
PRAISE FOR TEAM US

Part Princess Bride and part Remember the Titans, you’ll be cheering for Team Us 
from page one! Ashleigh does a masterful job of weaving in her own story with 
yours. You’ll learn what it takes to triumph in marriage as a team, even when the 
odds are stacked up against you. 

Arlene Pellicane, author of 31 Days to Becoming a Happy Wife 
and coauthor of Growing Up Social 

Marriage is the adventure of a lifetime—a sacred and lifelong commitment 
played out in the triumphs and tragedies of the day-to-day. In Team Us, Ashleigh 
(and Ted) bring you along on their adventure, sharing the simple but founda-
tional lessons they’ve learned along the way. The result is a fun, honest, and con-
victing read that made me eager to apply the “team” concept to my own marriage, 
and more excited than ever for the years ahead.

Alex Harris, coauthor of Do Hard Things and Start Here
Team Us is a wonderful read for married couples who are looking to get on the 
same page. Encouraging, inspirational, and very easy to pass between spouses for 
sparking conversation.

Renee Fisher, author of four books including Forgiving Others, Forgiving Me
Packed full of challenging and uplifting marriage advice, Team Us will draw read-
ers in and set them up for a successful, fun, and godly marriage. Ashleigh Slater 
has a way with words where we see our own strengths and weaknesses within her 
story. Coupled with candid personal stories, humorous life happenings, and bibli-
cal truth, both men and women will relate and jump in to make their marriages 
even better. Team Us will be close at hand to share with those I mentor.

Sarah Francis Martin, author of Just RISE UP!: A Call to Make Jesus Famous 
www.liveitoutblog.com

Like a conversation with a true friend, this book is open, real, and honest. 
Ashleigh invites you inside her heart and home to humbly share wisdom gained 
from experiences she and her husband have walked through. Here you’ll find 
solid teaching that is gentle, yet poignant, with a touch of humor, showing how 
to trust, to love freely, to keep no record of wrongs . . . and the many other ways of 
living that make for a rich, fulfilling marriage. We highly recommend this book 
for couples of any age.

Matthew and Lisa Jacobson, authors of 100 Ways to Love Your Husband 
and 100 Ways to Love Your Wife



Team Us is a “must-have” book for every couple. Ashleigh’s writing style drew me 
in and kept me captivated throughout. The relationship between Ashleigh and 
her husband, Ted, is my favorite aspect of the book, and I love the fact that his 
voice was present throughout. Absolutely beautiful and inspiring!

Darlene Schacht, creator of The Time-Warp Wife
When it comes to the ups and downs of daily life, are you and your spouse on 
the same team? If you struggle with unity in your relationship, Team Us is a great 
read. It offers practical and encouraging thoughts on how you can better live out 
marriage together!

Mitch Temple, licensed marriage and family therapist, marriage author/speaker, faith 
and family movie consultant (Fireproof, Mom’s Night Out)

Team Us is a transparent look into marriage through the life of Ashleigh and Ted 
Slater. It is their real life ups and downs through which Ashleigh has brilliantly 
unearthed relevant principles that will add value to any marriage. Ashleigh’s hu-
mor and vulnerability will keep you turning pages. If you are married or believe 
marriage is in your future, then Team Us is waiting for its place on your night-
stand.

Rob McDowell, lead pastor, North Metro Church, Marietta, Georgia
Team Us addresses one of the most important aspects of an intimate marriage—
becoming one. A wedding, after all, is simply a promise, but a marriage is a daily 
pursuit. With a whimsical and engaging style, Ashleigh Slater challenges us to 
build our “team” with careful thought, perseverance and commitment. 

Gary Thomas, author of Sacred Marriage and A Lifelong Love
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FOREWORD

WHILE I RECOGNIZE THE value of research, I sometimes get 
tired reading academic books on marriage that offer statis-
tical data, but little practical help.  But then, I’m not a re-
searcher, I’m a counselor.  For over thirty years, I have sat in 
my office and heard couples pour out their problems. 

The counselor cannot get trapped in the “ivory tower” of 
research.  We wade into the deep waters of pain, trauma, and 
feelings of hopelessness. However, the great joy of the coun-
selor is to see hope reborn.  It brings great satisfaction when 
I encounter couples whom I counseled twenty years ago who 
learned how to love, encourage, and support each other. I re-
flect upon the great gift they have given their children. 

 Maybe that’s why I have always been deeply moved 
when I read real life stories.  While I know that fiction often 
reflects reality, I’d rather read the real thing.  (No offense to 
fiction writers or readers.) When I read Team Us, I knew I 
was hearing the sounds of real life.  In a sense, Ashleigh has 
written an autobiography of her marriage to Ted.  And Ted 
has spoken up to question or affirm her perspective of their 
life together.  You will also meet some of their friends who 
were willing to speak openly of their own marital journey.  

Real life is not always pleasant.  Every marriage expe-
riences disappointments, misunderstandings, sickness, and 
financial trials.  Ashleigh does not camouflage the pain in 
her own marriage.  What she does is offer practical ideas on 
how to walk through the difficulties and find intimacy on 
the journey.  If you are anything like me, I predict that as you 
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read, you too will find yourself laughing, wiping tears, and 
saying “Oh, yes!”

In the last chapter, Ashleigh imagines the year 2054 
when she and Ted will have been married 52 years.  My wife, 
Karolyn, and I are now living in 2054 and what Ashleigh 
describes is our reality.  Yes, Ashleigh, your dreams can come 
true.  That is my desire for you and Ted and all the couples 
who read this book.

—Gary Chapman, PhD, author of The 5 Love Languages

TEAM US
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INTRODUCTION

I Do, Of Course
If I get married,  

I want to be very married.
—AUDREY HEPBURN

“OUR SINGLES PASTOR SAYS I should just marry you,” the man 
across the table informed me before taking yet another ner-
vous bite of his cucumber salad.

The man across the table . . . that was Ted. This was our 
first lunch together. 

Ted and I had hung out before. Sure, lots of times. Al-
ways with a group of friends, though. Never just the two of 
us. This was something new.

I’d met this crazy-haired, piano-playing, website-design-
ing man my first semester of grad school. I wish I could say 
it was love at first sight, but it wasn’t. I was so consumed with 
my twelve credit hours and my full-time job that I honestly 
don’t remember our first introduction. Had I known I’d go on 
to marry him, I’d have paid closer attention.

Once the fog of that semester cleared, random thoughts 
of this guy who I’d definitely labeled as “interesting”—in a 
charming, not creepy sort of way—seized my unsuspecting 
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mind. When he extended me a friendly invite one Sunday 
morning to a Bible study later that week, I felt compelled 
to go.

Before I knew it, there I was two months later, sharing 
a booth with him at a local deli. Our discussion that after-
noon didn’t seem to fit our surroundings, though. It was more 
becoming of a place that serves carbonara and tiramisu, not 
ham on wheat and carrot cake. After all, what guy throws out 
commitment-invoking phrases like “marry you” at a sand-
wich joint on what wasn’t even an official date? It was more 
like a hey-what-would-you-think-of-possibly-dating kind of 
lunch.

Now, don’t worry. Ted didn’t go on to propose to me right 
then and there. Although Ted put a lot of stock in the opin-
ions of our singles pastor, Eric (especially since he’d been a 
close friend of Ted’s for over a decade), I’m not even sure Eric 
was serious when he tossed that idea Ted’s way. What I do 
know is that he detected something special in the excitement 
Ted expressed about me.

Fact is, Ted was much too calculated when it came to 
life-changing decisions to propose to me on a whim. Plus 
neither of us were “there” yet. We still had a lot of “getting to 
know you” to do before we were ready for a serious step like 
marriage. Ted remembers his words that day with an I-can’t-
believe-I-said-that laugh and comments, “Add that to the list 
of things not to say on a first kinda-date.”

Little did either of us know that a proposal wasn’t far off, 
though. Within that calendar year, Ted would do more than 
just tell me Eric’s views on our blooming relationship. He’d 
propose. And I’d accept with what Ted still claims was a “Yes, 
of course!”

That December, I’d go on to win the prize for the hap-
piest bride.

TEAM US
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The Happiest Bride Ever
All right, so maybe I didn’t really receive any such honor. 

I’ve been told, though, I’d have a fighting chance. You see, 
not one, not two, but yes, three people recently informed me 
that I was the happiest bride they’ve ever seen. Did you get 
that? Ever. And we’re talking friends who also watched the 
royal wedding of Prince William and Kate Middleton back 
in 2011.

But before I could draft my acceptance speech, complete 
with mock astonishment and thanks to all the “little people,” 
this was thrown at me:

“I just figured you were happy in a delusional way.”
Um . . . excuse me?
“After all, what person could be that happy if they really 

knew what they were getting themselves into?” this friend 
explained. “If they fully grasped how imperfect their soon-
to-be spouse was.”

Okay, valid point. Friend: 1. Me: 0.
I admit, in many ways I was a bride wearing blinders. 

When I put on that dress and walked down that aisle, I was 
a stranger to a lot of Ted’s peculiar habits and sinful patterns. 
Our fourteen months from “Hello” to “I do” didn’t inform 
me of his weird affinity for drinking soy sauce directly out of 
the bottle (all future house guests, beware), or that this man 
whom I’d termed a “walking dictionary” became surprisingly 
uncreative with his language when frustrated. Those things 
came later. If I’d have witnessed some of these glaring reali-
ties of post-newlywed life beforehand, perhaps I would have 
felt less optimistic that day.

Yet as I reflected on my friend’s words, I couldn’t help 
but wonder: Did my excitement boil down to simply delu-
sion? Or was my happiness a reflection of something more? 

I  Do,  of CoUrSE
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Something basic. Something foundational. I started to think 
about the first marriage.

The first Team
I grew up a pastor’s daughter. My kindergarten and  early 

elementary school days were filled with memorizing the 
sermons my dad presented in Bible college and then semi-
nary. I could recite them verbatim. Not because it was some 
weird requirement for me to do so, I guess I just heard them 
enough. Much to my embarrassment, my parents have old 
VHS tapes of me recapping Bible stories to the video camera 
and pleading for my imaginary viewers to care for the hun-
gry children around the world. So Adam and Eve, yeah, they 
were old friends by the time I could spell c-a-t.

It wasn’t until after this conversation with my friend, 
though, that I had an “aha!” moment. As I read through Gen-
esis 1, 2, and 3, I noticed that this infamous duo wasn’t just 
the first married couple we see in Scripture, they’re also the 
first example of a human team. You know, more than one 
person coming together for a common purpose or goal.

And I say “human,” because we clearly see teamwork at 
play among the Trinity. Genesis 1 tells us that God said, “Let 
us make man in our image, after our likeness” (Genesis 1:26). 
It was a team effort. It wasn’t the Father telling the Son and 
the Holy Spirit, “Hey, watch what I can do with a little bit of 
dirt and some breath.”

As I revisited these opening chapters, I saw that this orig-
inal man and woman had all the markings of a good team.
1. They Were United

A rib wasn’t the only thing Adam and Eve had in com-
mon. They also shared the same life goals which served to 
further unite them. Namely, having kids and taking good care 
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of the earth and its creatures. These were tasks given to them 
directly from God.
2. They Were Cooperative

When it came to these common goals, they worked to-
gether; they cooperated. And I’m not just referring to the 
“having kids” one here. I’m also talking about stewarding the 
earth. I highly doubt the pre-fall Adam just sat around all 
day watching the tigers play and let Eve tend all the trees on 
her own. Some theologians even theorize that he was stand-
ing right next to Eve when she took that forbidden bite. But 
since I’m no Bible scholar, I’ll leave that detail for theologians 
to hash out.
3. They Were Committed

Adam and Eve were committed to each other and to the 
common goals they shared. Which I guess wasn’t too dif-
ficult, seeing that they found themselves in a “what if you 
were stranded on a desert island with only one person” kind 
of scenario.

What’s really impressive is that they did it all without 
bickering. Nope, not one single fight. At least not until after 
their brush with the serpent.

The advent of conflict didn’t put an end to marriage as a 
team, though. Sin didn’t change the fact that this couple was 
a God-created, God-ordained pair, even if that serpent hoped 
it would. It just became harder. Unity became more difficult. 
The new pain that now accompanied their tasks of bringing 
life from the earth and from the womb tempted them both 
toward discord. Cooperation toward common goals was inter-
rupted by personal ambition. Commitment was threatened by 
passivity and selfishness.

With this “aha!” moment, I decided that there was some-
thing basic, something foundational, that had fueled my ex-
citement and happiness on our wedding day. Something that 

I  Do,  of CoUrSE
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I don’t believe even post-honeymoon realities could have 
crushed. Rather, it was something that could carry us through 
them.

It was the fact that on that December evening, in the 
dim glow of candlelight, I joined a new team. When I walked 
down that aisle, I was a “me.” When Ted and I walked back 
up it, that “me” had become a part of “us”—Team Us, as I like 
to call this new formation.

It was one of the many reasons Ted and I decided to get 
married. Just as God declared in the garden that “It is not 
good that the man should be alone” (Genesis 2:18), Ted and 
I agreed we’d be better together than we were apart. We be-
lieved that God could use the joining of our lives in a unique 
way for His glory.

Oh, I also fell in love with Ted’s blue eyes, mischievous 
charm, and those melancholy piano nocturnes he often 
played. (I had to throw those in, you know, just in case you 
were under the impression that I approached marriage from 
a purely spiritual standpoint.)

Marriage as a Team
That’s what this book is all about. It’s about marriage 

together. Marriage as a team with both husband and wife 
working and playing toward a winning season. For Ted and 
me, this idea of team is foundational to our marriage, and I 
hope to yours too. If not, it’s my goal that it will be by the 
time you finish reading.

In the coming chapters, I’ll share with you how Ted’s and 
my decision to adopt a team mentality has shaped our mar-
riage. How it’s helped us remain united as we’ve encountered 
things like annoying habits, different hobbies, conflict, job 
loss, and parenting.

Ideally, this book is meant to be read together as a couple, 
although not necessarily out loud. I realize that has the po-

TEAM US
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tential to be a bit awkward. But in some manner, try to read 
it simultaneously. Maybe that means one of you reads a chap-
ter on Tuesday and the other goes through it on Wednesday. 
Then on Thursday, you chat about it.

Now the reality is this won’t work for every couple. Gen-
erally speaking, men don’t pick up a book on marriage as ea-
gerly as women do unless a small group study is involved. Ted 
and I are proof of that. He’d be more likely to read a short-list 
of a book’s points online, while I’d devour all ten chapters in a 
week. Don’t worry if you don’t fit the “ideal.” Figure out what 
works best for you as a couple. For example, even if you can’t 
get your spouse to read this book, that doesn’t mean the two 
of you can’t delve into the discussion questions together. And 
when you do, you don’t have to go through them word-by-
word over coffee, you can simply talk about the ideas I share 
while you hike or take a road trip or do the dishes.

And just to show that Ted and I really do approach most 
everything as a team, you’ll get a chance to hear from him in 
each chapter too. Watch for his “Ted Says” sections, where he 
offers thoughts and reflections on what I share. 

My prayer is that once you finish this book, you’ll be 
ready to get off the bench and get some skin in the game. 
That you’ll echo the words of Audrey Hepburn when she 
said, “If I get married, I want to be very married.”

I  Do,  of CoUrSE
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CHAPTER ONE

Grace like 
Sweeping

The greatest marriages are built on 
teamwork. A mutual respect, a healthy 
dose of admiration, and a never-end-

ing portion of love and grace.
—FAWN WEAVER

I’M NOT BIG ON sports. Yeah, I know that seems a bit ironic 
coming from the author of a book called Team Us, but there 
you have it. The fact is, I’m fairly clueless when it comes to 
America’s favorite athletic pastimes. Sure, I can name my 
current hometown’s major league baseball team, the Braves, 
but if you start asking me about football teams, I’d need the 
help of Google.

Luckily for me, I married a man who isn’t all that into 
sports either. Sometimes Ted wishes he were, but if given 
the choice he’d much rather watch a political analysis of the 
president’s latest speech on Fox News than instant replays 
on ESPN. While some couples have power struggles over 
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game works, here are the basics from my research via Wiki-
pedia (I also possibly spent a few hours perusing Curling for 
Dummies online1).

A game of curling is made up of two teams with four 
members each. The players take turns skillfully sliding a 
granite stone across the ice, also known as the “curling sheet,” 
toward a large circular target called the “house.” The team to 
get the most stones in the house’s center or closest to it wins. 
As you’d expect from a game likened to chess, there are a 
number of complicated rules and plays. But as I said, basics.

What makes curling interesting is that it’s not like bowl-
ing. It isn’t a game where once you’ve done your best to cal-
culate your ball’s trajectory and sent it off, it’s gone. You know, 
the kind where if it starts to veer for the gutter, you’re out of 
luck. Nope, curling has this wonderful thing called “sweep-
ers.” After the stone is slid, two team members, or “sweepers,” 
skate alongside it, using the sweeping motion of their brooms 
to make sure the “rock,” as we North Americans like to call it, 
doesn’t deviate from its set path. 

I’m telling you, if you’ve never watched a game of curling, 
it really is fascinating once you understand all the strategy 
that’s at play. Search for it on YouTube. You’ll thank me.

What makes it even more intriguing for me, though, is it 
reminds me of marriage. You see, just like curling, marriage is 
a team effort that can thrive when approached with strategy, 
intentionality, and lots of sweeping. At least I’ve found this to 
be true in my own marriage.

The War room Picnic
I still remember one of Ted’s and my first real dates, al-

though I admit being a mom of young children has blurred 
the details a bit. Like, did we eat Reubens on our May pic-
nic? Or perhaps it was turkey and cheese? I can bet that Ted 
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doesn’t remember either. If it happened more than fi ve years 
ago and wasn’t life-changing, he tends to forget.

Regardless of whether our bread was rye or wheat, what 
I do know is that we didn’t just bring lunch to the park that 
day. We also packed a few pieces of scrap paper and two pens. 
While some couples may have used that beautiful spring af-
ternoon to gaze adoringly into each other’s eyes, as they ever-
so-discreetly checked their teeth for stray food, we decided 
to make a list. Sure, it sounds boring—well, maybe not to 
all you fellow Type-A personalities out there—but looking 
back, it was perhaps one of the wisest ways we could kick off  
our relationship.

You see, this wasn’t a bucket list of our must-dos. We 
weren’t scribbling down things like “Take a walk in the bo-
tanical gardens” and “Eat crème brulee in the shadow of the 
Eiff el Tower,” although we did go on to do both. Nope, we 
were strategizing. Th e picnic table that day became our war 
room.

We jotted down a list of qualities we wanted to see char-
acterize our relationship. At that point in time, we didn’t 
know whether we’d go on to marry each other, but what we 
did know was that regardless of the result, we wanted to look 
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memory-loss quirk maddening. Ashleigh 
has come to see it as part of who I am, though. 
It’s something that’s at times a disappointment 
(when I forget her birthday) and at times a blessing 
(when I forget an argument). Accepting my imper-
viVÌ��i��ÀÞ��i�«Ã�ÕÃ�>Û��`�V��y��VÌ����Ì��Ãi�Ì��iÃ�
when my forgetfulness is untimely.

����>}��i�Ã��i�Ü�ÛiÃ�Ü�Õ�`�w��`�ÃÕV��>�
memory-loss quirk maddening. Ashleigh memory-loss quirk maddening. Ashleigh 

TEAM US

22



back at our time together and know we did our best to walk 
out our relationship in a way that honored God and each 
other.

We scribbled things like friendship, purity, and good 
communication. It may sound like we were writing a pre-
scription for our relationship or dictating a set of rules, but 
we weren’t. What we were doing was creating a map of the 
way we wanted to see our interactions develop and play out. 
We’d both been in previous dating relationships; Ted had 
even been engaged twice. We’d learned a lot from our mis-
takes, and neither of us was eager to repeat them.

I think it’s safe to say that every team, whether it’s in 
curling or marriage, does better with strategy and intention-
ality. They take a team far. Yet these things alone don’t bring 
home the gold. Ted and I have found that sweeping is crucial.

Sweeping Matters
While strategy and intentionality set our marriage on a 

good path, they aren’t what’s kept us going when we’ve strug-
gled with each other’s selfish habits. Or when we’ve faced 
conflict. They’re not what’s brought us through job loss and a 
miscarriage and different parenting styles.

Nope, it’s been grace.
Grace is to marriage what sweepers are to curling (I 

know, I sound a bit like the Sphinx from the 1999 film Mys-
tery Men). Just like the two sweepers’ primary job is to ensure 
the rock follows its projected trajectory as closely as possible, 
grace helps marriage stay on that heavenward “until death do 
us part” course.

I’m sure you’re familiar with the term grace. It’s one we 
throw around fairly often and sometimes rather casually in 
our Christian circles. It’s the name of our churches, the short 
prayers we utter before meals, and, for me, the middle name 
of our oldest daughter. I think many of us, including me at 
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times, have come to view grace in the context of our spiritual 
lives, as we do cheddar cheese to a cheeseburger: necessary, 
but not as exciting as a good slice of Gruyère. It’s much more 
interesting to focus on what God’s calling is on our lives or 
our top three spiritual gifts.

While there’s nothing wrong with concerning ourselves 
with these things, it’s important not to brush over grace. This 
“disposition to or an act or instance of kindness, courtesy, 
or clemency”2 is foundational to our salvation. Therefore, I 
think it should be foundational to our marriages.

In his letter to the Ephesians, Paul wrote, “For by grace 
you have been saved through faith. And this is not your own 
doing; it is the gift of God, not a result of works, so that no 
one may boast” (Ephesians 2:8–9).

I love that passage. It reminds me that God’s grace is free. 
It’s a gift. It’s not dependent on how many hours I volun-
teered at hospice while in high school or how consistently I 
show up on Sunday mornings. Yes, I certainly want to honor 
God with my attitudes and actions, just as Ted and I wanted 
to in our dating relationship, but I don’t have to bring home 
first place in the category of good works in order to snag this 
prize.

When I grasp this truth that God’s grace—His kindness 
and clemency—has been given to me, it should make a big 
difference in my relationships with others, specifically with 
Ted. And it has. While I don’t think we wrote grace down 
on our list that day at the park, somewhere along the way we 
determined it was important. We decided that we wouldn’t 
withhold it from one another or force the other to earn it. 
We’d give it freely to each other, just as we’d received it from 
the Lord.

Does our practice of grace mean that anything goes in 
our marriage? Do we just turn a blind eye to each other’s 
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sins? Not at all. Although, as I’ll mention later, it has taken 
some growth on my part to directly address it.

But when Ted and I do address it, especially the small 
stuff , we also embrace the wisdom of 1 Peter that says, “Love 
covers a multitude of sins” (1 Peter 4:8). We attempt to do 
what R. C. Sproul Jr. points to as the core meaning of this 
verse. We “under-accuse, over-repent and over-forgive.”3

We’re not afraid to call sin by its name, but we’re also quick 
“to forgive it and to look past it.”4

I’m reminded of what nineteenth-century theologian 
Charles Spurgeon once said:

He who grows in grace remembers that he is 
but dust, and he therefore does not expect his fellow 
Christians to be anything more. He overlooks ten 
thousand of their faults, because he knows his God 
overlooks twenty thousand in his own case. He does 
not expect perfection in the creature, and, therefore, 
he is not disappointed when he does not fi nd it.6

Th e reality is that deciding and doing aren’t the same 
thing. Just because Ted and I determined to extend grace 
doesn’t make it easy. Sometimes we’d much rather pick a 
fi ght with each other than extend kindness. Sometimes that’s 

I love how Dr. Sproul Jr. explores this 
verse: “When we are wronged, our call-

ing is to practice a careful moral calculus. Is this 
offense one I should let go of?” he asks. “Or is this 
offense grievous enough that love means confront-
ing in grace my brother?”5 Ashleigh and I have found 
Ì�>Ì���ÃÌ��v��ÕÀ�ºÃ��Ã»�Ì�Ü>À`�i>V���Ì�iÀ�w�Ì����Ì�>Ì�
w�ÀÃÌ]���Ûi�V�ÛiÀ��}�V>Ìi}�ÀÞ°�Ƃ�`��Ì½Ã�}��`�Ì�>Ì�Üi�
just let them go.

I love how Dr. Sproul Jr. explores this 
verse: “When we are wronged, our call-

ing is to practice a careful moral calculus. Is this ing is to practice a careful moral calculus. Is this ing is to practice a careful moral calculus. Is this ing is to practice a careful moral calculus. Is this ing is to practice a careful moral calculus. Is this ing is to practice a careful moral calculus. Is this 
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exactly what we do. Neither one of us is naturally inclined 
to respond to everything with grace, especially when it falls 
into the category of irritating or just plain maddening. That 
doesn’t mean we stop trying, though.

The Game Plan
So what’s been Ted’s and my game plan for living out 

grace in the minute-by-minute, hour-by-hour of daily life? 
Especially on those days when picking a fight takes a lot less 
effort?

As you’ll read throughout this book, there are lots of ways 
we’ve put grace to work in our marriage. Believe me, we don’t 
just let it lie around. There’s one thing, though, that serves as 
a starting point for everything else. And that is our determi-
nation to focus on the best, not the worst, in each other.

Think back to those Olympic curling teams. Yep, they’re 
masters at strategy, precision, and sweeping. They have to be 
to make it to “the Games.” But something else influences 
how well they execute a game, and that’s team unity. When 
they step out on that ice, they need to work together.

Whether it’s in curling or marriage, unity flourishes 
when members of a team focus on and play to each other’s 
strengths, not weaknesses. Our friends George and Julie have 
found this to be true in their marriage. George shared:

I’m a clean freak. Julie’s . . . well, not a clean freak. 
She won’t be starring on Hoarders any time soon, but 
she just doesn’t see a problem with piles of papers 
on her desk and a little clutter in the living room. 
That stuff drives me nuts; so a number of our first 
fights were about messiness. Even now, I get dirty 
looks when I suggest relocating piles of papers to the 
recycle bin.

TEAM US

26



In our initial years of wedded bliss, here’s how 
the fight usually went. I’d get stressed about other 
things (like work), so my patience would get shorter 
than usual. (And to be honest, patience is not one of 
my selling points on a good day.) I’d notice a fresh 
stack of debris in the house, and make a few deli-
cate, subtle suggestions about what to do with it (or 
maybe where to shove it). Julie would roll her eyes, 
then say she’d deal with it “tomorrow.”

A few days later, when the pile was still there 
and I was stressed again, I’d get on her case for not 
keeping her promise about “tomorrow.” Julie’s eyes 
would narrow as she reminded me how busy she was 
with grad school. My tone would turn sarcastic as I 
reminded her that she’d watched three episodes of 
reality TV last night. Before you knew it, the cheer-
ful sounds of shouting and door-slamming would 
ring through the household.

Slowly, I think we both realized that fight-
ing over messes was . . . how should I put it? . . . 
 really stupid. Messes still drive me nuts, and Julie still 
makes ‘em, but when she leaves a pile of clothes on 
her side of the bed, I try to look the other way. She 
has plenty of good qualities (like loving me, for in-
stance) that make up for dirty laundry. If she misses 
her self-imposed deadline to clean things up, I try to 
remind myself she had good intentions, even when 
the follow-through is lacking.

When I gripe about a debris pile, she does her 
best to remember that although I’m an irritating neat 
freak, there are a couple reasons why she agreed to 
marry me anyway. So she’ll often put in some time 
on the cleanup, even if the mess never attains my 
standards of antisepsis.
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We still have “discussions” over messes, but 
blowups have become rare. Most of the time, we get 
through it with a few rolled eyes and a little under-
standing. There are enough good things in our mar-
riage that I can deal with a stack of random CDs 
heaped in the living room—even the one I’m star-
ing at as I type this paragraph on my laptop. Julie’s 
a talented worship musician, and talented musicians 
need lots of CDs. I’ll try to remember that later to-
day when I drop subtle hints for her to sort them 
onto shelves . . .

Poised for the Best
For Ted and me, focusing on the positive doesn’t just in-

clude keeping the other’s strengths front and center. I doubt 
it stops there for George and Julie either. It means that we 
also choose to assume the best of the other’s motives and 
actions.

This idea of assuming the best comes from 1 Corinthians 
13, that famous New Testament chapter on love. Odds are, 
you had it read at your wedding. In this passage, the Ampli-
fied Bible says that love “is ever ready to believe the best of 
every person” (1 Corinthians 13:7). Did you get that? “Ever 
ready,” as in always poised.

This section of Scripture is more than just nice prose read 
during one’s nuptials. I’ve found that when it comes to ex-
tinguishing “fires” set off by things like knee-jerk reactions, 
there’s nothing like it. Ted and I keep it handy for such oc-
casions.

Okay, maybe I should clarify that a bit: I’m mostly the 
one who keeps it handy. You see, while grace may not come 
naturally to either Ted or me 24/7, when it’s time to assume 
the best, Ted seems to make it look effortless.
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I’d love to claim it’s because I make it a cinch for him. 
Th at I’m like Mary Poppins: “practically perfect in every way.” 
Let’s all get a good laugh out of that now because it couldn’t 
be more untrue. It just seems to be part of Ted’s last-born, 
easy-going personality. He doesn’t read too much into what 
others say. He tends to take them at face-value and is quick 
to off er the benefi t of the doubt. It’s a beauty he’s brought to 
our marriage.

I’ve had to work harder, especially when we fi rst started 
out. My default was to jump to conclusions, and not positive 
ones at that. Over a decade later, I’m still learning from an 
early opportunity I had to assume the best of Ted. 

Remember that war room meeting in the park? About 
two months later, Ted and I found that item #3 on our list, 
that would be “good communication,” wasn’t going to be as 
easy to accomplish as we’d fi rst assumed.

It all started when Ted disappeared. Yep, for about three 
days.

Okay, so he didn’t actually disappear, as in his location 
was a mystery. I knew exactly where he was, he just wasn’t 
available. At least not to me. Instead of us taking random 
walks through the woods or eating dinner at our favorite 
Mexican dive, he was holed up in his home studio making 

This is a good time to reread the Spur-
geon quote from a few pages back. As 

“sinners,” both Ashleigh and I have kind of come 
to expect imperfection from each other. Yeah, that’s 
romantic. The thing is, we consequently expect that 
we’ll need to extend grace in response to the other’s 
imperfection. And we’ve come to appreciate that 
we’re more than likely to receive it as well.

This is a good time to reread the Spur-
geon quote from a few pages back. As 

This is a good time to reread the Spur-
geon quote from a few pages back. As geon quote from a few pages back. As 
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last-minute edits to a CD our church was producing. Not 
only had he lent his synth and piano playing skills to the 
project, but he also served as one of the engineers. It was 
down to the wire, and Ted had taken vacation time off to 
make the final tweaks.

The problem was, I think he forget he owned a car or a 
phone or an email account during that time. If he remem-
bered he had them, he certainly wasn’t using them to get in 
touch with me.

What was I left to think? Well, there were two options. 
One, I could assume that Ted was intensely focused on fin-
ishing this project and not purposely ignoring me. Two, I 
could take it personally.

Being the mature woman that I was, I took it person-
ally. I started to wonder if maybe Ted had forgotten he had a 
girlfriend and perhaps even come to prefer his life minus me.

By day three, I’d had enough.
“Fine, he won’t return my calls,” I thought. “I’ll just show 

up at his condo.” So I did. At that point, even my dislike for 
conflict—which you’ll learn more about later—couldn’t keep 
me from his doorstep.

Do you know what happened? He was happy to see me. 
I was relieved but surprised all the same.

After all, I’d jumped to all kinds of conclusions. I’d as-
sumed that he was reevaluating our relationship. I’d told my-
self that maybe he’d decided he really didn’t like me all that 
much. Turns out none of those things were true. As I’d come 
to learn better over the years, when Ted is working on a proj-
ect, he immerses himself in it, giving it 100 percent of his 
attention. He’s not one to multitask well.

A walk around the block did a lot to clear this up. I went 
home that evening realizing the importance of not jumping to 
conclusions. Ted came to see that no matter how focused he 
was, it’s never a good idea to give me three days of silence. We 
were one step closer to making good on item #3 on our list.
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If curling has taught me anything, it’s this. One, J. K. 
Rowling wasn’t the first person to invent a sport that uses 
brooms. Two, and far more importantly, being a team takes 
work. Whether it’s on the ice or in marriage, teamwork re-
quires strategy, intentionality, sweeping, and unity. It’s not 
always easy to stay on that heavenward, “till death do us part” 
trajectory. The thing is, not only is it doable, it’s worth the 
effort.

Us Time
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CHAPTER TWO

Goodbye Me, 
Hello Us

Marriage is a duel to the death, which 
no man of honour should decline.

—G. K. CHESTERTON

IN THE WEEKS THAT led up to our wedding, Ted informed our 
friends, family, and anyone who would listen of his impend-
ing death.

“Death?” you ask.
Yep, death. Death, that is, to his single self.
The self that could buy a new Nord Electro on a whim. 

Or stay up until two in the morning on a regular basis. That 
guy who worked late into the evening because he didn’t have 
a wife waiting at home.

Some greet this realization with terror. Not Ted. He 
wasn’t one of those grooms who show up at the church with a 
white face and knocking knees. Nope. He was beaming with 
excitement, genuinely ready to kiss the old life goodbye and 
kiss me hello.
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Sure, death isn’t the most romantic thing to broadcast 
prior to one’s nuptials, but Ted was right. Marriage doesn’t 
jibe well with many of the single habits brought to it.

What I don’t think he anticipated, though, was that the 
death of old patterns is like Inigo Montoya’s infamous hunt 
for the six-fingered man. It takes a while.

Prepare to Die!
In 1987, when The Princess Bride hit theaters, I wasn’t 

exactly a film aficionado. But back then, what third grader 
was? I was newly obsessed with The Baby-sitters Club books, 
had no qualms admitting I still played with Barbie, and, yeah, 
kissing movies ranked as gross in my elementary-school 
mind.

Yet I didn’t have to be a media savvy child of the twenty-
first century to appreciate what would become a cult classic. 
The farm boy and his kidnapped princess made a lasting im-
pression on me. Right up there with ABC’s TGIF line-up.

One of those reasons was the hot-tempered Spanish 
fencer set on vengeance. Even now, every time I see actor 
Mandy Patinkin in anything else, the words, “You killed my 
father, prepare to die!” echo in my head. I can’t help but won-
der how many times a random stranger has come up to him 
and quoted that line.

While Montoya’s drive to avenge isn’t something to em-
ulate, I think there’s a lesson we can learn from him: Often it 
takes persistence and patience to execute a death wish.

Pop quiz. How many years did he spend preparing and 
searching for his father’s killer? One? Five? Ten? Um . . . that 
would be twenty. In our instant society, that’s a very long time.

As gung-ho as Ted was with his death wish, his single 
self didn’t die as easily as he hoped. In fact, certain changes 
have taken years. Over a decade later, he still finds himself 
standing en garde and saying, “Prepare to die!”

Take, for example, time management.
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The Man Who Didn’t  
Come to Dinner

Ted tells me he was born in Germany, but I have my 
doubts. I think he was really birthed in Mexico or Hawaii. You 
know, a place where “local time” doesn’t refer to an actual time 
zone; rather it simply means arriving at a given event when-
ever an individual’s culturally formed internal clock deems it 
appropriate. Could be ten minutes late . . . or maybe sixty.

I’ve heard tales of when the teenage Ted would get up 
early and head to the pool to swim laps or to the school 
computer lab to code his own games. But this is a side of 
him I don’t know. Apparently, my hunch that he was born in 
Mexico isn’t too far off. The nine months he spent there as a 
young adult revolutionized this once time-abiding citizen to 
the man I’m married to today.

Time management was an issue that first came up for 
us during premarital counseling after he was two hours—
as in 120 minutes—late for a date because he got distracted 
cleaning his kitchen. No joke. When we got married, these 
issues didn’t suddenly disappear. They weren’t instantly better 
because we now lived under the same roof.

Instead, they become clearer and more frustrating for 
me. You see, my free-spirited, nap-loving man was fortunate 
enough to have a job with a very flexible schedule. If he felt 
like getting out of bed at nine, to the office at ten, and staying 
until eight or nine at night, his boss didn’t care.

There was only one person who did: me.
I grew up in a family that ate dinner together most nights. 

At a reasonable time too. Around five-thirty, my mom or dad 
would cook, while my sisters and I would set the table. Then 
we’d eat. All together. Before ten.

I just assumed that once we got married, Ted and I would 
eat dinner together too. With this expectation in tow, my 

GooDByE ME,  HEllo US

35



over-enthusiastic self would come home, after a long day of 
work and a full load of grad school classes, and cook.

Dinner would get done around five-thirty. Ted, he’d be 
home at eight, sometimes nine.

At first, I would call him. “Hey, I’m making dinner. It’ll 
be done soon.” I thought surely that would draw my man 
home. Yet, well-meaning as he was to put work aside and join 
me, he often lost track of time while finishing up the day’s 
responsibilities.

After years of this type of schedule, which when he was 
single wasn’t bad in and of itself, change was hard. Pulling 
himself out of bed earlier didn’t come naturally. As much as 
I wanted him to master this discipline and self-control im-
mediately, overnight success didn’t happen.

So I had a choice. I could wage the civil war, Slater-style, 
over what I perceived as his lack of consideration for me . . . 
or I could choose patience.

I went with the second option. There was less blood in-
volved—metaphorically speaking, of course—and in the long 
run it equated to a much happier home environment.

This didn’t mean that I simply let this issue go. It was af-
fecting our relationship in a negative way, so it needed to be 
addressed. It took me a while to work up the nerve to broach 
it with more than mere comments here and there (as I’ve 
already mentioned, conflict wasn’t my thing), but I eventually 
did. In the end, we discussed it. Ted determined to be more 
purposeful in the hours he chose to work. And I didn’t get all 
bent out of shape when his efforts weren’t successful.

Not only that, but I adjusted. Rather than one of us 
making a complete 180, we worked at taking both of our 
schedules and finding a balance. We didn’t have to eat din-
ner at five-thirty as I was used to, but we also didn’t need to 
wait until nine or ten to accommodate Ted’s “fly by the seat 
of his pants” nature. We started aiming for around seven-
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thirty. Eventually, we pushed that back to six. And just so 
you don’t think this came easily, it took us years to fi nd this 
common ground. Years of him striving to do better. Years 
of me attempting to be gracious. Even now, it’s not an area 
we’ve checked off  a list as “fi xed.” You know what they say: 
old habits die hard. To which I’d like to add: especially when 
they involve sleeping in.

The Guitarist and His new Wife
Ted and I aren’t the only couple who’ve struggled to make 

the transition from the single life to the married years. Our 
friends Clark and Salina can relate. Although for them, the 
issue was more complex than whether Clark made it home 
for dinner at a reasonable hour. Salina recalled:

When I met my husband, he had fi ve other 
women in his life—Jewel, Ruby, Rosie, Honey, and 
Poison Ivy. Th ey were his guitars, and before I came 
along, they were his closest companions.

It was a blessed existence really. Every three 
or four days, Clark would briefl y emerge from his 
sound lab for water, gigs, and Mexican queso dip, be-
fore resuming his post-performance ritual of sci-fi  
thrillers and Radiohead. Most importantly, he would 
spend hours of uninterrupted time rehearsing, creat-
ing, analyzing, and composing complex music.

Looking back now, I’m embarrassed at 
how careless I’ve been with Ashleigh. How 

poorly I’ve facilitated the integration of our lives. 
But I’m also encouraged that I have gotten better. 
I look forward to looking back in ten more years, 
heartened that I’ve gotten better yet.

Looking back now, I’m embarrassed at 
how careless I’ve been with Ashleigh. How how careless I’ve been with Ashleigh. How how careless I’ve been with Ashleigh. How 
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The payoff for all of that queso and proficiency 
was a successful career as a touring and studio gui-
tarist. He had become so well-respected among pro-
fessional musicians that by the time I met him, one 
of his bandmates pulled me aside and said, “If you 
don’t marry him, I will.”
If music had merely been a hobby for Clark—simply a 

time-consuming habit from those single years—the balance 
that marriage required might have been more cut and dried. 
But it wasn’t. As Clark shared, “Music is not only my untam-
able passion. It is my job.” This left the couple struggling to 
figure out how to integrate the two. Salina remembered:

Unlike most musicians who starve according to 
the motto “Quit Work. Make Music,” Clark worked 
insanely hard at his craft with a hefty day rate to 
prove it. I was a proud and supportive wife, and yet, 
as much as I appreciated his artistry and profes-
sionalism, the well of his musical passion ran much 
deeper than even I could ever hope to access.

Suddenly, the consecutive hours and days of 
what seemed like creative indulgence began to rival 
our newlywed intimacy. It wasn’t as though I had 
married someone who was addicted to gaming or 
worse—golf. This was his job. Nevertheless, I was not 
jibing with his divided time and interest. One night, 
I stormed across our apartment and blurted out, “Is 
music your mistress or something?!”

After tears and making up, we pulled out the 
checkbook and the calendar. In our case, both would 
have to reflect the level of priority we had agreed to 
give music so that neither of us felt cheated by or re-
sentful of the other person. We created a music line 
item in the budget for records and gear and live shows 
and more gear. We designated “practice time” in our 
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joint calendar. We even gave “the ladies” their own 
room in the house—a creative space for Clark to keep 
his guitars, rehearse, write, and entertain the muse.
Clark and Salina have found that these practical ele-

ments of their compromise definitely helped. However, even 
years later, they still have to be intentional in this area. Clark 
confessed, “There is an opportunity cost to marriage that you 
have to factor in. In order to do things ‘well,’ you have to find 
the balance.”

Grace for the old
Yep, the fact remains that even when we do make daily, 

conscious efforts to change and do better than yesterday, we 
don’t succeed 100 percent of the time. On a good day, I’m 
well under that.

Does this mean I’m not making progress? When Ted 
misses the mark, does it signal that he’s given up? I sure hope 
not.

You’ve heard the cliché “Practice makes perfect.” Ted re-
alizes that’s just not attainable, so he prefers to say, “Practice 
makes progress.” And that’s been our goal. Our aim is, as 
 Inigo Montoya so dramatically illustrates, to be persistent 
and patient on a daily basis with our self and each other. Nat-
urally, it requires teamwork as we commit to killing ingrained 
habits that steal joy from our marriage and extend patience as 
the other does the same.

For us, this has translated into flexibility. We don’t force 
the other to transform in a snap or face our disapproval. Ul-
timatums aren’t invited to play. We’ve come to see that those 
foster competition, not unity. It’s like Shakespeare wrote in 
Othello, “How poor are they that have not patience! What 
wound did ever heal but by degrees?”7 The path to wholeness 
takes time.
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So as Shakespeare might ask, “What sayeth thou?” Are 
you excited to see incremental improvement, even if it’s some-
times sporadic, or do you get frustrated when your spouse’s 
growth isn’t progressing quickly enough? And to clarify, I’m 
not talking about sin patterns where there’s absolutely no 
change or desire to improve. I’m talking about those areas 
where your spouse knows they need to do better, but the pace 
may be slower than you’d like.

The thing is, I’ve come to see that how I respond to Ted 
as those old habits sputter can make a huge difference in the 
quality of our daily married life.

When I’m having an especially hard time responding 
with patience, sometimes I take a moment to think back to 
the last time I confronted Ted in a not-so-nice way about a 
behavior I didn’t like. Perhaps he slept in later than I pre-
ferred. When I reflect on the ways my impatience in that 
moment affected our relationship over the next several hours 
or even days, I realize my knee-jerk reactions aren’t worth 
the cost.

What we’ve discovered is worth the cost is to respond in 
a team-building manner even when one of us would rather 
throw in the towel. How do we do this? Here are four prac-
tical ways we’re learning to practice patience for the old as 
we work together toward the new. You may find them help-
ful too.
1. We Pick Our Battles

I’ve come to realize that not all of Ted’s old habits are 
necessarily sinful. Now, before I address a behavior of his, I 
first stop and categorize it.

Sin means to “miss the mark.” So I ask myself: Is Ted 
missing God’s mark? Or is he simply missing mine? Is it a 
quirk I find grating, or is it offensive to God and hurtful to 
our relationship? If it’s a matter of annoyance, not destruc-
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tiveness, then maybe I—and not Ted—am the one who 
needs to change.

Take, for example, my pet peeve when it comes to the 
mail. It bothers me when incoming mail is placed on the 
kitchen counter where I prep food, or on the table where we 
eat. I mean, seriously, those letters and fl iers and magazines 
have been touched by how many diff erent hands? Th ey’ve 
been on how many diff erent counters? Not to mention the 
number of planes, trains, and automobiles they’ve ridden 
around in. It’s not like I can bathe them in hand sanitizer 
or throw them in the dishwasher. I sometimes wish I could.

Yeah, it’s a bit OCD, I admit it.
Th is doesn’t seem to bother Ted, though. Not in the least. 

I don’t know how many times he’s come in and set the mail 
in one of these sacred spots. For a while—as in years—I’d 
correct him. A comment here. A bit of sarcasm there. Now, 
for the most part, he accommodates me. I’ve had to chill and 
realize that my husband isn’t putting the mail there to spite 
me. I’m learning to hold my tongue, simply move the mail 
(and not in an exasperated manner, mind you), and not allow 
it to cause dissension in our relationship.

Sometimes the bothersome things simply aren’t worth 
the battle. Often when I choose to move a bothersome thing 
to the conversational front burner, it doesn’t improve my 

Reading Ashleigh’s thoughtful and gra-
V��ÕÃ�Ü�À`Ã]���w��`��ÞÃi�v�vÀiÃ��Þ�V�>��i�}i`�

to invite her to tell me about things I do that 
annoy her. I feel like it’d be safe to do so. I anticipate 
that the ensuing conversation will feel intentional, 
almost clinical—a good deal like cooperation and 
not at all like nagging.

Reading Ashleigh’s thoughtful and gra-
V��ÕÃ�Ü�À`Ã]���w��`��ÞÃi�v�vÀiÃ��Þ�V�>��i�}i`�V��ÕÃ�Ü�À`Ã]���w��`��ÞÃi�v�vÀiÃ��Þ�V�>��i�}i`�V��ÕÃ�Ü�À`Ã]���w��`��ÞÃi�v�vÀiÃ��Þ�V�>��i�}i`�
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 marriage, it simply feeds my need to have things a certain 
way. The majority of the time it’s better for me to apply the 
wisdom of Proverbs 19:11 here, which says, “Good sense 
makes one slow to anger, and it is his glory to overlook an 
offense.”
2. We Have a Realistic View of Ourselves

Sometimes my habits don’t seem as bad as Ted’s do. 
There are instances when I’m inclined to give myself a break, 
but not so quick to give him one too.

Remember how I mentioned that my “walking diction-
ary” can become surprisingly uncreative with his language 
when upset? Well, I often fall prey to the emotional vent. 
Okay, so maybe “fall prey” attributes too much innocence on 
my part. The truth is, I often jump, feet first, into ranting my 
emotions—good, bad, and sometimes ugly—about a situa-
tion or individual to Ted.

For years, Ted’s frustrated “cries” would make me in-
wardly cringe. After all, didn’t he realize what Paul says in 
Ephesians 4:29 about “corrupting talk”? My venting was no-
where near as bad as his “corrupt” words.

The problem was, though, drawing comparisons like this 
masks the reality that I’m no better than he is. While, yes, 
some behaviors are more destructive than others, we can both 
use growth.

I’ve come to realize that my venting can be just as harm-
ful. In fact, when I stopped to really think about it and look 
at Scripture, I found that my unkind words are corrupt too. 
They certainly aren’t, as Paul goes on to say, “good for build-
ing up” and they don’t “give grace to those who hear” (Ephe-
sians 4:29).

When I put my own behavior into perspective, it gives 
me more patience for Ted in the areas he struggles. Maybe he 
cringes at my venting just as much as I do at his sometimes 
limited vocabulary. It’s made it easier for me to go to him 
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with an attitude of humility and say, “Hey, I know my venting 
can get out of hand. I’m sorry. That’s something I’m going to 
work on. Can you also continue to work on what escapes your 
mouth when you’re frustrated?”
3. We Sandwich Our Criticism

Ted and I both earned master’s degrees in communica-
tion. Mine in television-cinema; his in international com-
munication. Did we focus on this discipline because we were 
especially strong in it? No, not exactly. Ted likes to say it’s 
because we realized our need for improvement. 

One of our favorite techniques we picked up in our stud-
ies is what’s termed the “communication sandwich.” For 
those of you unfamiliar with this, it basically boils down to 
using praise and affirmation to sandwich criticism.

Remember Ted’s work schedule? I could have pointed 
fingers and attacked with, “You’d rather sleep in and stay late 
at the office than get up, make it to work at a reasonable hour, 
and have time for me at the end of the day! You only think of 
yourself!” Or I could try the sandwich approach. It might go 
something like this:

Praise/Affirmation
Ted, I sure do appreciate how hard you work ev-

ery day. You do a lot to provide for us. I realize that 
sleeping in is one thing that helps you relax and get 
away from the pressures of your job. I know that’s 
important . . . 
Criticism

But I’ve been feeling like it’s getting in the way 
of our time together. It would mean a lot to me if 
you could be home from work earlier in the evenings. 
Are there ways we can move toward this? Maybe we 
can both go to bed earlier? . . .

GooDByE ME,  HEllo US

43



Praise/Affi  rmation
I’m really looking forward to fi guring out a 

good balance in this area. I can’t wait to spend 
more time with you.

In this example, I’ve shared with Ted how I’d like him to 
change, but I’ve done it in a way that doesn’t put him on the 
defensive. Not only have I spoken well of him, pointing out 
the ways I recognize and appreciate him, but I’ve also made 
it about me. I’ve focused on a “this is how I feel,” rather than 
a “you did this” approach.

4. We Focus on Progress, Not Perfection
Nowadays, Ted doesn’t buy a Nord Electro on a whim. 

He also doesn’t stay up until two in the morning on a regular 
basis. But time management is still an area under construc-
tion, especially now that he once again has a fl exible work 
schedule. I could easily be frustrated that we’ve had many 
recent nights when he doesn’t walk through the door until 
almost seven at night.

But I’ve determined not to focus on his failings, rather 
on his successes. It goes back to “practice makes progress.” 
When frustration sets in, I have to stop myself and focus on 
all the ways Ted has grown and improved in this area over 
the years. It’s hard to be angry when I realize just how far 
he’s come.

I’ve also continued to look for ways I can meet him in 
the middle, rather than expecting that he alone change. Now 

Sometimes when it feels like a con-
versation is taking a turn for the worse, 
I ask Ashleigh to make me a sandwich. That 
usually helps.

versation is taking a turn for the worse, 
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that I work from home, rather than head into an office too, 
our time together isn’t confined to evenings. We can also 
catch up in the mornings over coffee while our kids play or 
watch My Little Pony.

At times it’s seemed inconceivable that some of those 
pesky single behaviors Ted and I both brought to our mar-
riage would change. But just as Inigo Montoya’s quest for 
the six-fingered man ended with success, we’re finding that 
we can kill old habits with time. Ted’s not where he was ten 
years ago, and I know he won’t be where he is now in another 
decade. He can say the same for me.

Us Time
 �Ü��Ì½Ã�Þ�ÕÀ�ÌÕÀ�°�,i>`��ÛiÀ�Ì�iÃi�µÕiÃÌ���Ã�>�`�w�`�
Ã��i�Ì��i�Ì��V�>Ì�Ü�Ì��Þ�ÕÀ�Ã«�ÕÃi�>L�ÕÌ�Ì��Ãi�«iÃ�Þ���`�
habits.

£°��7�i��Þ�Õ�}�Ì��>ÀÀ�i`]�`�`���i��À�L�Ì���v�Þ�Õ�
Ài>��âi��>ÀÀ�>}i�Ü�Õ�`�ÀiµÕ�Ài�V�>�}i¶�7�>Ì�Ì����
Þ�Õ�LÞ�ÃÕÀ«À�Ãi¶�
�>Ì�>L�ÕÌ�Ì�i��>L�ÌÃ�Þ�Õ�Ì��Õ}�Ì�
Ü�Õ�`�`�i�µÕ�V��Þ]�LÕÌ��>Ûi�½Ì°

Ó°���Ã�Ì�iÀi�>��>Ài>�Ì�>Ì½Ã�V>ÕÃi`�V��y�VÌ����Þ�ÕÀ��>À�
À�>}i�Ì�>Ì�Þ�Õ�V�Õ�`�Ã��Ûi�LÞ�ÃÌÀ����}�>�L>�>�Vi¶�
/>���>L�ÕÌ�«À>VÌ�V>��Ü>ÞÃ�Þ�Õ�V>��`��Ì��Ã°��>�i�>�
«�>��Ì��Ü�À��Ì�Ü>À`��Ì�Ì��Ã�Üii�°

Î°����Ü�`��Þ�Õ��>�`�i�Þ�ÕÀ�Ã«�ÕÃi½Ã�}À>Ì��}��>L�ÌÃ¶�
�v�Þ�Õ�ÜiÀi�Ì��Ã�Ì�`�Ü��>�`�iÛ>�Õ>Ìi�Þ�ÕÀ�>ÌÌ�ÌÕ`i�
>�`�Li�>Û��À����Ì��Ã�>Ài>]�Ü�Õ�`�Ì�i�ÃV>�i�Ì��Ì���Ài�
Ì�Ü>À`�-�>�iÃ«i>Ài½Ã�`i}ÀiiÃ��À�>�ViÀÌ>���wV��i�
���`���V�Ã½Ã�«�ÃÌÕÀi¶�9�Õ����Ü]�>��>���Þ��}�`�Ã�
V��Ìi�Ì�i�Ì�Ì�>Ì�Ì���}Ã�>Ài���Ì�º�ÕÃÌ�À�}�Ì°»
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CHAPTER THREE

Yours, Mine, 
and Ours

A great marriage is not when the “per-
fect couple” comes together. It is when 
an imperfect couple comes together, 
crazy for each other, and learns to ac-
commodate, and even comes to enjoy 

their differences.
—DAVE MEURER

IF YOU HAD MENTIONED the names Katniss and Peeta to me 
back in April of 2012, I’d have looked at you funny and asked, 
“Who?”

Truth be told, a close friend of mine recommended I pick 
up the first of The Hunger Games novels back in 2009. Sad 
as it is, I remember downloading a free sample from Amazon, 
reading a page or two, and calling it quits.

That’s me, the former film student who tends to be a late-
comer to the newest media crazes. I’m what communication 
specialists might term a “late adopter,” someone who jumps 

47



on the bandwagon after it’s been on the road for a few miles, 
stops for a burger and fries from Five Guys, and then drives 
a while longer.

But I could only hold out for so long. Once the first film 
released, there was no more ignoring it. I couldn’t get away 
from that girl who was on fire. She and her bow and arrow 
were everywhere. Television. Internet. The grocery store. 

In May, I finally gave in. While Ted strongly encouraged 
me to borrow the book from the library (I can just imagine 
the wait list back then), I marched myself over to Sam’s Club 
and shelled out $8.99 plus tax for the paperback.

It was read in two days, and I was back at Sam’s buying 
the second and third books in record time. Within a week, 
I’d finished all three. And this was no ordinary week. Sure, I 
had four young kids to keep me busy as usual, but I was also 
knee-deep in moving boxes. You see, we were scheduled to 
relocate from Springfield, Missouri, to Atlanta, Georgia, in a 
mere fourteen days. I spent close to seven of those engrossed 
in the drama of District 12, Panem, and its reality show gone 
horrific.

That was just the beginning. After I read the books, I had 
to see the movie.

By that time, it’d been out for about ten weeks. I knew 
it was nearing that no-man’s-land between theatrical release 
and Blu-ray purchase. So I dragged Ted along in the name of 
“date night,” even though he hadn’t read the books. Impatient 
me simply couldn’t wait three months to see how the story 
had been “fleshed” out.

When the lights came up after 142 minutes not counting 
previews, I decided it was imperative that Ted read the books. 
Even though I enjoyed the film, it simply didn’t capture the 
depth and subtleties of the original text. It was important 
to me that Ted have a complete understanding of Katniss’s 
tortured yet determined soul.
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