9/1/06

Dear Mr. Butler,

I was going to wait and send this to you for your birthday, but patience is not one of my virtues.  I feel like I owe you an apology and that it is time to come clean.  I wrote the last letter to you before I really thought about it and I am afraid that I may have caused some harm.  First of all, I kinda knew it was you when I saw you, but I told myself that it couldn't be you because I had just sent the letter off.  I really, really appreciate the fact that you thought enough to come here in person.  The fact that you left without talking to me has left me a bit confused, though.  I would almost think that I did something wrong, except that I didn't really have the chance to.  

There is a picture of you from a Phantom of the Opera photoshoot.  You are alone with your legs crossed and that incredible smile of yours.  I saw something in your eyes in that picture that reached into my heart.  I just knew I was in love with you.  I have never been sure of anything in my life, but in that moment I knew it was true.  My response kinda belayed my surprise, "Oh crap.  Now you've gone and done it.  You've fallen in love for the first time in your miserable life."  But, I felt like I had always loved you.  I have to wonder if, after all this, people really only fall in love once in their lives and any other time that they think they are in love is only a shadow of that feeling.

I always said that I just wanted a simple life with a simple man.  I never really cared about looks, and that everyone has something worthwhile in them, something that sets them apart.  I realized from a young age that God doesn't make trash.  I started to look at people with my heart, not my eyes.  When I looked at you, I got a lot more than I bargained on.

This was the main reason I wrote you the first time, to get your attention.  I just knew that if I wrote you, you would come.  Please keep in mind that I meant everything I said.  I didn't make anything up.  Maybe it was a bit arrogant.  I was desperate to get to you, but I couldn't.  So, I took a note from you when you said, "If you believe something in your gut, you've got to trust that."  And it worked.  I really, really just wanted to talk to you, tell you how I feel and let you make your own decision. I'm sorry if I scared you when I slept in my car outside your hotel room.  I have seen pictures of you, sitting at a table with your face in your hands, almost pouting.  It seemed to me that you were thinking, "I wish someone would talk to me."  You looked adorable.  I know most people don't describe you that way but I'm a sucker for cute and you are.  Don't get me wrong, I still think you are sexy and hot, have no fear.  I've never heard anyone else say you are intelligent, but come on.  You went to school to become a lawyer, that takes a great degree of smarts.  Then, you were president of the legal society.  I don't think they just hand out those titles nonchalantly.

I didn't come out and tell you that I was in love with you because I didn't know how many people would read it before you got it.  I knew you could figure it out because that's what you do.  Besides, why would I tell you.  I'm not blind, so I can see with our similarities and likes that we would be perfect for each other, so I had to try.

But, now as I sit here and think of the events I have set into motion, I have to admit that I am concerned.  I have heard a lot about actors that someone becomes obsessed over, turning into a stalker.  It is often on the news and I have to wonder if I am turning in to that or even if you might think that that is what I am.  I have only ever wrote one other person a fan letter and that was back in 1992.  It wasn't because I didn't like their work or admired things about them, I just have never been compelled to write anyone before.  Add to that the fact that I often felt that they wouldn't really care what I had to say.  

When I wrote you the first letter it was with the honest need to tell you what it was that I told you.  To let you know how you had helped me and to thank you.  I felt it was important that you knew that I cared about you as a person, that I saw a human being there.  It seems that you needed to hear that.  But, because of how much you mean to me and how I feel about you I am almost regretting that I did that.  Obviously, I got your attention, but I haven't heard anything from you since and I have to wonder if that 

is your way of trying to make me get the hint, that you want me to stop writing you.  You seem like a really nice person, I noticed that from the start and maybe you think it would be rude to basically tell me to get a life and leave you alone.

After telling you all this and everything else I have told you I wonder if you don't think I am a bit arrogant; assuming that you want to know all this about me.  This is not the case.  I feel, because of our similarities I can trust you and tell you anything.  Plus, it only seems fair that I tell you things about me since I know things about you. I don't believe you knew that Wikipedia document existed.  That first paragraph still gives me pause. Like I said, I am a private person like you so I can certainly appreciate any discomfort you have with that being out there.

We seem to have a lot of parallels between us, as I said in an earlier letter I have a lot of experience with things you have gone through.  My mother died when I was six, leaving my brother and I with our father.  I am the oldest.  She was 24 when she died in '79 of cancer; first breast then bone.  Even nowadays, there is nothing that can be done for bone cancer.  Then, interestingly enough, in 97 I was 24.  I felt my mortality quite strongly that year.  I can only imagine her fear at the time considering I am now a single mother of 3 boys.  To be so young, not knowing what will happen when you are gone, did you do enough.  I don't know anything of the circumstances of your father, but I am glad you had 

a chance to spend some time with him before he died.

After my mother died, my father couldn't handle it.  They were twelve years apart and from what I have been told my mother was loved by everyone.  She believed in people. My aunt told me recently that she used to have to protect her.  Her family wasn't at all pleased that she wanted to marry someone so much older than her, but she stood her ground and told them she was going to marry him whether they liked it or not.  She was 16 and he was 28 when they met and that was basically it.  He never remarried and he 

still talks about her.  Maybe, partially, this explains some of my fascination with Phantom, but mostly it is because of what happened next.  Like I said earlier, when my mother died, my father couldn't handle it.  My brother and I were sent to our aunt and uncle.  But after two years, because of a dispute we were brought back and that's when it really got bad.

I was abused; physically, verbally, and mentally.  I look similar to my mother and I can imagine that between the pain of losing her and his increased drinking that he took a lot of his anger out on me for that reason.  No way am I saying that that makes it alright, but I can at least understand some of the reasons behind it and that makes it a bit easier to take.  When I was growing up, I always had a fear of my father, he was rather imposing, but now that he and I are older I can see that he is just a man.  People in pain or fear are capable of things, often horrible.  Now, I am in the upper position, he needs me.  This does not make me want revenge or to leave him without help.  To do any of that would make me as bad as he was when he was doing the abusing.

So, between being told I was ugly and worthless, and being hit, I didn't have a childhood that I like to think about.  When I was 10 it got so bad that we were moved.  Now, you have to keep in mind that this is the south and my family apparently are lost a few decades back when women were considered less than men, so I spent a lot of time alone.  I was a girl so I wasn't supposed to have a voice.  I was just supposed to keep my mouth closed and be subservient to men.  Even you at this point have to know that I didn't like 

that idea very much.

Strangely enough, those things you said that you did to prepare for the role of Phantom; spending time apart from everyone, seperate but friendly, spending a lot of time in your head, that was my life.  When I said you have a unique understanding of Phantom what I didn't say was that in what you went through and what you did you were able to understand me.  No one else has, at least not to that level.  I found that I had fallen in love with you.  At first, I fought it, I told myself it was an infatuation, a crush.  Add the fact that you are the most gorgeous man on the planet, you are in the spotlight, and you have 

money were difficult things for me to deal with.

Now, maybe that might surprise you, that the fact that you have money is a problem for me but it isn't really if you think of what money means to me.  I often wanted my father to spend time with me.  He took me fishing a time or two and those are some of my few happy memories.  He was a lot more free with his money than with his love so I came to equate money with love, as a substitute.  Because of this, I am uncomfortable with money.  I often tell my family this and they look at me like I have grown another head or something.  My mother's side of the family is what you might call poor.  My father's side of the family has money, they had to work for it mind you, and land. So, there is a great degree of difference of opinion revolving money depending on who you talk to.  Nobody really seems to get it. 

I tell people what I want them to know about me; no more, no less.  I don't tell people my past because they either want to be like, "You poor thing," or they look at me like I'm a green bug or something.  I see myself as a survivor, no matter what life hands me I can handle it.  I don't sit there and say. "Poor me," like I can't see a way out.  I tend to think in the positive, what can each situation teach me.  I don't give up, I keep perservering.  It seems kinda foolish at this point not to.

This attitude started forming after my weakest moment when I was thirteen and I was suicidal.  I had my plan and everything, no one was going to miss me.  If all you are told for the majority of your life is that you are worthless and people wish you were never born, that is what you believe.  Then something happened, I can't really explain it.  All I know is that I went to bed fully prepared to take my life and woke up with no thought of suicide.  I know this is very intimate information and I hope I am not making you uncomfortable, but in for a penny, in for a pound.  Thoughts such as, "God doesn't make trash," and, "Everything has a purpose," came into my head and I decided that if no one else was going to care about me than I would do it for myself.  I started talking to myself, things were easier to deal with if I could get it out in the open, so I could hear it.

When I was 22-23, I heard something on television concerning what I told you about my being an adult and responsible for my path, so I decided that that was a good way to describe how I felt and it helped solidify that course of thought.  I decided that since I didn't exactly know what my purpose on earth was I would create my own.  I would do for others what I alone had done for myself, be a friend to the friendless, be there for people who had no one, people society had decided to give up on.  I would listen, really listen.  Just one little problem kept creeping up.  They all fell in love with me and then I would feel horrible because I didn't intend for that to happen.  I've had 5 marriage proposals including the one I accepted.  I only accepted that one because I had had a child.  I didn't want to marry him, especially at first, because of this reason.  He was immature, irresponsible, would not keep a job.  The only person who kept pressuring me was his father.  He said that the child was not his grandson until we were married.  I explained to him that his son was irresponsible, he didn't need me to tell him that, he could see it.  I told him that I could raise my son on my own much better than with him.  My father-in-law said that when he was younger he was the same way, but when his wife got pregnant, he buckled down, took responsibility and supported his children.  So, I married him, big mistake.  He didn't straighten up one iota.  I have walked to work pregnant, in the rain, in the heat. I was the main breadwinner and he just got worse.  Eventually, after I was pregnant with the third child, I was able to secure a subsidized residence and on the advice of my mother-in-law I did not let him move in with us. I told him, in no uncertain terms, that I could fail just as well without him as with him.  I'll just say that he was not pleased. He accused me of not trusting him.  Well, duh.  I still gave him one more chance.  I told him that if he could get a decent job and a residence and kept them for 6 months we could talk about reconciling.  His response was cheating on me.  Not that you need any more proof that this was a relationship doomed from the beginning, I was actually happy.  He finally told me during the Thanksgiving holidays which seemed appropiate.  He is now in jail for not paying child support and cocaine posession.  I would be quite happy to drop the child support if he would give me a 

divorce and give up custody of my boys.  He says that's not fair.  No comment.  There I go again, running off at the mouth.  I am sorry if you are getting tired of my bending 

your ear.

Back onto the subject of your Wikipedia document, I do have one thing I wanted to say to 
you about when you saved that little boy from drowning.  About what you said, that you only did what anyone else would have done, that's not entirely true.  I get the impression that you don't really think that there is anything special about you but that is simply not the case.  You are a hero Gerry.  I know that little boy and his mom think so and so do I.  A lot of people would come up with excuses.  I'm not being too critical.  There are some incredible people in this world that do what is necessary not because they want fame or a following but just because it is the right thing to do.  You are one of these.  Not to mention that you risked your life, I bet you didn't even think twice, just jumped in.  Because I love you, I worry about you, especially since you have the habit of risking your safety.  At first, I was thinking that the River Tay was a few feet across and deep, but no.  There is a link to a picture of it and when I saw it, my heart dropped into my stomach and my hand instantly came to my mouth.  I almost started crying and I said, "Oh, Gerry."  You know, you could have died.  It doesn't matter how strong you are or how good a swimmer you are, that boy was functioning on adrenaline and he could have pulled you 

down with him.  Most heroes are uneasy with that title, but it is still appropiate.  Even my oldest, Trai, thinks you are a hero.  His name is David Harold and he is a third, and besides him there are like four other David's hence the need for a nickname.  Anyway, I told him that you were a hero, that there was a little boy in the water who couldn't breathe and you jumped in and saved him.  He said, "I want to meet him, Mommy."  He's 4, well he'll be five by the time you get this letter, he was born September 5, 2001.  So even if you wanted to argue with me, I don't think you would argue with him.  My middle child is Jonathan Andrew, he is 2, 2/5/04, and my baby is Christopher Thomas,  4/19/05.  I sent you a picture with the last letter.  In case you didn't see it, it was in that extra envelope, I think it said priority mail or something like that.  Now, I have been feeling a bit out of sorts lately because of you.  I'm not saying my life has been easy, but I was managing.  I was working and taking care of my kids, doing okay, and then you had to go and do Phantom.  Now, my life is outa sorts.  All I can think about is you, every love song is about you, every romantic movie makes me think of you.  I know a lot about you, but 

your personality, I really don't have a clue.  I saw that some people have asked you if you were gay and I don't know if that is because it is reflected in your personality, if they asked because you are a private person, or just because you haven't dated anyone besides Tonya.  I wondered if you were gay, but not for any of those reasons.  They say that all the good men are taken or gay.  Well, you are a very good one and you're not married so that was why I was wondering.

I had some people ask me that once.  I'm sitting at a table by myself, not bothering anyone and this group of girls come up and asked me if I was a lesbian.  I sat there for a few seconds completely floored and then I said no.  I'm still not quite sure why they asked me.  One of my good friends, Shahn Schumacher is bisexual but I didn't find this out until after I was asked by a customer.  My response still surprises me.  I looked at her and not in a very nice voice said, "I don't think that's any of my business or any of yours."  I don't know if I overreacted, but I thought that was very rude.

I personally have struggled with this issue because while physically I am attracted to men 

there are characteristics of women that I love.  So at one point, I thought I was bisexual, 

but it is in the bible that one is not supposed to have anything to do with that so I prayed 

about it and asked Him to lead me.  And then, for the first time in my life, I fell in love, with you.  Things can't ever be easy, can they? ;P 

Now if you are tiring of these one ended conversations you could contribute something.  My birthday is coming up soon.  I am four years and a week younger than you, just one more thing we have in common.  You could always pick on me for getting older.  By the way, I was wondering, if, when you saw me, you didn't think I was a great deal younger.  Recently when I was in a retail store the clerk told me that she thought I was 25 like her.  She wasn't just trying to sell me something, I am not big on shopping and I was bored.  So, I struck up a conversation with her while my aunts were shopping and the clerk seemed genuinely surprised.  Then, a few weeks ago, I was at a revival at my uncle's church and a lady told me that she thought I was 16 or 18.  You know, back to the irony thing, most women like being told they look younger than they are, but with the whole Phantom thing, it could become a bit confusing.

Love,

Kitty Kat

PS Give Lolita a milk bone for me.  Why did you name her that, anyway?

