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Dear Stephanie,
Thank you so much for responding. I’m not sure why, but it was very important to me that you did,
so thank you.
Please allow me to fill in a few details for you. David was around our house quite a bit through his
high school years. He would always greet me with “Hi, gorgeous.” (I wasn’t, by the way, and knew it,
but of course I liked the attention.) He was also very touchy and huggy—not just with me, but with
everyone, it seemed. The night of the first event, he had brought his sister, who was 14, over with
him. I found out later from her, that he had planned to get me alone and had enlisted her help. I don’t
fault her because she was a kid too, and looked up to her brother, as I did mine. When he had me
alone, just before he kissed me, he said, “I’m sorry.” When he was done, he and his sister left. I didn’t
understand what had just happened. It was my first kiss, and I didn’t like it. I was emotionally mature
enough to know that you don’t apologize before kissing someone, unless you know it’s wrong. It felt
very wrong.
The second encounter happened shortly after—within the same week, perhaps. He came over to
the house around 10:00 at night. I don’t know where my brother was, or my older sister, with whom
I shared a room. I could hear him chatting with my mom, and then I heard him ask if he could go
upstairs and say hi to me. I was horrified to hear my mom say yes. As I said in the report, I pretended
to be asleep until I couldn’t any longer. After putting his hand in my underwear, he had me lay with
him and he unbuttoned his shirt. Then he told me that what we had was very special, and that we
needed to keep it secret. I had wanted to tell someone about the kiss, but when he said that, I knew I
had to tell someone. The next day, I told my brother’s girlfriend, who had dated him. She would have
been about 16, and with her help, I confronted David at my brother’s graduation party. He cried and
apologized, and it was never mentioned again.
A few years later he dedicated a song to me at his senior recital. That was a bit of a trigger. Later,
after his wedding to Jeanne, friends who had gone to the event, remarked that they had had a
conversation about how much she reminded them of me. That messed with me too. In fact, it took
many years to work through it all, even though it may not sound like much happened. Sometimes I
wonder if I’m being overly dramatic. I don’t know, but I know that I had nightmares of being forced
to do sexual things with men throughout my college years. I know that the feeling of having lost
the race before the starting gun was fired has followed me. The feeling of being damaged goods is
still with me on dark days when I look back over abusive relationships and marriages I’ve survived.
I can’t help but think his actions changed the trajectory of my life.

visit us

PAGE 01

would you like to submit a report? intoaccount.org

Lydia Gilmour

Submitted 11/7/2020
David and I haven’t talked since he was in seminary, except for once in 2008, after my mom had just
died. Over the years, I worked through it, which, as I’m sure you know, just means that I developed
a narrative to tell myself, which I could live with. What I told myself—and believed—was that he had
been a dumb kid who didn’t have control of his hormones yet, but after the confrontation, he pulled
himself together and went off to seminary to do good work with his life. I assumed that as he got
older, so did his taste in women, and that he was, more or less, a decent guy—maybe slightly more
self-centered than most, but decent.
When I saw the headlines, I reeled (I now know what that means). Not only do I feel angry and sad
for what he did to all those young lives, but I feel guilty. I was one of the first victims, and I should
have done more. I know, I was 12, but I should have done more. I have to tell you that I’m right back in
the middle of it all again. It’s been 45 years, but I’m back there. The structure that I had built, the story
that I told myself, has been obliterated by the truth, and now I have to pick through all the memories
again and build a new narrative that includes what I know now. It feels like it will never end. And it
feels too big, because I doubt there were only 45 of us. And even if it were, what about the countless
other girls who suffer countless other things at the hands of countless other boys and men?
Yes, you may use my story and my name. Yes, you may use my photo if you want. I am so, so angry
at what he has done, and I want to do what I can to help you.
You asked how I found out about the report. Again, I’m not sure why, but David has been a friend
on Facebook. In March, during the lockdown, he was posting daily. I didn’t really watch his videos,
but I saw them in my feed. A couple days ago, out of the blue, he came to mind, and I realized that
I hadn’t seen anything from him in quite a while. When I checked to see if maybe I had unfriended
him and forgotten, I saw that his account was deactivated. That made me curious, so I googled his
name to see if he had died. Instead of an obituary, I saw several headlines about alleged assault.
I went to the NCR article because it was recent. From there, I followed the link in the article to Into
Account. I shared the New York Times article with my sister, and she said that the Saginaw News,
our hometown paper, had an article too. It is gratifying to know his actions are being exposed.
If you have any questions, or if there’s anything I can do to help, please let me know.
Thanks for listening,
Lydia Gilmour

visit us

PAGE 02

would you like to submit a report? intoaccount.org

Lydia Gilmour

Submitted 11/7/2020

visit us

PAGE 03

would you like to submit a report? intoaccount.org

