
Dear Editor,
I recently read your advice 

column about dating. Actually, it 
might have been in The New York 
Times. Now that I think about it, 
I heard about it from a friend, 
and he said he read about it in a 
comment on YouPorn.

Nevertheless, I have decided 
to send my letter here because 
it was the second result when 
I Googled “news,” and the first 
result is never a reliable source. 
I wanted to share a recent dating 
experience I had so that other 
people can learn from it:

After reading (hearing about —  
same thing) the article on dating, 
I decided to put your dating tips 
to the test. I found a nice woman 
on JDate.com and spent a good 
month or two or six following her 
and familiarizing myself with the 
little details of her life: the route 
she takes to work, her favorite 
foods, her social security number, 
the usual stuff. After the 18 or 
so months I spent following her, 
I decided to send this woman a 
message and finally meet her.

Now, I have not been on a blind 
date in years (my life partner 
died, and also, she was a dog) so 
I had a bit of trouble mentally 
and physically preparing for the 
challenge. Do I shave my you-
know-what? If so, then in what 
shape? Do I want it to send a 
message? I still do not know.

I planned to meet her at a 
pet adoption facility, as per your 
suggestion that we share common 
interests (Great tip! Woof!).

I got to the facility a few 
minutes early, walked around for 
a while, and then waited in the 
adoption center next to an 8 x 10 
foot poster of Sarah McLachlan. 
Jourdane Gluck, the woman I was 
to meet, arrived right on time and 
we wandered around the facility 
for a little bit.

Then, we drove over to 
Big Penne’s, this nice Italian 
restaurant my fiance told me 
about. On the way there, I told 
her we were “going to this nice 
Italian restaurant my fiancée  told 
me about.” She seemed shocked. 
“Fiancée?” she said. I get that she 
is Jewish, but she should at least 
know a little French. Anyway, 

I thought you said to be honest 
with a girl on the first date. You 
said they would like that. She did 
not seem to like that.

Still, she managed to ignore the 
existence of the other committed 
relationship that I am in and still 
joined me for dinner. She had a 
salad, and I had a linguini. She 
wanted the linguini, but I told her 
she should have the salad. You 
said being confident and decisive 
was good, right? Turns out you 
were wrong about that, too.

After the food arrived, we 
started talking a lot! I think she 
really liked me. The way she 
shouted, “You’re an idiot” while 
punching my groin at one point 
was so charming! She has a very 
unique sense of humor. Women: 
can’t live with ‘em!

In retrospect, I would give 
dinner a 4/10. I told her at the 
time that I rated it at a 3/10, 
but I forgot to take into account 
how well she interacted with the 
bread basket. She did not seem 
too interested in relating to me or 
making any sort of interpersonal 
connection with me or any of that 
nonsense, but damn, she went 
IN on that bread basket. Funnily 
enough, she hardly even touched 
her salad (“obligatory leaves,” she 
called them).

So dinner got off to a rough 
start, but fortunately, it only got 
better as the night progressed. It 
went from an extremely awkward 
— and unfortunately platonic — 
encounter, to a real date. I mean, 
we even got frozen yogurt after. 
I was a little freaked out when 
she got the Kiwi frozen yogurt 
because everyone knows that 
people who do not buy chocolate 
or peanut butter are or have been 
murderers. I practically took her 
for a psychopath when she put 
about three pounds of Goji berries 
on top. But I tried to look past 
such grave character flaws in the 
name of finding true love.

I also remembered your advice 
to make her feel wanted, but 
that did not go as well as you 
guaranteed it would. I honestly 
just wanted to make her feel like 
I could not stand life without her, 
that I would be willing to tie her 
down if that was what it took to 

make sure she was a part of my 
life. I dropped her back at her car 
at about 9:30 p.m., and as she 
reached to open the door, I locked 
the car and told her not to move 
because we needed to discuss 
our future. She started sobbing 
uncontrollably, so I guess she was 
not too happy.

I felt like I did not leave the 
date on a good note, though, 
so I decided to follow her to her 
house (this also went along with 
your advice to always walk your 
date to her door at the end of the 
night).

She seemed quite surprised 
when she noticed me standing at 
her front door. Obviously, no guy 
had ever had such impeccable 
manners. She even started 
calling the police! Can you believe 
it? She was so taken by my 
gentlemanliness that she phoned 
the authorities. Wow!

There are a few things you do 
not address in your article that 
I think are important: After a 
few dates with Jourdane, I have 
noticed some small “hiccups” in 
our relationship. First of all, she 
seems very threatened by my 
fiancée. It is like she is trying to 
compete with her or something. 
She keeps going on about “the 
importance of fidelity” and “Why 

are you always staring at me 
through my window?” What is 
that about?

Also, she keeps talking about 
how she is only dating me because 
she is in trouble with the law 
and needs a home until she can 
emigrate to Australia. I am not 
entirely sure how I should feel 
about this, and I am starting to 
think she is still upset about Steve 
Irwin. I suppose that is okay, 
but to be honest, Bindi Irwin is 
thriving and it was Steve’s fault 
anyway.

I am sort of starting to think it 
would be better to be gay. Yeah, 
the gays might not have the 
legal rights that straight couples 
have, but those folks are having 
such a great time. They must be, 
anyway — they have parades 
and their own flag. No more of 
that “Sweetie, can you buy me 
tampons” or “But honey, what 
about my feelings” mumbo jumbo.

What I am trying to say is that 
it is thanks to your article that I 
am in such a great relationship 
now. Ever since my partner died 
three years ago — 21 in dog years 
— I had not been able to to find 
the courage to get back out into 
the dating world. I thought people 
would see me as some weird, semi-
in-a-relationship kind of guy, but 
you opened up my eyes (and my 
heart)! I had no idea there were 
such great articles on YouPorn, 
and I will be sure to visit the site 
more often now! Thanks!

Sincerely,
John B. Stiality

Disclaimer: This page is entirely 
fictional. Any resemblance 
between the people depicted 
and actual people is entirely 
coincidental.
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I told her we needed 
to discuss our future. 
She started sobbing 

uncontrollably, so I guess 
she was not too happy.

”

you can’t hurry love: 
I watch Jourdane from a safe 
distance, Jourdane gives the 
waitress a sassy look as she waits 
for her salad, Jourdane and I take 
our first photo as a couple (ABOVE 
SEQUENCE). Jourdane and I inch 
closer and closer to a violence 
confrontation (TOP LEFT). I take a 
picture of her as she walks away 
so I can post it to my private Tumblr  
(FAR LEFT). I negotiate for  my life 
(BELOW LEFT).

theGRUNION
We generally do not get any letters from readers because our demographic does not know how to read, but we felt that this one in 
particular was worth sharing. We later found out that the author of this letter was arrested and is currently on trial for public indecency 

and counterfeiting pesos, among other things. His bail is currently set at 3 million actual pesos.
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