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Filll thee puzzlee soo thatt everyy row,, everyy column,, andd every
sectionn containn thee numberss 1-99 withoutt rrepeatingg aa number
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Check today’s issue for 
the solution to the puzzle.

© 2008 KrazyDad.com

INT Book 15 #5

South Point Gaming LoungeSouth Point Gaming LoungeSouth Point Gaming Lounge
Enjoy A Homestyle Atmosphere 
with Fireplace, Friendly Service 
and HEATED Smoking Area!

Serving Cappuccino, Wine, Tap & Bottle Beer
Big Winners Daily!

1101 Broadway, Yankton • 665-0190
HOURS: Mon-Sat 7am-2am • Sun 10am-2am

New Winter Hours
Thurs.-Sat. Noon-9 PM

665-4337 • Yankton, SD • Closed Sunday-Wednesday 

Quarry Steakhouse & LoungeQuarry Steakhouse & Lounge

Charles Yeager Memorial
GUN SHOW

Knox County Fairgrounds
Bloomfi eld, NE

SATURDAY, JANUARY 15
9 a.m. - 5 p.m.

SUNDAY, JANUARY 16
9 a.m. - 4 p.m.
80% Gun & Gun Related

Military & World War II Memorabilia
Admission $3.00

For Info: 402-373-2452

       

If
YOU READ THIS YOU KNOW… 

ADVERTISING PAYS!
CALL THE

MISSOURI VALLEY SHOPPER
AT 665-7811

OR STOP BY TO PLACE YOUR AD TODAY!
Missouri Valley

ShopperSHOPPERMISSOURI VALLEY

665-5884

This is an excerpt
from Laura On Life:
Corn Dogs and Dust
Bunnies, Amazon.com:

When you have
been married for as
long as my husband
and I have, you’ll
always be on the
lookout for some
activity that you can
both do together.
This activity would
preferably be some-
thing that did not
cause concussions,
frostbite, or height
anxiety. In other
words; no extreme
sports.

He and I have
always had our sepa-
rate interests, but we
are so different that
sometimes we need to
put some real effort
into finding some-
thing that will bring
us together for an
hour or two. Some-
thing other than
baby-making, that is.
That is an activity for
which we certainly
don’t need any more
practice.

You see, I’m the

arts, crafts, and cul-
tural part of our two-
some and he is the
epitome of the ab-
sent-minded profes-
sor. You could put us
both in the same
situation; say, a car
accident. My hus-
band would be plot-
ting angles, mass and
velocity to prove that
the accident wasn’t
his fault. I, on the
other hand, would
stare at the mixture
of anti-freeze, oil, and
sparkling broken
glass and think how
beautiful it was when
the sunlight hit it
just so.

There was a time a
few years ago, when I
talked my husband
into taking dancing
lessons with me. Not
just the two-step or
line-dancing, mind
you. I’m talking
ballroom dancing. At
first I didn’t think he
would agree. He’s not
the ballroom dancing
type. I told him that
I wanted to learn
because I don’t want
to be embarrassed

when one of our chil-
dren gets married
and we are required
to dance at the recep-
tion.

When we got mar-
ried back in the last
millennium, learning
how to dance never
entered our minds.
In fact, we were quite
shocked to learn that
the German oom-pa-
pa band that we hired
for the occasion would
require us to dance. I
know, I know, how
very strange. But
what could we do?
You can’t fire a band
in the middle of your
wedding reception.
So we gamely locked
our arms around each
other as if we were in
the back seat of his
car, and slowly moved
around the dance
floor in no particular
pattern. The only
thing that resembled
a waltz in this parody
was the fact that both
of us were determined
not to step on the
other’s toes.

After the waltz
ended, the band

picked it up a notch
and swung into a
rollicking polka. My
new husband and I
had such a look of
dismay and backed
away from each other
so fast, spectators
probably thought that
one of us suddenly
passed a particularly
malodorous pocket of
gas.

We survived our
wedding, of course,
and as for that trav-
esty of a first dance,
well, we could be
excused because we
were young, in love,

and providing free
food to the attendees.

When any of our
children marry, how-
ever, we will be ex-
pected to dance and
dance well. So we
went to the first class
determined that we
would be the best
darn ballroom
dancers they ever
saw.

The building was a
fanciful building in a
not-too-savory section
of town. It was made
up to look like a
palace, but the aqua
and pink paint put
me in mind of a Mi-
ami brothel. We went
inside and found that
we were the only
people under sixty in
the joint. Not that
we have anything
against old people. In
fact, I aspire to be
one someday.

We danced together
with a trainer for a
half-hour and then
joined the others.
The next trainer
decided that no one
should stay with the
same partner for

more than 60 seconds.
Like a baton in a
geezer relay race, I
found myself passed
from one seventy-year
old Don Juan wanna-
be to another; each
one trying out his
special never-been-
known-to-fail leer on
the new young chick.

When we left this
geriatric pick-up joint
later that evening,
my husband declared
that he’s never
smelled so much
cheap perfume or
been fondled by so
many old ladies since
he stumbled into a
Red Hat convention
on New Year’s Eve.

We agreed that
when it came time for
our children to marry,
we would pay them to
elope.

Laura Snyder is a national-
ly syndicated columnist,
author & speaker.  You can
reach Laura at lsnyder@lau-
raonlife.com Or visit her web-
site www.lauraonlife.com for
more info.
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Geriatric pick-up joint

Laura Snyder

&DiningEntertainment

Find BIG Savings…
When You Place Your Ad in the Classifieds!

You need the right tools to stay ahead 
in business. One of those tools is creative,

competitive advertising. We can help you buzz
by your competition with custom graphics 

and copywriting from our experienced staff.

319 Walnut St., Yankton, SD • 665-7811
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