
		
			THAT’S NO WAY TO TREAT A GIRL
					
					Dar Lamb

“Hey, that’s no way to treat a girl.”  I heard a boy named Fred say. 

His hand reached down and helped pull me back up onto the sidewalk. 
‘What a nice gentleman’  I thought.  ‘Way better than that jerk Dick who had just pushed me into the puddle of muddy water laying at the edge of the sideway. Lucky for me and for him that I hadn’t fallen.

In Alfred Tennyson’s poem “In the spring a young man’s fancy lightly turns to thoughts of love!… certainly didn’t apply to Dick. Or did it?. Dick had had his eye on me for more than a year. I wasn’t interested. His sense of humour and mine had never been in the same ball park, and I had secretly thought he was rude and crude.      
 After quickly eating our school lunches that lovely sunny day in early March,  my girl friends and I decided to walk the three blocks downtown for something to do before returning to class. There had been an early spring thaw and the snow was melting fast. On our way back to school we met some boys, and we stopped to talk.  We talked about who was going to the Friday night’s dance in Marshall, one village up the highway to the west,  or maybe to the hockey game on Saturday night against our biggest rival team from Maidstone, two towns down the highway to the east.   

	It was while we were discussing our future plans that Dick started showing off, trying to be funny perhaps, and get me to notice him, but it all backfired, for when Fred held out his hand to help me, and spoke those words, my hero was born.

	Hockey was the important sport each winter for people on the prairies. Fred was the goalie for our local team, The Lashburn Flyers and an exciting player to watch.  He was skilled with his quick reflexes and saved many games by stopping the flying pucks, some aimed at his bare head. No helmuts, nor face masks for those guys. When I watched the games, I stopped breathing many times, or closed my eyes, praying that he would not get injured by having his teeth knocked out or blinded in his eye or have to have stitches in his handsome face.

	Dick played on the team as well, but he wasn’t as popular as Fred. I think this made Dick jealous and he set out a trap for Fred.

	Our first date was on March 5, 1955. Fred asked me to go to the dance. 

	The dance hall was the community hall in Marshall. The hardwood floor had been laid on top of three layers of old rubber tires. The young ones learned to dance by feeling the subtle hints from the floor as the knowing adults danced in time to the live music. Everyone danced all night and never went home with tired feet. At these Friday night dances each week there were unwritten rules. The girls sat on the benches on one side of the room, and the fellows clustered at the back of the hall or along the other side of the room. When the music started, the fellows would come over and ask the girls if they would like to dance with them. A girl would politely say yes or no.  At the end of a set of three songs, the boys would escort the girls back to their seats.  After a short break the next set would begin and another partnering would occur. It was fun dancing with different partners, especially when the right music and the best dancer of that particular dance step came over and invited you to join them. Sometimes it was the other way around and you ended up dancing with someone who didn’t know how to dance.  That’s when you took note to decline the next time they asked. Everyone danced with different partners all night but the unwritten rule was that you went home with the one you had the last dance with.  Everyone knew this.  

	Everyone respected this unwritten rule, but not good old Dick. The music for the last dance began. He rushed over, his hand stretched out. I shook my head. He knew I had come with Fred that night but that didn’t matter to him. He pleaded, “Aw, come on.” I declined again, but he paid no attention. He began pulling me onto the dance floor. I was trying to pull myself away from his grasp when my hero Fred charged in, shoved grinning Dick out of his way, grabbed me roughly by my arm and hurried me to the exit side door. 

We sat wordlessly in the back seat of a friend’s car waiting for them to finish their last dance and come out to drive us home. (Fred wasn’t old enough to drive yet).  

 	For some reason, Fred’s anger made me feel like I had done something wrong, even though I knew it wasn’t my fault.  
	The half hour silent ride to my home was uncomfortable. When we arrived, Fred reached across me, opened the door from the inside indicating that I could get out.  I did. He didn’t even say good night.

	When I think back on this first date, this should have been a red flag for me. I should have gone into the house, and thought long and hard about this and how I was treated and realized…“Hey, that’s no way to treat a girl.”

   

 





