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		When Loving Hurts and You Don’t Know Why

		
				“I always felt pretty good about the way I looked until Ed started cutting ads out of magazines. He’d tell me he wanted me to look more like this one or that one.… I began to feel really unattractive.”

				“He’d say, ‘I’ve got a big meeting to handle this morning, so I need to have sex.’ It had nothing to do with me.”

				“I didn’t dare run out of his cheese and special crackers and special wine because there’d be hell to pay.”

				“He humiliated me so often that it just became too painful to have friends over. I was ashamed for them to see me taking it.”

				“It was incredible how different I felt at work than I did at home. At work, people respected me, but the minute I walked in the front door I fell to pieces.”

				“When Jim is in a bad mood, I feel heat starting in my stomach and then spreading all over me. It’s the worst thing I’ve ever felt. It’s sheer terror.”

		

		These women took back their lives from the men who were undermining their happiness. You can, too. Let this frank and compassionate guide show you how.
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		A Personal Introduction

		
			Nobody in his right mind would stay with someone in my condition. The only reason Jeff stays is because he loves me.

		

		When Nancy first came to see me she was sixty pounds overweight and had an ulcer. She wore old, baggy jeans and a shapeless smock; her hair was stringy, her fingernails were bitten down to the quick, and her hands shook. When she had married Jeff, four years before, she had been a fashion coordinator for a major Los Angeles department store. In her work she had traveled through Europe and the Orient selecting designer clothes for the store. She had always dressed in the latest fashions and dated fascinating men; she had been written about in a number of articles on successful women in the Los Angeles area—and she had accomplished this before she was 30. Yet, when I first saw her, at age 34, she was so ashamed of how she looked and felt about herself that she seldom left home.

		The decline of Nancy’s self-esteem seemed to have begun when she married Jeff. Yet, when I questioned her about her husband, she began with a long list of superlatives.

		
			He’s a wonderful man. He’s charming and witty and dynamic. He’s always doing little things for me—he sent me flowers to commemorate the anniversary of the first night we’d made love. Last year he bought two surprise tickets to Italy for my birthday.

		

		She told me that Jeff, a busy and successful entertainment lawyer, always found time to spend with her, and that despite her current appearance he still wanted her along for all his business dinners and outings.

		
			I used to love going out with him with his clients because we’d still hold hands like high-school lovers. I’m the envy of all my friends because of him. One friend said, “You’ve got the special one, Nancy.” And I know he is. But look at me! I don’t understand what’s happened. I feel so low all the time. I’ve got to get myself back together or I’m going to lose him. A man like Jeff doesn’t have to lug around a wife like me. He can have anyone he wants, including movie stars. I’m lucky he’s hung in as long as he has.

		

		As I listened to Nancy and observed her appearance, I asked myself, “What’s wrong with this picture?” There was a basic contradiction here. Why would a competent and effective woman, in a loving relationship, get so ground down? What had happened to her in the four years of her marriage to make such a marked change in both her appearance and her sense of self-worth?

		I pressed her to tell me more about her relationship with Jeff, and bit by bit a fuller picture emerged.

		
			I guess the only thing that really bothers me about him is how much he flies off the handle.

		

		“What do you mean by ‘fly off the handle’?” I asked. She laughed a little.

		
			He does what I call his King Kong imitation, yelling and making lots of noise. He also puts me down a lot, like he did the other night when we were having dinner with friends. He was talking about a play and I interjected something and he just snapped at me, “Why don’t you shut up?” Then he said to our friends, “Don’t pay any attention to her. She’s always got some stupid thing to say.” I was so humiliated I felt like sinking into the upholstery. I could hardly swallow my food afterwards.

		

		Nancy began to cry as she recalled several other humiliating scenes in which Jeff had called her stupid, selfish, or thoughtless. When enraged, he would often yell at her, slam doors, and throw things.

		The more I questioned her, the clearer the picture became. Here was a woman trying desperately to figure out how to please a husband who was often angry and intimidating as well as charming. Nancy said she often fell asleep long after he did with his cruel words stinging in her ears. During the day, she had fits of crying for no apparent reason.

		It was at Jeff’s insistence that Nancy had quit her job when they married. Now she felt incapable of returning to her career. As she described it:

		
			Now I wouldn’t even have the nerve to go on an interview, much less a buying trip. I don’t feel like I could make the decisions anymore because I’ve lost confidence in myself.

		

		Jeff made all the decisions in their marriage. He insisted on total control of every aspect of their life together. He oversaw all spending, selected the people with whom they socialized, and even made decisions about what Nancy should do while he was at work. He derided her for any opinion she had that differed from his, and he yelled at her, even in public, whenever he was displeased. Any deviation on her part from the course he had set for them resulted in a hideous scene.

		I told Nancy we had a lot of work to do, but I assured her she would begin to feel less overwhelmed. I told her we would take a hard look at her relationship with Jeff and that the self-confidence she thought she’d lost was not really gone, only misplaced. Together, we would get it back again. When she left that first session, she felt a little steadier and less lost. But I began to feel shaky.

		Nancy’s story had hit me very hard. I knew that as a therapist, my reactions to a client were important tools. I make emotional connections with the people I work with, which helps me understand more quickly how they are feeling. But this was something else. After Nancy left my office, I felt very uncomfortable. This was not the first time a woman had come to see me with this type of problem, nor was it the first time I had reacted so strongly. I could no longer deny that what was affecting me was the fact that Nancy’s situation was too close to my own.

		On the outside, I appeared confident, fulfilled—a woman who truly had it all. All day long, at my office, at the hospital and the clinic where I practised, I worked with people to help them find confidence and a renewed sense of their own strength. But at home, it was another story. My husband, like Nancy’s, was charming, sexy, and romantic, and I had fallen madly in love with him almost immediately after we met. But I soon discovered that he had a great deal of anger inside him and that he had the power to make me feel small, inadequate, and off-balance. He insisted on being in control of everything I did, believed, and felt.

		The Susan who was a therapist could say to Nancy, “Your husband’s behavior doesn’t sound loving. In fact, it sounds as if there’s a lot of psychological abuse going on.” But what was I saying to myself? The Susan who went home at night twisted herself into a pretzel trying to keep her husband from yelling at her. That Susan kept telling herself that he was a wonderful man, that he was exciting to be with, and that, therefore, if something went wrong, it must be her fault.

		Over the next few months, I looked more closely at what was going on both in my own marriage and in the relationships of my clients who appeared to be in similar situations. What was really happening here? What were the patterns? Although it was the women who usually sought my help, it was the behavior of the men that claimed my attention. As their partners described them, they were often charming and even loving, but they were able to switch to cruel, critical, and insulting behavior on a moment’s notice. Their behavior covered a wide spectrum, from obvious intimidation and threats to more subtle, covert attacks which took the form of constant put-downs or erosive criticism. Whatever the style, the results were the same. The man gained control by grinding the woman down. These men also refused to take any responsibility for how their attacks made their partners feel. Instead, they blamed their wives or lovers for any and every unpleasant event.

		I knew from my experience in working with couples that every marriage has two sides. However, it’s easy for therapists to over-identify with the client when we only hear one side of the story. Certainly each partner contributes to whatever turmoil and conflict exists in a relationship. But once I began seeing some of my clients’ male partners in counseling, I realized that they did not suffer nearly as much as they caused their partners to suffer. It was the women who were in pain. All of them had dramatic losses of self-esteem, and many had additional symptoms and reactions. Nancy had ulcers, was overweight, and had let her appearance go; others had severe problems with drug and/or alcohol abuse, migraines, gastro-intestinal complaints, eating disorders, and sleeping disorders. Their job performance had often suffered. Their once-promising careers had declined. Previously successful and competent women found themselves doubting their skills and their judgment. They experienced depressions, crying spells, and anxiety with alarming frequency. In every case, these problems had begun to appear during the partnership or marriage.

		As I realized that I was seeing a distinct pattern in these relationships, I began to discuss it with my colleagues. They were all familiar with the type of man I described; each had treated women who either had been married to, had been in love with, or were the daughters of men who fit my description. What was so surprising to me was that while the type of behavior was so familiar to all of us, no one had yet described it in a cohesive way.

		At this point I started reviewing the psychological literature. Because of the man’s lack of sensitivity to the pain he was causing his partner, I first reexamined character disorders. People with character disorders have little capacity for guilt, remorse, or anxiety. These emotions are uncomfortable but necessary monitors of our ethical and moral interactions with other people.

		I knew that there were two major types of recognized character disorders. First, there are the narcissists. These are people who are totally self-obsessed. They tend to make relationships primarily in order to be reassured of their own specialness in the world. Men who fall into this category often flit from one relationship to another in search of love and admiration. Some familiar names for this type of man are Peter Pans and Don Juans. They have been called “the people who cannot love.”

		The men in the relationships I was looking at were different. They appeared to love intensely, and in many cases they had been in a long-term relationship with one partner. Also, their primary need differed from that of the narcissist in that they seemed to need to control more than they needed to be admired.

		At the other end of the character-disorder spectrum were the more extreme and dangerous sociopaths. These are people who create a whirlwind of chaos in their lives. They use and exploit anyone who comes into their orbit. Lies and deception are second nature to them. They can range from common criminals to prominent and successful professionals who are chronically involved in white-collar crime. The most striking feature about sociopaths is their total lack of conscience.

		But the man I was attempting to define was often genuinely responsible and competent in his dealings with society. His destructive behavior was not generalized, as was that of the sociopath. In fact, it was very focused. Unfortunately, it was focused almost exclusively on his partner.

		He used for weapons his words and his moods. While he tended not to physically abuse the woman in his life, he systematically wore her down through psychological battering, which in the end is every bit as emotionally devastating as physical violence.

		I wondered whether these men got some sort of perverse pleasure out of the pain and suffering they were causing their partners. Were they, in fact, sadists?

		After all, many of the people I discussed my discoveries with assured me that the women involved with these men were classic textbook masochists. This made me angry. I knew that the labelling of women in unhealthy relationships as masochistic—that is, seeking and enjoying suffering—has long been standard practice in my profession and in our culture. This is a convenient but highly dangerous way of attempting to explain why so many women fall into self-denying, submissive behavior with men. In reality, women learn these behaviors early, and are consistently rewarded and praised for them. The paradox here is that the behaviors that make a woman vulnerable to mistreatment are the very ones she has been taught are feminine and lovable. The concept of masochism is particularly dangerous because it serves to justify aggression against women—it confirms that “that’s what women really want.”

		As I talked more extensively with the couples I was counseling, I found that neither of these terms applied. Rather than getting emotional or sexual pleasure from his partner’s pain, as the sadist does, the man I was attempting to define felt both threatened and enraged by his partner’s suffering. The woman was no more a masochist than the man was a sadist. She did not get any hidden sexual or emotional pleasure from her partner’s abusive treatment of her. Instead, it severely demoralized her. Once again I found that the psychological categories and terminology were not adequate to describe what I was seeing in these relationships. The man I was attempting to define did not appear in the literature.

		He was not a clear-cut sociopath, narcissist, or sadist, although some of these elements were often present in his character. The most dramatic difference between this man and those described in the psychological literature was that he was capable of engaging in a long-term relationship with one woman. In fact, his love seemed particularly hot and intense. The tragic part was that he did everything he could to destroy the woman he professed to love so deeply.

		I know as a therapist that the words “I love you” don’t necessarily indicate what is going on in a relationship. I know that it is behavior, not words, that defines reality. As I listened to my clients, I asked myself: Is this the way you treat someone you really love? Isn’t this in fact the way you treat someone you hate?

		I remembered the Greek word for “woman hater”: misogynist, from miso, meaning “to hate,” and gyne, meaning “woman.” Although the word had been in the language for several hundred years, it was usually used to describe mass murderers, rapists, and others who acted out violently against women. Certainly these criminals were misogynists in the most lethal sense of the word. But I was convinced that the men I was trying to define were also misogynists. Only their choice of weapons was different.

		The more I learned about misogynists and misogynistic relationships, the more I learned not only about my patients, but about my husband, myself, and our marriage. By this time, my situation at home had become extremely tense. I found myself inventing elaborate excuses at the end of each day to avoid leaving work. My children were under stress, and my self-esteem was at an all-time low. In fact, had there been any literature on misogynistic relationships, my husband and I would have been considered a classic case. As far as he was concerned, it was my fault if anything went wrong. He blamed me for everything from his business problems to the fact that his shoes weren’t shined properly. Although my work was our major source of income at that time, he often ridiculed the psychotherapeutic profession in general and me in particular.

		The more he labeled me selfish and uncaring, the more I tried to appease him by apologizing, by capitulating, and by purposely sabotaging much of my career progress. I had begun my marriage as a cheerful, energetic person; now, fourteen years later, I was anxious and frequently on the verge of tears. I found myself behaving in ways that I couldn’t stand, nagging and interrogating him constantly, or retreating into sullen, angry silences instead of dealing directly with my feelings about our relationship.

		Then came an incident which tipped the scales for me. I had begun to specialize in work with adults who had been sexually abused as children, and my persistence in bringing this issue to public awareness had begun to attract attention. I received a contract for my first book, Betrayal of Innocence: Incest and Its Devastation. That day I rushed home to my husband to share my excitement and delight. But the moment I walked in the door, I could tell that he’d had one of his bad days. I knew that my good news would only intensify his frustrations, so I went into the kitchen without saying a word about the book, poured myself a glass of wine, and had a solitary toast to celebrate. Instead of being able to share a joyous moment with the man who meant so much to me, I had to hide it for fear of upsetting him.

		I knew then that something was terribly wrong. I realized that my husband and I—like the misogynist couples I was counseling—needed outside help with our problems. However, my husband was not willing to work on either his behavior or our relationship. Finally, painfully, I came to the conclusion that I could no longer stay in our marriage without totally giving up myself.

		The grieving over this tremendous loss went on for a long time, but something else was happening to me as well. I discovered enormous amounts of creativity and energy in myself that hadn’t been available to me before. Soon my professional life took a dramatic upward swing. My book was published, my practice was growing, and I had my own national radio call-in program. I found myself dealing more and more, both on the air and in my practice, with the same kind of psychological abuse as I had experienced in my marriage. Women called me on the radio who had been in these types of relationships anywhere from a few months to a half a century. Often, after they described only a few telling incidents to me, I would ask them the following questions about their relationships:

		
				Does he assume the right to control how you live and behave?

				Have you given up important activities or people in your life in order to keep him happy?

				Does he devalue your opinions, your feelings, and your accomplishments?

				Does he yell, threaten, or withdraw into angry silence when you displease him?

				Do you “walk on eggs,” rehearsing what you will say so as not to set him off?

				Does he bewilder you by switching from charm to rage without warning?

				Do you often feel confused, off-balance, or inadequate with him?

				Is he extremely jealous and possessive?

				Does he blame you for everything that goes wrong in the relationship?

		

		If they answered “yes” to most of my questions, I knew they were involved with misogynists. Once I had clarified for them what was going on in their lives, I could hear the relief in their voices, even over the air.

		Convinced that I had discovered a major psychological disorder, I decided to test the waters further by discussing the topic on A.M. Los Angeles, a TV talk show. In my segment I described the tactics and behaviors of a typical misogynist.

		The moment I went off the air, several of the women crew members on the show rushed over to me. They all seemed to have had some close personal experience with this type of man. The next day, the network reported that my segment had received one of the most overwhelming phone-call responses that they’d ever had.

		Not long afterward, I appeared on another talk show, in Boston. This time I spent an entire hour on the subject, and there was an even greater response. When letters began pouring in from all over the country, I knew that I’d hit a nerve. The sense of urgency in the letters was tremendous. Women wanted to know where they could find a book on the subject of misogyny. They wanted to know more.

		The women who wrote to me and offered me their stories touched me deeply. They needed to be reassured that what they’d been feeling in their relationships wasn’t “crazy.” They needed to know that it wasn’t just “them”—that there were other people out there who understood and who would not define them in the negative terms used by their male partners.

		Their reactions further reinforced for me that recognizing, clarifying, and understanding what is going on within such relationships can offer tremendous relief from the crushing burden of self-blame. I knew then that I had to write this book—not only to help women understand what was happening to them, but also what they could do about it.

		Before any of us can change a relationship, we have to understand what is occurring in it. But understanding is not enough. By itself, understanding is just an intellectual exercise. In order for your life and your relationship to change, you have to do something differently, not just think about it differently.

		To help you accomplish this, I have divided the book into two parts. In the first part, I describe how these relationships work and why they work. I will explore every aspect of the interaction, from the romantic and exciting beginnings to the confusion and pain eventually experienced by every woman who is in love with a misogynist. I describe the men themselves and how they came to behave the way they do, and I look also at how and why women learn to accept poor treatment from men.

		Along the way, I will introduce to you a number of couples drawn from my practice, and we will follow some of them throughout the book. All names and identifying characteristics have of course been changed to preserve their privacy. But the situations they experienced and the words they used to describe them are as accurate as I can make them.

		In the second part of the book I offer a group of effective behavioral techniques that I have honed over the last few years. These can be very instrumental in bringing about important changes in your relationship with your partner and with yourself. These techniques will help you become more self-protective, more assertive, more effective, and less vulnerable to the manipulation, confusion, and loss of self-confidence that always occur in misogynistic partnerships.

		I know that some of the material in this book may stir up strong feelings for you, whether you are in a misogynistic relationship now, are recovering from one in the past, or have concerns about being vulnerable in the future. Although I can’t be with you in person as you begin this journey, I want you to know that you will have my respect, my caring, and my encouragement every step of the way.

	
		
			PART I

			Men Who Hate
Women

		

	
		1   |   The Most Romantic
Man in the World

		It’s the Rodgers and Hammerstein way to fall in love. You see him across a crowded room, your eyes meet, and that certain thrill surges through you. Your palms grow damp when he stands near you; your heart beats faster; everything in your body seems to be more alive. This is the dream of happiness, sexual fulfillment, and completion. This man will appreciate and be responsive to you. Just being near him is exciting and wonderful. When it happens it’s overpowering. We’ve come to call it romantic love.

		Rosalind was 45 when she met Jim. She is a striking woman, tall, with auburn hair and a trim figure, which she works hard to keep in shape. She has a distinctive style of dressing that shows off her height and her artistic flair. She owns an antique shop and is a successful dealer, collector, and appraiser of advertising art, which is her specialty. Rosalind was married twice before and has a grown son. She was excited about meeting Jim because she’d heard so much about him from her friends. They took her to hear him play with a local jazz group. Afterward, when the four of them went out for a drink, Rosalind felt very drawn to Jim, who was tall, dark, and extremely good-looking.

		
			Jim and I were very attracted to each other. We talked about kids and music. He told me he’d been married before and that his two kids lived with him. I was impressed with that. He was interested in hearing about my antique shop because he was doing some furniture refinishing and was interested in the market in general. He asked me if he could see me again the next night. When the check came, I could see he didn’t have much money, so I volunteered to make us dinner at my place for our next date. He took my hand and squeezed it and just caught my eyes with his for a moment. I could tell he was grateful that I’d understood his position.

			The next day I thought about him constantly, and when he came over that night it was wonderful. After dinner I put on the music to A Star Is Born, being the romantic nut that I am, and so there we were, dancing to this music in my living room; he’s holding me so close and the world is just spinning around me. Here’s this man who really likes me, who’s strong, who’s willing to work on a relationship. All this stuff is flashing through my mind while I’m floating away with him, feeling so terrific. It was the most romantic thing that ever happened to me.

		

		Jim was 36 when he met Rosalind. He was as carried away as she was by their romance; she was the woman he’d been looking for all his life. As he later told me:

		
			She was beautiful and had a figure that wouldn’t quit. She had her own business and was making a go of it by herself. She’d raised her son and seemed to have done a good job of that. I’d never met anyone like her. She was outgoing and bubbly and enthusiastic about everything I was doing with my life, even about my kids. She was perfect. I started calling all my friends to tell them about her. I even called my mother. I tell you, I never felt like that before. I never thought about anyone so much or dreamed about them all the time like I dreamed about her. I mean, this was really different.

		

		After their third date, Rosalind started writing her name with his last name to see how it looked. She canceled social engagements for fear of missing his calls; and Jim didn’t disappoint her. Instead of behaving like a “typical man,” he became as involved with her as she was with him. He always phoned when he said he would—no more waiting for weeks for a man to call—and he never put his work ahead of his need to see her. Together, they were on an exciting emotional roller-coaster.

		My client Laura’s whirlwind courtship started out literally “across a crowded room.” At the time, she was a successful account executive for a major cosmetics firm, a very pretty woman with light brown hair, dark almond-shaped eyes, and a slender figure. She was 34 when she and Bob first met. She was out one evening with a woman friend at a restaurant:

		
			I had gone to make a phone call and when I returned to our table there was this very handsome man sitting there talking to my friend. He had noticed me and was waiting for my return. There was electricity between us from that first moment. I don’t think I was ever so attracted to anyone before in my life. He had those flashing eyes that I just can’t resist. I was so turned on by him that I couldn’t wait to go to bed with him.

			We got together the next night for our first date. He took me to a lovely little restaurant on the ocean, and he took care of ordering. He’s one of those men who knows all about wines and foods and I just love that in a man. He seemed interested in everything about me—what I did, how I felt about things, what I liked. I talked and talked and he just sat there, gazing at me with those electric eyes, absorbing everything I said. After dinner we went back to my place and listened to music together, and then I seduced him. He was too much of a gentleman. I loved that about him. Of course, it was terrific with him sexually, and that was it. I felt closer to him than I ever had to any man before in my life.

		

		Bob was 40, working as a sales representative for a clothing manufacturer. He told Laura he had been divorced the year before. Within the first month of their relationship, he and Laura moved in together and he began to talk about getting married. When he introduced her to his two young children, they all hit it off immediately. Bob’s obvious devotion to his children made Laura feel even closer to him.

		Jackie and Mark’s romance started out as a blind date. It became a serious involvement that very first night. As Jackie described it to me:

		
			I opened my door and saw this incredibly handsome man standing there. He just smiled at me. The first words out of his mouth were, “Can I use your phone?” I blinked and said yes, and he walked over to the phone and called the guy who had introduced us and said, “John, you were right. She’s everything you said she was.” That was only the beginning of the evening!

		

		Jackie was a petite, vivacious 30-year-old when she and Mark met. She was working as a teacher in an elementary school, supporting her two children from a previous marriage, while trying to get her doctorate. Mark was 38 and had recently run for public office. Jackie remembered seeing his picture on billboards around town. She was very impressed with him and extremely flattered by his attentions to her.

		
			We were having dinner with John, who had introduced us, and his wife. She turned to me and said, “I know you two have just met but I’ve never seen two people look so right together.” Then she took my hand and said, “You are going to marry this man.” Mark nodded and said to me, “Pay attention to what she’s saying. She’s a very smart girl.” Then he whispered to me, “You’ve got a problem and his name is Mark.” I laughed and replied “Why, are you going to be around for a while?” “I certainly am,” he said. Then, when he took me home that night, we were sitting in the car in front of my house and he kissed me and said, “I know this sounds crazy, but I’m in love with you.” Now that’s romantic.

			The next morning, when he called me, I told him that I wouldn’t hold him to anything he’d said the night before. His response was, “I’ll repeat every word of it right now.”

		

		Jackie felt like she was on a magic carpet from that evening on. Mark’s falling in love with her so quickly completely swept her off her feet.

		We All Love Romance

		Romance makes you feel wonderful. Your emotions and your sexual feelings are at fever pitch, and in the beginning the intensity can be truly overwhelming. The relationship can affect you like a euphoric drug; being on “cloud nine” is the way many people describe it. The body, in fact, is producing a tremendous number of chemicals that contribute to the “wonderful glow” people talk about.

		The fantasy, of course, is that we’re going to feel like that forever. We’ve been told all our lives that romantic love has magical powers to make us whole and happy as women. Literature, TV, and movies help to reinforce this belief. The paradox is that even the most destructive misogynistic relationship starts out filled with just this kind of excitement and expectation. Yet despite the good feelings experienced in the beginning, by the time Rosalind came in to see me she was a nervous wreck, and her previously thriving antiques business was on the verge of bankruptcy; Laura, the former account executive, became so demoralized that she was sure she was incapable of ever holding another job; and Jackie—who had successfully juggled teaching, graduate school, and raising two young children—found herself breaking down and sobbing over minor incidents. What had happened to the beautiful, exciting romance that had marked the beginnings of these relationships? Why were the women so hurt and disillusioned?

		Whirlwind Courtships

		I believe that when a romance moves as swiftly as these did, there’s an underlying sense of danger in the air. The danger may actually add to the excitement and stimulation of the affair. When I ride my horse, a trot is very pleasant but not particularly interesting; the thrill lies in the gallop. Part of that thrill is the knowledge that something unexpected might happen—I might get thrown; I might get hurt. It’s the same sense of thrill and danger we all experienced as children when we rode the roller-coaster. It’s fast, it’s exciting, and it feels risky.

		Once the element of sexual intimacy has been added, the speed and intensity of the emotions becomes even greater. You don’t go through the normal progression of discovery with your new lover because there has not been enough time. Your new partner has many qualities that are going to affect your life—qualities that cannot be seen immediately. It takes time for both partners to develop the openness, trust, and honesty that are needed for a solid relationship. A whirlwind courtship, thrilling as it may be, tends to provide only pseudo-intimacy, which is then mistaken for genuine closeness.

		Romantic Blinders

		In order to see who our new partner truly is, the relationship has to move more slowly. It takes time to see others realistically so that we can recognize and accept both their virtues and their shortcomings. In a whirlwind courtship the emotional currents are so swift and strong that they overwhelm both partners’ perceptions. Anything that interferes with the picture of the new love as “ideal” is ignored or blocked out. It’s as if both partners are wearing blinders. We become intensely focused on how the other person is making us feel rather than on who the other person really is. The logic goes: since he makes me feel wonderful, he must be wonderful.

		Laura and Bob were swept up by the spellbinding chemistry they felt between them in their first meetings. This chemistry had very little to do with who each of them was as a person. The rapture that Laura described related not to Bob’s character but to his eyes, the way he moved, and how he ordered wine in the restaurant. Never did she say, “He was a decent, honest man.” Bob was fulfilling for her the role of the perfect romantic lover, and both of them were caught up in the seduction and infatuation of the moment.

		The first indication Laura had that there might be trouble came soon after she and Bob had begun living together.

		
			We were out together and he said, “I have something to tell you. I’m not divorced yet.” I nearly fell off my chair, because by that time we were making wedding plans! He said, “I felt divorced, so I really didn’t think it made that much difference.” I was so shocked I couldn’t talk. I just kept staring at him. Then he told me the divorce was in the works and he was taking care of it and I shouldn’t worry. I realized that he’d lied to me from the beginning—I mean, he’d given me dates and all that sort of thing—but it just didn’t seem that important then. Then, the important thing wasn’t that he had lied but that he actually was getting the divorce.

		

		Bob’s deceptiveness should have been a warning to Laura that she needed to take a closer look at him, but she didn’t want to see. She wanted to believe that Bob was the man of her dreams.

		Jackie also received an early warning. In the beginning of her relationship with Mark, he told her a great deal about himself and his attitudes toward women, but his information was cloaked in flattery, so Jackie had not been alerted by it.

		
			He told me that all the other women he’d been involved with only wanted to know, “What can you give me?” But what he found so special about me was that I was interested in what I could give to him. He said it was as if I had been born, shaped, and existed only to take care of him. All the other women had been taking and taking, all gimme gimme gimme, there for the good times but running from the bad ones. I was different.

		

		Jackie could have heard that Mark lumped all women together and categorized them as greedy, selfish, and untrustworthy. But she chose instead to see his statements as further proof that she was the special one who would make his life better.

		A warning that there might be trouble ahead came early for Rosalind, too, but she failed to notice the signal for what it was.

		
			That first date, when he came over to my apartment for dinner, we went to bed together. He had a lot of trouble in that department, staying hard. It was disappointing, but I told myself that a lot of men have trouble like that with someone new and it didn’t mean anything. Then the next morning we made love again and it was a little better, but still I could see that he had problems. I figured I could help him overcome this, and I told myself that sex wasn’t that important. What was so overpowering to me about Jim was how close I felt to him and how much he responded to me as a person.

		

		Rosalind did what so many of us do: she ignored everything that did not fit into her romantic picture. Jim made her feel so good about herself that she discounted what turned out to be a long-term sexual problem that seriously affected their relationship.

		Without realizing it, many women divide the emotional landscape of their relationships into a foreground and a background. In the foreground are all the wonderful characteristics that the man possesses. These are the traits that are focused on, maximized, and idealized. Any hint of trouble gets pushed into the background as unimportant.

		An extreme example of foreground and background manipulation is the case of the woman who falls in love with a convicted murderer. She will tell you he is the most wonderful man in the world. No one understands him but her. The murder has fallen into the “unimportant” background while the murderer’s surface charm takes center stage.

		The phrases people use to describe this process in the early stages of a romantic relationship are very telling:

		
				
				I just couldn’t see his faults.

				
				I chose not to look at his problems.

				
				I just shut my eyes and hoped it would be different for us.

				
				I must have been blind not to see it before.

		

		It’s easy not to see clues about someone’s past relationships, problems, and irresponsibilities when that person makes you feel terrific. Blinders serve the function of eliminating from your vision any information that might cloud or spoil your romantic picture.

		Desperation and Fusion

		Another recurring theme in the early stages of a misogynistic relationship is the sense of underlying desperation in both partners, each of whom has a frantic need to bind the other person to him.

		Mark told me, “The reason I came on so strong to Jackie was that I was afraid I would lose her if I didn’t.” In Mark’s statement there is more than just love for Jackie: there is a sense of panic. He added:

		
			On our second date I just laid it all out. I told her what kind of life I wanted and I told her we were going to get married. I asked her if she was seeing anybody else, and when she said she was I told her to end it because she wouldn’t be able to see anyone else but me now. I knew this was it and I wanted her to believe it too.

		

		In Jackie’s eyes, Mark’s intensity was proof of his willingness to commit fully to their relationship.

		Laura experienced a different sort of desperation. Her thirty-fifth birthday was two months away when she met Bob, and her traditional Italian family was putting a great deal of pressure on her to marry and have children. When Bob began pushing for marriage during the first month of their relationship, she was not only flattered but relieved.

		A casual observer of these whirlwind relationships might say: “What’s the rush?” Obviously, when people meet, fall in love, move in together, and start making wedding plans all within a few weeks, what is going on is more than just two people caring about and wanting to be with each other.

		What these people are experiencing is a heightened, almost unbearable need to melt into or “fuse” with the other person as quickly as possible. The separate sense of self becomes secondary to the relationship. They begin to feel each other’s feelings. Every change of mood is contagious. Often, work, friendships and other activities fall by the wayside. A tremendous amount of energy now goes into loving, being loved, gaining approval, and psychologically melting into one another.

		It is this need for instant oneness that appears to be the major force propelling these relationships forward.

		Rescuing

		Rescuing is another important ingredient in the “Crazy Glue” of misogynistic relationships. It creates a particular bond that makes a woman feel both needed and heroic.

		Much of Jackie’s excitement early in her relationship with Mark came from the abundance of maternal emotions she felt for him. She was going to provide for him what no one else had, and her love would make up for all the hardships in his life. He would become the successful, responsible man that she knew was there underneath. She explained:

		
			The second time I saw him he told me all about his financial situation, and I was so flattered that he was being so honest about it that I made it all right with myself that he was 38 years old and didn’t have a job. After all, he’d just run for office, and someone has to lose an election. He painted such a glorious picture of his future prospects, and he was so suave and charming and winning that I was sure, with just a little help from me, he’d be all right in no time. I decided that I was going to provide him with the love and support he needed to get back on his feet.

		

		Jackie believed that she would magically transform Mark through the power of her love. For many women, this belief is a very strong aphrodisiac. It enables a woman to see herself as a goddess, an earth-mother, and a healer. Her love can cure him, whether his problem is financial, drug or alcohol abuse, or unsatisfactory prior relationships. By giving, helping, and providing, she also creates an illusion of power and strength for herself. There is a sense of heroism in this for her: she becomes ennobled through rescuing, because with her help he will become a different man.

		There is a big difference, however, between helping and rescuing. We all need help over the rough spots in life from time to time. To assist financially if you are able to, to be compassionate, and to offer support lets your partner know you are on his team. But I am referring here to the man who has a track record of being able to take care of himself. His trouble is just temporary. Helping him is an occasional thing. It is not a constant.

		Rescuing, on the other hand, is a repetitive behavior. This man always needs your help and is usually in difficulties. He has an extensive pattern of instability in both his professional and his personal life. He also consistently blames others for his failures.

		Compare, for example, these two men:

		
				Man #1 has always worked hard and been financially responsible. The company he works for is sold and his job is phased out. He needs to borrow some money until he gets back to work. He is actively looking for a job, and when he finds one he starts paying you back.

				Man #2 has had long periods of financial chaos in his life and is constantly coming to you to bail him out. No job is good enough for him, and he has a history of not getting along with his bosses. When he does get work, he makes little or no effort to pay you back for your help.

		

		Rosalind had noticed Jim’s financial problems the first evening they met, and she immediately began to help out by inviting him to dinner for their first real date. Within weeks, she had suggested that he and his two teen-aged children come to live with her until he could get a regular job with a band. “He said I was the most wonderful woman in the world and now that he knew me, things were going to be different in his life.” It wasn’t long before she was supporting all of them on a permanent basis.

		Initially, Jim’s gratitude to Rosalind intensified his feelings for her. If he was in love with her before, he was insane
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