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			To my loving, supportive husband, Michael Campanella.

			You are the lid to my pot.
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			Life itself is the most wonderful fairy tale.

			—HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN
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			INTRODUCTION
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			. . . THERE WAS you. A sassy, funny, kind, smart, beautiful everyday princess looking for love. After a lifetime of Disney movies, Meg Ryan rom coms and your friends’ adorable meet cute stories, you’re wondering if you’re cursed when it comes to romance. Maybe you just got out of a long relationship, or you’re exhausted from dating a string of men who just won’t commit, or you haven’t been on a date in too many months to count. If you spend one more Friday night ordering carryout and watching Law and Order: SVU, or RSVP solo to one more wedding or have one more person ask you why you’re still single, you’re going to lose your mind. You’re fixated on one pressing question: where is my happily ever after??

			Poof!

			Cue dramatic entrance of your very own relationship fairy godmother—yours truly! For essentially my entire life, I’ve been an advice guru, matchmaker and relationship expert. Even when I was very young, people sought me out for relationship advice. I wasn’t the prettiest girl in middle school or high school (just pull out one of my yearbooks to confirm that!), but I did have a certain X factor that made guys flock to me and girls (even the popular ones) want to know my secret. The truth was, there wasn’t much of a secret; I just always had a big personality and a knack for connecting with people. I intuitively understood how relationships work and how and why people connect.

			Through the years I loved playing cupid but even more I enjoyed dishing out the best advice. I was the love guru throughout my college years at Monmouth University with people lining up for my advice, both male and female. I worked my way through college by waiting tables at TGIFridays and I became the on-site love guru for all of my coworkers, who came to me with their romantic problems on a regular basis. And my coworkers weren’t the only ones. My section at the restaurant would always be packed with regular customers who often ordered up my advice with their appetizers!

			Along with dishing out wisdom, I would always set up my work friends. In fact, TGIFridays is where I set up my very first couple who got married—my coworkers Chris and Amy, who are now celebrating their twenty-first wedding anniversary.

			Once I got married and moved to a new state and new town it didn’t take long for all the moms I met at Mommy and Me to start sharing their relationship troubles and seeking my advice. Soon, word was out and friends of friends would call me up and ask for my time and advice. I loved every second of it. I found myself not only good at giving advice but getting passionate about people’s stories and following up with those who reached out. Every single time, every single person would be amazed at how much I remembered and the fact that I was checking in. It became a side job for me but didn’t feel like one.

			Then a few years later after my divorce, I met Lara, a recruiter at a company called Model Quality Introductions (MQI), a matchmaking service. I was living in Florida at the time, and she approached me one night at a restaurant with an offer to set me up with one of their clients. But I was much less intrigued by the offer to be set up than I was by what she did for a living.

			When I moved to New York a year later, I learned that MQI was hiring a new matchmaker for the Tri-State area and I decided I wanted the job. Actually, I decided I HAD to have that job. I went to an interview at the Waldorf Astoria and—I remember it like it was yesterday—the room was filled with thirty-six other people being considered for the position. I sized up the competition, took a deep breath and went in to sell myself to Craig, the owner of the company, and his wife.

			I explained to them that I had been matchmaking since I was in elementary school. I described my history setting people up and how I intuitively understood what makes two people click. I told them how passionate I was about helping people find love and how much I enjoyed it. I was even helping out my friend Jennifer, who at the time was director of a dating service called It’s Just Lunch, suggesting connections between her clients. I should have invoiced her for the free labor, but truth is, I loved doing it so much that I was happy to help her out.

			The more I talked, the more excited I became and the more convinced I was this was the perfect job for me. I guess I convinced Craig too, because a few weeks later he called to tell me the job was mine.

			From day one, my career at MQI was exactly as wonderful and fulfilling as I’d imagined!

			People always ask me what my secret to success when it comes to matchmaking is and it’s hard to pin down because so much of it comes from a gut instinct. I describe it as almost like a sixth sense. But beyond that I believe it comes down to a few key things. I listen to people very carefully and can interpret what they’re saying and, even more important, what they’re not saying, when it comes to what they are looking for. So when a woman tells me, “I just don’t meet any guys,” I hear, “I just don’t want to make an effort to put myself out there.” I cut through the bullshit, but in a loving way. My clients always know that I genuinely care about them and will work tirelessly to help them realize their romantic goals. They understand I am rooting for them and that helps them keep the faith and have an open mind. That’s half the battle when it comes to love. Also, I am very, very specific and very, very honest about what people should say and do to make their relationship or love connection work. And my advice works. The stats prove it: more than one hundred marriages on my watch, and counting!

			After leaving MQI, I continued to work as a matchmaker on my own and give advice to thousands of people every day through my advice column in Marie Claire, my frequent national television appearances, including a popular dating TV show I hosted, and my social media platform. And now I’ve written this book to help you change your dating destiny once and for all.

			I can hear you right now, though: But, Siggy, I’ve tried everything. I’ve read all the books, I’ve followed all the rules, played the games, not played the games and still haven’t found the one. It’s so haarrrrdddd.

			Yes, sweet pea, it is. You’ve just been a little brainwashed to think that it’s supposed to be easy. Thank you very much, Cinderella. First night out of the castle, she meets a prince and it’s love at first sight. If only!

			Blame fairy tales, cultural expectations, and a dash of biology (women are by nature relationship-oriented creatures), but the idea of finding our very own Prince Charming has an incredibly powerful hold on us, from when we’re little girls. This really hit home for me recently when I asked a six-year-old what she wanted to be when she grew up and she said married! There’s nothing wrong with that, of course—I love being married—but it does show that from a young age we’re often on a mission. Fast-forward a couple of decades from this little girl and you have the legions of single women who come to me for help with the same goal: to find a husband or life partner, and they want nothing less than princelike perfection.

			Take Robin for example. I met Robin at a wedding. She was one of an army of bridesmaids, and as soon as she heard that I was a relationship expert—in fact, the relationship expert responsible for this particular wedding—she made a beeline straight for me. I’m pretty used to people at weddings, parties, supermarkets, back-to-school nights, etc., grabbing me to ask for my input on their relationship issues. I never mind because I love what I do.

			So Robin, who’s a very good-looking woman in her thirties, began lamenting how she just can’t find a guy. She knew exactly what she wanted—but where was he? Naturally, I asked her to describe whom she was looking for. And she laid it out there, not holding back in telling a virtual stranger what she wanted. The very first thing she said? He should be rich. Visions of an apartment on Park Avenue, a summer home in the Hamptons, private school for her future kids, and a life free from want danced in her head. Well, honey, I thought as she described this ideal life, who doesn’t want that?

			But I understood Robin, and all the other girls out there like her, more than she knew, because once upon a time, I too fell for this fairy-tale fantasy.

			My prince was Mark Flicker, and when I met him at an event at a trendy Miami bar called the Forge, I literally swooned. He was tall and gorgeous, dressed impeccably, came from a wealthy family and made a very nice living. In short, he was the Jewish Knight in Shining Armor I had been looking for. As we dated, I became more and more entranced with the idea of a life with Mark, this dynamic “catch,” who was happy to lavish me with attention and gifts and offer me the life a middle-class girl from Cherry Hill, New Jersey, struggling to pay her student loans and other bills, could only dream of. I was also hearing the ticktock of my biological clock and knew Mark would make a great dad and be able to provide for our family. So, I was thrilled when we started dating and beyond thrilled when he shocked me a year later with a fancy new cherry red Mercedes and an even bigger surprise: a beautiful pear-shaped engagement ring tucked in the glove box.

			Our wedding day had all the elements of a dream come true: hundreds of family and friends gathering on a sunny April day on Long Island. I was bursting with happiness in my gorgeous ivory mermaid-cut strapless dress, which made me feel like . . . well, a princess. The song Mark and I swayed to for our first dance was “I Finally Found Someone” (oh boy). But cheesy wedding songs aside, we were on our way to happy ever after, or so I thought.

			Turns out, my so-called fairy tale became anything but. It was quickly apparent that Mark and I actually weren’t that well suited for each other. He was looking for a pretty little trophy wife, someone delicate and quiet for his arm, someone who would be a terrific supporting player, not some loud, out-there, bull-in-a-china-shop kind of woman. It’s hard to believe that I could convince anyone that I was a soft-spoken little doll of a wife, but I played the part when I met Mark, and we both wanted to believe that was who I was. Mark fell for my act, and I think I did, too. I felt I could be that person if I just kept trying. I wanted Mark to love me because being loved is the most amazing feeling in the world. So, I kept pretending, thinking all I had to do was keep trying harder. And harder. And harder.

			During our marriage we had two beautiful children. That generous man gave me everything he could buy with his Visa. He put sexy new cars in the garage and couture in the closet. We lived in a gorgeous, sprawling Palm Beach home, and quite simply, we had everything we could dream of. But the woman Mark was in love with wasn’t me. It was a Siggy I pretended to be specifically for him. It was almost as if he had never met the real me. And as time went on and the real me began to emerge, Mark and I both realized something: he wasn’t as keen on that Siggy.

			But I couldn’t be someone I wasn’t and I couldn’t ignore the lonely feelings that threatened to overwhelm me. And yet, Mark and I had made a commitment to each other, one I took very seriously. And we had kids together and a very nice lifestyle. Also, I’ll admit it: I was terrified of the unknown and being on my own. Which is all to say it wasn’t easy to imagine uprooting our lives and ending a nine-year marriage. At the same time, I knew as clear as I’ve known anything that I couldn’t stay married to Mark. Once we were able to finally face what our marriage truly was, we both felt a sense of relief.

			Walking away from my marriage was the hardest thing I’ve ever done. But I tried to handle the end of our marriage with love and kindness and respect. It wasn’t Mark’s fault and I didn’t want animosity to cloud our divorce—and not just for the kids’ sakes, which granted was important—but because deep down I loved Mark and wanted the end of our marriage to reflect the affection and admiration we’ve always had for each other. Mark and I didn’t have a great marriage, but we did have a great divorce, and I’m happy to report we’re still friends. I still love him and want the best for him. In fact, my ex-husband, Mark, was the best man at my wedding to my current husband, Michael. I set my ex up on plenty of dates when I was a matchmaker in NYC and eventually he found love on his own in the lobby of his building with his current his fiancée, Thuy! They are perfect for each other, and knowing that he found a woman that truly is his match makes me happy. We spend time together as a family with our children, and Mark, Thuy, Michael and I enjoy vacationing together. We’re very proud of how we’ve handled things—I call it “divorce done right.”

			But it wasn’t always so easy. In the weeks and months after Mark and I separated, as relieved as I was to be free of my unhappy marriage, I was also fragile and sad. I wanted another chance at love and believed I deserved happy ever after, but it’s scary when everything you’ve known changes. Which is probably why I accepted another marriage proposal on the day my divorce was final! About six months after Mark and I separated, I started dating a longtime friend. He, like Mark, was eager to sweep me off my feet. This relationship was so different from my marriage to Mark. I always felt that I wasn’t appreciated enough in my marriage or that who I was wasn’t good enough. I was too loud. I was too over the top. With this new relationship I was with a friend who just adored me and accepted me. The problem was my feelings were not strong enough for him. I didn’t like him in a romantic way. I adored him for wanting to love me but the truth was I didn’t feel the same way about him. He wasn’t the right guy for me either. But, coming at such a vulnerable time in my life, I can see now how I got swept up in the moment. Luckily I came to my senses and called off the engagement almost as quickly as it had come.

			Throughout this tumultuous period, I had to do some serious soul-searching. What I had always wanted for my life—financial security, a handsome husband, a “picture-perfect” love affair—turned out not to be what I needed. I had to figure out what I was really looking for and what kind of life and person would make me happy. Never one to wallow or focus on failure or regret, I licked my wounds, focused on my kids, hung out with my good friends and got my head back in the game.

			When I was at a restaurant/bar in New Jersey with my best friend, Jen, a few months later and I met Michael, a cute car salesman who would become my husband, I was in a much different place. I was ready to believe in love . . . and myself again. Where Mark was practically perfect on paper, Michael was . . . not. He was going through a divorce himself, had just lost his business and was beyond broke. And he lived over one thousand miles away! Not ideal to say the least. But as Michael and I got to know each other none of that mattered. What did matter was that he was kind, that he made me laugh and that he loved me, the real me, with every one of my flaws, unconditionally. He is, without a doubt, the love of my life, my soul mate, the relationship I dreamed I would one day have. So, what went right with Michael after things went so wrong with Mark?

			I learned that my fairy tale was different than I thought it would be, and that was okay. I was so focused on the fantasy in my head of what my life should be, that I missed the warning signs. I wanted the ideal, and that came at the expense of reality. I was so focused on looking for one thing, that I missed out on other possibilities. And I twisted myself into a pretzel to try to make it work because I wanted so badly for this to be the happy ending of my story. The irony is, doing that ensured that it would be anything but! It wasn’t until I figured out who I really was and what I wanted, and made a conscious effort to be more open, that I found the person (and the life) that suits me to a tee. It was a hard one, but a precious experience. There were a lot of tears involved. So I am here to save you from wasting time (and Kleenex) making the same mistakes. No matter where you are in your love life at this moment, I’m going to help you find the relationship you want, on your own terms.

			How?

			I’m going to offer you honest advice and straight talk.

			I’m going to guide you through an honest assessment of what you might be doing wrong or could be doing better (because hey, if your fairy godmother can’t offer some tough love, who can?).

			I’m going to help you think really hard about what you want from your life, what you want your story to be and how your future partner fits into that. So get out your favorite pen, because there will be writing. The exercises I’ve created in these pages are designed for you to drill deeply into what you are looking for (not your best friend, your next-door neighbor or even your mom) when it comes to life and love.

			And I am going to share illuminating Q&As and stories from other women—friends, clients, and even strangers who have reached out to me at weddings, in line at the grocery store, on social media—who’ve been just where you are.

			But most of all, I want to give you a hell of a pep talk. This last part is especially important. Because I know it’s no fun to be single. There’s no shame in wanting a good guy, someone to ask you about your day, to save you the last spoonful of cookie dough ice cream, and, let’s be honest, to change the oil in the car. You don’t have to feel pathetic or ashamed or superficial. But no more crying in your pillow, sweet pea. We’re going to fix this right up and in no time at all you’re going to be one of those envied women who seem lit from within, have an unassailable confidence and optimism when it comes to men and dating, and is fully prepared to find and enjoy lasting love. In the meantime, you’re going to live your best life, follow your passions and hobbies, and get to know and love yourself so when you meet your guy, you’re the best and happiest YOU you can be. And the best part? When you meet him—that irresistible, complicated, delicious yin to your yang—it’s not the end of the story. It’s just the beginning.

			Finding everlasting love is a journey, with more ups and downs than a season of Scandal. Like any good fairy godmother worth her salt, I’m here to inspire you, cheer you on and basically change everything you thought you knew about your love life.

			But I’m not going to create your happy ever after.

			You are.

			Ready?
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			Who Needs a Prince?

			WHEN I WAS a kid, like millions of girls across America in the seventies, I loved playing with Barbies with all my friends. Our Barbies would get together and throw a huge party and all of the Kens came with flowers and chocolate and charm. At the end of the parties—the dolls quickly ran out of things to discuss, so they were pretty short—Ken would ask Barbie out on a date and they would end up pressed together, plastic face to plastic face, in a romantic (to our young minds) smooch. On the first date, Barbie played it cool. On the second date, she and Ken giddily rode off into the sunset, in the bubble-gum pink Barbie car I had gotten for Hanukkah, to live happily ever after.

			My friends and I desperately wanted to look like Barbie and we feverishly imagined the day our very own Kens would show up and sweep us off our feet.

			My mother once stood at the playroom door eavesdropping on our Barbie fantasyland and said, “Girls, don’t wait for a man to love you, and when he does, he should always love you just a little bit more.” And then, after dropping this bit of wisdom, she went off to make dinner.

			I was thinking about that all these years later when I met a new client Lisa, who, judging by her romantic fantasies, I’m sure had her share of Barbie playtime back in the day. When Lisa came to me for help, she burst into tears over lunch and, through hiccuping sobs, said, I just feel like I’m waiting for my life to start, Siggy! If I’m single another day, I’ll think I’ll die. Now, I knew Lisa was prone to dramatics (confession: I am too), but still, my heart went out to her that she felt her loneliness so deeply that she was crying over a delicious bowl of pesto penne. I smiled at her confidently, though, because if there’s anything I love, it’s a project, and I knew I could find her someone great. But first she had to . . . well, get it together and stop being Princess Desperado.

			So many women come to me in Lisa’s state, at the end of their rope, disappointment, defeat and panic plain on their faces. They’re unhappy with their lives and they’re looking for someone to rescue them from any number of things—loneliness, boredom, financial woes, parental pressures, the list goes on and on. I can sense the fear and despair coming off them like fumes at a gas station and if I can, believe me, men can too. Eau de toilette, sexy. Eau de desperation, not so much.

			All too often, we haven’t shed our childhood fantasies, and we’re all grown-up and still anxiously awaiting a man to sweep into our lives and make us happy. But no one is riding in on a white horse to save you, sweetheart. I know that’s hard to hear, but the sooner you realize it the better. And, besides, no one can make you happy, but you. That seems obvious, right? But sometimes it’s easy to lose sight of that simple fact. In Lisa’s case, she had convinced herself that she needed a man to be happy, to be alive even! My god! If there’s a line of thinking that can set you up for a whole lot of heartache and self-destructive choices, it’s that mentality.

			I couldn’t be too hard on Lisa, though, because we’ve all been Princess Desperado at one point or another. Where we feel like we would do anything to make a relationship work, to make him call back, or stay, or give it another try. Princess Desperado considers every guy who so much as looks in her direction a prospect. She’s looking over her shoulder during every conversation at the bar, scoping out potential husbands. She can’t enjoy a party or a night out without lamenting the fact that she didn’t meet anyone. She’s going over and over her past relationships in her mind, mentally rewriting history. She’s not enjoying her life—she’s waiting for it to happen.

			Modern-day fairy tales like Frozen and Brave look very different from the traditional fairy tales we grew up with, and they are not one size fits all—that’s for sure. Disney is teaching young girls that today’s woman doesn’t need a man to complete her. There’s a reason Frozen grossed more than a billion dollars at the box office worldwide and became one of the most successful animated films of all time—and it’s not just that catchy song. Elsa is a modern-day princess in every sense—in control of her fate, responsible for her actions, and content with herself.

			So must you be. Yes, there’s no question having a partner in your life could—will!—enhance it in any number of ways, but the key is enhance, meaning build on the great life you already have. You need to realize once and for all: there is a fundamental difference between needing and wanting a man.

			“There is a fundamental difference between needing and wanting a man.”
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			Here are things you need: a roof over your head, a job that pays the bills and lets you eat, and a support system of family and friends. If you have all that, which I bet you do, you’re doing great! Take a minute and count your blessings, big-time. But I bet you have even more than that going for you. I bet you have a hobby you love, and someone in your life who makes you belly laugh, and a place that makes you feel at peace and accomplishments that you’re really proud of. In other words, you’re fabulous and doing fine on your own, so why do you feel so desperate?

			From my experience counseling hundreds of women, a lot of this panic is really based in fear: fear of being alone, fear of rejection, fear of disappointment, fear of not fitting in your social circle, etc.

			I was pretty fearless as a kid, but on the rare occasion when I was scared to do something, my mom was fond of saying, Well, what’s the worst that can happen, Siggy? And when I really thought about it, and realized the consequences weren’t so bad, I was able to face whatever I was scared to do, knowing that even if I failed I could handle it. I learned not to let my fears hold me back, but fuel me to be braver in life and love.


			[image: ] Write . . . five things you’re afraid of when it comes to love and dating.
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			Now ask yourself, what’s the worst thing that can happen?
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			I want you to face and then conquer your fears when it comes to love and dating. To do that you have to realize one key thing: you have nothing to lose. Too often it feels like so much is at stake if he doesn’t call, if he doesn’t ask you out, if he doesn’t ride in on his white horse. Remember Lisa? She compared being single to death for godsakes!

			Bottom line: being in a relationship won’t heal you; and being single won’t kill you. In fact, not only is being single not the worst thing to happen, with the right attitude—it could be the best! You can use this single-girl interlude to work on yourself and be in the best shape possible, mentally and emotionally, for the inevitable day when you cross paths with the next guy who’s going to send your heart aflutter.

			“Being in a relationship won’t heal you; and being single won’t kill you.”
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			You’ve heard it said many times, I’m sure. When you’re not looking he’ll appear. Well, it bears repeating because it’s actually so true, true, true! We become so fixated on finding “him” that we lose ourselves, or we become so focused on what our future coupled-up life looks like, we forget to enjoy our lives now, in the moment. But not you, not anymore! You’re not waiting for your life to begin. You’re already living it and only you can dictate if it’s a fairy tale. You’re not waiting for a man to affirm how great you are; you already know how great you are. You understand that you’re single, not alone! And there’s a big difference.

			Nothing is more attractive to a man than a woman who is enjoying her life, feeling empowered and making him feel lucky to even be invited into her fabulous world.

			This means figuring out what makes you happy right now. If you didn’t go on a single date the rest of the year (calm down, that’s not going to happen, but just for argument’s sake), how could you look at that as an opportunity, as opposed to seeing it as some sort of living hell?

			[image: ] Write . . . five things that you love about your life, right at this moment.
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			Whenever you’re feeling down come back and look at this list.

			I have a friend who loves to go the movies, but for the whole year after she broke up with her boyfriend she didn’t go because she was too self-conscious to sit in the theater alone. I couldn’t wrap my mind around this—she would deny herself something she genuinely enjoyed, rather than enjoy it by herself? That’s absurd! So, I bought her a pack of tickets to AMC and insisted she go. And you know what? It wasn’t awful. In fact, she rather enjoyed herself. So go to the movies alone. Have a solo dinner at your favorite restaurant. If you’ve been dying to check out that museum exhibit, don’t wait for a date to join you. Go this very weekend! Be engaged in the things that you’re passionate about: books, rock climbing, your band, French cooking. The point is that once you get over your fear of (and bitterness about) being alone, you can begin to enjoy your own company. You’ll enjoy the luxury of being able to do exactly what you want to do and the time to explore those passions and interests that may not appeal to a partner. Once you truly appreciate your life as it looks right now, at this very moment, you will exude a sense of contentment and positive energy. You’ll be happier; but it will also have the happy secondary effect of making you more attractive to the opposite sex. That’s exactly what happened to Talia.

			Tall, gorgeous, with long, thick and impossibly shiny blond hair, Talia was a vision when she walked into my office. She’s one of those women who no doubt draws the attention of men wherever she goes. Talia wanted me to find her a great guy and, at face value, I didn’t think it would be too hard. Then she opened her mouth and out came a list of complaints. “Men are all assholes . . . she’s tired of wasting her time . . . she’s going to give it one last fucking chance . . . she needs to meet a guy by Thanksgiving . . . but he’d better have his shit together . . .” Whoa. Now I have a larger-than-life personality myself, but Talia’s aggressive stance made even me wilt a little in her presence. I saw that I would have my work cut out for me.

			I set Talia up on three dates, with three wonderful men. On the first date, all she did was complain about her job and what a “fucking nightmare” it was. With the second guy

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				[image: ]
			

			
			
			
			
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
			
				
				
				
				
				
			
			[image: ]

			[image: ]

			[image: ]

			[image: ]

			[image: ]

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			[image: ]

			[image: ]

			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/74054.jpg





OEBPS/image/76872.jpg
WRITE
YOUR OWN
FAIRY TALE

The New Rules for Dating, Relationships,

and Finding Love on Your Terms

NEW AMERICAN LIBRARY

r»2






OEBPS/image/rightorn.png





OEBPS/image/cover.jpg





OEBPS/image/72006.jpg





OEBPS/image/bottomorn2.png





OEBPS/image/76884.jpg





OEBPS/image/73967.jpg





OEBPS/image/74007.jpg





OEBPS/image/ThinkstockPhotos-45324_fmt.jpeg
A\ \.. }

o % ey, &t
ICENE e o=
\1’/ VE =N
e zm!i” 3 .‘\Sxﬂ
c-aré/(’)o A= XA
R Ay A RS
s i
I S

P( . «

L
D~ &
¥ Aol A

o
(

(5

BN e,
S 30‘ .‘()- ’.ﬂoﬁa y
AN B

§ .ﬂr@/.ﬂ&uf






OEBPS/image/leftorn.png





OEBPS/image/01_NEW_NAL_LOGO_fmt.jpeg
r»>Z






OEBPS/image/bottomorn.png





