band instead of home 
economics in high school. I couldn’t cook my way out of a Hormel 
chili and beans can! But thanks to Better Homes and Gardens and The 
Joy of Cooking, I did learn to cook edible meals (although without the 
joy). That’s my story, or rather my excuse, for not measuring up in the 
spousal department. I have to admit, he did a much better job at being 
a good husband than I did at being a good wife. But, as an ambitious 
student with his nose to the grindstone every night, semester after 



semester, I thought he neglected me and failed to recognize my 
desperate need for life skills mentoring. 

 If I look at that first marriage under the microscope now, some 
43 years later, I can clearly see that neither he nor I were ready for 
matrimony. His pulling all-nighters on a regular basis as he worked on 
architecture projects under tight deadlines, and then pursuing his 
MBA, left me alone. I thought, Is this really the Cinderella dream life 
I had imagined?  All I knew was that I didn’t want to start a family as 
a teenager.  

I needed time to sort myself out while he was pursuing his 
intensive academic life. The only problem was, I didn’t know how to 
make myself a priority. I believed that with time and luck, a life plan 
that would guarantee me a path leading to an abundant life, one filled 
with joy, happiness and leisure, would magically appear. And then, of 
course, I hadn’t the faintest clue about how to make him truly happy. I 
continued to flounder in the relationship and eventually decided to act 
out. The discos were calling, where fun and laughter awaited. In a few 
short years, we were growing apart, without either one of us really 
noticing. By the sixth year of boredom for me, as he was about to go 
for his third advanced degree, I decided I wanted out. Perhaps, a more 
idyllic lifestyle of freedom awaited me “somewhere over the 
rainbow.” 

So that’s my high school sweetheart marriage story in a nutshell. 
It started out with a huge dose of wishful thinking and a relationship 
roadmap leading nowhere. Oh, and the luck part was missing, too. 
Definitely a far cry from Mr. Confident’s life path, right? He only had 
to marry once. I got to repeat my marriage and divorce experience 
enough times to know better. 

Over the years, I have come to learn that many others have 
encountered relationships that led to disappointing and frustrating 
breakups. The difference was, I just happened to be always signing 
legal documentation that sealed the deal. In fact, I counted the number 
of personal conversations I had in a week with individuals who 
claimed to be out of luck in the relationship arena. Either casually or 
seriously, they each said they hoped the Universe would bestow good 
fortune on them and deliver the right partner. In the meantime, they 
would keep traveling on their journey of seeking greener pastures and 



keeping their fingers crossed that ragweed wouldn’t be hiding in the 
lush grass. They believed they had just been unlucky in love. 

That’s when I started to surmise that lots of us go through life 
with “eyes wide shut” in the love department. Basically we float 
along…wishing, hoping, waiting, eventually latching onto someone, 
rather than doing the work necessary to ensure relationship success. 

I began to question why we learn how to set goals and objectives 
at work in order to get that outstanding annual performance review, 
but we never seem to apply that concept to our personal lives. Why 
was living by default or living an unconscious personal life OK? 
Somehow that line of thinking just didn’t make sense to me. If all 
these leadership coaches encouraged planning and strategizing in our 
professional lives, why not apply those principles and practices to 
relationships as well? I came to believe that a personal life strategy 
was what I had been missing all along and that I could attribute my 
marry-go-round spins in part to a lack of understanding about how to 
develop a relationship strategy.  

Voila! If only I had taken three critical steps after that first 
marriage ended and before I rushed into the second, the third and the 
fourth marriages, I wouldn’t have become a national statistic. Here are 
the three critical steps for you to ponder and, hopefully, follow: 

Step 1: Analyze - Look in the Rear View Mirror  

As brand-new drivers, it is always drilled into our brains that, no 
matter how much of a hurry we are in, when we prepare to leave our 
parking spot we absolutely must look in our rear view and side 
mirrors before driving away. We have to remember to do this in order 
to avoid a fender bender, being sideswiped by another moving 
vehicle, or getting into a bad accident.  

Well then, I ask you, why wouldn’t you want to look into the rear 
view mirror as you are stepping out of a relationship and before 
heading out into the fast-moving dating lane? Why wouldn’t it be a 
good idea to take the time to breathe, grieve and relieve the stress 
before pressing on that gas pedal toward a new love?  

First, we don't want to endure any more pain than we have 
already experienced in a breakup or a divorce. Second, we want to get 
out there in the world again as quickly as possible to validate our 



attractiveness and to boost our self-esteem. And third, we’re hoping to 
re-establish order and balance in our life by looking forward and 
leaving the past, well, in the past. 

But why not take time to run that video of the past? We could 
find out the answers to these questions: 

What did you contribute to the pros and cons of the relationship? 
What was your role and your partner’s role? 
When did red flags first appear, and why were they ignored? 
Could issues have been addressed that would have corrected the 

misunderstandings and assumptions or cleared up poor communi-
cation, rather than all this being swept under the rug? 

Could those mistakes be avoided in the next relationship? 
You don't want that next shiny new partner and fabulous 

relationship to become yesterday’s sad news. So before you brush off 
the past, re-play that video and take the time to calmly and objectively 
analyze the situation you are leaving in the rear view mirror. Stop, 
look and listen to yourself before driving away! 

Step 2: Strategize - Take Time to Do Your Homework 

Would you ever take an important exam, or even a driver’s 
license test, without studying? You might get lucky by winging it, but 
chances are you won’t get the best outcome. Remember, don’t rely on 
luck, because luck isn’t a strategy. 

It’s so important to envision the life you want and to devise a 
flexible framework that includes goals, objectives and actions that 
will help you realize that ideal existence. For instance, if your dream 
is to live abroad, let’s say in Sweden, for example, you might want to 
hire a tutor and begin taking Swedish lessons. You might want to join 
a networking group to learn more about the people and culture. Take a 
few trips to visit the country and get a feeling for how you might 
assimilate once living there. And, if you are hoping to include a 
partner in your life plan, you may want to join the Young 
Scandinavians Club in your area, so you may find like-minded 
Swedes or Swedish-Americans with whom you may share your 
passion for that country, its people, language and culture. Also, once 
you move abroad, you’ll want to join social and business networking 
groups there. 



That’s what I mean by envisioning the life you want, by 
developing a plan that will set you on the yellow brick road leading 
you to your destination. You can choose to find a co-pilot (partner) to 
accompany you on your life journey, or you can chose to go solo. 
Either way, take your strategic plan and a compass along for good 
measure. 

Oh, and I almost forgot to mention: why not build a timeline into 
your plan? Again, be flexible and willing to adjust, as things may 
change along the way in terms of your overall vision or the 
preparations. 

Step 3: Actualize - Turn That Best-Laid Plan into Action 

Would you ever take a trip without relying on your GPS system? 
You may also make trip notes and have maps, but chances are you 
will be checking in with your GPS all along the way to make sure you 
are on-track. And, once you reach your vacation destination, you’ll 
observe the hotel to make sure the promises and guarantees advertised 
hold true. You’ll want to ensure that the four-star resort and spa you 
chose in advance really is four-star. If you check on the quality before 
actually checking in, and find it is actually just a three-star resort, then 
you have some decisions to make. Are there tradeoffs you are willing 
to make in order to stay there? What are the negotiables and non-
negotiables? You may make the choice to ease on down the road in 
search for a hotel that better matches your expectations. 

Well, the same holds true in terms of the potential partners you 
may come across on your journey. Just like with the GPS in your car, 
you’ll want to check your progress from time to time. You may 
choose to change the navigation, i.e., your parameters for meeting a 
partner may change. The places and methods for choosing a partner in 
the past may differ, based on new information and experience.  

Once you think you have met that potential partner, just like with 
the hotel analogy, you are going to want to take the time to “vet” him 
or her to make sure that what you see on the outside matches what is 
on the inside. You don’t want any surprises! So, take the time you 
need to observe this partner in a number of different situations. See 
how he or she handles success and failure, interacts with others and 



reacts in various circumstances. Having compatible ethics, values and 
interests will be of the utmost importance, too. Alignment is key! 

In summary, I have just three words for you. Say them aloud with 
me: Analyze, Strategize, Actualize! Now go out there and live your 
life with confidence! 

 

Here is a Three-Step Plan for what to do when ending a  
relationship or marriage and before you embark on a  
new committed relationship. 

Step1: Look Back Before Driving Away – Analyze  
Learn how to explore the past and recognize the “a-ha!” 
moments that will help you avoid the same mistakes  
in your future relationships. 

Step 2: Take Time to Do Your Homework – Strategize   
Learn how to establish a “flexible” action plan interwoven  
with goals and objectives that will help you develop the  
life you really want. 

Step 3: Put that Action Plan to Work – Actualize  
Learn how to execute that action plan with confidence by 
properly “vetting” yourself and your potential partner. 

 





!  

Chapter 16  
Wants! Needs!  

What’s the Difference in the Relationship 
and Marriage Arena? 

Desire: the starting point of all achievement. 

 — Napoleon Hill, Think and Grow Rich. American Author in area of new 
thought movement on personal success (1883-1970) 

What distinguishes a “want” from a “need”? Often these two 

words tend to blend together in a conversation. For instance, we often 
hear someone say, “I want to take a trip to Kauai, as I need a break 
from work so badly.” That person may subconsciously feel (and 
actually mean), “If I don’t get a vacation soon, I’m in danger of 
burning out on my job. I want a relaxing island holiday right now; it's 
the antithesis of what I’m experiencing in my daily grind. I can’t go 
on at this pace. I need a break!” So, in this case, a “want” is an 
emotional desire and a “need” is what is necessary for survival. 

 Now, let’s look at this whole “going-to-Kauai” scenario from a 
different angle. A person who simply has a desire to visit the island of 
Kauai might say, “Kauai is on my list of 100 places to visit before I 
die. I can’t wait to start planning for that trip to happen. I have the 
time, the money and my birthday is just around the corner. So let’s go 



there and celebrate!” This declaration carries a much more positive 
connotation than, “I need this vacation to Kauai so badly. If I don’t 
take it, I'll have a nervous breakdown.” Do you hear that tone of 
desperation?  

All of a sudden it becomes crystal-clear that the subject isn’t 
Kauai at all; rather, this is a call for help from someone who needs an 
immediate separation from a stressful situation in order to survive. So, 
in reality, anyplace where we can escape our toxic work environment 
will do, even a few days in Reno! So we’ll settle for what we can do 
right away and not take that exotic trip to Kauai after all.  

Also, it isn’t uncommon for individuals who have just ended a 
relationship or a marriage to state openly and honestly that they need 
to find a partner soon or they will lose their lifestyle, will wither away 
from sheer loneliness or will never experience a fun-filled life again. I 
know; I’ve been there. And, in my experience, when a relationship or 
marriage ended, the word “need” absolutely became the driver for my 
impulsive, careless actions that eventually led me to unsuitable mates. 
I was willing to settle for Reno rather than wait for Kauai, which 
would happen when I was ready and the time was right. 

My recommendation for those ending a relationship or marriage 
is to say this to yourself: First, I’m going to take stock of both my past 
experience and my present situation. Second, I’m going to give 
myself time to grieve and get grounded. Third, I’m going to accept 
my individuality and start strategizing my life going forward. I will 
follow my passion, seek my purpose and learn to find happiness and 
fulfillment in the life I will create just for me. Finally, I may want to 
seek the right partner to share in my joy, at some point going forward, 
but only at the right time. 

Both “wants” and “needs” are part of the whole concept of 
responding to demands when we are talking about selling products to 
customers. But, when we are considering a person’s happiness in the 
relationship and/or marriage arena, “wants” and “needs” become 
highly differentiated.  

Think about it! Imagine yourself saying “I want” rather than “I 
need.” Infinitely better! Then imagine yourself saying “I desire” 
rather than “I want.” Wouldn't the desired outcome, with all its red-
hot emotional passion, bring you greater fulfillment and happiness 



than an outcome you only “want,” which corresponds to a lukewarm 
longing? So “I desire” would be the very best motivator of all! 
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Chapter 17  
The Myth of Finding Mr. or Ms. Right 

I’ve been heartbroken. I've broken hearts. That's part of life, and it’s 
part of figuring out who you are so you can find the right partner. 

— Heidi Klum, German model, TV host, businesswoman, TV producer and 
actress (1973 -    ) 

Some people seem to be on a quest for creating social order in 

their life by taking the action of getting married. This may be the 
reason why, when the marriage doesn’t work out, they “keep hope 
alive” by continually trying to find Mr. or Ms. Right until they get 
marriage right. 

It’s so surprising. Even though multiple marriers and relationship 
repeaters are actually seeking rootedness and stability, they often end 
up in a perpetual “Life in Transition” — which is entirely the opposite 
of what they truly desire. How ironic, indeed! You might even 
conclude that what many individuals who have serial relationships or 
marriages want isn’t any different from what first- or second-time/
long-term marriage partners are seeking; it’s just that the first- or 
second-timers achieved their goal earlier, and without switching 
partners so often.  

http://www.brainyquote.com/quotes/quotes/h/heidiklum465812.html
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So, as a multiple marrier who finally delved deeply into the 
process of self-discovery (plus, I’ve also done quite a bit of research 
on the subject of multiple marriages), let me share my perspective. 

I once believed that an “ideal” type of marriage existed. The 
notion of “If I just choose the right partner, everything will be perfect 
and I’ll live in a harmonious state of happiness forever” kept me 
jumping on and off that whirling marry-go-round for decades! 

Why was that problematic? Well, perhaps because I had this fixed 
image of what an ideal marriage is. Also, I had unrealistic 
expectations, since I viewed marriage as either “good” or “bad.” 
Similarly, I was either “happy” or “sad” in my marital relationship 
with my spouse. It was either one or the other; there was no in-
between. 

Elaine Fox’s book The Marriage-Go-Round, An Exploratory 
Study of Multiple Marriage, published in 1983 by University Press of 
America, found that most multiple marriers were raised by 
authoritative parent(s); negotiation skills were never developed within 
the family. That was certainly the case in my family when I was 
growing up. I could neither challenge authority, nor could I carry a 
heated discussion point through to conclusion with my siblings, 
without fear of reprisal on some level, from one or both parents. 

As an 18-year-old, I entered my first marriage with an almost 
total lack of social interaction and negotiation skills, and I did not 
improve those skills throughout my next three marriages, which 
happened one right after the other. When the chips were down in each 
of my marriages, my decision to leave my husband was always 
absolute. I gave not one minute of thought to negotiation.  

It’s funny (and also sad) how, in hindsight, I can see that two of 
my four marriages could have been salvaged if I had known proper 
negotiation skills, and if I only had realized that all marriages hit 
turbulent waters from time to time. It’s how you navigate those waters 
that makes the difference. 

As you can imagine, I always chalked up my relationship and 
marital experiences to “It was a bad experience because I chose the 
wrong partner.” I thought that if I could have luck, or divine 
intervention, on my side next time, I would choose the right partner. I 
would finally snag that “knight in shining armor.” Then I’d be 

http://books.google.com/books/about/The_marriage_go_round.html?id=aDhHAAAAMAAJ


guaranteed that we would live forever after in harmonious marital 
bliss in a castle far, far away from parents, in-laws, difficult siblings, 
competitive friends, challenging co-workers, student loans, house 
payments, health problems, and so on. 

In other words, if I had just picked the right partner, someone 
very different from the type of man I chose in my earlier marriages, 
no negotiation would be necessary. Everything would work out 
seamlessly, effortlessly. Why, I could even play the chipper role of 
June Cleaver, from the Leave it to Beaver TV show, forever! MYTH! 

From one multiple marrier to all those who have suffered from 
repeated relationships or marriages that never worked out, I would 
like to share with you a realization I have come to the hard way. 
Compromise is required, and so are a strong sense of self-worth and 
great negotiation skills, in order to establish and build a long-lasting 
relationship or marriage. I suppose I could blame my multiple 
marriages on my childhood, or on always selecting Mr. Wrong 
because I never vetted him properly. But I have to take responsibility. 
My lack of knowledge and self-awareness and my poor decision-
making led me into unhealthy relationships in the first place. 

So you see, it’s not enough to simply find Mr. or Ms. Right. It’s 
about finding yourself first and leveraging all the relationship tools at 
your disposal, rather than simply jettisoning a not-so-perfect Mr. or 
Ms. Right. Of course, there may be circumstances where not even a 
forklift truck could dig you and your partner out of the mess that has 
been created. In that case, admit that you have to pack up, and move 
on. 
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Chapter 18  
And the Answer Is… 

Players, you’ve got 30 seconds. Good luck.  
— Alex Trebek, Canadian-American TV Personality and Host of Syndicated 

Game Show Jeopardy (1940 - ) 

The question I get asked almost as often as, “How many times 

have you been married?”, is, “Given your track record, why did you 
do it again?” To give myself time to create a humorous response, I 
usually ask the person to clarify what they're asking. So l reply 
innocently, “Why, whatever do you mean? Why did I do what again?” 
The questioner usually comes back with a sly wink and a nod. “You 
know… why do you keep walking down the aisle?” 

I then reply “Well, I’m the kind of gal who wants to use all of her 
frequent flier miles, I guess.”  Then, I return a wink and a nod. 
Another response I’ve cleverly resorted to is, “Well, I’ve been 
walking down the aisles at other people’s weddings and funerals for 
years.  So, for better or worse, I assume I’ll continue to do that.”  
Either of these two funny answers usually works in deflecting cheeky 
questions, which can often lead to a deep-dive conversation about the 
details of my personal life, if I don’t stay vigilant.  But, no worries,  



I’m good-natured about the whole thing.  After all, I’ve put myself in 
the position to be a focal point for those water cooler chats.  So be it! 

Another way to handle that line of questioning would be to 
respond the way my quirky Father did, just four years before he 
passed away. Dad was on a vacation in 2005 with his Swedish-
American girlfriend, Matilda, who had arranged for him to meet her 
Scandinavian relatives. While seated at a formal dinner, one of 
Matilda’s male cousins leaned over to my Father and politely, only 
half-jokingly, suggested, “Oh, you simply must marry Matilda. She’s 
such a lovely lady.” From the way my Father recounted the episode to 
me, “I raised my voice about five octaves above a whisper and 
defiantly stated, to the shock of her extremely reserved Swedish 
relatives, ‘NO, I MUSTN’T MARRY MATILDA! WHY SPOIL A 
GOOD THING?’” 

In hindsight, I’m wondering if Dad was secretly aware that he 
was entering into an early stage of dementia and that, with his heart 
ailment worsening, Matilda might become a merry widow should he 
sign up for another marriage. Or, was it that Dad simply wanted to 
watch his girlfriend's relatives choke on their köttbullar (Swedish 
meatballs) and Matilda fight back her tears by saying something 
outrageous? Knowing my Dad and his ability to say outlandish things 
at the darndest times, it could have been a little bit of both.  

My personal hypothesis is that, since Dad was twice widowed 
and had received one “F, as in failure” mark on his Matrimony Report 
Card for a divorce he had experienced in his later years, he simply 
refused to, or was too scared to, step onto that marriage-go-round 
again. Perhaps that was a wise choice, given the fact that he realized 
he was on the downward slope of his life. Dad was determined to go 
out of this earthly existence the way he came in… ALONE, and on 
his own terms. And, indeed he did, in 2009… God bless Dad and rest 
his independent soul! 

That evening, when he acted like a rude American, I’m sure Dad 
was projecting a clear message about his own healthy dose of self-
confidence and the importance of charting one’s own course in life, 
despite pressure from others. It was basically… 



Don’t forget. Your life is all about you. If you are comfortable 
with your inner you, you will make decisions that are best for you, 
rather than decisions that are best for someone else.  

I know what was going on in Dad’s romantically detached, 
intellectual brain… “So to you, dear sweet Matilda, and to your nosy 
cousins, I say, don’t hold your breath about a change of mind on my 
part. It’s already made up, and it suits me just fine.” 

 Although I can no longer sit down and discuss my thoughts 
about relationships with Dad in person, I recall fond memories of 
chats with him as we burned the midnight oil on a warm summer 
evening at his place. As we sat on his deck, watched the fireflies light 
up the sky and listened to the bullfrogs croaking at his fish pond 
nearby, we would discuss my string of spouses, his loss of two wives 
due to premature deaths and his final go-round at marriage later in 
life, including details about why it too went bust.  

I always knew his last wife’s decision to keep her house while he 
kept his house was a contributing factor to the dissolution of their 
marriage. Oh, well. Plus, her ex-husband was a distant relative of 
Dad’s, so maybe family genetics weren’t on his wife’s side (although 
marrying kinfolk such as cousins hasn't deterred Jerry Lee Lewis!). 
And, another thing, during these late-night outdoor “fireside chats,” 
Dad always had to remind me that all the women he’d ever had a 
relationship with beyond my mother, my second mother, and his third 
wife, had wanted him to marry them, but he always flatly refused.  

These father-daughter confessions could get pretty intimate at 
times. One evening Dad started his round of boasting with, “You 
know, your dear old Dad still doesn’t have to take Viagra.” I couldn’t 
resist coming back with, “Well, your dear old daughter doesn’t need 
to know that much information about your sex life, either.” He 
laughed out loud since he had one-upped me yet again. My visits to 
Dad’s house over the years always included these relationship-and-
marriage therapy sessions during which we made justifications and 
solved problems, at least for the interim, as we sipped Bombay 
Sapphire Gin and Schweppes. Dad always held my confidences, and I 
always held his.  

Never once, though, did either of us admit fault in our failed 
marriages, because that wasn’t the point. Dad’s big message to me 



was about the importance of taking hold of one’s life and making 
independent decisions. In my view, I was already taking control by 
running away from bad marriages and going on to new ones. He 
nicknamed me “The Runaway Bride.” That, too, was our little secret. 

Unfortunately, the flight method never worked for me, though, 
because it simply freed me up to make the next big blunder. I guess I 
missed the part about knowing thyself and having the confidence to 
make wise decisions in the first place, before I headed into the next 
marriage. The thought of a grace period before I commenced another 
relationship never entered my mind. 

Imagine — if I had only known these things before I married, a 
nice girl like me would still be considered a nice girl in places like the 
Bible Belt, USA! 

So please, please do as I say now and not as I did then! And, 
remember to carry these 10 tips wherever you go: 

1. Never begin a relationship from a position of personal 
weakness. Always start from a position of personal strength 
and seek a relationship that fosters healthy balance and mutual 
respect. 

2. Learn to be comfortable with yourself. Don't be afraid of being 
alone. Enjoy being by yourself. Make your own sunshine, 
every single day of your life. 

3. Know that having your own self-esteem is critically important 
in making any relationship a success and in ensuring your own 
happiness. Don't depend on someone else to make you happy. 
And, don't live vicariously through others to find your sense of 
self-worth. 

4. Take the time to do some self-discovery and stay on a path of 
self-improvement throughout your life. 

5. Don't ever marry someone when you have had an unstable and 
tumultuous courtship. Early rocky relationships are big “red 
flags.” The relationship won't get better with marriage or age. 



6. Don't attach yourself to a “needy” mate, unless you want to 
become the eternal caretaker and chaos manager for that 
individual, hence forgoing your own happiness. 

7. Take time between relationships to get stabilized. Grieve, 
relax, rejuvenate, heal and learn to be with yourself. Know 
yourself completely and find happiness all by yourself before 
you enter into another relationship. 

8. Vet yourself thoroughly. Acknowledge your core values, 
identify your passions. 

9. Vet your potential partner. For example, if you find yourself 
spending all day and evening with your partner at the roulette 
table in a casino, he/she just might have a gambling problem 
that would be difficult to deal with in the long run. Watch 
carefully for these types of caution signals and heed them, too. 

10. Assert yourself early in your relationship and remember to set 
important boundaries. Stand for something or you’ll fall for 
anything!  

To answer the question at the beginning of the chapter about 
walking down the aisle again, here is my answer. I always stayed 
open to the possibility, and took the plunge in December 2013. I'm 
a newlywed again and this time I hope it's for keeps. This time, I 
wasn't seeking marriage. I was not on a quest. However, all these 
years I strongly believed that I should… never say never! Like me, 
you can’t tell who, and what circumstances, may present themselves 
along your path. It wouldn’t be wise to be so rigid that you might pass 
up a golden opportunity for happiness with a partner again, simply out 
of fear, lack of self-confidence or misplaced personal pride. Many 
multiple marriers have retired from the marriage circuit for good, 
while others are still actively on the hunt. Still others are in a dormant 
stage, but would entertain a potential opportunity, should one present 
itself.  



Whether you are a multiple marrier wishing to marry again, or 
are single and are seeking a partner for a committed relationship, or 
have decided to go solo indefinitely, remember this wise Japanese 
proverb: Fall seven times, Stand up eight.  

We serial marriers and relationship repeaters may have fallen a 
few more times than most, but we always seem to pick ourselves up 
and keep going forward with our lives… for better or for worse. Just 
because we were impulsive and used poor judgment doesn’t mean 
we’re weird, unstable, failure-prone or have tainted values. We just 
said “yes” too often, too quickly, and at our own expense. What is 
called in business a “tactics before strategy” approach set us up for 
heartache and disappointment, and we didn’t know why, since we had 
such good intentions. 

And to you, Dad, wherever you are out there, I want you to know 
that I have often wrapped myself in your navy-and-white-sailboat 
bathrobe while I sought inspiration to start another chapter of this 
book. In some strange way, I felt your encouragement and support. 
Your voice came through loud and clear many times while I was 
sipping my coffee in the early morning and typing away. I would hear 
you whisper messages that needed to be threaded throughout the 
book, such as… take stock of your life, learn from your mistakes, be 
your own person, don’t be needy, don’t be the rescuer, enjoy your 
solitude, and for God’s sake…learn to say, “NO, I MUSTN’T,” when 
it just doesn’t seem right or, “YES, I WILL,” if it does — minus the 
“obey” part, for the sake of harmony and true equality between 
husband and wife. Dad deserves an honorary membership in the Ring 
EXchange Club, don’t you think? 

Lesson Learned: Make yourself your own “priority” and stand 
up for what you believe in, despite external pressures. 

Second Lesson Learned: Stay open to options. Remain flexible 
in your thinking. Never say never! But, take more than 30 seconds to 
make your next important relationship decision. Time is on your side. 



Picture of Never Give Up © courtesy of  
Linda Bierley at Attic Salt Greetings, Inc.  at 
[www.atticsaltgreetings.com]. I am glad  
I saved this card which I bought in 2004  
when shopping with my Dad and his 
girlfriend, Matilda. Ironic how it came in 
handy for  
this book.  
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Chapter 19  
The Little White Church 

T.G.I.F. — Thank God, I’m forgiven! 

— Anonymous 

One of the last summers that Dad was alive, I visited him at his 

home in the Great Smoky Mountains. Dad knew I was interested in 
genealogy, so over coffee one morning he suggested we drive out to 
the county where my grandfather was born. He thought we could 
poke around the area for the day, find THE local spot for lunch and 
then look up some distant cousins (without giving them notice). The 
nice thing about living in the South is, you can still call on someone 
without receiving an invitation first.  

However, one of two things will happen. They’ll either open the 
door with a “howdy,” or you’ll get your arse shot at as you’re running 
back to the car. Dad and I would clearly be taking our chances, since 
I’d never met these particular cousins and he hadn’t had contact with 
them in decades. So in my heart of hearts, I felt we might not be 
welcome. My only hope was that these “not so near and dear” 
relatives would be octogenarians who couldn't aim their hunting rifle 
straight. However, I decided I wasn’t going to spoil my day by being a 
scaredy cat about the visitation outcome, as I knew it was my Dad’s 



style to lead the way. As always, he would be my protector. And, if we 
had to turn around fast and head back to the car, I would follow the 
last-out, first-in rule this time around. 

While traversing the back country roads that day, we happened 
upon a turn-of-the-century, little white clapboard church that my Dad 
had remembered as a boy. He and I couldn’t resist taking turns 
snapping one another’s photo on the front steps of that church. We 
couldn’t really tell if it was abandoned or not, which stirred our 
curiosity even more. So, we lingered a bit, discussing the possibilities, 
before scampering across the road to scout out a babbling brook we 
could hear off in the distance.  

As they say, I was as “nervous as a whore in church” as I crept 
behind Dad, keeping my eyes and ears peeled for any timber rattlers 
and/or copperheads that might startle us or try to attack us. Somehow, 
luck was on our side that day, as we didn’t get snake-bitten and didn’t 
have to become actors in a movie sequel scene from Deliverance, 
either. You see, I had long ago converted to being a “suburbanite” and 
was not accustomed to dealing with creatures in the wild — whether 
animal or human. Besides, we had to make it alive and well to our 
next stop, which was Cousin So-&-So’s.  

Dad thought I was crazy when I suggested we toss a coin to see if 
we would be met with chilled glasses of sweetened iced tea when we 
came to the door, or if Ma and Pa Kettle would be staring down their 
Winchester rifle at us. When I reminded Dad that my rental car had 
“out-of-state license plates” and that strangers weren’t looked upon 
too kindly in these parts, we decided to do that coin toss. It came up 
“tails,” a bad omen, we surmised. Nevertheless, since Dad had 
survived WWII and I had survived umpteen marriages, we both 
thought we had a little more luck in us and so on we forged. We 
decided to follow through on our original plan and find our relatives' 
house, figuring it must be down another nearby dirt road, not too far 
from the Little White Church.  

Just so you know, not all of my marriages actually took place in a 
church. The venues were varied; one venue was a drive-up, storefront 
chapel on the border of California and Nevada. I recall that my 
husband-to-be and I plunked down a Visa card (mine) to pay the $100 
ceremony-and-witness fee. In my opinion, we should have been given 



a discount, because the so-called witnesses appeared unenthusiastic, 
at best. Their robotic body movements and forced smiles, combined 
with the pungent odor of cigarette smoke in their “unmade bed” attire 
made for an easy decision to opt out of paying additional hard-earned 
money for a video of this very unromantic experience.  

The other reason I flat-out said no to the video was that I was 
way too prideful to have this Memorable Moment in Marital History 
captured in living color. I was so embarrassed that I was dressed in a 
blue jean skirt on my wedding day! The word “class” could be spelled 
with a “K” to describe all of the actors in this particular scene. 
Unfortunately, I seemed to be in the leading role.  

How did I get myself in this ridiculous situation, you might ask? 
Very easily. You see, my boyfriend and I had cohabited for three 
years. Finally, one Sunday morning, we awakened and he blurted out, 
“Let’s go to Tahoe and get married today.” I was so amazed and 
flattered that he was the one to make the suggestion that I quickly 
showered, threw on some Cover Girl makeup and Maybelline eye 
shadow and jumped into the Honda Accord for the 3 1/2-hour drive 
east. Simple as that. By dinnertime I was hitched again! No white 
dress, no Little White Church, no guest list, no gifts. 

I still have fantasies of what 
a first and only wedding in a 
Little White Church in the 
wildwood would be like.  That 
must be the romantic in me 
which is why I found a church 
close to my home and sat on its 
front steps, recently.  

In my next life, I want to 
come back as a fair maiden once 
again and live my life with 
meaning and purpose from the 
outset.  I promise to do my 
relationship homework before I 
find that Little White Church 
and the groom to go with it, too. 

So, here we are. I’ve run 



out of funny stories, lessons learned, the would-haves, could-haves, 
should-haves, and all of that. There is only one more surprise chapter 
to write at this point in time. I’ve kept it light. 

I’d been contemplating writing about this subject for several 
years, but was hesitant to get started. I had never tried my hand at 
authoring a book like this one, but more importantly, I held myself 
back for some time because I needed to overcome all kinds of fears 
and hesitations about actually coming out of the closet and confessing 
to the world that I was a multiple marrier. I also knew I might be 
criticized for my past shameful record in the marital realm and since 
Twos on the Enneagram don’t particularly enjoy criticism, I had to be 
prepared to take the risk that some people might throw darts at me. 

I am well aware of the stereotypes that people use to describe 
multiple marriers. I also know that I don’t fit all of those stereotypes 
— yet I’m putting my real name on the cover of this book as author, 
so everyone will recognize that this is, indeed, my story, and I cannot 
deny that I am a multiple marrier. 

In some ways, publishing this book has been one of the most 
important steps I’ve ever taken in my life — honestly facing my past, 
so that I can face the future with a clear, peaceful mind and heart. 

Periodically, I visit Una, the 
artist, who creates beautiful, 
insightful “soul portraits.” 
Recently, I had a session with 
her. Here are some of her 
observations about me. I’m 
including them because you — 
and particularly those of you 
who are multiple marriers — 
might be able to apply their 
wisdom to your own life. Here’s 
what she said about me. 

© Una Jasmine White 
[www.unaarthealinglight.com].   

My Soul Portrait 2012.  

http://www.unaarthealinglight.com


• Even though I have taken many detours and off-roads on 
the romance journey, I have survived. 

• In fact, I have more than survived: my spirit is intact, my 
heart is open, my integrity is solid and I have a big smile 
on my face 

• I am going forward into the next decades of my life with a 
positive attitude and hope for great things to come in the 
future. 

My most heartfelt message to my readers, especially those 
multiple marriers and relationship repeaters among you, is a message 
that I have come to know is true because of my own struggles. We 
should all be proud of ourselves for the difficult experiences we have 
lived through, the obstacles we have faced and conquered, and the 
thoughtful conclusions we have reached because we have traversed a 
particularly long and winding road. 

My hope for you is that the rest of your life will bring you 
unparalleled happiness and joy — the kind you’ve only dreamt about. 
Look back at the past just one more time and then let it go. There is so 
much ahead for you to enjoy and accomplish in your life… still. I just 
know it! 

To you readers who are not multiple marriers, I’m genuinely 
happy for you. Keep up the great work! I hope that through my 
attempt to enlighten and educate, you will have a better understanding 
about multiple marriers.  

And for those of you who are single, there is a Little White 
Church waiting just around the corner for you, if you care to venture 
out into the vast world of marriage. Tuck those Lessons Learned from 
my book in your back pocket, in case you need them. 

Finally, don’t miss the opportunity to visit my website 
[www.Pam-Evans.com] and hear Little Big Town’s rendition of 
“Little White Church!” Dad, I’ll bet you’re listening. 



!  
© Pamela E. Evans. Picture of Dad on the front steps  

of the Little White Church in  
Jackson County, North Carolina. 

!  
© Kurt-Inge Eklund - Nordic Light. Here I am sitting  

on a rock in front of Old St. Hilary’s Church,  
Tiburon, California.  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Chapter 20  
Just Married — Again!  

The Final Chapter, Honest! 

Well, I “took the fifth” on Christmas Eve, 2013 - my fifth 

husband, that is. Yes, I just got married again!  
In 2012, I wrote my first book, Ring EXchange — Adventures of 

a Multiple Marrier. As a publicly professed reformed multiple marrier 
(one who has been married 3 times or more), I am proud to say I 
managed to refrain from walking down the aisle for the 13-plus years. 
I’m even more proud to admit that I wisely used those 13 years to step 
back and take a hard look at myself, so I could really be ready, should 
I decide to say “I do” just one more time. 

You see, in order to move forward, it has been critical for me to 
understand how I became a multiple marrier in the first place, and to 
acknowledge my role in this seemingly endless cycle. So during the 
“time-out” years, by taking the opportunity to minutely examine my 
own personality, behaviors and actions, by exploring other multiple 
marriers’ patterns, and by being determined to understand and break 
my own unhealthy patterns, I have finally led myself straight to the 
heart of “me.” 

I have truly taken this passage to get to know “me, myself and I” 
inside and out. But don’t get me wrong; being an analytical student of 



“me” hasn’t placed me on a narcissistic learning track. Rather it has 
helped me become a more knowledgeable and insightful human 
being, hopefully a better person and, ultimately a better partner for 
husband number five. 

Quite frankly, I had come to a place in my life where I no longer 
needed to get married for “emotional reasons.” During the years when 
I was a multiple marrier, it was all about my embarking on a quest to 
find the next, even more suitable, partner immediately after the 
demise of a marriage. I never looked back (and never analyzed what 
went wrong, and how I could have done things differently) and 
always looked forward to greener pastures. But often I simply traded 
one set of familiar problems with one husband for a brand-new set of 
problems… with a brand-new husband. 

In 2005 I started to turn a corner in my life, in terms of 
relationships and marriage. I accidentally became involved with an 
intelligent, kind and thoughtful man who loved me for who I was 
right from the beginning. He even encouraged me to continue to “find 
myself” outside our relationship as a couple and taught me the 
importance of discovering my passions, finding ways to fulfill my 
own needs and learning how to be emotionally self-reliant. He 
believed that if I could accomplish these goals by graduating from 
relationship “boot camp,” I would become a happier person on my 
own and, consequently, a stronger partner in our relationship.  

“Needy No More” became my mantra. I discovered that I could 
actually stand on my own, with or without a relationship. He was 
absolutely right in his approach. Once I became that person — 
confident, secure and happy being me first — the relationship 
followed naturally. 

So, lo and behold, when he (not I, for a change) popped the 
question last Fall, I braced myself for yet another major life change. It 
would be his second marriage, and my fifth. But this time, getting 
married would be a minor life alteration for me because we had been 
practicing our relationship lessons by living together over the past few 
years (full disclosure). We were comfortable with who we were as a 
couple and, more importantly, with who we were as individuals.  
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I had finally graduated from the “School of Hard (Relationship) 
Knocks”! All I had to do was stay on the track of nurturing this 
wonderful, loving friendship I had with my partner and continue to 
grow as a person. For those reasons, I said “yes” to his proposal. 

But then… a concern crossed my mind. How could I still call 
myself a “reformed” multiple marrier? Didn’t “reformed” mean you 
had stopped doing whatever you had been doing before? And yet, 
here I was, getting married again — and not for the second or third or 
even fourth time, but for the fifth time. Wouldn’t I be a laughingstock, 
a prime example of not practicing what I was preaching? Wouldn't my 
family, my friends, and even those who don't know me personally 
question my sanity?  



My definition of “reformed” in my case didn’t mean I had sworn 
off marriage. It meant I had learned new behaviors, broken destructive 
and unhealthy patterns, and now had self-awareness and newfound 
knowledge about how to do relationships and marriages right. Doing 
that hard work prepared me for another committed relationship, or, in 
my case, marriage. 

The more I thought about it, now that I had become my own 
person, seeking approval from others wasn’t important to me. I had 
analyzed all the reasons why “tying the knot” made perfect sense at 
this stage in my life; the decision was an easy one. Joining in a legal 
union with a man I had loved for years and had been sharing my life 
with for some time, just seemed right.  

Interestingly enough, the reaction to the news of our marriage 
from friends, acquaintances and loved ones who know us as 
individuals and as a couple continues to be overwhelmingly positive 
and supportive. Being “Just Married” again, in this instance, was the 
right thing to do. 

!  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I’d Like to Leave You with This Thought…  
Life Doesn’t Always Begin as One Big Bowl 

of Cherries 

Life doesn't always begin as one big bowl of cherries although 

some of us are lucky. We are born into a life of love and joy that is 
filled to overflowing with many delightful advantages. We simply sail 
smoothly along, reveling in so many pleasures along the way. 
Happiness is right there, always front and center in our lives. It's so 
effortless. All we have to do is enjoy! 

On the other hand, others of us are presented with an empty bowl 
at birth. It seems so unfair! Why should we get a big dose of trials and 
tribulations to face and overcome, making what seems like painfully 
slow progress toward achieving the happy life we are sure we 
deserve? So where is our beautiful bowl of cherries? Well, guess 
what! You can find your own cherry tree and pick yourself one cherry 
at a time until your bowl is filled to overflowing. 

The keyword in the paragraph above is progress. Even if you 
take small steps toward changing your situation (or you might say, 
enjoy just one cherry at a time), you will ultimately reach your goal. 
Believe it or not, you will eventually feel a great sense of satisfaction. 
Perhaps you will even learn things along the way that enhance and 
enrich your whole existence. 



So, when you consider your luck in the relationship or marriage 
category, if you didn't get a big bowl of cherries the first time around, 
be prepared to enjoy one delicious cherry at a time until you learn the 
valuable lessons that will finally lead you to a life that is the very 
picture of love, happiness and harmony. 
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Take the Relationship Quizzes 

• Been There Done That Relationship Quiz 

• It Takes Two to Tango – Value Quiz 



Been There, Done That Relationship Quiz 

Write “yes” or “no” by each of the questions below to determine if 
you are at risk of finding yourself in a Sequential Relationship 
Pattern. 

1. I am a hopeless romantic and have always dreamed of 
being swept away by my true love.  

2. I’m a quick thinker, follow my gut and often make rapid 
decisions. 

3. I can’t stand being alone, much less living alone. 

4. I love to take care of others and make things better for 
those around me while often ignoring my own needs. 

5. I often avoid making waves or having difficult 
discussions with my partner because I don’t like conflict 
and I’d rather be having fun. 

6. If a date doesn’t have immediate physical appeal or 
chemistry, I’m not interested in exploring a relationship. 

7. I find it easier if my partner makes the big decisions in 
our relationship. 

8. I don’t always tell my partner what’s really on my mind, 
because it is more important to have a harmonious 
relationship. 

9. I have often ignored my partner’s negative behaviors and 
actions toward me because I thought I must have done 
something to cause them. Also, I often brushed them off 
as “no big deal.” 

10. After ending a relationship, have you ever said, “I just 
didn’t get it right. I picked the wrong partner again. Next 
time, I’ll do a better job of choosing Mr. or Ms. Right. 
And maybe I’ll have good luck.” 



11. I see myself in the role of someone who needs to be 
rescued from a bad situation. 

12. If my partner says I'm wrong or selfish or greedy, I think 
there must be a kernel of truth to it. 

13. Bonus question: Have you ever said, “I ___need*___ to 
find a partner because….” 

*Try substituting “I desire to find a partner who can add joy to my 
already happy and fulfilling life.” 

Scale: If you answered yes to the following: 

High Risk: 8-13 questions 

Medium Risk: 4-7 questions 

Low Risk: 0-3 questions 





It Takes Two to Tango 
Values Quiz 

How would you respond?  
1.  If your partner or spouse announced a job relocation? 

a. I would never move away from my hometown and my family. 
b. I wouldn’t be happy, but would try to be open-minded. 
c. It would depend on where and what the job opportunity was. 
d. I would move if it was temporary and I could eventually return 

to our established home. 
e. I would always welcome a new opportunity, since I’m an 

adventurer at heart. 

2.  If your partner or spouse was in an accident that left him or her 
terminally brain-damaged? Would you “pull the plug”? 
a. I would follow their pre-specified written wishes. 
b. Absolutely, if I knew they would never get better. 
c. No, I wouldn’t under any circumstances, even if it was their 

wish. 
d. Only if I was pushed by family. 
e. I would consult a minister, priest or rabbi about what to do. 

3. If your partner or spouse suggested that a “down and out” relative 
come to live with you for a while? 
a. I wouldn’t like it, but would consider the possibility. 
b. I would say yes, but there would be a timeline and rules. 
c. I would say yes, if that relative contributed time or energy to 

the household. 
d. I wouldn’t allow any of my relatives or friends to live with us 

under any circumstances. 
e. I would only say “yes” if it was a brief emergency stay. 

4. If your partner or spouse indicated he or she wanted to take a 
weeklong vacation with a few friends? 
a. I would be upset, because I only want my partner or spouse to 

have vacations with me. 
b. I wouldn’t like it, but would try to be open-minded. 



c. I would be okay, but wouldn’t help fund such a vacation. 
d. I would be okay with it, as long as my partner allowed me to 

do the same. 
e. I would be happy for my partner or spouse and wish them a 

fun time. 

5. If your partner or spouse announced they had suddenly lost their 
job? 
a.  I would say we would tighten our belts and get through this. 
b.  I would encourage him or her to immediately start looking for 

another job. 
c.  I would say take some time off and think about what he or she 

wanted to do. 
d.  I would panic and be fearful about what the future would be 

like. 
e.  I would tell him or her we might have to sell our home and 

personal belongings and move back with my parents for a 
while. 

6.  If your partner or spouse asked you to convert to their religion? 
a. I would absolutely refuse. 
b. I would consider the possibility, but I wouldn't like it. 
c.  For my partner or spouse, I would convert if he asked me to. 
d. I would consider it if it were for the good of the children. 
e. I would ask many questions about why he wanted me to 

convert and then make my decision accordingly. 

7.  If your partner or spouse wanted to use joint funds for a hobby or 
interest that you didn't participate in? 
a.  I would tell him/her to only use his or her funds for that hobby 

or interest. 
b.  I would ask him/her why he or she thinks it's fair to use joint 

funds, since I'm not interested in participating in that hobby or 
interest. 

c. I would agree to use joint funds, since we're sharing all aspects 
of our lives. 



d. I would ask if it's OK to use joint funds for a hobby or interest 
of mine, that he/she doesn't participate in. 

e.  I would say we could use joint funds as a temporary 
experiment only. 

8.  If your partner or spouse announced that your least favorite in-law 
was coming to visit for two weeks? 
a.  I would ask him/her why he didn't consult me about this visit. 
b.  I would announce that I'm going to Bermuda for those two 

weeks. 
c.  I would announce, half-jokingly, that I'm going to make life 

miserable for that least favorite in-law. 
d. I would grin and bear it during the two weeks, trying to make 

the best of the situation. 
e. I would suggest that the in-law stay in a nearby hotel. 

9.  If your partner or spouse revealed that he or she absolutely doesn't 
want children, when you believed they were open to the 
possibility? 
a. I would ask why he/she had such a sudden change of  

heart about such an important topic? 
b. I would seek counseling with my partner in order to come to a 

mutual agreement. 
c. I would be angry and ask how he/she could make such a huge 

switch. 
d. I would understand how he/she could change his/her mind 

about the subject. 
e.  I would try to change his/her mind. 

10. If your partner or spouse suggested that he or she wanted to sell 
everything, buy a yacht, and sail around the world for the next two 
years? 
a. I would say Bon Voyage and tell my partner to enjoy himself 

or herself, alone. 
b. I would ask if I'm included in his/her plans. 
c. I would threaten to leave him/her permanently, if he did this. 



d. I would ask why I wasn't let in on this huge decision earlier, 
since it will change my plans drastically. 

e. I would excitedly assume I’m going on the round-the-world 
sail and start making plans with him/her to sell all our 
possessions and buy a yacht. 

11. If your partner or spouse announced he/she was quitting a 
lucrative job to go back to school? 
a.  I would ask if my spouse had lost his/her mind, in this 

economy. 
b.  I would be excited, and talk to him/her about how education 

broadens one's horizons. 
c.  I would immediately figure out how I could support his/her 

new decision. 
d.  I would ask how he/she thought going back to school would 

help us live a better life. 
e.  I would panic and be frightened about what would happen to 

us financially. 
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