Unforgettable Doug 
Catherine Farrar

	I grew up in a family of practical jokers and sarcastic humor. There was no mystery about why I was drawn to Doug. We met in our youth group at church. I lived in the country.  His family lived in a grand old home on a beautiful treelined street on the west side of Traverse City. When we country kids left the protective halls of our middle school to start high school in in town, he was the person who made me feel like I could one day belong there, too. 
Doug had a wide smile and straight white teeth. At 5’ 4” he wasn’t much taller than I and light in build. His hair and eyes were deep brown; the nose had a curve; his chin and jaw were pronounced. In my opinion he wasn’t particularly good looking. He wore black rimmed glasses when almost nobody our age had them. A skin condition caused his bottom lip to split in the center in the winter and his hands to be rough and hard—not pleasant to touch. These physical features put him on the sidelines as a potential boyfriend. But he was smart. He was in National Honor Society and on the yearbook staff. He took advanced classes. It was in high school that I learned how much fun it was to have him for a friend. His droll reflections on life as a teenager raised my spirits and boosted my self-confidence. He was easy going and made me laugh. I liked the sound of his open throated hah-hah! A sardonic observer of our classmates, he would remark on their foibles with an amused snort or a descending “Oh, nooooo”. I loved that he was self-effacing and could laugh at himself like my dad.  
When we graduated, I went to Western Michigan University downstate and Doug went to Kalamazoo College, a more rigorous liberal arts school for brainier types, both in the same city. At some point in that dismal first year, we found each other, both looking for a friendly face and some companionship on the occasional weekend. I was delighted we still had that bond through humor.  We “dated”. I encouraged his embrace of self-deprecating stories and enjoyed teasing him. In the spirit of making him laugh I plotted a somewhat elaborate joke.
Living on campus as we both were, we had no need of a car. It was always a problem for Doug if he wanted to take me anyplace. Taxis were expensive so unless we double dated with someone who had transportation there were no other options except walking which we usually did.
I called him up on Sadie Hawkins Day (girls could invite boys out on this one day of the year).
“Doug,” I said, “I want to take you to dinner and guess what?! I’ve got a red convertible with four on the floor, whitewalls, and bucket seats! Wanna go?”
“Sure!” he said, and I knew I had him. We set the day and time for the following Saturday at 5:30. 
“Meet me on the sidewalk outside Hoben Hall.” Why he didn’t question me about how I’d get a car onto the sidewalk I don’t know, but when he spotted me, he groaned in a loud, most satisfying way and laughed the laugh I loved so much. I was pulling the handle of a red Radio Flyer wagon with white wheels and two overturned buckets inside, a hot dog in my other hand. 
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