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INTRODUCTION
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Having trouble rising like a phoenix out of the dirty, stinky pile of ashes that was your last relationship? Can't get his voice, his face, his laugh out of your ever-lovin mind? Feeling like a big lump of nothing since he dumped you?

Think you need a shoulder to cry on? Think again. What you need is a step-by-step program that will get you out of the doldrums, get him out of your life and refresh your sense of super-cute self so that you can go out there and conquer the world (and, more importantly, the foxy-boy population) once again.

Thirty days or less. That's all it takes.

Look, you've had a loss. It's bigger than losing your favorite sweater, smaller than the death of a favorite loved one, but it is a loss just the same. This thirty-day plan follows along to the tune of the five stages of grief-denial, anger, bargaining, depression and acceptance.

DENIAL. The “He'll be back” stage. The “I just need to call him and explain” stage. The innumerable drive-bys and/or stalking stage.

ANGER. Essentially, the “dickwad” phase. Voodoo dolls, revenge plotting, spreading heinous lies about him so that he is mortified beyond words-these are the things that haunt you.

BARGAINING. The truly ugly phase that is characterized by the unfortunate (and foul) “If only I were sweeter/prettier/ sexier…” So wrong!

DEPRESSION. The classic “I'm going to die alone, never having had another boyfriend, and can you pass me that pint of triple mocha fudge” phase.

ACCEPTANCE. The zen “I think I'm gonna be all right” stage that we're striving for here. If we do our jobs right, it may even turn out to be the “I'm adorable, smart and cool!” phase.

Ultimately, it's all about your attitude. And you actually have all the power you need to change that, within you, right now. No matter how big the pain is, no matter how much it hurts, you have the power. By staying in this unhappy, miserable state, you are just hitting yourself in the face over and over. And frankly, you're waiting for someone else to pull you out of the funk. This book can help, but you're the one who has to do the pulling.

So here's the plan in a nutshell: we're going to shorten the healing process, limiting it to a month, tops, and along the way we're going to teach you a few things about yourself that I bet you didn't know (or at the very least forgot in the midst of this butt-ugly breakup). You'll also learn what to look for in your next conquests so that you can keep any future grand heartaches to a minimum.

The exercises in this book are designed to take you from lump on a log to bright and better than ever. With each task you'll find an inspirational haiku that will inform you of that day's mission. Perhaps they will motivate you to write your own healing haiku. And because music can be such an emotion instigator, each exercise is paired with a song. These tunes are there to help you reach deep down into your gut and find the meaning within-and then they'll inspire you to move on.

Keep this in mind as you work through the next thirty days: change doesn't happen with a single, solitary action, like a boom! Change happens with a series of small actions. It takes a bit of time and some actual labor, but grand happenstances do not need to occur for this to work.

Your job is to listen, be patient, ask for help and make a genuine effort. It sounds sort of like school, but don't worry, this will be a whole lot more painful. Oh yeah, and fun too. Pinky swear.
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The denial phase. It's characterized by the loud, anxious whine “It's not over, there is still hope,” followed by a possessed call and/or e-mail attempting to convince the dork of this heinous hypothesis, topped off with the drive-bys that look for any glimpse of the dork, preferably in a state of heart-wrenching grief. Note: this is stalking. And it never ends well.

Before you begin, you need to start by accepting that the relationship is really over.

No more daydreaming about ways to get him back. No more anticipating the phone call that isn't coming. No more fantasizing about what brilliant thing you'll say to convince him that you are in fact the one.

Easy? No way. But once you get past this phase, you'll be positioned to move on with the rest of your life, which, in case you had any doubt, has yet to un furl into its most awesome beauty. It's a cliché for a reason:

The best is yet to come.

In this chapter we are going to acknowledge the good as well as the bad, and then put a nice big “The End” exactly where it belongs: on the tail end, aka the butt, of this relationship.

Mantras for this chapter for you to repeat to yourself silently in times of need:
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How did this happen,
And where do we go from here?
Suck it up, baby.



You know how in an exorcism the priest needs to make sure the person is truly possessed first before proceeding? Well, same thing goes for you—you need to validate that this relationship existed before you can exorcise the aforesaid dork from your life. How do you do that? You write down your story.

Not his story. Not your best pals' version of what happened, or—crikey!—your mom's, but your story. Your story probably involves a lot of glossy, kissy loveliness, and that is A-okay, on this, the first day of getting over him. Allowing yourself to remember the pretty things is part of the process.

In a way, you're honoring the good stuff, honoring the part of you that put aside your scaredy-cat fears and became a part of someone else's life, no matter how long or how briefly. When your mind clears, you will see that you learned from this relationship, but that those lessons are not to be used on a new relationship with the dork. No, these are les sons that will benefit you and your future honeys.

So go ahead and grieve now. Crying is totally al lowed over these next six days. Yikes, it's all but required. And here is the hokey but true part: once you've grieved over what is no more, you can step back and see what you have left, and you will see that it is in fact a whole lot.
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This isn't the time to be self-conscious. Nobody has to know you did this—it's a private thing. Now, nab a pen, grab some paper and sit down alone. You can be in bed in your pajamas with a pint of something gooey by your side, you can be in a park under a tree with a warm breeze hitting your face, it doesn't mat ter. The key here is being alone and with a pen and paper.

Now start at the beginning: how did you meet, how did you first interact, what were the first words spoken? This is rough territory—gut—bustingly depressing—but today is the big day to wallow, so take full advantage and traipse through it all: the first kiss, the longing looks, the secret stuff.

Write on through to the other side-the end. Don't skip the middle, although if you're gonna skimp on any part, that's the one. Now write about the end: how it went down, the ugly words, the un spoken stuff.

When you're done, read it. If you must, read it again.
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You'll need scissors. Personally I'm a fan of the kind with animal-shaped handles, but any will suffice. And really, you should be in your bedroom for this step. Now take the pages (or the novel, as the case may be) and stack them one on top of the other. Begin by cutting a long, thin strip of paper from the bottom to the top, along the right side. Continue cutting, moving left till you have no more sheets of paper, only strips.

Now stack the strips and cut them into small squares like … confetti.

Take the stuff by the handful, hold it close to your chest and with a rebel yell, let it fly up in the air.

I know; you're thinking, “Confetti? Party? This is so not a party.” It's hard to see the healing process right now as related to a party in any way, but there will come a time in your life (quite possibly in the next twenty-nine days or so) when you will look back on this time and realize, yeah, it was something to celebrate and now it's time to celebrate its end.

Now vacuum the confetti all up and say, “Adios, amigo, you're hereby sucked up into a dark pit of nothingness.”
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It wasn't pretty.
Sometimes he smelled really bad,
But at times it rocked.



Sometimes when we look back on things that hap pened last year, or last month, or last week, or even yesterday, we have a tendency to rewrite history, retelling it with a rosy glow that wasn't present at the time. We make the bad junk seem teeny tiny and to tally surmountable and the good stuff (and there was good stuff, there is no denying it) plentiful and overwhelmingly overwhelming.

But it wasn't exactly that way, was it?

We do this for a bunch of different reasons: We like wallowing in pain—it makes us feel connected to the ex. Or we just like the way wallowing makes us feel—important and real. Or it could be an almost automatic and innate thing, like how mothers for get the pain of childbirth because if they didn't, they would never ever have another baby. And in a way, relationships are like that too. We have to remember some good so we keep on keeping on, pursuing new (and better) relationships in the future. But to move on to greener pastures, we also have to ac knowledge the bad so we can come to grips with why this one sucked and how the next one will be better. If we can't acknowledge what really happened, we can't learn from the experience. And if we can't learn from the experience, we are doomed to repeat it.

HARD-TO-SWALLOW RULE:
The relationship is over because something wasn't right.

And today we will blame the dork.
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Yet another sheet or three of paper and a pen are needed. This time your friends can be involved, or not, although they will most certainly help add fuel to the fire. And that could be a good thing.

You're going to make a list of all the things that were wrong with the dork. Did he smell? Did he say he'd call and then not call? Did he have wholly unfortunate choices in footwear? Did he listen to really bad music? (Totally inexcusable in my book, but hey, that's just me.) They can be trivial. They can be huge. They should be trivial. They should be huge.

Ask your friends to contribute. I guarantee they will see things you totally did not. Don't be mad at them for it. Don't hold these things against them. They are helping you, assisting you the way they would a blind person who, though adept at getting around with a cane and a dog, occasionally needs help with directions.
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Next, study your list for a while. Don't be shy— you can even tape it to your closet door for a few hours. Just don't leave it there too long.

When you've seen enough of it, fold it up into a small square and tuck it into the toes of a pair of shoes you hardly ever wear. And there it shall stay. And when, one day, you decide to wear
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onMNING! And this is very important. Once again, you
must not show this list to the dork, and certainly not to
anyone who would or could tell the dork what's on it.
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Mantras for this chapter for you to repeat to yourself
siently in times of need:

3> 1 am s0 beyond this dork.

3> There goes the dork, here comes my powerful self.
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SONG OF THE DAY:
NO DOUBT, “EX-GIRLFRIEND"
A seething song perfectly poised from the gil's perspec-
tive about how hard it can be to know that you kinda,
sorta, deep down always knew it wouldn't end well Flay |
! loud.
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9 VERY IMPORTANT You must not show this story to the
dork, and certainly not to anyone who could tell the dork,
or much, much worse, show the dork. Instead, we will de-
clare this story over and mark it with a ritual.
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