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My 13-year-old-daughter will always be my
little girl.

At least that’s what I thought. That special
relationship was threatened last week when she
told me she has a boyfriend.

[ decided to investigate. I nonchalantly asked,
“Do you kiss?”’, to which she responded, “Da-a-
a-ad”. ;

That did not answer my question.

I appealed to her sense of justice, saying, "I
share things with you, why can’t you do the
same with me?” Her answer was, “It’s private.
Anyway, yesterday I asked you how much
money you had and you said that was private.
Can’t I have private thoughts too?””

Justice is overrated.

I looked for another button to push: “Part of
my role as a father is to guide and protect you. I
need to know what a ‘boyfriend’ means to you if
[’m to do my job as a father.”

That did the trick. I was so pleased with
myself that it took a minute
to register her answer. She
said, “Yes’.

“Yes” to what? She can't
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You can’t stop them dating
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with DR. ARNOLD RINCOVER

yet? Be very careful here. You have to let kids
go at their own pace.

If you want to delay it, do it by talking, negoti-
ating, explaining, compromising, but do not tell
them they cannot date.

If you restrict a teen from dating, you are
teaching your child to be deceptive. Try (o
remember what it was like for you at 15, how
much a special boy or girl dominated your
thoughts and feelings.

This stage of develop-
ment is bigger than you
are, there’s no holding 1t
back, and you are only
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that I would soon be dealing
with her sexuality and dat-
ing, a very difficult concept
for most parents to handle. The literature 1s help-
ful though. It clearly points out common mis-
takes that parents make, and those mistakes can
do a lot of damage.

First, parents have to face the facts. Children
usually start dating around 14 or 15. At that age,
sex generally means necking. Boys tend to start

having sex a bit earlier than girls. By the age of

17. half of all boys and over one-third of girls
have had sex.

By age 18, about three-quarters of boys and
one-half of girls have had sex. Your girl will
eventually be 17...

What if your child wants to date early, or even
at 15, yet you simply don’t think she's ready

them to the movies or the
school dance.

Welcome him over to
your house to watch TV with her. Talk to his
parents to find out how they feel and see if you
trust them (their values, how they brought him
up, their degree of supervision).

While you can’t stand in the way of dating,
stand ready to put limits on it, for judgment goes
out the window when a teen falls in ‘love’.

We have to realize that kids will choose their
pace and their partners.

We help steer a bit, rein in a little here and
there, teach about morals and values, and most
of all we should be there for them when their
hearts get broken...

And that will happen, at some point, for most
teens.
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It’s the same old, usual drill
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The Khan family from Pakistan in Milton in December, 1976 were Moslem and didn’t

celebrate Christmas. However, they observed feasts such as Eid-Ul-Fitar and Eid-Ul-

Fuha, which taught patience, perseverance and sacrifice. From left to right are Hiwa,
Abdus Samad Khan, Saadia, Farazana, Amin, Shahzi and Raana.

Ah, Sunday. A day to sleep in late. Stay in bed
a little longer and read a book. Take it easy.

Noon on Sunday, it suddenly hit me. Visitors
— four, five, maybe six women — were coming
to our house on Monday and the place was a
mess. We don’t usually encourage company of
the formal variety so on any day clutter reigns
and the fur is flying.

You know, deep down I consider myself a
neat person. As a seven-year- old, I happily
spent Saturday mornings cleaning out my toy
cupboard and rearranging cherished possessions.
And in residence at university, you could draw a
line between my spartan, super-tidy corner of
the room and my roommate’s chaos.

If T were totally honest with myself, however,
[ would have to admit that perhaps my house-
keeping standards have dropped a tad over the
years.

Naturally, I attribute the ongoing mayhem to
the fact that I live with pets and people. They re
all to blame for my descent into disorder.

As the realization came to me on Sunday that I
needed to get the house ship -shape, I had only
one other individual to turn to for help - the 11-
year- old. Hubby had escaped to the cottage
Friday and the 14-year—old was enjoying her-
self in Toronto.

Thankfully, our youngest did not protest (00
loudly about his indentured service. He took ran-
dom potshots at his delegated hot spots — the
upstairs bathroom, the livingroom and the stairs
leading to the basement.

The sink in the bathroom fell under his attack
and he polished it up, at the same time hiding all
signs of his sister’s existence - hair dryer, pins,
toiletnes.

At one point he carried up a hammer from the
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workshop. I don’t know why and didn’t ask.

He wasn’t moved to turn his attentions to the
tub. toilet and floor, but instead, gathered up the
hundreds of pairs of boots and shoes (how many
people live here anyway?) dangerously strewn
about on the stairs and landing. He then vacu-
umed the area.

(I don’t want carpets; hubby does. One day
two summers ago, he laid this carpet while the
rest of us were at the cottage — the sneak.)

After that he headed for the livingroom, bend-
ing down on his knees to pick up the million of
pieces of Lego his mercenary brother has sold
him on an irregular basis over the years.

What was left for me to clean up were the
kitchen and the entire basement, because that
was where the Monday crowd of females was
planning to congregate, more specifically in
hubby’s office. (What we were doing down
under will be revealed on day soon...)

Like my son, I practised a hit-and-miss
approach to this domestic undertaking. Needing
special attention were the silver burner trims and
drip plates on the stove. They were almost black,
especially the burner trim of one of the elements
that had only the day before been turned on
without the burner cover first being removed.
Oops. Bad idea, those covers. I won’t use them
anymore to conceal the grime. Unfortunately,
even after soaking the metal trims and plates for
12 hours did not totally loosen the grunge.

Well, you know the rest — sink to scour, floor
to mop, downstairs bathroom to spiff up, even
laundry room to make presentable. At every tum
[ found something else to take care of. The cats,
meanwhile, perched on high places like gar-
goyles and observed the silly humans toiling
away. They made themselves scarce, though,
when the vacuum started roanng.

Oh, what we do for appearance’s sake. 1 sure
can think of better things to do on a Sunday.




