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Princeton alumna Susan Patton has suffered a lot of feminist flak for 
suggesting in a letter to the school paper that girls studying at elite 
universities should snag themselves a hot undergrad hubby before 
it's too late. But I, for one, couldn't agree with her more. 

Why, when I think of the boys that my friends and I dated at the 
University of Toronto - only to let them slip through our grasp - it 
makes me want to weep tears of Bacardi-infused sorrow. 

I had my first crush during frosh week. He was a handsome, dark-
haired history major named David. We exchanged a single, chaste 
kiss sometime between the Jell-O fight and the "Never Say No" party. 
David did say "no," though; by the end of first year, he'd come out as 
gay. Maybe it was a good thing we didn't rush into that one. 

Still, as Patton points out, there were many manly fish swishing 
around in that ivy-covered pond. If only my friends and I had been 
wise enough to catch them. 

I remember one philosophy major, Rob, who spent his Saturday 
nights getting drunk on flaming Sambucas. His girlfriend Donna had a 
chance at a thrilling marriage, spiced-up with the possibility of her 
house going up in smoke during one of Rob's rowdy weekend 
benders. Rob was a man who knew how to keep the spark alive. 
Alas, young and foolish as she was, Donna let him slip away. 

Or there was the artist, Garth, who imagined a piece of installation art 
called "S**t on the Wall." One Sunday evening, after a weekend 
home with her parents, his girlfriend returned to their shared 



apartment to find a hundred pounds of cow manure dumped on their 
living room floor and Garth, up to his knees in dung, carrying out his 
grand vision. The girl promptly walked out on him. Silly thing! I doubt 
she even paused to consider that once she left the hallowed halls of 
academia, men of such creative genius would be difficult, if not 
impossible, to find. 

I'll never forget my first date with a weight-lifting polisci major named 
Jordan. He took me to a cosy neighbourhood bar, loosened me up 
with a drink or two, and invited me to place a hand on his chest and 
feel his impressive pectoral muscles. After I'd complied, Jordan 
leaned forward provocatively and stretched out his own hand. "Now 
it's my turn," he leered. I walked out of bar and never looked back. It 
might have been the greatest mistake of my life. If only I'd looked 
beyond the cheesy pickup line and recognized the sheer, cunning 
intelligence behind it, I might have found a mate worthy of sharing my 
life. 

Yes, when I look back at the missed opportunities of my youth, I must 
resoundingly echo Susan Patton's message to the female under-
grads of today. Girls, I know that you have only just escaped from the 
confines of your parents' houses. You have only just begun to taste 
the sweet air of freedom. You have only just begun to think and act 
for yourselves. You may balk at the idea of tying yourselves down, at 
the tender age of 20, to one of the admittedly immature specimens of 
manhood that you find horking spitballs across the dining-hall. 

But as the guy on the Sham-Wow commercial says: Don't Hesitate! 
This is a Limited-Time Offer, and you must Act Now, While Supplies 
Last! 

So shove that ring on your finger and settle yourself down to a life of 
marital bliss. 

Oh, and one final piece of advice. If you pick a guy with a flaming-
Sambuca addiction, make sure you add a fire extinguisher to the 
bridal registry. 

Kate Jaimet is an Ottawa freelance writer and author of young-adult 
novels. Visit her website at katejaimet.com. 
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