CHAPTER ONE

The Dating Game
 
[bookmark: _GoBack] To date or not to date, that was the question.  My neighbor felt he had the answer, even if I didn't.



THE MAN WITH TWO SAILBOATS


I was sitting home alone AGAIN.  Watching TV alone AGAIN.  It had been a little over a year since my husband passed away.  Was I going to be alone always?  What did I want?  Did I want to find someone?  I sat there mulling over these questions in my mind.  I didn’t know what I wanted.  I didn’t know what to do about figuring out what I wanted.  
 
As I sat there so deep in thought, my phone rang.  Caller ID told me that it was the ‘older gentleman’ who lived in a condo one floor below me, Albert.  When I answered, he asked if I was busy.
 
“No,” I answered, “What can I do for you Albert?” As I serve on our condominium Board of Directors, I assumed that he was calling with a question, or more likely, a complaint about something to do with the Condo Association.
 
“I would like to talk with you for just a couple of minutes if you’re not tied up.”
 
“That would be fine.  I’m not busy.” thinking that I may as well find out what the problem was right then, rather than put it off.
 
“Great, I’ll be right up.”
 
What?  What did he say, I asked myself, as I stood there stupidly holding a phone receiver with no one on the other end.  He’s coming up here, to my home? I thought he was going to talk to me over the phone. Oh my, oh my, oh my.
 
Before I could clear my confused mind, there was a knock on the door.  There stood Albert, all dressed up in what looked like a new shirt and brand new suspenders.  Telling myself that I was being silly, that Albert just had ‘business’ to discuss, I opened the door and invited him in.

Albert is at least 20 years older than me but he made himself right at home on my living room sofa and started making small talk.  I sat across the room in my favorite chair hoping that he would soon get to the point of his visit.  That he would spit out his complaint and I would tell him that I would check into it the first thing in the morning.  We would say our good-byes and my world would be a familiar place for me again.
 
But as Albert continued to talk and tell me about himself, about losing his wife, and about wanting to find a nice female companion, I realized that he had (as my mother would have said) “come a-courtin.”  I was polite and smiled at all the right times, all the while wondering how I was going to get out of this without hurting his feelings. I didn’t want to be ’courted’.  As I sat there listening to him talk, I swore to myself that never again would I feel sorry for myself for watching TV alone.  I so very much wanted to be alone right at that moment.
 
Then Albert said something that caught my ‘female attention’.  He was explaining that he had moved here from Jensen Beach and that he missed the beach very much.  He went on to tell me that when he lived there he sailed every day.
 
This turned my thoughts toward a new direction.  Sailing.  I’d never been sailing.  Would that be something I would like to do?  I can’t swim (which will be the subject of another story) so would I be afraid?  Hmmm, maybe I’d like to go out on a sailboat IF Albert knew what he was doing.
 
There’s only one way to find out, ask, “So Albert, how long have you been sailing?”
 
“Oh I’ve been sailing for years, it’s something I truly enjoy.  I have two sail boats.”

Now the little hamster in my head is really running on that wheel making the thoughts swirl faster and faster.  “Really, do you still have your boats?”
 
Albert very proudly said, “Well, of course.  I could never get rid of my sailboats.”
 
“Now that you don’t live on the water anymore, where do you keep them?”
 
Albert appeared confused by my question and answered, “Oh, they’re both downstairs on my back porch.  Would you like to go with me sometime?”
 
Now the poor hamster on the wheel is confused.  He doesn’t know whether to run faster or stop completely. I hardly even realized that he’d asked me to go sailing with him. “On your back porch?”  I was trying to wrap my head around this new fact.  I don’t know much about sailboats, so I was asking myself, Do they fold up?  No, that didn’t seem right.  How big is a sailboat?  I truly had no clue but I knew how big Albert’s porch was and I couldn’t imagine that it was big enough for TWO sailboats.  Besides, his porch is only screened in, If it had two sailboats on it, I would have seen them, wouldn’t I?
 
Finally I decided that the most intelligent question would be to ask him how big his sailboats were.  And honestly I don’t remember his answer exactly, EXCEPT the sailboats he had been talking about were REMOTE CONTROL BOATS. 
 
I tried to act like I knew that all along.  I didn’t want him to know that I thought he was talking about REAL sailboats.  Just about the time I was feeling relieved that I had dodged a bullet by not jumping at the chance to go ‘sailing’ with Albert, he asked another surprise question.

“Well, I haven’t had dinner yet,” Albert was finally getting around to the purpose of his visit, unbeknownst to me. “Would you like to go to Dale’s Bar-B-Q with me tonight?”
 
This was my very first Date Question, if you can call it that, and was such a huge shock to me, that I leaped from my chair and flew into the kitchen.  It was evidently some sort of reflex action because once in the kitchen, I still didn’t know what to do. I hardly even knew how I had gotten there. 

But I knew I needed A Plan.  So, I opened and closed the oven door, LOUDLY, walked as calmly as I could back to the living room and said, “That’s awfully nice of you to ask Albert, but I have dinner in the over for my mother and I.  I was just checking it and it’s almost ready.”  I blundered on by saying something about taking it to her and I’d better call her to see if she was ready and  …………… what else I said is a bit of a blur.  I can remember thinking that I needed to shut up and stop rambling but just couldn’t seem to get control of my mouth.
 
I’m sure Albert probably knew that I was lying through my teeth but I had no idea how to handle the situation and decided that being alone beat sailing any old day.  And that IF I was going to ‘date’ at some point, I’d need to handle it a LOT better than I had on this night.
 
My first book contained an article about my “SECOND FIRST DATE” If you were one of the 2 or 3 people who actually bought that book, you probably already know that dating as a senior citizen can be complicated. My next venture into the dating world was even more disastrous.



 



DATING DISASTER


After 39 years of marriage I lost my husband to cancer.  Even though you think you prepare, you do not.  The hospice staff was kind and caring, but after he had passed, seeing that stretcher taking him from our home, was absolutely the most heart wrenching experience of my life.
 


 
We had a happy marriage and after the crippling grief began to ease a bit, I decided that I wanted to be happy again.  I had no plans to find another husband but I did not want to sit at home feeling sorry for myself for the rest of my days.  After all I was ONLY 59 with lots of life to live.

When I finally worked up the courage to try to date again, I turned to the internet.  Meeting people without having to face them seemed a good idea to me at the time.  My last book, Life Happens (My Story) told of that Second First Date and the destruction I caused in a nice quiet restaurant.  After that experience I was tempted to give up, but my stubborn streak wouldn’t let me take the coward’s way out.  However, believe it or not, my next dating experience was even more disastrous.  It made me question whether or not dating was for me.  I’m sure as you read the account below; you’ll understand my concern and loss of confidence.

I met a nice man on-line and agreed to a face-to-face meeting.  Before leaving on this blind date, I listened to my mother caution me regarding ax murderers, serial killers and rapists.  However, our first meeting went well and that brought about future outings.  We went to the movies a few times, to dinner once or twice, and got along quite nicely.  He worked ‘nights’ so our dating, if you can call it that, was during day-light hours.  Occasionally he would stop at my home on his way to work to watch the news with me and have a few cups of coffee.

This particular evening he complained of indigestion and asked for a couple of antacids.  He settled comfortably in my living room recliner and seemed to be feeling better.  Then suddenly he began gasping for breath and I knew he was in serious trouble.  I immediately grabbed the phone and dialed 911 however before the operator had time to answer, his breathing had stopped.


Once upon a time I was certified in CPR, but that had been a number of years ago.  The calm, soothing voice on the other end of the phone told me that he would walk me through the procedure, but first I needed to get my guest onto the floor.  I dropped the phone, grabbed him by the ankles and pulled with all my strength.

Of course this caused his head to bang, no maybe bounce is a better description, off the seat onto the foot rest and off the foot rest onto the floor.  The only thing I could think was, “Oh dear, I’ve killed him.”  In my imagination, I could hear the doctor saying something about ‘blunt force trauma’ and could picture the investigation that would follow.   (Could I be watching too many CSI shows?)

With the phone on speaker mode, I began compressions, alternating with giving him breaths.  The ambulance arrived.  Competent people took over and then the questions began……..  lots and lots of questions.  What is his medical history?  I don’t know.  What kind of medication does he take?  I don’t know.  Does he have a heart condition?  I don’t know.  Has he taken Viagra this evening?  NOT FOR ME!  

Off to the hospital with me following the ambulance.  Again came the questions.  I didn’t know the answers earlier, I still didn’t when they were asked in a different environment.  However, the ER doctor had one new question.  “Who is his next of kin?”

A massive heart attack had taken his life.  He had been revived for a short time but in the end there was nothing the doctors and nurses could do.  I felt extremely foolish not being able to give them any information.  I had heard him mention his daughter’s name and suggested they might go through his cell phone looking for that name.  That turned out to be the only helpful words I had uttered all evening because they were able to find his daughter and break the bad news to her.
 
By the time I got my weary body back home, it was quite late so I went right to bed.  Tossing and turning, realizing how fragile our lives are, I wondered, “Do I really want to attempt this dating business?”  At my age, maybe I should just forget it and find a hobby that would keep me occupied.  Maybe I could be happy alone after all.  Maybe I could be content sitting home alone for the rest of my days.  No, that’s not what I wanted at all, but what to do?  Who knew that trying to date could be this disastrous? 


After a sleepless night I awoke the next morning and realized that his car was still parked outside.  My mother lived right down the street and I knew that sooner or later our condo association grapevine would notify her that SOMETHING was going on at my condo the night before and that a second man’s body had been taken from my home on a stretcher. So I called her and told her the horrific news.  I then asked her if she would follow me as I drove his car back to his home.

Her comment was an astonished “You mean his car was in front of your condo ALL NIGHT?  Oh dear, what will the neighbors think?”

“Mom, are you busy?  Will you follow me?”

“Of course.  You should have called me earlier.  We could have done this last night ………………….”

And so it went, a nice LONG lecture from my 79 year old mother to her 59 year old daughter about how easy it is to ruin your reputation.

Was dating worth all this trouble?  Could I survive?  Or maybe the question that should be asked is, WOULD MY DATE SURVIVE?

Dating as a senior citizen has its own set of dangers. So far I’d practically destroyed a fancy restaurant and had a man sit in my recliner, drink my coffee and die. In my imagination I could see myself losing my home when the condo association evicted me, calling me cruel names, like Black Widow, etc.……………………

I decided that IF I do continue this new adventure, the next man will need to bring a doctor’s note.
 
 My dating adventures continue. What else could possibly go wrong?

 

AM I JINXED?

After the loss of my husband, it took quite a while to work up the courage to get out into the world again.  Dating is a scary prospect if your last date was 40 years or so ago.  My first date didn't go very well.  I nearly destroyed a nice fancy restaurant.  My Second First Date was even more disastrous because my 'date' had a heart attack and died.  I'm sure everyone has had a bad date, or two but DEATH is definitely a Bad date with a capital B.
 
I decided though, that perhaps the third time would be the charm and signed back into Match.com.  Discouragement was looming on the horizon and I was ready to give up.  A trip had been planned to visit my children in Michigan and my paid membership to the site was about to expire.  The decision wasn't difficult.  I would let my membership expire.  If it was meant to be, I would meet someone.  Otherwise, forget it.  I'd just get old (well, OLDER is probably the better word) alone.
 
Then I spotted him.  He had a nice smile.  His name was Richard, but he liked to be called Dick, Just Plain Dick.  He even signed his notes J.P.D.  I read through his profile and we shared quite a few likes and dislikes.  I thought, 'Why not give it one more shot?"  I sent him a 'wink' just to see if he might be interested.  He was and we started emailing back and forth.  
 
I left on my trip to Michigan without having met him face to face.  I was away for about a month and Dick and I continued to email back and forth.  The more I heard from him the more I found to like about him.  I began to worry that some other spiffy senior citizen female would catch his eye before I could get back home.
 
By the time we finally arranged that face-to-face meeting, we each felt like we knew the other.  We were comfortable with each other.  We talked and talked and talked.  I met his family.  He met my family.  Things were going very well.
 
Then one evening I became afraid that perhaps the third time would not be the charm.  I became afraid that perhaps I was jinxed and would spend the remainder of my days alone after all.
 
The evening started normally.  We were going to a Mexican restaurant with another couple.  The restaurant was just down the street from where I live so everyone met at my place.  We chatted and laughed until the hunger pains reminded us that we needed to go to dinner.  The restaurant was busy but there was a table by the window and the four of us began studying the menu.
 
Once our order was placed and we were waiting for our food, Dick turned to me and said he didn't feel very well.  When I looked at him, he was as white as a ghost with a sheen of cold perspiration shinning on his face.  Swallowing the thought of another DEATH DATE, I suggested that we go to the emergency room.  But, of course, being a typical stubborn male, he said that wasn't necessary and he probably just needed something to eat.
 
By the time our food was served, Dick was looking and feeling worse.  He said he'd like to go out to the car and lay down for a few minutes.  He was dizzy and light headed.  Once he was out of hearing range, I asked the other couple if they thought we should be going to the E.R.  They agreed that was exactly where Dick should be right now.
 
We asked for our food to be boxed up and hurried out to the car.  Half expecting to find Dick unconscious, I slowly opened the car door and peered in.  Amazingly (to me anyway) he was still alive.   The three of us told him that we'd decided he needed to be at the hospital and that we would be headed there as soon as the car was put into gear.  Dick would hear none of it.  He insisted that if he could just lie down comfortably for a while he'd be alright.  "Just take me to Donna's" he said.  "We're practically in her back yard.  I can lay down there."
 
In my mind, I was screaming, "No, no, no, don't take him to my house.  No, no, that's not good.  I don't like this.  I don't like this at all."  But aloud all I said was, "I really think the hospital is the best idea."
 
"No," Dick insisted, "Your house is closer.  All I want to do is lay down.  I'll be fine.  Steve," he addressed our friend who was driving," take me to Donna's"
 
Now I was starting to break out in my own cold clammy perspiration.  This can't be happening!  Am I jinxed or what?  When we arrived, I asked the other couple to come on in.  However, they declined.  They didn't want to be in the way.  (They didn't want to be in the way of what, the gurney that bound to arrive here within the hour?)  I was near tears as I watched them drive away.  These are all new friends,,,, friends that don't know about the DEATH DATE.  Friends that have no idea about the danger that Dick is about to step into.
Worrying and fretting, we walked into my home and Dick went straight into the bedroom and lay down.  I stood there in the middle of the living room wondering if I should just go ahead and dial 911.  Instead I tip toed in to check on him.  He was already fast asleep and breathing evenly.  Was the color coming back to his face?  No, actually, it wasn't.  I just wanted it to, really, really badly.
 
Every fifteen minutes I made that short trek into the bedroom and watch quietly for the rise and fall of his chest, knowing that as long as he was breathing, everything was ok.  Dick slept for a couple of hours.  The longest two hours I could remember enduring.
 
When he woke, he felt fine.  He looked good.  He mentioned that he'd started some new blood pressure medication and probably had just had a reaction to it.  I told him that he had scared me half to death and the next time he would not be sleeping in my bedroom, he'd be in the emergency room where he belonged.  He was very surprised at my agitation so I fessed up and told him about the last date who hadn't felt well in my home.
 
That was almost two years ago.  I'm happy to tell you that Dick is still alive and well.  He proved to me that the third time truly is the charm. He has brought laughter and happiness to my days.  We look forward to traveling through our sunset years together and as an added bonus, no more of that difficult, disastrous dating for either of us! 

