Decisions, Decisions

	During my childhood, my mom was the authority when decisions were made. So, once I reached adulthood, I still felt a need to ask for my mom’s opinion on many issues. In hindsight, I believe I used her judgment as a crutch, unwilling to make a decision, then make a mistake, and then need to deal with it.
	One time during college, I was unable to ask for her guidance.  It occurred when I decided to go through sorority rush during my sophomore year of college.  During the first full week of school, it had been a busy four days of visiting with all the girls at their individual rush parties.  Wearing different apparel, singing songs, and asking questions to help a girl decide who they wanted to be associated with.
	When you finally submit your decision, ranking them in the order of first, second, etc., you must wait patiently for a couple of days to see if any sororities choose you.  If they do, girls will show up at your door to take you to their sorority meeting to welcome you and explain to you the rules that need to be followed, what amount of dues are to be paid each month, the grade point average you need to maintain, and other activities you are responsible for attending.
	It was slightly overwhelming, but in the long run, I met many life-long friends.  The decision was the right one for me.  I chose a sorority that valued individuality, highlighting each of our personalities.  As a part of the sorority, I played intermural volleyball and softball.  I also attended many of our dressy formals and became the scholarship chairman for the new girls. 
	It was an excellent decision for that time in my life.
	
