No man should be expert in proposing marriage

In the grand scheme of living life, no
man should ever become expert at
proposing marriage.

The ideal state of affairs is for one
man to ask one woman for her hand one
time (assuming he didn’t pick up a flat
rejection from another damsel on his
first try); thus he need never gain fur-
ther experience.

A simple, straightforward, “Will you
marry me?” or, “Will you please do me
the honor of being my wife?” is suffi-
cient. There is no need to wax eloquent
in the process of evoking a one-word
“yes” or “no” response.

Taking a knee during the procedure
is strictly optional and controlled entire-
ly by the inquirer. If the lady is unwill-
ing to fulfill the proffered role, skillful
rhetoric, deft physical presence or gym-
nastics won’t make a difference.

Unlike winning a marathon or bowl-
ing a 300 game, practice in making a
deal to wed doesn’t contribute to per-
fection.

Those who know me well regard
my more-than-one pop of the question
somewhat piteously. | agree with them.
Nobody knows except me, however, the
number of matrimonial requests | have
made within the span of my life thus
far.

Let me digress to an episode early
in my lifetime that represents the very
first time | asked a fair maiden to hitch
up with me in double-harness, so to
speak.

In the little one-room country
schoolhouse, known as Boyd School,
where | received my first eight years of
education, the teachers always encour-
aged us to appropriately decorate in
recognition of the various holidays and

events.

They also expected
us to display certain of
the decorations so that
passers-by on the near-
by county road could
observe and appreciate
our efforts.

We pasted paper
images in respect of
the holiday in question
to the windows facing
the road: witches,
black cats, crescent
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other school kids
and our parents.

The card |
made for beloved
Alberta symbolized
my finest endeavor
and utmost ingenu-
ity. | chose bright
red paper and folded
a sheet so that when
I cut out the heart
shape, | had a card
with one heart fold-
ed perfectly over the

moons, brooms, etc.
for Halloween; corn shocks, pumpkins,
Pilgrims and turkeys at Thanksgiving;
Santa, reindeer, sleighs and trees for
Christmas; bunnies, eggs, baskets and
bonnets for Easter; Washington for
Washington’s birthday; Lincoln for
Lincoln’s birthday; and at St.
Valentine’s Day (Ah, yes! Valentine’s
Day) hearts — hearts trimmed in fancy
lace, hearts replete with one-liners such
as “Be Mine” or “Be My Valentine,”
hearts with Cupid’s arrows piercing
them, red hearts, white hearts, red and
white hearts, everywhere hearts.

In art classes, members of the stu-
dent body created Christmas cards to
exchange with the other kids and to
give to parents. The same thing hap-
pened with valentines.

Children of all grade levels (one
through eight) went to Boyd School.
The school year 1943-44 saw 10 or 12
pupils in attendance, among them a
beauty named Alberta.

We busied ourselves in preparation
for Feb. 14 experimenting with various
designs and calling upon our creativity
in the making of cards to give to the

other one.

White paper lace formed a beautiful
edging for both hearts. | sharpened my
yellow pencil just right and wrote the
words “To Alberta from Duane” near
the top of the first heart and the words
“Be My Valentine” near the bottom
edge of it.

My young mind, captivated by the
charming schoolgirl, agonized with the
selection of the proper message to place
on the second heart; something intimate
and private.

The design allowed the first heart to
hide the endearing message on the sec-
ond one. | had already used “Be My
Valentine,” and a silly “Be Mine” total-
ly lacked originality.

After much thought, | finally and
neatly wrote, “Will You Be My
Housewife?” | even remembered to
install the question mark.

I could not have made a more
earnest proposal. | liked it. So | careful-
ly placed the finished product in the big
crepe-paper-covered box near the teach-
er’s desk that held all of the cards for
the subsequent exchange.

| kept thinking about what a couple
we made; she a fifth-grader and the

most gorgeous girl in Boyd School and
I a highly mature fourth-grader. Heaven
never saw a more perfect match.

The Valentine Party started about an
hour before the school day ended. Each
scholar received his or her cards from
the big box as the teacher passed them
out.

| kept watching Alberta to get her
reaction when she opened her card from
me. | grew impatient waiting, because it
seemed she deliberately examined every
card except the one | wanted her to see.

Finally she picked up THE card, read
the message on the top heart, and then
raised it and read the auspicious question
on the second heart.

In a perfect world she would have
responded with a dreamy smile accom-
panied by some signal of acceptance,
perhaps rushing into my 9-year-old
arms.

Nothing like that happened. She
slightly blushed (prettily, I might add)
but didn’t look my way. In fact she
didn’t look at me on the bus ride home
or on the bus ride to school the next day.

Time is a great wound healer, and in
the course of human events | went my
way and she went hers. Her family
moved away and she didn’t attend Boyd
School the next year, and | have never
seen her since.

My mind’s eye, however, sees her
each Valentine’s Day taking her little
box of treasures from the shelf and dab-
bing at her eyes with a Kleenex as she
once more reads my interrogatory.

I still think someday | will get an
answer. | can wait. Please don’t tell
Connie.
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