What is in self-image?  I went to the Toastmasters meeting this morning.  On the way there I saw my friend Mark, recently returned the United States , talking with Natalia and Ksenia.  These are the two girls who are dressed to the nines.  When I got there I fell immediately into conversation with Irina.  One of the five Irinas in the club.  This one is rather drably dressed.  About 30, a bit on the heavy side but not bad.  I compare her with Natalia and there's not a heck of a lot of difference except in the way that they carry themselves.  Natalia does not have an exceptional face, is little thicker than she ought to be in the middle, and doesn't possess the greatest imaginable  grace.  All that she has is the million-dollar wardrobe and the attitude that goes with it.

 

So what does that mean to a guy?  Which one is the better prospect, how and why?  Clearly, if I want somebody to go out clubbing with, Natalia would be the pick.  I don't want to go out clubbing.  If I want somebody who will be easy to get to know Irina is the pick.  She is almost throwing herself at me, and Natalia is doing anything but.  What do guys want?  We want a woman on our arm who will make other guys take notice.  Natalia would do that.  Irina would not.  She would not dream of it.  It is not something to which she would aspire.  She would be uncomfortable trying.

 

And yet, and yet... our love lives ought to be something between two people, not something played out in public.  What do I care how she appears to others?  My concern ought to be how she treats me.  Irina, one supposes, would be appreciative that a man accepted her.  Natalia would accept it as only her just due.

 

This is an important question at the moment.  There are four somewhat plain girls who are interested in me, all of whom would be in a position to fulfill my objective of getting married and having a family.  Maria graduated from the aeronautical university and does network engineering.  She has an angelic face but a cherubic body.  Helena, the girl I spent New Year's with, is a software company manager who is rather angular and has a very reedy voice.  Violeta, the girl from school, is pleasant but a bit on the tall side and the bit heavy as well.  And there is also Irina.  What is it in me that makes me so picky?  I know people who married plain girls and had a very good marriages.  And I know as well, from my first marriage, and that a pretty girl can be a disaster.    

 

There is some connection between intelligence and sex appeal.  I'm trying to analyze it.  Mary, my fellow teacher, has enormous sex appeal.  He has a very good command of English for a Ukrainian, and appears to have a pretty good command of it German as well.  This is not terribly significant. We Americans are often unduly impressed with people who speak several languages just because our own linguistic abilities are so poorly developed.  But still, talking to her, and I think that Mary  is a fairly intelligent girl.  On the other hand, so, I would say, about for a plain girls above.

 

There is also a question of energy.  We are attracted to energetic, expressive people.  The plain girls are rather plain in their behavior, whereas the more exciting ones are quite animated and entertaining.  I expect that in this case perception is reality.  The women who appear to have a lot of energy probably do, and that energy would translate into positive contributions to a marriage.  It takes a lot of energy, for instance, to be a good mother.  It takes drive and conviction to get doctors, schools, and other organizations to do right by your children.

 

How much time does a guy have to choose?  How much of this is a matter of choice in the first place?  What does it mean to fall in love?  Falling in love is as least in some part, and in theory, something over which you don't have conscious control.  There's a little thing inside you that says "She's the one! She's the one!" On the other hand, the more rational side of you says, “She may be the one, but she's not to have anything to do with you.  Get real!”  So we condition our emotions somewhat on the probability of success.  We don't waste our efforts chasing will-o'-the-wisp's and dreaming dreams that will never come true.

 

Old songs had a way of expressing things very well.  One title I remember is "It's a long long way from May to December" one of the lyrics was “I don't have time for the waiting game.”  I know certainly where I am right now.  Maturity has given me a clear view of what I want, but attaining that maturity is deprived me of the multitude of years over which to apply it.  I had better make up my mind and get on with it.  This means being realistic about what can and cannot be.  How long of a time should I give myself to figure out what is probable and possible in this environment?  How does one assess one's value in the mating market?  How does one show oneself off to greatest advantage?

 

All these questions occupy my mind much of the time.  I am flattered that there is a least some interest in me, by girls that I would've been delighted to get to know in the United States .  My mission is to reassess my marketability as quickly as possible and make a selection.  And somehow, mixed in with all of this logical analysis, hope that I fall in love.

