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Lisa

Written and lived by Derek Dujardin

I have a confession to make. 

Back when I was in college, I hung out with guy who was a blonde, all-American, golden-boy Adonis named Dean. I didn’t particular like Dean, but whenever we went out together, his good looks made it very easy for me to hookup with girls. 

Women would just flock to Dean. He was a jock in high school, and lettered in every sport. But Dean had an interesting way to get woman to put out. He would get to second base with them and when she said: “No.” Dean would get pissed off, grab his jacket and storm for the door. She would chase after him and saying, “I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to make you mad. We can do it, if you want to.”

I had another friend named Lisa. When Lisa was a sophomore, a year before we met, she was date raped by her study partner, who later called her and said: “Sorry things got-out-of-hand baby, can I make it up to you by taking you out for a steak dinner?” Lisa never reported the rape to the police, but did seek counseling.    

I first met Lisa a year later and we became great friends. She immediately started dating my roommate, Mark. All three of us were in the journalism program at Western Washington University and it wasn’t unusual for us to stay up until 2 AM to publish the college newspaper. 

One night, we’re drinking, pasting the college paper together, and I tell Lisa how I haven’t had sex in five months and how this friend of mine, Dean, who treats women like shit, gets laid all the time, using his little piss off tactics. When Lisa hears the name Dean, she freezes. She asks me, “How good of friends are you with him?” I say not very. And she says, “Derek that’s the guy who raped me.”

As I said, Lisa is dating my roommate Mark. When I tell Mark this,  he wants revenge. He wants to kick Dean’s ass. Now you need to picture Mark: He’s a wiry 5’ 6 and weighs only 135 pounds. He would be no match for Dean. 

So, I suggest we send him a message. I say we spray paint “Rapist” on his Celica, slash his tires, break his windows. 

The next day, I tell Mark I don’t want to trash Dean’s car. He says, “fine, show me where he lives and I’ll do it.” I tell him I don’t want him to do it either. It’s just not right. He says: “It’s not right what happened to Lisa, either. As far as I’m concerned, it’s karma.” 

I tell him revenge isn’t the answer, it would make Dean a colder, crueler person. Who knows, Dean might think one of his ex-girlfriends did it and take it out on her. Maybe he’d think Lisa did it. 

Mark tells me to think about it some more and get back to him.

When I get home, there’s a message on my phone. It’s Dean. He wants to go out. Of course, I don’t call him back. I think maybe I should call him back and say, “I don’t what to be your friend anymore because you raped my friend Lisa. Sure, it happened before I knew either one of you, but that doesn’t matter.” 

I imagined how that conversation might go: “Fuck you, let me tell you my side of the story…” And then I would have to hear his side of the story, hear him blame Lisa or say she was really into it and other vile crap. Or he might say: “I don’t know her. I never happened.” Or, he might say: “The next time I see you, you’re fucking dead.”

Over the next several weeks, Dean called me and pleaded for me to call him back. “Hey man, I thought we were friends? Why are you dogging me, man?”

It was towards the end of the semester. We would be heading home for the summer and it was our last chance to settle things with Dean. I told Lisa that Mark and I were thinking of avenging what had happened to her by vandalizing Dean’s car. I wanted her blessing to do it. She wouldn’t give it. She appreciated the thought, but said if she really wanted Dean punished she would have pressed charges against him and done it herself. 

Still, I never confronted Dean. I never saw him again. I never vandalized his car. 

To this day, I feel like coward because I didn’t stand up to a rapist. I was too worried what might happen to me. To this day, I feel the shame of a good man who does nothing.

