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If I had known then what I know now, would I have done it?  Would I have taken that first step? An unanswerable question. I did take it; it did happen. It can’t be undone. But perhaps it was too late anyway. Perhaps it was too late the moment I met him.



I met him on a blind date. 



Here is how it happened. 


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1  
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Seeking Younger Man. That’s what the title of my ad read. I liked younger men. I had always looked younger than I was, and I found men my own age somewhat sedate and boring. So, I was seeking someone younger. Someone hot. Because I had to have sparks. I had to have fire. I had to have a conflagration.  

Maybe my need for unstable men was rooted in my childhood. My dad was alcoholic. My mom was distant and unavailable much of the time because she was so focused on him and his latest binge, his latest affair, his latest job loss due to his irresponsibility. So, what did I learn about men? That they were unstable, unfaithful, irresponsible.  But oh, my dad could be fun. He was handsome and exciting. He would take my sister and me on adventures. The playground would become an alien planet, the swings would become a rocket ship, the slide a trip to the ocean’s depths. He could be so much fun when he wasn’t too drunk. We would laugh and play, and my mother would look on, worried and sad, because she knew the fun would not last. She knew that there was not enough money to pay the rent the next month or the electric bill. But my dad never worried about things like that. And then something had happened. He had... 

But I did not want to think about that now. I wanted to look toward the future. I wanted to meet someone new. Someone exciting, someone I could love, as well as lust after. 

I had been intensely attracted to my last boyfriend, Miguel. We had met at a dance. I was wearing a short tight dress and high heels, my usual costume. I got a lot of attention that way. Miguel had walked in with his friend, tall and cool in a long overcoat, looking out of place in that rather ordinary crowd. Within minutes I was flirting madly with both, and within a few more minutes I knew I wanted Miguel. I made it clear I was interested. It didn’t take long for him to ask me out.  

We became inseparable immediately. The affair only lasted for six months, but it was hot. Flaming hot. But in the end, he was gone, and I was hurt. He cared for me but could not commit. In the end, he told me he wanted to see other women, not just one. Not just me. And he ran. 

For this one, though, I was excited. We had spoken once on the phone. His voice was deep, a voice I called a chocolate voice, dark and deep. I love deep voices in men. I was 34. He told me he had just turned 28. I had asked him for a photo so I could recognize him when we met, but he had said he wanted the mystery of not sending a photo beforehand. He wanted the element of surprise.

The phone conversation had strengthened the pull. He seemed to want the same things as me. He told me he had been seeking a relationship for some time. He did not just want a quick affair, a fling. He had been hurt by his last girlfriend and wanted someone who could stick it out, who could talk things over, who would stay even through the rough times. It was exactly what I was seeking and what I wanted to hear. I couldn’t wait to meet the man this voice was attached to.  

I had flutters of excitement in my belly as I walked toward the restaurant where we were to meet. I had dressed carefully, but not ostentatiously. It was a chilly November evening, and I had put on a long-fitted sweater and tight jeans, with low-heeled boots. My loose wavy hair came down to my shoulders. I had put silver hoops in my ears that glowed against my dark hair. I took a deep breath and opened the restaurant door.  

He was sitting at the nearest table. He was the only lone man there. Seeing me, he stood. 

“He’s hot,” was the first thought in my head. He was a smaller man than I had pictured but seemed tightly built, though his sweater was too loose for me to tell what his body looked like. His face was craggy, very masculine. His hair was reddish brown and wavy. The instantaneous attraction was like a wave that pulled me in, pulled me closer. I walked over and sat down. I barely remember what we said to each other. But when the dialogue came, it sparkled, it was like a river, flowing and undulating, strengthening the immediate connection between us.  

We talked for two hours while we ate our dinner. I told him about my work with troubled teens, and he told me he did “this and that,” usually working on construction sites. We spoke briefly of our last relationships. I mentioned Miguel, saying it had only lasted a short time without going into detail. He told me that his previous girlfriend had been a drug addict and he had finally left after a year when things got too crazy.  

When it was time to leave the restaurant neither of us wanted the evening to end, so we went to a nearby bar, taking both cars. We sat, talking, and listening to the music. A man walked by, selling roses. He bought me one perfect rose. His name was Ian.  

“I don’t want to leave,” he said when we finally walked to our cars. My heart thrilled to hear his words. I had known him but a few hours, yet I felt a tie between us, a connection, a bond that I feared to break by parting from him. 

“Do you want to come over tomorrow?” The words  were out of my mouth before I was aware that I would say them. 

“Do you want me to?” His blue eyes bore into mine. I knew I shouldn’t be asking him to come to my place so soon. This was against the blind date rulebook. I didn’t really know him. This was not the way a woman was supposed to play it.  I should wait, go on more dates with him, get to know him, make sure he wasn’t dangerous. But I wasn’t listening to reason. My heart and body were demanding him already. 

“Yes,” I almost whispered. “I want you to come.”  

I gave him the details, we agreed on a time. Then he bent down and gave me a kiss on the lips. 

It was a light kiss, a butterfly kiss, just a cool press of his lips against mine. But a sizzle went through my whole body, from my head to my toes and kept tingling as he moved away, as though I had gotten an electrical shock. I stood for a moment then slowly got into my car. I watched him drive away, then I drove home, almost in a dreamlike state. I was drunk on this man, high on him. He had somehow gotten to the core of me without seeming to try. I felt that I knew him. I was excited by him the way I had not been by the other men I had been meeting since the breakup with Miguel. I knew we would be lovers. Very soon. 

I went to work the next day thinking of him, thinking of the night to come. I was a caseworker and activity coordinator for an agency that worked with disadvantaged teens. I loved the kids and loved the work, but my mind was preoccupied that day. “Ms. Taggert!” someone said, and I turned to see one of my favorites, Pedro, who was 16. He grinned. “I been calling you. You in dreamland or what?”  

“Oh, sorry, I didn’t hear you, Pedro. What is it?” 

“I got a B on my math test.” 

“I’m so proud of you!” I truly was delighted for 

him. He had really struggled in school and I had helped obtain an older honor student as a tutor for him. Until that he had been going down the wrong path, smoking weed, and hanging out. His single mother, who worked hard to feed her children, hadn’t known what to do with him. But since he had been matched up with Barry, the older student, he had decided he wanted to turn things around and make something of his life.  

He grinned again and went to join some of the other kids, who were playing basketball at the hoop outside. This was what was rewarding about my job. Sometimes you really did get to see progress in the kids, some of whom had been abused, who came from poor homes, or who just didn’t fit into the traditional school program and had trouble learning.  

I went about my day. At lunchtime I met my friend Ginny, who gave me a look as she got her sandwich out of the refrigerator. 


“Ok, spill. How was it?”  

“How was what?” 

“Don’t be obtuse, Dana. Your date?” 


My cool broke. “Ginny, he was hot. So hot! We seemed to hit it off. We talked and talked and...” 

“Did you do it?” She lowered her voice into a whisper as others came into the room.  


“No! I just met him.” 

“Well, it wouldn’t have been the first time.” 


“I didn’t, ok? But I want to!” I added and sat down to eat. We didn’t talk much more since others were with us. As we left, I said quietly to her, “I’m seeing him again tonight.” 

“Ok!” she said, giving me a little bump with her hip. “Let me know how things go.”  

I smiled, but part of me didn’t want to report to her, as I usually did when I met someone. We had spent hours talking about this man and that, whether he was cute, how he was in bed. Ginny lived with her boyfriend of five years, so she had no more spicy stories to tell. Derek was attractive, steady, and had a good job. She loved him, but she liked to live vicariously through my rather wild and varied dating adventures. She was a good friend though. She had been a shoulder to cry on when Miguel had left me. She had made tea, had me stay at her apartment, and let me cry, calling him a bastard and not good enough for me to make me feel better. 

But this felt different. There was something about Ian that was special. I didn’t know if I wanted to report every detail to her. I felt that I wanted to keep him all to myself for now. 

That evening I put on a soft sweater with tight jeans that outlined my slender body. I put on some music and lit a candle. I kept watching out the window for Ian’s car. I was nervous, excited, alive as I had not felt since I had met Miguel the previous year. I had even purchased condoms for the occasion. Ian was supposed to be there at 7:00. When that time came and went, I began to feel scared flutters in my stomach. What if he wasn’t coming? But at 7:10 I saw his car pull up.

He apologized when he came to the door. “Sorry, I was later getting home from work than I thought.” His eyes looked me up and down and in a softer voice, he said, 

“You look beautiful.”  

He took off his coat. And I caught my breath. He had on a fitted t-shirt and jeans. His body was taut, his abs beneath the shirt were flat, his chest was broad. I could see the curls of chest hair in the V-neck of his shirt. Oh my God, I am in trouble, I thought.  

“Would you like some wine?” I asked.  

“Sure.”  

I poured some white wine and we sat at the table, sipping our drinks, and talking. I wanted to know all about him. “What is important to you?” I asked at one point.  “My own well-being,” he said, after thinking for a moment. “I didn’t really take care of myself in my last relationship. I was always trying to take care of Patty. She would snort coke and smoke weed and get into trouble and I would run in to rescue her. It got old.”

He didn’t reciprocate by asking me the same question, but I told him anyway. “I really want a relationship where we can talk, where my feelings matter. When I was with Miguel, well... he was great in some respects, but it was usually his way or nothing. And if I was upset, he would just blow me off. He didn’t really want to hear it. He would just give me a hug and say that it wasn’t worth worrying about or something like that. He just didn’t want to bother. It was as though he didn’t care enough.”

Ian looked at me for a moment, then said, “I wouldn’t be like that. I would care,” in a quiet voice. I looked into his eyes. He repeated, “I would care.” 

We finished our wine and went to the living room, sitting side by side on the couch. I wanted him to touch me but was not sure how to begin. But I was also afraid to have him touch me. I was so attracted to him I felt I could hardly breathe, sitting so close to him. I wanted to just sit next to him for hours, but I also wanted to jump his bones. 

Who would make the first move?

I heard Ian say, “I want to touch you, Dana. I want too so much. But maybe it’s too soon. Maybe we should go a bit slower.”

I looked up into his eyes again. Every time I looked into his eyes, I felt that I was drowning in an ocean of blue. His eyes were large, heavy lidded, what they call “bedroom eyes.” There were promises in them. I could hardly look away.

“Is that ok with you, Dana? I want to get to know you....in every way.”

“Ok.” My voice was barely a whisper. Then he kissed me, softly, gently, and the electric shock went throughme again.  

“It will happen,” he said.  

“Ok,” I said again.

We sat together and talked. We talked about our lives, what was going on in the world, our beliefs, everything under the sun. And finally, he got up to leave. 

“I want to see you again,” he said. “Soon.”

“Do you want to make plans now?” I asked. 

“I have a busy work week. Can I call you?” 

“Of course.”

I could not help but feel a bit of a letdown as he drove away. While the night had been wonderful in many ways, and I had gotten to know Ian better, to see how he thought and what was important to him, I had been so sure that we would become lovers that night. I thought he had wanted me too. But he had held back. And he had not made definite plans with me. I would just have to wait for his call. It would come soon. 

The rest of the weekend went by without a call. Monday came and I went to work. At lunchtime I fended off Ginny, who eagerly questioned me about what happened. “We just talked, I wanted to get to know him better,” I told her.  

She scoffed, saying, “Wow, that’s not like you. It usually doesn’t take you this long.”

“Well, he’s important. He matters. He isn’t just flyby-night, ok?” I felt a bit irritated.

“Ok, don’t get bent out of shape. That’s good. Don’t give in so soon.” I didn’t tell her that he had been the one to put on the brakes.

I waited for his call. Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, I waited. But it did not come. At first, I was a bit nervous, but kept telling myself he would call. But by Thursday I was jumpy and worried. I must have said something he didn’t like. I must have done something wrong. It was too close to the weekend. He should have called by now. Should I call him? No, that’s too forward. He must not want to see me. And on and on and on.

I obsessed, I even dreamed about Ian, dreamed I was kissing him on the couch, but then it became a boat on the sea, and Ian was gone, I was alone. I woke up with my heart pounding. Why did he have such a profound effect on me? I had just met him! I could live without him. I 

didn’t need this crap. I would just keep going on dates with the other men who had answered my ad. I didn’t need him.... why didn’t he call??? 

Ian called on Friday, just as I was getting in from work. A bit breathless, I scrambled to grab my cell phone out of my purse. 


“Hello?”  

“Dana,” said that deep voice. “It’s Ian.”  


My heart started pounding hard. “Oh, hi.” 

“Sorry I didn’t call all week. This job has me wiped out. Working long hours.”  

“That’s ok,” I heard myself say, though it really hadn’t been. 

“Can we get together tomorrow?” he said. 

I should play hard to get. I should say no, I have plans. I should... 

“Sure.” 

We made a date to meet and hung up. The next night I drove to meet him at the restaurant he had chosen. I had forgotten my nervousness over him not calling all week, choosing not to dwell on the fact that he could have picked up the phone for a quick call or even a text sooner than he had. I was just happy to be seeing him. And it was wonderful. We talked and laughed and bantered and flirted. And at the end of dinner, he asked if I wanted to follow him to his home. I didn’t have to think about it. 

“Yes.” 


When we got there, he did not waste time. So much 


for taking it slow. As soon as our coats were off, he turned to me, kissing me with open lips, with tongue, probing my mouth. He put his hands behind my back, pulling me to him. He pushed me slightly away then pulled me in again, closer, harder. He kissed me again. We started moving toward his bedroom, as he pulled his own shirt off and started slipping my dress down off my shoulders.  

And we made love. It was ecstatic, it was amazing, it was...there are almost no words for what it was. I had never had sex like this. It was not just sex. It was a joining, it was mystical, it was magical. The word love floated through my mind like a cloud. I wanted this to never end. 

When it was over, he held me, whispered in my ear, “You’re amazing, you’re beautiful.” We dozed, then awoke and made love again.  


I stayed the night.  


And so, the relationship began. 




From my journal:  

December 11 

It’s hard not to not have a relationship and it’s hard to be in one. I am in one at the moment; I don’t know the definition of it, or the boundaries, but it exists, whatever it is. It’s like a dance; sometimes it’s almost like a battle. Only I don’t always know the rules. It feels like I’m living on edge again. He keeps me quite off balance. Yet he pays attention- to what I say, to who I am. He is far from perfect, but he shows his flaws clearly. So far it seems to be reality based, there don’t seem to be any illusions or fantasies. There have been no promises. No promises that could be broken, like in my last relationship. I’ve known him for a little over a month. I have feelings for him, but I’m not sure how to define those feelings. Sometimes it feels like deep tenderness, sometimes desire, sometimes burning anger and frustration. He’s not easy with me; he pushes my limits. When we talk it’s like verbal sparring. It can be exhausting. But he keeps my interest, like most men don’t. 
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Chapter 2
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Ian had done it again. Distanced himself.

We had been dating for over two months now. He was erratic, at times calling frequently, flirting, making plans to see me. When I saw him, it could be magical. The sex remained phenomenal. He made love like a young god. He paid such close attention to my needs, my desires. He focused wholly on me, as though there were only the two of us in the whole wide world. He kissed me with such passion, he undressed me with desire, he touched me with tenderness. He would move his kisses from my mouth down my body and back up, then kiss me with my own juices on his mouth. He told me I was beautiful, desirable. He never said that he loved me. But he would gaze at me with those deep blue eyes, gaze at me with passion so that I felt wanted, I felt loved.

A hobby of mine was writing poetry. I had even been published a few times in poetry journals. I taught a class at work to my kids, teaching them to write poetry, to put their feelings, their frustrations, their loves and hates into words. Now Ian was my inspiration, my muse. I wrote poetry to him that I never shared.  






Dragons 

When we make love 

The dragons come 

White, yellow, red, purple 

And the galaxies swirl 

Their spiral arms 

And I feel your spirit merge with mine 

In brilliant colors 

Our spirits make love 

Like shadows above us 

Mirroring our movements 

And I travel to a world  

Beyond time 


Where I have known you for eons Where I have never known you Yet, you are myself. 


Then, fearing, 

I touch you, grope for you 

You become flesh again 

I return from the realms of angels 

And my tears come 


At leaving the place that is so beautiful At sadness that we are separate again. 


During those moments together 


When we make love We become 


Light. 

You 

We have stripped each other’s souls bare 

I have seen your nakedness 

Body and soul 

And it is beautiful. 

I have seen your soul 

Shining through your eyes 

I have seen the love 

You hold sheltered deep inside you 

I have seen your fear 

And I am not afraid 

I have seen your passion 

And in passion you become a god 


Worshipping the goddess 


I have seen what you are 

And caught glimpses of what you could be 


I have seen your shadow 


But I have also seen your light 

And it is so beautiful 

It hurts my eyes to look. 

I wanted to share my words, my thoughts, 

everything with him. But I held back. I had learned that if I pushed too hard for anything, for time, for intimacy, he would back off. I wanted to share my poetry, but I was afraid to spook him. For I had learned that Ian spooked easily. 

Although he would look at me with love and desire in his eyes, he would not always share his innermost thoughts. Sometimes we would talk for hours, but other times he would clam up and I would feel that I was looking for a key to open a door that was stuck solidly shut. Then he would get irritable with me if I kept pushing, so I would try to back off. I wrote in my journal: 


February 9 

I don’t have any expectations. At least I’m trying not to. I just enjoy his company and know that (most of the time) he enjoys mine. And if he gets rejecting, I will let him know that I perceive it as a challenge, that his pushing me away isn’t working, that he doesn’t bore me as most other men do. That he isn’t discouraging me. I want to let him know that.  

I saw him last weekend and we made love. It was magical as always. He is so intense, so focused on me. It seems as though he loves me, though he doesn’t say it. I’m afraid to say it to him. I stayed the night, but in the morning, he seemed distracted and said he had things to do. He didn’t make plans to see me again. He frightens me and challenges me. Over and over again.  




I felt nervous over the lack of contact with him. I 

argued with myself not to call him and won. I tried to read to distract myself but couldn’t focus so I went to visit my mother, who lived in a town nearby. She had been alone since my dad had passed away some years ago when my sister was in college and I was in my last year of high school, his liver shot. My mom was doing ok now, she had created a life for herself. She had made new friends, even dated a little. She was not depressed as she had been when my sister and I were growing up. We had lunch together and she asked me about what was going on in my life.    “Are you seeing anyone, honey?” came her usual question after she had made lunch and we sat down to eat. She wanted to see me safely married like my older sister Tina. 

“Yes. Kind of,” I answered, not sure how to answer. 

She laughed. “What exactly does that mean?”    I wasn’t sure how to answer. “I have been seeing someone but... well, I’m not sure what the relationship is. 

How to define it.” 

“What’s his name? What does he do?” That latter question was important to her. My dad never had a career, he kept losing jobs over his drinking. She’d had to be the responsible one, working hard to keep up with the bills. 

She wanted me to be with someone more settled. 

“Ian. He does construction work. He works for different companies when they have work for him.”  

“Oh. That doesn’t sound very secure.” 

“Mom....” 

“Well, I’m just saying.” She took a bite of her sandwich.  

“I’m not engaged to him or anything.” I felt a bit defensive. “We just started seeing each other a couple of months ago.” 

She raised her eyebrows. “And I’m just hearing about this now?” 

“I told you, I’m not sure how to define it. I wasn’t 

sure what to even tell you.” 

“Are you happy?” 

That question took me aback. I hadn’t considered it before. Did Ian make me happy? He made me many things. He made me feel beautiful and desirable when we made love. He made me feel frustrated and angry when he backed away. He made me laugh when he was in a good mood. But happy? If I was honest with myself, the answer was no, not really. He was too erratic. He kept me guessing, kept me on my toes. I was never sure where I stood. But should I say that to my mother, who worried about me?  

“I guess so. Sometimes. But I’m not sure where the relationship is going. Or if it’s going anywhere. Not yet.”    She gazed at me for a time, then patted my hand. “Ok. But be careful. You don’t want to end up with someone like...” her voice faded but my mind filled in the words, “your father.”

I left my mother’s place feeling disturbed. When I got home, I called Ginny.  

“What’s up?” she asked.  

“Ginny, I don’t know what to do. He backed off again. I don’t even know when I’ll see him again.” 

“Can’t you call and ask?” 

“But he gets so skittish. He’s like a deer in the headlights sometimes. I don’t know what to do.”

There was a moment of silence on the line. 

“Ginny?” 

“Really, Dana, what do you want me to tell you? This guy is not that stable, ok? I know that’s not what you want to hear....” 

It was my turn to be silent for a moment. “I guess it’s the truth. But...” 

“But what?” 

“I think I’m in love with him!” I burst out. “I’m crazy about him! I can’t stop thinking about him. The sex is so amazing. It appears he loves me then I don’t see or hear from him all week. It’s driving me crazy!” 

Her voice was softer when she responded. “I know. I know you care a lot for him. I just want to see you happy.” She sounded like my mother. She continued, “Do you want to stop over? Derek is going to play basketball with his friends, I’ll be here this afternoon alone.” 

“Ok, maybe I will.” It was better than sitting here alone brooding. 

I spent the afternoon with Ginny but felt restless again as soon as I left. I didn’t want to go home. I wondered what the hell Ian was doing. It was Saturday, why were we not getting together, to go out, to make love? 

What the hell was he doing? 

Then the thought came to me; I could drive past his house. 

No. 

Yes. Why not? Why the hell not? 

Instead of turning my car toward my apartment, I headed in the opposite direction.  

Ian lived in a small city about a half hour away. As I drove down the road, I argued with myself. This was stupid, this was childish, I am a grown woman of 34, what am I doing? This was like something one of the teenage kids that I worked with would do. But I kept on driving.  

It was dark when I got to Ian’s neighborhood. My heart was beating so loudly it was throbbing in my head. I slowed the car and drove past his driveway. I could see his black Toyota parked there. 

And another car behind it.  

Someone else was there. Someone else was there! 

Oh my God. 

I didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t just knock on the door. I couldn’t peek in the window. Oh, why did I even think of that? Wouldn’t it just be great if I got caught and the headlines read, “Caseworker for Troubled Teens 

Arrested as Peeping Tom?”  

So, I pulled my car over and parked on the street to wait. I could see lights on in the house. At least it wasn’t dark. That would mean... could mean... that he was in bed with someone else. But the lights stayed on.  

I waited. I waited. I had to pee. But I still waited.

After about an hour I thought maybe I should go home. What was the purpose of this? If he didn’t want me, he didn’t want me. There was nothing I could do about it. I started the car... then I saw his door opening. And a man came out and got into the other car. 

My relief was so palpable I gave a great sigh. When the car was gone, without even thinking, I backed up my own car and pulled into his driveway. I was going to find out what was going on. At least I knew he wasn’t having an affair. At least not that night.  

I went to the door and knocked, operating on pure adrenaline. Ian opened it.

“Doug, did you forget something...” he started to say, then stopped, seeing it was me. “Dana. What are you doing here?” then, “Come in.” 

Now I was starting to wonder what I had been doing. How was I going to explain this?  

But he leaned over to kiss me and said, “You look  great. It’s good to see you,” and I started to relax. I said, “I missed you. I had to come.... I mean, I was in the neighborhood....”  

He pulled me to him and kissed me again. And again. “You look hot,” he said. “You’re so sexy,” he said. 

And I stopped talking, stopped thinking. I was with him. That was all that mattered. 
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Chapter 3 
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Things continued like that; back and forth, up, and down, left, and right. Ian had been happy to see me that night when I stopped by unexpectedly. But there was no explanation for his lack of contact all week. I had stayed the night, and in the morning, he seemed to be in a good mood, bantering and joking with me. I sat and watched while he shaved that day. It was Sunday and neither of us had to work. I wondered if he wanted me to spend the day but was not going to say anything. I didn’t want to spoil the mood. It did occur to me that the idea of saying something shouldn’t cause such anxiety, but I still did not speak of it. 

He finished shaving, gave me a big kiss, and went to the kitchen to make breakfast. He made pancakes, bacon, eggs, and coffee. A feast! He was treating me like a queen. He didn’t let me help.  

“Sit and relax,” he said. “I’ve got this.” I felt a bit guilty but complied. Why did it make me nervous when he was nice? Did I expect it to shift? Of course. That was why. He could be wonderful, then not call for a week. Suddenly it felt like too much. 

“Why are you doing this, Ian?”  

He turned from the stove to look at me. “Doing what? Cooking for you?” 

“I didn’t hear from you all week. Then I stopped over because...well, I was in town to... I had missed you...and” I faltered and went on, “It was wonderful last night. And now you’re cooking breakfast and I... I just don’t know where I stand with you.” I finished, almost fearing to meet his eyes.

He turned back to the stove. I thought he wasn’t going to answer at first. Then he said without turning around, “Look, Dana. I told you I had been hurt before. I’m struggling with this, ok? I’m trying. But sometimes it seems like...like just too much. You want so much. You want...me, it seems, so much of the time. And I just can’t always deal with it.” 

My heart had started pounding in anxiety. “So, what do you want?” I asked in a small voice.  

“I don’t know. I’m just not sure. But right now,” he turned to look at me this time, “I just want to make you breakfast. Do you think you can just enjoy that? And not always be asking for more?” His voice was tense, and I stiffened. Was I really asking for too much? Wasn’t he my boyfriend? Was he? Was it too much to want to spend time with him? 

But I answered, “Ok, Ian. I’m glad you’re making me breakfast, I appreciate it. I’m sorry,” I added, not sure exactly what I had done wrong. Except maybe to stalk him last night, but he had seemed happy to see me.  

“Ok. Ok,” he said, turning back to finish cooking. After a moment he added, “I was really glad to see you last night.” 

I felt a bit mollified. 

We spent most of that day together, then I went home, feeling a bit better. He called me a couple of times that week. It seemed that he was trying. I started to relax a bit.  

Then something happened at work. I went in on Thursday morning to find one of the caseworkers crying. 


“What happened?” I asked, alarmed.  

“There’s a meeting,” she started and wiped her eyes, “There’s a meeting at 9:00. One of the kids overdosed.” 


“Oh my God,” I said, “who was it?” 

“Jamie.”  

“Oh no. Is she...”? I could barely say it, “Is she alive?” 

“She’s in intensive care. They don’t know if she’ll make it.”  

Jamie was one of the girls that had been very hard to reach. She was hostile at worst, brittle at best. She was defensive and being nice to her seemed to elicit either verbal abuse or sarcasm. But she had kept coming in and attending activities at the center. She did seem to have a couple of friends among the other kids. My favorite, Pedro, was one of them.

Pedro! “Do the other kids know?” I asked Katie, my co-worker.

Katie sniffled, wiped her nose and said, “I’m not sure. Time for the meeting, the director probably knows more. Let’s go in.”

After the briefing about how to handle the situation we all went back to our offices, sobered and worried. These kids were volatile. Who knows how they would react when they found out? And we were worried about Jamie herself. Would she survive?  

When the kids came in after school that day it was clear that some of them had already heard. Pedro and his friend George came up to me. “What do you know, Ms. Taggert? Do you know how she is?”  

“No, sorry boys, I only know she is in the hospital and getting the best care. We can only hope and pray that she is ok.”  

“What’s the point?” George said. “Even if she’s ok, she’ll only do it again.”  

I was taken aback. I had thought this was an accidental overdose. But George was implying that it had been purposeful. “George, why do you say that?” 

He and Pedro looked at each other. It seemed that a silent message went between them. Pedro nodded slightly. George took a deep breath and looked back at me. 

“Her stepfather... he abuses her. You know. Touches her. She tried to kill herself.” 

I tried not to react with shock. This was not an uncommon story. But for some reason I did feel shocked. Shocked to the core. And scared. Because this one.... this hit too close to home. I tried to control my runaway emotions.  

“Ok, well. You know we must report that kind of thing, boys. We have to take some action.” 

They both nodded. “We know. We weren’t sure we should say anything,” Pedro said, “But we thought we should. We want her to be ok. We want her away from that son of a bitch. If she’s ok,” he added.  

I brought them to the director to report what they had said and to obtain more details, and then contacted Child Protective Services. I let them know that the girl in question was hospitalized. Later that day Jamie’s caseworker called the hospital as we all waited on pins and needles to hear the latest news. She got off the phone with tears running down her cheeks. Fearing the worst, we waited to hear but she said, “She’s out of the ICU. She’s going to make it!” We all breathed a sigh of relief. I went out to the group of kids who were sitting more quietly than usual in the rec room. “It looks like she’s going to be ok,” I said. Some of the girls cried and hugged each other. 

Pedro and George looked at each other and then at me. 

“Thanks, Ms. Taggert,” they said.  

“Thanks to both of you,” I said quietly. I didn’t want the other kids to know what they had told me. Jamie was going to have a long road ahead of her, but we had reported the abuse and when she was better, we would get her some help. She would know that she wasn’t alone. 

Unlike... 

Unlike me. 
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Ok, I haven’t talked about it yet. Because I can barely stand to remember. Because it’s just too painful. Because I have never in all these years fully come to terms with what happened.  

It was my father. My beloved, fun loving father. My drunken fool of a father. My monstrous horrible father. 

For he was all of these.  

I had been twelve years old. My sister Tina was fourteen and had just gotten her own bedroom. She had been begging and begging, saying that she was too old to have to sleep with her annoying younger sister. So finally, my mother had made over a small room she used for sewing into a bedroom for me. My sister got the bigger room that had been ours to share until then. 

I was excited about getting my own room. Money was short, as always, because my dad was always losing his jobs, but my mom worked hard, and she was frugal. She bought a cheap mattress and box spring and a secondhand dresser. She let me pick out a new bedspread and curtains. So, I moved into my new room.

My parent’s bedroom was on the other side of the house. But my father often did not sleep there. He would come in drunk late at night sometimes, so he had taken to crashing on the couch, so he did not wake up my mother. I don’t really think she was asleep on those nights, but he still stayed on the couch. Maybe he did not want to face her wrath. She wouldn’t yell at him in the living room because it would have woken us up. 

I was in my new bedroom one night when I heard him come in. I heard the door shut, then I heard him curse. I didn’t like it when he did that. Sometimes he would just go right to sleep, but sometimes he was angry after drinking. This appeared to be one of those times. But I never would have guessed what would come next. 

He came into my room. 

At first, I thought he was confused. Maybe he meant to go into the bathroom next door. Maybe he had forgotten that I had moved into this room.  

But he kept coming. To the bed. And got in. 

“Sweetheart,” he said. And his hand started groping me.  Groping my body. Finding my just budding breasts. Sliding down to my crotch. Slipping inside my panties.  

At that point I was frozen for a moment. I thought I was dreaming. I thought it was a nightmare and I would wake up.  

Then I came unfrozen and screamed.  

Suddenly he pulled away, jumped up and ran out of my room. Just as my mother came running, with my sister behind her. 

“What the heck?” said my sister, clearly angry with me. “You brat, you just woke me up, what are you screaming about?” 

But my mother just looked at me. I will never forget the look on her face. She knew. She knew what had just happened. 

My mother turned and went to find my father. He was sitting on the couch. She turned on him and slapped him hard on the face. And then she slapped him again.    Tina looked shocked. She had no idea what was happening. Now when she looked at me, she was no longer angry, but had a question in her eyes. A question she clearly feared the answer to.  

“Get out of this house,” my mother said. “Get out.”    My father did not say a word. He got to his feet and walked out the door.  

My mother did not say another word either. She glanced at me, looking more defeated than she had ever looked before, and she went back to her room. Tina started to cry. Then she hugged me, and we just held each other for a minute. I didn’t want to tell her what had happened. She didn’t really want to know. She just knew it had been bad. “Do you want to come and sleep with me?” she whispered. I nodded. I stayed with her all night, but though she fell back to sleep, I did not. I lay awake all night.  

My father came back. He came back a few days later. He was not drunk that day. He never said anything about that night. Neither did my mother. No one ever spoke of it again. He continued his drinking, but he never stayed out late again. He went back to sleeping in the bedroom with my mother. A few years later he became sick. Even when he was sick, he never said he was sorry. He never said anything at all. He treated me like I was not there most of the time after that. And sometimes I felt invisible.  

When he died, my mother tried to commit suicide. She went home and took a bottle of tranquilizers that the doctor had given her to help her sleep when my father had gotten sick. Tina was living at college by then and had left to go back after the funeral, so I was the one who found my mother. I called 911 and she was rushed to the hospital. They had saved her. After that, she had rallied and gotten help. She had gone to counseling for a long time. Somehow, she had come to terms with herself because she had gotten better, gotten a new job, sold the house and moved to an apartment, and started a new life. She and I got along well now, and she was close to Tina too, who was the mother of her only grandchild. But we had never talked about any of what had happened. Ever.

And it still lived inside me, that frightened little girl whose father had betrayed her. And maybe that was why I kept seeking out men. I wanted a man to heal me. I had never been able to heal myself. But the men I fell for were often like my father. Unreliable. Frightened men who could not face reality and who could not be adults. Who hid behind drugs or drink or who ran away and never faced themselves. Those were the men I was attracted to. 

Men like my dad.  

Men like Ian. 
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Ian was not much of a drinker. But he did like to smoke weed. I didn’t know that at first. I had learned gradually. Sometimes he would light up after sex. Sometimes when I stayed the night, he would light up in the morning “just to relax.” I didn’t really like it. Working with teens had opened my eyes to drug use and abuse, and I had never really done drugs myself, though I had tried weed when I was younger. Now, with Jamie’s overdose, I was thinking about it more than ever, and feeling that maybe it was time to say something to Ian. 

I also wanted support. I had been so shaken, not only by the overdose but by the revelation that Jamie was being sexually abused. After my initial shock I found myself going into a state of rage. I wanted to get that SOB who had done that to her! That angry brittle girl, whose defenses were so high she couldn’t let anyone be good to her, she had been violated, she had been harmed, I was not going to let someone get away with that! Her stepfather would be charged and prosecuted. But I knew that it was not going to be easy and for Jamie, the road would be long and hard, though she would have the full support of the agency where I worked and of her friends. But I was upset. I was afraid. This event had triggered my own trauma. I wanted help. I wanted Ian’s help. I wanted to hear his voice. I wanted to know he cared.  

I called him.  

It was early evening and I had gotten home late that day. I heard the phone ring and ring. Where was he? I thought he would have been finished with work by now.  

He didn’t answer. I didn’t bother to leave a voicemail. He could see that I had called by his call log.

In an hour and a half, he had not called back. I had taken a long bath, tried to relax but the events of the day had me too angry and upset. And now of course I was upset that I had not heard back from Ian. I needed him today! I needed him, where was he? 

Finally, I called back. This time he answered.

“Ian!” I burst out. “I’m so upset! I have to tell you what happened today!” 

But rather than be supportive, his voice sounded rather cold. “What?” he said shortly. I started to explain. 

But he cut me off. 

“Look, Dana, I don’t think I’m up for this right now. 

It was a rough day.” 

He had a rough day? He had a rough day?? But I needed him, I needed his support, I needed his caring. Before I could answer, though, I realized he was no longer there. He had hung up.  

I was stunned. He was my boyfriend; he was supposed to be supportive of me. He was supposed to be there for me. He had said he would be there for me. I had never really asked him to help me before. This was big! This was important! How could he just cut me off?  

I felt helpless and alone. I went to my couch, curled up in a ball and started to cry. I lay like that for most of the night, dozing on and off. I couldn’t think about it, I couldn’t do anything. I felt like that helpless little girl whose father had violated her trust, sending the world into a spin that never quite stopped. I wanted someone to be there for me. I had wanted Ian. But there was no one there.  
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