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At the end of the month, my husband Jack and I will be observing another landmark wedding anniversary—our 45th. When we met and became engaged back in 1965, our courtship was propelled by, among other things, the astounding number of likes-and-dislikes we had in common. 
For instance, both of us liked show tunes and musicals—(“Hello Dolly” and “Fiddler on the Roof” were premiering on Broadway), both of us were into Russian studies, neither of us thought Lucille Ball was funny, both of us hated liver and canned salmon, both of us thought the Beatles and the space program were groovy, and we both knew I would be a happy housewife ironing Jack’s pajamas and scrubbing the linoleum for the rest of time, keeping the perfect home for Jack to return to each night after teaching Russian in high school somewhere in the Midwest. 

It is little wonder that in less than eight months we were dashing down the aisle, with hope and love in our hearts. I’ve spent more time worrying about which swim suit to buy than I did about choosing Jack for my life’s partner. And I was right! I’ve never had a swim suit I’d want to keep for more than four decades and none that would accommodate my fluctuations in weight and size for that long.
I hope to use this month’s column as a “teaching “teachable moment” for those considering matrimony or entering into new relationships. Do not do as we did and place a lot of emphasis on counting up the things the two of you have in common. They turn out to be almost totally irrelevant in your life together. Rather, I would urge you to concentrate on deep-rooted character traits and temperament issues that really test the mettle of a marriage. 
I have identified four major and persistent sticking points that have presented special challenges throughout our marriage. I suggest when you’re murmuring sweet pre-marital nothings in each other’s ear, you might pose questions such as the following: —Are you a morning person or a night person? Are you an indoor or an outdoor person? Are you neat or messy? and How do you view time? 
Somehow none of these questions ever came up during our courtship. I address them below and point out ways we have dealt with them, each of which illustrates differences we have had to accept and reconcile on a daily basis. It should be noted that each of these disparities became evident within a week or two of our wedded life. Furthermore, neither of us has changed our positions or mindsets a whit since day one. If some prejudice seeps into this discussion, weighted toward my point of view rather than Jack’s, it is entirely unintentional. 
Morning Person or Night Person.   As a morning person, I leap out of bed before 6 each morning at my peak, and, armed with my first cup of coffee, an ready to tackle any task, feed the Bassets, joke, sing, take up yesterday’s project with a fresh eye, set up social engagements, contact building contractors to knock out a wall or two, and talk on the phone—though no one is up yet except contractors. 
In contrast, Jack is a night person. He likes to sog in bed until 9 or 10 each morning, missing “Morning Joe” entirely and appearing when my early energy is beginning to flag. When he finally emerges from the boudoir, he sits silently with his coffee, memorizing the Washington Post and the Northern Virginia Daily for an hour or so. He then says good morning and goes up stairs for a long shower. This pattern is broken only when he’s got an early tee time with the Shenandoah Senior Golf League and bounds out of bed at the crack of dawn. 
By 8 o’clock in the evening, I’m unconscious—either slumped over my Kindle or struggling to follow the plot of some long-awaited Netflix film while actually dozing. Jack, however, is in high gear, plowing through a Russian-language detective story, catching a documentary on the geography of China, designing a new flower bed for to the garden, and keeping up a lively email correspondence with foreigners we met on a bus somewhere, whom I’ve totally forgotten.
While these propensities were present from the beginning, they became particularly pronounced in retirement, when our daily responsibilities freed us from the clock more or less. My solution is to mark the three early hours before Jack arises as my time and quit nagging him about oversleeping. I don’t even demand that he make the bed when he finally gets up. 
Jack’s compromise is to give up on having any evening companionship. He knows better than to ask me about a night of bowling or dancing or anything that might be considered fun. I still think sleeping in is slothful; he thinks conking out right after supper is really dull. We no longer trade barbs about it.
Outdoor or Indoor Type.   Jack loves being outside, in any kind of weather. He will use any excuse to be out of the house and will extend the excuse—digging up stumps, fixing fence, a trip to the grocery, exploration of storm damage, taking anything portable to the landfill—for as long as possible. I of course am an indoors-woman to the core and only leave the house in case of fire. 

I actually find this division of territory to my liking, as it relieves me of all yard work, saves me from trips to Food Lion, and keeps him from reordering the cabinets and pantry alphabetically, which is always on his to-do list. Also, it puts me in charge of vacations.

Jack’s ideal travel destinations are scenery based: the Loire Valley in France, Ireland, Tuscany, Scandinavia, etc. Mine are more political and cultural: Cuba, Mongolia, Poland, the Iditarod dog sled race in Alaska. But to arrange a lengthy trip requires hours and days at the computer—inside work. Jack can’t stand to be indoors for that long. Thus, all of our trips have been arranged by me and most are to places I want to go. The only thing I have to do is make sure we rent a car in-country and Jack gets to drive it. Then he’s happy wherever we go and so am I.
Tidy or Messy. 

Clean and Well-Groomed. My husband is the cleanest, most well groomed man on the planet. He never leaves out one step in his elaborate daily routine. He never leaves the house without spritzing his hair. On those rare occasions when I need hair-spray, I use his Consort with its manly scent.

Once we set the alarm for 4 a.m. to catch a rare meteor shower with our neighbors in a field across from our house. Jack insisted on taking a shower before joining them. He missed the meteors. I slung a trench coat over my jammies and got there in plenty of time. Hah!

On the other hand, I don’t have time for grooming, and my personal hygiene has taken a downturn since I haven’t had to show up for work everyday. Sadly, I’ve been known to spend up to three days in the same clothes, usually pajamas, painting in my studio. I was 50 and still working when I learned most women don’t sleep in their clothes. 

In truth, no one can complain about a clean, spiffy-looking spouse. I really don’t know why Jack puts up with me. I do go on “grooming jags” occasionally, but it takes so much time. When I was younger, I had time for this stuff. I don’t now—or think I don’t.

House Cleaning. Both of us love a sparkling clean, beautifully appointed home. The problem is me. I can’t or won’t do housework on a sustained basis. Jack does it automatically: see a mess, clean it up. I reserve my energies for decorating, choosing paint colors, sewing curtains and drapes, and shopping for pricey new items of décor. The problem for me is maintenance. Jack has pretty much given up on my participation in the battle against entropy, which I am opposed to on philosophical grounds.
Concepts of Time. Everyone knows dogs have a different concept of time than humans do. They’re just as delighted to see you after a trip to the mailbox as after a two-week vacation. Some sociologists report that Native American culture has a cyclical concept of time that differs from the rest of Americans’. It may be argued that most national cultures move at their own pace. But in our marriage, and I suspect many others, Jack and I have different notions of time. This is exhibited in several ways.
Punctuality. Jack is known for never getting any place on time. It used to drive me completely nuts when we were both to be someplace together at a given time, and he continued to “leaf blower” the front porch or start making another batch of dog food long after it was time to leave the house. Now I simply sit on the front porch, take out my Kindle, light up a cigarette, and wait. 
On my own, I’m neurotically punctual and getting worse. By punctual, I don’t mean a little bit early or just a tad late. I mean exactly on time. That’s why I have an atomic watch. My punctuality is usually unrewarded as I sit and wait for others to arrive.
Deliberate (Slow) or Impulsive (Rash).I tend to have no problems making up my mind and do so with alacrity, whether it’s deciding to make a cross-country trip or making a bid at the bridge table. Jack is less brisk in his decision making. He can spend 15 minutes choosing a box of Wheat Thins in the cracker aisle at Martin’s. 
I decided to retire in 10 minutes after realizing I could withdraw my pension without tax penalty. It took Jack several years longer to make the leap. 

One morning I awoke in our overpriced Bethesda bungalow with a brilliant idea! Why not sell our current house and buy a more affordable home in a pretty small town to live in when we retired, and buy a Washington condo to live in in the meantime. Jack’s response to my brain child was “You must be crazy!” However, he was won over completely when, within a week, I had located our wonderful house in Strasburg and a dog-friendly condo in Adams Morgan. He now claims it was all his idea! 
All together, I think the push-and-pull has probably made us a pretty good team. I’m leaving out a lot of my more hare-brained schemes that were firmly vetoes, e.g., raising a herd of goats, living in a yurt, voting Republican, etc.
Now, having dwelt on the challenges to a 45-year marriage in the preceding paragraphs, I’ll just close with a too-brief summary of the rewards. For the two of us these include a rich treasure of memories and history, known only to each other; three fantastic children and three precious grandchildren whom we both adore and find endlessly fascinating; our own special humor that’s just between us; three unruly Bassets who continually amuse and delight us; a panorama of friends who have populated our lives and continue to enrich us; and shared interest and views in politics, morals, literature, philosophy, and just about everything else that matters. And we still don’t think Lucile Ball was funny.
