You’ll Find Love When You Stop Looking for It and other nonsense

	My granddaughter smells all of her food before she trusts to take a bite. I wish I would have done the sniff test before getting married. I wish that narcissists gave off a scent. 
	A few years ago, I was strolling down West Broadway, with my yoga matt slung over my shoulder, and stopped in at a confectionary. As I approached the counter with my purchase, the store clerk (a man close to my age), said “You have been with wrong man, wrong man, wrong man”…he repeated it many times. I laughed and said, “Tell me something I don’t know.” He’s a psychic but it was likely written all over my face. He went on to tell me that I was “like a male peacock, beautiful but easily captured.” I asked, “You mean “naïve?” and he asked, “What does naïve mean?” and I said, “Easily captured.” 	
	My married friends say they REALLY hope I meet someone. My 90 year old mom says I’m not trying hard enough and my step dad says I’m too picky. I do admire women who are recently divorced and how hopeful they are. Most believe men will be lining up and can’t wait to date, emphatic that they know someone who found love on a dating site. 
	I have tried dating sites over the past twelve years. I corresponded with one man for a few weeks.  He wouldn’t disclose his last name or where he lived but he gave enough clues that my detective work found out he was married. On Tinder, someone stole my photos and used them for their profile. On Match, they’ve run out of suggestions for me. Most men make complementary comments like, “Your photos must be really old!” or “I’d like to rip your shirt off.” They all want attention and if you don’t give it to them in the first text they are all “I don’t think we’re a match…no questions from you?  Um…. adios.” Thanks Narc man. 

	I did date a man for a few months about seven years ago. He was afraid of words. I read him a love poem and he winced. I ignored it hoping that maybe I could convince him to love me (still naïve).  When he gave me bath lotion, I thought it was out of love but he didn’t like my dry skin. He was critical from the start. He consumed bottles of wine every night. In the end, after a weekend getaway, he sent me a spreadsheet with a detailed bill. He even charged me for the coffee he bought me at Tim Horton’s.  Never contact me again, I typed politely in an email. 
	I overhear a young girl in a clothing store “You can only watch You’ve Got Mail seventeen times and then it gets old.” Movies make it look effortless, but the reality is that the pilot (Andy Garcia) does not ask you for your phone number. Sorry Diane.  In fact, no one talks to you on a plane. 
	Dating after turning 60 years old is like trying to part your hair on the opposite side. It pops back over not comfortable with strands being manipulated.   Similar to covid social distancing; men power walk around you, avoid eye contact, put on their mask. Dating is like walking into a room of sleeping snakes. You know many of them will bite you but can’t figure out which ones. 
	I promise myself I will stop looking for love. I’ll just keep reading positive memes on Instagram. “Dating is a great way to remind you that dying alone isn’t that bad.” “Please stop asking me if I’m still single. I don’t ask if you’re still married.” “Every time a man does a woman wrong God pushes his hairline by an inch.” My Ex is bald. 
	Maybe love will find me in this city of 1.3 million people, on my quiet cul de sac, curled up in my cozy condo. I’ll be watching Yellowstone and I’ll hear the clip clop of a horse outside my second floor balcony. And someone who looks like Kevin Costner dressed in boot cut jeans, cowboy boots and hat, will shout “I finally found you!” And I’ll try to remember what love feels like. It’s like trying to remember the exact moment you fall asleep.

