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UCLA Young Research Library

Librarian Meeting Minutes

Monday, October 28, 2013

Present: Dr. Madeline Loomis, Head of Research and Instruction; Dr. Conrad Huffstetler, Director of Special Collections; James Wygant, Director of Access Services; Lesley Cabot, Director of Interlibrary Loan

Librarians, Research and Instruction: Liz Nguyen, Katrina Johnson, Kristen Beach, Gerald O’Brien, Ruth Brown, Justin Como, Isabel Gutierrez, Patricia Lin, Lola Mack, Dolores Lopes, George Morgan, Frank Villarreal, Jamie Brodie

Librarians, Special Collections: Silvia Molina, Henry Alderman, Lisa Bello, Marjorie Combs, Anne Miller, Demetrius Garmon

Graduate Assistants: Alicia Kwan, East Asian Library; Michael Kennedy, Center for Oral History Research; Lucy Gonzalez, Special Collections

Personnel: 


	Justin Como will be taking over the Mythology subject specialty in addition to Religion.

	Please report any issues with undergraduate work-study students to James Wygant. Austin Sharp and April Cunningham are in Access Services, and Heidi Pittman and Kellie Garza are in ILL.

	Congratulations to Liz and Jamie, who have had their paper on librarian/law enforcement interaction accepted by The Journal of Academic Librarianship.

	Congratulations to Jamie, who has had his conference proposal accepted to the Special Libraries Association meeting in Vancouver in June.

	Liz, Patricia, and Alicia will be presenting next week at CLA as part of the Asian/Pacific American Librarians Association.

	Conrad, Silvia, and Demetrius will be presenting at CLA as well.









Budget:


	Budget realities have resulted in cuts to graduate assistant staff in all campus libraries. Positions that become vacant will no longer be filled. Please find ways to economize.

	We were able to maintain our collections budget at last year’s levels but not to increase it. Purchases will be prioritized to faculty requests and replacement of outdated editions. Other recommendations for purchase will require documentation of support for specific courses/programs. Please have your prioritized recommendations for purchase to George in Tech Services by Friday.









Academic department liaisons:

	Subject specialists will attend subject department meetings. Specialists will integrate into their respective departments as much as possible.


Respectfully submitted,

Jamie Brodie

I sat back and read over my handiwork. All the YRL librarians took quarter-long turns acting as secretary for our weekly librarians’ meetings, and this was my year. Fortunately, Dr. Loomis ran an efficient meeting.

For years, YRL had operated with twelve reference and instruction librarians. The number was ideal, balanced. Our current group had been together for five years, since Liz had been hired.

Now we had an extra. Justin Como, librarian number thirteen. With the budget cuts, we’d been lucky to hire him. We were glad to have a religion subject specialist, but we were apprehensive about how the new guy would fit in to our well-oiled machine.

Justin had been here for six weeks. So far I didn’t have a well-formed opinion of him. He’d shadowed Liz and me at the reference desk during his second week and had barely spoken. Maybe he’d been busy absorbing information. It was hard to tell.

I emailed the minutes to Dr. Loomis for approval just as she knocked on my door. “Jamie, I haven’t had a chance to speak to you for a few days. How are you doing?”

Two weeks before, I’d watched as a young guy I knew slightly, Hunter Mitchell, committed suicide by cop while holding a bar full of people at gunpoint. I’d talked to Hunter during the standoff and was afraid I’d made the situation worse. The incident had shaken me badly. I hadn’t been sleeping much.

I didn’t want Dr. Loomis to concern herself or order me to take time off. My counselor had recommended that I go right back to work to stay busy and distracted. I smiled at Dr. Loomis, hoping that I seemed fine to her. “I’m okay. I’ve been doing some relaxation exercises.”

“I’m glad to hear that. Is your brother back to work yet?”

“No, ma’am. It’ll be another couple of weeks.”

“You’ll tell me if you need to take some time off, right?”

“Yes, ma’am. That reminds me – would it be possible to take four weeks off next summer?”

She raised her eyebrows. “You’re planning a mega-vacation?”

“Yes, ma’am. Pete and I are going to England and Scotland.”

“Do you have that much vacation time saved?”

“Nearly twice that much.”

“Then I don’t see a problem. As soon as Olga creates the calendar for the coming year, be sure to post your days.” Olga was Dr. Loomis’s administrative assistant. She kept a master calendar of the activities of all the research librarians.

“Yes, ma’am.” I pointed at my computer. “I emailed you the minutes from the meeting.”

“Thank you.” Dr. Loomis stepped away.

I sent Pete a text. Dr. Loomis says okay for four weeks of vacation next summer.

He texted right back. Will search airfare.

Nonstop flight from LAX to Heathrow on BA.

OK.

We’d been talking about this vacation for a month. It was exciting to realize that it might truly happen. That anticipation would serve as an antidote to the horror of Hunter’s shooting.

The day was drawing to a close when Nolan Utley came to my door. Nolan was a graduate student in history, working on his dissertation. He spent at least eight hours a day in the library, and I’d found resources for him on many occasions. When I saw him, I figured that’s what he wanted. “Hey, Nolan. What can I do for you?”

He looked around out in the hallway then stepped into my office. “Can I close the door?”

“Um – sure. What’s up?”

He closed the door behind him and sat. “Who do I complain to about one of your work-study students?”

“James Wygant. He’s their supervisor. Ask at circulation and they’ll show you to his office.”

“Okay, thanks.” He stood to leave.

“Nolan, wait. What’s going on?”

He sat back down. “Who’s the student in the tight pants? The loud one?”

“Austin Sharp.” Austin flirted with every male under the age of forty. He’d come on to me the day we met, but he’d cooled it when I told him I had a partner. Other guys hadn’t been so lucky, and Austin was creating havoc.

“Yeah, him. He’s been hitting on me, and I don’t appreciate it. It’s disrupting my writing.”

“Have you told him to get lost?”

“I told him to fuck off. He laughed.” Nolan looked nervous. “I’m not gay. I don’t know why he won’t stop bothering me.”

“Tell him you have a girlfriend.”

“I shouldn’t have to do that. The guy should bug off when I ask him to.”

“True. How many times have you asked him to?”

“Three. Three strikes and he’s out.”

“That’s fair. Report him to James.”

“I will. Thanks, Dr. B.”

At home that evening Pete said, “I bought our tickets to England. We leave Saturday, July 26 and return Saturday, August 23.”

“When do you have to be back at work?”

“The following Tuesday. August 26th.”

“You’ll have a couple of days to recover. How much was it?”

“Less than I expected. About four grand for both of us. And I paid for premium economy seats. Seven inches of extra legroom. It didn’t cost that much.”

“You won’t believe how much difference that extra space makes.”

“Oh, I bet I will.” Pete pulled me into a hug. “We’re going to Scotland!”

I hugged back, then grabbed Pete’s ass and gave him my best leer. “Want to celebrate?”

He laughed, but pulled away as he did so. “I wish. My abnormal psych students had a discussion post due this morning, and I have to grade them before class meets tomorrow. Rain check?”

Shit. If I’d been able to entice him into having sex, I might have been able to get to sleep earlier. I shook my finger gently in his face and hoped it came off as playful. “I’ll hold you to that.”

“I’d expect nothing less.” He gave me a smooch and went to find his laptop.

I looked after him, thinking, Count on it, pal.

Pete worked while I tried to read. I’d only been averaging three hours of sleep a night, and I was so tired I could barely concentrate. But I knew what would happen if I closed my eyes – I’d see Hunter Mitchell’s head snapping back as Kevin’s bullet hit it.

The relaxation exercises were losing their effectiveness.

I needed something to read that was less weighty and more distracting than academic nonfiction. I picked up my phone and scrolled through my e-book library. Aha – Death Trick, the first Donald Strachey mystery. I’d read the entire series a couple of times, but it had been a while. I clicked on the book and tried to lose myself in it.

“There.” Pete shut down his laptop, stood and held out his hand to pull me off the sofa. “Think you can sleep tonight?”

“Maybe.” Not really. I clutched his hand and let him haul me to my feet. “Do you mind if I read in bed for a while? I’ll dim the screen.”

Pete preferred total darkness to sleep. “That’ll work.”

We went upstairs and got ready for bed. Pete slid into his side with a satisfied groan. “Oh, man. I am wiped.” He leaned over to kiss me. “See you in the morning. Love you.”

“Love you too.” I kissed him back, and we turned out our bedside lamps. Pete’s breathing slowed almost immediately.

I sighed and returned to the adventures of Donald and Timmy.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2


[image: ]




Young Research Library

Tuesday, October 29

The last time I’d looked at the clock, it had been 2:15. When the alarm went off, Pete threw back the covers and patted my shoulder. “How’d you sleep?”

“Three hours.”

He looked pained. “Damn, babe. We have to mention this to Dr. Bibbins.” Our weekly appointment with our counselor, Dr. Tania Bibbins, was scheduled for this evening.

“I intend to.”

“Do you want to run, or go to the Y?”

“I’m afraid I’d drown if I tried to swim.”

“A run it is, then.”

I was getting more exercise than usual. One would think that the physical exhaustion would lead to improved sleep patterns.

One would be wrong.

I spent the morning responding to students’ information requests and working on my conference presentation. At noon, Liz and I took our lunches to the North Campus Student Center and grabbed a table. We’d been seated for a minute when Liz said, “There’s Justin.”

I spotted him a few yards away, scanning the area. Liz said, “We should ask him to join us.”

“Uh – okay.”

Liz gave me a sharp look, but waved to catch Justin’s eye. He saw us, and Liz gestured him over. “Want to join us?”

“Thanks. I normally meet a friend at Ackerman, but she couldn’t make it today.”

Justin sat down and unwrapped a peanut butter sandwich. It looked pathetic compared to Liz’s bowl of stew and my shrimp pasta salad. Justin looked enviously at our bowls. “You guys cook.”

I said, “Liz cooks. I have a partner who cooks.” I would have offered him some, but then I’d be hungry for the rest of the afternoon.

Liz seemed to have come to the same conclusion. She said, “How are you settling in?”

“Okay. It’s intimidating. LA is enormous.”

I said, “I know what you mean. Liz is a native, but I’d never lived here before I started library school.”

Liz said, “Your second master’s is in religion, right?” Since YRL was the library that served faculty and graduate students, we were all subject specialists and had other advanced degrees in addition to our masters’ in library and information science.

“Not exactly. It’s in theology and ministry.”

Ministry? Liz and I shot a look at each other. Liz asked, “From where?”

“Fuller Theological Seminary.”

“Isn’t that in Pasadena?”

“The main campus is, but they have a campus in Sacramento.”

I said, “Did you intend to be a minister?”

Justin grimaced. “That was my original intention. It’s what my family wanted. But I realized halfway through my program that I wasn’t cut out for it. My advisers suggested that I finish my degree but then go to library school. I thought I’d be a librarian at a seminary – but the Davis job was available, and it paid more, so I took it.”

“Why did you leave Davis?”

This line of questioning was making Justin uncomfortable for some reason – he was visibly squirming. “I wanted some different experiences and to live somewhere more diverse. And to put distance between me and my family. They weren’t thrilled when I decided not to pursue the ministry.”

“Do you come from a family of ministers?”

“No.” That was abrupt. We ate in silence for a minute, then Justin cringed. “Oh, no. Hide me.”

I looked around. “Why?”

“Austin.”

I looked again. Austin Sharp was across the plaza but heading straight for us, in the company of two other young guys. I said, “Has he been bugging you?”

“Yeah. He’s only flirting, but I wish he wouldn’t.”

Liz and I glanced at each other again. I knew she was wondering the same thing as me – was Justin gay? But I wouldn’t ask. I wondered if that was why the ministry wasn’t for him. I said, “I told him I was happily partnered, and he’s left me alone.”

“I’m not in a relationship. So I can’t say that.”

Austin’s two friends walked on past us, but Austin veered over to our table. Today he was wearing pink madras-plaid pants and a tight pink polo shirt. He looked like a caricature of a gay golfer. “Hi, Dr. Brodie. Hi, Justin.” He put his hand on his hip. “Jus-tin, you look so cute today. I love that shirt.”

Justin stuffed the rest of his sandwich in his mouth and made a muffled sound. I said, “Hi, Austin. You’d better catch up with your friends before they give your seat away.”

“Okie dokie.” He fluttered his fingers at us. “Buh-bye.” He headed to where his friends had landed, three tables away.

Justin swallowed his peanut butter and groaned.

Liz said, “Tell him to stop. If he doesn’t, complain to James. He’ll make him behave.”

I said, “Other people have been reporting him. James is aware of the issue.”

“Okay.” Justin sighed. “Can I ask you something, Jamie?”

“Sure.”

“You said you had a partner – you mean a guy?”

“Yeah. I’m gay.”

“Liz, do you have a – significant other?”

“I do. My boyfriend’s a cop.”

Justin’s eyes grew wide. “That’s so dangerous.”

Maybe he was gay. Liz said, “Jon’s a homicide detective. He hasn’t been shot at for years.” She snapped the cover onto her empty container. “We’ve had a complication like Austin before.”

“What happened?”

“We had a work-study student last year who wore too much perfume. You could smell her a mile away, and it was a stinky brand. It was awful. Then she developed a major crush on Jamie, even persisted when he told her he was gay. She eventually sent him to the emergency room with an asthma attack, and James had her transferred to Powell.”

When Liz said “transferred to Powell,” Justin flinched. “Was it Grace Cavender?”

Both Liz and I said at once, “You know her?”

“That’s my friend that I meet for lunch at the student center. We went to the same church in Vacaville.”

Liz slapped her hand over her mouth. “Oh no.”

I said, “Vacaville? Is that where you lived?”

“That’s where I’m from. I moved to Davis, but I still went to church in Vacaville.”

Liz said, “I never knew where Grace was from.”

Justin said to me, “She made you have an asthma attack?”

“Last summer. I had a cold, which made me vulnerable anyway, but I ran into her in the stacks and the perfume kicked me over the edge.”

Justin was aghast. “I’ve always teased her about her perfume. But I can’t believe she sent you to the emergency room.”

Liz said, “She’d been warned. Jamie had asked her to stay away from him because of his asthma. But she wouldn’t.”

Justin shook his head. “Grace has a habit of getting crushes on inappropriate people. It’s almost always a tall, handsome guy who’s already spoken for. She’s doing it now.”

Liz asked, “How so?”

“She has a crush on one of the librarians at Powell. He’s engaged, has pictures of his fiancée all over his office, but that doesn’t stop Grace. She believes the guy is destined to be her soul mate. She bakes him cookies.”

I said, “She didn’t believe I was gay. Grace told Connie Bright that men who claimed to be gay just hadn’t met the right woman yet.”

“She heard that at our church. The pastor preaches that gay people don’t exist, that it’s totally a choice.”

I crossed my arms and scooted back a bit. “She heard that at your church? Is that what you believe? ‘Cause we can straighten that out right now. So to speak.”

“No, no, no.” Justin was red in the face, waving his hands in protest. “That’s one of the reasons I moved down here, to get away from that church.”

Liz said, “Why couldn’t you switch churches?”

“Because I would have taken major grief from my family if I had. Living down here, I can attend any church I want.”

I said, “Won’t Grace tell them?”

“No. She defied her family by coming here for college. They wanted her to stay home.”

Liz shook her head in disgust. Justin said, “I’m sorry Grace bothered you, Jamie. I’ll talk to her about the gay thing.”

The gay thing. I said, “Justin, I told my family that I was gay when I was five. I was born this way. We were all born this way, exactly like Liz was born straight. There is no choice.”

He was still uncomfortable. “I know that.”

“When you live in LA, you meet a lot of gay people. You need to be sure you believe that.”

He studied the crumbs of his sandwich. Liz gave me a questioning look – what do we say now? – and I shrugged. Liz said, “Where are you going to church?”

“I’m still visiting churches. I haven’t found one that’s the right fit.”

I said, “There are plenty to choose from. I’m sure you’ll find one.”

Justin looked up from his crust. “Where do you go?”

I said, “I don’t. My family is traditionally Presbyterian, but they’re not welcoming to gays.”

Justin tried to look neutral. “No. They’re not.”

I said, “Don’t evangelize me, Justin, and we’ll get along fine.”

“Okay.” He looked disappointed. “What about you, Liz?”

Liz gave him a beatific smile. “I’m Buddhist.”

“Oh.” Justin turned red again. “I guess that – um – I – ah...” He glanced at his watch in desperation. “I should go.” We watched as Justin carefully smoothed and folded his brown paper bag and slid it into his back pocket. “Thanks for letting me eat with you.”

I said, “Any time.” Liz and I watched Justin’s retreating back as he circled around the edge of the plaza, as far as possible from where Austin was sitting.

Liz said, “He was going to say he should have known I was Buddhist because I’m Asian. I think Justin’s a little bit racist.”

“He moved here to avoid his family, rather than stay where he was and stand up to them.”

“He’s still young.”

“He’s not that much younger than us.”

“No.” Liz said confidently, “He’s gay.”

“That’s my impression. But he’s not out.”

“I bet Austin reads him like a book.” Liz nudged me under the table. “You were pretty rough on him.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Challenging him on his beliefs as strongly as you did. You’re usually so polite. You weren’t being polite.”

I grunted. “I’m not in the mood to be polite to closeted wimps.”

“Hey, he came here to get away from his fundie family. He needs our support.” Liz peered at me. “You’re irritable. You need some sleep.”

No shit.

Liz and I were busy on the reference desk. At 1:30 Liz was on the phone with one student and I was assisting another in person when Clinton Kenneally appeared. He waited patiently until both of us were available, then approached the desk and smiled at us. “The word of the day is cant.”

I said, “Can’t? Like cannot? You can’t mean that.”

He chuckled. “No. Cant without the apostrophe.”

Liz said, “Doesn’t that have something to do with pouring wine?”

I said, “That’s decant.”

Clinton gave us a sly smile. “Look it up.” He bowed at the waist and walked away.

Liz found the definition and started to laugh. “He’s done it again.”

“How so?”

She read the definition. “Cant. Insincere talk about religion or morals.”

I huffed a laugh. “How does he do that?”

“I don’t know. Do you think Justin was insincere?”

“Not insincere – but definitely conflicted.”

“Hm.” Liz recorded the word.

I’d been back in my office for a while when Anthony Chavez stuck his head in my door. “Hey, Jamie. Got a minute?”

“Sure. What’s up?”

Anthony was a doctoral student in history who was about a year into his dissertation process. I’d worked with him a lot, and we’d gotten to be casual friends. He and his longtime boyfriend, Gregg, had come over for dinner a couple of times.

He slid into the office and closed the door. “Austin Sharp.”

Shit. “What about him? As if I didn’t know.”

Anthony grinned. “Who should I complain to about him?”

“His supervisor is our access services director. James Wygant. Have you met James?”

“No. Could you introduce me?”

“Sure. Austin’s bothering you?”

“Yeah. Has he said anything to you?”

“He did some heavy duty flirting the day that I met him, but he hasn’t said anything since.”

“He won’t leave me alone.”

“And you’ve told him about Gregg?”

“Of course. He says stuff like, ‘Oh, what he doesn’t know won’t hurt him.’ I hate to get the guy in trouble, but...”

“Listen, if he’s being inappropriate on the job, you have no choice. Do you want to see if James is in his office now?”

“Yeah. I saw Austin leave the building a few minutes ago. If we go now he won’t know it was me that ratted him out. He might be the vindictive type.”

“No worries.” I checked Lync, which indicated that James was available, but I sent him a PM to make sure. He was in his office and said to come down.

Anthony told James what had been going on, and James shook his head. “Damn. This is the third complaint I’ve gotten. I warned that kid. We’ve been getting some dodgy employees from the work-study office the past couple of semesters, and it has to stop.” James shook Anthony’s hand. “He won’t bother you again.”

“Thank you.”

I walked with Anthony back out to the lobby. He said, “Thanks. I appreciate that.”

“James is right, some of our recent work-study students have been – let’s say, less aware of workplace etiquette than they should be. He’ll handle it. But if you have any more trouble, tell me.”

“I will.”

When Pete and I were called into Dr. Bibbins’s office at 5:00, she offered us tea and poured as we got settled. “Jamie, how are you feeling in terms of the shooting?”

“I’m still having trouble sleeping.”

She frowned. “Are you still reliving the shooting?”

“Yes. When I close my eyes I see it.”

She leaned back in her chair and considered me for a moment, tapping her pen on her notebook. “The images aren’t beginning to fade?”

“No. It seems the less sleep I get, the more I remember it.”

She nodded. “I’m afraid you’re suffering from PTSD.”

Pete sucked in a breath and took my hand. “Damn. I should have realized that.”

Dr. Bibbins smiled at him. “Not necessarily, when you’re so close to the situation. But after two weeks, with no improvement in Jamie’s symptoms? PTSD.”

I said faintly, “So what does that mean?”

“It means a change in our approach. Unfortunately, time and distraction aren’t adequate for PTSD to resolve.” She laid aside her notebook. “Close your eyes and tell me what you see.”

“I see Hunter’s head snapping back when the bullet hits it.”

“What happens next?”

“Um – he falls backward onto the table.”

“And then? Keep progressing through the sequence of events.”

I tried to remember. “The cops burst in. I ran to the guy who’d been shot under the table. His buddy handed me a shirt to try to stop the bleeding. I glanced over to where Hunter was and saw blood dripping from the tablecloth to the floor.”

“Keep going.”

“Um – I asked the guy under the table what his name was, and he said Ed. He said he’d made it through Vietnam without being shot. Then the paramedics got there and took over.”

“Then what did you do?”

Dr. Bibbins continued to lead me through the sequence of the shooting, step by step, not stopping until we’d reached the next evening when Pete and I had come to her office. When we got to that point she said, “All right. Every time you feel you’re experiencing the shooting again, I want you to stop and repeat those steps to yourself. Every single time, regardless of where you are. Say it out loud if you have to, but this is meant to be a visualization exercise. Don’t leave anything out. Can you do that?”

“I think so.”

Pete said, “I’ll help him.”

“Of course.” Dr. Bibbins picked her notebook back up. “The idea is to move the memory forward so you’re not hung up on that moment. Eventually it will become a smooth act of moving past it, not getting stuck on the triggering image.”

“How long will it take?”

“In this case, I’m hoping a week will make a big difference.” She smiled at me. “We’ll reevaluate next week. Do you think you can do that?”

“Yes.”

Pete squeezed my hand. Dr. Bibbins opened her notebook. “Now, back to our regularly scheduled programming. How are you feeling about your progress with the issue of Pete’s expectations?”

We’d begun therapy with four goals. We’d met one so far, minimizing Pete’s jealousy. We’d been working on the second, related to Pete’s unrealistic heteronormative expectations. Pete’s idealized relationship was with a partner who had a lot of similarities to the mom on Happy Days. Pete hadn’t been conscious of a lot of that and swore that he didn’t want that from me.

Pete deferred to me. I said, “It’s helped to get it out in the open. We’re both aware now of any heteronormative comments.”

“Pete, do you agree?”

“I do. Jamie doesn’t hesitate to call me out when I’m being heteronormative. And the joint bank accounts have helped. Now it doesn’t feel as if Jamie’s just living with me. Because he’ll be a full partner financially, it’s easier for me to consider him a full partner in every way.”

“You’ve combined your finances now?”

“Partially. We’ve set up joint checking and savings accounts to pay mutual expenses.”

I said, “We’ve also signed papers giving each other power of attorney, advance medical directives, and wills with each other as beneficiary.” We’d met with our friend and attorney, Melanie Hayes, the previous week and worked our way through a stack of papers. Mel said we were now as close as we could be to being married without tying the knot. I’d expected the experience to be unnerving, but I’d felt only a sense of reassurance.

“How’s it working out with one car?”

Back in August my ‘68 VW Beetle had breathed its last. Rather than buying another car, Pete and I were trying to make it work with one. Since I rode the bus and he walked to work, we mostly drove his Jeep on the weekends. “It’s working so far.”

“And you’re not using condoms now, right?”

Pete blushed a little. We’d been tested back in August and had been barebacking for about a month now. I briefly considered mentioning our reduced sexual frequency, but decided against it and said, “Right.”

Dr. Bibbins made a note. “Pete, how are you feeling in terms of the security of the relationship?”

“I feel secure.” Pete shot me a glance and smiled. “I know he’s not leaving.”

“Jamie, same question. When you began this relationship, you were the one with feelings of insecurity. Have those resolved?”

“Yes.” Which surprised me, frankly. But it was true. My relationship skittishness had finally died away.

“Excellent.” She smiled at us. “We can mark another of our therapeutic goals off the list.”

I smiled at Pete. “Hey. Halfway there.”

He said, “But now they get tougher.”

Dr. Bibbins nodded. “I agree that the jealousy and expectations issues were the least challenging to address. But it wasn’t easy, and you should feel a sense of accomplishment.” She turned back a couple of pages in her notebook. “Here are our two remaining issues. First, the lack of balance in the experiences you brought to your relationship. Second, the issue of sexual incompatibility.”

I said, “How can we address the lack of balance in our experiences? That’s not something we can modify.”

“No, but it is something you can discuss. You know a lot about each other, but there are things you’ve each told me that you haven’t told each other. Pete has always been reluctant to discuss his relationship with Luke and has never said much at all about his sexual experiences before Luke.”

I said, “Pup tents.”

Pete turned pink again. He’d told me once that when he was on the police force he’d go camping overnight with other closeted cops. He’d become an expert at the rapid deployment of a pup tent.

Dr. Bibbins cleared her throat. “Yes. And Jamie, you’ve never talked to Pete about the substance of your prior relationships for fear of triggering his jealousy. My suggestion for our approach to the overall issue is that we would discuss these things in our sessions. Any emotions that might spring forth as a result can be addressed as they happen.”

Pete asked me, “Should we do that one next? It seems to follow logically after the expectations issue.”

I said, “Sounds like a plan.”

Dr. Bibbins made another note. “Then it’s settled. Here’s your assignment for the week. Pete, pick two of your – shall we call them pup tent episodes? – and tell Jamie about them. Likewise, Jamie, choose two of your previous relationships and answer any questions Pete may have about them. Next week we’ll talk about how those experiences shaped your relational expectations.” She stood up and shook our hands. “I’ll see you then.”

After dinner Pete settled on the living room sofa to work. We were remodeling our spare bedroom/home office, and that room was empty save for cans of paint. All the stuff we’d moved from the office – books, files, electronics – was temporarily piled in the living room.

I didn’t have any work to do. I couldn’t watch TV without disturbing Pete. I did some laundry and cleaned the kitchen then picked up my phone and read for a while. When Pete started yawning, I saw an opportunity. “Ready for bed?”

“No, but I’m losing my ability to think straight. I need to stop.”

“Then stop.” I pulled him to his feet and kissed him slowly.

Pete kissed me back, but then pulled away. “I’m sorry, hon, but I’m bushed.”

Shit. “Aw, c’mon. What if I do all the work?”

He laughed. “How does that happen?”

“Come upstairs and I’ll show you.”

He sighed and kissed me again – but sweetly, not passionately. “I’d love to. But I truly don’t think I can tonight. I’m sorry. Now I owe you two.”

Double shit. I tried not to look too disappointed. “Okay.”

He hugged me and took my hand. “Let’s go to bed.”

We went upstairs and went through our nightly routines. I was wide awake. At least if I couldn’t convince Pete to have sex, I could make him talk for a while. “I have a question.”

“What?”

“Do you believe in God?”

Pete turned his head on the pillow toward me. “Have we never discussed this?”

“Not that I remember. The first time we dated, the first Saturday you slept over, when we woke up on Sunday morning you said, ‘You don’t go to church, do you?’ and I said no, and that was that.”

“The answer is no.”

“Not at all?”

“I don’t believe in a god that would allow what happened to me in a church. If that god exists, I want no part of it.”

Pete had been sexually abused by his parish priest at age fourteen. The abuse had occurred daily for six months and was the source of the sexual incompatibility that he and I faced. Pete wouldn’t do anything that reminded him of the abuse, which meant he would only top, and only in the missionary position. I’d been used to far greater variety in my previous relationships. I’d been living with the restrictions, but I was hoping that our therapy would allow Pete to expand his repertoire.

We were quiet for a moment before Pete said, “Do you believe in God?”

“I’m open to the idea of a higher power – but I can’t say I have any faith in him or her or it.”

“What brought this on?”

“Liz and I had lunch with our new librarian today. Justin. His second master’s is in ministry and theology from Fuller.”

“Whoa.”

“That’s why he’s the religion specialist. Anyway, he was asking Liz and me if we went to church.”

“Going to church is not the same thing as believing in God.”

“Of course not. But I’m not sure he sees it that way. And get this. He knows Grace Cavender.”

“Perfume Girl?”

“Yeah. They went to the same church in Vacaville. He said Grace believes gays don’t exist, that it’s entirely a choice. She believes that because she was told that by their pastor.”

“Does Justin believe that?”

“He says not. I gave him a mini-lecture about it.”

“Good for you.”

“He’s an odd one. He says he moved here to put distance between him and his family. They were extremely disappointed when he chose to not pursue the ministry.”

“Are they religious nutcases?”

“That’s my impression.”
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