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      What Type of Down-Dater Are You? 

      


      Mommy Dearest. You chide him when he’s late, you remind him to eat his vegetables, and you forbid him from blowing all his money on beer

         until he gets himself a job. Face it—you don’t have a boyfriend, you have a teenage son.

      


      Ms. “I Love Him for What He Is, Not What He Does” (also goes by “The Denial Artist”). If you’re an architect and he’s the weekend manager at Pizza Hut, this might make for a bit of head-butting.

      


      The Too-Busy Bessie. Breaking up with your unworthy boyfriend and finding a man who deserves you isn’t an activity you can program into your PDA.

         It’s something that you need to do right away—no matter how busy you are.

      


      The “But He’s Changing” Girl. If your boyfriend wasn’t the man you wanted him to be when you met—emotionally, financially, intellectually, or in any other

         way—chances are he never will be.

      


      The “I Just Bought a Book Called Dating Up” Woman. Why should you take my word for it? Because I’ve tried these techniques and shared them with the frustrated women I know,

         and they actually work. In other words, I’m not only the Dating Up president. I’m also a client.

      


   

      For my parents, who have proven that great and lasting love still exists.


      And for my sister Caroline, who never settles for less than she deserves.
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      Introduction


      Lo-ser \ lü-z&r \ n: 1 : One that loses especially consistently 2 : One who is incompetent or unable to succeed; also : something doomed to fail or disappoint.

      


      Down-dater \ doun-’dater \ n: A woman of good character, sound mind, solid education, and great ambition, who cannot seem to tear herself apart from starving

         artists, men with money but no hearts, and all other classes of loser.

      


      So you’re a down-dater. You meet unimpressive guys who are beneath you, and you cling to them for dear life, while turning

         a blind eye to all the fabulous, intelligent, wealthy men of the world.

      


      Welcome to the club.


      By the time my best friends and I left Smith College in 2003, we had graduated with honors, gotten jobs in the fields and

         cities of our choice, and begun thinking about how to invest for the future. We had also collectively dated an impressive

         string of losers including “Brooklyn Ben,” a twenty-nine-year-old aspiring rock star who carried a cloth Smurf wallet with

         a Velcro clasp; “Little Piggy,” the unusually short heir to a sausage fortune, who threw away his parents’ money on long weekends

         in Vegas and didn’t own a single book; “The Stripper’s Assistant,” a used-car salesman with a kid, who accompanied his best

         friend—a male stripper in army paint—to gigs as a bodyguard; “Virgin Atlantic,” an unpublished British poet who still lived

         with his mom and was more talk than action; “Brad with the Broken Nose,” a construction worker with a propensity for barroom

         brawls; and “Eddie the Drug Dealer”—no explanation needed.

      


      Starving artists, social miscreants, or hell, any guy living slightly above the poverty line were all the rage back in college,

         when our greatest expense was Corona with lime. But now we’re thinking ahead, realizing that our choice of partners will determine

         our lifelong social and economic happiness, and that a guy’s cute spiky hair or vintage LP collection will take a girl only

         so far. We’re determining what’s most important. For some of us, it’s the ability to quit our job and stay home with our kids

         one day. For others, it’s a husband who works as hard as we do and has earning potential that’s equal to or greater than our

         own. And for others still, it’s a four-bedroom house in Bridgehampton with an ocean view. Whatever the reason, suddenly that

         old phrase of Mom’s—“It’s just as easy to fall in love with a rich man as it is to fall in love with a poor man”—doesn’t seem

         so prehistoric after all.

      


      I’m not suggesting that we run out and get boob jobs, or that we forget about chemistry and marry the nearest millionaire

         on a ventilator. I didn’t go to Gloria Steinem’s alma mater for four years to write a book about gold digging. Dating Up is about more than just money. It’s about finding a man who is your intellectual equal and wants the same things out of life

         you do—success, happiness, stability, and financial security. Marrying for money alone won’t lead to a life of wedded bliss,

         but it’s time that women stop feeling bad about admitting that money matters. We deserve to be challenged, excited, and (yes,

         I’ll admit it) supported—financially and otherwise—by the men in our lives. Acknowledging that fact doesn’t diminish our independence.

         It just makes us aware of what we need from a partner and gets us that much closer to finding Mr. Right (and ditching Mr.

         Are-You-Kidding-Me).

      


      Men of quality are everywhere. And the tools for finding and keeping one are only slightly different from the tools you needed

         to get that dude with the earring who just asked if he could borrow ten bucks for cab fare. These men want all the things

         in a mate that other men want, plus an added element of refinement and worldliness. They need partners who are comfortable

         around wealth, who carry themselves with confidence, who have seen the world, and know their Picasso from their Pollock, their

         Dostoevsky from their Dominick Dunne.

      


      In these pages, you will learn how to locate and keep a quality wealthy man. From looking your best, to educating yourself

         about wine, art, travel, and literature; from striking up a conversation at the gym or an Ivy League club, to meeting his

         mother and making her love you, I have gathered tips and tricks from quality men and the women they marry, and put all of

         them to the test, to make sure that I’m giving you the information you need.

      


      Marrying the right kind of man is about staying true to who you are, while enhancing yourself. It’s about knowing the places

         to meet great men and getting ready to snag one once you do. It’s not about being a gold digger or settling for money over

         love. It’s about finding the whole package and knowing how to make it yours.

      


      In my preliminary research for this book, I interviewed dozens of successful, smart, and otherwise happy women, who keep falling

         into one unsuccessful, unwise, unhappy relationship after another. Most of them know what they’re doing to sabotage their

         own love lives, but feel that eventually they’ll grow out of it. Wrong. Dating is like dieting—you can’t just say “I’m dying

         to lose weight, so I think I’ll eat whatever I want and hope that I drop fifteen pounds.” Likewise, you can’t keep dating

         losers and expect to wake up next to Prince Charming one of these days. You need a strategy, and that’s where Dating Up comes in. 

      


      Before we move on to dating up, let’s explore why we down-date in the first place and how to identify the losers to whom we

         tend to give our hearts. (Isn’t overanalyzing fun? If it had been a varsity sport in high school, I would have been captain

         of the team.) Here are the ten most common types of down-dater. Recognize yourself? If so, read on.

      


      	1.	Mommy Dearest. Even though he’s unemployed and you work full-time, he can’t seem to remember to wash his dirty socks—but you can. Even though

         you have a busy social calendar, you constantly remind him of job interviews, doctor’s appointments, and family birthdays

         that have slipped his mind. You chide him when he’s late, you remind him to eat his vegetables, and you forbid him from blowing

         all his money on beer until he gets himself a job. Face it: you don’t have a boyfriend, you have a teenage son. It’s easy

         to get lured into this particular trap, because a lot of us confuse feelings of romance with the urge to nurture. But what’s

         going to happen when you actually have children? Do you want to be taking care of him then? The man you end up with should

         be your equal. Yes, you should take care of each other in small ways, but first it’s important to know that you both can tie

         your own shoelaces. Your attention to detail and urge to be the boss will serve you better at work than in a romantic relationship.

         If you just can’t bear the thought of losing a warm body in the bed at night, and an expectant “feed me” look each time you

         walk through the door, dump the toddler-man and get a golden retriever.

      


      	2.	The Mother-Seeker. The overly mothering girlfriend has been around for centuries, but throughout the past few decades, an increase in the number

         of women in the workplace has spawned a new breed of overly mothering men. These guys cook all your meals, clean up after

         you, and generally make sure your life runs smoothly while you’re out there living it. They are usually unemployed, or work

         one hour for every ten that you log in. Meanwhile, you grow so comfortable with having everything done for you that you never

         pause to think about whether or not you actually like the guy, or whether he’s your intellectual equal (probably not if he’s

         doing a handyman’s job for free). Leaky faucet? Call your boyfriend. New couch needs to be delivered between noon and three?

         Call your boyfriend. Hospital corners on the sheets were a little sloppy this morning? Call your boyfriend. All of the above

         sound like you? Dump your boyfriend, and call a housekeeping service.

      


      	3.	Ms. “I Love Him for Who He Is, Not What He Does” (also goes by “The Denial Artist”). We’ve all been there. Maybe for just one date, maybe for a month or two, or in the case of most women I know (and okay, me

         too) for a number of years. You meet a guy and feel an instant connection—he’s so smart, so funny, so well read, so interesting.

         And far less pretentious than all the guys you were with in college. The only problem is that he never went to college (look

         out for phrases like, “Why would I pay a hundred grand for a piece of paper?” or “You think just because you spent four years

         staring at a blackboard, it means you’re smart?”) and he makes next-to-nothing. Just remember that for all the time you spend

         trying to convince your friends and your mother that money and job status aren’t important, you are probably trying just as

         hard to convince yourself. Not that you should turn down a date with someone because he isn’t a Rockefeller, but it’s essential

         to admit that money matters in relationships. Somewhere between our grandmothers, who stayed home and expected a man to provide,

         and ourselves, many of whom feel disempowered if a man so much as opens a door for us, the message about money and relationships

         got fuzzy. It went from “Money is everything” to “If I think money matters, I must be a heartless ice queen who can’t take

         care of herself.” Earning power matters in a mate—and each of us can decide exactly how much of it we need to feel comfortable.

         You and your future husband will make every financial decision together—the neighborhood you live in, the social circle you

         choose, the vacations you take, the way you educate your children, and more. If you’re an architect and he’s the weekend manager

         at Pizza Hut, this might make for a bit of head-butting. Think of it like Titanic—a beautiful love story about the cruelty of class distinctions, but face it: if Leonardo hadn’t gone down with the ship,

         that relationship never would have made it onto dry land.

      


      	4.	The Money Maniac. Though it’s important to feel financially comfortable in a relationship, money isn’t everything. I once had a friend who spoke

         about her boyfriend constantly. Well, not him exactly, but his car (a Bentley), his vacation homes (Monte Carlo and Corfu),

         his credit card (a black AmEx that he let her take for a spin on Rodeo Drive every weekend), and his expense account (a limitless

         perk of his high-paying consultant job). She never once mentioned his interests, his friends, or his personality. When I asked

         her what they had in common, she said it was simple—“He likes making money, and I like spending it.” Have we learned nothing

         from Donald Trump’s ex-wives? You need more than financial freedom to make a relationship work. Take a hint from the grand

         master of marrying-for-money: Jane Austen. Those who married just for the big house and the title (see Charlotte Lucas in

         Pride and Prejudice) always ended up miserable and penniless (suckahs!). Those who chose the men they loved, who incidentally were pretty well-off

         (see the amazing Elizabeth Bennet) lived happily ever after.

      


      	5.	The “I’m Not Worthy” Worrier. For six months, my friend George—a surgeon with JFK Junior good looks—was obsessed with a girl in his running club. “She’s

         gorgeous,” he said. “I heard her laugh today and it was so cute. You should have seen her kick all the other girls’ asses.

         She runs a seven-minute mile.” When the gushing started bordering on nausea, I suggested that he do the obvious: ask Ms. Perfect

         out. George told me that he already had, several times, but again and again she turned him down. I wondered if she was married,

         blind, insane, or all three, but he said no—“just not interested.” A few weeks later, over beers with their entire club, George

         tried again, and this time, fueled by the truth serum that is Amstel Light, she told him that his job, his Harvard medical

         degree, and his big blue eyes intimidated her. “Guys like you make me nervous,” she said. “There’s just too much pressure.”

         Now this one really annoys me, because of the number of women who are always complaining that there are no good men out there.

         In reality, men with charm, brains, and manners are everywhere, but we seem to keep choosing their obnoxious, ill-bred counterparts

         over them. What are we afraid of? Perhaps “the Little Runner That Could” hit the nail on the head when she said that dating

         guys like George feels like too much pressure. Easier to be the smartest, the wealthiest, and the best-educated member of

         the couple. Of course, a whole book could be written on why this logic is hooey, but there you have it. Bottom line: when

         it comes to school, work, friends, and passions, you’ve never settled for anything less than stellar. And so it should be

         with the men you date. Seek out the best, and for goodness’ sakes, when the best seek you out, say yes.

      


      	6.	The Too-Busy Bessie. A friend who works twelve-hour days at a hectic LA law firm called me recently to complain about her boyfriend of two years—a

         graduate student who is pursuing his master’s degree in fiction writing, and seems to have a lot of free time on his hands,

         judging from the hours he logs in front of his Xbox each week. He had been spending less and less time with her lately, had

         no interest in sex, and always complained that her long days at the office and dinners out with friends were to blame for

         the emotional distance between them. When she told him that he should come along, he balked. “I can’t stand your friends,”

         he said. “If I wanted to hang out with a bunch of corporate drones, I’d call my father.” Meanwhile, she had recently discovered

         a $400 charge for a visit to a strip club on his credit card statement—even though she was paying the rent for both of them

         until he could publish his first novel. After nearly an hour of listening to her talk, I asked if she actually thought this

         relationship was going to last. “Of course not,” she said. “But I’m tired. I can’t imagine having to go through a breakup

         right now, let alone finding someone new to live with. When things die down at work, I’ll start giving it some serious thought.”

         Breaking up with your unworthy boyfriend and finding a man who deserves you isn’t an activity that you can program into your

         Palm Pilot. It’s something that you need to do right away, no matter how busy you are, no matter what trip you were planning

         together for next spring, no matter how comfortable (though annoyed) he makes you feel. While you’re wasting your time with

         him, fantastic guys are passing you by. So dump him now. And if you ask nicely, I’ll give you George’s number.

      


      	7.	The “But He’s Changing” Girl. I remember quite vividly in second grade, when my teacher described how the continents had once been one large landmass but

         over time they had shifted and separated into seven distinct parts. I was incredibly freaked by this and asked what had happened

         to all those people who had one foot in, say, Africa, and another in Asia, and no chance to jump onto one piece of land or

         the other before the split. My teacher laughed kindly and explained that the continental shifts took much longer than the

         span of one human life—the changes were so slight that no one person could have ever distinguished them. Think of me as your

         teacher in this moment, laughing (kindly, of course) at you for thinking that your never-got-it-together boyfriend is making

         steady progress toward being the man you deserve. Like the continents, he might very well be changing, but believe me, that

         change will be imperceptible to the naked eye and never fast enough to affect your life. My father once gave me a piece of

         advice about a slacker ex-boyfriend whom I desperately wanted to turn into a career man, and it was the most useful thing

         anyone has ever told me. He said, “People can change, but most people don’t.” If your boyfriend wasn’t the man you wanted

         him to be when you met—emotionally, financially, intellectually, or in any other way—chances are he never will be.

      


      	8.	The “But the Sex Is Amazing” Artist. Oh my dear, are we really having this conversation? It seems to me that a lot of very well educated, ambitious women are only

         sexually attracted to bad boys and social deviants. Give it a rest. The nice guys of the world can be pretty fantastic between

         the sheets, too—and they’ll actually buy you dinner first (and call the next day).

      


      	9.	The “He’ll Never Leave Me” Mess. Being comfortable around your partner is essential. But choosing someone just because he makes you feel safe is never a good

         idea. Remember the character on Sex and the City who whispered to Carrie at her own wedding that you should always find a man who loves you more than you love him? Women

         the world over were shaking their heads at that line, yet many of us follow this advice in real life. If you find yourself

         relaxed by the thought that you are better looking than your partner, or smarter, or more ambitious, it’s time to call it

         a day on your lackluster love affair. The ultimate relationship is the one in which you are mutually challenged and impressed

         by one another. You should never be contented by the idea that you’re the best he can get—instead, you should be overjoyed

         by the fact that he could have anyone, yet he’s chosen you. I briefly dated a well-known New York writer, and I remember worrying

         that his career was more established than mine. When I told my mother this, she sighed and replied: “You’re not dating him.

         He’s dating you.” Recognize yourself as the prize that you are, and don’t settle for anything less than the best.

      


      	10.	The “I Just Bought a Book Called Dating Up” Woman. If you’re reading this, you’ve probably already determined that your love life is in dire need of an upgrade. Don’t worry.

         All of us have been there, and there are plenty of concrete things you can do to begin searching for the right guy today.

         The following pages are packed with tips and advice from women around the country who have survived the trenches of Dateland

         and ended up with quality men. Yes, hindsight is a bitch. But one of the best ways to learn what to do in relationships is

         to recognize where we’ve gone wrong in the past. As a veteran dater in both London and New York—two cities where it’s easier

         to find a cab at four in the morning than it is to find a good man—I’ve had my share of dating disasters, most of which are

         documented in the following pages. Despite the disappointment, the false starts, and the evidence to the contrary, there is

         hope. And there are great men out there—men with good hearts, strong minds, killer bodies, serious bank accounts, and love

         to spare. Why should you take my word for it? Because I’ve tried these techniques and shared them with the frustrated women

         I know, and they actually work. In other words, I’m not only the Dating Up president. I’m also a client.

      


      Loserpalooza


      So many losers to date, so little time. It is the plight of many a modern woman.


      Later on in the book we’ll discuss the types of rich men to avoid (because, let’s face it, a lot of them suck too). But in

         general, you should run, not walk, away from a man who exhibits any of the following characteristics, regardless of what’s

         in his wallet:

      


      He who fears commitment like the plague. If you were to fall in love with a cactus, that would be most unfortunate. Because no matter how hard you try, no matter how

         cute you look, a cactus quite simply will not love you back. You might get to admire the cactus from afar, or from right up

         close if you’re lucky, but a cactus cannot be depended upon to call you back, bring you soup when you get sick, or accompany

         you to your second cousin’s wedding in Colorado. Think of any man who will not commit as a cactus. He may be tall and pretty

         and unusual, but he’s not going to budge, and if you get too close to him, it’s going to hurt like hell. Whether he has a

         girlfriend or “just got out of a relationship” or is “afraid of getting hurt” makes no difference. If a man is not interested

         in a commitment, send him packing. When you meet the right one, he will be so concerned with keeping you all to himself that

         any fear he has about being tied down will vanish. He will call when he says he’s going to, take you out on the weekends (and

         eventually during the week, too), introduce you to his friends, and refer to you as his girlfriend within three months of

         your first date.

      


      He who is a man-child. You may never get him to stop collecting comic books or slurping up the milk in the bowl after he eats his morning cereal,

         but a man of a certain age should know how to do certain things. For example: tie a tie, pick up after himself, hold down

         a job, talk about his feelings, exist in a relationship. Every woman who has ever fallen in love knows that a certain level

         of training is involved. (My last serious boyfriend was fantastic, but he did not know that sheets needed to be washed. For

         some unimaginable reason, he thought bedding was a laundry-free zone. Insane, but not a deal breaker. We burned the existing

         sheets and he started spending a little more quality time with the Tide bottle.) It’s important to recognize that you are

         dating the man, not the man’s potential. A couple of weeks ago I was having drinks with a Yale-educated colleague, who told

         me that her boyfriend of four years was finally thinking about leaving his job with a landscaping company (translation: he

         mows lawns for a living) and going to community college. “He wants to be an engineer,” she said. “And he’s just so smart.

         I feel like he’s really starting to get it together.” One more glass of Shiraz and I might have screamed “Honey! Wake up.

         He’s thirty-four years old.” You know how many term papers and unpaid internships and thankless hours at the office you had

         to log in before getting any professional credit. Don’t think a guy who hasn’t gotten his act together so far is going to

         be able to do so instantaneously just because you want him to.

      


      He who disrespects women. Many, many men, regardless of education, income, and breeding, believe that there are two categories of women in the world.

         The women whom they know, and the Others. The Others are those who don’t deserve respect or thought. You can identify this sort of man with ease because he’ll be the one talking

         about a woman whom he doesn’t know personally as though she were a plastic doll—she might be the waitress with the long legs

         at his local bar, a stripper in a club, or a porn star on TV. Don’t give this sort of man a moment of your time. And for goodness’

         sakes, do not buy into the idea that there are two sorts of women and you just happen to be the lucky sort. Eventually, if a man thinks

         this way, the two categories are very likely to run together. The men who go to strip clubs or make a lot of sexist jokes

         are often the same ones who cheat and lie and end up disrespecting you as much as they would a glossy photograph. A man who

         objectifies women doesn’t deserve the company of a strong, smart, successful female. Why do men like this exist? Why do so

         many people—men and women—embrace a “boys will be boys” mentality, even in this day and age, when women have ascended to professional and personal

         heights? Because there is usually no recourse for the actions of disrespectful men. Why not start a trend? Explain to him

         that pornography, strippers, and the like are bad for all humankind. If he doesn’t agree to get them out of his life, get

         him out of yours. Which leads us to a particular subset of the same category . . .

      


      He who hates his mom and/or all of his exes. I briefly dated a lawyer who seemed rather sweet at first, and on our second date he told me about his ex. “She was hysterical,”

         he said. “Absolutely everything made her crazy. She wanted to talk about our relationship every second, and she didn’t trust

         me at all.”

      


      Too bad, I thought. She missed out on a great guy.


      A week later we ran into one of his neighbors. She appeared to be nice enough, but when we parted ways he whispered, “That

         one’s hysterical. We made out a few times and then all of a sudden I was supposed to be her boyfriend. Clingy much? Some people

         are so crazy, you know?”

      


      I nodded. At that point, I started to wonder if he wasn’t one of them.


      Next it was his mother: “Four missed calls from her! That woman is nuts. She gets hysterical if I don’t call her back for

         a week.”

      


      He lasted only a few more days before he became known among my friends as the Walking Hysterical Woman Complex. WHWC for short.

         I told him I couldn’t see him anymore, because I had never heard him say one positive thing about a woman in his life, and

         I figured it was only a matter of time before I asserted an opinion or made a demand and joined the ranks of the others he’d

         been with.

      


      “Well that’s just insane,” he told me.


      Exactly.


      If a man seems to go on and on about all of his awful exes, don’t be flattered that he likes you better. It is fairly unlikely

         that he has just had a lifelong string of terrible luck, and you are the first and only well-adjusted woman he’s ever met.

         Most likely, six months from now he’ll be telling some other poor creature about the time you hysterically asked him to take

         out the garbage, and how, when he refused, you flew into a rage.

      


      Women with opinions intimidate certain men. Leave these men to someone who doesn’t have any.


      He who is an artist of the starving variety. I’ve said it before, and I will say it again several times before this book is through: money matters. The starving artist

         is appealing to so many of us for a couple of reasons. First, his carefree, whimsical lifestyle is refreshing in the face

         of our own jobs and deadlines and stress. And second, he tends to be ridiculously good looking. When I first moved to New

         York and worked ten- or twelve-hour days, I dated a gorgeous musician who lived in Brooklyn. I was forever running off to

         a meeting or an interview. He was forever sitting at home, waiting for inspiration to strike. As I was stressing over my tiny

         paycheck, he was wondering if he could borrow half of it until his record deal came through.

      


      Our phone calls generally went something like this:


      Me (frantically unwrapping a Lean Cuisine at ten p.m., three minutes after walking in the door from the office): Ugh, my day

         was awful. How was yours?

      


      Him: Also awful. I got woken up at, like, dawn by my super. He was bitching about the rent being late.


      Me: At dawn?


      Him: Well, it was noontime. But it felt like dawn.


      Me: Uhh-huh.


      A man whose career path is so different from your own will probably never understand your stress, your ambition, or your needs.

         And after a while, his cavernous dimples will seem unimportant compared to his cavernous wallet.

      


      He whose head on the social totem pole is way the heck lower than yours. If I had a penny for every time I’ve heard the question “What on earth does she see in him?” I could have purchased a record

         label and signed Mr. Dimples myself by now. So many of my female friends are dating down—choosing men who didn’t go to college,

         who lack ambition, or who have no clue about saving for the future. It might sound harsh, but someone who is beneath you in

         terms of brains, money, or education will not make a good partner. I don’t mean that if you didn’t both go to Stanford or

         have matching SAT scores then you’re destined for disaster. It’s not that cut-and-dried. But equality and understanding are

         essential in a relationship, and it’s hard to achieve either of those things with someone who is quite simply not your equal.

         Think about your closest friends. I bet that none of them got their GEDs and then started a rock band. Like you, they went

         to college, they pursued careers, they have it together. Common ground is what good friendships—and romances—are built on.

      


      Now that you know exactly who to avoid (as if you didn’t know before), it’s time to delete the names of any nonprospects from

         your phone. And writing them down on a slip of paper that you’ll then ask your roommate/best friend/mailman to hide until

         further notice is a definite nonoption. Because finding a man who deserves you might take a little time. And we don’t want

         to backslide, now, do we? Go on. Delete his name. Don’t think about his cute scraggly beard or the way he plays guitar. Think

         about the last time you went out to dinner and split a six-dollar burrito, which he then asked you to pay for when the check

         arrived. Think about how his idea of a bed is a futon. How his idea of a job is a paper route. Now delete it.

      


      Good girl. You’re ready to start dating up. Here we go.


   

      ONE


      Getting Ready


      “Genius is of small use to a woman who does not know how to do her hair.”


      —Edith Wharton


      To get a date with the average man, all you need is a miniskirt, two breasts, and the willpower to ignore his calls for at

         least a week after giving him your number. But starting a relationship with a quality wealthy man is another matter.

      


      The rich, as they say, are different. To them, summer is a verb, share is a noun, and rent is a passé Broadway musical. Men

         who are both rich and interesting want to know that the women in their lives can keep up. The good news for you is, you can

         probably already do that. But there are still adjustments that every one of us can make to look better, become more cultured,

         and sound informed.

      


      Other dating books tend to advise us in one of two ways when it comes to working on ourselves. These books want us either

         to change completely and act like little man-pleasing robots (I won’t even get into how ridiculous that is), or they tell us, “You’re the best! If he doesn’t want to be with you, he’s nuts.”

      


      That statement is comforting and all, but it always makes me wonder to whom the writer is talking: Who is the best? Me personally? Does the boring girl in my office have a copy that says “You’re, umm, boring. If he doesn’t want

         to be with you, I can sort of understand”? We can’t all be the best in every way. But if we want the greatest guys the world

         has to offer, we need to bring something to the table. The first part of finding Mr. Right is being ready when he appears,

         and a man of quality needs a woman who can keep up—someone who will look the part and act the part, too. This chapter offers

         an overview of the most essential topics that appeal to someone who is both cultured (such as art and wine) and male (such

         as sports and dude movies). These are all areas that you should (and possibly do) know a bit about anyway. But there is always

         more to learn. The best sort of man is informed, inquisitive, and interested in knowing about a wide range of topics. And

         the best sort of woman is no different.

      


      Drugstore Cowgirls


      As your mother probably told you when you were going through that gawky adolescent stage, it’s what’s inside that counts.

         But it’s what’s outside that your future husband will notice first. So let’s begin there.

      


      When I worked in the Condé Nast building in Times Square—an office space that has more beautiful women per square inch than

         some Midwestern states have, period—my stock among my male friends immediately went up. I suddenly knew women who worked at

         Allure, Vogue, Glamour, Self, Lucky—and every guy I knew wanted to be set up.

      


      I love matchmaking, so this was no problem. The first pair I introduced was Jack and Ellen. Jack works as a banker on Wall

         Street, Ellen as a beauty editor. They decided to meet for dinner at Balthazar on a Thursday night. That afternoon, I e-mailed

         Jack to see how he was planning to prepare.

      


      I’m going straight from work, he wrote back. Why? Am I supposed to change or something?


      Meanwhile, Ellen searched in the fashion closet for some fabulous new thing to wear. When you work at a women’s magazine,

         you have access to all the designer clothes you could ever want, and if you spilled the contents of your desk drawers onto

         the floor, an entire Sephora franchise might very well fall out. So Ellen didn’t need to go home before the date, either.

         Instead, she applied her concealer, foundation, bronzer, eyeliner, mascara, and lip gloss right in her office. When she was

         done, she looked like Ellen—beautiful and perfectly put-together.

      


      Jack called me after the date, and the first thing he said was, “She’s gorgeous. I love how she doesn’t wear any makeup. Women

         look so much better when they go the natural route.”

      


      I was floored. But it happened again and again. I’d set up my wealthy male friends with editors, and the guys would always

         comment on how little makeup the women wore. Because, of course, like all men, they think they love low-maintenance girls.

      


      Bless their ignorant hearts.


      What these men don’t know (and let’s keep it that way) is that it took years of experimenting with different makeup shades

         and textures to make those beauty editors look so darn natural. Flawless makeup applications leave you looking like you’re

         not wearing any makeup at all. And, as I learned from working in magazines, you don’t always have to go with the most expensive

         products to achieve the perfect look.

      


      In Manhattan, uptown girls often stroll down the makeup aisle of Duane Reade Drug. Why? Because women who can actually afford

         high-end cosmetics know that some things are worth the money, while others are interchangeable with their cheaper counterparts.

         Learn to know the difference, and don’t be swayed by fancy packaging.

      


      Always read the ingredient list. For example, the main ingredients in a bottle of CVS-brand Balanced Care Conditioner (retail

         value: $3.00) are water, cetearyl alcohol, cetyl alcohol, and stearyl alcohol. The main ingredients in a bottle of Kerastase

         Oleo-Relax (retail value: $16.00) are water, cetearyl alcohol, glycerin, and cetyl esters.

      


      Yup, that’s right. Pretty much the exact same ingredients. And do you know what all those alcohols and esters do to your hair?


      Neither do I. I’m guessing they make it clean.


      Cosmetics, shampoos, conditioners, exfoliators, and body creams are physical enhancers. You don’t need a license to operate

         them, and they don’t come with an owner’s manual, so it’s fine to go with the cheaper option when it’s presented to you.

      




      Top Ten Products for Under Ten Bucks


      These tried-and-true cheapies are just as good (and in some cases, even better) than their department store doppelgangers.


      	1.	Maybelline New York Great Lash Mascara ($5.29). A best-kept secret of beauty editors, this is the most long-lasting and impressive mascara out there, period. Buy it in Blackest

            Black for lashes that just won’t quit.


      	2.	Cover Girl Trublend Makeup Foundation ($5.79). The foundation you wore in high school is still one of the finest. And, as in high school, it won’t cost you your entire allowance.

            Feel free to buy the newest issue of Tiger Beat with the leftover cash.
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