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AUTHOR’S NOTE

I have changed the names of women and men appearing in this book and altered identifying physical characteristics and biographical details. A small number of individuals described are composites.
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Quiz
Or, 38 Reasons You Might Need This Book

Answer as honestly as you can. If you’re not sure, tell yourself you’re fine and skip to the next question.

True or False


  1. Sometimes I wonder what the big deal is about being in a relationship anyway.

  2. My favorite thing to do is to be right.

  3. I really want to be loved for who I am.

  4. I’m at work so much, I’ve thought about painting my cubicle.

  5. Nice people bug the shit out of me.

  6. I have more than two godchildren. (Add 1 point for each additional godchild.)

  7. Looks don’t really matter, unless a guy is poor or stupid.

  8. I have an advanced degree in a subject where there’s no job at the end.

  9. I’ve never cheated on anyone, ever—except for that one time.

10. As far as childbearing goes, my age falls somewhere between DGAF and OMFG.

11. Men fall in love through their woo-hoos.

12. I have snooped through a man’s cell phone or computer.

13. I have forwarded myself emails or texts from a man’s cell phone or computer. (Add 3 points.)

14. I have showed up unannounced at a man’s place of business.

15. I sometimes wonder how they built the Great Wall of China with absolutely none of my input.

16. I’ve been told I’m needy. Which was bullshit.

17. I have broken up with someone by text message or voice mail.

18. I have looked at a man’s picture on the Internet and seriously felt that I was going to marry him. (If you actually did marry him, add 10 points.)

19. I’m pretty sure I’m psychic.

20. If you add it all up, I’ve been in therapy for more than five years.

21. I subscribe to Us Weekly. (In Touch, add 5 points. O, add 8 points.)

22. I have a behavior or habit that I swear I will stop doing as soon as my husband shows up.

23. Letting go is overrated. I like to hang on to things.

24. I like to date guys with better jobs, faces, or families than mine.

25. Sometimes I think I’m fat/ugly/stupid—but I don’t have low self-esteem.

26. My bookshelf is filled with self-help.

27. I’ve read Twilight. (If you finished it, add 3 points. If you bought tickets for the movie ahead of time, add 7 points. If you camped out in line, add 23 points.)

28. I’ve tried to do the “Single Ladies” dance at least once.

29. I find out a guy’s astrology sign within the first week.

30. I know what zabasearch.com is.

31. I’ve sent a guy a cute email, text, or stuffed animal inside a coffee mug—even when, technically, we weren’t dating.

32. My dad was a liar, cheater, gambler, criminal, and/or meanie.

33. My mom was a drinker, depressive, rager, gorgeous, and/or extremely well dressed.

34. My siblings were better-looking, smarter, more athletic, and/or the type of people who like to lord shit over you.

35. The family dog was a humper or had other psychological problems.

36. I have names picked out for my children. (If it’s Bella or Edward, add 12 points.)

37. I’m single and I can’t figure out why.

38. Marriage is stupid. And men suck.



Add Up Your Score

One point for each “True” answer, plus any extra points as indicated. Don’t cheat.

1–9 POINTS: YOU SORT OF NEED THIS BOOK

But you’ll be pretty sure you already know everything in it. So read it really quick, then do your single best friend, sister, frenemy, or co-worker a favor and buy another copy for her. Tell her you totally think it’s bullshit, but it was just so stupid you had to give it to her. Suggest that when she’s done reading it you guys can get together and laugh about how wrong it was. Cross your fingers that she’ll end up learning something anyway.

10–19 POINTS: YOU NEED THIS BOOK

In the medical world, there’s fine fine, and then there’s fine-but-you’re-going-to-have-to-take-care-of-that-thing fine. You’re the latter. It’s not that you’ll never find a happy relationship if you don’t figure out what’s going on with you; it’s just that you’ll find it so much quicker if you do. And like a fungus, the longer you wait, the worse it gets. You just need to know exactly which type(s) of fungus you’re dealing with. And by the time you’re done reading this book, you will.

20–29 POINTS: YOU TOTALLY NEED THIS BOOK

Your love life is like New Year’s Eve at the end of a really eaty, smoky, drinky year. You are exhausted. No one’s denying you had some fun out there, but you are relieved the year is over so you can finally make some resolutions and get busy breaking them. For you, this book is like January 1—a chance to start over, and this time do it right. And if you’re worried about falling off the wagon, don’t. Because what you will learn in this book is that you are the wagon.

30+ POINTS: YOU REALLY, REALLY, REALLY NEED THIS BOOK

You already know something in your love life isn’t working. What you didn’t know is that nothing in your love life is working. But don’t despair. Working on it is going to be a lot easier and more enjoyable than what you’re doing now, which is trying to stay in denial. That shit is hard.


Introduction

ALL THROUGH YOUR TWENTIES, YOU WERE FINE—working, shopping, getting drunk on the weekends, and having sex with your boyfriend (or whomever), not necessarily in that order. Then something happened. Another birthday, maybe. A breakup. Your best friend’s wedding. Suddenly there you were: walking down the aisle wearing something halfway decent from J. Crew that you would totally be able to repurpose with a cute pair of boots and a jean jacket. And as you made your way toward the altar, looking at a groom who wasn’t yours (not that you’d even want that particular groom), you found yourself, for the first time ever, having something—feelings?—about the craziest thing:

Why you’re not married. Why you’re not even close.

Intellectually, you know there’s nothing wrong with not being married, but then why does it feel kinda like there is? As if the Life Train is getting ready to pull out of the station and somehow you’re stuck trying to buy a ticket at a malfunctioning kiosk. You keep swiping your credit card, but nothing happens. You’re starting to wonder if this is like Europe, where your card needs to be embedded with some sort of magical chip to work.

The whole purpose of this book is to help you do something that—if you’re like a lot of women I know—might pain you to even admit that you want to do. And that something is get married.

But let’s get one thing clear right away. This is not a book about finding a man. In fact, it’s hardly about men at all. Because getting married—as you’ve probably figured out by now—is not about finding a man. There are zillions of guys out there. The question is, how come you’re not marrying any of them?

This is a book about you. About what kind of woman you are. Specifically, whether you are the kind of woman who is ready for marriage. And if you’re not, how you can be. Naturally, you probably think you already are that woman. Who wouldn’t think that? But one of the ideas behind this book is that you could probably stand to take a good, honest look at where you are—okay, a gooder, honester look—to really assess what your negative traits might be and how they might be holding you back. It’s unlikely that you’re doing every single thing wrong. But it’s also unlikely that you’re doing everything right. Only by being willing to really search your soul and look with compassion upon whatever you find there will you expand as a person—and, as a result, become ready (or more ready) for marriage.

The premise here is that marriage is about love. Not the kind of love where you feel like you’re starring in a really amazing Banana Republic commercial. The kind where you take a risk, put your ego aside, let down your defenses, and decide to love a man for who he is, not what you want from him—even if what you want from him is to love him. (And, of course, marriage and a baby.)

It’s as simple as this: If you’re not married and you want to be, you need to express more love. Not get more love. Express it. Feel it. Be it. See it everywhere.

Like Madonna said—and I know this is cheesy—it’s about opening your heart.

Gold Rings and Handguns

So who am I and why should you listen to me? Well, first off, I’m not the kind of expert who did everything right in relationships and is now going to pass along some golden tablets with the get-married info on them. On the contrary. I am a (formerly) royal mess when it comes to relationships—but I’ve worked my ass off to have a healing. Kind of a girl version of Robert Downey Jr.—if men were crack and gold rings were handguns—who finally hit rock bottom.

For the past ten years or so I’ve been a sort of combination lay therapist, love coach, and mating-not-dating sponsor. My “practice” takes place at the water cooler, in the cafeteria, at the coffeehouse, or in the ladies’ room—usually when I’m supposed to be doing my real job. (I’m a television and film writer, and before that, I wrote broadcast news for fifteen years.)

Not that I ever went out seeking “clients.” It’s more like I delved into all sorts of different subject matter as a way of evolving myself (I totally needed evolving), and invariably I would find myself passing along what I had learned—mixed with my insights about people and my experiences in relationships. As the years went by, almost to my surprise, I started helping people. I’ll never forget the time I was walking through a big mall in Beverly Hills and I ran into a girl I was acquainted with. She excitedly stopped me and told me that she’d taken something from a really nice chance conversation we’d had at a coffee shop two years earlier and now she was living with a great guy whom she loved. How cool! I was really happy for her and glad to know that I had contributed something to the planet in some small way. (The gist of that coffee shop conversation became what is now Chapter 9.)

That was the first of many such encounters. Since then, I’ve helped numerous women get on the road to marriage—usually not because I showed them how to get a guy, but because I helped them shift their perspective about being a woman. That changed how they thought about themselves and moved through the world, and the next thing you know they were walking down the aisle.

I’m also the mother of a teenage boy. I’ve said in the past, and I’ll say it again, that fourteen-year-old boys are like the single-cell protozoan version of a husband. I often want to invite my single girlfriends over to my house for a day so they can get a clear picture of what they’re really dealing with when it comes to men. It’s not that all men are immature. It’s that all men have a part inside them that matches the part inside me that never really left ninth grade. And in order to love them (and love myself), I’m going to need to get realistic about that part.

Then there’s the other big thing about me: I’ve been married—and divorced—three times. (Yes, three.) Once each in the 1980s, 1990s, and 2000s. Somehow I also managed to squeeze in three live-in boyfriends and four less-significant significant others, plus pine after scores of unavailable men who couldn’t or wouldn’t love me. I was a busy gal.

In my decades of dating (and marrying) I have screwed up so many right relationships and chased after so many wrong ones that I’ve learned a lot about what works and what doesn’t. Now I’m like a jailhouse lawyer who’s done so much work on her own case that I can help you with yours. I know what you’re doing wrong because I’ve done it. And I’m the first to admit that I’ve got a pretty dubious track record when it comes to staying married.

Getting married, however—that is a different story. Don’t ask me why, but attracting guys who are willing to marry me—or are at least willing to cohabit—is like my main superpower. (Talking a lot is a very close second.) I’ve thought about this quite a bit and have come to the conclusion that while I am sweet and faithful, and a man can be sure he will never ever be bored with me, there’s nothing particularly special about me. There are girls out there who are way more marriageable than me but who haven’t seen a third of my action.

I think my success in this area is more about my readiness to move toward, and choose, men who are willing to make commitments. As well as—and this is super important, and often more difficult—the willingness to let go of the men who aren’t.

I don’t take full credit for this. A big part has to do with the fact that I grew up in foster homes. I entered the world of dating with one objective: to avoid men who would abandon me. If we were talking about presidents of the United States, I was all about gentle, thoughtful, lusting-only-in-his-heart Jimmy Carter—the Bill Clintons of the world could go blow their saxes in some other chick’s bed. In my mind, the only thing worse than dating a guy like that would be marrying him, and I was all about getting married.

Let me stop right here. I bet you’re wondering how I ended up walking down the aisle multiple times before plucking out a single gray hair. A lot of people assume I married bad men and/or am bitter about marriage as a result of my three divorces. Neither is the case. Here’s the quick rundown.

HUSBAND #1. The second guy I ever slept with, a guy I started dating at age seventeen (to his credit, I lied; he thought I was nineteen) and wedded (on a boat) after a very reasonable two-year courtship. He was ten years older, with an MBA and a great job at a Fortune 500 company (where he still works, BTW, twenty-eight years later)—in other words, an honest-to-goodness great guy from a great family. The only problem was … me. I was just too young to make, and keep, that kind of commitment.

HUSBAND #2. Thirteen years later, along came Dan, a very nice minister’s son I met at work. Six months into our relationship, at age thirty-one, I found myself pregnant. Wanting desperately to have the kind of family I dreamed of as a child, I knew what to do—commit—but I had no idea how to do it. Unable to surmount a lifetime of abandonment programming, after three years of marriage I just did what came naturally: I left. Okay, I only moved three miles away, but still. I simply could not tolerate the kind of closeness that comes with marriage to a stable, loving man. This is not an excuse; it’s simply a fact. We are now candidates for the co-parenting hall of fame, or we would be, if there was one.

HUSBAND #3. Last but not least, there was Paul, whom I married at forty and divorced at forty-one. This was the guy I had been looking for my whole life—I was, in a word, wildly attracted to him—and what I found out is that sometimes “soul mate” is just another term for “gonna trigger all your deepest childhood wounds.” I didn’t know it, but Paul had all the best (and worst) qualities of my father—a guy for whom womanizing was more than a hobby, it was a vocation. About eight months into our marriage, Paul decided to start dating a twenty-one-year-old girl, so wisely I asked him to move out. It was a painful, painful period in my life—for both me and my son—but in that very special (and excruciating) way in which life tends to work, going through that relationship set me free. And I do mean free.

After spending entire relationships haunted by my desire for a certain kind of man—exciting, sexy, and yes, seriously unavailable—I know now firsthand what my version of Mr. Big was all about: anguish. In fact, my chief complaint about Sex and the City is that it made a relationship with Big seem desirable or even feasible, when in fact a fantasy man is just that: a fantasy. Ask any drug addict: trying to escape reality day in and day out is not only time-consuming, it’s agonizing. Otherwise, dude, we’d all be doing it.

In short, my marriages “failed”—actually, “collapsed” is a better word—for one very simple reason: I wasn’t yet the right woman for marriage.

Oh, So That’s Why

Okay, so if you’re still here, I want to welcome you to my funny, self-helpy, big-sistery, girlfriend-guide, spiritual-like, no-nonsense look at how to love more and love better. The principles in this book have the power to change your life. By the time you are done reading here, you will feel more hopeful than you have in years, because you will see that the stuff that’s going on with you can be remedied if you’re willing to deal with it.

There are ten chapters here—one for each of the big ways you might be sabotaging your ability to be in a relationship. I recommend simply reading the book once through with an open mind and heart. Then go back to a single chapter where you think you might have some work to do and spend a week just sort of living with the ideas in it. Practice making the suggested changes. Then move on to another chapter or area where you’ve identified a problem. Slowly you will incorporate these new ways of thinking about yourself when it comes to love and relationships. This isn’t a sprint. It isn’t even a marathon. It’s a nice long walk on a crisp fall day. There might be some hills, but mostly you should just relax and enjoy it. This is the work of life.

Within each of these chapters, the basic issues at hand will be discussed first, such as what “You’re a bitch” really means. Then I’ll unwrap the headline to examine what I see as the core issue underneath, in the section called “What It’s Really About.” Each chapter will also include “Notes from My Life,” which are special and not-so-special moments from my own life where I blew it in a similar manner to the way you may be blowing it right now. As well as a part called (for example) “Why Lisa’s Not Married,” so you can see how other perfectly nice women are screwing it up, too. This helps you see what you’re doing—because you know how much easier it is to identify a problem when you’re looking at it in someone else.

Every chapter will also cover “Some Relevant Stuff About Men,” where I share with you what I’ve learned from men over the years. I think it helps to know that men usually aren’t doing whatever they’re doing to you; they’re usually just doing it, and you simply happen to be in the vicinity. I’ve found that knowing this helps me to be not so mad at them.

After all that, we’ll head into the solutions, with a section on “How You’re Going to Have to Change,” which will have nothing to do with wearing makeup, blowing out your hair, or loitering in the frozen foods section of the grocery store and other places where men congregate, but will have everything to do with changing your mind—about men, about marriage, about yourself. Then, because change is hard (if it wasn’t, everybody would be doing it), we forge ahead to “Spiritual Stuff That Will Help You Change.” This section will, as promised, put the problem in a spiritual context (don’t worry, I won’t go too woo-woo on you) and give you tools to help you actually make that change. Last but not least, we will wrap up each chapter with “What Your Best Friend [or Mom, or Co-Workers, or Ex-Boyfriend] Knows but Isn’t Telling You,” which is what the people who love you would tell you if only they had the balls. Instead you’re hearing it from me, a stranger, though you will know enough embarrassing stuff about me by the end of this book that you will probably be judging me the way you do your closest friends. Which I hope means that you’ll at least consider inviting me to your wedding.

Be forewarned: When all that’s said and done, I’m going to suggest something completely punk rock. I’m going to suggest you get a god. Wait, come back. It doesn’t have to be a bearded guy in the sky and a big church with a painted ceiling—but it needs to be something, anything, that isn’t your mind or the stuff it’s telling you. A place beyond reason and pure intellect. Because like I said, ultimately marriage is a spiritual trip. Even for chicks like you.

The bottom line is that marriage is just a long-term opportunity to practice loving someone even when you feel they don’t necessarily deserve it. And loving is always spiritual in nature—because people are flawed and it’s hard to love flaws. You can count on the fact that, most of the time, a man will not be doing what you want him to do. But because you are loving him anyway—because you have made up your mind to transform yourself into a person who is practicing being kind, deep, virtuous, truthful, giving, and, most of all, accepting of your own dear self—you’ll find that you experience the very thing you wanted all along: love.

And I would not be at all surprised if you ended up married.


1. You’re a Bitch
Or, How Anger and Fear Are Keeping You Single



1. Do people walk on eggshells around you—and you kind of like it?

2. Does the idea that you should be nice to a man make you angry?

3. Have past boyfriends felt that you were defensive or hard to get close to?





THE DEAL IS THIS: most men just want to marry someone who is nice to them. Nice includes sex, laughing, and occasionally—but not to the point of oppression or anything—cooking a meal, folding the laundry, or doing something else he’s too lazy to do for himself. Just because you love him. That’s what nice is.

Is this you? If my asking makes you mad, the answer is probably not.

But that alone doesn’t make you a bitch. What makes you a bitch is that you’re mad at a guy for even wanting that stuff. Being a bitch is about feeling superior to men (and the women who want them), rolling your eyes without even knowing you’re doing it, and having a lot of tension around your mouth all the time. It’s about radiating something that makes people feel just a little bit scared of you. And not only do you not care, but if you get really, really honest you would have to admit that you like it. Just a little.

That’s being a bitch.

Bitch is less a personality characteristic than it is an energy. There’s nothing wrong with it per se. We all have an inner bitch, and she is a powerful ally who protects us and keeps us from being exploited. But most of the time in relationships, as in life, you gotta keep your gun in your purse. Which is to say, there is a time and a place for your bitch—in a tough business negotiation, say, or when being threatened, but not on a dinner date. And not just because it’s Thursday.

Unfortunately, bitch energy is distressingly common among single women. Maybe it’s because somewhere along the way, being a bitch became synonymous with being modern. When I was coming of age, in the 1980s and 1990s, it was something to be proud of. There were even jokes that the word was an acronym for cute phrases like “babe in total control, honey” and “because I take charge here.” Being a bitch was about claiming a place in the boardroom as well as the bedroom. It was a settling of old scores from all the years of male oppression. It was righteous. It was empowering.

But when it comes to dating and getting married (and, for that matter, being a mother), being in total control, honey, is an enormous liability. In fact, for most men—and women, too—it is an absolute deal breaker. Who in his or her right mind wants a mate who demands total control?

What It’s Really About

So when I say you’re a bitch, I mean you’re angry. Now, you probably don’t think you’re angry. You think you’re super smart, or—if you’ve been to a lot of therapy—that you’re setting boundaries, or maybe that you’re intellectually curious and like to debate a lot. But the truth is you’re pissed. At your mom. At the pharmaceutical-industrial complex. At Sarah Palin. But perhaps most of all, you’re mad at men. You’re mad that they can hurt you, that they have the power to reject you, that they seem to want twenty-three-year-old ninnies over powerful and fabulous women such as yourself.

At least that’s what you tell yourself. But my experience is, men don’t mind powerful, and they don’t mind fabulous. What they mind is emotionally unstable, annoying, scary, bitter, cold, and above all, unloving.

Female anger terrifies men. They won’t come right out and tell you that, because half the time they don’t even know it, at least not consciously. But after having a son, I now clearly see how much power a woman has in a man’s life, and how our anger (and I’m not talking about pick-up-your-socks anger; I’m talking about baked-in, this-is-how-I-am-so-deal-with-it anger) affects them on a very deep level. To start with, every man has a mother, right? The same way we women have to deal with the template our fathers laid down for us in relationships, men have to deal with their mothers. Except times ten, because for the first several years of his life, that woman was the source of everything to him: love, frustration, scolding, cookies. There is no possible way to overestimate the impact of a man’s mother on his psyche. Never mind his particular mother; I’m talking about the fact that he has one at all. And how about the fact that he lived inside her body at one time? Really. When you think about it, it’s pretty crazy.

For this reason, we ladies need to be very conscious about how we express our anger. (Just as men should be conscious and caring about how they express theirs.) I know it seems unfair that you have to work around a man’s fear and insecurity in order to get married—but actually it’s perfect, since working around a man’s fear and insecurity is a big part of what you’ll be doing as a wife. And I don’t mean this in a belittling way. It’s the same thing if you want to be a mother—you’re going to have to work around your children’s fears and insecurities. If you want to be an employee, you’re going to have to work around your boss’s fear and insecurities. If you want to be a friend, you’re going to have to …

Well, you get the picture. You’re going to have to get a grip on your anger.

Notes from My Life as a Wife

At twenty, I was a young married bitch. People often say they know bitchy women who are married, and I can vouch for this, because I was one of them. But in my experience good marriages have a loving warmth and adoration between partners that is missing from the marriages of bitchy women. (As I’m sure it’s also missing from the marriages of douchey men.)

It’s not that I was all bad. I was a fun conversationalist, and I had a sense of adventure that generally kept things interesting. But I was also a person who didn’t put a lot of boundaries around my own behavior. I disrespected other people while pretending to myself that I wasn’t doing exactly that. I indulged the part of me that felt like she should be able to have the world look the way she wanted it to, even if it was at the (emotional) expense of other people.

In short, I was a bitch. And here’s how I did it:

1. I was controlling. This is the number one weapon in the bitch arsenal. It’s where you make sure nobody ever does anything that you don’t like by preventing it in advance. And the way you prevent it in advance is by making everyone walk on eggshells. I would tense up my body the second anyone got near a topic I didn’t like or started to do something I didn’t like, then make faces (and sounds, if necessary) to communicate my displeasure. Anyone who stayed in my life past the first six months knew what this meant and backed off. Pretty soon the only people left were people who were going along with my program—which led me to assume that I was a perfectly agreeable young lady when, indeed, I was not.


Smile!

You know how they say men are visual creatures? Well, that doesn’t just mean they prefer porn over erotica. It also means they pick up a ton of information about you visually. Which means—and this is going to sound weird, but it’s important—be aware of your facial expressions and body language. Some of my bitchiest girlfriends have no idea of the look they’re wearing on their faces. If they did, they would surely want to change it!

You have to think of your face and your demeanor as a visual expression of your inner thoughts and feelings. If you are habitually thinking angry, judgy, stressed thoughts, it is going to show on your face. It might surface as a really firm mouth, a hard look in the eyes, a curling lip, a habitual pulling gesture in the shoulder or arm, or any other bit of body language that might be saying something you don’t mean.

Fortunately, there’s a really easy place to start combating this: smile! And really mean it. Not only will it brighten the day of everyone around you, it will make you feel better, too. And it will make you a thousand times more attractive.



2. I was manipulative. Being manipulative is the stealth way of making people do what you want while leaving no physical evidence behind. It involves things like talking “casually” to your mate about other people … while making it clear which of their behaviors you find reprehensible. Behaviors that, coincidentally, you have been badgering your mate about for the last day, week, or month, and would like him to stop doing immediately. If that doesn’t work, there’s also guilt and threats, where you just tell the other person that if they keep doing whatever they’re doing that you don’t like, you’re going to either get cancer or leave them.

3. I was judgmental. My attitude was, “No one is doing anything right around here. Period.” Also, I thought I was better than other people, which practically goes without saying. If you’re like this, you know who you are.

4. I was spiteful. If you did something to me—or if I perceived that you did something to me—I wouldn’t hesitate to retaliate. Getting back at you might come in the form of relentlessly pointing things out to you that you said yesterday, or cutting you down so you don’t feel so confident, or (my personal favorite) teaching you a lesson. Ugh.

If that’s not a list of traits someone would want in a wife, I don’t know what is! Most of all, I had to be right. Because what I wanted more than anything else—even more than I wanted to be a loving person—was to dominate my husband. Which might sound irrational, but not really. I was afraid to be vulnerable. There was something about letting that one person, that man, have the power over me that goes along with being a husband that I just couldn’t handle. Or, more accurately, I was going to handle it by donning a big pair of tall, shiny black boots and carrying a long dominatrix whip that I could snap whenever I felt like it. And when you think about how scared I was, it makes perfect sense that I behaved the way I did.

Why Leanne’s Not Married

My friend Leanne has another form of the bitch problem, which manifests mainly through her extremely sharp tongue. She doesn’t seem to understand that men are creatures who have feelings. I sometimes wish I could videotape Leanne and play it back to her, because Leanne’s talking is more like another woman’s ranting. Watching it, she might feel sick to her stomach for a while, but at least she would start to understand what’s going on in her relationships with men and how they’re experiencing her.

I’ll never forget watching Leanne strike up a conversation in a restaurant once, with a very nice commercial director named Eric. I have an eye for guys who are willing to commit, and Eric was one of those guys. A little bit short, maybe, but so cute and nice. The fact that commercial directors make Mom-can-stay-at-home money is totally incidental as far as I am concerned, but it’s the kind of thing Leanne cares about, so I was excited a cool guy seemed into her.

At the time, Leanne was really desperate to have a boyfriend, and really loath to admit it. She didn’t want to be desperate. But at that point she’d been single so long, she’d begun to suspect there was something very wrong with her—something that was really obvious to other people, especially men. Most of the time this suspicion was too painful to confront head-on, so as an alternative, she convinced herself that she was too “intimidating” and “fabulous.”

Anyway, Eric the director was telling us how he had recently directed a major beer spot and was editing it again on his own, because he didn’t feel the client’s version of the commercial represented his best work. “You mean,” Leanne quipped cuttingly, “ ‘Miller Lite: The Director’s Cut’?” The smile evaporated from his face, the pleasure of sharing his work with her gone. She thought she was so smart.

What she was was dateless. Eric, who was obviously so interested at the beginning of the conversation, never even asked for her phone number.

Leanne doesn’t know it, but her (all too common) defense is to reject men before they have a chance to reject her. Bitchiness is a mask for that fear—of being hurt
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What Your Best Friend Knows but Hasn’t Told You










OEBPS/images/McMi_9780345532930_epub_tp_r1.jpg
Why
You’re Not
Married...

The Straight
Talk You Need
to Get the
Relationship
You Deserve

Tracy McMillan

BALLANTINE 800Ks 5l NEW YoRK






OEBPS/images/McMi_9780345532930_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
why you're
® not married
| .yet

straight talk
you need to get

relationship
you deserve

“Very wise......

Give this book to every single
girlfriend [you] have”
—Marie Claire

TRACY
McMillan

Matchmaker from NEC's Ready for Love








OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-Light.otf


OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Fort-Book.otf


