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REASONS TO NOT STALK YOUR EX


    

We’ve all done it, guys.

No judgment here.

It’s late. You’re tired. You know it’s wrong, but you still find yourself looking through your ex’s Instagram posts. Who liked it? Who commented on it? Is he with a girl?!

The anxiety never ends. I’ve made the mistake countless times. Stalking your ex is NEVER a good idea.

Here Are Reasons Why NOT TO STALK YOUR S.O.’s EX.

    
        	1
            	I believe it was Teddy Roosevelt who said, “Comparison is the thief of joy.” (Teddy clearly knew heartbreak, imo!) I know we all tend to worry/wonder about the obvious questions: “Is she prettier than me?” “Is she skinnier/curvier than me?” “Does she have bigger boobs than me?” “Was she better in ~sexy situations~ than me?” Tbh, guys don’t really think about that. They honestly don’t compare. It just doesn’t happen; it just doesn’t work that way. Trust me.

        

        	2
            	THEY BROKE UP FOR A REASON. Okay, this is one that’s a little more complicated than “it wasn’t meant to be,” and I get that. Sometimes maybe he’ll tell you, “I broke up with her,” but then you’ve heard stories that she broke up with him. Or maybe they’ve had one of those ~annoying~ on-and-off things where they kept breaking up and getting back together over and over again, and your fear is that it all might happen again. So let me save you a little bit of heartache on this—if you think there’s a possibility they’re gonna get right back together: STOP NOW. At the end of the day, you never know for sure what’s gonna happen, but if you have a suspicion this is just another one of their off periods, tell him to call you when he knows what he wants. Or maybe he was just with his ex for a long time, and it makes you feel kinda small in his life. That’s normal, too. They have all these memories and stories together that you don’t have yet. But ultimately, you’re going to make your own memories and stories with them. Every relationship has its ups and downs, BUT they aren’t together anymore. And sometimes, no matter how hard it may be, we just have to accept that and trust the person we are with is with US for a reason.

            

        	3      
            	Stalking your bae’s ex on social media won’t make her relationship with your S.O. disappear. They dated. IT HAPPENED. You have exes, too. Think about it this way, when you’re with your current ~lover~ do you always think about your ex? NO! You don’t. Instead you worry about THEIR exes. Don’t you think maybe your S.O. feels the same? And if you ARE thinking about your ex, you might have a bigger problem, like, why are you with this new bae at all?

        
       
        	4      
            	And finally: You’re worth more than that. You are worthy of being with and being loved and adored. Stressing about your S.O.’s past relationship is crazy. It’s in the past. You can’t change it. You can’t make it go away. History is history. Your only choice is to move on with your life. Realize the person you are with now is with you because they WANT to be WITH YOU. Stressing about past things only adds worry and insecurity, which just isn’t ever romantic.
            

        

    

    
[image: image]


    And Now for Reasons to Not Stalk YOUR Ex:
    
    
        	1
            	Why did you guys break up? Repeat your breakup convo in your head when you feel like checking his/her news feed. If you were the one to end things, you made the right decision. It may take a while to be okay with it, but you had a reason to do something that couldn’t have been fun or easy. Remember that. And if THEY were the one to end things, they were dumb for leaving you. I know I don’t know you—but it’s the truth. It’s their loss. They just don’t know it yet. And if neither works, if you still are feeling heart-heavy and super sad, then you probably need to talk to them, face-to-face, to get closure before you move on.

        

        	2
            	It’s just one person! This is easier said than done—BELIEVE me, I know. I have been known to be bedridden over breakups. (It happens.) But at the end of the day, I remind myself that there are more than seven billion people in the world and it’s crAzy to let any ONE person dictate my life. Especially one I’m not with anymore.

        

        	3
            	You can’t control them. If they choose to be with someone else, then . . . that sucks. It will hurt. You will ugly cry and most likely send them a billion texts that are incoherent, and you will show up at your best friend’s apartment sobbing and begging for cuddles. (Not that this has happened to me or anything . . . ha!) But at the end of the day you can’t control them. You have to accept there is a reason you aren’t with them anymore. It takes time, but you’ll come to peace with it. Trust me, you will.

            
        

        	4
            	You are worth more. You will move on and you will be okay. You might not feel it RIGHT now, but I promise you it’s true. Life isn’t always fair, but love is. Even when you think it’s not. You will realize that there are people out there who will want to be with you and treat you right. And hopefully, one day, you can call your ex and have a nice conversation about your new partners. It CAN happen. It DOES happen. Hang on. Hold tight. I promise you’ll survive.

            
        

    


But until then, if you really can’t handle seeing their posts . . . Block them. Yes, it seems like an act of war, but your mental health and sanity come first. The only way to not check up on them is to not have the option to. I promise you it will feel SO liberating. They might be pissed, sure. But in time they will understand, and a possible friendship will be more likely if you both have the space and time to rehab your emotions.

At the end of the day, the best thing to do is go to a local park (I am #blessed to call my local park Central Park), turn your phone on Airplane mode (so U don’t receive any texts or notifications), and listen to your favorite playlist. I do that before I send any angry texts or look at my ex’s profile. At the end of my walk, I’ve usually calmed down and realized that it’s just not worth it.

Then again, sometimes . . .

Well, I’m just curious who that girl is who liked his profile picture on September 8, and now I’m on her cousin’s husband’s best friend’s page . . .

He’s kinda cute.

UGH.
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HOW NOT TO FLIRT: A STEP-BY-STEP GUIDE TO GIVING OFF THE “NAH” VIBE


    

If you are single, alone, and hoping to find the match of your dreams—a fun, normal, sweet guy with similar interests, hobbies, and sense of humor . . . If you WANT to find an S.O. with potential to be a long-term mate . . .

You are reading
the wrong
chapter.

In fact, you are probably reading the wrong book and talking to the wrong girl.

In my nineteen years—okay eighteen, but nineteen in like less than a month—of living, I have become an expert, a connoisseur if you will, of how NOT to flirt with people of the opposite gender.

Flirting is a skill, in my opinion. Some people are born naturally seductive and flirtatious. My mother is mystified by my lack of skills; she swears that at my age she had ALLLLLL the men. LIKE K, MOM, THANKS FOR MAKIN’ ME FEEL SINGLE AS A PRINGLE OVER HERE. [image: image].

I have friends who can win over guys without doing anything AT ALL. It used to bother me. I’d go out in a group and always be the “little sis” or the “baby” of the group. It’s so bad my nickname is actually “baby” (or sometimes “baby spice” when I’m feeling a little[image: image]).

One evening, I asked my friend Lily to tell me honestly what I was doing wrong. She gave me that sad, sympathetic look that all my friends give me as she told me that I “didn’t need to change” myself in order to get guys to like me. Before I tell you what I think about that statement, let’s first go through some of the things I have done (and admittedly still do from time to time) that have led me to want to share my hard-won wisdom about how NOT to flirt.

1. Here’s how NOT to start a conversation:

“Hey, there. I just stepped in my cat’s hair ball. How are you [image: image]?”

Yes. That is a direct quote from me. And yes. I am ashamed.

    While some folks might find my cat’s bodily functions and my lack of attention to the carpet charming, others might find it, idk, DISGUSTING. I told my friend Noelle about this, and she immediately told me to punch myself in the face for my severe stupidity. I didn’t and you shouldn’t either, but she had a point. Noelle is one of my best and oldest friends. Not like, she’s old, she’s only a year older than me, but I’ve known her forever. She’s brutally honest, loud, and aggressive in the best way. If I ever went to jail, I’d call Noelle to bail me out. She’d probably walk in and say, “Let’s go, you dumb whore,” and scream at me, but never tell another soul. That’s why I love her.

    Here’s perhaps a better conversation starter:

“Hey, did you hear Mumford & Sons is releasing a new album? Mentally preparing myself for all the feels.”

Band is interchangeable, but at least it’s something he can react to. At least it’s something you’d both want to talk about—unlike stepping in cat hair balls, which, let’s face it, less said about cat hair balls in general, the better. Anyway, the conversation will go even better if you make sure it’s a band or movie or book or whatever that you BOTH like. If you just look through his likes on fb and choose something randomly, chances are you’re gonna look really dumb when he starts asking you questions and you have NOTHING. I have done this many a time, most notably when I was fifteen and a guy I liked (who my friends and I refer to as “Voldemort” but “Voldi” for short) told me he was really into dubstep.

At the time, I thought he was the sun, the stars, and the moon and all that was holy in the world, so naturally when he talked about deadmau5 and Modestep, I pretended to know exactly what he was talking about. I thought I’d be cool and prove that I knew my stuff (which I didn’t), and proceeded to spend the rest of the night researching different dubstep artists. I really liked “Promises” by Skrillex when I listened to it on YouTube, probably cuz it was the most pop one I could find. (I was fifteen—DON’T HATE.) I posted the link to the lyric video on Facebook that night so that he would see it and realize I had been a dub fan way before I knew he was into it, too. Then he’d know that I definitely wasn’t pretending to like it just to impress him (which I totally was, but yeah). I wasn’t surprised when I woke up in the morning to see he had commented on the link. Nailed it, I thought.

That was until I noticed that his comment linked to a meme that said, “If the only dubstep artist she knows is Skrillex, she’s too young for you, bro.”

WHICH WAS RICH CUZ HE WAS YOUNGER THAN ME—BUT OK, SASS.

    Sorry for that long tangent. I APOLOGIZE, but I’m still not over it. ¯\_(ツ)_/¯

[image: image]

    When getting ready for a date, look at yourself in the mirror. Pay close attention to your outfit.

Are you wearing black jeans with a long sweater and boots? CUTE. YOU’RE KILLIN’ IT, BABE. WORK IT.

Now are you pairing it with a gigantic cat bag? And by cat bag I mean, a bag with a cat’s face on it? Does your wallet have a smiling pug on it? Is your phone case a kitten in an ice cream cone that says “’Sup?”? Yes?

K.

Probably not a great way to accessorize for a first date, right?

HOW DO I KNOW? THESE ARE THINGS I HAVE WORN OUT ON DATES. I admit to using said cat bag, but that was because I was going to the gym before the date, and I’m allowed to do whatever I want if I am going to work out. I deserve it.

Here’s the thing: Individually, quirky accessories can seem cute, endearing, even hilarious. There is a time and a place for the cat bag, pug wallet, and kitten phone case . . . But paired together on a date, especially a FIRST date, it screams ISSUES. I’m all for freedom of expression through clothes, and think it’s rad to own it totally—cuz confidence IS sexy!—HOWEVER, unless you met him at the local animal shelter, you probably don’t want to lead with “I’m obsessed with baby animals and like to wear photos of them on my body at all times.”

Let him get to know how cool you are first and THEN let him see how your adorable wallet companion is just ~killing~ the game.

[image: image]

    3. Talking about pregnancy with a guy you like but haven’t even been on a date with yet is something I am very PRO at.

Okay. Let me explain.

    Sometimes, I think I am the most hilarious person I know. Sometimes, I KNOW I am. What can I say? I crack myself up. ¯\_(ツ)_/¯

But sometimes over text my hilariousness doesn’t come across quite the way I want it to. Example:

I’m at work. It’s late. I’m tired and have had way too many espressos because it was 2:00 a.m. and I was working and ALSO cuz I’d just learned how to use the espresso machine on set and liked doing it in front of people to prove how skilled I was. And let me tell you: There really is a difference between being ALERT and being AWAKE. I was so jacked-up on caffeine that I was not thinking rationally.

So, I’m talking to this guy. Let’s just call him Jake. He’s being really sweet and funny, and I feel like I’m doing a GREAT job at being flirtatious. Until . . . he told me his crush on me was “unwavering” and I decided a good reply would be:


“OMG, you’re making me nauseous.
But, like, in a good way.
Like when you’re pregnant and you have morning sickness, but it’s okay cuz you know you’ll have a baby, eventually.”



Why, Abbie? Why?!?

He didn’t talk to me the rest of the night.

But the next day, he did so it’s all good—dwai dwai.

Also another thing not to joke about over text—herpes. Don’t ever mention herpes in writing. That’s a bad call. Example taken from MY LIFE YET AGAIN! smh.

Cute normal nice boy: “I’m just hanging out. Drinking a dope milk shake. Too bad you’re not here; we could share it. [image: image]”

Me being an absolute menace to society: “Ya, except too bad I have herpes sorry :/”

No reply.

Me: “Hahaha. I’m totally kidding. I swear I don’t really have herpes.”

Me three hours later: “Okay, so I can see how that whole thing earlier wasn’t funny and was kinda terrifying, but yeah I def don’t have herpes.”

Me two days later: “Hey, just making sure U don’t hate me. LOL. I swear I don’t have herpes.”

Me




    4. Telling guys why they SHOULDN’T date me is possibly my best skill.





SHE’S RIGHT. I don’t. And I won’t ever again.
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