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CHAPTER ONE: WHEN DADDY DOESN’T BELIEVE


I shifted my position in the pew, once again wishing that Rich, my husband, would fill the empty seat beside me. The worship team began leading congregational singing, but the words of praise and thanksgiving stuck in my throat. Later, when the choir sang “I trust you, Lord,” tears burned the back of my eyelids and blurred my vision—not because I couldn’t trust God, but because I could do nothing but trust Him. God, my solid rock through changing seasons, storms, and situations beyond my control.

My mind wandered back a few months to when Rich’s faith had begun to waver. “My prayers are hitting the ceiling, Nancy. I can’t see God or feel Him. I’m not even sure He’s there,” the Bible college graduate and former youth pastor admitted. “I’m not going to go to church with you and sit there like a hypocrite. I’m going to take a little break and think this out.” 

Fifteen years later, my husband concedes that God probably exists, but he believes that one cannot experience a personal relationship with Him. This incredibly intelligent man, with a will of iron and determination like granite, will not give over the control of his life to anyone or anything that he cannot understand and figure out. Rich is a faithful, loving husband and father, but in many respects he is a different person from the youth pastor I married twenty years ago. Although he allows me to share our story “so women will hang on in difficult marriages and not break up families,” he’s still sidelined on Sundays, and I go alone.

Initially, I tried my best to change Rich. I attempted to be a perfect person, pushing myself almost to the point of a breakdown, believing I needed to save my marriage and spouse. I tried so hard to be everything to everyone else’s satisfaction that I couldn’t even fulfill tasks in my areas of strength. All my efforts to “fix” my husband didn’t work.

And I felt so alone.

I felt alone when I buckled my daughter into her car seat and headed for church without my husband. I felt alone when I read a bedtime Bible story to her without her dad. I felt alone when I helped Becky practice a memory verse or say her prayers while Rich was downstairs reading. 

But I have never felt more alone than the day seven-year-old Becky said, “Mom, I’ve got something to tell you that I don’t know if I should say.” I held my breath, wondering what was coming. “Mom, half my heart believes in Jesus, but the other half doesn’t know if He’s real. What am I gonna do?”

Her earnest question grieved my already aching heart. I knew Becky would notice her dad’s and my spiritual differences someday, but I still felt unprepared for her question. My mind immediately filled with angry thoughts about Rich: If only you had held fast to your beliefs, Becky wouldn’t be wrestling with this insecurity! Next, I started in on God: You knew before we married that our lives would turn out like this. You could have stopped us. You could have saved Becky. Then I remembered whom I was addressing and confessed, I am wrong to blame you. You do know everything, and right now I need to know what you want me to say to my child!

Extracting the first coherent thought from my Bible-college-trained brain, I said, “Honey, God doesn’t mind when we question Him and doubt—because He knows we’re human. He just wants us to ask Him about it.” 

As I led the way into her bedroom, I continued, “Let’s find the part in your Bible about doubting Thomas. Do you remember studying him in Sunday school?” I pulled Becky’s Bible off the shelf as we sat together on the bed. I couldn’t get my fingers to find the story of Thomas in the gospels, and we “somehow” ended up in Jeremiah. I began to read a few underlined verses: “‘For I know the plans I have for you,’ declares the Lord, ‘plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future’” (29:11). As we continued to read, I realized that I was not alone. Never had been. Never would be.

God’s transforming power in my life over the past twelve years worked changes in me that have turned me into the wife and mother I am today, the wife and mother God calls and equips me to be. The changes in me, in turn, have brought love, hope, and peace back to our family, even in the midst of my husband’s lack of faith. Perhaps most incredible, miraculous even, is Rich’s permission for me to write and speak about our story. 
You Are Never Alone
Dear friend, can you relate? Have you ever asked yourself if you married the wrong man? Have you ever wondered when your husband will get serious about his relationship with God? Do you long for your husband to assume his God-ordained position as spiritual leader of your home? 

If you answered “yes” to any of these questions, you belong to a large contingency of women. Even women married to church officials and pastors often harbor secret desires for greater spiritual intimacy with their spouse. 

Whether or not you recognize God or feel His gentle touch in your life, He is with you. You are not alone. He’s been a part of your life and in step with you since you became His precious child. And He will never leave you. Check for yourself in Hebrews 13:5

“Never will I leave you; 

never will I forsake you.” 

To spiritually single moms, God says:

“Come to me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you and learn from me, for I am gentle and humble in heart, and you will find rest for your souls. For my yoke is easy and my burden is light.” (Matthew 11:28-30)

“Surely I am with you always, to the very end of the age.” (28:20) 

We may be spiritually single, but we’re never alone. 

Practice His Presence 

Don’t just agree with me—experience it for yourself. Look for Him in the little things that happen during your day. Listen for Him in the singing of the birds and the splash of a waterfall. Breathe deeply, close your eyes, and find Him in the stillness of a quiet moment. Hear Him in the laughter of children. Feel Him in the hug of a dear friend. See Him in tonight’s sunset. Talk to Him throughout your day whenever you need someone to share a pleasant thought or a troubling problem. Go to bed with Him as you praise Him for the blessings of the day.

Teach your children that God is with us in every situation. For example, when a difficult circumstance arises in your husband’s life and his angry response or behavior upsets your children, sit down alone with them and explain just as much as they need to know. Then pray together for Dad and his situation. Or while doing a chore with a child, bring God naturally into the conversation by asking your child how he or she has seen God today—and let that lead into thanking God for what He’s doing in your family.

Practice His presence day after day after day.

Guard Your Heart

About two years after Rich stopped going to church with me, I returned to my home church where my parents still worshipped. I needed family. My tattered heart began to heal as week after week my precious mom and dad sat me right between them in the pew.

Many good friends attended a Sunday school class for couples. Because I was diligently praying for Rich’s spiritual restoration, I joined the class with the hope that Rich would soon be attending, too. Unfortunately, that never happened. Instead, every week I sat with girlfriends and their husbands—the yucky boys I grew up with in junior church who had matured into tall, handsome, godly men. I had rejoined a church filled with tempting examples of godly manhood everywhere I looked. Yikes! 

A few months later, I sat in the car in our garage with Rich after we’d come home from an . . . 
