My Ideal Mate

My ideal mate is a loving combination of superlative traits.  She is loyal, intelligent, and loving.  For these reasons, she will have a special place in my heart forever.
Loyalty is a major factor in a relationship.  I have to be able to trust her; I do not want a woman who will go to a bar on Main Street with another man to drink a beer while I am at a conference in California concerning Computerized Tomography.  When she eats out with her friends, she is not tempted to talk to other men while I watch the Georgia football game at home with friends.  Marriage is a partnership; she trusts I will not cheat on her, too.   I trust she will not have bad judgment on major decisions; she knows when and when not to use her credit card.  She does not buy a new sofa and coffee table we do not need unless we agree it will not hurt our financial life.  She discusses everything with me whether it is our baby’s name or what type of oil to use in the Escalade.  Her loyalty is uncanny.

    
Her intelligence is also evident.  I can read and discuss Hemingway’s novels with her at night in front of a fire in the den.  I hope she understands certain aspects of life I cannot comprehend.  For example, she will know more about color coordinating the house than I will, but I will know more about the pain she is feeling in her left knee.  People come to her for advice.  Our neighbors look up to her for advice on taxes, and she is happy to share her wisdom with peers and always wants to learn from them.  She never stops reading and teaching herself new information. The knowledge could be anything from a household remedy to our child’s illness or new information concerning flowers she wishes to plant in the garden in the front yard.  At first impression, her intelligence and willingness to learn are noticeable.     
She also loves me for being me.  I will make mistakes, and she will forgive me while helping me understand what I can do to fix the mistakes.  I may forget her birthday, but she is happy that she has me and decides we can celebrate it the next day.  I may use the wrong dog shampoo, and she tells me to use the correct shampoo next time.  She does not think of any men but me.  I am her one and only love.  She reminds me every day how lucky I am for having someone who loves me that much.  Once we are old, and have false teeth, she will think our love has grown stronger every day and continues to do so.
This caring and respectable woman is my ideal mate.  Her loyalty should not be questionable, she is a wise woman, and she loves me with all of her heart.  These qualities will be tough to find, but I know that special person is waiting for me somewhere. 

