R U my 2:15?

Written and lived by Derek Dujardin

Don’t you hate it when guys say, “I know what it’s like to be a woman?” Just because they stood in line for a bathroom once, lost a bet and had to wear high-heels for a day, or got cramps, it doesn’t mean they know what it’s like to be a woman. Not really. 

Well, to risk saying exactly that, let me say this: I’ve had a small taste of unwanted sexual attention—from a man—and, that has given me some empathy for what women have to put up with. 

This story happened, of all places, in the Cottonwood Public Library.

Last summer, I was going into the library every day to write a screenplay. And as a writer, I’m really good at not writing. Usually, the minute I sit down, and fire up the computer, I have to pee. It happens every time. So, to get around my procrastination, I always go to the bathroom first. 

Well, in the library, standing at the urinal, right at eye level was written: “Meet me here for a blowjob, August 12, from 1:30 to 2:15 pm.” Then the next day, I would come in and it would read “Meet me here for a blow job—”, but now the date and time changed to Aug. 13, from 12:45 to 2:15.     The next day, the offer would be the same, but the time and date would be different. So, after several weeks of this, I started to wear a watch. 

A month went by and nothing happened, so I forgot about it. I just thought was amusing. Until one day, I walk into the library; realize I have to pee, and head to the bathroom. 

This guy, about 25 years old, face full of acne, jumps up from a couch and follows me. He’s right on my heels. I think: “He must really have to pee bad.” 

When I pull up to the urinal, he takes the one next to me, and says: 

“Hey, how’s it going?” That should have been my first clue. Guys do not make small talk with other guys while they’re peeing. Women might do that, but not men. I reply, “I’m fine. How are you?” He says: “Oh, great, great yeah.” Then I see him peek over the splash shield like this. That should been my second clue. Guys don’t check out each other’s gear. Unless, you know, it’s really, really impressive.     

I turn to leave and he turns towards me with a semi-erect penis, displaying it like it was the best piece of meat in the butcher shop—with this knowing look on his face.

I walk away, wash my hands, and as I’m leaving, he is still standing there, with a look on his face that said: “Hey? Where you going man, I thought we had something?”

I exit to the hallway, and I have mix of emotions firing. I feel pissed. I feel a little scared. But mostly, I feel humiliated. 

That surprised me. I always thought if something like that happened to me, I would find it amusing. Trust me, I was not amused. I’m usually a very live-and-let-live kind of person. And, I don’t care that someone is gay. I have had gay men hit on me before, it’s no big deal. But this was way different.

So, I go back to the library and I try to write. I can’t write. I’m upset, and I’m not sure why. Then I heard something that snapped me out of it: “Mommy, I need to go to the bathroom.” 

And his mom replies: “Honey, you know where it is, just go.”

I pipe up: “Sorry, you need to take your son to the ladies room, there’s some weird guy hanging out in the men’s room. I don’t know if it’s safe.”

She gives me a weird look and walks her son to the ladies room. At the moment, it hits me: This is a public library.     Not an abandoned restroom out on the Interstate somewhere. There are three schools just blocks away. This place is packed with kids. When kids are involved, I don’t take chances. 

That’s when I got worried. That’s when got pissed. That’s when I called 911.

And, that’s when I suffered another humiliation. 

When the cop shows up, I tell them that this guy is cruising for sex in the bathroom. And he asks me: “What did he say?”     Well, he didn’t say anything. He just showed me his dick with a knowing look on his face. “Well, how did you know he wanted sex then?” I said, “Officer, how often have guys showed you their semi-erect penises in the men’s room? This my first experience. But maybe I haven’t been paying attention.” He gives me that you’re a smart-ass look, and I was half expecting him to say something like, “Well, your pants are pretty tight, sure you weren’t asking for it?” 

At that moment, I felt humiliated. And, I know it’s only one-tenth of one percent of the feeling that countless women must endure when they have to speak to authorities about sexual harassment or rape, and their word is called into question. And, I know, it’s only one-tenth of one percent, but I know when it happened to me, I felt like shit. So, I can’t only imagine what women must go through. 

They don’t arrest the guy. They grill him for a few minutes and tell him never to come back here again. So, I guess, they believed me.

There is a great line in The Vagina Monologues about the Short Skirt. It goes something like this: “Just because I’m wearing a short skirt, doesn’t mean I want you to fuck me.” 

My version of that is “Just because I’m in the public restroom, between 2:15 and 3:00, on August 14, doesn’t mean I’m there for a blow job.”

