Through Rose-Tinted Glasses  

The romantic.  The swooning, starry-eyed, hopelessly romantic and overly idealistic girl friend.  I think just about every group of friends has one.


“God, Mai, a single red rose for Valentine’s Day? That’s all you got from Roy?” I remember the skinny, pesky schoolgirl in checkered black and white uniform asking her best friend heatedly.


“Well, maybe he was trying to make a statement.  Maybe that single, red rose actually means something,” her girlfriend retorted.


“Oh, of course, it does, Mai,” she said, flashing her sweetest smile.  Her girlfriend smiled back.  “It means he’s cheap.”


Wiping the big smile across her face, Mai stormed out of the cafeteria and vowed never to speak to her again until she learns not to be overly disapproving of her new (who also happened to be her first) boyfriend just because her best friend felt he didn’t measure up to their standards.


“But that’s just me, Mai.  I’m a hopeless romantic.  I won’t settle for anything less than Prince Charming sweeping me off my feet.”  After a whole week, her best friend finally decided to answer her phone calls.


“He has to be funny, sweet, caring, sensitive and intellectually stimulating.  And well, I wouldn’t mind if he’s incredibly good-looking,” she continued.


There was a heavy sigh at the other end of the line.


She blabbed on “…He’d be picking me up at home and driving me to school in his flashy BMW. He’d shower me with flowers, gifts, fancy dinners and sweet promises.  Then after a long courtship, years of being together as the perfect couple, he’d give me just about the perfect proposal and…” She let her voice trail off and paused for a second for effect.  “then we’d tie the knot.  It’ll be a fairytale wedding, kinda like Princess Diana’s and—”


“I can see you’ve been reading too much of Judith McNaught and Johanna Lindsay,” Mai said blankly, cutting her off.


“You’re not listening to me,” she said in an exaggeratedly exasperated tone.


“Dear, have you ever wondered why you never got a prom date?  Or why in a few months we’d be off to college and you haven’t had a boyfriend or a high school sweetheart at least?”


“Because all the guys in school are such little boys.  I want real men,” she answered haughtily.


“No, because no one ever asked you out—”


“I didn’t want to go out with them.”


“Right. Because you’re always too busy drifting off to dreamland, you’ve forgotten to get a life.  You shun every guy you meet just because they’re not perfect.  Look at you now, nobody wants to date you because you’re a swell-headed, self-aggrandizing snob. You’re a certified guy repellant.” 


“I am not—” 

“In ten to twenty years, all of us would probably be married except for you who’s still waiting for Mr. Perfect to sweep you off your feet,” she said, making sure she parroted the last five words well.  “But he’s never going to come along, because he just doesn’t exist.”


Her best friend’s words stung.  She had to admit that there was some truth in them but she refused to budge. To hell with all those immature senior guys who didn’t want to date her.  The last thing she needed was to be included in their wish list. She would never settle for anything less than what she believed she deserved—the perfect man.  It’s probably taking him a while to find her but what the heck, good things come to those who wait.


There were almost times when she thought she’d found him.  Toward the end of senior year in high school, she became friends with Arvin, the campus heartthrob who happened to be in the same club where she was an officer. She and Arvin hit it off really well while working on their club’s last project.  She found out that he seemed oblivious to the dozens of girls who were practically throwing themselves at him and worshipping the ground he walked on.  He wasn’t in the honors class but he was smart, witty, and funny.   They could go on for hours on the phone, talking about nearly anything under the sun.  He was in the basketball team but he wasn’t the typical jock who couldn’t read without moving his lips or couldn’t last a day without picking on some poor guy.  Plus, she couldn’t get over the fact that he gave him a bottle of Tommy Girl even though there wasn’t any occasion, after his mom got back from her U.S. vacation.  Enjoying the envious glances of all the other girls, she ate lunch at school and hung out after classes with him whenever they could.  She only cared about the two of them being together.   She was even positive that she was hearing music playing in her ears every time they were with each other.


She believed she was in love.  And she’d bet her fingers off that he was feeling exactly the same way.  She believed he was just taking his time.  So she shunned the other guys and waited and waited and waited.  And just when she thought he had already mustered the courage to profess his undying love for her…


“So what was it that you’ve been wanting to tell me since last week?” she asked him after class one day.


Arvin blushed.  Her heart fluttered in anticipation.  “I need help with Charlene.”


Her jaw dropped, her bubble burst, and she swore she could feel her heart breaking into pieces.  She bit her lips and struggled not to cry.  Her dream was so over.


He wasn’t Mr. Perfect after all.  To her utter disbelief, he chose the chesty cheer dancer who had barely passing grades and an irritating giggle over her.  Not only that, his only reason for hanging out with her was to shove in every guy’s face that the only girl in school who was a certified “high school guy hater” was practically tailing after him.  So she swore to every saint she knew that she’d never let anybody near her heart again.  She would never love again. Boys were her personal curse.


But on her freshman year in college, she met this cute soccer player who happened to be her dormmate.  She managed her way to becoming his friend.  And true to what she’d been hearing around the girls’ wing, he really was incredibly brainy, down-to-earth, even shy—he confessed he’d rarely come up to a girl he liked because he was such a scaredy-cat when it comes to that—and way, way cuter up close.   Brian was the ultimate dream guy.


She also managed to spend quite a number of times with him, and all those times, she would feel her heart pumping blood through her veins and a wild rush of energy surging within her.  She believed she was in love.  Again.  


This time it turned out that he actually felt the same way.  He courted her.  But it only took a few months until they realized they were better off as friends.  She knew it was largely her fault.  She had fits of tantrums every time she wanted attention, and more often than not, it happened in times Brian prayed it wouldn’t—finals week, tryout practices for the soccer varsity, times when he was most stressed out.  

She wanted to be on top of his priority list and she demanded to be treated like a princess at all times.  She’d rarely tell him what she wanted and then freak out every time he failed to read whatever was in her head.  It frustrated her as well as it frustrated him.  It reached a point when days passed without them exchanging a word.  There were times when all she could feel for him was disappointment and anger.  

So they decided to settle things once and for all.  It ended up with the both of them agreeing that they should just be friends.  It was Brian who pointed it out first, and she was so good at pretending to feel similarly.  She shrugged and smiled and had this “Okay, it was good while it lasted” look on her face.  She made Brian believe that everything was okay.

But it wasn’t.  She wallowed in depression and self-pity for God knows how long.  In other words, she became a heartbroken, desperate wretch.

That was the girl I was.  Yep.  But that was a few years back.  Now I can only sit and look back at the memory of that starry-eyed schoolgirl who had her heart badly bruised.  I’m no longer the pesky girl friend who imposes unattainable standards to her friends.  Nor am I the self-centered, tantrum-throwing, impossible brat who drives guys away the moment they get to know the real me.  I can only laugh in disbelief at how incredibly superficial and romanticized my perception of love and of the right man was.

Clearly, Mr. Right doesn’t correspond to Mr. Perfect.  What I have now is not quite like the perfect man I used to imagine.  Funny how it took me many years and a gazillion wishes on a star to realize that the ideal man I’ve created only lives in dreams. Whom I have now may not be perfect, but someone real.  Just like me, he has his own shortcomings and has also given me my share of trying moments, but strives to be the best person he can be for me.  I even remember the time he gave me a single red rose for my birthday and surprisingly, it lifted my spirits and made me really happy.  He doesn’t drive a BMW either because we’re both dormers.  Yet I never found walking to my college building under the hot sun or while being almost drenched in the rain such a pleasurable activity until now that he’s always walking with me.   I could only count with one hand the times we’ve gone out to expensive fancy dinners, but it’s amazing how perfectly contented and happy I get while sitting beside him at a booth at McDonald’s after class.

It’s rather funny the way I had to go through the pain and anguish of searching for the ideal guy.  It probably is like that when you’re young.   But as you grow up, you slowly learn to let go of the selfish and frivolous dreams you’ve always held on to.  It is once you’ve stopped viewing the world through rose-tinted glasses that you’d appreciate that even if we don’t live in a perfect world, there is still beauty in it.  Hackneyed as it may sound, it’s true.  And just the same thing, true love doesn’t mean you need the perfect man and a perfect relationship. It’s about looking beyond the imperfections and finding beauty, happiness, and contentment in it.

