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When we find someone who is brave, fun, intelligent, and loving, we have to thank the universe.


~Maya Angelou





On Sunday, October 9, 1994, I was dragged to a Detroit Lions football game by my father. His buddy had bailed on him at the last minute, and my mother had other plans. So, that left me.


I was seventeen years old, and I brought two things with me to the game: my signature brand of teenage sarcasm and an issue of Seventeen magazine — because that’s how we passed the time in the era that pre-dated smart phones. I could have thought of a million and one places I would rather have been that day.


Only ten years later would I come to realize the significance of this date and how it would change my life forever.


I had always loved to write. When I was eight, I “published” my first lifestyle magazine, a creation comprised of an entire roll of Scotch tape and two steno pads I pilfered from my dad’s home office. To this day, the three issues are still in my possession. They, along with several issues of The Explorer, the high-school newspaper for which I was editor-in-chief, are tucked inside a box in the basement.


Many years later, in 2000, I found myself living more than 900 miles from home in South Carolina while I worked as an on-air reporter at a CBS affiliate. Often anxiety-ridden and homesick, I grew ever more dependent on the act of writing as a much-needed cathartic release. I wrote an entire children’s book one afternoon in the time it took to down three lattes at my favorite café in Five Points. The next day, I illustrated a makeshift cover and printed a prototype copy at a local Kinko’s. It pacified me to hold a hard copy in my hands. In the months that followed, I queried countless literary agents.


I was certain my book would become The Next Big Thing. But when, over time, the ratio of rejection letters to junk mail became 3-to-1, I relinquished hope, and my lone copy took its rightful place in the dark, dusty abyss under my bed with my other past writing ventures.


Fast-forward to the fall of 2004.


I was back home in Michigan and working for my local government-access channel as a content creator, which meant that a typical day could include myriad tasks — including taking photos of a meet-and-greet between the mayor and a local resident at City Hall. She had, ironically, just published her own tome about her tenure as a den mother at my college alma mater. She brought her publisher with her that day, and at the end of the meeting, something occurred to me: I was inhabiting the same airspace as a book publisher.


This chance may never come again, I thought.


I pushed aside my apprehension and literally chased down the publisher in the parking lot. I told her I had written a children’s book and asked whether she’d like to read it.


“Sure, I never turn down an opportunity to read new work,” Marian said. Then she gave me her business card and invited me to her office the next evening.


On cloud nine, I floated to my car and swore I heard cherubs playing harps in the clouds above.


This could be the turning point, I thought. This is going to change everything.


And it did — but not nearly in the way that I had believed.


Twenty-four hours later, with my dusty prototype in hand, I waited nervously for Marian in the cozy lobby of her office. I tried my best to ignore the fact that my stomach was doing flip-flops as I perused the framed book covers that lined the walls. When Marian finally greeted me, I felt in my bones that everything I had written up to this point had led me to this precise moment.


And it had — but, again, not nearly in the way that I had believed.


About five minutes into our chat — before I had even handed over my book — Marian made my head spin with a question straight out of left field.


“Are you single?” she asked.


Flabbergasted, I managed to reply in the affirmative. “But… why?”


Marian scurried off and returned with a photo in hand. There were three people in it: Marian, Football Hall of Famer and former Detroit Lions running back Barry Sanders, and a man I didn’t recognize.


“Scott,” Marian said as she pointed to the man I didn’t know. “His name is Scott Conover. And I think you two would be perfect together. He’s a client of mine. He also wrote a children’s book — after he retired from the NFL. He played with the Detroit Lions from 1991 until 1996.”


I would later realize that Scott was indeed on the field — as a starting offensive lineman — during the game I attended with my father back in 1994.


But I hadn’t connected the dots during my sit-down with Marian. All I knew was that I had zero aspirations to date an NFL player. Weren’t they all flirtatious partygoers? I mean, I didn’t know any personally. But that’s what I had come to believe. No, thank you.


When I politely declined, Marian persisted. She told me that Scott was a graduate of Purdue University, had a passion for philanthropy, had never been married and didn’t have any children — although he wanted to someday. An avid reader, he’d founded a children’s foundation in an effort to promote and encourage literacy among underprivileged youth.


Marian continued, “A fundraiser is planned for his foundation next Saturday. Black tie. You should come. I’ll tell him you’re my guest.”


Well, gee, I thought, perhaps I should at least meet him.


And so I did.


On Saturday, October 9, 2004, ten years to the day after I watched him play at the Pontiac Silverdome, I came face-to-face with the man who, after a three-year courtship, would become my husband on July 7, 2007. (Sidebar: We were married by the mayor — who had since become a judge — whom I had met on that fateful day at city hall.)


Was this all just one giant coincidence? I prefer to believe there are none.


I do, however, believe in a higher power who arranges circumstances and happenings in a way that defies logic.


Today, eleven years of marriage and two beautiful children later, Scott and I still regale our friends — and each other — with the grandiose plans we envisioned for our respective books. Scott had once set his sights on a nationwide book tour; I had hoped for soaring book sales and my name on a bestseller list.


In the end, our books produced none of the above.


But they were written to bring us both a love we never knew was possible.


And what could possibly be greater than that?


— Courtney Conover —
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Love is not finding someone to live with. It’s finding someone you can’t live without.


~Rafael Ortiz





The year was 1988. My boyfriend and I had known each other more than two years. We’d even met each other’s parents. It was the summer after we finished grad school. Chris and I had mentioned marriage a few times, but I had said honestly I wasn’t ready. His friends advised him that if I didn’t want to marry him that he should move on. But still he waited.


It is odd to realize that a misdialed (or perhaps crank) phone call set our lives down their current path. On a crowded Friday afternoon, I struggled through rush hour to dinner at my parents’ house. Before leaving, I had called my parents to tell them I was on my way. This was something I never did. I tried to avoid road rage as traffic crawled along.


Everything turned upside-down when I arrived at the house. Hesitantly, my parents gave me the news. Chris’s mother had called them shortly after I had. She had received a call informing her that her son and his girlfriend had been killed in a car crash.


I sat, stunned. Chris was at work, which was why he hadn’t come with me. Maybe he’d had to drive somewhere. Maybe a co-worker was with him. It made no sense. I sobbed as I realized that this was the man I wanted to spend the rest of my life with.


Before I could get my own thinking together enough to call him at work just to check, his mother called us. She had finally been in touch with him. It was a false alarm. Relief flooded through me. It didn’t matter how upset Chris was that his mother had yelled at him as if it were his fault she’d believed the story of an unknown caller. I was just glad that he was still around.


And then it occurred to me that Chris had tested the waters several times to see if I would accept if he proposed. My answers had not been encouraging, but it meant that he wanted to marry me and was willing to wait around.


I tried bringing it up again to let him know I was ready to say “yes,” but I just couldn’t figure out how. Tact had never been one of my fortes. He was completely unhelpful in all of this. He didn’t understand because all through that fateful afternoon, he’d been hard at work at his office. Nothing earthshattering had happened.


The only way we were ever going to get engaged was if I turned the tables and proposed to him. To make sure he knew I was serious, I decided to get a ring. Trying to figure out what kind of ring to give a guy while I proposed was nearly impossible. There were no guidelines, no tradition. I remembered he liked onyx and ordered a custom ring.


Finally, ring in hand, I had to decide the how and when. Chris was not a romantic. I didn’t want to set something up and have him think I was expecting a proposal. Once I had that ring, I was the one who was going to do the proposing. I envisioned returning to the restaurant of our first date, but realized that I didn’t want to ask him in public.


Unable to stand the stress and suspense any longer, I nervously pulled out the box with the ring one evening while I was at his place, still unsure of exactly what I was going to say.


“Yes,” he said, seeing the box.


“I didn’t even ask you anything.”


He put on the ring. “Yes, I’ll marry you.” It was as if he’d been waiting all this time for me to pop the question.


A short time later, he got me an engagement ring — I actually got to pick it out. We set a date, and everything else followed all of those typical wedding traditions. Just because we found our way to the path of engagement and married life a little differently didn’t mean that we couldn’t hope for a happily ever after, just like everyone else.


— D.B. Zane —
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Nothing defines humans better than their willingness to do irrational things in the pursuit of phenomenally unlikely payoffs. This is the principle behind lotteries, dating, and religion.


~Scott Adams





Sixty and single. That wasn’t how I’d planned to spend my life. Now I either had to start dating, spend the rest of my life alone, or get a bunch of cats and become the weird cat woman. I decided to start dating.


At sixty, it is nearly impossible to meet eligible bachelors so I tried Internet dating. I saw an ad that promised there were five thousand single men in my age group in my zip code area. This was going to be a piece of cake! I had five thousand lonely men to choose from! I filled out the very long application form online, answering questions about my favorite color, favorite movie and favorite food, etc. When I was finished and submitted my answers, a large banner appeared on the computer screen saying, “We’re sorry, but you are incompatible with all of our clients.” They refused my membership and didn’t want my $29.95 a month dues. I’d been rejected by five thousand lonely, desperate men in five minutes!


Finding someone to date was going to be a little harder than I’d expected.


There was a big community Christmas party coming up. I wanted to go but I didn’t want to go alone because there was going to be a dance afterward with music from the 1940s and 1950s and I love to dance.


The only bachelor I knew was Owen. He was a nice man but he was shorter than me and had a very thin, sparse moustache that he filled in with an eyebrow pencil. He also had an artificial knee that sometimes clicked when he walked.


I decided Owen was going to be my date for the Christmas party but I knew he was fairly shy and it would be up to me to ask him to be my date. I hadn’t asked a man for a date since I was twenty. It felt awkward when I was twenty, and it felt even more awkward now that I was sixty. At least Owen wouldn’t reject me like those other five thousand men had.


But he did.


“Oh, I’d love to take you to the party, but I already have a date,” he said.


Owen, with his drawn on moustache and clicking knee had a date.


I’d broken a record. In one week I’d been rejected by 5,001 men!


Two days before the party, Owen called and said the woman he’d planned to take to the party had to attend her aunt’s funeral in Texas and now he was free to take me. I was sorry the woman’s aunt had passed away, and I was sorry someone had to die before I could have a date, but at least I was going to the Christmas party!


I bought a new red dress, new black heels and a black lace shawl to sling over my shoulder in case I had the opportunity to tango. Before the date I put on make-up, sprayed my hair so it would stay in place, and put on my favorite perfume, called Wicked Woman. I looked in the mirror and decided for a woman my age I looked fantastic! Well, if not fantastic, at least pretty good.


Owen picked me up and when I got into the car I noticed two things immediately.


Owen had not only drawn on his moustache, but in honor of the occasion, he’d drawn on heavier eyebrows too, but he’d arched them so much that he looked perpetually surprised. If he’d connected the line over his nose, it would have looked like there was a giant “M” drawn over his eyes.


Hey, I still had a date for the party so I wasn’t going to be picky.


Owen was very impressed by how glamorous I looked. He started breathing heavily as soon as I sat next to him in the car. In fact, I looked so fabulous, I took his breath away!


I really did take his breath away.


Owen gasped out, “Your perfume… allergic… asthma… hospital. Can’t breathe!”


We traded places and I put the windows down and drove him to the emergency room.


While the staff was working on him, I went to the ladies room and washed off my perfume and make-up and tried to brush the spray out of my hair. I joined him in his room and sat with him. There didn’t seem to be much to talk about. I’d nearly killed him and he ruined my chance to go to the Christmas party.


He urged me to take a cab and go to the party without him but it seemed a little tacky to leave him stretched out on a gurney while he was wearing an oxygen mask.


An hour later he felt well enough to drive me home.


We said goodnight, knowing we would never attempt a date with each other again. Once you almost kill a man, you don’t get asked for a second date.


I looked at the clock; the dance would be starting now. I put on some music and danced around the living room by myself.


I won’t give up… I want to love and to be loved. I don’t want to spend the rest of my life alone. Just because five thousand men rejected me and just because I nearly killed the only man who did agree to take me out (but only after someone else died), that doesn’t mean I should give up hope.


I believe every kettle has a lid.


I believe in love.


— Holly English —
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When you’re open to receiving them, the possibilities just keep on coming.


~Oprah Winfrey





Edging toward my sixtieth birthday, I realized that I had been divorced longer than I’d been married. And even though I had been engaged twice in that span, I finally came to realize that I was going to be just fine as a single woman “of a certain age.”


It was actually rather liberating to let go of the desperate need to find a man to “complete” me.


I had a great career with a private practice in a prestigious clinic. My dream condo had a spare bedroom and bath for my children and their families to sleep over on holidays. My free time was filled with live jazz and art events with good friends, as well as some volunteer activity for my church.


Then, on a rainy weeknight, a business acquaintance called asking for a favor. She and her husband had consulted me for marketing advice for their dating business. Now they needed another woman to even out the numbers for a speed-dating event at a local restaurant. Right away. They even offered to waive the entry fee and buy me a drink!


Hmm, let’s see, I thought. Leftovers and watch some mindless sitcom or a night out for free on a Thursday?


It didn’t take me long to refresh my make-up, spritz on some perfume and say goodbye to the cat.


Now, the way speed dating works is this: Each person gets a name badge with only their first name and a code number. There were fourteen guests: seven men and seven women. All had been pre-screened and were single, available to date, and between the ages of forty-five and sixty.


The ladies sat at high-top tables for two. Every seven minutes, a timer would ding, and the men would move to the next table. Each person had a pad for taking notes. We were allowed to ask about hobbies, favorite date ideas, pets, occupation and general niceties. But we were not permitted to ask for last names, addresses, phone numbers or exact age.


If the woman wanted to know more about the man, she could write his name and number on her pad and submit that request at the end of the event. And if the same man had also submitted an interest in getting to know her, that was considered a “go.” The planner would supply the gentleman with the lady’s telephone number and suggest he call her to invite her to lunch or coffee.


Well, out of seven men, I asked to meet four guys. And there were five men who wanted to know more about me, including the four I was interested in. So, I had four potential dates.


The first man talked almost two hours on the phone the very next night. After what felt like a friendly job interview, he decided that I was too busy with my family to devote enough time to him. Fine! So long.


The second gentleman was an art professor. We had a lovely lunch, and he invited me to the open-air theater. Since the show changes every two weeks, this was a safe bet for an easy first date. Shirley, a family friend, worked at the concession stand, and I trusted her character judgment. She scowled as soon as he approached her cash register with a thumbs-down. I still cannot recall the play, but I know it seemed like the night would never end. He was so nervous that he talked through the entire show!


The third man was rather quiet and shy, so I offered the summer theater idea again. I was eager to walk this handsome fellow with the easy laugh right up to the snack counter. I ordered popcorn and a diet soda. Shirley took one look at his rosy cheeks and neatly trimmed beard and flashed him a big smile with a thumbs-up! I felt my shoulders relax as we laughed and enjoyed the show. Kenny was so easy to be with that I didn’t want the evening to end.


But when this handsome farmer from Topeka asked me out for another date, I had to be honest and say, “Maybe.”


I explained that there was one more guy on my list for a coffee date from the speed-dating night.


Kenny just looked down at his shoes and said softly, “Okay.”


I asked how many ladies were left on his list. His face turned bright red as he looked into my eyes and said, “Well, you’re the only one I wanted to see again.”


Yikes, I thought, no pressure here!


Kenny looked so sad. I agreed that I would call him right after the last man’s date and promised to tell him the truth about a second date for us. He seemed slightly encouraged, but we parted with just a handshake.


The fourth guy took me to see the last play of the season, but he was more interested in the snack bar than me or the show! My friend was laughing as he kept adding items to his order. He acted like we were about to go on a cross-country journey, not watch a two-hour, open-air play. After enduring his lip-smacking and greasy fingers on the arm of my chair, I politely declined his offer for dinner the next night, telling him that I really wasn’t looking for daily dinner dates. I guess he was just as happy to move down his list of women.


After my date dropped me off, knowing that Kenny worked the night shift anyway, I couldn’t wait to call my “Lucky #3 Guy” and tell him that he was the one for me.


He asked me if I’d like to see a new movie, a controversial docudrama, and when I instantly agreed, I think we were both surprised.


I just kept thinking that this farmer dude was not a braggart, not a foodie and certainly not like the rude, middle-aged guys I’d met who truly were “just after one thing.”


After our movie date, Kenny suggested we grab a bite to eat. I was so relieved because I really didn’t want to have to wait another week or so for a next date! As we walked to The Cheesecake Factory, we talked about the film and realized we think alike in politics.


“Wait,” I said. “Are you a Democrat in Kansas?”


And with that smile that I’ve come to adore, he quietly replied, “I sure am.”


“And I was the only woman you asked to see again at the speed dating?” I added.


He replied softly, “I saw your eyes light up when you looked up at me, and I thought, ‘Wow! I finally got a pretty one.’ Why would I look for anyone else?”


I was at a loss for words.


But I was pretty sure that warm glow around my heart was new-found love.


And I was right.


— Valorie Fenton —
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All life is an experiment. The more experiments you make the better.


~Ralph Waldo Emerson





My freshman year of college, I experimented. But not in the sense that would make most parents squeamish. In high school, I found my niche. I had a set group of friends, I was a member of clubs, I was a part of sports teams, I wrote for publications, and I felt comfortable knowing I had a place I belonged.


In college, I entered as a guppy in a sea of students who meant nothing to me. In this new world, I was undefined, and I immediately searched for a place where I fit in. I tried out for the cheerleading squad, to no avail. I tried out for the dance team and left tryouts intimidated. So I moved on to Plan C. Second semester of freshman year I decided to take a swing dancing class. I wanted to meet new people and I figured what better way to do so than in a completely forced social setting. This was the best decision I made throughout my college years — next to refraining from going out and drinking that Tuesday night before my big test, and deciding not to spend the night with the fraternity boy who asked me to his formal.


Swing dance class met every Tuesday and Thursday in the basement of the university gymnasium. I could not have been more nervous — a little freshman, unsure of what to wear for swing class, what shoes to bring, or who my classmates would be. I didn’t know the first thing about swing dancing. The class consisted of about seven girls and four boys, one of whom caught my eye. Standing at 6’2” in his jeans, tight T-shirt, and sneakers, I knew I had seen him before but I couldn’t place him. Then I realized that he was in my communications class the previous semester. He was the outspoken one who sat in the middle of my row and was always on his laptop. I remembered being impressed by him and his quick, witty responses when the teacher called on the student least likely to be paying attention. That was how I remembered Eamon Brennan. The story of how we fell in love is much more remarkable.


Swing class began with the choice of a partner. Rather than being forward and running over to the cute boy to ask him to dance, I waited on the side of the room to be selected. Unfortunately, one of the socially awkward boys in the corner decided to make his way over to me and asked if I’d be his partner. As I glanced at Eamon, who had made eye contact with me, I felt the urge to say “I’d rather dance with the sexy boy over there…” but instead I said, “Sure.”


Luckily, I soon found out you switch partners, moving clockwise after every count of eight. Three partners later, I was in Eamon’s arms… literally. We officially introduced ourselves and danced as if we had been friends, maybe even more, for years and years. Our eyes locked and even when we weren’t partners we made eye contact across the room. Our secret glances were betrayed by the mirrored walls, and the chemistry could be felt across the room. Two or three weeks went by with us exchanging flirtatious glances, and one night after class Eamon asked if he could walk me home. I ecstatically accepted and so began our series of dates.


Eamon and I have been dating for nearly two years now and my college experience has been greatly shaped by my decision to take that swing dance class.


I wasn’t looking to find love when I enrolled in a swing dance class and I wasn’t looking to find a lifelong hobby. I was exploring my options. The best advice I can give a college student is to experiment. Don’t experiment with sex, drugs, and rock and roll — but experiment with the things that will matter in ten years. Experiment with the things that help you find your own current in a sea of swimming fish.


— Jamie Miles —
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The only sure thing about luck is that it will change.


~Wilson Mizner





When you are over sixty, it is hard to find someone to date. In fact, it is nearly impossible.


I asked my friends to introduce me to their brothers, cousins, neighbors, anyone, but according to them, they didn’t know any unmarried men. I didn’t believe them and suspected they were hoarding all the single men for themselves.


I had joined clubs, gone to lectures, volunteered for practically everything, tried sports I hated, visited different church senior singles events and checked out the Internet. Nothing had worked. I think the last time I had a date Reagan was President. Okay, I could be wrong about that, but it had been a while.


My friend, Marsha, started dating a very nice man and was annoyingly happy. She said she’d met him at the grocery store between the carrots and green peppers. By the time they reached the checkout, he’d asked her for a date.


Well, that might be fine for Marsha, but I was hoping for something a little more romantic, like meeting him in a field of daisies or seeing each other across a crowded room and experiencing love at first sight.


Sometimes, you can wake up on a perfectly ordinary morning and feel like something wonderful is going to happen to you.


Thursday morning I woke up, went into the kitchen to make my coffee and promptly turned around and hit the left side of my face on a cupboard door that had swung back open. It only took a few minutes before my eye was black, puffy and nearly swollen shut. It also kept tearing up so that I had to keep dabbing at it to keep it from leaking down my face.


I also had a root canal scheduled that morning and the tooth happened to be on the left side of my face. The dentist was so repulsed by the way my eye looked that he laid a paper towel across my eye so he wouldn’t have to look at it. He said he did it to protect my eye, but I think it was because he was repulsed.


After the root canal I decided I’d better stop at the store on my way home and get some soft food to eat that night. I was bending over the frozen dinners trying to find something that would require very little chewing when a man stopped beside me on my right side. I glanced up at him with my right eye. He was tall, in my age range, and wasn’t wearing a ring.


“It’s hard to find a frozen dinner that tastes better than the box it came in,” he said. “When you live alone, it really isn’t worth trying to cook a meal.”


“Yes, you’re right,” I said. I’m a brilliant conversationalist.


“I get tired of frozen dinners but it’s no fun to go out and eat alone. Sometimes it would be nice just to have someone to have dinner with once a week,” he smiled.


My mind was racing. He’s nice, he’s tall, he’s mentioned twice he is single. Marsha was right! You could meet a man in the grocery store. This was my lucky day!


“Yes, it would be wonderful to have someone to have dinner with, someone to talk to.” I stood upright and turned to face him.


He stared at me.


“Oh, I’m so sorry, were you in an accident?” he asked.


I reached into my purse and took out my compact. My eye was black, swollen shut, and leaking tears. My jaw was the size of a baseball from the root canal and I was drooling just a little from the corner of my mouth because my lips were numb and swollen.


I looked like I should be ringing a bell in a tower. The only thing missing was a hunch on my back and the day wasn’t over yet.


“I’ve had a bad day.” I started to explain that I didn’t always look like this but he was already backing away.


“Try the roast beef dinner; it’s pretty good,” he said and pushed his cart down the aisle as quickly as he could.


I decided to accidentally bump into him at the checkout to explain why I looked hideous but he was too clever. When I reached the tea and coffee aisle I saw his abandoned cart. He’d left without his bananas, onions and bread.


Well, his loss. He’d left behind his groceries and possibly the great love of his life. If all he cared about was superficial looks, then he wasn’t the right man for me anyway. In another week my eye wouldn’t be black and leaking and my cheek wouldn’t be swollen and I wouldn’t be drooling and even if I ran into him in the store again, I wouldn’t speak to him. After all, I have my pride!


I think I’ll call Marsha and ask her where she buys her groceries.


— April Knight —
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When we can begin to take our failures non-seriously, it means we are ceasing to be afraid of them. It is of immense importance to learn to laugh at ourselves.


~Katherine Mansfield





In 1974, my college campus was filled with uniformly “nonconforming” males and females clad in T-shirts and worn jeans. Against that backdrop, Luis’s entrance into my film class was nothing short of revolutionary.


With all the confidence of John Travolta’s swagger in Saturday Night Fever, Luis invaded my world. His thick, dark hair had an impressive sheen that hinted at professional care, and his bright hazel eyes offered intensity rarely glimpsed in the frat boys who surrounded me. He offered his 500-watt, whiter-than-white smile like a movie star.


His starched white shirt seemed tailor-made and his slim black pants and leather shoes completed the outfit that set him 180 degrees apart from his classmates. I found myself staring helplessly. He looked like the hero from the cover of a romance novel. Instantly, I decided that I would become his real-life love interest.


After class, I managed to “accidentally” bump into him in the quad. He seemed as eager as I was to begin a conversation. Over an orange freeze, I learned that he was a foreign-exchange student from Guadalajara, Mexico.


His family owned a plantation there. This explained his style of dress and added one more thing to my list of adorable Luis traits: his softly accented voice.


All went well between us, and soon we were dating steadily. Language was no barrier as he was determined to perfect his English.


We might have lived happily ever after if his three sisters, who spoke little English, hadn’t decided to visit. By that time, I was madly in love with Luis and determined to make a good impression on his family. The only problem was that I was too busy with my classes and part-time job to take a Spanish class. Instead, I decided to take the Spanish-English cognate shortcut.


I discovered that I could add a vowel to the end of many American words and voilà! Instantly, it became Spanish. Thus active was activo, ranch was rancho, habit was habito, and abrupt was abrupto. I should also have known that stupid was estupido, and I was about to become an estupendo estupido very rapido!


When his sisters arrived, I was invited to dinner at Luis’s apartment. I thought the dinner went well since the three girls continually returned my friendly smiles. Little was said, and no one seemed to find the silence awkward.


Then Luis excused himself from the table to go to the restroom. Though his absence couldn’t have exceeded two minutes, the companionable silence we’d enjoyed throughout the meal took an ominous turn. With three sets of eyes focused on me, I felt compelled to speak.


I chose to play it safe by simply complimenting the fine meal they’d made. “Me gusta dinero,” I said, beaming at each girl in turn.


The gentle traces of their former smiles completely evaporated with my final syllable. The oldest folded her arms across her chest in the international symbol for contempt.


Confused, I decided to try again. This time, with feeling and enthusiasm, I repeated in a slightly stronger voice, “Me GUSTA dinero!”


Three pairs of angry eyes stared me down as Luis re-entered the room. Loyal to his family, he looked at me suspiciously.


“What did you do?” he asked evenly.


“I just complimented your sisters on this delicious dinner,” I uttered weakly, suddenly questioning my limited Spanish vocabulary.


“¿Cuál es el problema?” Luis addressed his sisters.


All pretenses of quiet, serene, demure little ladies were gone now. The three spoke at once, each managing to point an accusing finger at me to punctuate some aspect of their diatribe.


Near tears, I pleaded with Luis to tell me what I’d done to offend his sisters.


“You told them that you like money. They say you’re a gold miner.”


“That’s gold digger,” I corrected lamely as if this minor distinction would win anyone over to my side.


I can’t say that this ended my relationship with Luis, but things were never quite the same between us after that fateful night. My social faux pas may have robbed me of my fairy-tale ending, but it also served as a valuable lesson. It was always the shortcuts that got me in trouble.


— Marsha Porter —
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Family is a treasure chest worth more than a mountain of gold.


~Author Unknown





For years, I avoided dating like the plague. I was the type of person to give 110% in love and life and I decided not to date around casually. I reasoned that my heart was too fragile, and I was busy traveling the world. I also never found anyone interesting enough to bring home.


This just wouldn’t do for my big Italian family. After one of my younger sisters married early, the family started looking to me. Why wasn’t I even in a relationship? Better yet, what could they do to change that?


Dad was the first in the family to break the silence. On one of our father/daughter coffee dates, Dad got straight to the point. “Have you been seeing anyone?” This had become routine questioning in an effort to help me find a man. I had crafted a reply that seemed to satisfy my family’s curiosity, but this time was different.


With furrowed brow, he followed it up with, “Well, if you are waiting for my permission to date, you know you have it. How are you going to meet anyone if you don’t date around?”


“Thanks, Dad, but that’s not what’s going on here,” I said. As I tried to explain that I was happily single right now, something dawned on me.


Perhaps more than marrying me off, my dad was looking for reinforcements in a son-in-law. Our estrogen-dominated family was getting the best of him. While he had two sons, he also had three vocal daughters who were much like their mother in various ways. I’m sure the thought of another couple of sons-in-law was his only hope.


Next it was Mom who had a hard time understanding why I hadn’t met the right one. So she reasoned her way through my singleness.


“You know, some people like the same gender,” she said casually to me one day. “Not everyone likes the opposite sex. Don’t worry, we will love whomever you bring home, no matter what.”


At first, I didn’t get it. Then I realized she thought I was a closet lesbian. After I reassured her that I do in fact like men, she was relentless in trying to set me up.


Mom just couldn’t resist the cute cashier at Costco. “My daughter is single,” she would say to him in front of me. “She loves to travel, and she….” Her voice would fade as I walked away inconspicuously with my sisters. Then she would find us and say, “He’s a babe alert. Don’t you think? What about him?”


In her defense, Mom loved my dad very much. She had shared that love with five children, and she just wanted me to find the same kind of happiness that she found in life. Her desire for more grandbabies was also a motivation, I’m sure.


The most epic moment was when my brother called me with urgent news.


“Sis, I just want you to know that Mom and your sister are setting up an eHarmony account for you,” John said. “It’s not cool that you have no idea what they’re doing.”


I laughed out loud.


“Wait, what?” I said. I could hardly believe it. “Are you kidding me right now?”


“No, I just left her house, and they’re checking out your matches,” he said. Later, I found out both my sisters were there with Mom.


“I really don’t think she’s going to like what we’re doing,” my other sister said. Somehow, her voice was drowned out in the excitement.


To this day, I have no idea what they put on my profile page. Matches were chosen by eHarmony based on my profile. What information did they include? Which pictures did they use?


I could hardly believe my potential love life was now unfolding in their hands.


At my brother’s suggestion, I called them back and played a prank. I pretended that I had a dream they were at my sister’s house, and they had set up an eHarmony profile. For a quick minute, they were fooled. But it didn’t last long.


Once they figured out that my brother had let me in on their little secret, they pleaded shamelessly with me.


“Come on, Jenny, what’s the harm?” said my mom. “This guy’s profile says he lives in Huntington Beach, and his passion is Jesus!”


Who were these people? Oh, yes, my crazy but very well meaning family.


Mom knew I loved the beach, and at the time I wasn’t living too far from there. She knew that my faith was important to me. I think she was hoping her words would seal the deal. Sorry, Mom. I just wasn’t ready.


A few years prior to this incident, I was engaged to a good man but for various reasons I had reservations about my decision. Although I hadn’t told anyone at that point, my brother made it very clear that he wasn’t at all impressed and didn’t think I would go through with the engagement. He told me flat-out, “You won’t marry him.” And, for various reasons, I actually didn’t.


Looking back now, I’m thankful for all of my family’s love and support, even if it was shown in different ways. They tried to figure out why I was still single. Deep down, they worried about me. They wanted to see me happy and in love.


Today, I’m happily married to a man I met on a dating site, and my brother approves. He let our wedding guests know at the reception, too. In front of hundreds gathered for the day, my brother’s toast to the new couple went something like this. “This guy is way better than the one you almost married. I approve of him.”


Well, thanks, Brother. Your opinion matters to me.


Behind these uncomfortably funny and sometimes crazy family incidents is a lot of love. In the end, our families keep us grounded. Sometimes, they go about doing things for us in a way that we don’t understand, but it helps us see there’s more than one way of doing things. We can’t choose our blood relations, but we can choose to see their better intentions.


— Jen P. Simmons —
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Love is like a virus. It can happen to anybody at any time.


~Maya Angelou





I was twenty-seven years old. I don’t know why I did it, but I turned down a dream job in Vancouver, and flew home to Toronto two weeks before Christmas.


As I unpacked at my parents’ country estate, Dad endured -15 Celsius whipping winds while barbecuing steaks for us outside. We chatted over dinner at the pine table, and it was over butter tarts that my mom sprang the news. My dad had fixed the rusty red sedan I’d left behind in his shed. My insides jumped — I had wheels! I immediately called my friend Steph and made dinner plans at her house for the next day.


Waking early, I baked a loaf of bread and popped it into a gift bag to take with me. I styled my long blond hair and dressed in a black velvet skirt and black high heels.


“Aren’t you dressed a bit fancy?” Mom queried. “There’s a snowstorm coming. Those are not exactly sensible winter shoes.”


I scowled. “I’ll be inside.”


“Still,” said Mom, retreating to the laundry room.


“I’ll be home late,” I called, as I headed out.


Snowstorm, eh? Despite my bravado, as I began the forty-minute drive I decided I’d better stick to the main roads. Halfway there it started to snow like mad. Cars slowed. I strained to see even with the wipers on high.


The sound of a siren announced the approach of an ambulance and I pulled aside to let it pass. As I inched back into my lane, the traffic light ahead turned red. I stopped. My stomach grumbled. The bread made the car smell like a bakery. I realized I was starving.


The light turned green. I pressed on the gas, and then that old car sputtered and died.


I tried to start it. One click, then nothing. Before I could do anything else, two scruffy guys raced over from the nearby sidewalk. I rolled down my window a crack.


“Give us a sec,” one of them said. “We’ll get ya outta here.” Before I could reply, they had started to push. While they pushed and guided me, I steered into a parking spot in a strip mall beside a fast food chicken joint.


“You’ll be fine now,” they said, and before I could even thank them, they took off into a dark lot behind the plaza.


The snow fell faster. I rolled up my window and called Steph on my cell phone to cancel. Next, I called my parents to come get me. I was parked in front of a brew-your-own-wine shop. Luckily it was open, so I went inside and explained to the well-dressed, older couple behind the counter that my car had died, and I hoped to stay in their parking spot and eat chicken while I waited for my folks.


“Certainly!” they said.


I was very hungry. But there I was in my high heels, with soaked feet. I walked to the fast food restaurant and back. My mother was right. I sighed, wondering why I’d gotten dressed up in the first place.


I feasted on chicken thighs from a cardboard box inside my frigid car. The steam rose and fogged up the windows. I wiped off a spot and looked out. There was a man coming toward my car, approaching from the dark lot where the scruffy men had gone. He was alone. As he drew near, I saw he wasn’t scruffy.


Nervous and confused, I locked my car doors and sized him up. He was about my age, clean-shaven with wavy, blond hair to his shoulders, dressed in jeans and hiking boots. He looked kind of rugged.


I cracked the window.


“Hello,” he said.


“Hi,” I said, wiping my greasy mouth with a napkin.


“This is my dad and his wife’s store,” he explained. “I just took the garbage out. They said to invite you in to warm up.”


“Thanks,” I said, “but my parents are coming, plus I’m eating chicken.”


“You can bring your food inside,” he said with a smile that was very nice.


“That’s nice, but I’m good,” I said.


I wasn’t about to pig out in front of a handsome stranger.


“But it’s snowing — really, really hard,” he said, tipping his head toward the black sky.


The flakes were now huge, more like goose feathers than snow. Opening his mouth, he tried to catch them on his tongue. He stepped back and dodged a little to the left, then a little to the right, and back. In that split second, I changed my mind.


“Actually, I will,” I said.


“Great,” he said, “ ’cause it’s really snowing.”


I smiled. “I’ll just finish my chicken first.”


“Sure,” he said, and went inside.


Shortly after, I entered the store to a warm welcome. We all sat on high stools in the shop’s rear, and chatted about the storm and holiday plans. The young man, whose name was Ian, was quiet, shy even, but he asked questions, grinned a lot, and brought me a glass of fruity red wine. My parents arrived not long after and jumpstarted my battery. After saying my thanks and goodbyes, I left the store.


“Let’s go before the roads get worse,” my dad said, heading for his truck. “We’ll follow you in case you have trouble.”


As my mom went to join my dad in the truck, I suddenly yelled, “Wait! I need to go back in.”


“What for?” she asked. “You heard Dad. He wants to get home.”


“Yes, I know, but… the wine store guy, Ian, I have to see him again.”


“Oh for Pete’s sake, don’t be boy-crazy.”


“No, this is different,” I said.


“Sure,” she said, shaking her head.


“No, it is,” I insisted. “I have to go back in.”


“Be fast!” instructed Mom.


I grabbed the bag of bread from my car and ran inside. Ian was not in sight, so I gave the bag to his parents, took a business card and left.


The next day, I mailed a thank-you card to the wine storeowners. In a P.S., I invited their son to join me snowboarding sometime, “as friends,” and included my phone number.


The months passed and I didn’t hear from him. I figured that was it. Then, in March, the night before St. Patrick’s Day, my phone rang — and it was him. The next day, over green drinks, I learned his parents had sent my bread home with him the night we met, and he enjoyed it. But they had wisely kept my thank-you card — the one with my phone number, until he split from his then-girlfriend.


It turned out I was right — this was different. Eight months later Ian asked me to marry him — and I said yes! Not long after we took a trip to Vancouver, and I taught him to snowboard on Cypress Mountain. We married October 3, 1998.


This past March, we stood as giant snowflakes fell and watched our seven-year-old daughter Gracie, and our ten-year-old son Reece enjoy their first snowboard lesson in Calabogie, Ontario, proof positive that sometimes during a snowstorm in Canada you can catch more than snowflakes on your tongue — you can catch true love!


— Patricia Miller —
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Falling in love consists merely in uncorking the imagination and bottling the common sense.


~Helen Rowland





I could see the white sedan pulling into the driveway through the half-open blinds of my home office. My first instinct was to scream. I felt like a giddy sixteen-year-old schoolgirl instead of a forty-two-year-old mother of three going on a blind date.


I had agreed a few nights before at a moms’ night out, glass of chardonnay in hand, to go out with Rob, the best friend of my friend Florence’s husband. She passed along my number, and he called the next night. It was a surprisingly easy conversation. My children, ages ten, eight, and six, had just vacated for the weekend with their dad, and Rob was dead-on when he asked, “What did you do first? Clean up or catch your breath and relax?” From there we shared lighthearted stories about our kids (he had two, ages seven and five) and dangled tidbits about our failed marriages — enough that I was curious about how a man could be as relieved and positive about his divorce as I was.


It had taken me almost a year to get to this optimistic place. At first, when my husband moved out on the notion that he needed “a break,” I felt defeated. I’d already gone through the pain of caring for and losing both of my parents within eighteen months, and now my husband was leaving me alone with three young kids.


I couldn’t help feeling punished — like everyone except me deserved loving husbands and nearby extended families. At Back-to-School Night and on the soccer fields, I felt my singleness the most. And then right before the holidays, we got hit with lice (yes, all four of us had live bugs). As I picked nits out of hair for hours every night and waded through piles of laundry, I wondered if for the rest of my life I would have to tackle every obstacle alone. That included the thirty-six inches of snow that was dumped a few days later, the day after Christmas. I had to climb out my kitchen window to attempt to shovel, only to realize my kids had played with the shovels the night before and they were all buried. It was all too much, and I found myself paralyzed on the couch. (Later, I would say: “My mom died, my dad died, and my husband left, and I survived. It was the lice and snow that nearly killed me.”)


So what changed? In February, as I approached my forty-second birthday, I went to one of those women’s “change your life for the better” workshops, led by a woman I knew who had also gone through a divorce. I learned some important lessons that night from women who had come through way worse than I had, including breast cancer and abusive marriages.


I, Jennifer Chauhan, was the only person responsible for my happiness. Not my ex-husband. Not my children. Not my mom’s six surviving siblings or my brothers who lived on the other side of the country. Not my friends.


Nobody owed me anything.


If I believed in my heart that my life could change for the better, it would.


Shedding my victim skin, I began reciting very Zen-like (slightly scaring all those around me), “I choose not to suffer. I choose to be happy.”


I wrote down in my journal everything I wanted in my life: to sell my house for the asking price; for my divorce to go amicably and for me to get what I needed; to be successful professionally and do well financially.


I paused a moment before writing, “to find a true partner who loves me for me.” Could this really happen?


The night Rob and I met was my thirteen-year wedding anniversary. Exactly one year prior I had slid off my wedding rings and asked for a divorce (just one week after my husband had moved out).


So much had changed in a year.


Coincidentally (or not, as I’m more and more inclined to believe) Rob had moved out the same weekend Chris had. He’d been married just about the same length — twelve years.


We were traveling on paths winding toward one another.


We spent that first night together at an outside bar overlooking the ocean, talking and laughing as we shared stories about our kids and opened up about our marriages. We laughed until we cried as I realized my six-year-old son was obsessed with all-boy bands, namely Big Time Rush, and how I told my friends the best way for them to be my friend was to stop giving advice and “hold my hand and shut up.”


Rob’s given me a fairytale romance — strolling through Washington Square Park and kissing for hours on a park bench (serenaded by an NYU violin student), taking me to the ballet, sending me late-night love texts — that is still as passionate and romantic and real nearly three years later.


At times, I’ve been guarded. Having lost so much in such a short time, I have a fear of abandonment — I’m wired to expect people to leave me. But Rob shows over and over again that I can trust him. He wants me to open up and be real, share my fears, my concerns. He wants me to cry when I miss my mom and tell him when I think he’s not doing enough.


There are no games. No lies.


Our kids have met, get along wonderfully, and even though we live an hour apart and are not sure how logistically we can get married anytime soon (there’s alimony, I don’t want to uproot my kids, etc.) we know we will always be together.


And because he believes in me and in us, I have gone on to do braver things than open my front door to a blind date in a white sedan. I’ve sold my marital home and discarded the belongings of my former life, including my favorite white everyday Williams-Sonoma dishes, the brand-new king-sized bed that was never shared, even my still-sealed-in-plastic framed wedding photo.
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