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 “Dawn,” the director said, looking up at me in the elevated lighting booth. “This is Ian Shaw.” 

 I had just designed and hung the lights for a community theater production of The Music Man and 

we were entering the final phases of production. The director was new to this particular venue, so she 

asked her friend Ian, who lit many of the shows at Bremerton Community Theater, the theater she 

typically directed for, to come and give my design a once-over. 

 “Pleased to meet you,” I said down to them. 

 I passed inspection, and though our interaction was pleasant enough, I didn’t take much notice aside 

from thinking that Ian was a cool name. In the following months, he completely slipped from my 

memory. 

 I was on the trailing end of a co-dependent 

relationship. Desperate and lonely, I’d allowed a 

drug addict I’d had an inexplicable fondness for to 

come live with me. Even though he’d moved out a 

couple of months prior at my insistence, I was 

having a hard time letting go, despite the ugliness 

of the emotional abuse I had just lived through. 

Since I hadn’t quite snipped those fraying threads, 

I wasn’t psychologically ready to consider other 

options. 

  

 In late summer, another director asked if I 

would light his show  unsense at Bremerton 

Community Theater (BCT). I agreed, despite 

knowing I was completely out of my element. 

Everything was more technically advanced at BCT. 

They had a fly system, a computerized light board, 

and a dimmer panel that took up one wall. Ian was 

their technical person, and the only reason I felt up 

to the task is because he volunteered to help me 

design the show and master the complex lighting 

system. When we were introduced, he reminded 

me that we’d met before on The Music Man. Once 

he mentioned it, the event seeped back into 

memory. He told me later that I’d made an 

impression on him even then, which made me feel worse 

about not remembering him. 

  

 I was by that time completely over my drug-addict ex-roommate, but I wasn’t immediately attracted 

to Ian. He was quiet and introverted, and I was more used to outgoing people. However, one thing about 

working in technical theater- you need access to the stage when no one else is using it. We’d work 

weekends and sometimes late into the night, often just the two of us, so there were plenty of hours 

available to get to know each other. He worked at Puget Sound Naval Shipyard as an electrical engineer 

in their nuclear division. He played role playing games including Dungeons and Dragons, and could  
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recite entire sections of The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy and Monty Python and the Holy Grail. He 

wasn’t especially social, and had only briefly had a girlfriend. Yet he was smart, reliable, kind, drug-free 

and had a steady income. Significantly, he didn’t care about my face. It mattered more to him that I 

could hold up my end of a conversation, make him laugh, had a job, and was fiscally responsible. It also 

impressed him that I was a decent writer. 

  

 I can’t say we had fireworks. More like a slow, steady burn that got gradually brighter as time went 

by. But we recognized early that this could be a long term fit. I was 26 when we met, and he was 28. 

Neither one of us had had a meaningful relationship prior to meeting each other, so we alleviated each 

other’s loneliness. We appreciated each other’s strengths, and as our friendship grew, we decided we 

could accept each other’s faults. We had enough interests in common that we could share quality time 

together and enough diversity that we could comfortably have space apart. My face was never part of the 

equation. 

  

 By the time we announced our engagement nearly three years later, no one was surprised. We got 

married in 1995 in the community theater where we first met, on the set of a show neither of us was 

working on. But it didn’t matter. I was marrying my best friend. It was a very theatrical wedding in what 

has otherwise been a fairly drama-free relationship, now spanning two decades. 
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