







Praise for Mama Gena

“Diva of desire Regena Thomashauer teaches women how to celebrate their passions, indulge their appetites, and adore their lives.”

—Chicago Tribune

“She looks like Ava Gardner, thinks like Marie Curie, and makes Dorothy Parker seem tongue-tied. And needless to say, she has fabulous sex. How can you argue with that?”

—The New York Times

“At Mama Gena’s School of Womanly Arts, you check your shame and self-denial at the door, and learn to claim what you have always desired.”

—Elle

“Mama Gena advocates a life where ecstasy, fun, and happiness are the rule, not the exception.…Her combination of composure and charisma makes her the most alluring woman I’ve ever met.”

—Sunday Express (London)

“Pleasure is absolutely of the essence.…Regena Thomashauer [is] a testament to the principles of taking control of men and ‘pussifying the world.’”

—The Independent (London)



 

[image: image]

 

ALSO BY REGENA THOMASHAUER

Mama Gena’s School of Womanly Arts

Mama Gena’s Owner’s and Operator’s Guide to Men

 

[image: image]

 

[image: image]

SIMON & SCHUSTER PAPERBACKS
Rockefeller Center
1230 Avenue of the Americas
New York, NY 10020
www.SimonandSchuster.com

Copyright © 2004 by Regena Thomashauer
All rights reserved,
including the right of reproduction
in whole or in part in any form.

First Simon & Schuster paperback edition 2005

SIMON & SCHUSTER PAPERBACKS and colophon are registered trademarks of Simon & Schuster, Inc.

“Comment” from Dorothy Parker: Complete Poems by Dorothy Parker. Copyright © by the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People. Used by permission of
Penguin, a division of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

Permission to reprint “Something Wonderful” by Richard Rodgers and Oscar Hammerstein II Copyright © 1951 by Richard Rodgers and Oscar Hammerstein II. Copyright renewed. Williamson Music owner of publication and allied rights throughout the world. International copyright secured.
All Rights Reserved. Used by permission.

For information about special discounts for bulk purchases, please contact Simon & Schuster Special Sales at 1-800-456-6798 or business@simonandschuster.com.

Designed by Helene Berinsky

Manufactured in the United States of America

2 4 6 8 10 9 7 5 3 1

The Library of Congress has cataloged the hardcover edition as follows:
Thomashauer, Regena.

Mama Gena’s marriage manual / Regena Thomashauer.
p. cm.
1. Marriage. I. Title.

HQ734.T446 2004
646.7'8—dc22                              2004045432

ISBN 0-7432-6109-7
                    0-7432-6110-0 (pbk)
eISBN-113: 978-0-7432-6911-7

 

This book is dedicated to all romantic fools
who would do anything for love, even get married.





Author’s Note


The stories about people told in this book reflect feelings or situations which many of us have experienced in our own lives. While the essence of the stories is real, many are composites and, in most cases, names of individuals and other characteristics have been changed.
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Mama Gena’s
Marriage Manual





Introduction



Oh, life is a glorious cycle of song,
A medley of extemporanea;

And love is a thing that can never go wrong;
And I am Marie of Roumania.

—Dorothy Parker



Darlings!!!! Have no fear, Mama Gena is here!

Well, darlings, she’s back. The irrepressible, outrageous, fabulously irreverent Mama Gena is here to break open the seal on the secret to a fabulous marriage. Marriage, today, is about as relevant an institution as the National Rifle Association. Mama wants to renovate, to revive, to revitalize! To tear down the existing structure and build something new, something fabulous, something that will accommodate everything a woman is, and everything a woman wants. If Mama can make room, within every marriage, for the fulfillment of every single woman on this planet, we will have a glorious foundation from which to build passion, friendship, intimacy, and a flourishing family life for the entire world.

Congratulations on your marriage. You found yourself a kick-ass man, you owned, you operated, you dragged him back to your cave… and now, what do you do? You don’t know what the hell to do, do you?

Wives are driving themselves into the ground in oh so many ways. Remember Party Girl Patty, in her hot leather miniskirt, who used to go wild and dance on the bar every Tuesday? Since the wedding, Patty doesn’t even go out to party with her girlfriends anymore. Or what about Party Girl Sally, who is the talk of the town, criticized by everyone in her church group because she’s married, with a child, and she still goes out in a miniskirt with her girlfriends every Tuesday? What’s a party girl to do? And what about Fat Nancy who seems to eat a whole cheesecake by herself every time her husband has another affair? Or sweet Rachel who is inconsolable now that her kids are in college and she is all alone with the big, boring lug? Or disillusioned Susan who had this fantasy of living in a big house in the suburbs and being a full-time mom, and now that-she’s there, she is so isolated and lonely, with her husband working fifteen hours a day, that she can barely function? Or Constance, whose hairdresser is seeing far more of her than her husband ever did? Or Grace, who dropped out of school twenty years ago, when she became pregnant, never got the degree in nursing she always wanted, and now she is too scared to go back? Or Brenda, who never misses a chance to put her husband down in front of everyone? Mama, can we do better than this?

Is it possible to create something new, something fun, something real, something true that contains and encourages the hot, sexy, vibrant spirit of a woman? Do our Sex and the City days have to end? Can we be responsible, and have a blast as we love our husbands and raise our children? Can we keep the hot in our throb? Can we be flirtatious, outrageous, joyous, and still change diapers, go to the office, and have a hot hunk of manhood in our bed every night?

Marriage is misunderstood. That’s why so many of them fail. We live in a world right now where over half of marriages end in divorce, and of those that survive, how many are actually happy? OK, OK, you may say, happiness was never the point. Putting food on the table, a roof over their heads, and raising children, that is the point. Ain’t it so, word up. The institution of marriage was created for the purpose of the survival of the human species. And therein lies the problem. In this wealthy, abundant world, we no longer need marriage to survive. Women can support themselves very well, thank you, in the world today, and make enough money to live on their own. One-third of all babies born are born out of wedlock, so apparently you don’t need wedlock to feed yourself, clothe yourself, or make babies. Seems we have all figured that one out. So what exactly is marriage for? Has it not become extinct, like a relic hanging from the ceiling in the Natural History Museum?

Are you ready? Mama’s gonna tell you, but you may not be able to hear. You may even disagree. But hang with me on this one. In fact, don’t agree with me about what a marriage is for. Just let this viewpoint float right alongside your viewpoint.

Ready?

Fun.

Marriage is for fun. It is to make our lives more fun than they would be without marriage.

But isn’t fun so… frivolous, Mama? So shallow and unimportant? Our culture guides us to feel that way. But let’s look from another perspective. Don’t you love the people you have fun with? Don’t you want to be with them? Don’t you look forward with enthusiasm and spirit to activities that are fun? For instance, on the first sunny day of summer, you jump out of bed, pack up the car, and race to the beach. Or when you get your hands on a fantastic book, you stay up all night reading it. Why? It’s fun.

Fun has restorative, youth-giving powers. That’s the beauty of fun. It is attractive. When you serve fun, it pays big dividends. You can solve problems with fun, be creative with fun, create intimacy, closeness, sacredness. Rarely can you do any of those things with force or obligation. Everyone knows the fun has been sucked right out of marriage and replaced with obligation, but many people are doing it anyway, and then blaming each other, or themselves, when it does not turn out to be the solution to all their problems.

Which is why marriage is in trouble right now.

But marriage has two really big things going for it:

1. Gay people want to do it. Why is this a good thing? Because as soon as gay people move into a bad neighborhood, the property values start going up.

2. Mama Gena is here to do a massive excavation and restoration. In other words, darlings, relax, we’ve got you covered. All you need is an open mind.

I want to hand you the keys to the Queendom of marriage—you know, that place where your husband treats you like an absolute Goddess, and you would be lost without him.

“Where is that place, Mama?” you ask.

I’ll show you.

As Goddess is my witness, I am going to hack my way through the brambles of our cultural limitations, our piss-poor education, our lack of imagination, and haul your ass there, kicking and screaming.

Welcome to the world of Mama Gena’s Marriage Manual. I am going to shock you, encourage you, and fling open unexplored highways toward your desire. I am going to persuade you to chart very different courses, ancient and modern pathways, toward a marriage that sustains and supports your pleasure, your creative unfolding, and your burgeoning desire. A marriage in which your joy is the highest value to you and your partner. A marriage in which he lives to serve you, and his job is to make sure there is a smile on your face. A marriage in which you are married first to your pleasure, your desire. A marriage that fuels and feeds and refreshes, rather than drains and creates hopelessness and compromise. Basically, I want you to marry a woman (yourself) and him to marry a woman (you). If I can get you both to use you rather than him as the basis for your combined happiness, I have a shot at making sure you both are happy.

The life-support system of a marriage is fun, not suffering. Mama’s going to seduce you into using your good times as a compass to navigate the hills and valleys of your married life. This is a world that excludes compromise and includes all that you desire. Why? Because you have no idea how good marriage can get. And I want to shake you awake to your potential in partnership. Don’t you think you deserve it?

I was on the phone recently with a young woman from Elle magazine who was interviewing me for an article on sex and marriage. She was thirty-two years old and about to move in with her boyfriend of one year, with whom she was very much in love. Working on this article had begun to make her very nervous about marriage. “Mama,” she asked me, “do you think that marriages are destined to fail? That things get less fun or less sexy over time when-you’re together? I have so much fun just with myself, I can’t imagine that it won’t be even more fun once I marry this man that I love.” It was such a breath of fresh air and springtime for Yo Mama to hear a young woman who actually enjoyed her own company, who found herself to be fascinating, interesting, and enchanting, all by herself. I said, “Jo, if we can keep you loving yourself with that degree of enthusiasm, there is no possible way that your marriage will be anything other than a lifetime exploration of heaven.”

Once we get this wonderful rapport going between you and your fine self, we are going to explore how to use your man and train your man in a way that leads to true partnership.

You may not know this know this yet, but you have signed yourself up for the adventure of a lifetime. As a married woman, your potential for world-class fun, lust, love, intimacy, friendship, and exploration has never been greater. You have a partner by your side! Someone to experience the world with! You have a confidant, a loyal fan who can see you through to your dreams when your spirits are flagging. Someone to celebrate with, to cuddle you when you want consolation, to ravish you when you want sensual fulfillment, to diaper your babies when you are otherwise engaged, and to buy you things you wouldn’t have thought of on your own. My darlings, a partner is the most fun tool you can have in your toolbox! If you want fun, he will amplify it. You got a problem? He wants to solve it. He can get to a point where he knows what you want before you even ask for it. Downright indispensable, that’s what a man is.

Now, don’t get me wrong, you and I both know that you are a succulent thing on your own. A man simply broadens your reach, expands your pleasure, and opens your doors. I do not want to talk you into a husband if you do not have one. I think life alone is divine. I just want to talk you into having fun with him if you’ve got him. And show you how to make really wonderful use of him, since he’s already there, taking up space on your couch.

I think men, husbands, are the most underused commodities that a woman has. I’m going to show you how to tap that keg, girlfriends, and suck every juicy drop out of that man! Men love love love love to give of themselves to the women in their lives. Like the legend of King Arthur and the Knights of the Round Table, men want to be used in service to our dreams and desires. But I suspect that most of you do not know a dot about how to use your husband to serve you. So many key items were left out of our education. Ways to use your husband in order to really have fun with him was one of them. Money was another, and forget about sex. But I know you. You are clever. When someone gives you directions that make sense, you are willing to take the ride. How else would you have gotten to the bookstore this morning, darlings? How else would you have baked your first cupcakes, gotten your first job, or programmed your cell? Hell, Mama just spent twenty minutes with tech support on the phone resetting the power settings of her iBook. If Mama can do that, you can find a way to use your husband for your pleasure. This book is here as a vehicle for you to reinvent your marriage as a source of celebration instead of an energy drain.

I see so many women who get absolutely sucked dry by the Institution. They have spent much of their lives planning their wedding and looking for their prince, just as their mothers did before them. Now add a full-time job to all their expectations of themselves, and you have a generation of women who are positively fried. They are supposed to keep beautiful homes, prepare healthy meals, spend quality time with their children, bring home a paycheck, and manage their own careers while emotionally supporting and encouraging their husbands to be all that they can be, and delivering great, regular sex. And the horror of it all is that we think we can do this. The pressure is so enormous that it makes me want to curl up with my blankie and twirl my hair.

I don’t know about you, but I spent my twenties darting around, doing whatever I could to hide so no one would even think about marrying me. Marriage scared me. I hadn’t seen too many good ones, and I surely did not want to get myself stuck in the same knothole. From my high and almighty perspective, women who were married looked disappointed, or worse, they looked like fish out of water, hooked and struggling on the line. There were simply no good role models out there. I liked Jackie O’s style, but life did not look so good there with Jack. It looked even worse with Ari, although she did get herself a private island. But how much fun is it to be a trophy wife? I’d rather turn tricks than marry for money. At least you get variety. And no pretense of happiness. I think pretense is the most exhausting thing in the world. Don’t wear me out by making me pretend to be happy.

So many of the married people I knew in my town were miserable. Maybe miserable is overstating it, because I think that many of these couples were unaware of their low-level discomfort. I mean, if you are breathing, how can you not notice when your husband is having an affair? One way, and one way only. When you are gasping for breath yourself, you don’t notice too much of what is going on around you. Take, for example, my neighbor Lucy. One day, after thirty years of marriage, her husband just up and vanished. Cleared out all his possessions, and his bank account, and blew out of town. Lucy was devastated. I could never understand why exactly, because Harry was no picnic. He was a real pain in the ass actually, and he was never really nice to anyone. I thought she was way better off without him. But she had become so accustomed to the lack of attention and ongoing hostility that she was lost without it.

I can still remember that retching feeling in the pit of my stomach in my twenties as I was asked, when are you planning to find a man, settle down? I was not interested doing anything that everyone expected me to do so desperately. I left home and went to a city where I did not know anyone. I had three different jobs so no one would get to know me too well. I took countless classes on evenings and weekends so my free dating time was nonexistent. I broke up with my spectacular boyfriend after seven years so no one, especially him, would get the wrong idea. I went on dating hiatus. I was an actress, so I busied myself by suffering for my art. The point is, I filled my days with so many things—activities, volunteer work, work work—that there was no possible way I could be perceived by myself or others to be on the marriage track. I was buying myself some time and perspective to figure the whole thing out. I was not about to put a satin-covered foot on the white carpet, ever, unless I could design a fun way to do it. I watched, I observed, I learned, and, most important, I experimented. In this book, I am going to share with you the results of my own personal research and the experiences of hundreds of women who carry themselves over my threshold each year.

Thirteen years ago, my husband, Bruce, and I started a company called Relationship Technologies. We taught classes for single people and couples with the goal of delivering to them the tools for creating great relationships. We wanted to experiment ourselves—working together and creating a relationship that started well and got better and better over a lifetime. Our theory was that no matter what sort of dysfunctional past or insufficient education one has had, each of us is capable of creating a great relationship with ourselves, and with partners, once some basic behavioral skills have been learned.

After a few years, I realized there was something I wanted to say to women, specifically, about relationships. I noticed that when a woman was happy with her life, her relationship was usually happy, too, and she felt in control of her destiny. And when a woman was unhappy, she was driven desperately to search for happiness in her relationship, where, suddenly, it did not exist. I resolved to show women how to find that joy within themselves, to awaken them to the incandescent joy that they were born with, and to help them create relationships that are in service to their own pleasure, rather than in service to others. Because when a woman is getting everything she wants, everyone else’s life improves, too.

I created a forum called Mama Gena’s School of Womanly Arts, a school devoted to the study of pleasure. The women who read my books and participate in my classes are called “Sister Goddesses.” Why? Because it is my conviction that all women are sisters and that each of us possesses at least a drop of the divine within us, if not a whole lot more. Women feel that divinity most deliciously when they devote themselves to the pursuit of pleasure and the study of the Womanly Arts (those skills that, when practiced, allow us to use the power of pleasure to have our way with the world). They find that their outlook on life improves dramatically. Rather than spending all of their time in the trenches, problem solving, caretaking, and working their fingers to the bone, they are capable of reaching their goals by investigating their desires and playing with pleasure. This new perspective actually allows women to get what they want faster and with a lot more fun. When people spend their lives addressing problems, investigating their pasts, and looking at what’s missing from their lives, they do not necessarily find happiness. Rather, they find that their problems have expanded. When women pursue pleasure, they discover more pleasure and experience true exhilaration.

Our courses are designed to enhance, celebrate, and inspire us to choose fun and to step into our power. You will own and enjoy your sense of pleasure, joy, sensuality, and greediness. Mama’s intent is to enhance and expand the voice of women by fanning the flames of their desires, which opens the doors of fun and pleasure for everyone.

In Mama’s view, a woman is the keeper of the flame of desire in a relationship. It is key that we, as women, recognize our power, our part, and our potential as the fire keepers. If you feed the flame, it glows brightly. If you blow it out, it’s over. He can become your able-bodied assistant, bringing you fuel for the fire, or he can bring on cold buckets of water to help you douse it. Ultimately, it’s your fire and it’ll burn if you want it to.

This book is in service to desire. It is for women at any stage of relationship—whether you have been together four months or forty years. I will be disabusing you of the notion that the controls of your relationship are housed in your partner’s lap. As long as we think we are not in control, we are victims of love. As soon as we see that we are in control, we can begin to explore our pleasure in partnership. Most people never take the opportunity to explore their pleasure because they are so deeply tangled in the state of victimhood that passes for relationship in our culture. Look around you right now. How many of your friends and family are in relationships that you look at and think, Wow, that looks like so much fun! I want a relationship just like that! They are so cute and sexy and laugh so much and get along so well! Don’t look at people who have just started dating. I want you to look at life in the trenches of relationship—two, five, ten, twenty years down the line. How many people have got it going on? I see many partnerships in which both men and women tacitly agree, in some way, to turn off essential parts of themselves in order to keep the relationship alive. I don’t want that for you. I don’t want that for anyone.

Mama’s going to move your marriage to higher ground. The first step is to awaken you from the coma called the Good Wife Syndrome. That is the state of suspended animation in which you do everything you think he wants, and you give up the things you are passionate about in order to prioritize him. You put yourself on a shelf somewhere in order to be a good wife. This altered state stifles a lot of great women and kills a lot of great relationships. So Mama’s here to administer the antidote. One of the ways to ensure you never have a relapse is by gathering together a group of Sister Goddess girlfriends who share a similar goal—they all want to create great relationships with their men. Your Sister Goddess girlfriends will be there to make sure that you stop complaining and start pursuing pleasure instead. It takes a village to train a man, and you will be choosing your own village to take your marriage even higher than you could on your own.

I am going to teach you how to dedicate yourself to your joy with some simple exercises that will strengthen your stamina. Mama will teach you how to train your husband. This will require you giving up your whining, your complaining, and your anger. What the hell, that trio is so worn-out and moth-eaten, you will be well rid of it. There is no room for victims in man training. Your self-defeating behaviors have had their day. There is a new kid on the block—you! Which means you can finally, once and for all, get what you want. And one of the things I know you want is a great sex life. Married sex can be yummy. You just can’t leave it to chance—practice, practice, practice. Let’s see what those eight thousand nerve endings you’ve got are for. Of course, there will be obstacles. But Mama is gonna guide you through the most common obstacles that occur in relationships, including money, in-laws, children, trust, and betrayal. There is not a single obstacle that you cannot overcome as you build a marriage based on pleasure, rather than obligation. We are in this boat together, Oh Sisters mine, so let’s take this ship called Marriage for a four-star cruise on the open seas.

After years of exhaustive research, to which Mama has donated her body and mind, time and time again, the conclusion is simple: when you go for pleasure, you get pleasure. When you go for fun, you get fun. When you go for blame and problem examination and investigation, you create a marriage filled with hostility rather than passionate friendship. And since you are reading this book, you expose yourself as a fan of marriage as a passionate friendship. It will be our little secret….

Mama wants you to get it going on. First with yourself, and then bring the whole enchilada that you are into the mouth of your relationship. You can be hot, you can be spicy, you can be stuffed with a variety of ingredients, all of which will serve to give you and your partner a taste of what life in partnership with another human being has the potential to be. I want you to have a relationship, a partnership with a man that sizzles with life, lust, and love. I want you to be the envy of every married or single person you meet. I want you to create a scene everywhere you go by the joy you bring because of the love you are living. I want you to blow open your own mind with how much you allow a man to give you, to spoil you, to pamper you. I want you to get everything your greedy little heart desires, and then some. The world exists to serve you, to celebrate you, to fulfill you. I want you to be escorted to the finest seat at the banquet table and have your husband pull out your chair. Not only do you deserve it, but the happiness of the world depends upon it.





CHAPTER ONE

The Good Wife Syndrome



Don’t compromise yourself. You are all you’ve got.

—Janis Joplin



So much is invested in selling us a wedding. Since you were a kid, people teased you and told you that one day you would be married. You probably played bride as a child. Maybe you even played Mommy. Chances are, very few of you played Wife. What do you even do when you play wife? Maybe the reason you never played it is because it isn’t much fun. Wives are rarely heroines in our cultural mythology. They don’t get to go on a lot of cool adventures. Generally they stay at home weaving, like Penelope, while their husbands, like Ulysses, go on adventures. The single girls, like Charlie’s Angels, or Xena or Laura Croft, seem to have the most fun. Seems like a conspicuous absence of fun in the job description: wife.

Most likely, you started planning your wedding when you were a little girl. But did you lie back and daydream about your marriage? Did you imagine yourself becoming the biggest bad-assed, happiest married person in the whole wide world? I doubt it. And if you did think about that, I bet you pictured yourself smiling, with oven mitts and an apron. Or strolling ecstatically through the streets with a baby stroller. But did you ever stop to think, will making dinner every night really be much fun? Will pushing a stroller up and down the block thrill me day after day? And did you ever stop to think, exactly what does married sex look like or feel like? Did you wonder if anyone really looks forward to having sex with the same person for the next fifty years? Did you discuss any of these concerns about this before you walked down that aisle?

We have an epidemic of unhappiness in our culture right now. Sixty-five million people are on Prozac or other antidepressants. Half of marriages end in divorce. Of the marriages that do survive, many are sex-starved. The current remedies for all of this rampant unhappiness are useless. They are hiding the problem or even making it worse. The reason for all this depression and unhappy relationships is that women have constructed prisons for themselves by trying to keep their husbands and children and jobs on life support. You are trained—trained since birth—to ignore your happiness and pay attention to other cues. Trained to not indulge yourself. Trained to deprive yourself and serve others.

Let’s take a look at how all this dissatisfaction plays out in the real world. When Sister Goddess Vivien married Arnie, she thought she was getting everything she had always wanted. He had a great job, so she could stop working and be a full-time wife and mother. She was thrilled with the house, thrilled with the wedding gifts, thrilled with the new neighborhood. But when he went to work that first morning, leaving her alone in a suburban development where she knew no one, and had nothing, really, to do except clean the house and make a dinner that he probably would not be home to eat with her because he worked so late, she sat down on her overstuffed new sofa and cried.

Several towns over, and crying, too, was Sister Goddess Marie. She had recently married, at age forty-one. While she loved Roberto, their whole first year together had been about desperately trying to conceive a child with scheduled sex and hormone shots. Then he lost his job, which meant they would have to leave San Francisco and return to London. Not exactly what she had in mind when she tied her knot.

A few towns to the left, and we peek in on Sister Goddess Anne. She is fifty years old and has been married for twelve years. Anne is on her fourth marriage. It is her best one yet, but she has settled into a quiet, parallel existence with her very sweet husband. She has her own friends, her own activities, her own life. He has become a piece of baggage that she handles now and then, that she has very little use for. She takes care of him, he gets room and board at her house, but she gets very little back from him.

And just across the river is Sister Goddess Kellie. Married for eight years, with a seven-year-old child, she is humming distractedly as she prepares dinner for the family, knowing she is about to go off to the “gym” for her “private training session” with her extremely personal trainer.

Sometimes we don’t even realize we are in a coma. Sister Goddess Raye has been married for twenty years and has two kids. Her husband is basically a doll, but for twenty years she has rather blindly allowed him to make all the decisions, all of their vacation choices, all of their lifestyle choices. She feels vaguely unhappy and rather comatose, but she never suspected it had anything to do with her. When vague unhappiness is on everyone’s menu, one does not even think about explosive joy or soul-stirring passion.

Most women have no sense of the tremendous resignation and compromise they bring to a relationship. Shrinking to accommodate him is so culturally ingrained that it is virtually undetectable to women. The way to detect shrinkage is to notice how annoyed we feel over petty things each day. Notice how hostile you feel toward your guy. Notice shrinking enthusiasm about your own life. You have been watching this one TV station for your entire life, and now I want you to switch to a new channel.

Are you getting all this down, darlings? Are you taking notes? This is perhaps the most crucial thing I have to tell you in this book. Since you are trained to ignore your happiness, this manual exists solely to teach you how to pay attention to it. How much have you shrunk in your marriage? What exactly have you lost? Have you stopped growing? What parts of yourself have you not yet experienced or explored? Have you lost the feeling of your own potential? Do you have the same divine, expansive enthusiasm from your youth? Did you think these were things that you had to give up?

What’s going on here, Goddesses? Fallen asleep at the wheel?

If we were all in a car, driving to Detroit, and found ourselves accidentally in Phoenix, what would we do? Pull into a gas station, I suspect, and ask directions. When you head down the Matrimonial Highway, it seems like there are no gas stations, or if there are, it’s not polite to ask. Marriage has an overarching, silent agreement that we are not supposed to raise objections that would upset the apple cart. So instead of speaking about our unhappiness or, better still, our desires for happiness, we begin to rot from the inside, poisoning all the apples in the cart instead.

The Permission Man

There is a general agreement among women that men are oppressing them in marriage. How many times have you heard a married girlfriend say, “Oh, I can’t [do that, wear that, go there, buy that] because my husband would never let me.” When this gal was single, she seemed perfectly capable of doing and going and buying whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted. She did not require the services of a gatekeeper. Now that she’s married, to behave as though her husband sets the rules is almost a badge of honor. Hey, even I have played this situation to my advantage. When shopping, for example, and trying on a $10,000 ring at Verdura that I cannot possibly afford, I say to the salesman, “I love it, but I have to bring my husband back to see it.” Salesmen know about the husband. Actually, I once went to Bergdorf’s with my husband, just to window-shop before a movie, and salespeople were all over us. Why? They assumed that Big Daddy was there to spoil his darling. The husband is the big kahoona. He is the permission man.
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