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			Shelby Lorman is a writer, illustrator, and comedian from Los Angeles. She thinks and writes about modern dating, technological mishaps, and our dystopian present, and created the Instagram account @awardsforgoodboys. She lives in New York with her dog Clem.
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			WTF IS THIS BOOK?

			I took a Tinder date back to my apartment while writing this book. This was a bad idea.

			For a moment he was flying, held aloft by the authority afforded to a boy like him—straight, white, cis. But my room was the sun. Rest in peace, sweet Icarus.

			The walls of my room were plastered with drawings of awards—medals, laurel leaves, trophies—commending men for just barely eking above our collectively low standards for them. In one corner, my detective-trope dreams are fulfilled, with actual pieces of red string connecting suspects like “sonic manspreading” and “things men have said to me after I’ve set boundaries.” And my pièce de résistance: a mountain of printed-out and annotated Tinder conversations. Right there on my desk. Annotated. Tinder. Conversations. Nice to meet you, too, Tinder Stranger, oh-did-I-mention-I’m-writing-a-book-about-good-boys-of-which-you-are-one-have-a-great-night!
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			His face was like: what the fuck?

			Which is a really good question. What the fuck?

			So . . . I give awards to good boys. It’s that literal. I co-opted language from the Dog World to describe the praise we heap on men for meeting the barest of minimums, for avoiding being the Outright Worst.
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			I look at how men are put on literal and figurative pedestals in public spheres and—crucially—in our private lives for, again, achieving what should be THE BASELINE FOR HUMAN DECENCY. I use humor to do so because (1) I’m hilarious and (2) HOLY SHIT WE DESERVE TO LAUGH RIGHT NOW.

			Some of you reading, hopefully, will be able to use what I make as a way to offload some of the emotional labor involved in walking people, especially men, through why their self-proclaimed goodness isn’t actually so great. To validate your perhaps still unspoken suspicions, to reiterate that, though our experiences are unique, you’re not alone.

			Some of you might feel more like my Tinder date did when he looked at my walls: a mixture of panic and fear and WTF IS HAPPENING? THIS ISN’T AS SEXY AS I THOUGHT IT WOULD BE!

			But look: in order to grow, we must first all become that Tinder date, wandering unsuspecting into the den of my bedroom. We must confront this messiness, the raw material, the strings on the walls, and piece together how these dynamics manifest in our own lives. It’s complicated. But that’s where I’ll be spelunking: into the murky depths of attempting to name the not outwardly bad but not quite good we might not have the words for yet. I’m exploring the fathoms of the hell that is living in the world while being treated as “woman”—a journey, in our case, that will take us down a road paved with good intentions and some very, very good boys.

		

	
		
			THE INSTANT-NEXT

			MTV used to have a brutal dating show called NEXT. The show (compared to, say, The Bachelor) didn’t even gesture at future romance between the contestants, as was evident in the very premise. It was speed dating of a grim variety: eligible dates waited in a tour bus that trailed behind the “NEXTER” who could, at any minute, say-slash-scream the titular phrase to someone they were, at that moment, on a date with, sending the reject back to the tour bus as another person seamlessly emerged for their own hellish debutante date entrance, complete with freeze-frame “fun facts” that seemed to be written by a bot.
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			If the tour bus date wasn’t Nexted, they were offered a second date or the option to take the money—oh yeah, they’ve been counting this whole time, you get a dollar per minute spent on the date, everyone really wants to be here—and run.

			There was no great way to say “NEXT” to the person you were, at that moment, on a date with.

			But there was a particularly bad way: the instant-Next. In these tragic instances, the date would barely make it down the steps before a bellowed “NEXT” forced them back inside. It was the public version of swiping left on someone via Tinder. The performance of (likely arbitrary) judgment—and rejection—that we are usually, blessedly, spared from.
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			I was instant-Nexted once, just short of hearing the words themselves, resulting in the shortest date I’ve ever been on: thirty seconds or ten minutes, depending on when you stop counting. If I were a NEXT contestant, I would’ve received two quarters.
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			It was my first date “back on the market” after “mutually” breaking up with my “first love” (he sucked). I set the date up with “Thane,” someone on Tinder who seemed artsy and mundane. I anticipated getting anxiously overcaffeinated and oversharing when the conversation I was desperately fueling like a fire on the cusp of going out lulled, even a bit, and then happily heading home alone.
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			I arrived first to the coffee shop. It was summer in NYC so I grabbed a seat outside with my “we don’t sell iced coffee it’s cold brew” that I regretted buying before my date arrived.

			Soon enough I saw a beige blob approaching. The boy himself.

			We shook hands, perfunctorily. He put his backpack down by my feet and went inside to get coffee. He returned seconds later, explaining he’d left his wallet, which was inside the backpack. Curiously, he then slung the entire backpack over his (very) narrow shoulders and ventured back inside.

			Two minutes passed.

			Five minutes passed, my “cold brew” sweating in the sun.

			A nervous poop, perhaps? I made a silent blessing for his digestive tract.

			Six minutes.

			I am an extremely patient person and also loathe moving. I would wait forever.

			Eight minutes.

			One reason it took me so long to grasp what was happening—that Thane had instant-Nexted me, without even the clarifying courtesy of saying “NEXT”—was because it didn’t seem possible.

			It’s not that I am somehow unleavable, immune to the ever-shitty impulses of dudes you’ve just met on Tinder. It’s that I was sitting in front of the only entrance and exit. How could he leave without me noticing, logistically?

			At the ten-minute mark, I knew. I started laughing, texted him “what in the world is happening” and got no response. He never answered my texts after that and unmatched me on Tinder.

			I suppose I’ll never have answers: how he got out of the coffee shop, what he was doing in the meantime. If it was to do with oat milk at all. Why he felt entitled to my time, and worse, left me saddled with the horribly mundane mystery of why (and how?!) he’d done it.
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			I’ve told this story to many people, right after it happened and in the years since. I find it hilarious because it’s absurd. Because it’s so clearly not how dates are supposed to go down. But mostly I tell it because it’s an easy story to tell. He left, it was funny, I have cosmically bad timing, woe is me but not really. The end.

			The stories that were harder to turn into comedy were the more mundane ones, so stubbornly frequent that such repetition made them disappear into normalcy. How could I begin to summarize the lengthy history of not-terrible-but-not-great interactions I’d had with men, romantic and not, the roles so many of us are cornered into without even realizing we’re playing them?

			In investigating this, I realized my own tendency—many of our tendencies—to put men on a pedestal when they get it right. Or, more realistically, when they don’t explicitly fuck it up. When he responds to a text within forty-eight hours, or wears a condom with “everyone but you so don’t worry,” or when he sort of stands up for you in front of his friends: we praise them, myself and many women I’ve known. We praised the men who didn’t leave us on a date after thirty seconds as if, somehow, those with basic human decency should be elevated to sainthood.

			It’s not just that our standards for boys are low. They are. But it’s more than that. The world uplifts men when they do something “brave” like “apologizing” for sexual harassment. It’s an ethos that is in the very air we breathe, the way we’re socialized, advertised to, educated. It took a long time for me to figure out how to use humor and my cosmically bad timing to turn shitty-but-expected narratives on their heads and, alchemy-like, into content. But hey! You’re holding the result: welcome to Awards for Good Boys.

		

	OEBPS/images/art148.jpg
CANDACE, L9

. CAN FART
[0 .0 . ONCE SET HWER PET
& HAMSTER LOOSE \N PETCo

AND TOLD MNMANAGE MENT
THERE wAS A ROAMING
nAMSTER LOOSE

. LOVES THE SUN





OEBPS/images/spaceBreakOrn_18.jpg





OEBPS/images/art150.jpg





OEBPS/images/laurel_left.jpg





OEBPS/images/art146.jpg







OEBPS/images/9780525506126_cover.jpg
awards O

TALES OF DATING,
DOVUBLE STANDARDS, AND DOOM

SHELBY LORMAN






OEBPS/images/spaceBreakOrn_17.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780525506126_title_page.jpg
awards

For

30 bOjs

TALES OF DATING,
DOUBLE STANDARDS,

AND DOOM

SHELBY LORMAN

0

PENGUIN BOOKS





OEBPS/images/art149.jpg





OEBPS/images/page_ix.jpg
good-bog /3000 ©boi s
noun

A MAN WHO wWouLD NEVER poO
ANNYTHING EXPLICITLY wgAD “ (8y ™IS
OwN MEASULURE) BUT, CONSCIOpPgLY OR

NOT, USES HWIS "GOO®NESS"AS A
SHIELD BEHIND WWHICH HE caN
GET AWAY WITH gtiLL- PRETTY - gAD
BEHAVIOR ON THE GROUNDS THAT
\T'S WNOT  QUTWARDLY HORRI\ENC





OEBPS/images/art149_R1.jpg
SHELBY, 22

.RECENTLY DUMPED
- STILL THINES T
wAas “ mUTUAL"






