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      to my mother, jane welt, 

      who informed me when I was seventeen that if I insisted on staying out past my curfew, I would be considered a Glad Girl.
         Years later, when I asked her exactly what a “Glad Girl” was, she said she had no idea and had made it up on the spot. She
         taught me that when you are the mother of a daughter, you use whatever works.
      

      and to all the future glad girls
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      foreword

      by Wendy Wasserstein

      When a young woman graduates from college today, chances are she has dissected a frog, she has perfected one foreign language,
         mastered basic calculus, and is familiar with the first twelve lines of the CanterburyTales. These are all important accomplishments, but not necessarily helpful when it’s time to buy your first sofa. This simple
         aqua book answers all the questions young women really want the answers to but are afraid to ask.
      

      From dating to dinner parties, Joan Jakobson offers twenty-first-century homespun wisdom. She is sophisticated, but warm.
         She is knowing, yet ironic. There are no recipes here for Ritz cracker pies and Swedish meatballs. The days of waiting to
         be pinned and then engaged are, thank god, over. No one is going to go to Sunday brunch in white gloves unless it’s for the
         Halloween parade in Greenwich Village. Now, in the aftermath of a happy destruction of all these formal rules, the question
         of what to do and when still emerges.
      

      Shows about single women, like Sex in the City, have guided new generations of single women with depictions of friendship, social mores, and fashion. But when you get right
         down to it, knowing that five-inch Manolo Blahnik heels are in isn’t going to help you set the table for a dinner party, or
         advise you what the hell to do when the person sitting next to you is a complete bore. Joan Jakobson offers keen advice for
         the new basics. She is not only post-feminist, she is post-chic. 
      

      This book is gloriously reasonable and honest. Joan’s answers to questions like what to do when a friend borrows money or
         what is the difference between dating a W.A.S.P. and a Jewish man are refreshingly frank. It’s as if one is talking to a mother,
         older sister, and best friend who is nonjudgmental and consistently offers do-able solutions. It’s impossible to read any
         of Joan’s life answers and not think, “This is wise, and I won’t have to overhaul my life to execute it.”
      

      So much of a young woman’s life has been turned over to media images of six-foot, 110lb girls who are Harvard Law graduates
         and celebrity models, who just moved into their InStyle magazine three-bedroom house in Laurel Canyon, where they exercise three hours a day, make over a million dollars a year,
         and look forward to getting their figure back within a week if they ever have a baby. These images can only make real women
         feel diminished about themselves and their accomplishments. They have nothing to do with the real-life difficulties of getting
         the first apartment, decorating it, or even cooking in it. Joan Jakobson addresses these issues with dignity. Her advice is
         not for a fantasy life but is clearly the result of her own experiences as a mother and a working writer. 
      

      The questions and answers in this book are not the final word on romance, dieting, or decorating. The best possible outcome
         to a daughter or a mother reading this practical handbook is to open up an intergenerational dialogue. At a time in which
         social mores, especially for women, are in a state of flux, guidebooks like this one offer an intelligent way to navigate
         everything from day-to-day events to important life choices. So much of the literature written for women is about “should”s.
         Formerly, the validity of a woman’s life hinged on domesticity. Since then, we’ve come a long way, baby, and we’ve been told
         we should have it all. Most recently, the message has been added to, so that young women should have a perfect domestic life,
         a perfect work life, plus perfect bodies and perfect sex lives. All of these “should”s cloud our ability to deal with the
         basic challenges that life presents to us. Whether you agree with Joan Jakobson’s solutions or not, one must respect her attempts
         to address the realities of a young woman’s life.
      

      I remember leafing through books like Tiffany’sTable Manners for Teenagers or Amy Vanderbilt’s Etiquette Book when I was in high school and thinking, “These are intriguing anthropological studies into a foreign species.” Frankly, finger
         bowls weren’t very common in my high school. I secretly wanted to know which fork to use for fish and what to do with a used
         napkin. But I never dared to mention it out loud. And yet, when I came of age and began going to dinner with a man who offered
         to pay for the meal, I wished those etiquette books had offered some guidance about when it was appropriate to accept and
         when I should offer to go Dutch. 
      

      Joan Jakobson does not shy away from these or any other delicate subjects. She candidly discusses her own marriages and romances.
         She is not a goody-goody, and she doesn’t fall for easy self-help answers either. Unlike the current trend of narcissistic
         self-revelation, her advice is often pro-active. Her advice on life, love, and lipstick is often to figure out a way to get
         on with it as gracefully and pragmatically as possible.
      

   
      introduction for mothers… and daughters

      I realize that from the sixth grade until college graduation (and yes, sometimes even beyond) most daughters are in profound
         denial that any maternal advice can be even remotely valuable or worth listening to. It wasn’t until I was nearly out of college
         when I realized that much of my mother’s advice actually made remarkably good sense. With each turning point in my adult life—marriages,
         babies, divorces, boring men at dinner parties—it was, ultimately, her rules and advice about manners and behavior that saw
         me through. I didn’t agree on every single issue that she feels strongly about, but she provided a sturdy, reliable framework
         for me and I would like to do the same for my daughter.
      

      I began writing this book several years ago when my daughter, Caitlin, and some of her college friends were visiting and we
         chatted away on a drizzly gray summer weekend. I was amazed that they wanted to talk with me for more than five minutes. (Of
         course, if the sun had been shining and they could have gone to the beach, I would have been alone in the kitchen, talking
         to myself as I emptied the dishwasher.) But as we began discussions on the usual topics, I found myself beginning sentences
         with, “Now when you girls get married . . .” and “Of course, when you have children of your own, I hope you’ll never . . .”
         And I was pleasantly astonished when the girls actually seemed interested in what I was telling them. (Caitlin hadn’t asked
         me for advice since she was in the second grade and wanted to know how to get rid of a cowlick in her eyebrow, a little-known
         affliction, then and now.) The heartening memory of that day was the fact that they not only welcomed some direction, but
         also the knowledge that rules, though ever changing, still exist.
      

      Since the starting point of this book was a series of questions and answers among my child, her friends, and me, I have stuck
         to that arrangement. Caitlin, who represents our universal daughter, poses the questions and I, the collective mother, attempt
         to answer them. When Caitlin recently announced her engagement, I realized that I had plenty to tell her before she left home
         for good, and there wasn’t much time left before the rehearsal dinner.
      

      Even though I wrote this for daughters, my friends who have read it found it useful. Of course, they didn’t agree with me
         on every topic (not many do), but reading it helped them figure out just what it was they wanted to tell their daughters.
         For those mothers who want to modify or adapt this book for their own girls, there are several blank pages at the end where
         they can add their own recommendations and tell their family stories. These pages will also provide mothers with the opportunity
         to offer some maternal advice that can be read and absorbed by their daughters in private. These same mothers will be spared
         a face-to-face discussion and the subsequent rolling of eyes, accompanied by a chorus of “Oh, please!” and cell phones conveniently
         ringing the minute a new subject is launched.
      

      For the girls, the good news is I’m not their mother. The bad news is I have even more to say than she does. But maybe because
         they’ll never have to face me at the dinner table, they’ll listen.
      

      Despite the fact that, according to some, I look like a middle-aged woman from the suburbs who drives a minivan, my life did
         not always proceed on a proper course. After Caitlin’s father and I divorced when she was five years old, I fell in love with
         a married man and had a baby boy with him before his divorce was final. During this time, I had the deeply dubious distinction
         of being the first unwed, pregnant class mother in the history of my daughter’s very traditional school. However, because
         I wrote my thank-you notes promptly and never wore a T-shirt that said “Beer Is Food” to the Middle School Parents’ Night
         Dinner, everyone survived. (Except my father.)
      

      The impression I hope that you ultimately take away from this book is that the social graces, our codes of behavior, have
         endured because they work. Over the years, although we’ve tweaked the rules, we’ve kept them close by our side because by
         following them, we gain the freedom to deal with unforeseen issues. Events occur that are part of the human condition, but
         for which no one can plan. But etiquette codes can ease the journey. Master the minor issues and you can deal with the important
         subjects on your own terms.
      

      Of course, I will tell daughters what to do about a host of other things that may occur as they get older, such as living
         on their own for the first time, financial concerns, dating, parties and men, careers, future husband, and future children.
      

      And I will also give advice on how to respond if you see your best friend’s husband with another woman, how to tip hotel concierges,
         and the importance of using a lash primer before applying mascara. These subjects may seem rather trivial now but learning
         more about them can help you keep your friends happy, avoid the loser rooms in hotels, and make your eyelashes look improbably
         thick and wavy without having to resort to a scary eyelash curler.
      

      Our girls are leaving home to begin their new adventures, so we’d better make sure they’re prepared for life without us—whether
         it’s marriage or graduate school, a career in bartending or weaving classes in Guatemala. Even if they don’t follow our advice
         immediately—with this book, it will be available for them to act upon at some later date, especially if they hope to inherit
         any jewelry.
      

   
      1

      entertaining and men behaving badly at dinner parties

      Mommy, shouldn’t you begin this book by discussing how to live on your own for the first time? But then, why would I expect
         the conventional response from you? Okay, why do you always say, “Never pass up a party”?
      

      Because you never know who you might meet. If you do go to a party and find that it’s a bust, you can always leave, but if
         you don’t go at all, you will spend the next week listening to friends describe the best night they ever had and maybe the
         next year wondering what or who might have been if you had fixed your hair and gone.
      

      I think that the more often I go out in the evening, the thinner I become. When I stay in at night, I have dinner and then
         sit in front of the television with a book or magazine. I find myself going into the kitchen every ten or fifteen minutes
         for something to eat. When I’m out, I have dinner and don’t snack away during the hours between dinner and bed. I don’t share
         this discovery with many people because I sound like an airhead, but I think it’s the truth.
      

      Whatever. Move on.

      Okay, party specifics. Let’s start with the invitations. A majority of birthday party invitations I now receive include the
         words “No Presents Please” or worse, “No Gifts,” printed in the lower right-hand corner. (I think gift is an unattractive and somewhat cheesy word and I much prefer present.) The motives behind this unsettling directive remain obscure (unless your guest list is so extensive that you’d have to
         take a leave of absence from your job to write thank-you notes). When a hostess has spent days preparing for a party by scraping
         the mildew off the shower curtain, wrapping up little hot dogs in phyllo dough and baking them, and enlarging embarrassing
         high school yearbook photographs and stationing them at strategic points around the living room for guests to snicker at for
         years to come, she deserves a little something. Having birthday parties without presents is like taking away Christmas and
         replacing it with Flag Day.
      

      Since RSVP stands for répondez s’il vous plaît, or respond if you please, it is not necessary to have “Please RSVP” printed on your invitations.
      

      And when you call your hostess to respond to an invitation, do not say, “I’m calling to RSVP,” and assume that your hostess
         thinks that you’re accepting. You are responding, but it’s up to you to tell her that you’re either attending or not. You
         should be specific and say, “I would love to come to your cocktail party” or “I’m so sorry that I won’t be able to come to
         your cocktail party.”
      

      There seems to be a movement afoot to put “Not Black Tie” on invitations. I trust you will not be a part of it. This is unnecessary,
         because unless the host or hostess says it is “Black Tie,” it’s not. Some will say, “I have no choice but to put ‘Not Black
         Tie’ on the invitation because otherwise people don’t know what to wear and they call me.” Let ’em call. It’s their problem,
         not yours.
      

      I think that’s as much as I can absorb about invitations. What advice do you have about the actual event?

      If you are late for dinner at someone’s house, don’t bring your hostess a bunch of flowers as a gesture of contrition. Believe
         me, at that point the last thing she wants to think about is going into the kitchen and finding a vase, filling it, and arranging
         some flowers. If you want to apologize for your tardiness, send her a plant or flowers, in a vase, the next day. And don’t
         be late again.
      

      Have music playing, especially during the cocktail hour. And turn up the volume a bit more than you would if there were only
         two of you present. If the volume is higher than usual, but not enough to be piercing or annoying, your guests will have to
         speak up, thereby making the evening seem more festive and exciting.
      

      If the occasion is a seated lunch or dinner, and you have to rent tables, rent fewer large ones. Don’t invite forty people
         and seat them at ten tables of four. Use four tables that seat ten guests. Otherwise, the whole notion of talking to many
         different people is lost. You might as well be playing Scrabble.
      

      Don’t even think of asking to sit next to your boyfriend or husband at a dinner party. This is too tiresome for your hostess.
         Why would you want to sit beside the person you come with? Isn’t the purpose of a party to have a spirited conversation with
         other people, to meet someone who might tell you something that would make you look differently at life, to share a truly
         riveting piece of gossip with your date on the way home as you rehash the evening? If not, then the two of you should stay
         at home, order in burritos, and watch Friends reruns.
      

      Once I went to a dinner party and sat beside a woman, and my date was sitting next to a man. There were six men and six women.
         Why did I end up with a woman when there were enough men to go around?
      

      That happened because traditionally the hostess has to be at one head of the table and her husband at the other, but that no longer makes sense.
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