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Introduction


I think every girl enjoys reading love stories from an early age, raised as we are on fairy tales and Disney movies. And I got to select and edit 101 stories about dating and love and romance for this collection! Sometimes I really love my job.


Okay, some of them were not love stories, as you’ll see in the very funny chapters about bad dates, but most of these stories are about real people with real lives experiencing wonderful relationships with their spouses or boyfriends or girlfriends . . . after putting in the requisite time on the dating circuit.


Working on this book was a great example of what is best about Chicken Soup for the Soul—these stories are inspirational and also entertaining. Some of them will make you laugh out loud, some will give you hope if you are looking for love, some will make you nod your head in recognition if you are in a successful long-term relationship. None will make you cry. Not a single one. We are all about happiness and inspiration and entertainment in this book.


We had originally listed the subtitle for this collection as “101 Stories about Looking for Love” but after reading these stories I realized that we had a book full of modern-day fairy tales, so I changed the subtitle to “101 Stories about Looking for Love and Finding Fairytale Romance!”


I was definitely in the right mood to make this book for you. My husband and I are looking forward to two family weddings in the next twelve months—our son Mike is marrying beautiful, brilliant, and funny Emily, and our daughter Rosey is marrying Joey, who everyone falls in love with after knowing him for about ten seconds.


We had to include a chapter on marriage proposals because we lived and breathed them ourselves while we were making this book. Exactly a year ago, while all of us Chicken Soup for the Soul editors were at the wedding of our colleague Kristiana Glavin Pastir, Mike was proposing to Emily. We kept checking our cell phones that night, waiting for the news, and so nervous for Mike, who had been practicing his lines and his moves all week, even working on whipping the ring out of his pocket at the right moment.


As it turned out, Mike, who is normally a polished public speaker, totally blew it. After he ran two hours late preparing a special dinner, he finally invited Emily downstairs to a candlelit dining area, where he intended to make a speech, get down on one knee, and present the ring. Instead, Emily reported that she found him swaying back and forth at the bottom of the stairs, and then heard him mumble something like “Always . . . always . . . here,” as he thrust the ring at her.


Half a year later, we lived through another nervous Saturday waiting for Rosey to call us with her own good news. We knew Joey was planning to propose on a beautiful mountain hike that day, but what we didn’t know was that his plans went awry due to a late snow. When he and Rosey got to the hiking trail and saw the snow, she announced that she wasn’t wearing the right kind of shoes. Now you would think that a guy who runs his own business and has traveled all over the world could adapt to this, but to a nervous man preparing to propose this was a total disaster. Luckily, when they checked into their B&B later that day, the owner serendipitously recommended that they go for a hike around a nearby lake. Joey brought the ring, but when they came to a scenic spot just right for the proposal, he blurted out loud what he meant to think to himself, and Rosey heard, “I’m doing this!” before he spun around and dropped to his knee.


I guess that the marriage proposal is the scariest, and luckily the final, “ask” that a man has to make—the biggest date of all. But the whole process of dating is scary, and you’ll read many stories in this book about dating disasters, funny stories that are much funnier in the re-telling than they were when they happened. You’ll also read about great matchmakers whose set-ups really worked, those special moments when someone realized that this was “the one,” and enough “meet-cutes” to keep a Hollywood studio going for a decade of romantic comedies. I’m smiling just thinking about how much I enjoyed reading all these stories, and I’m sorry that it’s over. But it’s your turn now, so have fun with this collection, and keep the faith if you’re single, because according to our writers that special someone may be just around the corner.


~Amy Newmark
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Matchmaker, Matchmaker


People are lonely because they build walls instead of bridges.


~Joseph F. Newton
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Love, Off the Record


Sometimes when we’re not paying attention, relationships happen.


~Lisa Kleypas, from Smooth Talking Stranger


By 1989, I had been happily divorced two years, having weathered several disastrous first dates and a few semi-relationships that failed to get off the ground. The closest I had come to a serious boyfriend was an architect who lived in New York. Since I lived in Virginia and worked in D.C. at the time, the distance between us was perfect. But this relationship also fizzled out. I was fine with that. I was happy with my work and enjoyed hanging out with friends, my family, and my cat.


So I was unprepared for an encounter with destiny when my editor-in-chief tossed a project on my desk with the command to “interview this person.”


As the associate editor of an architecture magazine, I was responsible for writing features on new projects, news developments, and products. This particular design project, soon to open in Austin, Texas, was a combination piano/pool hall. Not many of those around, I hazarded to guess. Eric’s Pool Hall, as it was called, was executed with whimsy and flair, and I looked forward to talking to the imaginative and witty architect responsible. I picked up the telephone.


Usually, when an editor from an architecture magazine is on the line, explaining the nature of the call, you can hear the excitement in an architect’s voice when he or she is about to be published. The first words out of this guy’s mouth, however, sounded like a sneer.


“What’d ya do? Pick that out of the round file?” he replied flatly.


Feeling chastened and not a little awkward and offended, I replied with as much starch in my voice as I could muster that I could tell he wasn’t interested. I thanked him for his time and hung up.


As I sat there wondering what to tell my editor, the phone rang. It was Mr. Surly Guy, all apologetic and charming. He explained he had been caught short; he had tried to retrieve the project slides a year ago and been annoyed when he was told that our art department had “lost” them. As he made his apologies I couldn’t help but note how warm and masculine his voice sounded over the telephone. We agreed to set up a phone interview the following day.


Typically my interviews are a mix of handwritten notes and a tape recorder used as a backup. As I had hoped, the interview was a lot of fun—more so than usual, in fact. As I replayed the tape, I was struck by the realization that we spent as much time discussing personal information as we did the article. We had actually gotten pretty flirty.


Over the next two weeks, while I worked on the piece and chose slides for the layout, I found myself excited when I had a reason to call him to confirm a fact or ask about a detail. I couldn’t deny I called him more than I usually did a designer when writing up a project. Finally the article was finished. I was satisfied with it, knowing he would also be pleased with the result. A bit regretfully, I called for the last time to thank him for his time and input, and let him know when the feature would be published. I made sure to get his address to send a complimentary copy.


The following day the phone rang.


“Hey, kid. I just missed talking to you,” he said.


As much as I enjoyed it too, it was obvious I couldn’t have a personal conversation at work. The next thing I knew he had my home phone number, and it became a habit for him to call around ten at night. Both of us were night owls, and we’d stay on the line for an hour at a time. The nightly routine was one I looked forward to.


After four weeks, he began broaching the subject of meeting in person. I brushed it off each time. He lived in Maryland, more than an hour away from D.C., but truthfully, I was enjoying my new telephone buddy and didn’t want to jeopardize our friendship. I was afraid the bubble might burst if he was short, fat, or bald. Enjoying my flirt fantasy, I continued to put him off. After a few more weeks he finally he told me was driving down that Saturday to take me to lunch.


“I can’t. I have to work,” I quickly countered.


“You have to eat; I’ll meet you in the lobby at noon,” he said in a voice that broached no further argument.


After brief descriptions—“I’m tall and dark-haired” and “I’m tall with auburn hair”—we hung up for the night.


That Saturday, as the noon hour approached, I was nervous as I sat on a bench in the lobby. Soon a very tall, good-looking, slender man with shoulder-length wavy hair pushed through the entry doors. My heart did an actual flip-flop as these thoughts bubbled in my head: Oh no! I don’t want to get married again!


Many years later, as we were having lunch with a friend, she asked us how we met. As I told her this story with my now-husband listening beside me, I laughed, since I had never told him my first reaction to our meeting.


“You don’t know the whole story,” he said with a chuckle.


Apparently, when we hung up after my initial interview request, he had called my boss.


“What’s the matter, Don? Am I slipping? You or a senior editor have always reviewed my work before, and today I just got a call from some associate editor.”


“You want to meet this girl,” my editor-in-chief replied. “Don’t you have a restaurant you designed up there somewhere? You should take her to lunch.”


“What? I’ve never had to take an editor out to lunch before!” my now-husband protested.


“You aren’t listening to me!” my editor replied. “You need to meet this girl.”


Don Canty. My crusty old editor-in-chief. A romantic, and I never knew it. How I wish I had learned the whole story before he died. I would have written him to thank him for steering me into a relationship with the love of my life and into a very happy marriage, now in its twenty-third year.


~Amy Gray Light
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The Robes of a Prince


Love is like swallowing hot chocolate before it has cooled off. It takes you by surprise at first, but keeps you warm for a long time.


~Author Unknown


I never expected to be single when I was sixty. I certainly never expected to be dating at my age.


I was shy, unpopular, and socially clumsy when I was a teenager. Now I’ve had a lifetime of experience and I’m shy, unpopular, and socially clumsy.


It is hard to meet single men at my age. Dates are few and far between, so when I do have a date I try to make it a special occasion. On my last date I dressed up, applied make-up and put on enough perfume to smell like a flower garden. My date fell asleep during dinner and snored, which wouldn’t have been so bad if we hadn’t been in a restaurant. I finished my dessert and woke him up. He picked his teeth with a fork and left a fifty-cent tip for the waitress. I decided to give up dating forever.


My son Shane is very devoted to me, wants me to be happy, and is terrified that if I don’t get married he’ll get stuck with me. Shane arranged for me to meet his neighbor George who needed help writing his memoir.


I often help people write their memoirs. I think it is important for people our age to leave behind a record of who we are and our family history. When we die, our stories will die with us and be lost forever. Sometimes writing the story of your life seems overwhelming and people need a little help getting started.


I agreed to meet George at a nearby restaurant and took along a pen and notepad to record his memories. I felt like I was doing a favor for Shane’s neighbor so I wore my second best dress and didn’t bother to wiggle into my incredibly uncomfortable body shaper that pushed my belly into my kidneys to make me look ten pounds thinner. I put on some make-up and applied lipstick that was guaranteed not to run into the lines around my lips.


George was short and chubby, and like most men his age he was bald, but he did have a cute little white moustache. I was two inches taller than George and he wasn’t my type at all, but that didn’t matter because this wasn’t a real date; I was just going to help him get started writing his life story.


George was wearing the ugliest shirt I’d ever seen. It was yellow with small brown flowers on it, and to make matters worse, it buttoned on the wrong side, making it look like a woman’s blouse.


Since I didn’t consider this a date, it didn’t matter what he was wearing, and after introducing myself, I took out my notepad and began asking him questions. Where he was born, where he went to school, whether he had brothers and sisters, what kind of jobs he’d had—I carefully wrote down every answer. In a few minutes I knew the name of his dog, the name of his third grade teacher and that his favorite dessert was chocolate cake. He’d been widowed seven years, had two grown sons and four grandchildren. His hobby was building model ships and he’d retired from the post office five years earlier.


“See how easy it is?” I asked and tore five pages out of the notebook and handed them to him. “You just need to get started and before you know it your book will be written.”


“What book?” George asked.


He wasn’t writing a book. My son had used that excuse to introduce us. I’d just spent fifteen minutes giving George the third degree and writing down his answers to my questions.


Now he was convinced I was crazy, but after I explained what Shane had done we both had a good laugh. George was one of those people who laugh with their whole face; his blue eyes twinkled and the laugh lines around his eyes got deeper. Wrinkles in a person’s face give them character. He had a nice laugh too, it wasn’t a fake polite laugh; it was the kind of laugh that made you laugh too.


“I should explain about my shirt,” George said. “My twelve-year-old granddaughter wants to be a famous fashion designer when she grows up. I bought a sewing machine for her and to thank me, she made this shirt for my date tonight. I had to wear it. I couldn’t hurt her feelings. I thought about putting another shirt in my car and changing in the parking lot before I came inside but that seemed dishonest. If she asked me if I wore the shirt on my date, I wanted to say yes and that it was a fine shirt. I just couldn’t lie to her.”


I liked George so much at that minute I got tears in my eyes.


“Tell your granddaughter that your date liked your shirt very much and good luck with her career and that she is off to a good start,” I said. “Tell her I said she could make robes for a prince.”


I wanted to tell George that right now he seemed like a prince but I was afraid I’d sound stupid and it might embarrass him.


“Thank you,” George said and squeezed my hand. “I knew you’d understand; your son told me you were one in a million.”


I blushed. I hadn’t blushed in years but I was definitely blushing. My heart was also beating faster and I hoped it was because George was holding my hand and not because I was having a heart attack.


I decided I didn’t care if George was short and bald; he was a man with a good heart and integrity. He was willing to embarrass himself by wearing a hideous shirt on a first date so he wouldn’t hurt his granddaughter’s feelings.


“If you ask me for a second date, I promise not to interview you and ask dozens of questions.” I gave him a big smile, which I hoped was flirty. I also hoped he’d think my teeth were really mine . . . well, they would be mine in three more payments.


“I didn’t mind. I’ve never had a woman interested enough to want to know my whole life story and then not just listen to me but write down what I said,” he smiled back. “You’re a nice lady.”


And it was as complicated and as simple as that.


I met a nice man and I’m not alone anymore.


~April Knight


[image: Image]




[image: Image]


Good Advice


The world is round and the place which may seem like the end may also be the beginning.


~Ivy Baker Priest


I found Joanne sitting on her bed. Her hair had not grown back since her last chemotherapy, and her face had become thin and gray. With a flick of her finger, she ordered me to her bedside. “Good to see you, Janice J,” she said, her brown eyes fixed on me. “Thanks for coming so far to see me while I’m on my last legs.” She wiggled her legs under the covers and we both laughed.


I sat with her while friends drifted in and out of the bedroom. Over the years, her friends and I had met or heard of each other, so we chatted about better times we’d shared with Joanne. Then, with a wave of her hand, Joanne ordered us all out of the room.


While she rested, her other friends and I sat with her husband, Alan, and spoke of how Joanne had lit up a room with her stunning looks, charm, and fun personality. A friend started to cry. “What will happen to Alan?” she asked. We all knew Alan was helpless around the house and uncomfortable in social situations.


Alan said, “I’ll learn to manage without her. Somehow.” I believed him.


The morning before my return to Oregon, Joanne called me into her room for a private conversation. “Janice J, you are looking good today.”


I blushed, remembering how challenging fashion had always been for me.


“Remember all those hours we spent shopping together?” She leaned closer to me. “I want you to remember the advice I’ve given you and follow it.”


I nodded. I’d do anything Joanne said I should.


We had met shortly after her arrival from India and explored Los Angeles together as young single women. She’d married a prominent physician while I’d just separated from a disappointing husband.


“And one more thing,” Joanne said. Her dark brown eyes did not look at me with their usual boldness. “Come back here for the memorial service. To take care of Alan. He’s comfortable with you.”


“Of course,” I said. But you’ll be gone, I thought.


“Promise?” She finally looked directly at me. I noticed dark circles under her eyes.


“I promise.”


On my flight back to Oregon I mentally said goodbye to Joanne. The cancer she’d lived with for a dozen years would finally take her life. She and I should have had more time together. I cried.


Alan called a few weeks later. “Joanne passed away,” he said. “Peacefully.”


“I’m so sorry.” Images of her flashed through my head. Her beauty. Her outrageous personality. Her love for her friends.


“She wanted you to attend her memorial service,” he said. “Can you be here by Saturday afternoon?”


I stammered.


“You’re welcome to stay here.”


“I’ll be there,” I said. “Thank you for the hospitality.” It would be difficult to get time off. But I had to. I had promised.


Alan’s brother picked me up at the busy Los Angeles airport. When we arrived at Alan’s house, Lettie, Joanne’s friend from North Carolina, gave me the strangest look. We’d never met, just heard about each other. Lettie had been present for Joanne’s death.


Alan, his brother, Lettie, and I drove to the crematorium to pick up her ashes. Then we went to the marina to meet friends and go out in Alan’s sailboat. We all had tear-stained faces and sat stiff and numb in the cockpit of the sailboat. Alan didn’t put up the sail, only turned on the engine. His brother became seasick. I felt nothing.


Alan asked me to open the container with the ashes and hold it at the ready for him. I peeked inside at the white-white sand. He dumped the ashes overboard, and friends tossed roses in with the ashes. I expected Joanne to spring from the water in her full exotic beauty and tell us this had all been a bad joke, and she was back now. The ashes sunk but the roses floated for a while. Alan turned the boat around.


The next day we prepared for the memorial service. Alan and his brother wore white silk mourning clothes from India and the others wore all white. I had not known about this custom so I wore a somber navy blue. The physicians Alan worked with were there with their families. They sat on one side of the aisle and friends sat on the other. The minister and a swami from India both spoke. The swami said Joanne had been a teacher to him in her final days.


Back at Alan’s house, I said to him, “If people ask, ‘what can I do,’ tell them to invite you over for dinner.”


He nodded and took my e-mail address.


When I returned to work in Oregon, I felt different.


Alan wrote, and we became fast friends. On my visits to stay with Joanne, I hadn’t spoken much to him, but as we talked online, I realized I was interested. I was also beginning to realize that Joanne had set us up!


When our e-mails got hot and sexy, Alan said we should put our friendship on hold.


The next week he wrote back and asked to visit. I took him hiking in the Columbia River Gorge.


I visited him in California, and he took me to Catalina Island on his twenty-seven-foot sailboat. We sat in the cockpit enjoying the sunny day, the calm ocean, and each other. I felt fortunate to have connected with this handsome and accomplished man. Then I went down into the cabin to fetch sunscreen.


I smelled mildew and diesel. I stared at the corrosion on the stove and grime around the edges of the carpet. I took a deep breath.


I can do this, I thought.


On our way to Catalina Island, the endless blue sky made me feel connected to the world, and the sunshine warmed my face and arms.


I watched him steer the sailboat, making small corrections to keep the sails full of wind. I sat on a hard bench and, as the waves got bigger, grasped the smooth fiberglass edges of the cockpit to stay upright. I tried not to look terrified but felt bile rise in my throat.


Alan said, “This is nothing. There’ve been twenty-foot seas here. This is maybe four.”


“Have you been in twenty-foot seas?” I asked.


“No.”


If he’d been prescient, he would have seen them in our future.


I hung on.


That night, we snuggled together in the V-shaped berth at the front of the sailboat and delighted in how free we felt and how together we were.


A few months later, I moved to California, and we were together all the time.


Thank you, Joanne.


~Janice Johnson
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Grocery Store Cupid


I think the world is run by C students.


~Al McGuire


I zipped into the grocery store and grabbed a shopping cart on a quest to restock my bachelor pantry. The first person I encountered was Jess, a bagger who had recently completed my college public speaking class. He held the distinction of “Shyest Public Speaking Student Ever” in my book, barely squeaking by with a C.


“Hey, Jess. How’s it going?”


“Hello, Mr. Hughes.” I was surprised he even spoke.


With summer school starting in a matter of days, I needed provisions. I was twenty-six and lived alone, still waiting for “Ms. Right” but with no prospects on the horizon.


I filled my cart with all sorts of goodies and ended up in the frozen food section, where I opened the freezer door to survey the pizza choices. I felt someone behind me and turned to find Jess, standing with his open wallet in hand.


“Can I help you, Jess?”


“You’re not dating anyone, are you?” He handed me the wallet, open to a picture of a beautiful lady. “I think you might like my sister Kathy.”


Had I entered another dimension? My quietest student ever was now here in the frozen food section trying to fix me up with his sister. Evidently Jess had been eyeing me throughout the semester as a possible match for her.


“Uh, she looks nice.” I looked around for a way of escape, but none existed.


“She works at the beauty school—you should call her there, maybe take her out sometime.”


“I am between relationships now, so I might just do that.” I didn’t tell him I actually had been between relationships for many, many years.


I handed the wallet back, and Jess returned to his duties. I finished shopping and paid for my groceries, assuring Jess that I would call his sister. I returned to my lonely apartment and ate my usual bachelor dinner of frozen pizza, still incredulous that Jess had suddenly found his voice as a matchmaker.


I looked up the number to the beauty school. Maybe I would call, but . . . maybe not. As outgoing as I was around my students and my friends, I was as timid as Jess when it came to women.


A few days later summer school started, and I dedicated myself to work. Two weeks passed, and I forgot about my frozen food match.


One morning in the middle of class, someone knocked on the door. I was shocked to find that it was Jess. I stepped into the hallway and asked if anything was wrong.


“When are you going to call my sister Kathy? Here’s a better picture.” He handed me a 5x7 photo of the beautiful lady and a slip of paper. “Here’s her phone number at work. Call her.”


“Okay, I will.” I handed him the picture. “I need to get back to my students.”


Jess couldn’t resist one more plea. “Call her.”


I returned to my class, amazed once again at the audacity of this student. That evening I sat in the office with three friends, making dinner plans.


“You need a date, Carlton,” one said.


I pulled the paper out of my wallet. “Well, there is this one lady.”


In a whirlwind, one friend grabbed the paper, another one dialed, and the other one asked for Kathy and handed me the phone.


It all happened so fast I wasn’t sure what to do, but I blurted out that I was Jess’s teacher and he had told me about her and would she like to have dinner with me and some friends tonight?


And . . . she turned me down.


She explained she had been cleaning the school all day and looked “dirty and awful,” plus she had to leave early the next morning for a conference. She apologized and encouraged me to call again sometime.


My unluckiness in love continued.


A week passed, and I was facing another dateless weekend. I pulled the paper from my wallet again. I mustered enough courage to dial the number and asked for Kathy. This time she said yes, and we met at a local restaurant the next evening. We talked and laughed as if we had known each other for years.


One date led to another and another. Three years later, Kathy became my wife.


For me, Cupid appeared in the form of a quiet young man in the frozen foods section of a grocery store, with a photo of a lovely lady. My “Shyest Public Speaking Student Ever” is now my brother-in-law. Jess never lets me forget about that C grade, even though he is responsible for one of the greatest gifts in my life.


~Carlton Hughes
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My Mare the Matchmaker


There is something about the outside of a horse that is good for the inside of a man.


~Winston Churchill


What was wrong with my mare? I led my horse out of her stall and walked her up the barn aisle to be sure it wasn’t my imagination. I wasn’t imagining things; April was obviously limping. Great! I just paid for her new shoes a week before and here I was at a horse show with a limping mare.


It was the summer after my high school graduation, and with college just a couple of months away I expected this would be my last horse show for a while. I hoped the show farrier might be able to offer some help—and that it wouldn’t cost much since I was already a starving student.


“Hey, Don, can you take a look at my mare? She’s lame,” I said to the farrier as I gently led April next to the area where he was working.


“No problem. Which leg is she favoring?” he asked. I pointed to the offending limb.


“Jeff,” Don said. “Come pull this shoe.”


Jeff was Don’s apprentice. I had noticed him at several other horse shows in the past, but never felt like approaching him. Jeff was a good-looking guy with a muscular build, but I never got warm and fuzzy feelings from him. In fact, I got the impression he could be mean. So, even though our paths had crossed in the past, except for a quick hello, we had not officially met.


“Hi,” Jeff said. I looked behind me, assuming he must be talking to someone else. No one there, so his greeting must have been for me.


“Hi,” I said.


“Pretty mare,” he said, pulling April’s shoe off. Maybe he wasn’t so mean after all.


“Thanks,” I said. We continued to make small talk while he and Don took a look at April’s hoof.


“Well?” I asked.


“Just a hot nail,” Don said. “She’ll be good to go in a few minutes.” I was relieved. Jeff finished tacking her shoe back on and then handed me the lead line.


“Here you go,” he said. I took the lead line from him.


“How much do I owe you?” I asked. Jeff looked over at Don.


“Don’t worry about it,” Don said.


“Wow! Thanks.” I began walking my mare, who was no longer limping, back to her stall. The day was beginning to look up.


Then I heard Don say, in a voice loud enough for me to hear, “Hey, Jeff, isn’t that the girl you think is cute?” I was pretty sure it was Don’s way of trying to embarrass us both; but still, was it possible that Jeff thought I was cute? He was becoming more and more approachable!


Now that the ice was broken, Jeff found a way to strike up another conversation, and another. Talk between us was fun and easy and we both felt a connection. I realized how much I had misjudged him and now I wanted to get to know him better.


But there was a problem—I had a boyfriend. John was my high school sweetheart but after he went away to college we had gradually grown apart. I knew it was just a matter of time before we ended our relationship. And now, having met Jeff, I was certain it was over with John. Still, I knew I would have to tell Jeff before the night was over.


“Can I get your phone number?” Jeff asked as the time came for us to go our own ways.


“Sure,” I said, “but . . .”


“Oh, man, there’s a but?” He could sense he wasn’t going to like what was coming.


“Well,” I continued, “I sort of have a boyfriend.”


“Sort of?”


“Yes, but, it’s pretty much over.” I said the words, but I could see by Jeff’s expression that he was too honorable to ask a girl out who already had a boyfriend. And, of course, he was right. I needed to do the right thing. I did give Jeff my phone number . . . but he never called.


Months passed and during that time I did break it off with my boyfriend. Even if I hadn’t met Jeff, I knew it was over between John and me. I assumed I had missed my chance with Jeff until my mother came home with some news.


“I ran into that horseshoer, Jeff, the one you met at the horse show in June,” my mother said.


“Really?” I leaned in to hear more.


“I invited him to come over for dinner and take a look at the horses. I told him I thought you would like to see him again.”


“What did he say?”


“He said, and I quote, ‘I thought she had a boyfriend.’ ”


“And?” The suspense was killing me.


“And I told him you didn’t have a boyfriend anymore. He’s coming over Saturday.” Ah, my mother the matchmaker . . . my mother, and my horse. After all, if it hadn’t been for April, Jeff and I probably never would have met at all.


Jeff came to our home that Saturday and I kept him company while he made new shoes for our horses. We talked about our families, our interests, and books. I was surprised to find out that this big, hunky man actually liked to read a romance novel now and then!


He joined my family for dinner and afterwards we all watched a movie on TV. It was Superman, starring Christopher Reeves and I remember thinking I had my own Superman right there in my house. But the question still remained—would Jeff actually ask me out on a date, or was I just a new horseshoeing customer?


At the end of the evening I walked Jeff to his truck. I had felt comfortable talking to him all day but now I suddenly felt awkward as we began saying our goodbyes. This guy that I once thought might be mean and unapproachable had captured my heart and I hoped that this was the beginning and not the end.


Well, it was the beginning. Jeff did ask me to go on a date, and a couple of years later he asked me to marry him. And wouldn’t you know? Just when I would be able to get my horseshoeing done for free, I decided to sell my mare. Life was getting too busy to give her the attention she deserved—plus, we now had a wedding reception to pay for. It turned out that instead of getting a new horseshoeing customer, Jeff got a wife!


~Lynne Leite
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The Little Matchmaker


Strangers are just friends waiting to happen.


~Rod McKuen


The other day, Mom told me that my brother might be getting a dog. I asked why, since my brother is in the middle of a divorce and lives in a rental house. A dog seemed like the last thing he needed.


“He wants to do it for the boys,” Mom said. “Give them something their mom won’t allow.” We were both quiet for a minute, thinking about my nephews. Then Mom brightened. “Plus, with a dog he can meet women at the dog park. That’s how they do it these days.”


I refrained from mentioning that I had a far better idea of how dating was conducted than my mother ever did. The only person she dated was my dad—back in the early 1960s. I, on the other hand, didn’t get married until I was thirty. Fourteen years later, I’d become single again. But her comment got me thinking. I had an energetic dog in need of exercise. Why wasn’t I going to the dog park?


Then I remembered that I own a Husky who plays a little rough for the average non-sled-dog owner. Commenting on my dog’s ability to body-slam an unsuspecting Border Collie was never going work as a pickup line.


A few days later, my daughter and I went to our favorite fish taco place for dinner. We were halfway through our meal when a cute middle-aged guy walked in. He caught my eye briefly while he waited in line at the counter, and I could tell there was a spark. Or maybe that was the jalapeno talking.


Besides, no guy was going to pick me up while I ate tacos with my autistic nine-year-old.


After Cute Guy ordered, he stood by the counter. Then he walked past our table. Katie looked up and smiled her brightest smile. “Hi,” she said, loud and clear.


Cute Guy paused and turned around. “Hi,” he said, coming over to our table and bending down to Katie’s level. “What’s your name?”


Katie was not expecting this. She started sucking deeply on her soda and smiling at Cute Guy from around her straw.


He laughed. “So that’s it? You just wanted to say hi?”


Katie smirked. Cute Guy turned to me. He had gorgeous blue eyes that crinkled when he smiled. Wow. He was even better looking up close. “My daughter used to do that too. Say hi and then get shy.” He glanced over at Katie. “She really is beautiful. She must get that from her mom.”


My daughter is adopted, so there are many ways I could have answered that statement, but I kept it simple and said thank you. I might have blushed.


He asked again for Katie’s name while she silently pulled on the straw. “Oh,” he said with a laugh. “I can see you’re just toying with me like all the other guys.”


“Actually,” I said. “I think you might be the first stranger she’s ever spontaneously greeted.” Cute Guy looked surprised. “She has autism,” I said. “So it doesn’t come naturally for her like it does for other kids.”


Cute Guy didn’t bat an eye at this revelation. “Wow,” he said to Katie. “I’m flattered that you decided I was worthy of your very first hello. You did it like a pro.”


Katie beamed at him. I could tell she was thinking, “Now THIS GUY would make an EXCELLENT daddy.”


“Hey, Katie,” I said. “What’s your name?”


“I’m Katie,” she mumbled from around the straw.


“Hi, Katie,” he said. “What a beautiful name for a beautiful girl. I’m pleased to meet you.”


She burbled into her soda and Cute Guy laughed. “She’s a sweetheart. You’ve really done a great job with her.”


I wanted to marry Cute Guy without even knowing his name. I glanced at his hand resting on the table. No ring.


The guy at the counter called Cute Guy’s number. “Sorry,” he said. “Got to go. See you later, Katie.”


Katie grinned. “Hi,” she said.


Cute Guy and I both laughed. He flashed his gorgeous smile, winked, and walked away. I was basking in the glow of this unexpected encounter when it dawned on me that Katie had managed to pick up a guy on my behalf.


Cute Guy grabbed his food and headed for the door, stopping briefly to wave goodbye. I caught a flash of metal from what I belatedly realized was his left hand. Was it a ring or a car key? It didn’t matter. Who needs the hassle of the dog park when my daughter can reel them in with a single word?


~Cynthia J. Patton
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Bulletin Board Matchmaker


You know when you have found your prince because you not only have a smile on your face but in your heart as well.


~Author Unknown


After I was the guest singer one Sunday morning at a small church, a nice woman there decided it was time to advertise my single status to the congregation. Unbeknownst to me, Mrs. C put my phone number up on the church bulletin board, with the words, “Call her, boys! She’s available!” written boldly in large letters.


That afternoon I received two phone calls. The first one came from Dave. He asked me if I would like to go to High Park, a huge park in the city of Toronto comparable to Central Park in New York. I agreed to go out with him the following Saturday. Immediately following his call, Jim phoned. He wondered if I would like to go to a hockey game with him. I hesitated because it was on the same day as my date with Dave. Not one to give up, Jim said his event was at night and so I could still go out with him. I agreed. I now had two dates with two guys on the same day. I was excited and a bit anxious about how this would work.


The day of my dates arrived. Dave and I took the bus downtown to the park. While we strolled about, I confessed to him that I had another date that same evening. When he found out who my second date was he became agitated.


“You can’t go out with him! He’s my best friend.”


My conscience kicked in. What was I thinking dating two guys on the same day? Worse, they were best friends!


Dave continued to press his case. “If you go out with Jim, you will ruin our friendship.”


Oh, dear! What’s a girl to do? I did not want to destroy a friendship, but at the same time I didn’t want to hurt Jim’s feelings. However, the more I thought about it, the more I realized this was an impossible situation. I had to break my date with Jim so that I didn’t cause a rift in his friendship with Dave. I promised Dave I would break the date. He was visibly relieved.


When I arrived home I immediately phoned Jim to break our date for that evening. When he asked why, I told him.


“What are you talking about? He’s not my best friend. I barely know him.”


Confusion set in. Was Jim lying just to get me to go out with him? Or was Dave lying to me? I wavered, almost giving in, but then I remembered my promise to Dave not to go out with Jim and so I stood firm. Jim’s response was touched with anger. He finished the call by saying, “You’ll find out soon enough he is not the guy for you. When you’re done with him, call me.” The sarcasm in his voice followed by a sudden dial tone told me I would probably never hear from Jim again.


Clearly he was hurt and angry, but I felt a weight come off my shoulders. Dating two guys at once was not my thing. Since Dave and I had hit it off, I felt I should at least give our relationship a chance to see where it would go.


But Jim was right. It didn’t take long for me to realize that Dave was not the guy for me. Wishing I had never turned Jim down, I wondered what to do about it. I was too embarrassed to phone him and ask him out and so I thought I would never hear from him again.


Then, after church one Sunday, he called.


“I hear you’re not dating Dave anymore. Do you want to go out with me now?” he asked.


I breathed a sigh of relief. I said yes and we went to a concert together the following week. We had a wonderful time and as the weeks went by and more dates followed we grew closer. In time, I began attending Jim’s church. One Sunday as I waited for Jim to bring the car around, I found myself perusing the bulletin board. To my horror I found my phone number still pinned on the board! Red with embarrassment I quickly tore it down just as Mrs. C came around the corner.


“So,” she said, “you found your match did you?” She smiled knowingly and walked out the back door.


Six months later Jim and I were engaged and our matchmaker gave me my first wedding shower. Jim and I have been married now for thirty-one years and have two incredible kids. Mrs. C passed away many years ago, but I will always be thankful for the day she pinned my phone number to the church bulletin board.


~Laura J. Davis
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The Set-Up


Are we not like two volumes of one book?


~Marceline Desbordes-Valmore


“Hey! I wanted to let you know Dawn’s nephew, John, will be here tonight. I didn’t want you to think it was a set-up or anything.”


Patrice was so cute when she lied.


My close friend and co-worker Patrice knew about my former fiancé breaking off our engagement. Heartbroken, I had sworn off dating and was taking some “me” time, but she remained convinced I would find someone.


My other co-worker, Dawn, had also recently heard my woes. Unfortunately, that led her and Patrice to start scheming about my love life.


Dawn had also shared her nephew’s heartbreak story with me. John dated a woman whom he did errands and cleaned for, but she didn’t appreciate him. I admitted it would be nice to have someone take care of me and, if he was such a good guy, the girl was nuts to treat him so badly. Dawn often mentioned it was too bad John lived so far away in Baltimore.


He had also recently sworn off dating after breaking up with the ungrateful girl. I didn’t give it a second thought when Dawn told me about it because he lived so far away.


Tonight, I only wanted to spend time with my friends, not be forced into conversation with someone I didn’t know. “No, absolutely not,” Patrice assured. “John’s here for the weekend and they’re going to bring him. There is no pressure! Come and have some drinks.”


I didn’t care. Even if it was a set-up, I was not dating. I was, for the first time ever, okay with the reality that I might never marry. I had my own home and my dog for company; I could come and go as I pleased and could support myself. I believed my life was pretty perfect the way it was. Besides, John lived in Baltimore. He certainly wasn’t moving up to Middle-of-Nowhere, Pennsylvania.


Having convinced myself, I grabbed my coat and headed out the door.


Within minutes of my arrival, the unease returned. Patrice wouldn’t look me in the eye, and she began to babble as she busied herself in the kitchen.


“You need to relax. You’ll meet him, have a good time and he’ll go back to his house and you’ll go back to yours . . . If nothing sparks then you go on with life as usual,” she said, barely taking in a breath.


Although she was right, her words and actions did little to relax me. My life was fine as it was, I reassured myself. I always looked forward to these nights as a way to relax and let myself just “be.”


However, tonight would be different. My relaxation time was about to be invaded by a newcomer. I felt myself putting up the defense shields.


I headed outside to see what Patrice’s husband was doing. Vinny was arranging chairs around their fire pit, which served as our party space. He seemed oblivious to any set-up. I helped him wipe off the cobwebs and dust off the chairs.


Dawn and her husband arrived and greeted me warmly but quickly escaped inside to Patrice. Their nephew leisurely made his way over to ask if we needed assistance. Not bad looking. Kind of geeky, but he was cute and had nice blue eyes. I tried to focus on wiping down another chair.


Vinny introduced himself, and me.


“Go get yourself a drink. Just follow your uncle,” Vinny added, as he winked and motioned towards me, “and don’t forget the lady.” I rolled my eyes and tried to look uninterested as I continued to wipe down a chair. Vinny wasn’t so oblivious after all.


A few moments later John returned with a couple of bottles.


“For the lady.” He bowed slightly as he handed me my drink. What a nerd, I thought, but inwardly smiled at having some attention pointed my way. I mumbled my thanks and quickly retreated to a chair on the opposite side of the fire. I was not going to get excited about something that would not happen.


But within the next hour, I changed my mind. John and I were tossing jokes back and forth like old friends. It seemed so comfortable that I let down my defenses.


Then it happened: He made a joke in reference to a movie, and I was the only one who laughed. No one else got the joke. He looked at me and smiled.


“She got it!” He pointed to me.


My heart thawed a little. I was having a ton of fun with this guy.


This went on for a few hours. He would make a joke and I would laugh or I would start a conversation and he would continue my point of view. The weirdest thing was that John and I were already finishing each other’s sentences. More than once we eyed each other after these moments as if to say, “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”


“Get out of my brain!” he said after I had completed yet another one of his thoughts.


I’d never clicked with someone like this.


Then, suddenly, it was over.


My mood crashed as John and his aunt and uncle said goodbye and gathered their things.


He was on his way back to Baltimore.


He lived in Baltimore. That was over 180 miles away. Once again I had let myself hope for something more and now was faced with the reality of being alone. My giddiness ceased, and I sobered up to the reality of the situation. Even though he seemed the perfect match to me, we had many miles separating us.


As John turned to leave, his eyes lingered on me for a moment, but before I could think about giving him my e-mail or number, he was gone.


However, the connection was just too much to dismiss. A few days later, I obtained his e-mail address from Dawn and sent a tentative note.


“Hey,” I wrote, “was it just me or were we hitting it off the other night?”


“I agree,” he wrote back. “The way we connected the other night was a bit . . . odd. I felt like I had known you for years instead of just hours.”


We began conversing every day. Before we ever had a real date, we knew almost everything about one another. One month later, when we did have our official first date, it felt like we had known each other forever. Within six months we were each considering moving to be closer to the other.


Patrice and Dawn always have claimed they didn’t set us up that night, but it’s really just a joke now, because three years later we were married and settled into our home in Middle-of-Nowhere, Pennsylvania.


People always say that you find your perfect love when you aren’t looking. In our case, it was so true. Neither of us thought we needed love in our lives, but our friends saw the potential for happiness.


Even if it was a set-up.


~Sue Fairchild
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Let’s Forget This Ever Happened


If you want to make God laugh, tell him about your plans.


~Woody Allen
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Fateful Date


After God created the world, He made man and woman. Then, to keep the whole thing from collapsing, He invented humor.


~Bill Kelly


It was a first date to remember, or to forget, depending on your perspective. Being shy, I did not date that often in high school and I wanted everything to be perfect to impress what was, to my teenaged eyes, the most beautiful and interesting creature in all creation.


Taking her out in my beat-up old pickup would not be so impressive, so I begged my father to allow me to use his SUV, the first new car he had ever owned. He put off his answer several days, leaving me in agony, which I almost think he enjoyed. Just as I was debating between using pneumonia or typhoid as an excuse for calling off the date, my father relented.


Friday, the day of the date, arrived and I was determined to let nothing go wrong. That evening I dressed in my newest pants and a nice, crisply ironed shirt. While paying for the gas I bought mints that advertised not just fresh breath but the freshest breath. I wanted no detail left to chance.


As I pulled up in front of her house, I double-checked everything, including how I looked in the mirror. Hair was okay, nothing hanging from my nose, but my lips looked strange, especially right at my mouth. I opened my mouth and was mortified to see that it was green! It was a dull, sickly shade of green. I stuck out my tongue and it was green, too! A detail not mentioned on the package: “freshest breath, but they make your mouth green.”


I panicked and was about to drive away from her house when I saw my date come out her front door and stand on the porch. Instantly I was producing gallons of sweat. I couldn’t just drive away, but I couldn’t go talk to her with a green tongue and blotches of sweat staining the underarms of my once crisply ironed shirt.


She looked puzzled as I slowly got out of the car, smiling a very tight lipped smile at her, waving nonchalantly as possible as anyone can who keeps their elbows locked to their sides. I stammered a weak hello and motioned to the SUV, being careful not to raise my arms by more than an inch.


The first thirty miles of the forty-mile trip consisted of me giving short, tight-lipped answers or asking short questions, with my head turned slightly to the driver’s side window, hoping she would not see my greenness. The green seemed to be fading from my lips, from what I could see in the driver’s side mirror that I had repositioned. I was beginning to relax just a bit, thinking that I might just get through this. At the next gas station I would stop, pretend to get some gas, and get a drink of water to rinse what I could of the greenness from my mouth.


Eight miles from the pizza place, a deer bounded onto the road. I swerved slightly and stomped on the brakes to avoid it. Unfortunately, the swerve and braking put the car into a sideways skid across the road. When the front right wheel went off the opposite side of the road, I felt the sickening feeling of the SUV starting to tip. It was as they say it is—slow motion—car sliding, slowing tipping on its side, threatening to roll.


But it did not roll entirely. Instead, it came to rest on its right side and slid down the gravel off the opposite side of the road. Of course, my date and I fell in a heap together against the passenger side door. Had it not been for the image of my father strangling me, it might have even been a bit romantic.
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“Hey, buddy —try a real dog next time."
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