My Mate

There was a time when I didn't have anybody-- anybody to call my own.  I was in a relationship but it was the wrong relationship.  It was a relationship that was going nowhere.  I figured that "something was better than nothing."  But I wasn't happy.  I wanted a man that would love me for a lifetime.  I wanted the man that was right for me--my mate.  There was a time when I was involved with a man who I truly loved.  He was everything to me but at the time I was too young or too stupid to tell him, I loved him!  We had a brief (two weeks) summer fling and he was gone.  I couldn't get him out of my mind.  Even after he broke my heart and married someone else I knew I still loved him.  That time with him was like a trip to Fantasy Island.  I had the best time of my life!  But now that was all gone!  I was just making do with whoever happened to come along.  Somehow it really didn't matter because I knew I could never find that kind of love again.  I knew I would never find my mate.

I kept my thoughts about a mate to myself.  I didn't tell anyone, not even my Mother.  Life went on as usual.  I continued my dead end relationship and even tried to marry him though I knew he wasn't the right man.  Then on night I changed my evening prayer.  I added "Lord, please send me a mate."  Night after night, I prayed "Lord, please send me a mate."  And my life began to change.  I began to let go of my present relationship more and more.  I even gave my boyfriend a deadline of January 1st, to get his act together or else.  He never had the opportunity to meet the deadline.  On December 24th, I saw something I hadn't seen in five years.  I saw a red Toyota Celica parked on Hardy Avenue.  I thought my heart was going to jump out of my body!  It was him, it was him!  He was home.  He was back!  Have you ever had that feeling like butterflies, like being on a Ferris wheel!  I mean has your heart ever been beating so fast that you thought you might die but it didn't matter because you were so happy!  Well, I was that happy but then it hit me.  He was married!  Like a ton of bricks, it hit me.  Why was I so happy?  He was still married and not to me.  It was true his wife's name was Kim but it was not this Kim!  Now my joy was gone and all that remained was sadness.

I thought about him all day on Christmas.  I wished that I could just talk to him.  After all we were still friends.  I mean we went to school together, from grade school to high school.  What happened five years ago is now in the past.  I could still call him and just wish him a Merry Christmas!  It was Christmas night before I finally got the nerve to call him.  My heart was again pounding like crazy but I managed to ask for him!  I was so happy with anticipation.  But my joy turned to sadness again.  He wasn't home.  I didn't leave a message, not even my name.  I said I would call back later.  Well, that was it!  I wasn't going to call back later.  I must have been crazy to call in the first place.  Why was I running after this man!  He was married!  He had his chance with me and he chose someone else.  Forget him!  And with that, I went to bed.  The next day, even before I got out of bed, I looked at the telephone.  I did say I was going to call back!  But now Christmas was gone so what could I talk about--my poems.  I had recently written poems about how God had changed my life.  I could give him a copy, if he was interested.  I picked up the phone and dialed the number.  I didn't know what to say.  I didn't know what to expect.  I don't think I've ever been that excited and scared before.  But when he answered the phone he was warm and friendly.  He was happy to hear from me and eager to talk.  I told him about my poems.  I told him I could send him a copy.  He told me that he would come over and pick them up.

He came over that night and I gave him my poems.  We talked until 2:00 a.m. and he told me about his separation from his wife.  He seemed different somehow.  He was older and wiser.  He was struggling with one of life's many challenges--a failing marriage.  I could see the strain on his face as he talked about it.  And my heart went out to him.  When he touched my hand and even when he kissed me (although he shouldn't have) there was a force there truly bigger than the both of us.  At that moment, I knew without any doubt that he was the one for me.  He was the answer to my prayer.  He was my mate.  The next day, I told him I loved him five years ago and I loved him now!  I told him that I wanted to marry him.  I couldn't believe those words were coming out of my mouth.  The same words I couldn't say before were pouring out of me like water!  Now that the Lord had opened my heart, I realized that saying "I love you" wasn't anything to be afraid of, ashamed of or embarrassed about!  Love is a blessing from God!  And God was truly blessing me.  It was only seconds but it seemed like years before he responded.  He said the words that I had longed to hear him say, "I love you too!"  That was December 27, 1987 and I will never forget the joy of that day.  Nor will I forget the joy of January 7, 1989 when I married the man I prayed for, Perry.  And 6 1/2 years and two sons later, he is still the one, the right man for me.  He is my mate for a lifetime.  I know our love is real and forever because it is from God.




For God alone my soul waits in silence, 
for my hope is from him.

Psalms 62:5  
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