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	A Long Time Coming

	By Pat Henshaw

	It's funny how life sometimes gets in the way of living, isn't it? Sometimes it takes too long for someone to find the courage to start really living and stop hiding. My life is a case in point.

	I was born self-sufficient, stoic, and tenacious. I was a shy kid growing up. Having a single mom who worked two jobs will make many people reticent, and I was no exception.

	My grasp of social interaction turned out to be especially stunted when said young mother took occasional six to eight month vacations to get her head on straight once her child was old enough in her opinion at age ten to look after himself.

	She sent me enough money for rent, utilities, food, and sundries, in her opinion the necessities of life. In return, I was supposed to be able to go to school, pay bills, shop, fix my meals, and keep myself clean and fed during her absence.

	Neither she nor I wanted Child Protective Services to put me in foster care.

	The arrangement didn't make it possible for me to make friends, either close or distant. What if one of their parents discovered I had been living by myself for much of my life? Consequently, I became known as a shy loner. I was the kid on the sidelines who watched and waited to join the game.

	My superpower became my bland facade: Jack Andrews, a good kid, not a problem for anyone.

	When I realized I liked boys more than girls and math more than sports, my fate was sealed. I knew where I belonged, where I couldn't get caught: the sidelines.

	With no television, no video games, no cell phone, and no friends, I spent a lot of time in the library studying.

	On the upside, when my mother was gone, I owned the bedroom in our apartment and the comfort of regular, well-ordered days. I established a routine and had stability. I just didn't have parents or friends.

	I slotted in as one of those kids who were high B, low A students, someone no one had to worry about. I was lonely but like I said, stoic.

	When I entered high school, my mother left for another of her trips. Typically, I didn't know she was back on the road for a few months after she left. It was the same old same old for me. Then the money stopped arriving. I wondered if maybe this time she was gone forever.

	At that point, my life was fairly routine and settled, so I didn't miss her. How can you miss what you've never had?

	Besides, I had a part-time job and a savings account and investments, a portfolio if you will, where I'd stashed the extra money each time she left.

	I may not have been rich, but I certainly was a step above scraping by. I was also lonely and innocuous.

	Being good enough in math, I worked to get a partial scholarship to the local college.

	In the middle of my sophomore year, my mother made a surprising return with a husband who owned a house. Suddenly, I was expected to become the treasured son to an older man. My mother had gotten a job as his housekeeper, then married him. We became a family, of sorts.
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