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June 16, 1981, a beautiful sunny day in southern California. As I start this day, it is like no other; I am 

about to graduate high school. I place my cap and gown on just in time to reflect over the past year, a 

year that has changed my life. Looking in the mirror, I wonder if this is real. Am I about to graduate? 

Where did all the time go? Am I a grown up now? I can’t believe it’s almost summer again. It has only 

been a year and so much has changed--no I have changed.      

  It was almost a year ago, the summer before I started my senior year. Nothing usual. I lived 

with my mom, Annie, and my ten year old brother, Paul. Mom was from Greece, and had been a single 

parent for almost 10 years. My mom relied heavily on me to help raise Paul.   Paul was a typical 

ten-year-old. We were close but we did fight-- like all siblings. I didn't dislike my brother, but it was 

difficult caring for him the majority of the time. Nevertheless, all we really had was each other. Our 

parents had been divorced since I was 9, so we hardly ever saw our dad. His absence made things very 

hard on everyone. I had this sense that I needed to protect Paul in case our mom decided to leave as 

well. I had many conflicts with Mom. No matter what it was, the way I dressed or the music I listened to, 

she always turned it into a competition. I do whatever I could to keep the peace with Mom. I did what I 

was told: cleaned, took care of Paul, and even took him to school dances. My only escape was my music. 



Although I loved to sing and write, music was where I found comfort. In music, I found hope, faith, and 

acceptance--never rejection. The fact that I had a 10-year-old to worry about was quite the pressure for 

a young girl to live with. I hadn't realized the strength I had, or that everyone said I had. I always hoped 

one day I would find it. 

“Had I become that woman yet?” I questioned my ability. As I looked at myself, I never thought I 

was pretty, at least by everyone else’s standards. There was always someone prettier. I brushed my long 

blonde hair that appeared like gold when the sun hit and revealed the red highlights. My figure was 

curvy and thin, which has drawn some attention, as well as growing up in San Diego, where I got plenty 

of beach time. 

“Deidra, you must hurry! Jax is here and we have to go!” Mom yelled. 

No matter what, she would not call me Dee, my preferred nickname that I received from friends. 

I looked back at my reflection to see my eyes, blue with a hint of silver--he said he could get lost in 

them. 

It was summer when I took Paul to the pool near our house. A normal summer day, enjoying the 

hot sun on my body while watching Paul in the pool. Then he came in. He was tall with long black hair, 

and eyes that were almost black. Not only did I see him, but he also saw me. Surprisingly, He came over 

to talk to me. 

“Hey, can I sit here?” He said. 

“Go ahead, doesn’t bother me.” But in reality, it did. He scared me. Although he was smiling like an idiot, 

he still looked mean. I was uncomfortable with guys I didn’t know talking to me. This guy was trying too 

hard. 



“I’m Jax” 

“My name is Deidra, but my friends call me Dee.” 

“Why? If your name is Deidra why don’t they call you that?” 

“Well I don’t like Deidra, I like Dee.”  

“I see. I like Deidra better.” 

Oh boy, this guy is something else. He looks like a biker that probably does drugs, why should I care 

what he likes. He was just looking at me, why did he have to stare?   

“So you live here?” Jax asked trying to find out a little more. 

“Yes, or I wouldn’t be able to be at this pool.” Is he that stoned? 

 First impressions, wow, I thought to myself, remembering the first time I met Jax. Now, I wonder 

what I would be doing if I had never spoken to him again after that day. Maybe I would have gone into 

the military, needing something for a future plan. Now, my future includes him. 

I went to the pool everyday with Paul. Everyday Jax would go there too, just to see me. We would talk 

and talk until Jax had to go to work. I realized that Jax really wasn’t bad, he only acted that way. 

Although he had that reputation, he was actually a sweet guy. Jax made me feel safe and comfortable. 

While I got to know him, he definitely wasn’t like any guy I had ever liked before. With other guys, I 

always acted the way they wanted me to. With Jax, I could be myself. Jax was two years older than me, 

and would jump off the pool house roof to impress me. What he didn’t realize was that he had 

succeeded. The side of him I saw, most people wouldn’t look for. The side that was kind and 

compassionate. Jax was nice to Paul and would never mind that he was around. This time at the pool, 

Jax surprised me. However, Paul had seen him first go to our house. 



Paul says, “Deidra you know that guy Jax who keeps coming over? He just walked down to our house. 

What does he want?” 

“I don’t know, why do you care anyways?” 

“Because it’s my house, and I’m going to tell mom!” 

“Whatever.” 

Just as this little discourse was happening, Jax came through the gate. He had been down to our house 

and realized we were at the pool. 

“Hey what up? I have this book I want you to see. It’s about my family. You know I’m Indian right?” 

“Yeah, I think you told me that, Pawnee right? Where are the Pawnee from?” I asked him. 

“Originally from Nebraska, but my dad and his family came from Pawnee, Oklahoma. Did you know that 

if we lived back then I would wear a feather automatically in my hair? My grandmother was a princess 

and her dad was the tribal chief.” Jax pointed out. 

”Well that’s cool my family has some Indian in it, but not much. I’m mostly Greek.” 

“Do you kiss like the Greek do?” 

“No, I kiss like I’m French!” 

“I’d like to try that out sometime.” 

I stared at him in embarrassment. Why would this guy like me? I’m really not that pretty, and Jax is 

really hot! It makes no sense at all.  

“Well you see, I just don’t hand those out to anyone. So, I’ll have to wait and see how I feel about you 



and then let you know.” 

“I know how I feel about you; I’d like it if you were my lady! I know this is fast and we’ve only known 

each other for a week, but I like you. What do you think?” He asked with some apprehension in his 

voice.  

Once again, he shocked me. Why does this hot guy like me? I’m not sure, but I like him. We had been 

sitting at the pool all week getting to know each other; maybe he really does like me. 

“I like you too, and yes I would.” 

“So does this mean I can try that kiss now?” 

“After I read this book about your people. I need to find out more about you.” 

“I also brought you these pictures of me when I was a senior.” 

“Wow, you are so full of presents. Thank you, now I guess you should have that kiss.” 

 Then, he got to meet my mom. I thought to myself, this should be fun! Not! She didn't like 

anyone who had interest in me. She was so jealous of anyone who took my time away from her. I really 

hoped she didn't scare Jax away. Jax followed me back down to my house to meet Annie. 

“Mom, this is Jax, the guy I was telling you about." 

“You need a haircut.” Annie said as she eyed him. 

“Probably, but it’s nice to meet you.”Jax said with a smile on his face. 

“Ok, just don’t hurt my daughter,” Annie retorted. 

“I won’t." Jax replied. 



 My mom and boyfriend meeting weren’t too bad; it could have gone much worse. My mom had a way 

of pushing all of my friends away. But not Jax. He stood his ground. He was different. He was not afraid 

of her. 

 On July 5th, I was sitting on the front porch waiting for Jax to come over. My Mom was going 

out and I had to babysit Paul. Therefore, we going out was out of the question. So, we were going to 

watch a movie. Just then, he came around the corner wearing blue surfer shorts with a blue sweater. It 

was obvious that he had just taken a shower. When he looked at me, I melted. It was at that precise 

moment that I realized I was in love with him. This was not something I had seen coming, or knew how 

to react to. He came up to me and kissed me, which was definitely something different. I had never felt 

this way before. I certainly never was looking for this. I didn’t want it. I had my life planned out, and it 

didn’t include falling in love. 

 We went upstairs to watch the movie. We lay on the couch watching Grease with John Travolta. 

Jax and I were talking and laughing when all of a sudden he said," Will you marry me?”  

“What? You’re kidding.” I said, totally shocked. 

“No, no I’m not. I am serious. I love you and want you to be my wife.” 

“I think you’re playing, we have only known each other for two weeks!” I said laughingly. 

“No, I am serious. I prayed that God would bring me the girl that would be my wife; I knew the moment I 

saw you that you were her.” Jax said this with such great conviction, how could I doubt it. 

So, I said YES! I had never been so excited in my life. 

   That was quite a night! All of our friends though we were crazy. They keep telling me there was 

no way it was going to work, we were too different. Although that was true, when I'm with him I feel so 



different. I feel so strong and so truly loved. My mom acted different. She was surprised, but still 

seemed happy for me, I wasn't exactly sure. Something wasn’t right with her. I couldn’t figure it out, so I 

had just hoped it was my imagination. Paul was so excited; he really liked Jax. Now, finally, he was 

getting a big brother. 

 It is now time to graduate. I get ready to walk up to the podium and get my diploma. I see my 

family watching and celebrating with me, along with Jax who is here too. Unfortunately, we almost 

didn’t make it. Not after that night my Mom and I had a big fight. 

“Where have you been?”  Annie said angrily. 

“I went to the airport with Jax to get his brother. I told you that.” I said. 

“There is no way it took three hours. I don’t believe you.”  

“Mom, what are you talking about? Its downtown, of course it does.”  I didn’t understand what she 

was asking. Why was she being so crazy? 

“This thing between you and Jax is over. You are not going to marry him. He is no good for you; I know 

what is best for you!” She shouted  

“What? How can you say that, He is good for me, I love him!” 

“I don’t care. What I say goes. Now go to your room!” 

I went to my room, what else could I do? She is my mom and I had to obey her, didn't I? My mom had 

always been jealous of anyone or anything that would take her place in my life. I just couldn't believe 

she went that far. I spent the whole night in tears. What would I say to Jax? What would he say? 

The next morning came too soon. Jax came over to see me, and could tell that something was wrong. 



“Hey, what’s wrong?" 

“After I came home last night I got into a big fight with my mom. She said I can’t marry you!” I blurted it 

out and broke down crying. I didn’t want to lose him. I felt like my mom took everything from me. 

Jax stared at me and then started to laugh. I was so caught off guard and confused. 

“How can you laugh? Don’t you know what this means?” I asked him shocked. 

“It doesn’t mean anything to me! I don’t care what she says. It’s you I want to marry, now the question 

is this, what do you want?” Jax said with such conviction. 

“You mean I have a choice?” No one has ever given me a choice. This was my life?  Now I could choose 

what I wanted? I know it sounds incredible, but it was like a light went off in my mind. I never believed I 

had that right. Mom always controlled me, and what she said goes. But now, Jax was giving me the 

opportunity to make up my own mind. What I wanted. It didn’t even matter what he wanted. He would 

not control me; he only wanted to love me. I loved him and I wanted to be with him. 

“I want to be with you!” I finally choked out. 

“Ok then, we’ll make it happen. Like I said I don’t care what she says. So, if that means we sneak around 

until you turn 18, then that’s what we will do. I will wait for you! I love you!” Jax said assuredly. 

Needless to say, I remember that day with fear but also with a sense of great revelation. I was becoming 

a new girl, no woman. I would start to stand up for myself and believe in myself. I would no longer live in 

fear of rejection. Jax showed me that I could decide for myself what I wanted, and how my life can 

change. 

It’s now time to get my diploma. My name has just been called and I walk up to receive it. I look to the 

stands; I see my mom, Paul and Jax sitting together all cheering for me. It’s so odd, everything that 

happened this year. My mom finally accepted Jax and the life I was choosing. What would the future 

hold? I didn’t know for sure, but what I did know was I was going to make it!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Authors note: this is actually a true story, it was how my love affair started with my husband, we will be 

married 30 years nov.8th! 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


