
Over two pages or so, write about a meaningful mistake that you made. 
Provide the setting and provide the information necessary to understand 
the process in which you were involved. When you are finished describing 
how you made the mistake, write about why you made it. Draw on at least 
one or two of the nouns you came up with earlier in this module as you 
think about your story.

———————————————————————————-

Nouns:
Impulsive
Cursory

Speed Dating

It didn’t seem like a mistake at the time. It certainly didn’t seem like a decision that 
would have far-reaching consequences. There’s a line in a 2000 movie called 
Frequency that runs through my head sometimes. It’s a science fiction movie about how 
slight changes through time travel can affect a family for better or worse. The line is “If 
you'd just gone left instead of right, you would've made it.”

Sometimes that line haunts me, running through my head over and over. If I’d just taken 
the other choice, my life would have turned out so differently. I didn’t know I had a 
mental health disability until I was diagnosed in my forties. So, needless to say, I made 
a lot of impulsive and just plain wrong decisions in my twenties and thirties. I suppose 
nowadays, the politically correct terminology would be bi-polar disorder. All I know is 
that my life sure had a lot of ups and downs and I was having a real hard time getting off 
the roller coaster.

In this particular mistake, I was in my early thirties and had recently gone back to 
college to finish my degree. In those days, for those of you too young to remember, we 
didn’t have cell phones or the internet. If you were young and single and wanted to 
mingle, you either hooked up with someone at a singles bar or you placed ads in the 
singles newspapers that were usually available for free at newspaper and magazine 
kiosks. I wasn’t a terribly serious student as academics came rather easily to me. I was 
more interested in finding my “one and only.” 

I’d already been married and divorced twice by then but I still believed in true love. 
Unfortunately, I didn’t have any good role models to demonstrate what that really meant. 
My friends from high school who had gotten married and settled down were no longer in 
the picture for me. Not enough excitement, I guess. For me, love wasn’t someone that 
could take care of you and provide for you. Love needed to be your heart beating fast 
and butterflies in your stomach and waiting for surprises around every corner. 



At this particular time, I had actually met two different guys through the singles ads that 
were interested in dating me. The first was a rock-n-roller type, not too tall, with long 
black hair. He reminded me of Steve Perry from Journey. Thirty years later, I can’t really 
remember what his job was but I remember we spent a number of fun weekends at 
events where he provided b-b-q. We took a few camping trips, including one to 
Yosemite. It was fun but he never made any intimations toward permanency. 

The second guy was taller with curly dark blond hair. He had his own condominium in 
an up and coming young urban professionals’ neighborhood. I went out with him twice, I 
believe. I don’t remember a lot but I remember I was utterly bored out of my mind. His 
personality and mine didn’t mesh at all. I made arrangements to meet him one day soon 
after and told him that I was interested in this other guy and wouldn’t be able to go out 
with him anymore. 

What he said next must have stuck with me because, of all the things we might have 
done or said during that time, this is what I remember with the most clarity. I will 
paraphrase here but the meaning was quite clear. He asked a little about the other 
person, I don’t think he was jealous at all, just curious. In my ADHD way, I explained 
how we had so many adventures together and I just felt like it was a better fit for me. He 
didn’t exactly lecture me at this point but I felt a little like an older relative was giving me 
advice for my own good. He waved his arm around and pointed out that he was a 
home-owner, had a lucrative job, was stable, but I was just looking for excitement. In his 
wisdom, he told me that it wouldn’t last but I didn’t believe him.

It wasn’t until decades later, when I was reflecting back, realizing that the relationship 
with the racy guy had dissipated very soon after this encounter, that I began to think, 
“maybe the steadfast guy was right.” Did I give up security and a satisfying and 
comfortable life for a quick romp down adventure road, only to end up all alone anyway?


