
  [image: cover]


  PRAISE FOR FINDING MR. RIGHTEOUS

“With an entirely fresh perspective and a voice that’s humorous, hopeful, and, at times, absolutely heartbreaking, Lisa De Pasquale’s quest to find Him is a must-read. I loved Finding Mr. Righteous, ago- nizing over the rough patches along with De Pasquale and cheering her on throughout, and I can’t recommend this book highly enough!”

—Jen Lancaster, New York Times bestselling author of The Tao of Martha and Here I Go Again

“Lisa De Pasquale is one of the best conservative writers out there, but this book isn’t about politics. It’s a fascinating and extremely personal account of her dating life, her massive insecurities and her mostly ineffective search for God—until one man accidentally reveals the truth to her. I won’t tell you how, or I’d ruin the ending. this is a true christian story, disguised as racy ‘chick Lit.’”

—Ann Coulter, New York Times bestselling author and columnist

“Finding Mr. Righteous is a true page-turner that will touch many lives. that’s because it’s a very sharply told, sometimes hilarious, sometimes sordid, but always bravely honest account of one woman’s search -- in all the wrong places—for connection, meaning, peace, and true love. By refusing to sugar-coat the sorrows and humiliations of her wanderings, her journey’s end is all the more wonderful, pow- erful, moving, and sweet.”

—Eric Metaxas, New York Times bestselling author of Bonhoeffer: Pastor, Martyr, Prophet, Spy


   


[image: tmp_607368e4be78e4e20eadeb804d3dda21_Xwa7jI_html_m7c54b87a.jpg]


  A POST HILL PRESS book

Published at Smashwords

 


ISBN (hardcover): 978-1-61868-9-818

ISBN (eBook): 978-1-61868-9-825

 


Finding Mr. Righteous copyright © 2014

by Lisa De Pasquale

All Rights Reserved.

 


No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted by any means without the written permission of the author and publisher.

 


[image: tmp_607368e4be78e4e20eadeb804d3dda21_Xwa7jI_html_m19aa0de6.jpg]


   


​ Table of Contents

 


​Prologue

Chris the Atheist

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Joe the Catholic

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Buster

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

John the Evangelical

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Preston the Quaker

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Ryan the Preacher

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Adam the Jew

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Brandon the Nondenominational Believer

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Mr. Righteous

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41

Acknowledgments


   


 


I have been all things unholy.

If God can work through me,

He can work through anyone.

St. Francis of Assisi


  
​Prologue


 


It was a Saturday afternoon when I realized I was using religion to get a guy. I had spent an hour crafting the perfect message that he would respond to in his trademark witty prose. Or was it that I was using a guy to get religion? Were my questions about religion real and my lusting after him fake? As I began to think about my past relationships, I thought about my private journey to find God. Some brought me closer, others drove me further way. This book is about the men I’ve met on a quest to know Him. Even as I write this, I don’t know how my story will end. Will I find my soul mate or save my soul? Is it too much to ask for both?


   



​Chris the Atheist



  
​ Chapter 1


 


I was on the metro coming back from a Candye Kane show. Candye was a porn star-cum-lounge singer. I adored her because she was sexy, a big girl like me, and she embraced it, unlike me. I stood there surrounded by her mostly male fans and I started to feel a little sexier. After she finished her set, she came off stage, made a beeline for me, and gave me a big hug. I was glad that I ended up going to the show even though I had to go alone. It’s not every day your music idol gives you an unsolicited hug.

After the concert, as I waited on the platform at the Clarendon metro station, two guys asked me if they were going in the right direction. In a drunken stupor, they had previously taken the train in the wrong direction. It was already past midnight, so this was their last chance on a Thursday night to get it right.

We boarded the same train and I walked toward the middle and sat in an empty row. After a few minutes, I noticed one of the guys looking my way. The other guy was cuter, and it sounded like he had an Australian accent. The American walked toward me and sat down in my row. We exchanged names. His name was Chris.

“Where were you tonight?” he asked

“A concert,” I said.

“Who did you go with?”

“No one. Just by myself.”

“You went by yourself?”

“Yeah, I really wanted to go and no one else I knew wanted to go.”

“That’s cool.”

I rolled my eyes to myself. This guy was drunk. When guys have nothing to say, they say, “That’s cool.”

“You seem really drunk,” I said.

“Yeah, I’m not used to drinking that much,” he said.

“Oh.”

“So, do you want to go with us to get breakfast?”

“No, thank you. I need to get home.”

I’d heard of these male-female encounters, read about them in magazines, but this had never happened to me before. I’d never been “picked up.” I wasn’t really sure how to react. Was this guy just making conversation? Surely he wasn’t just looking for a one-night stand, because he would go after someone who was hot, right? I just sat there being amused by his every drunken word.

“You’re funny,” I said.

“You’re pretty,” he said. He reached across my chest and brushed my hair out of the way, which was loosely falling in between my cleavage. “Will you give me a kiss?” he asked.

“I don’t know you.”

“Please?”

So I did. A peck, really. The first thought that came to my mind was that there was an old Asian man sitting in front of us who must have figured out we didn’t know one another before getting on this train. Now he just saw me kiss a total stranger.

“It’s almost my stop. Can I have your phone number?” he asked.

I gave him my number. He got up and walked back to his friend on the other side of the train.

A few minutes later, Chris came lumbering back.

“I can’t stop thinking about that kiss. Can I have one more?” he asked.

Now that I was more aware of the other people on the train, I said, “Only on the cheek.” I gave him a quick peck. The train stopped and Chris and his friend got off.

It was around 2:00 p.m. on Sunday when the phone rang. I looked at the caller ID. It must be the guy from the metro, I figured. I decided to play it cool and not pick up. Since it was Sunday, I wanted to watch some football anyway. A few hours later, the phone rang. It was Chris again. This time I picked up.

“Hello?”

“Hi, this is Chris from the metro.”

“Oh, hi, how are you?”

“I’m good. I called you earlier, but I guess you weren’t home.”

“Oh, yeah. The Redskins game had just started, so I didn’t pick up.”

“That’s cool.”

Ugh. He later told me that ignoring him in favor of the football game was what made him decide he really did want to see me again.

I live in Herndon, Virginia, which is about twenty-five miles northwest of Washington, DC. Since my job is also in Herndon, I really don’t venture out of the suburbs that much. One night, though, I was going with my friend Christie to a bar called Zed’s in Alexandria. Chris and I had talked on the phone a few times, so I decided to invite him along since Zed’s was near his apartment. When we showed up, he was wearing a polo-type shirt with a weird pattern. I had forgotten what he looked like. He kind of looked like Patrick Swayze in Dirty Dancing.

He seemed really uncomfortable. We were surrounded by Christie’s libertarian friends, who still thought it was cool to argue about politics after work. I realized how pretentious they seemed when I brought someone new into the mix. Maybe that’s why I noticed his ugly shirt. It reminded me of a guy I worked with in college who used to wear similar collared shirts with golf balls and tees on them. He was really cool and the shirts didn’t fit his personality. One day I asked him if he played golf. He said he didn’t.

“Then why do you always wear golf shirts?” I asked him.

“My dad gave them to me. Clarence said we have to wear collared shirts when we’re working at the counter, and these are all I have.”

That’s when I realized how little guys think about what they wear. Shirt plus pants equals dressed.

At around 9:00 p.m., Christie said she was ready to leave. Chris offered to take me home if I stayed while he finished his beer. We left about ten minutes later. He had a white Chevy truck. When he opened the door, he quickly moved all the paper, fast-food bags, bottles, and random guy garbage that accumulate in all of their vehicles.

“Do you know how to get to your house from here?”

“I know you just need to get on 495 and take it to the toll road,” I told him, privately annoyed that he didn’t know how to get around the area.

“We could just go to my house.”

“No, I have a dog and I need to let him out,” I said.

When we got to my house, my dog, Buster, greeted us at the door.

“Does he always jump like that?” Chris said.

“He’s just excited that I’m home.”

“You have a really nice place. Too bad it’s way out in the boonies.”

“It’s not in the boonies. It’s near where I work.”

“Boonies,” he said, smirking.

I figured he was teasing me to be cute, but it was annoying.

“Are you tired?” he asked.

“Yeah, kind of.”

“Can I stay here tonight so I don’t have to drive all the way back to Arlington?”

Oh. So, this is where the boonies conversation is going. “Let’s watch some TV for a while,” I suggested.

We sat on my couch and Buster jumped up on his lap. He pushed him off.

“Don’t push him!” Seeing his reaction to my sweet, sweet dog trying to check him out should have been my first clue that Chris had a dark side.

That night we slept in the same bed, fooled around, but didn’t, you know, sleep together. I slept in shorts and a tank top in mismatched pastel colors. I was going for cute, not trying too hard to be sexy. I knew I wasn’t sexy, but it would be worse if it seemed like I was trying to be sexy and failing. Buster slept in the spare bedroom. I secretly wished Buster and Chris could just trade places, but I didn’t want to seem like a crazy dog lady on our first date.


  
​Chapter 2


 


Chris and I had been dating for about two weeks. We hadn’t had sex yet. I told him I didn’t go that far so soon. It was mostly true. I had really only had three boyfriends. The first I never slept with and was the first boy I ever kissed. The second was my first and it was awful. The third was my first real relationship. I broke it off with him on Valentine’s Day because I knew after I graduated from college I wanted to move to DC. He offered to come, but that was a turnoff for me. Anyone willing to move a thousand miles for me obviously didn’t have much going on in his own life.

I was at Chris’s apartment one night. We were fooling around on his adolescent twin bed with no frame. Earlier that day I had heard “Landslide” by Fleetwood Mac on the radio and I couldn’t get it out of my head.

“I have a song in my head. Have you ever heard ‘Landslide’?”

“Wow, I’ve had that same song in my head, too.”

I slapped him on the chest. “No way. Are you serious?”

“Yes! I swear. That is so amazing. I can’t believe you said that song.”

I realized how late it was and that I had to get home. My car was at the metro near my mom and stepdad’s house. They were watching Buster because I hated leaving him home alone. Chris said he was hot and was going to change clothes, so I left the room while he got dressed.

I was waiting in the living room when he came out in cargo shorts and a heather-grey James Madison University T-shirt. It was tight on the top and showed off his chest and biceps. I had never noticed his body before because he wore those awful ill-fitting golf shirts. Holy shit, I was dating a hot guy.

A week later we slept together. We were at my house. I had made him wait for three weeks. After we were done, I jokingly said, “See, that wasn’t such a big deal.” I thought I was being cute, but he was offended. He went outside to smoke for a while. I never knew where I stood with him.

Since I was living in the” boonies,” we usually only saw one another on the weekends and talked on the phone during the week. We were talking one night and he seemed distant. I could hear him chain-smoking and grabbing a bottle out of the fridge. I knew what was coming.

“I don’t think we should see each other anymore,” he said.

“Why?” I asked.

“I don’t want to get into the reasons. It’s just for the best.”

“Is it because of my looks?” I asked. I thought this would throw him off. Make him feel sympathy for me. In a million years I wouldn’t have expected what he said next.

“Yes.”

I didn’t get mad. How could I blame someone for thinking the same thing I thought about myself? I needed to lose weight. That didn’t change just because a guy showed mild interest in me.

“I was planning to lose weight anyway,” I told him. “Why don’t we continue dating and see how it goes? Or are you just embarrassed to be seen with me?”

“No, I don’t care what other people think.”

When we hung up that night, we were still dating. The next day I bought the weight-loss book Body for Life.

As the weeks went on, my phone conversations with Chris got more and more deep. We were about a month into dating. It was a weeknight and I was getting ready to go to bed when Chris called. Once again, I didn’t know where the conversation was leading.

We started talking about religion. Chris often made off-hand comments about being an atheist, so I was surprised when he told me he grew up in a Pentecostal church. It was the kind where people talked in tongues when they felt the spirit. He said he would sit in the pew and wish he could hear the voices. I said maybe they were all faking it. I was surprised when he said they really heard them. He asked me what I believed. I said that I believed in God. I grew up Southern Baptist, though I was never really that religious. I just knew I wasn’t an atheist or agnostic.

“So, you can’t even defend your beliefs?” he asked.

“Well, it’s better than being a heathen like you!”

“Do you really freaking think that? I can’t believe you would even say that to me.”

“I was just kidding; I didn’t really mean it,” I stammered.

“Then why did you say it? You’re saying I’m someone who deserves to go to hell.”

“I swear I didn’t mean it that way.”

“I wouldn’t wish hell on my worst freaking enemy. If you really think that about me, we have a problem.”

I could hear the sneer in his voice.

“I don’t. I wasn’t thinking. I guess I’m just sort of scared that you’re making me realize that I don’t really believe in anything. Maybe I don’t even believe in any religion.”

“But you believe in one that will send me to hell.”

“What do you mean? There’s always forgiveness,” I said.

“Not for blasphemy. You have to accept that if God is real, we’re both going to hell.”

I didn’t know what to say. I knew I didn’t have enough knowledge of Christianity to defend it or condemn it. He was right. At that moment I felt my heart harden. I couldn’t defend God, and I definitely couldn’t argue with Chris and still keep him.

“Lisa, there’s something I have to tell you. I don’t want you to interrupt me.”

“OK. I’m sorry.”

“Lisa, I love you. I mean it. I really do.”

Once again, Chris had caught me by surprise. He said, “I love you.” All I had to do was renounce God.


  
​Chapter 3


 


Chris and I frequently imagined that our life together would be better without the stress of our jobs, DC area traffic, and the DC area cost of living. Chris had spent a few years in North Carolina and reasoned that it would be a better place to live and raise a family.

Since 9/11, we frequently talked about getting away from the area. Both my mother and Chris were working in the Pentagon on 9/11. I was flying to Florida that day when a flight attendant announced that all planes were being grounded because of a national emergency. The first thought that came to my mind was that the president had been assassinated. Once the plane landed at the nearest airport in Columbia, South Carolina, the flight attendant announced that planes had hit the World Trade Center and the Pentagon. I grabbed my cell phone and immediately called my mom. To my shock, I got through. She was fine, but still at the Pentagon. Then I called Chris. Given that I was on a plane and had no access to the news, I had no idea how serious the situation was at that point. When Chris answered, I jokingly said, “How’s your day going?”

“Are you freaking serious?” he said.

“I’m still on the plane. I don’t really know anything.”

“They’re saying it’s terrorists. I got the hell out of there. A cop stopped me on the way home for speeding. The Pentagon is on fire and I get pulled over for speeding. I told him I was coming from the Pentagon and to just give me the ticket so I could get home.”

“Wow, that’s crazy,” I said.

“Listen, I can’t talk right now. I need to process what’s going on.”

“OK, I guess I’m not going to make it to Florida, so I’ll probably rent a car and drive back tonight.”

“OK,” he said as he hung up.

I knew when to not push him to talk. Certainly, that moment was one of those times. It didn’t even occur to me that Chris hadn’t tried to call me. Or that he didn’t ask about my mom or how I was feeling.

In November 2001, we rented a cabin in the mountains for a few days. I found a great place on Craigslist. It was a beautiful log cabin just a few yards from a stream. “Cabin” really doesn’t do it justice. It was two stories, with a Jacuzzi in the master bedroom and a wraparound porch with beautiful views of the surrounding area.

When we arrived at the cabin, we realized we were about forty minutes from the nearest grocery store. After bringing all of our stuff inside, I noticed the “house rules” on the refrigerator:

 


-No smoking in the house

-Place dirty sheets and towels in laundry basket before leaving

-No smoking in the house

-Empty refrigerator before leaving

-Leave check on the counter

-NO SMOKING IN THE HOUSE

 


I was delighted to see that I would be able to enjoy a weekend free of secondhand smoke. It made my eyes water, gave me headaches, smelled horrible, and made everything I wore smell horrible.

“Did you see the rules?” I asked.

“Yeah, no smoking. It’s not a big deal, I’ll just go outside.”

I sighed with relief. It wasn’t just about my personal discomfort but that he was willing to put effort into doing something that was good for both of us.

After getting settled, we drove the forty minutes into town to the closest grocery store. We loaded up on things that would last us several days and that didn’t require much cookware since I forgot to take stock of what was in the kitchen. I enjoyed cooking for Chris, so I was looking forward to doing several days of meals for us. It also gave me something to do while he was outside smoking.

The next day we attempted to go fishing. The cabin owners told us it was too late in the year, but we tried it anyway.

That evening I filled up the Jacuzzi and grabbed a book. Even though it was “built for two,” I was too modest (or ashamed) to actually use it with Chris. He didn’t ask to join me either. After a long bath, I got dressed and went downstairs where Chris was watching TV. There he was, sitting on the floor, a few empty beer bottles strewn about and a makeshift tinfoil ashtray. He was smoking. In the house. He lasted less than twenty-four hours.

“You’re smoking?”

“It’s OK, we’ll just open all the doors before we leave and air it out,” he said without looking at me.

I was tempted to tell him what a soulless, insensitive asshole he was. It’s what I should have said. In reality, I said nothing. I went back upstairs to go to sleep.

A few minutes later, Chris came upstairs and laid down in bed with me.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“I don’t understand why you just can’t stop smoking. You know my dad had so many health problems from smoking. How can I be with you knowing you’re risking your health the same way?”

“I’m sorry, baby. I didn’t know it hurt you that much.”

He was drunk. That’s the only time he ever called me “baby.” The truth was, I wasn’t upset because of the health risks. I was upset that he didn’t have the self-control to not smoke inside for a few days. If he couldn’t do that, he couldn’t control his other impulses either. His impulse to drink. His impulse to be so cynical about the world. His impulse to leave me because I wasn’t thin.

The next morning when I woke up, Chris was lying next to me. His leg was resting on mine. It reminded me of the joke about the difference between cats and dogs. A dog will lay next to you because he wants to be closer to you. A cat will lay next to you because you’re warm. Chris was a cat. I knew the morning intimacy was accidental. But I was starving for it. I didn’t want to move. Even though I was dying to use the bathroom, I stayed in bed until he woke up.


  
​Chapter 4


 


Don’t get me wrong, I didn’t renounce twenty-plus years of personal religious beliefs just because I was dating an atheist. My ambivalence about religion had started much earlier. Even at nine or ten years old, I knew there was something that didn’t connect me to a particular religion. My mother, sister, and I were attending a Southern Baptist church in Tallahassee, Florida. It was in a nicer neighborhood than where we lived. One Sunday I decided it was time for me to be baptized, or “born again.” Baptists believe that after birth, a person should choose to get baptized again in order to show their true commitment to their faith.

I didn’t feel the call that I thought I was supposed to feel, so I faked it. As my mom busied herself with unlocking the car door, making sure my sister was strapped in, I pretended to be preoccupied. When she told me the door was unlocked, I ignored her and looked off into the distance. Later I said I couldn’t stop thinking about all the fire and stuff in hell.

I began on the path of getting baptized. It happened during a Sunday evening service. The regular pastor wasn’t there, so one of the deacons did the baptism instead. He was tall, bearded, and had reddish-brown hair. Afterward I joked that when I was coming out of the water, I thought he looked like Jesus. Later, I received congratulations from members of the congregation. There was no mistaking me because I was the only one with wet hair.

Chris and I were still dating after almost a year.

Being with him, I also became more and more cynical about religion. I don’t know if it was an effort to show him how much I had changed, or if my heart was just getting harder after enduring months of his disapproval.

Some nights he would call me and say he loved me more than he’d loved anyone. That he would die for me. I would tell him that a statement like that was more about him not caring about his own life.

On weekends we would do our weigh-ins. Whoever lost the most would have to pay for lunch on our “free day.” Most of the time it was me who had to pay. I figured it was a sure bet to get us to spend time together, because he wouldn’t turn down a free meal.

On Sundays I would buy groceries and make him meals for the rest of the week. Grilled chicken, roasted potatoes, chili, breakfast casserole. I would be in the kitchen most of the day; he would be at the computer playing chess and watching football. If there was a good play, he would call me to come watch. It made me happy knowing that I was useful to him, especially since I was no longer being asked to perform other “girlfriend duties.”

We started doing the Body for Life program in order to lose weight. My progress was slow. Too slow, he told me. He would call me late at night and say he couldn’t continue dating me, but then he would tell me I always managed to say the right thing to keep him from fully breaking up. I noticed he was drinking and smoking more than ever. I hated the smoking, but I should have been more worried about the drinking. One night he confessed that he didn’t use to drink this much. He said since he met me, he started drinking more because I made him feel guilty. “You’re the best girl I’ve ever known,” he said, “and I feel so guilty that I’m not attracted to you. You deserve better than me.”

I responded that I just wanted to make him happy. Didn’t he want to be happy?

One Saturday night in May, I was getting ready to go out with Chris and some of his friends when he called. He said it was over. The acoustic version of Staind’s “It’s Been Awhile” played on the radio.

 


Why must I feel this way?

Just make this go away.

Just one more peaceful day.

 


I collapsed on the bed and cried. He called a few nights later. I said I would continue losing weight and wait for him.


  
​Chapter 5


 


Nearly six months had passed since I last saw Chris. We still e-mailed or talked on instant messenger every day and on the phone at night. He was dating a girl named Danielle. I was working out for an hour every day and eating eight hundred to a thousand calories. I wanted to give myself a goal, so I bought tickets to a Wizards-Lakers basketball game and asked if he would go with me. I knew he wouldn’t pass up the lineup: Michael Jordan had just started playing for the Wizards and Shaquille O’Neal and Kobe Bryant were playing for the Lakers.

I took the metro into DC that evening, eager to see if Chris would notice a difference in the way I looked. I was wearing a sleeveless black dress from Old Navy. It was formfitting, but flattering.

After some confusion over which metro exit was closest to the restaurant where we were meeting, I finally saw Chris on the sidewalk. We walked toward one another. I looked at his face for a sign whether he could tell how much weight I had lost——approximately sixty pounds. We hugged one another and I couldn’t stop myself from asking, “Do I look different?”

“Yeah, you look good.”

As we ate dinner, we talked about our jobs. He was still doing computer work; I was still with a nonprofit group. My career was actually starting to pick up. I was writing more, doing more talk radio interviews, and booking more speakers on college campuses.

We had nosebleed seats for the game, but the view was still pretty good. I’m not a basketball fan, but being able to see some of the modern-day greats on the same court was cool. About halfway into the game, Michael Jordan went out because of a knee injury. As it would turn out, that was the last professional game he ever played.

Later that night we found ourselves on the metro together again. His stop came first. We were on a crowded train, so I knew there wasn’t going to be a declaration of love or regret, but I was still hoping for something. I smiled. He said, “It was good to see you.” As much as I wanted some sort of affection then, I can’t remember if we hugged good-bye.

For months I couldn’t stand the name “Danielle.” I built her up in my head as the perfect girl who was happy with her body, could motivate Chris to stop drinking and smoking, who did fun things with their mutual friends on the weekend. Chris and I never did anything with mutual friends. He once went on a weekend trip to go inner-tubing with some friends at work. He didn’t even invite me. I reasoned that it was because he knew I wouldn’t go tubing because I would be afraid of the water or of being in a bathing suit in front of other people. Either way, it was my fault, not his.

I did know there was one thing I could give Chris that no one else could give him: unconditional love and understanding. He told me so. One night while we were still dating, he told me about his horrible family life. After his mother and father got a divorce, she married a horrible man who physically abused him and his sister. It was worse for his sister. Chris asked me if I ever noticed the marks on his arms. I hadn’t. After his mother and stepfather were divorced, he found out about the physical abuse his sister had endured. He began cutting himself on his upper arms every day. There were dozens and dozens of scars on both arms. He couldn’t stop his stepfather, but he thought he could at least feel his sister’s pain. The next time I had the chance to look at his arms, I was shocked I hadn’t noticed before. It was typical of our relationship. I never thought about his flaws because I was obsessing over my own.

I continued to lose weight and was soon down almost ninety pounds. My gym posted “before” and “after” photos of me at the registration desk. I was starting to get attention from guys, which confused me. I’d been overweight since I was four years old, so I wasn’t used to getting male attention.

A flirtation started with the UPS guy who had my office’s route when the regular guy was on vacation. We talked on the phone and eventually got together one evening. I made him spaghetti and meatballs. He confessed that he was legally separated from his wife, but they still lived together.

I met another guy while I was getting new tires and we started to date. He was Indian. He had been in an arranged marriage, but once his parents realized it wasn’t working they gave him their blessing to get a divorce. He wanted to spoil me. It was new and I liked it. One evening at a restaurant, he drew on the butcher paper on the table the house we would live in, the car he would buy me (a Lexus), his car, and our weekend car. We only dated a month. He insisted that I give him back a necklace he gave me. The request was so petty that I wanted to be sure he knew I didn’t care about any of the things he had given me. I gathered the necklace, every empty vase from flowers, a teddy bear, perfume, and anything else and put them in a garbage bag. I gave them to his best friend so I wouldn’t have to see him.

I also bought my own Lexus a few years later.

Chris and I still talked, though. He always insisted that I was the one. That we were the only ones who could make each other happy. One night he invited me over to see his new apartment. He said he and Danielle were no longer dating. On my way out, I grabbed the mail. I had received the new Victoria’s Secret catalog, so I took it along in case I got bored watching Chris play chess and smoke.

When I arrived, Chris was surprised at how good I looked now. He couldn’t stop looking at me, and for the first time I felt like I had power in our relationship. He said he and Danielle were still friends and he still had her stuff there. We started fooling around and he seemed nervous. Afterward, I went to take a quick shower and opened a nearby closet to get a towel. On the floor was an Avenue bag. Avenue was a frumpy, plus-size store. Danielle was fat.

When I got out of the bathroom, Chris was on the phone. He hung up, turned to me, and said, “Danielle is on her way over.”

“What?” I said.

“She had a hard day at work and just needs someone to talk to for a few hours. I’m sorry.”

“So, you want me to leave?”

“Yeah, I’m sorry.”

I was out the door in less than five minutes. I was in shock. I told myself they were just friends. I smirked when I realized that I had left the Victoria’s Secret catalog behind. She would at least know I had been there. Of course, a normal woman with some self-respect would have picked up the catalog and threw it at him.

The next morning I didn’t see Chris on instant messenger. This was a bad sign. Chris frequently called in sick when he was torn up inside. I romanticized it, but in all honesty he was probably hungover from a night of heavy drinking and smoking.

I called him at home. Danielle was still there. They were getting back together.

“Were you ever really apart?” I asked. “Does she know I was there last night?”

“Yeah, she knows. We’re going to get married.”

I hung up and sat there in shock. How did I lose again? I was skinnier now. She was fat.

A few days passed and I sent Chris an e-mail. I didn’t understand, I told him. I had lost the weight. What had changed? Wasn’t I better now?

He wrote back, “I’m sorry. It’s also the hair on your face. I know there’s nothing you can do about it. It just bothers me.”

I wish I could say that at that moment I realized what a jerk he was, but I didn’t. I responded that I knew I had facial hair and I had been researching electrolysis, but couldn’t afford it right then.

From that day forward, the weight started to come back. My religious beliefs, to the extent that I ever had any, didn’t.


  
​Chapter 6


 


Chris and I frequently talked about having children. I always said that the one thing I wanted to accomplish in life was to be a stay-at-home mother. Even after we broke up (or the last time we broke up), Chris would e-mail me that he still thought I would one day be the mother of his children. In my mind, I had added up all our similar beliefs on having children, not believing in organized religion, wanting to get out of DC—even having the same song on our mind meant that we were meant for one another. There was never a time that I turned him away. Even when I knew I didn’t have the same feelings for him, I didn’t want him to think I had rejected him.

After not speaking for several months, maybe even a year, he asked if he could call me. He told me he and his ex-girlfriend Heather had a baby and named her Chloe. They had broken up but had sex one last time. Even though she was nearly forty, she got pregnant. I wanted to ask if Chloe had been baptized.

I was now the director of the nation’s largest conservative political gathering, writing regularly and getting paid for it, and he still ended up on top. He ended up with the prize I wanted.

Over the years Chris and I loosely kept in touch. Every eight to ten months or so, one of us would make contact. Usually it was him when things weren’t going well in his life.

Chris moved to Richmond, Virginia, to be closer to his daughter. For a few months he had a temporary job in Falls Church. One day out of the blue he e-mailed and asked if I wanted to get dinner and see his place. I had plans to get a drink with a board member at my organization, but I said I would meet him at his hotel and then we could go to dinner.

When I arrived, I was surprised at how different he looked. He had gained weight and now had a goatee and glasses. When we started kissing, it was the first time I didn’t feel anything. It reminded me of when I was at a conservative event where a prayer was said before dinner. I practically reveled in the fact that I didn’t feel anything.

I realized at dinner that I was a totally different person around Chris when we dated. Back then I was afraid of being funny because I was afraid of his criticism. When I said something funny during dinner, he was surprised. I rarely made him laugh, even though I tell people that one of the things I’m looking for in a husband is someone who laughs at my jokes.

Chris liked to reminisce about one particular night we spent together at his apartment. He lived four stories up and there was a balcony off the living room. We were out there one night while he smoked and drank. I didn’t know if he was drunk or just already so completely comfortable around me that he didn’t care about doing the gross guy behavior they’re supposed to hide for a few months. He started spitting from the balcony to see how far it could go. I laughed along with him as his spit went further and further. It was disgusting. I wasn’t amused. And I’m still annoyed that his favorite memory of our time together was like a scene from a gross-out teen movie.

Most of my memories from our relationship involved being alone or ignored. Chris was an avid chess player. He would drink, smoke, and play online for hours. I would sit there watching TV or reading a book. After a few months he taught me how to play. I was a quick learner and even won my level at a chess tournament we went to in Fredericksburg. Well, he remembers that I won. I remember that we slept in different beds that night—although it was better than my usual sleeping spot at his house, the floor, because he only had a lumpy twin mattress.

After several months of not speaking, I heard from Chris a few days before Halloween. He was back in Richmond. He had bought a house but was still looking for a full-time job. He asked if I would come down for a visit to see his place. Still unable to say no when I thought he needed me, I drove down Halloween evening. It was still light when I got there and he showed me around the backyard, holding my hand, proud of the random things that were growing in his garden.

It started to get darker, so we went inside and he showed me around. He may have had a house, but it looked like every place he’d ever had. Nothing on the walls, not much furniture, cluttered with makeshift ashtrays, beer bottles, and dirty dishes. This time it was clear: there was no woman living here. I also couldn’t imagine his young daughter of four or five being here.

After several years of wanting Chris to be attracted to me, I didn’t mind when he tried to get me in the bedroom after less than an hour. I didn’t want to do anything with him, I just wanted to be wanted.

Chris had already been drinking. His eyes were droopy and he wasn’t very engaged when we talked. When we were last together, he said that another ex-girlfriend, Mariah, liked it when he got rough. But I didn’t expect what happened next.

As we were kissing on his bed, he pulled away, reached back, and slapped me hard across the face. I was shocked. He hit me so hard I actually saw stars. He acted like it was totally normal. Maybe it was for him.

Later that night I said we could watch the TV show Profiler. I had just gotten the first season because a friend of mine was in the show. After five minutes, he became fixated on the main actress. He couldn’t stop talking about how she’d probably never struggled a day in her life because she was pretty. Without asking, I got up and took the DVD out. He went back to playing chess on the computer.

Ten years had passed and we were in the same roles. Except I wasn’t. It wasn’t that I had become less insecure; it’s just that I had gotten older and had less patience for Chris’s negativity. I told him I was going to head back to Northern Virginia so I wouldn’t get home too late.

As we started saying good-bye, Chris broke down and started sobbing.

“You know, my dad died. I didn’t think I’d take it this hard.”

“I’m so sorry.”

He came toward me and I hugged him. He started crying in my arms. I felt nothing but annoyance. I never knew when Chris was having real emotions or had just drank too much. Chris’s father was an alcoholic. As far as I know, they had only seen one another a handful times since his parents got a divorce when he was a child. He frequently talked about being a better father to Chloe than his father had been to him. The bar was set pretty low.

Chris and I never talked about the fact that he was also an alcoholic. Maybe he doesn’t think he is. I’ve heard him say a hundred times that he’s drinking less or going to drink less. When we were together, I never saw him drink less. At the beginning I thought it was my fault. He told me he had to drink in order to be with me. He said he felt so guilty being with me because I was so good and he was a just piece of shit.

It was New Year’s Eve of 2001 when I realized how much he really drank. It was the middle of the night when I felt a tug on the sheets. I opened my eyes. The lights were on and Chris was stripping the bed.

“What’s going on?” I asked. The second I spoke, I realized one side of my pajamas was soaked. I looked back at him and just said, “Oh.” Chris had been so drunk that he urinated in his sleep. All over himself and all over me. I got up, changed my clothes, and didn’t say a word about it. Ever. I didn’t want to embarrass him by calling attention to it. It was always about his feelings. Even when I was literally getting pissed on, I wanted to protect him from any more pain in his life.
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