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Thank you for taking the time to read this short memoir, a prequel to my full-length memoir, 

God, the Devil, and Divorce: A Transformative Journey out of Emotional and Spiritual Abuse., 

soon to be released. 

 

When you’re finished with this story, please take a moment to head to Amazon and leave me a 

review. It helps me to establish myself and for others to find the book. Visit my website, 

www.LindaMKurth.com to sign up for my mailing list for special promotions and to check out 

what other books I have available. I so appreciate your support. 
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Welcome to the Land of Enchantment 
A Short Memoir of a Young Marriage 

 

Albuquerque, New Mexico, 1967 

 

Waiting on the curb of a busy street in downtown Albuquerque, I’m struck with the thought that 

Rex, my husband of three years, might not return to pick me up. I have no obvious reason to 

believe this. Still, I’m immensely relieved when he shows up a short time later in our powder 

blue MGB with apologies. Silly, I tell myself as I climb in, burying the incident in the back of my 

mind. 

Rex and I met at Oregon State University during my freshman year as a home economics 

student. Phyllis, my dorm roommate, talked me into meeting a couple of guys with whom she’d 

been drinking coffee and kibitzing in the Commons cafeteria. I’d been getting pretty serious with 

a frat guy, but meeting Rex, a sophomore in engineering, changed all that. His sandy red hair, 

freckles, and gap-toothed grin reminded me of Howdy Doody, but his broad shoulders, slim hips, 

and big feet, his pocket protector, thick glasses, and white socks made me think of Steve, a 

childhood friend and self-described nerd. 

We instantly connected that night, talking until my dorm curfew. “I’ll walk you there,” he 

said to my surprise, gathering up his heavy textbooks. He held my umbrella above us as we 

dodged mud puddles, laughing and talking as if we were longtime friends. 

“I worked in the plywood mill this last summer,” he told me. “I worked in the cannery this 

last summer,” I replied. 

Reaching my destination, I knew what he was going to say before he asked, “Would you 

like to go out sometime?” 

I smiled into his blue eyes glinting through the rain on his glasses, and my heart skipped 

a beat. “Sure.” 

I’d been known as a “good girl” in my small town, the boys keeping me at arm’s length. In 

contrast, Rex made no secret he desired me, exuding a mix of physical and intellectual vibrancy I 

found intoxicating. The English Leather he wore on our dates awakened new yearnings in me. 

Our backgrounds couldn’t have been more different—mine, a good Christian girl, born of 

stable, God-fearing, tee-totaling people—his, a declared agnostic with an alcoholic mother and a 

stepfather who owned a restaurant and bar. But our connection could not be denied. We quickly 

moved from holding hands, to embracing, to lingering kisses. The fact he had a car facilitated our 

frequent canoodling. He seemed a bit dangerous, and I liked it. 

I returned home that summer to work in the cannery. Long distance phone calls were 

expensive in those days, so we exchanged letters. When Rex managed to drive the hundred miles 

to see me, he stayed overnight and got acquainted with my parents. I began my sophomore year 

at Portland State, while he returned to Oregon State, but we couldn’t bear to be apart. On one of 

his frequent visits, as we lay in each other’s arms in the back of his car, Rex murmured, "We 

should get married." 

I snuggled deeper into him and answered with my whole heart. "We should." 

 



 

My parents liked Rex and didn’t express any concern about our youth or the fact Rex 

wasn’t a Christian, perhaps worried I might become pregnant out of wedlock. Whatever their 

reasoning, they gave us their blessing. Rex purchased a wedding ring set from my father, the 

town jeweler, who gave him a deep discount, and voila! We were engaged! 

I proudly wore my engagement ring as I planned our fall wedding. During that time Rex 

continued to write, once telling me how much he loved my brown eyes. “I think it would be ideal 

for us to have three children,” he wrote in another letter. I went on The Pill, a new 

pharmaceutical at that time, and a few months before the wedding, we gave our virginity to one 

another in his car, a natural progression of our passion. We weren’t quite twenty-one when we 

married in my church surrounded by friends and my big extended family. 

While Rex finished his bachelor’s degree, I worked as an assistant in the reference and 

map departments of the university library, getting the job after assuring my interviewer I was 

not planning on getting pregnant. Helping at the reference desk opened my mind to the vast 

trove of information available to even the average person. Perhaps more importantly, my boss, 

Mrs. Judd, a wiry chain-smoking wisecracking woman, saw I had an orderly, yet inquisitive, 

mind, something I’d not previously understood about myself. Even though I was no longer 

enrolled in college, my education at the library proved to be invaluable in ways that would only 

be revealed much later. 

 

Upon Rex’s graduation in June, Rex scored a job with Sandia Corporation, a U.S. 

Department of Energy research and development laboratory on Kirtland Air Force Base in 

Albuquerque, New Mexico. He would be working while getting his Masters through the 

University of New Mexico (UNM). He’d been raised in Albuquerque, and his mother and siblings 

had moved back there after his stepfather’s death. So, in effect, he was going home. I, on the 

other hand, was moving far from home. 

To celebrate, we bought the MGB, naming it Macaroni because that’s about all we could 

afford to eat, and off we drove from Corvallis to Albuquerque. It would be my first time in the 

Land of Enchantment. 

My anxiety mounted as we drove through the deserts of California and Arizona. Raised 

among tall, green forests, glistening snow-capped mountains, and rushing rivers, I wondered if 

New Mexico’s biggest city would be all sand and cactus. Would I dry up in Albuquerque’s dust 

and wind? Imagine my relief when I caught sight of our destination—a green valley with the Rio 

Grande running through it and the watermelon-colored Sandia Mountains in the background. 

Rex and I reveled in his nice paycheck and enjoyed entertaining around the pool of our 

apartment. We often drove into the mountains with Macaroni’s top down. Our conversations 

flowed effortlessly and soon we were finishing each other’s sentences, adjusting to our opposite 

styles of communication, his being all logic and my being all feelings. At his prodding, I slowly 

realized logic lay beneath many of my emotions. I began naming and articulating their sources, 

preparing me for a lifetime of being among left-brained people. 

I enjoyed getting to know the southwest, its culture and climate. I can still conjure up one 

glorious fall day when I drove to the outskirts of Albuquerque to visit Rex’s Grandma Grape. I 

had the car’s top down, mesmerized by the intense blue sky and golden cottonwoods. I emerged 

from my reverie after I’d gone several miles past Grandma’s house to the outskirts of Isleta 

Pueblo. As the motto promised, New Mexico had indeed enchanted me. 

 

I prided myself in being a good wife, cleaning, cooking, doing the laundry, and ironing our 

queen-size sheets. Since earning top home economics honors in high school, I was confident my 

cooking would be stellar. Coming home from work one night, I looked into our small pantry, 



 

trying to decide what to make for dinner while simultaneously consulting my cookbook. I found a 

can of tuna and one of pineapple, the very ingredients needed for Sweet and Sour Tuna. As we 

sat down for dinner, I proudly set the new dish on a hot pad in front of my husband. Rex served 

himself and took a bite. The look on his face sent a message I was not prepared to receive. I 

bravely took a bite myself. Yuck! We made exaggerated faces at each other, culminating in fits of 

laughter. I threw the offending dish down the disposal and we went out for enchiladas. 

 

Another incident taught me I had still more to learn in the cooking department. On 

weekends, we often had pinochle nights with Rex’s family (I discovered Rex’s mother, Carol, 

cheated!). I planned to serve my homemade banana cream pie, Rex’s favorite, which I’d made the 

day before. Since, Carol and Grandma Grape were excellent cooks, I felt I needed to prove I could 

hold my own. Despite thinking the pie looked a little odd, I cut it into wedges and served it. 

“Hmm,” mused Carol, taking a bite and trying to keep a straight face. “Is there any chance 

you put this in the freezer overnight?” 

My heart sank. It was the consistency of mush. Heat rose to my face. How embarrassing! 

She chuckled. “I guess you’ll never freeze a cream pie again,” she said warmly. 

“Never!” I agreed. 

 

The first Christmas away from my family revealed Carol’s drinking problem. We spent 

Christmas Eve with her and Rex’s three siblings. She had been drinking, and when Rex made an 

innocent remark, she lashed out at him. “You think your so God-damned smart, with your 

degrees and your great job, looking down on me like I’m nothing! Well let me tell you something 

…” She went on to complain about being stuck with three children to raise on her own and 

threatened to leave the minute she had the chance “Just you wait!” 

Rex herded his siblings into one bedroom and me into another. I could hear him trying to 

talk his mother down. After she finally passed out, he joined me with assurances and profound 

apologies. “I’m so sorry you had to see her like this. She doesn’t mean what she says when she 

drinking. She’ll actually get in her car and drive away sometimes, but she always comes back. 

She’ll sleep it off and be okay.” He held me as I cried myself to sleep, feeling sorry for him, for his 

family, and for me. Oh, how I missed my loving family and going to church with them on 

Christmas Eve. 

Christmas morning, we looked out the bedroom window to discover, not the snow I'd been 

hoping for, but a big tear in the soft top of the MGB. Who could have done such a mean thing, 

and on Christmas? I cried more tears, feeling my comfortable little life ripping away. 

 

Rex’s job at the lab had its downside, as he spent long hours working on the mainframe 

computer. Toward supper time one day, I drove onto the base and waited in the ninety-degree 

heat for him to get off work. He emerged shortly to ask if I could wait a few more minutes while 

he finished up a job. I said sure. I waited. And waited. Because of the security at the facility and 

long before the advent of cell phones, I had no way of reaching him. I waited some more. Finally, 

an hour later, he rushed out with profound apologies. I gave him a kiss and we drove home, the 

waiting all but forgotten. 

That fall I began working in the library on the UNM campus but quit a year later to 

become a full-time student. I’d always wanted to be an interior designer, but UNM didn’t have 

such a program. I began taking art classes in the hopes I could transfer my credits to a school 

offering an interior design degree. I struggled in drawing classes but enjoyed my music minor, 

joining a church choir at the suggestion of my voice teacher. I invited Rex to attend church with 

me, but he declined. 



 

 

One winter night in the fourth year of our marriage, I drove us home from a party where 

Rex had been drinking heavily. He began telling me about his unhappiness with our marriage. 

Taken off guard, and intent on driving through the light snow, I said, “I don’t want to talk about 

this now. It’s late and you’re drunk. We can talk later.” Hopefully this was the booze’s fault and 

just like his mother, he didn’t mean these things. I didn’t want to think about the possibility of 

our marriage falling apart. 

His voice increasing in volume, he declared, “I want to talk about it now. You need to 

listen to me!” 

“No, I don’t! Not now!” 

He twisted in his seat and with his right hand, slapped the side of my face hard, leaving 

my cheek stinging. I’d never, ever, been hit out of anger, nor had I witnessed anyone being hit 

that way. My brain switched to an alternate reality. Without emotion, I stopped the car and told 

him to get out. He did. I drove home on autopilot and went to bed. In shock, I fell asleep almost 

immediately, unable or unwilling to process what had just happened. 

Rex called me a few hours later. “I’m so sorry. Please come get me.” 

Only after making him promise to never hit me again, I agreed. He held to his promise, 

but once in a while he'd lash out with his fists or feet, leaving holes in doors and a broken bone in 

his wrist from punching a chair. 

I worried he might be on his way to alcoholism like his mother, but in those days I had no 

guidelines to help me judge. I never entertained the thought of divorce; no one in my family had 

ever divorced. Since Rex and I knew we needed help, we decided to go to marriage counseling. 

When we assured our counselor we enjoyed our sex life, the counselor claimed we had no real 

problems and sent us on our way. 

Thinking we were fine, we traded in the MGB for a yellow Cougar, bought a house—a 

green stucco with a big cottonwood in front and a garden in back—and a five-dollar dog. I named 

our little black fur ball, Yum Yum, after the leading character I played in my high school’s 

production of The Mikado. Funny looking with a long, low body and little beard, she loved me 

unconditionally. She became the dog-of-my heart and served as my substitute child. 

 

I had my house and my dog. The logical next step, biological children. Remembering Rex’s 

early declaration he wanted three kids, I told him I thought it was time to start trying. But he’d 

changed his mind. He didn’t want kids—ever. He couldn’t be serious! Our plan included children! 

“I’m going off the pill,” I told him. But he maintained his decision and decided to get a 

vasectomy. The doctor refused to perform it without my permission. I would never give him that. 

“It doesn’t matter,” he declared. “I don’t want children, and I don’t want to be married 

anymore.” 

Sick to my core, I begged and cajoled and threw fits, crying my heart out. Immune to my 

efforts, he countered by arguing we’d married too young and he hadn’t enjoyed the Playboy 

experience he so admired. Finally convinced our marriage was over, I agreed to go along with a 

do-it-yourself divorce to save money. Soon after, he got the vasectomy and moved out of town. In 

the space of two months, our marriage dissolved and I became a single divorcée. 

 

How could he leave me?! I contemplated suicide, but rejected it, not for religious reasons, 

but because of Yum Yum; I couldn’t abandon her. I railed at God for allowing me to suffer so 

profoundly. I told the Lord God Almighty I didn’t need Him, and furthermore, I doubted His 

existence. I would give up trying to please God and my parents. I would conduct my life as I 

pleased. 



 

I got the house, the dog, and the old Chevy Impala clunker we’d acquired a couple of years 

earlier. He got the Cougar. As many a divorcée will tell you, a house isn't a lot of comfort if you 

have no means to pay the monthly mortgage. I sold it and put the money into an account with 

the goal of getting an education degree. With all my art classes, maybe I could get a job as an art 

teacher, even though I had little confidence in my ability as an artist. 

I rented a duplex across town for Yum Yum and me. On my last trip from my house, I 

rolled the windows down to ease the summer heat. The wind dried the tears on my cheeks as I 

closed the first chapter of my adulthood. Approaching an intersection, I absently noticed a flower 

peddler. As I pulled away from the stop sign, he ran after me. A long-stemmed rose sailed in my 

window and landed in my lap. I clutched the crimson bloom, and a sliver of sadness melted away. 

That night I awakened to the sound of rustling. I turned on my flashlight and screamed. 

Three cockroaches scurried over a paper sack I had yet to unpack. The next morning, as I was 

spooning down a bowl of cold cereal, a black widow sauntered across my kitchen floor. 

There I was, twenty-six years old, estranged from God, miles from family, and on my own. 

Little did I realize the Age of Aquarius was dawning with its free love ethos and rock and rock ‘n 

roll spirit, and I was about to dive in. 
  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

An excerpt from the memoir, God, the Devil, and Divorce: A Transformative Journey out of 
Emotional and Spiritual Abuse 

 
A memoir of a Christian marriage that turns from sweet to sour, and the clash between 

conservative and progressive Christians views about marriage and divorce. Follow the author’s 

journey of recovery from rage to forgiveness, brokenness to wholeness, in a triumphant 

conclusion. 
 

 

 
  



 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
 

 
 

inda M. Kurth is the author of both children’s and adult books. She also writes the blog, Help and 
Healing for Divorced Christians, where she advocates for the healing of divorced people within the 

church. Linda and her husband of sixteen years have settled in their “home of the heart” in western 

Washington State where they participate in their church, enjoy entertaining family and friends, 

maintains a large garden, and where she’s often inspired by their big trees and wild bird visits. Visit 

Linda’s website at www.LindaMKurth.com  

 

 

Other Books by the Author 
 

Home of the Heart: — a clean contemporary romance. 

Two high-powered careers, two stubborn egos, too many miles between. Can Meg and Matt alter 
their career paths and embrace the chance for love? 

Ms. Kurth's characters steer the reader through the frenetic L.A. design scene, soaring to a 

luxurious New York penthouse and enjoying on a romantic ski trip on the slopes of Oregon's Mt. 

Hood, as they pursue their fascinating careers. Meg, an up-and-coming Los Angeles interior 

designer, scores a dream job in New York City. Matt is married to his job as a popular TV host of 

an outdoor show in Portland, Oregon. Yet he can’t stop thinking of titian-haired Meg with her 

fascinating green eyes. Despite a deliciously romantic day of skiing and evening cuddling by a 

cozy cabin fire, it seems these two may never embrace the chance to be together. Uniquely 

written from both his and her perspectives. 

 

Quick Reads 

Ballroom Dancing and Other Life Lessons  
Even if you never get out on the dance floor, you'll likely find the twelve lessons in Ballroom 
Dancing applicable. Singing in Church Choir includes spiritual as well as practical lessons. In 

Being a Step-Grandparent, the author shares how she's been able to stay on good terms with her 

step-grandchildren and their parents while enjoying her role of step-grandmother to six children. 

Dealing with Chronic Pain gives encouragement by example for those who suffer from chronic pain. 

 

Finding Joy in Being Single after Divorce  
The author explores the difference between being alone and being single, and encourages the 

newly divorced to learn to embrace singlehood. This three-part booklet includes 12 Steps to a 
More Joyful Life after Divorce, Single or Alone? and 30 Fun Things to Do When Your Single. 
 
Coming February 2020 
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God, the Devil, and Divorce: A Transformative Journey out of Emotional and Spiritual 
Abuse 
“If you choose divorce, Satan wins,” declares her Christian counselor as Linda struggles to 

discern what God wants her to do about her abusive marriage. Making the choice to leave after 

twenty-five years is heart-wrenching and scary. Linda is no young chick, and she hasn’t had a 

full-time job in years. But leaping into the unknown to escape her husband’s “crazymaking” 

seems to be her only sane option. Will God be there to catch her? Will she ever find love again? 

 

Again, I appreciate your reviews and look forward to offering you more good reading 

opportunities. 
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www.LindaMKurth.com

