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My Outdoor Project
Let Victor Make Your Outdoor Project, His Outdoor Project

HARDSCAPING patios, walkways, raised beds, stairs
LANDSCAPING no job too large, or too small

CUSTOM-FENCING and MULCHING

Contact 
VICTOR AYALA 

master mason and landscaper
804 912 9789

my_new_project@outlook.com
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One-stop online shopping for 
natural toys and craft supplies 
for your child’s head, heart and 
hands. Heirloom wooden toys, 
craft supplies, instruments, 
books, baby carriers and more. 
All natural, eco-friendly, fair 
trade and non-toxic. 

RVAnaturals.com 10% off on any size order, code love10
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BRIEFS

True North Yoga 
And Wellness
True North Yoga and Wellness opens this 
January in the space formerly occupied 
by 4025 Yoga on MacArthur Avenue in 
Bellevue. Owner Aliza Sterling says True 
North will offer yoga and meditation 
classes, along with a variety of holistic 
services including massage, acupunc-
ture and bodywork, as well as workshops 
with experts like naturopaths, herbalists, 
and ayurveda practitioners.
The exterior was recently painted, 
and Aliza plans to remodel the inte-
rior. Every Sunday morning at 10:30, 
True North will offer a complimentary 
community yoga class.
“I’m really excited to open a wellness 
center just a few blocks from the house 
I grew up in,” says Aliza. “I’m looking 
forward to creating a welcoming space 
for good conversation, healthy living, 
and bringing neighbors together. I’ve 
found yoga and meditation to help 
with balance in my life. I hope this stu-
dio can provide this to others as well.”

Though Christmas on MacArthur was 
cancelled due to inclement weather, 
Franklin Massie and Claire McGow-
an of Stir Crazy opened their coffee 
shop to Santa Claus, who to children’s 

Christmas wishes all day long. 
The 13th Annual Christmas on MacAr-
thur was cancelled, and all of us affiliated 
with it would like to extend our thanks 
to everyone involved with this popular 
event. We hope to see all participants at 
next year’s Christmas on MacArthur. 
US Marines will pick up all the Toy-for-
Tots in the coming weeks. Since its in-
ception more than a decade ago, Christ-
mas on MacArthur has become one 
of the largest single donors in Central 
Virginia to this worthy cause. Last year, 
through your generosity, Christmas on 
MacArthur donated 3,700 toys to the 
Marine who distribute this Christmas 
to kids in the Richmond metro area. 

Christmas on MacArthur Cancelled  
BUT Santa at Stir Crazy

The Concert Ballet of Virginia, the 
state’s oldest continually operating bal-
let company, presents full-length as well 
as short versions of “The Nutcracker” 
during the 2017 holiday season. The 
company’s complete version of this clas-
sic family favorite has been popularly 
hailed as “one of the best renditions in 
Virginia” and combines beautiful scen-
ery and bright, colorful costumes set off 
with exciting, enthusiastic performanc-
es by dancers from throughout the met-
ro Richmond area and statewide.
“The Nutcracker” will be performed 
Saturday, December 9, 2:30 pm and 
7:30 pm; and Sunday, December 10, 
2:30 pm, at Monacan High School 

Theatre, 11501 Smoketree Drive, 
Chesterfield. Tickets $12-24.
“The Nutcracker” will be performed 
Saturday, December 16, 2:30 pm and 
7:30 pm; and Sunday, December 17, 
2:30 pm, at Atlee High School Audi-
torium, 9414 Atlee Station Road, Me-
chanicsville. Tickets: $12-24.
For details, please phone 804-798-0945, 
e-mail: concertballetofvirginia@yahoo.
com, or visit  www.concertballet.com .
The Concert Ballet of Virginia is un-
der the artistic direction of Scott Boy-
er; deVeaux Riddick is the Ballet’s de-
signer and technical director; and Kim 
Gangloff is company president.

Concert Ballet of Virginia Presents 
42nd Season of “The Nutcracker”

The Cane 
Connection
Professional Caning  
and Chair Repair

Sign up for a caning class!
Class Saturday mornings

Open Tuesday-Saturday, 10-6

Specializing in fine antique and  
your everyday furniture

6941 Lakeside Avenue 
Richmond

261-6555

M A IN S T REE T L AW

John G LaFratta
Criminal Law

Traffic Violations
Estate Planning

Family Law

E DUC AT ION:
University of Richmond,  

TC Williams School of Law, JD
University of Richmond, Robins 

School of Business, MBA
North Carolina State 

University, BA

P R OF E S SION A L 
A S SOCI AT IONS A ND 

ME MBE R SHIP S :
Richmond Criminal Bar 

Association
Virginia Bar Association
Richmond Juvenile Bar 

Association
Caroline County Bar 

Association

john@mainstlaw.com
804.355.1800

The Science Museum of Virginia’s 
December events have something in 
common: all include launching some-
thing in the name of science.
On Friday, Dec. 15, the Museum hosts 
the last Science After Dark of 2017. To 
summarize the year of science, inno-
vation and fun, and in honor of Ral-
phie’s epic shot from the 1983 classic 
holiday film “A Christmas Story,” the 
Museum is breaking out eye-themed 
activities and demonstrations, among 
them, dissecting cow eyes. 
Cosmic Expeditions recaps the year’s 
space news. Special showing of “A 
Christmas Story” in The Dome.  
The Museum continues the tradition 
of experiments on fruitcakes. Museum 
educators will freeze fruitcake with liq-

uid nitrogen, burn it with a blow torch, 
shock it with electricity and drop it 
down a zip line. Plus, guests can see 
the Museum’s special fruitcake collec-
tion which includes a fruitcake that 
was launched into space.  There’s even 
a Virginia-shaped fruitcake baked by 
Governor Terry McAuliffe.
And launch the New Year at the Sci-
ence Museum on New Year’s Eve day 
with a dance party, a wish wand crafts 
and a huge banner for your yearly res-
olutions. At noon, 2018 bouncy balls 
along with tons of paper streamers will 
be dropped from the done onto the 
revelers below. Then ring in the New 
Year early with a toast of apple juice, 
and exploding ping-pong balls. 
For more information visit smv.org. 

Launch Your Holidays 
At Science Museum of Virginia 

Photos by  
Mary Elfner at 
Stir Crazy Café
Long-time Northside resident Mary 
Elfner has been taking, editing and 
sharing photos since grade school Her 
work will be on display at Stir Crazy 
Café through January.  
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DARK BROWN
PANTONE 4625

LIGHT BLUE-GREEN
PANTONE 324

Back intheNorthside
1221 Bellevue Avenue  Richmond VA  23227

119 North Robinson Street  Richmond VA  23220

TueSDAY-FriDAY 7am-1pm  Saturday 7am-Noon

804 335 4570

EARLYBIRDBISCUIT.COM
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MUSIC

A R K  Y O U R  
calendars early, the 
first annual Wom-
en Rock Festival 
will be held March 
24, 2018 from 1:00 
p.m. to 9:00 p.m. 

at Hardywood Craft Park Brewery in 
Richmond, Virginia. Hardywood will 
generously donate 5% of all beer sales 
to WomenMatter.org, and The Rich-
mond Peace Education Center. Fea-
turing local bands fronted by women, 
woman-owned small business ven-
dors, artists, artisans, woman-owned 
food trucks, and women’s advocacy 
groups, this event is certainly destined 
to become a Richmond tradition to be 
held each year around International 
Women’s Day. Come on out, support 
your community, and be a part of this 
wonderful inaugural event! 
The band lineup for year one so far in-
cludes The MelBays, Janet Martin, The 
New Misty Centrals, and Suzy and 
the G-Tones. Vendors include Bikini 
Panini, Foust, Kim Young, Dogtown 
Lounge, Cate Fitt, Capital Area Res-
cue Effort (C.A.R.E.). Women’s advo-
cacy groups will also participate. They 
include Midwives for Haiti, Women 
Matter, and the Richmond Peace Edu-
cation Center.
For more information about attending 
or participating in this event, contact 
Beth Stanford at facebook.com/Wom-
enRockHardywood.

The New Misty Centrals,  
The MelBays, Janet Martin,  
and Suzy and the G-Tones.

COMING IN MARCH  

Women Rock Festival

M

Heavy Shtetl performs at Stir Crazy 
Café December 21 from 6-8 pm. 
Formed after a discussion on Rosh 
Hashanah in 2016, Heavy Shtetl was 
created by vets of the klezmer big band 
Klezm’Or’Ami’m to make a small, inti-
mate, but still lively and dynamic en-
semble capable of giving high energy 
performances and playing a wide rep-
ertoire of Jewish music. With material 
ranging from the European shtetlekh 
of long ago, the tenements of New 
York City, the jazz influenced golden 
age of klezmer, and the modern torch-
bearers, Heavy Shtetl aims to enter-
tain, and make you dance the Hora.  
Stir Crazy Café, 4015 MacArthur Ave, 
Richmond, 23227 (804)864-0264.  

Heavy Shtetl At Stir Crazy

Wonder ful food, best 

brunch in Richmond.
      – Urban Spoon

Located in Richmond, VA's
historic Bellevue District at

4023 MacArthur Ave

(804) 716-1196
www.themillrva.com

Serving locally farmed 
produce, poultry, and 
meat with vegetarian, 
vegan, & gluten free 

options available.

OPEN 11am -10pm Mon-Fri
9am - 10pm Sat & Sun

DINE IN •DINE IN • TAKE OUT
DELIVERY

ENJOY BRUNCH
Sat & Sun 10am-2pm

Weekly Specials:
 Sun • Specialty Burgers 

5pm - close  
 Mon • Vegetarian & Vegan

Specials all day
 Tues • Family Style Pasta Night

6pm - close  
WWed • Wing it Wednesday w/

$5 wing specials
 Happy Hour • Mon - Fri 3-6pm

Wonder ful food, best 

brunch in Richmond.
      – Urban Spoon

Located in Richmond, VA's
historic Bellevue District at

4023 MacArthur Ave

(804) 716-1196
www.themillrva.com

Serving locally farmed 
produce, poultry, and 
meat with vegetarian, 
vegan, & gluten free 

options available.

OPEN 11am -10pm Mon-Fri
9am - 10pm Sat & Sun

DINE IN •DINE IN • TAKE OUT
DELIVERY

ENJOY BRUNCH
Sat & Sun 10am-2pm

Weekly Specials:
 Sun • Specialty Burgers 

5pm - close  
 Mon • Vegetarian & Vegan

Specials all day
 Tues • Family Style Pasta Night

6pm - close  
WWed • Wing it Wednesday w/

$5 wing specials
 Happy Hour • Mon - Fri 3-6pm

Wonder ful food, best 

brunch in Richmond.
      – Urban Spoon

Located in Richmond, VA's
historic Bellevue District at

4023 MacArthur Ave

(804) 716-1196
www.themillrva.com

Serving locally farmed 
produce, poultry, and 
meat with vegetarian, 
vegan, & gluten free 

options available.

OPEN 11am -10pm Mon-Fri
9am - 10pm Sat & Sun

DINE IN •DINE IN • TAKE OUT
DELIVERY

ENJOY BRUNCH
Sat & Sun 10am-2pm

Weekly Specials:
 Sun • Specialty Burgers 

5pm - close  
 Mon • Vegetarian & Vegan

Specials all day
 Tues • Family Style Pasta Night

6pm - close  
WWed • Wing it Wednesday w/

$5 wing specials
 Happy Hour • Mon - Fri 3-6pm

 
OPEN 11am-10pm Mon-Fri 

9am-10pm Sat & Sun

DINE IN • TAKE OUT

ENJOY BRUNCH 
Sat & Sun 9am-2pm

Weekly Specials: 
Sun • Specialty Burgers 

5pm-close

Mon • Vegetarian & Vegan 
Specials all day

Tues • Family Style Pasta Night 
6pm-close

Wed • Wing it Wednesday 
with $5 wing specials

Happy Hour • Mon-Fri 3-7pm

Located in Richmond VA’s 
historic Bellevue District at 

4023 MacArthur 
Avenue

804 716 1196

www.themillrva.com
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LISTEN
From the WRIR archive, broadcast recordings of  

over 200 local, regional andnational artists since 2005. 
Hear them all at

wrir.org/listen
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WHAT’S NEW

RING HITHER THE  
fatted calf, for the 
prodigal returns . . . to 
Northside.
When Early Bird Bis-
cuit Company moved 

off Lakeside Avenue a couple years 
back there was a palpable void left 
in the Northside, a hole so deep you 
couldn’t fill it. Not with anything. 
The biscuits were perfection, golden 
brown on the outside and light and 
airy within, and the housemade pi-
mento cheese coupled with Apple-
wood smoked bacon was to die for. 
Back in July of 2014, Tim Laxton 
opened the first permutation of Early 
Bird Biscuit Company in a very small 
space (just a little over 250 square 
feet) at 5411 Lakeside Avenue, and 
every day thereafter a steady stream 
of customers waited each morning for 
the doors to open. Often, Tim would 
step outside, take orders, return to 
the kitchen to make the biscuits, and 
then deliver the purchases to his cus-
tomers standing in the parking lot. He 
remained at that location for about a 
year and a half, and then moved to 119 
North Robinson Street, a boon for the 
Fan District, a letdown for Northside. 
Just recently, in early December, Tim 
opened Early Bird Biscuit at 1221 
Bellevue Avenue (the Robinson Street 
venue will remain open). Tim had 
planned to open the Bellevue store last 
July, but there were, as usual, problems 
with the city. 
I drop in to see Tim the day after his 
soft opening, and he is behind the 
counter pressing his weight down on 
a rolling pin to flatten a ball of dough 
from which he’ll cut perfect circles for 
small apple pies, one of his special-
ties. That rolling pin was carved from 
a single block of wood in the 1800s by 
Tim’s great-grandfather, Pa Harrison, 
whose wife made legions of biscuits 
over the years using the same tool Tim 
now wields. It passed through the gen-
erations doing its appointed work, and 
ended up in the able hands of Tim Lax-
ton. “I use it for every single biscuit that 
I make here,” Tim told me years ago.
The interior of this space has the same 

feel of that first Early Bird Biscuit 
Company on Lakeside Avenue. The 
walls painted a pale yellow; floors cov-
ered in black-and-white linoleum tiles, 
one-foot squares like a checkerboard; 
three enamel-topped tables just like 
the one in the kitchen of Tim’s grand-
mother where her husband would sit 
before a platter of fresh-baked biscuits 
and ritualistically split one open and 
mash warm butter into it, then slather 
it with blackstrap molasses. Also this: 
there’s a green screen door between 
the front and the back of the house. A 
real screen door made of dense wood 
with layers of paint. And it doesn’t 
have one of those pneumatic pistons 
that lets the door shut with nothing 
more than a whisper. This screen door 
closes with the help of a simple mech-
anism—a spring, and each time the 
door slaps shut and the spring twangs, 
I am in my grandmother’s kitchen 
overlooking her flower-rich backyard 
at 28 Catharine Street in South Philly.
Though Tim will do all the baking 
here himself, the store will be man-
aged by Sam Denny, who started off as 
a loyal customer. “Sam was one of my 

biggest fans,” says Tim.
Tim’s menu includes all the old fa-
vorites from the flaky buttermilk bis-
cuit with housemade jam to biscuits 
with sawmill sausage gravy, and oth-
ers. And for the lunch crowd there 
are biscuits with Tim’s unique chicken 
salad, or bacon and Benedictine, or 
apple, bacon and cheddar, or sundried 
tomatoes with organic greens and 
balsamic vinegar. One featuring Regi-
nald’s peanut butter and housemade 
jam. And, of course, pimento cheese 
and bacon—a food of the gods.
Tim’s planning to introduce a build-
own-biscuit. “I want my customers 
to have what they want to eat,” says 
Tim Laxton, as he wipes his hands on 
a cloth towel, then begins spooning 
the apple mixture in to one of the pie 
crusts. “It’s important to touch every 
part of the process,” he says.  

Early Bird Biscuit Company  
Tue-Fri 7 am-1 pm, Sat 7am-Noon 
1221 Bellevue Avenue 
Richmond, VA 23227 
804.335.4570 

Return of the Prodigal Son
Early Bird Biscuit Back in Northside
by CHARLES MCGUIGAN

B

Tim Laxton has his hands on every part of the process.

Pizza - Pasta - Subs
FULL ITALIAN MENU 

N.Y. Style Pizzas
Baked Spaghetti
Fettucini Alfredo 

Lasagna - Manicotti
Ravioli - Tortellini

Veal Marsala
Chicken Marsala
Veal Parmigiana 

Chicken Parmigiana
Eggplant Parmigiana
Calzone - Stromboli

Selection of Subs
Selection of Salads
Tiramisu - Canoli
And Much More!

FREE DELIVERY
Monday-Thursday, 11am-10pm;  
Friday & Saturday, 11am-11pm;  

Sunday, Noon-10pm

4026 MacARTHUR AVENUE
264-5370

Paul’s Place
Antique Lighting  

and Furniture

1009 Overbrook Rd., 
 Richmond, VA 23220

Thursday-Saturday 9-5pm 
Sunday 12-5pm 

Closed Monday-Wednesday
Architectural Salvage for  
Repairs and Renovation
 Iron Gates and Fencing
Bricks, Slate and Stone

Lighting Repairs and 
Restoration

804-228-9999
www.paulsplaceonline.com 

email info@paulsplaceonline.com
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Arthur’s Electric Service, Inc.
8910 Brook Road • Glen Allen, VA 23060 • 804-264-2513

Your Local Full-Line                 Dealer  
Since 1969!
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HEN I GO ON A 
trip, I much pre-
fer someone else 
drive. But at least I 
have a choice about 
getting behind the 
wheel. Some wom-

en don’t have that option, and that is 
the focus of “Daring to Drive,” Manal 
al-Sharif ’s brave account of bucking 
Saudi Arabia’s moral code by deciding 
to drive a car.
Al-Sharif is one of many Saudi 
women who, through the years, have 
fought for more freedoms in their be-
loved country, including the freedom 
to drive. 
It’s been a long time coming. As far 
back as 1990, forty-seven courageous 
Saudi women defied the ban on wom-
en driving. They all suffered the con-
sequences of this civil disobedience for 
the rest of their lives. Job loss, harass-
ment and humiliation dogged them 
repeatedly. And despite their defiant 
act, nothing changed.
Fast forward about 15 years. Al-Sharif 
was a radical Islamist who, as an adult, 
did a complete about-face to become 
a women’s rights activist.  Her account 
of how this remarkable transforma-
tion came about is informative and 
enlightening. 
The newly awakened al-Sharif went 
to college and then was offered a cov-
eted job at Aramco, Saudia Arabia’s oil 
company. She needed a place to live, 
but women could not rent an apart-
ment by themselves. She needed to get 
to work, but could not drive and was 
not permitted to use the male-only 
company transportation. I’m not sure 
I would have her fortitude in the face 
of so many obstacles. Yet Al-Sharif 
ingeniously solved every problem, ob-
tained her job, and became a success-
ful employee. 
In 2009, as part of a professional ex-
change program, al-Sharif went to 
New Hampshire, an eye-opening 
experience and a place where she 
learned to drive at last. When she re-
turned to Saudi Arabia, she bought a 
car. Yet she could not legally drive it in 
her own country.
Frustrated by the relentless, unend-

ing ways Saudi Arabia stifles women, 
and wanting to make a difference for 
women everywhere, al-Sharif made a 
daring decision.
She would drive her car around the city.
She did so in 2011, as a friend sat be-
side her and taped the excursion, and 
the ensuing YouTube video went viral. 
She went to jail for “driving while fe-
male,” and her description of the con-
ditions for imprisoned Saudi women 
are horrifying. Disappointingly, noth-
ing changed. Most people would have 
given up, but not al-Sharif.  She told 
herself, “The rain begins with a single 
drop,” and never lost hope.
I discovered this book just as the news 
came out that Saudi Arabia plans to 
allow women to drive sometime next 
year, seven years after al-Sharif dared 
to drive and 28 years after the first 
group of women got behind the wheel. 
What an incredible achievement at last 
for these dedicated activists.
If you are in the mood for a memoir 
about overcoming oppression, about 
a woman’s transformation, and about 
the sacrifices and risks people take to 
stand up for freedom, look no further. 
And be grateful next time you choose 
to drive.  
Daring to Drive:  
A Saudi Woman’s Awakening 
By Manal Al-Sharif 
Simon and Schuster 
$26.00 
304 pages

BOOK REVIEW

W

P H O T O  I L L U S T R AT I O N  b y  D O U G  D O B E Y

It All Began With 
A Single Drop
by FRAN WITHROW

Residential Cleaning

1229 Bellevue Avenue 
Richmond, VA 23227

(804) 262-6979
E-mail: classictouchcleaning@verizon.net

Website: www.classictouchcleaning.com

Simplifying Lives  
One House  
At a Time!

ClassicTouch  
Cleaning

Tuesday-Friday 11am-11pm 
Saturday 5pm-11pm, Sunday  9am-3pm

Lunch, Dinner 
Sunday Brunch 
To-Go Orders 

6010 Hermitage Road  
Richmond, VA 23228

hobnobrva.com

804.264.7400
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FREE PARAKEET
With Purchase Of Parakeet Set-Up

Not valid with sale items, other coupons or discounts. Expires 1/26/17

15% 
OFF 

REPTILE SUPPLIES
With Purchase Of A Reptile

Not valid with sale items, other coupons or discounts. Expires 1/26/17

$4.00 OFF GROOMING

(New Customers Only)
With Coupons Only. Not Valid With Any Other Offer. Expires 1/26/17

Cute Dogs  
& Cats For 
Adoption
Through Area  
Rescue Groups

Check out our website or facebook 
page for adoption stands.

FREE TROPICAL FISH
Buy One at  
Reg. Price, Get  
One of Equal or 
Lesser Value Free

Limit $5.99 value. 
Not valid with sale items, other coupons or discounts. Expires 1/26/17

Valid for Precise, Eukanuba, Natural Balance and Iams brands, only.  
Not valid with sale items, other coupons or discounts. Expires 1/26/17

$10 OFF

Dog & Cat Food

$5.00 OFF
Dog or Cat food  

of 26 lbs. or more 

$3.00 OFF
Dog or Cat food  

of 12 lbs. to 25 lbs.

$2.00 OFF
Dog or Cat food  

up to 8 lbs.

$50 OFF any purchase of $300 or more
$25 OFF any purchase of $199 to $299.99

For use in Pond Center only. Not valid with any other discounts, with other coupons, 
discounts, sale items, cat litter and dog or cat food. Expires 1/26/17

ALL PONDS 
AND POND SUPPLIES

$50 OFF

SAVE ON PET SUPPLIES

 
$10 OFF any purchase of $60 or more 
$5 OFF any purchase of $35 to $59.99 
$2 OFF any purchase of $15 to $34.99

Not valid with sale items, other coupons or discounts, cat litter, dog or cat food.  
Not valid on Frontline or Advantage. Expires 1/26/17

 Pond Center Open Year Round

Professional Pet 
Grooming by  

The Barking Lot 
All Breeds Of Dogs And Cats 
SHOP LOCALLY, BUY LOCALLY!

Established 1959

www.fin-feather.com

OPEN 7 Days a Week

RICHMOND 
5208 LAKESIDE AVE 

(Convenient to I-64, Powhite & I-95 interchange.  
Just off Exit 80, across from Franco’s)

262-6681
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FIVE WOMEN, OVER A COUPLE OF WEEKS, 
and in a number of different locations, shared their stories of micro-aggressions, 
sexual assault, abuse, molestation and rape. Their names are Mary Carpenter, 
Didi Tremblay, Melissa Gray, Terry Menefee Gau and Kathi Shiff. These are vivid  
descriptions of deplorable actions that may be inappropriate for younger readers. 

by CHARLES MCGUIGAN
illustration by CATHERINE MCGUIGAN 

photos by REBECCA D’ANGELO

EDITOR’S NOTE: 
These stories are not sanitized in  

any way. They are graphic accounts of  
hideous acts against women. If you  
believe you will be offended by the  

content, please refrain from reading.

JUST TO THE EAST 
of the city limits there’s a village that burst into subur-
ban sprawl when the integration of Richmond public 
schools began. It was white flight, clear and simple, 
and these former Richmonders descended on Me-
chanicsville like a flock of snow geese. 
That’s where the Tremblays found themselves living, 
an entire universe away from their native Montreal. 
French Canadians in those parts were about as rare 
as hen’s teeth, still are. So there was more than a little 
joy when the Tremblays found that another family 
in their neighborhood of Spring Meadows were also 
French Canadians. 
“Our families became fast friends with them,” says 
Didi Tremlay. “So every Christmas and Thanksgiv-
ing we would be at each other’s houses, and they had 
a daughter who was close to my age, and we were re-
ally good friends.
One Christmas when the Tremblays had visited their 
neighbors, Didi was playing in the parents’ room, 
when the father walked in and closed the door behind 
him. Didi’s life was about to change forever. She was 
under six years old, not much more than a baby girl.
“He sits me on the bed and pushes me to lie down 
on my back,” Didi remembers. “And he begins to rub 
my genitals. There were a few more holidays when 
that happened.”
And then one summer morning as she played in the 
backyard of her friend’s house, the father invited her in-
side. This pedophile’s grim game was about to escalate.
“He came out and asked his daughter to stay outside,” 
says Didi. “He took me inside the house, he took 
me in the bedroom.” And she heard the snap as he 
locked the door behind him. Then he tied a handker-
chief over her eyes as a blindfold, and told her they 
were going to play a game. He would place candy in 
her mouth, and Didi would guess the flavor.
In an instant she knew this was no game. She heard 
the metallic rasp of his zipper, and then she felt 

something soft and damp on her tongue. And then 
the man pressed forward, and her mouth was full. It 
wouldn’t be until many years later that she found out 
what it was. ”He tapped his penis on my tongue after 
he asked me to open my mouth, and then he shoved 
it in my mouth,” Didi says.
At that precise moment the phone rang, and the man 
answered, before it rang again. It was apparently his 
wife. Didi, still wearing the blindfold, moved terrified 
toward the door in darkness, feeling her way along the 
wall, until she found the doorframe, then the door-
knob and unlocked it, then bolted and ran home. She 
told her siblings, who in turn told their mother, but 
the response was anything but satisfactory.
“We don’t really know what happened to you because 
you were blindfolded so we’re just not going to spend 
time with them anymore,” her mother told her. There 
was no anger, no harsh words, no threats, and no call 
to the police.
Yet Didi has never held this against her mother. “My 
mom was one of the sweetest people you’d ever want 
to meet, and she would never intend any harm on 
any one,” Didi says. “She was very conditioned by 
her upbringing. You are pretty, you are classy, you’re 
intelligent, and you don’t rock the boat. You keep it 
to yourself.”
But her father’s reaction was hard on Didi. “My father 
stopped hugging me and being physically affection-
ate with me after I was molested,” she says. “It freaked 
him out. He couldn’t understand it. I think he was 
guilt-ridden. I think that he emotionally could not 
deal with it at all.”
Didi’s big brother was another story. “He was very 
protective of me, and it was very healing for me,” 
she says.
When Didi looks at photographs of herself from that 
time, she can see marked differences in her counte-
nance, year by year, as the molestations progressed. 
“That little spark is still there in kindergarten and first 
grade photos,” she says. “In second grade it’s different. 
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In third it’s gone.” After that sexual assault, Didi cut 
her hair into a shag; before then it had been long and 
straight. “It’s like hiding,” says Didi. “It’s like a new iden-
tity. What we do even as children to cope is amazing. 
And what it ends up being is dissociative disorder.”
When Didi was in seventh grade she had a quick-
tempered gym teacher, who would sometimes make 
unusual comments. This man was in early thirties, 
and Didi was all of eleven years old. “Would your 
mom let you go out on a date with me?” he asked her 
once. “I bet she wouldn’t let you stay out to one in the 
morning with me.”
One afternoon, Didi, who had left her purse in the 
gym teacher’s classroom, returned to retrieve it. Didi, 
who had already started her menstrual cycle, was 
more than a little surprised to find her gym teacher 
riffling through her purse, examining her menstrual 
pads. When he was discovered, this peculiar man 
said in a booming voice: “You should be careful about 
leaving your purse behind given what you have in it.”
“And to this day,” says Didi. “I don’t fully understand 
all the layers of how weird that was. You’re being sex-
ualized, you’re being shamed for being a woman, and 
for having a cycle.”
 About a year later, Didi was at her best friend’s house 
for a sleepover. This friend had older twin brothers 
who were polar opposites. 
“They were like Cain and Abel,” Didi says. “One 
was incredibly sweet, very sensitive, and the other 
was broken. Incredible parents, beautiful family, no 
abuse, no neglect, nothing going on in that family.”
As it turns out, something was going on in that fam-
ily. The night of the sleepover, Didi was applying 
makeup, when the evil twin, Cain, we’ll call him, 
entered the upstairs bathroom unannounced and 
blocked Didi’s exit.
“He corners me and feels me up,” says Didi. “I froze, I 
completely froze. Doesn’t ask, just takes what he wants. 
But another family member came up the stairs and 
startled him, and Cain beat a hasty exit from the 
bathroom. Didi never went there for a sleepover 
again, and about eight months later would learn that 
Cain had sexually molested a little girl he babysat. 
A couple years later, both Didi and her brother were 
working at the McDonald’s right across from Lee-Da-
vis High School on Mechanicsville Turnpike. Didi’d 
been working there awhile and had come to know 
the regulars. One of the other girls who worked there, 
a classmate of Didi’s at Lee-Davis, told her someone 
had been in asking about Didi’s work shift. He had 
said he was relative of hers, and the co-worker de-
scribed the thirty-year old man in detail. He wasn’t 

one of Didi’s relatives; they all lived up in Canada. 
“So I would say within two weeks, he was at my coun-
ter and he said, ‘I asked a friend’, and it all clicked,” Did 
remembers. After taking his order, Didi went to see her 
brother who was working the line in the back of the 
house. She told him what had happened, and he held 
the burger up, and called the sheriff’s department.
Seconds later, there was a symphony of sirens, a flash 
of spinning blue lights, as six squad cars bounded 
into the parking lot. Eight deputies rushed through 
the door and apprehended the man, who, it turns 
out, was a repeat sex offender.
In high school Didi became a punk rocker and dis-
covered The Clash and after graduation, spreading 
her wings, driving her super Beetle, moved to the 
Fan District. One afternoon, as she made her way 
west along the 800 block of Grace Street, just outside 
the old Biograph Theatre (long since gone), a pickup 
truck drove by, the cab filled with three grown men 
in their thirties, or older. The driver, looking at Didi, 
yelled, “I’d f*** that.”
“That was my first catcall,” she tells me. “And I re-
member my first reaction was I was pissed.” As she 
walked toward Harrison Street, a thick wave of sad-
ness washed over her. ”It broke my heart that a man 
that age can yell, ‘I would f*** that’ to a child, and 
get away with it,” says Didi. “And everybody in that 
pickup was laughing. So these remarks about how we 
should be flattered about being told how you’re a** 
looks great, are wrong. It’s aggressive, it’s demeaning. 
And if you’re in your thirties you can’t tell me that 
you can look at an eighteen year old girl and not see 
that she’s fresh out of high school. She’s a kid.”
A little over a year later, Didi, who had just gotten 
off work, was going to meet her boyfriend over on 
Parkwood Avenue, a fairly sketchy area at the time. 
It was two in the morning, and her boyfriend had 
fallen asleep and Didi had no key. She walked down 
the alley and threw pebbles at his bedroom window, 
but to no avail. 
She left the alleyway and began walking down the 
sidewalk. A man was walking toward her, and she 
avoided making eye contact, but as soon as she 
passed him, he put a chokehold around her neck and 
lifted her off the ground. Didi held on to his arm, 
pulling herself up, because she feared he was going 
to snap her neck.
Just before she passed out, Didi knew she was dead. 
In nanoseconds, a hundred books and films depict-
ing rape flashed through her brain. “But you are not 
prepared for the instant piece of meat you become,” 
says Didi. “The way that you are grabbed, your psy-

che is telling you, you’re a slab of meat.”
When Didi regained consciousness, she thought, for 
one unreasoning moment, that she might be in her 
own bed. But when she raised her arm and her hand 
pressed against what should have been a smooth 
plaster wall, she felt the grit of brick and mortar, and 
it all came back to her. She was now between two 
buildings, and the rapist was above her, with a drawn 
knife at her throat. She had apparently yelled, but had 
no recollection of it.
“If you scream again, I’ll kill you,” the rapist said. 
He peeled off her shorts and her underwear, then 
raped her. 
But there was someone listening from the porch of 
one of the houses nearby. “Take that somewhere else,” 
he screamed into the night. But Didi must have cried 
out, because this man on the porch understood that 
someone was being raped, so he called the police.
The rapist ran, and Didi’s mind slowed down in a 
thick fog where time seemed to have ceased. She put 
her underwear and shorts on, and made her way out 
of the alley.
Didi chose not to file a police report, and the rapist 
was never caught. She didn’t want to deal with the 
interrogation and the rape kit. But her anger grew.
“It really started to come to a head when I was nine-
teen,” she says. “I was very, very quick tempered. If 
I saw you lack empathy for somebody else’s suffer-
ing you’d hear a mouthful from me about how you 
lack empathy’”
When she tells me this, I ask if after the rape she be-
came even more compassionate, and Didi nods. “It’s 
the silver lining,” she says. “You understand what it’s 
like to be hunted. Whether it’s the Holocaust or a 
southern lynching, we’ve all looked the same preda-
tor in the eye.” 
All these predators seem to share one trait.
“They’re all narcissists,” Didi says. “They all feel infe-
rior, they all hate themselves, and the victims are who 
they project all that self-hatred on. And they have 
probably been abused as well. It’s an ugly, ugly vicious 
cycle. Breaking the chain is how it’s dealt with.”
Since that first group session before Halloween when 
all five women were present, a thought clear as crys-
tal, undeniable as climate change, has been churning 
in Didi’s mind. Two words, separated by a single con-
sonant, turn out to be one and the same.
“These are the same people who yell n***** out of 
car windows,” she says. “It’s the same sickness. That 
same predatory entitlement. Racists do that to peo-
ple of a different religion or color or culture. Rapists 

(part two)
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do it to women. They objectify you so 
they can kill you, throw things at you, 
because you’re just an object. You’re 
f****** nothing else. That’s what sex-
ual predators do. The racist who yells 
n***** out the car window goes home 
and beats his wife or molests the kid 
next door. It’s the same sickness, it’s 
bullying. That’s why with the NFL, you 
know I’m on their side, it’s the same 
predator. I will kneel.”
Didi has other stories to tell, but right 
now, she puts unrelenting pain into 
perspective. 
“We need to teach boundaries, and to 
teach empowerment,” says Didi. “Be-
cause every single episode strips, like 
acid, at your self-esteem and at your 
self-image, and it gives you anxiety 
disorder, and it makes you depressed, 
and then you have the shame of the 
byproduct of your trauma. You have 
to hide that as well, and it’s amazing 
that we’re all still here. I think the 
predators and the racists will never 
end. I think how they are dealt with 
has to change. There has to be more 
than an eight year, reduced down to 
six to three for raping a woman and 
ruining her life and any possibility of 
a functioning relationship with a man 
because she’s pissed off half the time. 
This is being in a relationship with a 
woman who has post-traumatic stress 
disorder. You’re with a Vietnam vet. 
That’s the woman you’re with. She has 
flashbacks, she can’t do s*** because 
she’s afraid .The percentage of women 
who have been raped that believe it 
will happen again is eighty percent. 
When that veil is ripped off,  you can-
not put it back on.” 
Despite all the trauma, this unbeliev-
ably compassionate woman, who calls 
herself “a silver linings gal”, sees more 
than a glimmer of light on the edge of 
the darkness. “That’s the thing about 
developing empathy,” she says. “We un-
derstand the suffering. We see the pain 
behind the action. That empathy that 
somehow survives all that anger, creates 
a magnificent human being on the oth-
er side. It’s not an easy path, but I have to 
believe we’re the new bud of evolution.”
Abuse can claim a host, devouring it, 
until the victim herself is subsumed, 
absorbed by the malevolent parasite. 
Didi had spoken about this earlier 
when she talked about the byproduct 
of trauma.

Melissa Gray knows a thing or two 
about this byproduct. We had talked in 
the conference room at Stir Crazy Café. 
“We relieve ourselves,” she says. “When 
I was being beaten, I would beat my 
dog. It was just the worst thing when 
I realized that’s what I was doing. My 
outlet was the dog and I tried so hard 
at the end of her life to make up for it. 
It wasn’t me, it was me being take over. 
And I was someone else.”
“I was someone else.” Let those words 
sink in, penetrate your core. Sexual 
abuse is so damaging it can destroy 
your sense of self, and create a monster 
under your own skin. 
When she was in high school, Melissa 
visited her boyfriend over the holidays, 
and things were anything but festive. 
“I was raped for Christmas Day night,” 
she says. “I think I blacked out because 
the next thing I remember is him driv-
ing me home.”
Two weeks later this young man called 
her. He was sobbing into the phone, 
begging Melissa to forgive him. Melissa, 
who has a kind heart, forgave him. She 
was a junior at the time, and the man 
was a year or two older. “He later went 
to prison for something,” says Melissa.
The damage was done, and Melissa 
began to self-medicate.
“After I was raped in high school, the 
remainder of junior year and senior 
year I was not to be found in high 
school without a small bottle of Jack 
Daniels,” she says. “I was dropping 
LSD. F*** what just happened, I am 
going to go to someplace else. I was 
on so many drugs just to make it from 
point A to point B.”  
Since that time Melissa’s been in her 
share of abusive relationships, but 
they didn’t look like that when they 
started out.
“It starts slowly,” she says. “It looks 
like care. The attention you get from 
someone who is controlling your life 
looks like care, because they’re so on 
top of you. He would erase my own 
family’s messages to me, and not 
let me know when they called. My 
friends weren’t good enough for me. 
The noose closed in tighter and tight-
er every year. The good clothes were 
gone. He kept me from dressing up. 
He threw away my makeup.” 
Ultimately, Melissa would leave this 
man, and literally never look back.

“For two weeks I lived in my car,” she 
says. “I had a Honda Civic at the time, 
and socked everything I owned into 
a storage unit. It was the most free-
ing moment of my life, going over to 
Starving Students and saying, ‘You 
need to be at my house at ten thirty, 
not ten o’clock, not eleven.’ I told my 
parents the same thing, and I had 
packed up everything.”  
It’s been years now since Melissa pulled 
herself out of the wreckage of that abu-
sive and controlling relationship. And, 
in a way, it’s made her almost indestruct-
ible, a sort of super woman. She remem-
bers when she was on the sidewalk one 
afternoon and there was a hail of gun-
fire, bullets ricocheting over concrete.
“I reached the point of being 
unf***withable,” Melissa says. “You 
can’t touch me anymore because the 
worst that I can think of has already 
happened. That’s why I didn’t bother 
picking myself up off the sidewalk 
when someone is shooting bullets 
down the sidewalk. You can’t kill me. 
You can’t! I’m already dead.”
There may have been death, but there 
was also a sort of resurrection. 
“It feels like the body I had before had 
to collapse and burn several times,” 
says Melissa. “I had to build up and 
recreate, and shut it down. Nowadays 
I am so in love with my friends and I 
have the freedom to love on them ex-
actly the way I see fit without the pe-
rimeters of a male companion telling 
me what I need to be doing with my 
relationships.”
Among other things, Melissa is a hair 
stylist, and by default, a sort of coun-
sellor, a listener. 
“Part of why I’m such a great therapist 
is because I walked through hell,” she 
says. “I’ve already seen it. I can pick it 

out of someone. I can draw it out. If I 
can’t tell by spending five minutes in 
silence with you, I will pull it out of 
you later.”
Melissa’s also tried her hand at standup 
comedy, and plans to do more of it in 
the future.
“I have taken all the awful s*** in my 
life and used it as fodder for standup 
comedy that I do behind my chair,” she 
says. “You have to find the ridiculous-
ness. I’ve done three standup shows. I 
don’t lift anybody else’s jokes. They’re 
mine, and of it’s kind of dark stuff.”
But there’s also light stuff that Melissa 
spreads wherever she can.
“Even just complimenting men, and 
helping them become softer beings,” 
she says. “There’s a clerk at the check-
out and he’s really nice to people. I was 
like, ‘Hey I see that you’re really nice 
to people. I appreciate your picking up 
the slack when I can’t be here.’”
And then there’s an almost blinding 
radiance in Melissa’s life.
“My child is absolutely beautiful,” she 
says. “He is magnificent.”
And Melissa doesn’t gloss over reality 
with her eleven-year old son.
“There is hope in this future,” she says, 
as she considers her son. “Not only am 
I brutally honest with the things that 
have occurred to me, but also my part 
in the work that I do to rebuild, and 
the work that I do to keep my mind 
safe and healthy. My son sees me going 
through it. And I’ll turn to him and I’ll 
say, ‘Hey, I’m going through it right 
now, I’m so sorry. I’ll be back with you 
soon. Give me about half an hour so I 
can go and stare at my toes and then 
I’m gonna come back down here and 
I’m going to be an exemplary mom.’”
Melissa’s love for her son, and her 

mary, terry & melissa
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WELCOME
TO THE NEIGHBORHOOD

DISCOVER
A COMMUNITY THAT'S FRESH, 
VIBRANT AND ENGAGING

Shop Handmade. 
Shop Local.

Get ready for the holidays with  
unique gifts and contemporary  

designs from fine artisans.

HOLIDAY OPEN HOUSE 
Begins Friday, November 24

OPEN DAILY FOR THE HOLIDAYS 
Mon-Fri 10-6  Sat, 10-5  Sun 12-4

FOR THE SERIOUS CHOCOHOLIC  
Finest Quality Handmade Chocolates

Open Tuesday through Friday, 10 till 5 
And also by appointment  

Find us on Facebook for additional hours 

NEED GIFTS FOR  
THE HOLIDAYS? 

CHECK OUT  
CHOCOLATE CRAVINGS 
THE HUB SHOPPING CENTER 

6929 Lakeside Avenue 
Richmond, VA 23228

804-363-6873
www.choccravings.com
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COME DANCE WITH US!

(Natalie and Audrey) at 
SCOTT BOYER TEACHES DANCE

Ages 3 to adult, priced from $210.
804-798-9364

scottboyerteachesdance@yahoo.com 1217 Bellevue Avenue • 266-4403

Monday through Saturday: 11am till closing*

Sunday: 10am till closing*  
Join us early for brunch or dollar tacos later in the day

*limited menu after 10 pm

Your Family Friendly Neighborhood Restaurant
Join Us for Happy Hour Specials 3-6pm, Mon-Fri

Chart a course to Richmond’s  

finest family neighborhood restaurant  

in the heart of Bellevue

friends, is thorough and uncondition-
al. You can sense it radiating from her.
“Here’s the thing that goes on in the 
back of my head,” says Mary Carpen-
ter when all five women gather around 
the table in my living room. “I have no 
problem speaking out, and you guys 
have no problems speaking out. I’m 
not saying there aren’t good guys, I 
love men. It’s that feeling internally 
that I imagine some black people go 
through where they can look around 
a room of white people and know that 
if they weren’t there somebody might 
use the word n*****, and even if we 
were uncomfortable the white people 
wouldn’t say anything. I wonder what 
men say behind our backs.”
 Men sexually assaulted Mary numer-
ous times when she was still a child. 
At the age of eleven a doctor molested 
her on a bus. When she was twelve 
and thirteen, ministers assaulted her. 
A street vendor got her when she was 
thirteen, and then at just fifteen years 
old a whole group of grown men sexu-

ally attacked her. 
Mary’s father was a man of the cloth, a 
Presbyterian minister, and back in the 
1970s, the family lived in Ecuador’s 
capital city.
“We were missionaries in Quito,” says 
Mary. “And I had been in the country 
for just two weeks.” The car she and 
her siblings were traveling in from 
the Pentecostal camp where they lived 
outside of Quito broke down, and they 
had to catch a bus.
It was an old bus, 1950s, vintage 
GMC, and though the capacity was 
fifty-five, close to one hundred peo-
ple were packed in tight as a deck of 
cards. It was impossible to find a seat, 
but finally Mary, a petite girl of twelve, 
managed to wiggle into a small space 
next to a doctor. She was dressed like a 
girl from “Little House on the Prairie” 
covered from wrist to ankles, and her 
hair was pulled up in a bun.
Two or three minutes after she set-
tled into the seat, Mary felt something 

under her dress. ”The doctor had his 
hand underneath my dress, on my leg, 
and slowly moving upwards, and I had 
no point of reference for any of this,” 
Mary says. “I just knew that his hand 
did not belong on my thigh.”
In her lap she held onto a thick stack 
of schoolbooks. “I kept looking at him 
like, is this real, is this happening?” she 
remembers. “And he just kept staring 
straight ahead like I wasn’t even there, 

and that hand kept going further and 
further up my thigh.” Thinking with 
an intense logic for someone so young, 
Mary grabbed those schoolbooks and 
placed them on the doctor’s hidden 
hand, then pressed down with all her 
weight concentrated on the books. 
“That was enough to get his attention I 
guess, and I guess he knew he wasn’t get-
ting anywhere, and he got off at the next 
stop,” says Mary. “That was horrifying to 

kathi & didi
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4009 MacArthur Avenue
Phone: 726-WINE (9463)  FAX: 726-VINE (8463)

Open 7 Days A Week: Sunday through Thursday 11am–9pm, Friday and Saturday 11am–11pm
To get on our e-mail list log on to onceuponavine@aol.com

JOIN US ON FACEBOOK

OUR DEEPEST REGRETS THAT CHRISTMAS ON 
MACARTHUR WAS CANCELLED THIS YEAR BECAUSE 
OF INCLEMENT WEATHER. THANKS TO EVERYONE 

FOR ALL YOUR HARD WORK ON THE EVENT,  
AND FOR ALL THE TOYS-FOR-TOTS. JOIN US NEXT 

YEAR FOR CHRISTMAS ON MACARTHUR

NEW YEAR’S  
CHAMPAGNE TASTING

With Strawberries and Chocolate Fountain

December 29!

Henrico Advantage Card now accepted

CHRISTMAS  
WINE AND BEER  

PACKAGES!

CHRISTMAS  
WINE TASTING
December 22!

An  
Old-Fashioned  

Service Station

Family Owned And  
Operated For 65 Years

Full Automotive Service  
And Repair

266-3574
5515 Lakeside Avenue

Quality Painting 
Guaranteed Results 

Free Estimates
GREG WILLARD

743-8237

Pet  
Sitting  

Services
DONNA DUFFIELD

(804) 397-6720

Loving Care where your  
pet is most comfortable - 

their own home!
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Bellevue’s Full-Service  
Auto Repair for 25 Years

Bobby Shore
4031 MacArthur Avenue 

Richmond, VA 23227
(804) 262-7582

“Don't throw it away!”
WA N T E D

old postcard posters magazines
calendars scrapbooks catalogues

photos advertising sheet music maps

BUY SELL APPRAISE

WHITING’S  
OLD PAPER

746-4710

Monday-Friday 10-6  
Saturday-Sunday 12-5 

3141 West Cary Street
Richmond, VA 23221

804 254 4653

kambourianjewelers.com

HOLIDAY SPARKLE UP TO 60% OFF

A One-of-a-Kind Gift  
for a  

One-of-a-Kind Love

me. I was a child in a new country.”
She recalls another time three years lat-
er as she was walking down a city street 
when a construction crew of half a doz-
en grown men surrounded her. There 
was no possibility of escape. “They just 
threw me up against the wall and had it 
at me, and they groped me and tried to 
kiss me and felt me up all over. You just 
kind of got used to it. It was something 
you had to look out for.”
Mary shakes her head as much in dis-
gust as in disbelief. “As a woman you 
learn you’re not safe walking down the 
street,” she says. “You are open season. 
That was in Ecuador, but I get it here, 
too. I’ve had men at Wawa go, ‘Oh 
baby I love you.’ And this goes on on 
a regular basis. I’m now fifty-six years 
old and this is forty plus years of this 
crap, and it’s exhausting. Anybody 
who thinks this is complimentary just 
doesn’t get it.”
Now Mary returns to an early even-
ing in the autumn of 1990. Just off 
work, she had gone to a neighborhood 

grocery store on Strawberry Street 
in the heart of the Fan district where 
she picked up quite a few things. Her 
purse swung from her shoulder, and 
her arms held the large bag of grocer-
ies tight to her chest. She heard leaves 
rustling in her wake, felt the chill of an 
autumn wind, and the light was fading 
fast and she could smell wood smoke.  
It was a short walk to her apartment 
and she listened to the lonesome clack 
of her own heels on the sidewalk. And 
then a man, creeping out of the shad-
ows, approached her from the oppo-
site direction.
“And it was unusual because he got in 
my physical space, he did not try to 
walk around me like any normal hu-
man being, he kind of bumped me as I 
walked by,” she says.
Mary thought little of it and continued 
on her way. She could see the door 
to her apartment building. But thirty 
seconds after this man passed her, one 
large hand covered her eyes, while an-
other clamped down on her mouth. 

The groceries fell, and she was being 
dragged off the sidewalk into an al-
ley between two row homes. “And I’m 
wearing a shirt and a top, and he starts 
pulling down my panty hose and digi-
tally penetrating me,” she says.
Mary’s brain flared up with warnings, 
but her own instinct would then kick in.
“I just thought. ‘Oh my God, this guy 
is gonna rape me’, and all solid advice 
that was in my head since age twelve of 
don’t fight just let it happen, don’t get 
killed over this, all of that immediately 
went out the window,” says Mary. “And 
I just started fighting like hell, I started 
moving around.”
As the rapist dragged her up the alley 
between two row homes, he drew a 
ski mask out of his back pocket and 
pulled it over his face. All Mary could 
now see were his eyes. She managed 
to get her left arm free, and she could 
see the small white circles of his eyes 
through the holes cut through the 
ski mask. Mary took aim, cocked her 
arm back like a catapult, stuck out two 

fingers, rigid as knives, and thrust her 
arm forward just as hard as she could. 
Her fingers pushed into the soft wet-
ness of the rapist’s eyes. Up until that 
moment the man had been com-
pletely silent, but when Mary’s fingers 
struck their mark, he grunted. Then 
he grabbed her left hand and shoved 
the pinky finger into his mouth and 
bit down as hard as he could, but 
wasn’t able to bite it off. And then he 
simply walked away toward the main 
alley between Park and Monument. 
But Mary wasn’t having any of that. 
Despite the bruises and the fear, she 
stood up, pulled herself together and 
screamed after him at the top of her 
lungs, “You son of a bitch.”
She immediately called the police and 
her boyfriend. “The police came and 
took my statement and I went over 
to Retreat Hospital and went through 
everything there,” she says.
Two weeks later, near the spot where 
she had been abducted, Mary saw her 
assailant again. She was with her boy-
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Diamond DOG HOUSE
Make Your Holiday Reservations Today!  

Diamond Dog House Does Doggie Daycare
Overnight Boarding, Bath and Nails.  

Our Hand Made Leashes And Collars  
Make Great Christmas Gifts!

Throughout The Long Winter  
Bring Your Dogs To Us For Daycare...  

They Love It!
Let Your Dogs Come And Play Every Day At Our House

1712 Ellen Road,  
Richmond, VA 23230
Across from the Diamond

(804) 254-4101 
fax (804) 200-5621 

diamonddoghouse@verizon.net
www.diamond-dog-house.com

FINAL GRAVITY BREWING CO. 
6118 Lakeside Avenue  Richmond VA  804-264-4808  www.OGGRAVITY.com

Tasting Room Hours: Tuesday and Wednesday, 11-7  Thursday, 11-9  Friday and Saturday, 10-9  Sunday, 11-6

BOOK YOUR HOLIDAY PARTY OR SPECIAL EVENT  
IN OUR EXPANDED TASTING ROOM

For booking information please contact Cheyenne at cheyenne@oggravity.com 
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Monday - Friday

7am - 5pm 

Saturday - Sunday

7:30am - 5pm

Now Offering Breakfast and 

Lunch Catering, and Space Rental

Contact Stephanie at 

stephanie@stircrazyrva.com 

or 804 864 0264

friend who had said he would beat 
the crap out of the rapist if he ever 
encountered him. “That’s the guy,” she 
told him. “That’s the guy that attacked 
me.” But her boyfriend did nothing. 
”He just didn’t have it in him to do 
anything at that point,” says Mary. 
So Mary went to the neighborhood 
grocer, who was an old-school sort of 
guy. He kept the names and addresses 
of people who wrote checks to him in 
an index card filing box. When Mary 
gave him a description of the rapist, 
the grocer flipped through the cards 
and said he knew exactly who he was. 
The grocer even knew where he lived 
on Grace Street, just two blocks away 
from Mary’s residence. 
Mary turned this information over 
to the Richmond Police Department, 
and what’s more, because she is an art-
ist, gave them a perfect rendering of 
the perp.
This is where it gets even weirder. It 
also illustrates how women seem to 
be under almost constant assault. Un-
beknownst to Mary, or the Richmond 
Police, there was another rapist at large 
in the Fan and Museum District at the 
time. He used the same modus. Grab 
a woman, take her down an alley be-
tween two buildings, and sexually as-
sault or rape her. The Richmond Police 
finally got a break in the case. 
“I was assaulted in November, and so 
by April they caught the individual on 
the other side of the Boulevard,” says 
Mary. “He was a larger guy with red 
hair, and there was a huge article in the 
Metro section of the paper that was 
like, ‘Ladies of the Fan you can sleep 
well, we got him.’” 
Mary knew otherwise. “Well, you may 
have gotten one, but you didn’t get my 
guy,” she thought.
The police had been pretty insistent that 
Mary was wrong about the identity of 
her assailant. They felt sure they’d ap-
prehended her rapist. Mary knew bet-
ter. Not a week after the story about the 
arrest of the rapist ran in the newspaper, 
Mary’s suspicions that there still was a 
rapist attacking women in the Fan were 
confirmed, and an RPD detective apol-
ogized to her and ate a healthy side of 
crow. It was very bad police work, wor-
thy of Inspector LeStrade.
“I was driving my car downtown to go 
to work at eight o’clock in the morn-
ing and I looked over to my right and 

I saw this young woman gesticulating 
wildly and talking to a police officer,” 
Mary says. “She was pointing in be-
tween two building, and all I could 
think was, ‘He struck again.’”
She called the police left a message, 
and later received a call back from the 
detective who was working her case. 
“He did call me back and he apolo-
gized to me,” she says.
And then the officer said what far too 
many men say when women tell their 
stories of rape or sexual assault. “He 
told me point blank, ‘Mary, we did not 
believe you,’” Mary says. “We did not 
think there were two people doing the 
same thing.”  
Though the cops knew where Mary’s 
assailant lived, the man was never 
charged or convicted of rape, or sex-
ual assault.
She tells other stories about sexual har-
assment and assault, as do these other 
women gathered at the table. It’s both 
communion and group therapy, and I 
am honored to be witness to it. 
“What we need are safe spaces,” says 
Terry Menefee Gau. “And everybody 
needs this. Our immigrants in this 
country need this right now. African-
American men and women and chil-
dren need this right now. We need this. 
We need to create intentionally safe 
spaces. As it is there is no safe space for 
a woman. When we walk into a restau-
rant or a meeting, we’re always looking 
for the one person who might hurt us, 
who might block the exit.”
Terry’s words keep pouring out her as 
if from a spring, and I look around the 
table as the other women speak and 
eat and drink and laugh and cry. Each 
lady is intelligent and compassionate, 
honest and lovely, and so kind to one 
another and the world at large that it 
makes it unimaginable that anyone 
would ever want to hurt any woman 
in any way. But men have hurt women 
for millennia, have subjugated and 
brutalized them. Those are facts, and 
they need to change. And human be-
ings, both men and women, can make 
this a reality, make the world one 
enormous safe space. 
Since that late October night, I’ve lis-
tened to the tapes of these women’s sto-
ries over and over and over again, and 
I’ve talked with scores of other women 
over the years who have shared their 
stories of this same sort of abuse. As 
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Monday thru Saturday 
9 am to Midnight

Sunday 10 am to 3

4030 MACARTHUR AVENUE ★ 266-3167
NOW SERVING 

SUNDAY 
BRUNCH

Escape Massage
& Salt Therapy Room
Memberships, Gift Cards &
salt Products available

Salt therapy
45 Minute Session at Westchester
Coming Soon to Rutland
Halotherapy or Salt Therapy helps reduce stress & headaches, 
increases energy & promotes a better sleep pattern.

Also Helps witH Respiratory Issues
• Asthma & COPD    • Smoker’s Cough    • Cystic Fibrosis    
• Sinus & Ear Infections    • Coughs, Colds & Flu    
• Sleeping & Snoring Problems    • Allergies    

& Skin Conditions
• Psoriasis    • Rashes    • Eczema    • Acne    • And More

Massage
• Therapeutic    • Couples    • Prenatal    • Deep Tissue
• Hot Stone    • Aromatherapy    • Corporate Chair
Our massages are full 30, 60, 90 & 120-minute 
“hands-on” sessions.

WESTCHESTER Commons
15500 Westchester Commons Way
(across from Target)
Midlothian

794-0445

rutland Commons
9225 Atlee Rd. Suite 5103
(across from Kroger)
Mechanicsville

730-6777 

www.escapemassage.com
OPEN M-F 9AM-9PM, SAT 8AM-6PM, SUN 12PM-6PM

Didi Tremblay had said of men who 
attack women in one way or other, ‘It’s 
like they’re everywhere.’ 
And they are. 
The current occupant of the White 
House has been accused of sexual as-
sault by more than a dozen women, and, 
of course, he denies it. He also denies 
the Hollywood Access tape in which he 
bragged about sexually assaulting wom-
en. Regardless, what he may claim, the 
tape is real, and so are his words. 
In Alabama they almost elected a man 
to serve in the United States Senate 
who was called out by an assortment of 
women, all claiming the same thing—
that this man, as an adult, tried to force 
himself on girls. Pedophile is the term 
we use to describe people who destroy 
the innocence of children and perma-
nently mar them, kill part of them, 
fracture their psyches beyond recog-
nition, all to gratify some perverse 
and criminal impulse. Yet still, a good 
number of Alabamians voted for him, 
and the current occupant of the White 

House endorsed him wholeheartedly. 
There are other men in political power, 
Democrat and Republican alike, who 
have committed the same atrocities 
against women, even a former presi-
dent who teetered on the brink of im-
peachment because of the lies he told 
regarding his own inappropriate be-
havior toward women. He, of course, 
was a liar, and a Democrat. 
Heads of business, entertainment mo-
guls, film stars, and men in virtually 
every conceivable position of power and 
authority are being called out, and it’s 
bringing them down. And at long last, 
some men are finally listening to wom-
en. I would say these are “real” men.
Men and boys have got a lot of work 
ahead of them. For the safety of the 
human race, for its very preservation, 
things have to change. And I believe 
women will save our country and 
world from ruin. Or, at least, they will 
lead the charge. For their courage is 
inexhaustible, and they bear the hu-
man race.  
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by BRIAN BURNS and JUDD PROCTOR

Henry Gerber was born in Bavaria in 
1892. In 1913, he emigrated to Amer-
ica and settled in Chicago. He became 
inspired by Magnus Hirshfeld’s coura-
geous work for gay rights in Germany, 
while stationed there.
After returning to Chicago’s emerging 
gay subculture, he and several friends 
founded the first official gay rights or-
ganization in America, called the Soci-
ety for Human Rights.
Gerber created the first underground 

gay publication, called “Friendship 
and Freedom.”  But it was short-lived. 
Acting on a tip, police discovered pa-
pers from the society and arrested all 
its members. After three costly court 
cases, the charges were dismissed, but 
Gerber lost his job and his life savings. 
In the 1960s, he resumed writing for 
the Mattachine Society.
Henry Gerber lived just long enough to 
witness the Stonewall Rebellion – the 
birth of the gay liberation movement.

Henry Gerber, Gay Rights Founder 

RAINBOW MINUTES

P H O T O  I L L U S T R AT I O N  b y  D O U G  D O B E Y

ONSIDERED THE FIRST 
notable American woman 
sculptor, Emma Stebbins 
was born in New York City 
in 1815.  
Her family encouraged her 
studies at various Ameri-

can studios. A trip to Rome would se-
cure the love of the highly-successful 
and charismatic actress, Charlotte 
Cushman, who was involved in the 
bohemian and lesbian-feminist scene. 
One of Stebbins’ early commissions 
was a bust of Cushman herself, com-
pleted in 1860. Five years later, her 
bronze statute of educator Horace 
Mann was installed outside the State 
House in Boston. 
By far, Stebbins is best known for 
“Angel of the Waters,” located on the 

Bethesda Terrace in Central Park in 
New York City. Taking center stage, 
the “Angel of the Waters” fountain is a 
gathering place for those who want a 
place to sit and contemplate. The three-
tiered fountain, topped by the sculp-
ture of an angel, was unveiled in 1873. 
Stebbins designed the neoclassical 
winged sculpture to celebrate the fresh 
water that the new Croton Aqueduct 
supplied both the fountain and all 
New Yorkers.  The angel holds a lily 
in one hand, representing purity, with 
the other hand outstretched to bless 
the waters, which were until then un-
safe to drink.
Unfortunately, when her beloved 
Charlotte Cushman died of pneumo-
nia in 1876, Stebbins’ days of creative 
inspiration were over. 

Angel of the Waters

On November 2, 2013, hundreds as-
sembled at 22nd and Ellsworth streets 
in Philadelphia to celebrate the res-
toration of Keith Haring’s “We the 
Youth” mural.  Haring and a group of 
teens from CityKids in New York cre-
ated the mural in 1987 in celebration 
of the 200th anniversary of the U.S. 
Constitution. 
Born in Reading, Pennsylvania, Har-
ing moved to New York City where he 

thrived as an artist and social activist.  
The mural is his only collaborative pub-
lic mural still intact at its original site. 
Sadly, he died from an AIDS-related ill-
ness just three years after creating it.
The restoration was made possible by 
a $30,000 grant to Mural Arts from 
the Keith Haring Foundation to hire 
Kim Alsbrooks and a crew of artists to 
restore the mural, using the most du-
rable paints available.  

C

Keith Haring Mural Saved

www.HollisterSales.com

Chris Hollister REALTOR®
Hollister Properties
5407 Patterson Ave., Suite 101 Richmond, VA 23226

804.240.9415    chris@hollistersales.com

Contact me for a FREE market analysis.
I have expertise in Market Valuations, Negotiations, Advertising, Home 
Staging, Inspections, Appraisals, Investing & Mortgage Financing.

Thinking about selling 
your home in Northside?

Dec 9 & 10  Full Length Nutcracker 
 Monacan High School in Chesterfield

Dec 17  Full Length Nutcracker  
 Atlee High School in Hanover

798-0945 concertballetofvirginia@yahoo.com www.concertballet.com

42nd annual Nutcracker

Straight Up Comfort Food
Without  All the Hype

7 Days A Week • Orders to Go
Monday-Friday 7-3 • Saturday & Sunday 8-2

Breakfast and Lunch Served All Day
1600 Brook Road • Richmond, VA 23220

804.225.8577

Off the Beaten PathCome join
 us...
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Visit us on FACEBOOK for the latest seasonal hours

WELCOME TO THE TENTH SEASON AT LAKESIDE TOWNE CENTER 
6110 LAKESIDE AVENUE | HENRICO/RICHMOND VA 23228

OFFERING FARM RAISED PRODUCTS, BAKED GOODS, FRESH SEAFOOD,  
AND PLANTS AND FLOWERS

YEAR ROUND FARMERS’ MARKET
OPEN Saturday mornings and all day Wednesday
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Voted Richmond’s
Best 

Appliance Store.

See us on

eautiful homes are created at the 
Corner of Lakeside&Dumbarton.

2017

AppliancesOnLakeside.comLakesideBedding.com

B

From Appliances On Lakeside to Lakeside Bedding, our 
consultants will work with you to create your beautiful home. 

And, we’re all under one roof! 5418 Lakeside Avenue in Richmond.
Parts for all major brands, too!(804) 266-7621

NOW PROUDLY
OFFERING

Winndom
Mattresses 


