True Love
True love comes not by finding the perfect person but by learning to love an imperfect person perfectly.  I recall running to get a piece of paper to scribble down that quote upon watching it emerge on the late night television screen many years ago.  It was at that time that I began to long for someone who was perfect in my eyes.  I had spent some time pretending to fall in love with those bad boys or, in one situation, the man who my mother was seemingly in love with.  
He was a student at Wesleyan University who I had corresponded with for years through email and internet chatting.  I was eighteen when our unfounded and often ridiculous friendship began.  Eventually we had lost touch only to reconnect a couple years later, at the age of twenty after many miscalculated attempts at relationships and rebellion.  Or, in essence, too much sex mixed with not enough responsibility.  I was living in North Platte with my parents, lazy and party driven, stubborn and sexually vivacious, and receiving constant hints at my need to do something with my life.  By this point, my nearly educated, slightly desperate but sweet enough internet “love” was adamant about meeting and so he came.  He was slightly round with red cheeks and an insecurity that was visible on the forefront.  But, he was sweet.  My mother met him, and being a dreamer of worldliness, fell upon his music degree with emphasis in performance opera.  She loved him.  He asked for my hand in marriage very quickly. I was trapped.  But, he was sweet.  We relocated to Lincoln and planned a very hasty wedding.  Fortunately for me, two weeks before the wedding I freaked.  It was my mother who loved him, not me.  I visited Omaha to assist my aunt with some work and in doing so, after the consumption of some Budlight, preceded to text everyone in my phone that the wedding was off.  Yes, I realize this was rash and a bit overzealous but I nearly sold my life and soul to a lost soul for the sake of my mother’s desires.  Thank God for Budlight.
Months later, back to my rebellious party life, I met a boy.  I call him a boy, not because he was younger than me but only because he was, undoubtedly not a man.  We hung out, spent endless nights together, and thus he became the infamous rebound.  This was during the self inflicted wedding crash and was simply a way of flipping the bird at what was expected of me.  I was too young to marry and if I wanted to rebel and make a bad reputation for myself, whose right was it to hinder me in doing so?  Eventually, I was booted from the apartment that I had shared with my round, red, and sweet “never was” and had no choice but to, once again take refuge with my, not so pleasantly pleased, parents.  Two months in came the blow.  I was pregnant.  I was pregnant by the boy.  He was a boy, not a man.  That is why upon notice of the situation, he claimed “it” was not his and avoided me all together.  I was pregnant. 
At about three months gestation, my parents, obviously fed up with my wayward ways and my inadequacies, told me to get out.  Fearful and hopeless, I sought refuge at a homeless shelter.  My parents had failed at the concept of unconditional love, but someone was watching down from above.  Thank God for small miracles.  During my stay at the shelter, I met an “in between”, whether he was a boy or a man I am still uncertain.  He was nice enough and he helped me survive an intensely emotional period.  Eventually, we became very close and when I had “overstayed my welcome” at the shelter, he was all I had and he gave me a place to live.  My baby and I had somewhere safe.  I can remember thinking that the situation must be true love.  After all, who would do so much for a pregnant girl and her unborn child?  Not even my family had accepted myself and my unborn miracle for what we were and yet this “in between” did.  Saintly as he seemed, his addiction to prescription pain killers began to emerge toward the middle of my pregnancy and by the end, it was very unlikely, at least to me, that he loved himself at all.  How could he love us?  Upon my realization, I got an apartment for my unborn baby and I.  I must give this guy credit, for he did help me deliver my child and for that he deserves more respect than the rest of my reflection may allot him.  
My child became the love of my life upon arrival.  He was so small and delicate yet I knew that what I was feeling was what I had longed to feel for so long.  I wanted to love someone unconditionally, absolutely, and with all that I had.  And I did, I have, and I do.  After the birth of my precious baby boy, Anthony, I lost the desperate necessity to have a man to love, for I had the greatest love of all.  I had met the love of my life and I knew he would never leave due to an inadequacy or a mistake on my behalf.  As Anthony grew, I started back to school and placed my focus in what was important; our future.  Thank God for responsibility.  On occasion, I would rationalize my way through women having needs too and would self indulge in minor recklessness but never returned to my uninhibited, self serving, irresponsible childishness.  Often, I’ve wondered how I hold such unconditional love for my son while my parents could not do the same.  
After nearly two years, my friend talked me into experimenting with a phone dateline.  I had been single for a long while and had long become the irritating third wheel to her and her mate.  I talked to a few males and was very fearful of meeting them.  I met a couple flops and would have stopped all together had one man not caught my attention.  There was a pull, an immediate chemistry.  He accepted an invitation to come have some beers with my friends and I and hang out.  The moment Matt walked in, my heart started pounding, the butterflies in my stomach went into acrobatics, and it felt as though I had to pick my jaw up from the floor.  For about the next month and a half, every night was spent together.  Thank God for Budlight.  As with so many seemingly perfect scenarios, our month and a half rendezvous with my ideal man collapsed, either due to his lack of or his fear of feelings in return.  We parted ways and I, accepting it for simply being another piece of the endless maze of loving with nothing returned, cried my tears and sucked up my pride.
No more than a week or so after our departure, heartbroken and hell bent on recovery, I accepted another date off that line.  It was a tragic, horrific, Satan-spawned night that resulted in a date rape that seemed undoubtedly unsurpassable.  The night remains an unapproachable haze.  I remember so little that it doesn’t even seem real and so I don’t entirely believe it happened.  The memory is more of a memory relayed to me from someone else’s remembrances of a drug trip.  It is as if I lost that night.  I don’t recall the happenings or even what I drank prior to feeling unsteady and almost separate from myself, and eventually passing out.  I have no one and nothing to thank for this occurrence.  With no solid memory, I tucked my tail between my legs and trudged ahead.  I had a baby boy to worry about.  Concentrating on the negative, while having no one to listen or believe, was a waste of time.  You can’t lean when there is nothing to lean on.  You will inevitably fall over and it cannot be left to a two year old boy to pick you up and brush you off.
Three months following the demise of Matt and I’s “relationship”, I found out I was three months pregnant.  With all the strength I could muster from inside my bruised and tattered, self loathing, and unwilling ability to destroy myself, I held my head high.  I could be a mom.  If there is nothing else I could do, I knew I was a good mom.  I was told once that my mother thought a second child may complete me.  It is that unconditional essence of the maternal bond to a child that could save anyone from drowning.  So, onward I trudged, again.  Thank God for self will and a maternal disposition.  After all she was Matt’s, right?  He was an awesome guy.  He had faults like everyone, slight imperfections, but I had not noticed them without them being pointed out and picked apart.  He was gorgeous with dark hair and hazel eyes, muscular arms and intellect.  I didn’t contact him for a while.  This was out of fear.  It was also out of an uncertainty.  I had been raped.  As much as I was certain the dates matched Matt and my heart was unrelenting, I had still been raped.  There was that slight chance that the evil deed had not been well thought out and I’d gotten pregnant.  No.  God wouldn’t do that.
On New Year’s Day, assuming Matt would be, just as any fun-loving person would, at home with a hangover from the night prior, I called his mother’s home phone.  She told me that he was not there and I, trembling and nervous, left my name and ended with a “Thank you Ma’am”.  Slightly relieved that he was not available, I remember being able to breathe once again when suddenly my phone rang.  “Oh my God”, I said looking at my sixty year old Aunt Kathi with fear in my eyes “It’s him”.  I answered the phone and said hello.
“How are you?” he asked, sounding slightly delighted to have heard from me after six months.
“I’m okay” I said, barely able to speak.
“So, what’s up?” he asked.
“I’m pregnant.”  I said. 
“Is it mine?” he asked.
“That’s why I called you” I said.  I cannot recall, at this point, how the phone call ended.  Either he told me he needed a minute and would call back later or he simply hung up on me.  I shook and I felt like crying, yet in a sense, I was relieved.  He was not mean.  When he called me again within the hour, he said that we needed to meet somewhere and talk.  The entire time we had hung out the summer prior, I had made sure Anthony was in bed so as not to meet him.  I could not allow my child to get close to someone who would walk away.  I reminded Matt of this and then decided that it was unavoidable now and invited him over, adding that I didn’t understand why we needed to see each other right then.  He responded, whether through text or voice that he wanted to make sure I had not simply gotten fat and was playing with him.  As much as it shook me, I realized that was the least of what he could have said given the situation.    
His reentry back through the door was shaky and unsure.  His face was pale and you could see the fear in his unnaturally wide eyes and tight lips.  I cannot tell you what was said or if anything was truly said.  It was more a conversation of body language and facial expressions than anything verbal.  The memories came flooding back to me of our arguments of him not wanting to be any more to me than a bed buddy and yet, all I wanted to do was hold him.  He, at 30, was so much more frightened than I was even considering the circumstances.  We sat and I cannot recall if it was during this meeting of the minds or some other that I told him of the hellish tragedy I had endured upon trying to move on past him.  He was understanding and, I think, appreciated my honesty.  
He was still perfect.  From the way he moved and talked to his physicality and now, even more importantly, in the fact that he refused to leave the situation.  He began staying with me and grew exceptionally close to Anthony, my precious baby boy who was innocent of everything and had been thrown into a great confusion at the age of two.  Matt would hold us as we all sprawled out on the floor to watch movies.  It was unlike anything I could have ever imagined perfection to be yet in that moment, I knew that this was true love.  I could not see negative in him even when he sat before me and pointed out what he saw as his downfalls.  He was perfect to me.  Thank God for Matt.  
Despite many disagreements and upsets, Matt was present for my emergency c-section and was the first person to see Maddie’s face and hold her tiny body.  She is an amazing beauty who is loved no less than her brother and held just as closely to my heart.  She is another representation of that unconditional love that I thought only possible between parents and their children.  I have found, however, that no matter how many times I pretended to love in the past, it is only now that I truly have.  He has become the father to both of my children, Maddie and Anthony, and remained my best friend through it all.  It was not until recently, after my first night of fun out with my friends, that Matt realized feelings he had not before.  Within the past week or so, we have established a relationship beyond that of partners in parenting and best friends.  He has made up for my inability to understand my mother’s antics in his ability to love Anthony unconditionally despite the fact that he was never his.  And my faith in everyone else has, in a sense been restored, due to the fact that one man could be so good and could teach me of love without ever trying to do so.  Most importantly, Matt has blessed our children the love of a father.  My family has taught me to love unconditionally, absolutely, and without doubt.  Thank God for family and thank God for love. 

