How Time Flies

It was thirty minutes past two A.M. on that Sunday morning the twenty-third day of February in the Year of our Lord one thousand nine hundred ninety-seven, when we saw each other for only the second time.  Now at thirty minutes past two A.M. tomorrow morning the third day of June, we will officially be celebrating our one hundredth day anniversary of the second time we set our eyes on each other, and probably the second time we both felt the potential of love.  One hundred days, three and one third months, fourteen point two eight five seven weeks, two hundred forty hours, fourteen thousand four hundred minutes, and of course eight hundred sixty four thousand seconds.  It is no wonder that we know so much about each other.  Look at how long we have been together.  But did you know that on Monday the ninth day of June, you will have been with me for exactly one percent of my entire life?  You see, on that day we will have been dating for one hundred and six days of my exactly ten thousand six hundred day life.
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