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“To single women everywhere: Don’t leave your everlasting gobstopper of love on the table. You go girls.”
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foreword




I was sitting at a bar in my Brooklyn neighborhood waiting for a guy to show up. We had been dating about two weeks, and it was one of those semi-definite plans that can only lead to heartbreak for one of the parties. He had said he’d stop by at some point, and I said I’d be getting there at 9. It was now 10:45, and I had been drinking vodka tonics slowly, fretting to the female bartender, and getting progressively more demoralized. Maybe he hadn’t said he’d definitely come by. Maybe he’d said he might, which was a totally different thing from would. Maybe he said he’d do it at the end of the night and not the beginning, in which case I couldn’t even be legitimately annoyed. But I knew I wasn’t deaf or stupid, and I remembered very clearly what he’d said: “I’ll definitely come by after work.” He worked late sometimes, but not this late. And if he were working this late, he should have called.

For the past hour and a half I had been periodically lifting my cell phone off the bar and checking to see if somehow, magically, the SILENT RING button had managed to press itself. Sometimes I’d make myself stop and swear not to lift it again, and then a few minutes later I’d break down and check, like someone with OCD who’s convinced they forgot to lock the door. As if that weren’t enough, every fifteen minutes I would call my home machine to see if he’d called to say he wasn’t coming, although I knew he had my cell phone number.

It never occurred to me to leave, not at 9:30 or even at 10:30. All I could think about was that he said he’d come, and I had to wait until he did.

After a little while I noticed that the guy next to me, a slender, older man with worn eyes, had been watching me. “Are you waiting for someone?” he finally asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m seeing this guy, and he said he’d stop by, and I know I look like a real idiot, but I’m really into him.”

He shook his head and said, “But you’re so beautiful, and you seem intelligent. Why would you do this to yourself? If he can’t get his act together to come here then you’re obviously way too good for him. Why are you wasting your time?”

I nodded contemplatively and then did what all girls do when struck with an insight this intense and on-target: ordered another vodka tonic and went out onto the sidewalk to see if he was coming.

This story might be less embarrassing if I could honestly say this was the first time I had ever acted like a moron over a worthless guy. But—although I cringe to admit it—over the course of my twenties there were at least a dozen guys who drove me to obsess, fret, call, not call, deconstruct, and lament to all my girlfriends. There was a guy who called me from a pay phone, ran out of quarters, and then called five days later. There was a film director who complained about his career slump for an hour and a half, without asking me a single question about myself. There was the actor who left my apartment after a hot night of makeout, saying that instead of having breakfast with me, he needed to build some shelves. Did I thank any of these guys for letting me know, in no uncertain terms, to cross them off my list? On the contrary. I logged weeks over the phone with friends trying to make sense of them, concocting any excuse that would make it possible for me to keep seeing them: He lost my phone number, he lost his cell phone, he went out of town, he’s going through a rough patch emotionally, he’s getting over his ex-girlfriend, his divorce is making it hard for him to get close, his subway broke down, he got really busy at work, or he got hit by a truck.

One guy I really liked, a quirky documentary filmmaker named Dan, went MIA for three weeks after what I thought was a great first date, and just as I was about to give up on dating forever, a friend of his called to tell me Dan had gotten cancer and checked into a hospital for treatment. Instead of feeling sad I felt relieved: After dating dozens of guys who had no excuses, I’d finally met someone who had one!

The most horrifying aspect of dating all these jerks was that I began to realize that I had a lot of company. I wasn’t an anomaly, one neurotic Jewish girl with father issues who needed years of therapy to learn not to waste her time with ambivalent men. All of my friends were going through the same thing. When I wasn’t on the phone complaining about the guy who left the country unexpectedly and never came back, I was consoling the friend who was dating a guy who asked her to leave after they slept together, or the one who had spent a romantic weekend with a guy in the country never to hear from him again, or the one losing sleep over the guy she met on the subway platform who loved her but didn’t want to be monogamous. Some of their losers made my guys look gentlemanly.

As I talked to more and more women at parties and at work, I began to see that this was an epidemic. It seemed that thousands of college-educated, professional, high-achieving, and intelligent women were wasting hours of time on men who were treating them horribly. We were the daughters of the same 1970s feminists who believed, “A woman without a man is like a fish without a bicycle,” and yet we were pining away like schoolgirls over men who shouldn’t have been worth a second date. What was going on?

This is something I’ve been thinking about these last few years, after I finally met, fell in love with, and married a man who treated me with respect from moment one. As my life has changed, I’ve watched my friends. Some have gone on to meet wonderful people, while others are still logging asshole time, worried about their fertility, and afraid they’ll never meet anyone they could marry.

I am not sure who is to be blamed for the unprecedented chasm between the sexes these days, for the miscommunication, dodginess, and emotional abuse, and meanness from men to women (and let’s face it, from women to men). Perhaps it’s broken homes; or faulty parenting; or the biological clock, which makes women so desperate for a mate that they’re willing to overlook major personality flaws; or the fetishizing of casual sex in the 1990s, which tricked women into thinking they didn’t have feelings; or the advances of women in the work world, which made them think they could snag a husband with the same persistence they used in the office. It could be all of these things or none. But by the time anyone figures out the reason, we will all be dead.

So I think it’s time we began focusing not on the disease but the cure. The cure is simple, ancient, universally effective, and yet strangely elusive. It can be as hard to locate as the flu vaccine, but when you find it, your sense of well being sets in almost immediately. What is this magical antidote?

Pride.

No, you can’t walk into a party with pride as your date and get envious looks from other women. You can’t marry pride, and you can’t have babies with it. You can’t give pride a blow job or have online sex with it. But pride can give you orgasms, and it most definitely can lighten your mood.

If I had left that bar at 9:30, taking home no man but at least keeping my pride, I might have been able to stop dating my no-show the very next day. I could have been spared weeks of agony that prevented me from meeting thousands of wonderful guys. When I got home that night, maybe I would have read a book or taken a bath or watched TV or even lay down on the bed and cried, but I would have done so with my dignity intact.

When I finally left that bar at 11:30, wobbling home, demoralized and depressed, I was upset not because he had failed to show up but because I’d sat in a bar alone for two and a half hours waiting for him. And what I didn’t realize was that after a certain point, it no longer mattered if he came because he’d already ruined things. As I discovered the next time I saw him, there was no joy in our eventual reunion because the dream I’d had for us was already dead. I knew he wasn’t going to turn around just as I knew that his not showing up at the bar was only one of several things he had done wrong over the course of the few weeks we’d been dating.

After an amazing first date he had said he’d call the next day and didn’t. He had been cagey about physical intimacy to the point where it was unclear whether he was interested in women at all. He complained constantly about his job but never asked me about my own. He invited me away for the weekend and then asked me to get the rental car myself, pick him up at work, and split the cost with him. But I didn’t want to look at any of that behavior because I was too scared to interpret what that information might mean: We weren’t meant to be. I was afraid to cancel the wedding planner I’d already hired in my head.

The reason pride can be so elusive for women is because it often comes hand in hand with accepting that things weren’t meant to be, and accepting this can be painful, depressing, and lonely. But the sadness fades. All the ambivalent, shady, hot-and-cold rockers and writers and artists I dated in my twenties were guys I could laugh about a week after it ended. The recovery never took nearly as long as the months of floundering in nonrelationships.

This book is about how to find your pride and use it to take action in matters of the heart. Unlike some books, it will not give you a magical formula or try to convince you that all the power lies in the hands of men. Ian Kerner is that rare man who truly loves women and wants to help them (I mean, come on. The guy wrote an entire book about giving oral sex to women). Be Honest— You’re Not That Into Him Either is a smart and very funny guide to getting off your butt and getting back on the journey that will eventually lead you to someone who loves you and treats you well. Your mensch is out there; you just have to know how to spot him. A friend of mine once said, “Your twenties are about figuring out what you want and your thirties are about figuring out how to get it.” Whenever it happens, you do need to figure out what you want—and don’t want—before you can have a chance of being happy. You have to stop treading water. Ian takes you through all the excuses you’ve been making and dismantles them one by one. In so doing, he shows you a way out of the patterns that have been making you miserable all these years.

This is not a prescriptive book, the kind that tells you to follow certain rules or that claims all men are the same so you’d better accept it and act accordingly. It is smarter, more nuanced, and more complicated. But it will tell you how to put your own needs first and begin to recognize when they’re not being met—sexually or emotionally. Ian is not against casual sex, but his advice on it is sound: If you’re having it you should at least be having mind-blowing orgasms. There is nothing worse than a drunken and sexually unequal one-night-stand with someone you barely know. You wake up in the morning with your tongue feeling like cotton, wondering what his name is and then remembering that you didn’t even come. What is the point of casual sex if the sex part isn’t any good?

Similarly, what is the point of dating someone if he’s not making you feel great? Why muddle through life when you can make active choices? You wouldn’t stay at a job you hated or endure a friendship that wasn’t giving you something, so why use a different set of standards when it comes to men?

A few months after I told my bar no-show that I didn’t want to see him any more, he called me on my cell phone. I was caught off guard, but I answered. “I just wanted to apologize for being such a freak,” he said. “I didn’t treat you well. I was going through a lot at work and…”

As he went on I shook my head. He was still wrapped up in his own drama, even now. He wanted a sympathetic ear to complain to about his emotional drama, even after we had stopped dating.

“That’s OK,” I said, interrupting him. “It just wasn’t right. I don’t resent you. I wish you all the best.” And I meant it.

I hung up the phone, and then I did something that only took a second but made me feel better than I had in months: I deleted him.







    

introduction:

ARE YOU REALLY THAT

INTO HIM?




Men are jerks. We don’t call when we say we will. We lie. We cheat on our wives and our girlfriends. We leave the toilet seat up, and we engage in a host of clichéd behaviors that modern dating guides lay out in obvious terms so you can move on with your lives. Yes, some men are jerks. But you know that because you’ve dated us. And you’re smart enough to know that when a guy doesn’t call you, it means he’s not that into you.

But despite your intelligence, you’ve begun to operate on his terms. And who can blame you? Go on enough bad dates and your hopes of finding love are sure to diminish. You start to make adjustments, taking a realistic and pragmatic approach. You begin to settle. You know that frogs don’t turn into princes, so you lower your standards enough until it gets difficult to tell the two apart. Whether out of good old-fashioned horniness, social pressure (combined with the perception that there are no good men left), or simply the dismal dating disappointments you continually face, you’ve lowered your standards—perhaps without even realizing it. But in doing so, you’ve forgotten that while he may be showing you that he’s not that into you, the truth is you were never really that into him in the first place. Be honest. You were with him while you were waiting for something better to come along. He wasn’t that great to begin with but he was better than nothing. Or was he?

You settled, and then you got stuck. Well, this book is going to help you get unstuck.

What makes me such an expert? Well, first off, I’m a man, so I am well qualified to write about male limitations (I need only look in the mirror). But in addition to my chromosomal makeup, I’m a sex therapist and I talk to women (and men) every day about their erotic and romantic issues. And what has struck me most over the past year or so is not the inability of women to read men’s all-too-clear signs of relative disinterest but women’s passive decisions to sleep with, date, and ultimately fall in love with men they never really liked in the first place.

Take, for instance, the “curious case of the girl in the elegant black dress.”

Last fall I was giving a talk at a singles event in lower Manhattan when a stunning thirty-one-year-old blond woman stood to ask a question. Tall, attractive, and well put together, she was the picture of feminine confidence:

“I’m so fed up. I’m ready to be in a relationship but I date these guys and it’s like an episode of The Bachelor—in the back of your mind you know there are all these other beautiful women competing for him, and he knows you know that, and these days waiting to have sex until the third date is almost quaint, so next thing you know, you’re hooking up and wondering why he’s being so standoffish and…”

At this point a guy in the audience shouted, “Maybe he’s just not that into you,” echoing the mantra of a certain book with the same title that swept bestseller lists and caused quite a stir late last year.

A smattering of laughter ensued.

“Possibly,” she retorted. “But when I heard that title, you know what my first response was? ‘Guess what? I was never into you either!’ ” she shouted. “If I really stop to think about it, I’m getting hung up on men I never wanted in the first place. And all the women I know feel the same way. We’ve collectively lowered our standards without even realizing it.”

“So, then why are you dating these guys?” I asked.

She hesitated, then answered, “Because somehow it feels like I should be dating but there aren’t that many great choices out there. And I guess I’m caught in something I can’t get out of.”

She thought for another moment.

“And, you know, because I like to sleep with men.”

Oh, yeah, that.

Now, I’m not out to question your right to have sex if you get horny or lonely. Second-wave feminists fought for that right, and you were most likely born with it. It’s no longer about ensuring your right to pursue pleasure. It’s yours, sista, so use it as you see fit. But use it wisely. Think about how you wield that power and what the costs are of sleeping with guys you might not be that into. Trust me, he’s getting something out of the bargain, but what are you getting?

But there’s more to this than sex. The proliferation of the Rabbit vibrator tells us that women are capable of getting themselves off without having to suffer through another dreary date with yet another misfit with a Club Monaco charge card. Successful, attractive, empowered women are dating (and falling for) men who they know they’re not into. This is happening every day, from New York to San Francisco and even in Ohio. It has probably already happened to you.

Part of the problem is the dating marketplace. The world is full of sensational women (trust me, I see you all the time—I’m married, not dead) but there are too few men to go around, or so it appears, and you’re forced to settle. Are all the good ones taken? Of course not, but then again, they don’t seem to be hanging out on your doorstep either. So, you keep sleeping with the ones you’re not really into. But truth be told, it’s women’s sexually empowered behavior that’s helping create an army of men who’ve come to expect that and nothing more.

Then there are the pressures of the social marketplace. Settle down and have children, it seems to say. A family? That’s a great idea! You’ll get right on that, after you perfect cold fusion. But it’s easier said than done, especially when you cannot meet someone you want to see for a third date. And don’t you live in the world of third-wave feminism? Yes, but as modern as the world may seem, certain traditions still rule the day. The pressure to get married, however, may be leading you to make some bad choices.

And all of this is what keeps the dating treadmill spinning at such a fast and constant pace that you forget to notice that you’re not actually getting anywhere. You’ve been at this so long it seems like the reality is: Girl meets less-than-stellar guy, girl sleeps with less-than-stellar guy, and soon enough, girl is dating less-than-stellar guy. Repeat. You know the drill—you’re living it.

This book will not reduce men’s behaviors to a simple tagline. And it will not provide a neat and handy set of rules for you to follow. I’m giving you more credit than to assume you just need a rote list.

Instead, this book is designed to make you think about your actions and behaviors. That’s right, even though it might be momentarily liberating to think, “Hey, it’s not my fault it didn’t work out, he’s just not that into me,” it’s just not that simple. Life doesn’t let us off the hook so easily. And the idea that you are powerless to affect what a guy feels about you—that you might as well just be plucking the petals off of daisies (“he’s into me, he’s into me not”) is part of the process of lowering your standards, abdicating responsibility for your actions, and accepting defeat.

There is no “right” or “wrong”; guys are not either “into you” or “not into you.” The world is complex, and in the pages that follow, I’ll outline a set of practical insights that will, I hope, help improve your love life. Based on my own experiences as a practicing sex therapist, current clinical studies, and a multitude of conversations I’ve had with men and women across the country, this book will help you become a little more honest with yourself and realize that you’re the one who’s not that into him. To achieve this, I’ve broken the book into three major parts, each addressing the ways in which women lower their standards. The goal of the book is to get you thinking and to pave the way for action, change, and the discovery of the love you want. To emphasize these points, each chapter concludes with two wrap-up sections. The first is called “Be Honest,” and it functions as a two

A.M. phone call from your best friend, the voice of reality. The second section, “Raise and Reach,” provides some ideas on how to raise your standards and reach for the love you deserve.

When it comes to life, take the “you can’t fire me because I quit” approach. He may not be that into you but, like the woman in black, it’s worth remembering, “Guess what, guys? We’re not that into you either!”

Stop lowering your standards, and start reaching for love! That may be easy for me to say and harder for you to do, but the first step is the realization that you’re just not that into him. Action and reward will follow recognition.

Now, let’s get going!









    



part 1 SEX





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

    
       
          
      

       
          
          
      

       
          
      

       
          
          
      

       
          
      

       
          
          
      

       
          
             
             
             
             
             
             
         
      
   

    
       
   





OEBPS/9780061738715.png
-
IAN KERNER, Ph.D.

author of SHE COMES FIRST





OEBPS/logo.jpg
& HarperCollins e-books





