*  HOW TO ENJOY DATING IN YOUR MID-TWENTIES  *

ANSWER:
You don't.  There are two kinds of people in the world ~ single people and non-single people.  I will refer to the first group as "normal people" and the second group

as "people that single types want to strangle."  Dating was invented many years ago when

a group of married couples realized that single people needed something else to gripe about.  It, however, had a two-pronged effect because married people were running out of things

to laugh about.  So, they invented dating and solved both problems.  Shortly afterward, this same sadistic group invented Valentine's Day for the sole purpose of driving single people to utter insanity.  Those of us in the single world affectionately refer to Valentine's Day as "Monday."  If you are required by federal law to wear green on St. Patrick's Day, I say me and my fellow single-persons should be required to wear black on Valentine's Day as a sign of unity.  Plus, it would give married people something else to laugh at.


There are also two major sub-categories of non-single people:    those who meet

their spouses early in life and those who meet them late in life.  If you plan to get hitched, pray that you'll fall into the first sub-category because the second sub-category is about as much fun as watching a bad junior high play.  The goal of many college students is to end their "single life" before graduation.  This is a brilliant idea since, after college, it becomes increasingly difficult to meet people.  (And by that, I mean "people who are not morons."  Meeting morons after college is no great task.  Trust me.)  Two of my closest college friends knew they were destined to get married the first day of our freshman year when they literally ran into each other.  Yes, I mean an actual bodily collision.  After that moment, each was placed at the top of the other's list of  "people I've met this week who might potentially

marry me."  If you meet your future mate that early in life, consider yourself very fortunate. 


My older sister and brother-in-law belong to an even more rare group known as "high school sweethearts who actually stayed together."  I call them rare because, as most people know, the average high school relationship lasts about as long as it takes to read this article.  But as far as I know, these two people began dating around the time the Berlin wall came down and have been together ever since.  My parents, however, win

the grand prize.  They belong to the most elite group in the universe known as "people 

who fell in love shortly after leaving their respective wombs."  They just lacked the ability

to adequately express their mutual affection until the pre-teen years.  As you may recall,

this is one of the more awkward phases of life when guys don't  "hit on" girls, they actually hit girls.  And the harder they hit ~ the more they like you.  I can vividly imagine my pre-teen parents on the playground.  My dad would gently punch my mom in the arm and she would gleefully skip home and write about it in her diary.

SUSIE'S PRE-TEEN DIARY

September 8, 1712
John hit me ever-so gently in the arm today.  





I think that means he likes me.

September 9, 1712
Today he gave me a small bruise on my right shoulder.




I'm pretty sure that means we're in love.

September 10, 1712
Two more bruises and a broken nose.  




He must want to "go steady."  Tomorrow, if he knocks 




me unconscious, I'm gonna marry that fool.  

My parents have been together roughly since the invention of gravity, and both have lived to tell about it.


Personally, I'm in a group all by myself.  I stand firmly behind a statement 

I made years ago:        "If the girl I'm supposed to marry was ever actually out there, 

I may have accidentally run over her with my tricycle when I was three."  Hey, I was misunderstood as a kid.  When you're that age, a concussion is the highest form of affectionate gesture----much more than a punch in the arm.  Years ago, my younger sister's chin was mistaken for a golf ball by a crazed neighbor boy who didn't know the proper way to use a golf club.  But it may take awhile before these two realize they are meant for each other.  So, the bottom line is........if you're a girl with vague recollections of a tricycle-induced head injury during the late '70's............give me a call.  Maybe we could do lunch sometime.

And I want my tricycle back.
