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For C.,

who really does make my life better.

Goddammit.









To-Do List [image: image]

Get a book published. [image: image]

Buy a nice computer. [image: image]

Rent an office. [image: image]

Launch a website. [image: image]

Pay my rent with no anxiety.
 
[image: image]

Get a development deal with a major television network.

And film studio.

Get rich.

Quit temp job.

Start my own company.

Be respected for my work by certain conventional judges of such things. [image: image]

Write charming series of books about young boy wizard. (Fuck.)

[image: image]

Find boyfriend.

Make sure he turns into fiancé. Marry him.

Write another book.

Get pregnant.

Have baby.

Get a Brazilian bikini wax. Be in good health.

Be less depressed. [image: image]

Be less anxious. [image: image]

Figure out how to avoid death.
 
Become a global phenomenon.

The Interview

Have a seat.
 Congratulations.
 You’ve passed the first test.
 I don’t find you sexually repellent.
 You should be proud of yourself.
 Most men fail that part.
 Now we can begin the oral segment of the inquiry.
 And if you pass that,
 we can move on to the physical examination.
 Ready? Okay.
 Are you a registered Democrat?
 Do you tell the truth?
 When did your most recent relationship end? And why?
 How long did it last?
 What was the last movie you saw?
 Do you watch TV?
 Can you take a joke?
 Are you generous, kind, loving?
 Good in bed? Willing to go down…
 for the paper and coffee and muffins on Sunday morning?
 Are you currently in therapy?
 If not, have you ever been?
 And would you consider going back?
 Like, say, tomorrow?
 Do you understand that no one had a perfect childhood
 and that the things learned during one’s most
 impressionable years are the tools that one uses,
 the patterns one follows, for the rest of one’s life?
 Do you pay your bills on time?
 Do you snore?
 Do you like dogs?
 Do you have high standards for the things that are important to you?
 Are you going to be able to deal with dating a woman 
 who writes honestly and candidly about her life experiences
 and then performs what she has written to increasingly larger audiences?
 Do you understand that should you and I begin a relationship, you will become part of that life experience, and that intimate, thinly disguised details of our relationship may become fodder for my act, the one performed in front of that ever-widening audience?
 Can you handle that?
 Do you understand what I’m saying?
 Do you need me to say it again?
 If you do, that’s all I need to know.
 Thanks for coming in.
 
Next.

Excerpt from Anita Liberty’s Blog

I am Anita Liberty. I’m sure you’ve got that part by now. I went through a horrible breakup and was very hurt. To get even with my ex-boyfriend, Mitchell, I decided to devote my entire career to humiliating him in public. To that end, I had thousands of postcards printed that read and distributed them in restaurants all over New York City. I’ve expressed my (justified) anger in front of live and appreciative audiences in New York, San Francisco, Los Angeles, and the Hamptons. I performed my show, Not Thinking About You, at HBO’s U.S. Comedy Arts Festival in Aspen. I wrote a book about the breakup called How to Heal the Hurt by Hating, and it was published by a major book publisher. National newspapers and magazines with wide circulations reviewed that book. That book is in its fifth printing. It’s been published in England and Greece. Excerpts from that book are currently being used by an amazingly large number of Texas high school students for a statewide interscholastic-league poetry competition. (And one student’s male speech teacher can even recite “Mitchell’s New Girlfriend” by heart.) I had a short film at the Sundance Film Festival that told the story of how much I hated Mitchell. It was broadcast over and over and over and over again on cable television. And guess what? I’m still single. Isn’t that surprising? Like, aren’t you just shocked? Yeah. Me, too.

[image: image]

Bad Dates. Good Poems.

These dates.
 These men.
 The ones who hurt me, bore me,
 make me write poetry,
 inspire me to mock them,
 to examine the details of their behavior
 until they are only what they are to me.
 Can they all be as ridiculous as they are to me?
 Or do I just refuse to forgive them for things they
 haven’t yet had a chance to do?
 
No man stands a chance.

 And I still think, foolishly, that there is a man.
 A chance.
 One more time for one more date to be right.
 So I go
 knowing that, even if it’s not right,
 at least I’ll get a poem out of it.
 A poem that snakes around the innocent boy
 who sits in front of me, thinking his own thoughts,
 and trying to connect and get laid and maybe even,
 I’d like to think,
 fall in love.
 And if it’s him across from me,
 If he’s the one,
 I think I’ll make fun of the one, too.

I have a lot of bad dates.
 But I write a lot of good poems.

Excerpt from Anita Liberty’s Blog

Even a cult heroine needs validation to get her through her days. So I called my best friend, Lizzy, but she wasn’t in the mood to shore up her needy, self-involved, megalomaniacal friend at the moment. She was mired in the quicksand of her own self-pity. She had another bad blind date last night—and she doesn’t even write poetry about it! Poor girl. So I was on my own and did what I sometimes have to do for an ego boost: ego-surf. I search the net for some sign of substantiation from a stranger. Periodically, through my website—www.anitaliberty.com—I’ll get fan e-mail. Most of them are, you know, the usual: Anita Liberty for President; You’re my role model; I totally worship you; Rock on with yo’ bad self; etc. But the other day, there was one e-mail nestled in among all the e-ndorsements. It read:

Dear Anita,

Get over yourself.

You’re just not that interesting.

Signed,

Jimster

Advice from Anita Liberty

When your self-esteem is low and you’re feeling stuck in a rut, your natural inclination may be to go looking for some affirmation to propel you out of your funk. It’s an understandable impulse, but I’m here to tell you that sometimes affirmation is not what you need to get you to the next place. Sometimes you need the Jimster.

Getting Over Myself

I’m not always right
 My perspective is not the only one.

 The world does not revolve around me.

 I could get better at hiding my contempt.
 
I’m not invincible.

 Sometimes I fall short of my goals.

 Some people are cooler than I am.

 Some people are more beautiful than I am.

 Some people are even smarter than I am.

 I mean, I’m sure someone out there is smarter than I am.

I can do this.
 
I can get over myself.
 
I’m confident in my lack of confidence.
 
I’m secure with my insecurity.
 
I’m not scared to show you I’m scared.
 
I’m strong enough to say I’m not as strong as I seem.

No one’s as strong as I seem.
 No one’s as great as I think I am.

 There has to be room for improvement.
 
Someone must have some advice for me.

 Next time someone gives me advice,
 I’m going to think very seriously about taking it.
 At the very least, I’m going to wait until they think
 they’ve made their point before I dismiss it.

Get ready for a whole new Anita Liberty.

 
I’ll be better than I’ve ever been.
 Or not as good as I thought I was.
 And you’ll love me even more for loving myself less.
 And, this time, I’ll appreciate it.

Excerpt from Anita Liberty’s Blog

I did it. I got over myself. No small feat. No easy task. No wee deed. And even though it seems to have taken a long time, the universe ultimately delivered a reward for all of my hard work.

Good Date. Bad Poem.

He seemed nice.
He was smart.
And funny.
And cute.
I liked his clothes.

Advice from Anita Liberty

So you had one good date. With someone who seemed normal. But seemed is the operative word here. You never know. You just never know. Until you know. And even then sometimes you don’t know. I dated someone for three and a half years who seemed normal. And then he wasn’t anymore. In fact, he turned out to be extremely abnormal.

First impressions mean nothing.

He Called the Next Day

He called the next day.

Excerpt from Anita Liberty’s Blog

He called. He left me a message saying that he had a really nice time and asking when he could see me again. Huh. I’m confused. It just seems so…so…normal. Not wanting to play games or waste time, I immediately picked up the phone and called Lizzy. She was happy for me. Happy for me in a you-had-a-good-date-why-wasn’t-it-me-you-fucker kind of way. I told her it didn’t mean anything. One good date means one good date.

Another Good Date. Another Bad Poem.

He cooked me dinner.
Which was good.
And nothing he said irritated me.
Not slightly.
Not once.
And he kissed me.
That felt nice.

He Called the Next Day (#2)

He did.
Again.

Excerpt from Anita Liberty’s Blog

Okay. The moment of truth is upon us. A third date has been planned. It’s coming up. This weekend. I’m nervous. Everyone knows what the third date means. It’s time to take it to the next level. It’s time to jump in and take a risk. It’s time to bare all. I’ve been holding back. I’ve been waiting until exactly the right moment to open myself up.

I’ve told Good Date that I’m a writer. I’ve told him that I write about my life. What I haven’t told him is that I examine the specifics of my life, most especially my dating life, with excruciating detail and perform that writing from the stage in front of an audience. What I haven’t told him is that I made a name for myself by humiliating my last boyfriend.

It’s too bad. It’ll be hard looking at his back as he runs fast in the other direction. It’s too bad, because I was kind of actually liking him.

Good Date #3. Bad Poem #3.

We saw a movie and he held my hand.
He smiled at me a lot.
He told me I was beautiful.
He bought me a bottle of ginger ale on the way home.
That's my favorite soda.
Guess what?
It’s his, too.

Excerpt from Anita Liberty’s Blog

I broke the news. I showed Good Date my book. I was completely honest. I made sure that he understood exactly what he was getting into.

He said that my work was amazing and hilarious and smart and that he can’t wait to see me perform.

So I had sex with him.

And it was nice.
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