




MEETING GAME 
(Continued from page 57) 
crosstown bus home one evening in 
early spring. You're engrossed in a 
marvelous new book. You glance up 
to see if the bus is nearing your stop, 
the last one on the route, and you 
find yourself looking into a nice pair 
of brown eyes belonging to an even 
nicer-looking individual sitting diag-
onally across from you on the almost 
empty bus. You go back to your book, 
no longer quite so engrossed, and 
when you look up again you find the 
brown eyes are once more turned in 
your direction. This time you give 
their owner an unmistakable smile 
before returning to your book. Fi-
nally, when the bus reaches its final 
stop, where, felicitously enough, your 
fellow traveler is also heading, the 
two of you are chatting tentatively. 
Before parting on the sidewalk, you 
decide to meet each other later on for 
a drink. You then head for your apart-
ment, feeling rather pleased with 
yourself and with the world in general. 

The difference between these scen-
arios-the first taken from a friend's 
experience, the second from one of 
my own-is  at the heart of a simple 
but somehow obscured premise: 
Don't go places to meet people; meet 
people in the places you go. 

I stumbled upon this premise, as I 
invariably do upon stairs, one step at 
a time. The first step was discovering 
early on that all the advice I'd read 
and heard on how to go about meet-
ing people was a load of old bushwa. 
In order to follow that advice, I real-
ized, I'd have to put myself in a lot of 
places where I didn'.t want to be: 
singles' bars; singles' resorts; singles' 
apartment houses; political clubs; 
church groups (church groups!); and 
adult ed courses in accounting. 

The second step was discovering 
that even if I did put myself in one 
of those places, everybody else would 
be there for the same reason, and the 
tension would be so thick you could 
cut it with a fork. Spontaneity, gen-
uineness, both would fly out the win-
dow as fast as their little wings could 
carry them. 
Phony Singles' Bars 
My impressions were in no way 
unique. I have never talked to any-
one, male or female, who has had a 
good word to say about singles' bars. 
Everybody I've ever spoken to agrees 
that they are forced, phony, t a c k y -
and useless when it comes to forming 
a respectful, positive attachment be-
tween two people. Indeed, after dis-
cussing singles' bars with enough 
men and women, I wonder how the 
places come to be as crowded as 
everyone says they are, and I begin 
to suspect it's another case of the 
Nuremberg rallies held by the Nazis 
in Germany in the thirties. ( Since no 
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German has ever admitted to attend-
ing one, who were all those people?) 

Nobody seems to feel he or she can 
function well in the bar atmosphere. 
Women talked of frustrating eye con-
tact leading nowhere, and of coarse 
approaches from men who seemed to 
think that the price of a drink bought 
them a bed partner for the night. 
Men bad different complaints. One 
male friend put it this way: "Every-
body knows what everybody else is 
there for," he said, "but they all pre-
tend. Women talk to their friends as 
if their lives depended on it. It's hard 
to break into a conversation between 
two women, even if you know they 
really want you to. And even if you 
do manage to break into it, you then 
have the problem of getting the girl 
you're attracted to away from her 
friend. It's all so much work . . . .  " 
I know what he means. Everybody 
talks to friends, perhaps in an at-
tempt to disassociate themselves 
from what they feel is (and perhaps 
in fact is) a demeaning scene. 

Nice Dateable Folk 
Parties, everyone agreed, are another 
matter, the difference being that at a 
party you are an invited, nonpaying 
guest. Ergo, your presence has a 
legitimacy that makes· functioni g 
more comfortable and free. The only 
trouble with parties, unless you give 
them yourself, is that you're depend-
ent upon other people, not only to 
give them and invite you, but to turn 
up someone who interests you in the 
bargain. Relationships on the job are 
risky in another way, since most peo-
ple have found that office entangle-
ments can cause difficulties in their 
work lives. 

The third step on my road to en-
lightenment was the realization that 
while I was indeed meeting poten-
tial lovers in the traditional ways, 
through friends and work, I was also 
meeting them in an odd assortment 
of places, like a bicycle repair shop, 
the aforementioned crosstown bus 
and my cleaners. Suddenly my art-
tennae started registering that wher-
ever ·1 went there were people of the 
opposite gender, some of them very 
attractive and even (can you believe 
it) available. I had inadvertently 
stumbled upon a very well-kept se-
cret: Not everybody of the opposite 
sex in New York ( or Chicago or 
Houston or wherever) is either gay, 
crazy or attached. There are quite 
nice dateable folk actually walking 
around town on two legs and doing 
the same things in their everyday 
lives that I do in mine. They too have 
to pick up something for dinner, 
have their clothes cleaned, fill their 
prescriptions, do their laundry and 
ride the bus. And the unromantic but 
rather comforting fact is that most 

are much more themselves and, 
therefore, much nicer at the laundro-
mat than they are in singles' bars. 

I am not, I admit, the only one to 
have made this discovery. Even mem-
bers of the mass media are hip to it. 
An early episode of "The Lou Grant 
Show" had the crusty newspaperman 
meeting a lovely, suitably mature 
woman in his local grocery, and 
wound up with him carrying her 
parcel home for her. And Henry 
"Fonz" Winkler first saw his girl 
friend in a Los Angeles clothing store. 
He asked her if she liked the jacket 
he was trying on. She said yes, and 
they've been going out ever since. 

For when two people are in the 
same place doing more or less the 
same thing, there is a natural cama-
raderie and a commonality of pur-
pose that make the uttering of an in-
nocent opening remark or question 
unthreatening to both the speaker 
and the hearer. It's really the natural, 
normal and even civilized thing to do. 
Both are less vulnerable because, like 
invited party guests, there is a legit-
imate reason for being, say, at the 
fruit and vegetable case in the A&P, 
a reason apart and distinct from any 
other. You are simply looking for a 
ripe cantaloupe is all, and let anyone 
tell you otherwise! I f  you get a mono-
syllabic, uninterested reply to a ques-
tion about how one can tell a ripe 
cantaloupe from an unripe canta-
loupe, your dignity suffers little dam-
age. This is not the case at a singles' 
bar, where there is only one reason, 
the obvious one, for your presence, 
and where a rejection can inspire 
feelings of humiliation tantamount 
to its having been broadcast on the 
late news. 
Fear of Rejection 
Of course rejection, or, more accu-
rately, the fear of rejection, can be 
paralyzing anywhere. It's a fear we 
all have to a lesser or greater degree. 
(In my case it's de.finitely greater. I 
can find rejection in a red light.) But 
there are ways you can hedge your 
bets. First of all, if your antennae are 
working you'll be sensitive to the 
signals coming from the object of 
your intended approach. Eye contact 
can help here. Then there are other 
clues. For example, carrying the A&P 
scenario one step further, if you 
notice a shopping cart filled with jars 
of baby food, or several gallons of 
milk and family-sized loaves of 
Tastee Bread, you had best move on. 
A glance at the third finger of the left 
hand pushing said cart is also in 
order. I have one friend who looks 
for sirloin steaks and jars of caviar, 
to minimize her chances of falling in 
love with an out-of-work actor, some-
thing to which she nevertheless 
seems prone. But I think that's carry-
ing thi!lgs to an extreme. 
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