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Prologue: The Million-Dollar 
Question about Quality Men 
 
As soon as I turned 50 years old, I embarked on a 
remodel—not of my house, but of my life.  
 
The entire notion of being empowered to truly 
design the “rest of my life” – to seriously get into 
action about how I want to spend the rest of my 
days on the planet, to understand who I am and 
what I really want while I am here – suddenly began 
to mean something beyond the words of self-help 
gurus and motivational speakers.  
 
It wasn’t as if the metaphorical house was in total 
disrepair. It certainly wasn’t a tear-down. (I’ve lived 
in those before.)  It wasn’t really even in disrepair. I 
am married to a man whom I adore and who loves 
me back. My three daughters are confident and 
happy and making good choices in their lives. My 
life simply needed a redesign. I needed to shake 
things up: to take stock.  
 
And as part of this redesign, I asked myself whether 
my vision for myself and the impact I wanted to 
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make on the world still made sense to the person I 
have become since my divorce after 17 years of 
marriage in 2002.  
 
This is what led me to want to connect with you 
directly, to share my process and the lessons I had 
to learn—even the parts I’ve been too ashamed to 
share up until now. I intend to create an interven-
tion in your journey to find love.  
 
You are exhausted by it. 
 
This I know.  
 
The thought of going on one more Internet date 
(Not to mention just logging on and seeing the 
same damn thumbnails, the same faces of men you 
could never bring yourself to meet, still there—
alone—just like you) makes you cringe.  
 
Or even worse, cry.  
 
The endless swiping with hopes that someone will 
truly see you for who you are rather than just an 
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opportunity for a possible hook-up is starting to 
make you feel dead inside. Invisible.  
 
And the mental gymnastics required to find the 
balance of staying positive without getting your 
hopes up too high (because the possibility of being 
disappointed just one more time feels like it literally 
might kill you) leaves you precariously teetering on 
the edge of giving up altogether. 
 
I know. It just doesn’t make sense. 
 
Because you are amazing. 
 
And you are sick of living with the FOMO  
(fear of missing out) on what you really want— 
the man. 
 
Some of you long for a husband and family. Some 
dream of having an adventure partner or someone 
to travel and enjoy life with.  
 
But nearly all of you want a quality man who makes 
you a priority—a man who loves and adores you.  
A man with whom you can be your authentic self—
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someone who “gets” you 100 percent. You want a 
man who respects you while making you feel 
protected, safe, and valued.  
 
Most of you want a man who wants commitment. 
Someone whose words and actions match: a man 
whom you can trust.  
 
We want someone with whom we can be vulnera-
ble, because without that, there’s no true intimacy.  
 
And for many of you, what scares you most is that 
this being single – this experience of going it alone – 
is something you never saw happening to you.  
 
And, after working with hundreds of thousands of 
women who are working so hard to find love, I 
knew that as part of my own redesign I needed to 
get more clarity on how I could catapult you for-
ward in your search to find love now.  
 
Because like me, you’ve realized that life is short and 
that you don’t want to spend one more day of your 
best years, to put it simply, alone. 
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And so, after reflecting on all the emotional work I 
did on myself to find love and figure out the formu-
la I ultimately followed to meet and then marry my 
husband nearly 10 years after my divorce, it became 
crystal clear that there was one primary question 
that framed my – and your – entire journey.  
 
Where do I find a quality man? 
 
In this book I’m going to hold your hand and walk 
you step by step through the lessons I learned that 
helped me find my quality man, Jeremy, along with 
the exact steps you need to take right now to find 
your quality man. 
 
Remember, he’s looking for you, as much as you 
are looking for him.  
 
He really is. 
 
Let’s get started now… so that you can be found.  
 
And let’s get you on the right road to finding  
your person. 
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My Story: How I Finally Found and 
Kept the Love I Deserve  
 
Jane Russell may have called it “full figured,” but in 
1980, by the age of 14, I found myself trapped in 
the physical form of a full-on fuck-able woman. 
Not only did I have breasts that made me top 
heavy, but they were cumbersome. Big. And, as a 
result, they had become my most distinctive feature. 
I hated this. 
 
For nearly two years I had squished these perky 
pests into a size double D bra. At 5 feet 7 inches 
tall, my hips were bowed and my butt big. These 
were the pre-Kardashian late ‘80s,and I felt there 
was simply nothing bodacious or desirable about it. 
My legs and arms were spindly spider-like append-
ages that were disproportionate to the rest of my 
short torso. I was an adolescent assemblage of parts, 
bits and pieces, feeling misshapen and gawky, tow-
ering over most of the boys and girls who attended 
Franklin Junior High School, the three-story brick 
building built in the 1930s that was smack dab in 
the middle of nowhere Iowa where I lived. Cedar 
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Rapids, a town big enough to be called a city, was 
small enough to have only one mall. 
 
My super-sized form gave rapid rise to feelings of 
self-doubt. I felt “big,” “different,” “not quite 
normal.”  And as I continued to navigate through 
adolescence, I became increasingly insecure, an 
imagined Redwood amongst miniaturized saplings, 
a self-conscious teenager clutching to anything or 
anyone in an effort to find some sort of place where 
I could fit in. Belong. So of course, I tried to fit in 
with the boys my age. In fact, I often turned up to 
school sporting t-shirts that were way too tight, my 
favorite being a bright yellow Mr. Zog’s Sex Wax t-
shirt that had been washed to a perfectly faded 
almost white. While the shirt itself didn’t offer up 
sexual innuendo, per se, I think the fact that it said 
“sex wax” was the exact reason I was told to go 
home one spring day in eighth grade to change into 
something the Midwestern administration deemed 
more appropriate for junior high school attire. 
 
Yet, it seemed, the nice boys, the polite, well- 
mannered kind who did well in school, the ones 
who weren’t just trying to cop a handjob or get in 
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my pants, liked girls named Brittany or Sandra. You 
know: the petite girls who grow up to be cheerlead-
ers and date the quarterbacks.  
 
Desperate and starved for relief, I ultimately took 
solace and comfort from the attention of older boys 
who were not yet men.  
 
Scott was my first love. He was 21 and the first one 
to set my heart on fire with the three explosive 
words: “I love you.” I was 14. My best friend, a 
beautiful girl with Cheryl Tiegs-esque natural fea-
tures (She had the whitest teeth and most perfect 
smile I had ever seen.), invited me to a sleepover. 
The good news? Her brother Jeff, who also hap-
pened to be a super-hot freshman at the University 
of Iowa, was having a party. At the time she didn’t 
consider the fact that this meant 20 or 30 college-
aged boys would be hanging out at her house. Her 
main focus was that we could ask one of them to 
buy us some beer—or better yet, swipe it from the 
kitchen counter without anyone taking notice. It 
was her perfect plan.  
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To me, however, I was in a hot boy frenzy. I had 
seen a few of Jeff’s friend around their house before, 
and I found most of them quite appealing. They 
were taller than me, unlike middle school boys. 
They had scruff on their clear, clean faces, with the 
beginnings of muscles filling out their U of I college 
wear. Often, they would come home from nights 
out at the bar bounding down the stairs, teasing us, 
offering up big brother/big sister-style wrestling and 
mocking humor. While I lay in my thin, mottled 
sleeping bag listening to the radio, eating Ding 
Dongs and drinking TaB while making prank 
phone calls to boys at school with my friend, I 
looked forward to those 2 a.m. visits. To be in a 
room filled with them was, quite simply, my idea  
of heaven. 
 
I can’t remember how I met Scott exactly. The 
beer, the frenzy of hormones, the thrill of just being 
in a room so different from the usual junior high 
fodder were an intoxicating mixture that took me 
far away from the oppressive middle school mo-
ments I had spent waiting, wishing a boy 5 inches 
shorter than I would ask me to slow dance to Little 
River Band or Styx. I do remember that when he 
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started to flirt, I lied easily, telling him I was 16. To 
me, him thinking I was in high school seemed less 
horrific. I wasn’t necessarily ashamed of being 14. 
In my mind, 16 seemed less shameful, almost 
normal. Being 14, however, was not acceptable. 
Four months later my life changed. Completely. 
 
Scott’s wrecked colonial, its grey paint chipped  
and gnarled from years of having college dropouts 
and drug addicts as its tenants, sat on a dark and 
shadowy street on the wrong side of Cedar Rapids. 
Scott’s bedroom was in the basement. The smells of 
stale pot smoke and bong water lingered within its 

steel grey cinder block walls and 
cement floors. Each time I 
entered Scott’s house, I would 
make my way blindly past the 
kitchen cluttered with beer cans 
and chipped plastic plates over-
flowing with cigarette butts. 
Adolescent lust and love filled 
me length, width, and depth. 

My heart jumped from place to place, trapped in a 
never-ending skip, like a needle stuck on the Fleet-
wood Mac, Peter Frampton, and Elton John lyrics 

Adolescent lust 
and love filled 

me length, 
width, and 

depth. 
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that played on the turntable in his room when we 
had sex. I did not heed the signs of impending 
danger. Instead, I welcomed the brush of the blue 
and red beads to Scott’s bedroom dangling from the 
top of the doorway as I brushed through them, the 
plastic grazing my skin like feathers, beckoning me 
shamelessly down the creaking stairs to his water-
bed below.  
  
And then, there was that Friday night. The party on 
E. Street. The darkness pervasive, it enveloped the 
electric mayhem from the party. I had told my 
parents I was at Kingston Stadium, just two blocks 
from E. Street, pretending to cheer the high school 
football team. As I walked the two blocks from the 
stadium where I’d been dropped off, the racket 
from the party grew louder. My adolescent decision 
to leave the comfort of my middle school friends 
and venture into the cold autumn night was not 
one in which I was confident. The awareness that I 
was, once again, lying to my Midwestern and 
somewhat naïve parents, while not altogether 
foreign to me, was still unsettling. Approaching  
his house, I grew timid, put off by the swarm of 
college students endlessly pouring into the house. 
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Young men and women nearly 10 years my senior 
congregated in small clusters on the porch, their 
mittened hands holding red plastic cups filled with 
vodka and TaB, cheap whiskey, or beer, while other 
bare hands held cigarettes with clouds of smoke 
hanging in the chilly air. I felt invisible as I climbed 
the five steps, absently putting one foot in front of 
the other, pushing my way past the students, head 
buried in my chest, arms crossed tightly in front of 
my navy and white wool pea coat. Once inside, the 
warmth of the crowded room felt somehow famil-
iar, heat and activity, clacks and clucks of girls 
laughing, flirting, drunken peaks of guffaws, back-
ground music and the low gurgle of bong water 
doing its part to foist THC into the lungs of the 
smoker.  I uncrossed my arms, the sudden blast of 
stifling radiator heat hitting my face, all of it a 
placating cacophony. Immediately I scanned the 
smoke-filled room looking for Scott. Although I 
recognized a few of the alcohol-flushed faces, I 
wasn’t up for a conversation that might invite 
questions and lies about my age or identity. I kept 
my head down, hoping the search for this man I 
had imagined into boyfriend status would be brief.  
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I felt awkward, misplaced, and desperately  
alone—again. 
 
Finally, I saw a familiar face. “Marni, hey. Where’s 
Scott?” asked Jeff, shuffling down the second floor 
staircase from one of the three bedrooms where he 
had most likely been doing lines of cocaine with 
Phil. Jeff was one of Scott’s roommates: brown-
haired, handsome, and also the oldest brother of my 
best friend, Michelle.  
 
“I just walked here… Uhmm… Got here. Don’t 
know. I was hoping you were with him,” I said, 
trying to moderate my budding panic. 
 
Though I had attended many parties on E. Street,  
I didn’t feel comfortable until Scott’s arms were 
linked in mine. Along with Phil, Jeff was one of the 
only partygoers who knew my age. Until I was with 
Scott, I consistently felt lost: a foreigner trapped in 
the unmarked subway car, unsure of where it was 
headed, unable to speak or ask for help. Jeff’s 
inquiry was a relief. 
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Rounding the final scuffed wooden stair, Jeff 
grabbed my elbow, leading me from the crowded 
living room to the vestibule between the kitchen 
and the doorway, then to the familiar doorway of 
Scott’s bedroom. Jeff and I lingered there for just 
seconds before Phil appeared from the kitchen, 
hugging me, his alcohol breath stifling. Trying 
desperately to feel some sort of comfort, I took 
notice that at least now I had become part of the 
little cliques that I had earlier observed. Phil’s hug 
was heartening, and I was grateful when he handed 
me a cold bottle of Miller High Life. 
 
“Where’s Es?” Phil asked me, using Scott’s 
nickname. “He’s been MIA for fuckin ever. We did 
some lines, did shots, tequila shots… right? You 
know?” His eyes moved from me to Jeff. “Where’d 
he go? Anyone know?” Jeff didn’t answer. “Hey… 
Dude?”  Phil poked his shoulder now, buoying him 
back from his fixation on the conversation in the 
kitchen between an overweight girl and her ano-
rexic friend, watching them pass a lit joint back  
and forth. 
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Still standing beside me in the crowded hall, Jeff 
looked back at Phil.  
 
“Yeah… tequila… with those girls. Right. I haven’t 
seen him,” Jeff answered, still distracted. His eye 
was on the skinny one.  
 
Shifting slightly, I hoped Scott would appear soon. 
It made me uncomfortable to hear their banter—
other girls, drugs—things I pretended not to know 
existed in Scott’s world. Moving past Jeff, Phil 
stood next to me now, his focus on finding Scott. 
Turning towards the door, he pushed his nose 
through the beads. 
 
“Yo, Es… You down there? Dude?” Phil barked 
down the stairway. And then, without pause, I 
turned away from Jeff and Phil—boys who were 
almost-men—and pushed the beads aside, forming 
an inverted V. I was tired of waiting. Exhausted, 
actually.  
 
Determinedly, I walked downstairs. Moved by 
some sort of instinct (or maybe just the profound 
desire to escape.), I took two steps, three steps, and 
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then I saw… disembodied ankles. The rest of his 
body obscured by the cement overhang from the 
stairs leading to the second floor, I saw his calves. 
And then his knees. Just hanging mid-air, 
suspended two feet over the cement floor. I saw 
him. The waterbed blurred behind him. I didn’t 
descend the remaining five stairs. I stopped. Frozen. 
 
And then I screamed. 
 
Jeff and Phil rescued Scott from the makeshift 
noose he had fashioned from a necktie, a silver and 
grey thing he had probably only worn once to a 
funeral or some wedding. He had been hanging 
there seconds when he had been discovered.  
 
Scott survived. As for me, that Friday night was the 
benchmark—the point at which I could have left. 
The big “ah-ha” moment: the moment that would 
have prompted some other 14-year-old girl to 
realize she might have been involved in something 
that was bigger than what she had bargained for. 
But not me. For almost four years I continued to 
love Scott, ruled by the drama of our on-again-off-
again relationship, I forgave his infidelities, rescued 
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him several more times from suicide, and saw 
nothing but his handsomely squared face. I was 
hypnotized by his promises, his potential, those 
sharp blue eyes. And the possibility of whom  
we might one day become. I was a champion  
at psychological gymnastics, complicated tricks  
and maneuvers used to rationalize that no matter  
what happened, Scott’s love was a prize worth 
waiting for. 
 
Four years later I again found myself on those stairs. 
Now 17, I easily entered the house on E. Street and 
walked through those beads, anesthetized by their 
touch as they scraped my skin. Innocently, I 
marched down those same stairs – all of them this 
time – only to find Scott enthusiastically jack-
hammering Sue, a 25-year-old businesswoman he 
knew from college.  
  
Scott left me and married Sue, finally splintering 
my adolescent heart to smithereens. 
 
A year later, just days away from turning 19, I met 
the man who would become my husband. I had 
just completed my sophomore year at Tulane 
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University, leaving the wet, suffocating heat of New 
Orleans to the roasting heat of the Arizona desert, 
where I had to spend my summer. It was there I 
met Bob. Twenty-two years old, Bob was soulful.  
A sensitive survivor, he had been raised by an 
alcoholic mother and an adulterous father who had 
died in the ‘80s when Bob was in his teens. When 
we met, he had recently lost his 21-year-old brother 
in a catastrophic accident. And within one week of 
meeting me, he declared he was in love. Perfect, I 
had thought. Not only did he have sex with me  
and actually call me the next day, he L.O.V.E.S me. 
I’ll rescue him, fix him. I’ll submerge myself in 
attending to his insurmountable brokenness. I will 
take what has become dismembered inside of him 
and piece it together again, day by day, bit by bit. 
 
This will be the guy I fix.  
 
And this time, dammit, unlike Scott, I will triumph. 
 
I didn’t, though. 
 
I couldn’t.  
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Because since Scott, or maybe even before, maybe 
even forever, I believed that if a man did not foist 
zealous and consistent youaremyeverythingeveryday 
attention on me, I was worthless. Bob hadn’t even 
considered marriage, but I pushed. Hard. He was to 
move to Chicago for work, and I was determined to 
leave Arizona with nothing less than an engagement 
ring and a set wedding date. Ultimately victorious, I 
went back to that Midwestern town four years later 
and married Bob in a traditional Jewish wedding 
ceremony. Surrounded by more than 200 guests, 
Bob and I were accessories in my mother’s vision 
for her daughter’s tinseled wedding. Tables lined 
with silver lame`, Venetian dessert tables, a brown-
eyed young bride wearing her mother’s vintage 
ivory-laced dress, a live nine-piece orchestra, Jews 
and Greeks together dancing wildly, breaking china 
in celebration. Riding off to the honeymoon suite 
in horse and carriage, I believed I had finally hooked 
myself to the man I could not only fix, but one who 
might restore my broken heart to its original sheen. 
I wanted him to return my heart to its place in my 
soul, filled with love of self and others, confidence, 
dignity, and peace. I married Bob because I desper-
ately wanted someone to love. I wanted someone 
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who could love me enough to make me feel 
worthwhile. Someone who would not hurt me. 
Cheat on me. Someone who would take care of me.  
I was 22 and broken. And I thought that if Bob 
loved me—incredible, brilliant Bob—if he married 
me, then it could be enough. 
 
Like any bride, I had hopes. But during the length 
of my 17-year marriage, I was mostly crestfallen. 
Never more than a heartbeat away was an 
unconscious, unnamable thing. This… feeling. An 
un-fillable crevice of 
emptiness that I imagined 
Bob could fill if I could get 
it right. This “wife thing.”  
If he loved me enough, it 
would mend the 
perforations in my heart. 
Perhaps it was unresolved 
feelings from early 
childhood that gave rise to 
the unnamed feeling. My 
father, a hard-working man, traveled each week for 
work. His schedule began with an exit on Monday 
morning and a welcome return home on Friday. 
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During our weekends together, he loved and 
cherished me so completely, but then Monday 
would come and it felt as if he were being ripped 
away, leaving me sad and wondering if perhaps I 
were somehow more love-able he would not leave. I 
hoped that perhaps this time it was Bob who would 
heal these old wounds.  
  
_____________ 
  
By the time we’d been married 16 years, we had 
three daughters: ages seven, four, and one. 
In the eyes of most anyone in our neighborhood 
who stopped long enough to pay attention, I was a 
typical mom in the Los Angeles suburbs not quite 
snooty enough to be Beverly Hills or Brentwood. I 
was nearly middle-aged, shelling out little cups of 
Pediacare to stop the endless round robin of runny, 
boogery noses that accompany life with three 
children under 10. There were trips in the littered 
Honda minivan back and forth from the private 
Jewish Day School just seven minutes away from 
my house in suburban Los Angeles, the ritual of 
leaving at least one of my three daughters nearly 
every day with the nanny, kisses and hugs, adios, 
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down on bended knee, balancing precariously in 
ridiculously high heels, as I would rush off to spa 
days and luncheons with my gussied-up and 
equally-nannied friends. 
 
What the onlookers didn’t know, however, was that 
while I had the husband, a designer wallet filled to 
excess with seemingly limitless credit cards, and  
the 4200-square-foot house filled with custom-
designed furniture, my husband was a compulsive 
workaholic, telling me day in and day out that I was 
inept at most everything I did… except looking 
good in the perfect mix of Trina Turk and Dolce & 
Gabbana that filled a closet the size of a bedroom. I 
was 38, and after nearly half my life with him, I 
truly believed I was nothing but a run-of-the-mill 
MILF, a not-quite-yet cougar, relying on dark olive 
skin, an athletic body, well -defined arms, long legs, 
and strong curves to delineate my place in the 
world. While I had struggled with my weight and 
self-image for years, as I aged, God and good genes 
had provided me with excellent skin and an essence 
that resulted in my constantly being mistaken for a 
woman 10 years younger. Conventionally attractive, 
I had now mastered the art of being seductive, 
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morphing into something altogether sanguine as I 
matured. In addition, I had two personal trainers, 
taught indoor cycling classes several times a week at 
the gym, and spent hours training to run marathons 
and triathlons.  My worth was reduced to nothing 
more than looking the way I looked—a way that 
made other men take notice, which instead of  
causing my husband to feel the thick, black pang  
of jealousy, made him feel proud. He chided me 
constantly about my role, yet it was one I had 
latched onto and perfected. It was all I had. In  
his eyes, everything I did and ever had done was  
not quite enough.  
 
Each morning, long before 7 a.m., he would begin 
to bombard me with questions regarding details I 
had not yet considered. No, I had not begun to 
prepare snack bags for the kids. No, I had not 
finished gathering the girls’ toys and books for the 
long car ride to Arizona. And no, I had not yet 
assembled an array of DVDs that would entertain 
the kids for hours while we drove. I felt the tenor of 
Bob’s deliberate words abscond with the small piece 
of self-esteem that had tried desperately to take root 
in my body during the morning revile at the mirror, 
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and a suffocating blanket of insecurity began its 
familiar ascent up from my toes into my chest. 
Every time Bob asked me if I had completed a task, 
I felt compelled to lie, make excuses, and become 
entirely defensive. It was as if I instantly became a 
vapid poof of incapable nothingness, my self-
confidence nothing more than the remnants of 
rotting lemon peel left crushed beneath girders  
of steel.  
  
“No, no. no. I didn’t do it yet,” I’d say, tilting my 
head to give him a kiss. I would try anything to 
manipulate his mood. I couldn’t risk him being 
pissed off or agitated. It would ruin the morning 
and the journey to the desert would be a disaster. 
Most importantly, it would obliterate the possibility 
of being able to escape once again into the world I 
had begun to build in LA. A world in which my 
friends were twenty-something singles. A world in 
which I was free. Seen. Beautiful. Running from the 
house in miniskirts and thigh-high leather stiletto 
boots, fleeing to wherever I might go. Venice or 
Hollywood. Wanting to be numb. Not to feel.  
The ecstatic high of a man’s attention pushing 
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down the secret feelings I carried: the deep shame  
of self-hatred.  
  
“Let’s see. Uhmm…  I checked my email. I just 
woke up. Do you want me to wake the girls?  
Assemble the shit?  You tell me,” I said brushing 
past him carelessly toward the bathroom sink.  
“Get the shit, I guess. I will wake the girls. 
Hopefully they will dress themselves. Then I can 
load the car. Cool?  And make breakfast, okay?  
Eggs. Scrambled. And don’t forget to add parmesan 
cheese—just when the eggs are, uhmm, like seconds 
away from being done. Don’t put too much. The 
girls won’t eat it. Don’t add milk to the eggs.  And 
can you make sure you don’t use the wrong spoon 
when you make the eggs?  Use the Teflon pan. The 
fork will scratch the pan.  And hey, please… Don’t 
microwave the turkey bacon. Can you make it on 
the stove?  Just this time?  But don’t use a fork 
when you turn it.” His list of specific directions was 
completely overwhelming.  
  
“Okay okay okay,” I grumbled, thinking what a 
pain in the ass he could be. I wish he would just 
fucking do it himself, I thought, throwing my 



 

2 6    |    M A R N I  B A T T I S T A  

lotions, creams, and moisturizers into the stuffed 
travel bag. I dressed quickly, leaving drawers open 
in the large bathroom as I collected the clothes, 
books, and toiletries I would need for the week-long 
vacation with my parents. Zipping the duffle, I 
headed back downstairs to complete the rest of my 
household tasks. 
  
The list in my head was becoming muddled. I went 
to the cupboard and retrieved the two Teflon pans. 
Fridge. Go to the fridge, I thought. Just go to the 
fridge.  I walked the three steps to the massive stain-
less steel refrigerator to get milk, eggs, and turkey 
bacon. I reached into the meat keeper, grabbing the 
slippery package of opened turkey bacon and a half-
gallon of low fat milk. Looking over to the clock 
near the sink, I began to panic. “Shit,” I thought.  
“I need to seriously hurry.” With my hands full, I 
reached for the eggs, trying to balance three on the 
package of turkey bacon. Carefully turning back  
to the waiting pans, I watched, horrified, as the  
eggs slid off the bacon, splattering all over the 
kitchen floor. 
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“Ughhh!” I exhaled audibly, feeling defeated by my 
inattentive, erratic behavior. “God, I can’t do 
ANYTHING right! I swear.”  As I turned toward 
the counter to put the milk down, several pieces of 
turkey bacon now slid out of the opened package 
landing amidst the mucous of egg white thinning 
out over the hardwood floor.  
  
“I’ll get it. Let me just do it,” Bob said, entering the 
kitchen unexpectedly, making a poor attempt to 
restrain the exasperation in his voice.  
  
I lunged toward the paper towels next to the sink, 
trying desperately to compensate for my moment of 
clumsiness. If I could just anticipate Bob’s needs by 
providing him with the exact right thing to wipe up 
the mess I would still be helpful. The severity of my 
crime would be diminished. I could save myself and 
still be some sort of contributor to the morning’s 
effort. I reached for several sheets of paper towel 
and awkwardly put the wad of towel within inches 
of Bob’s face. 
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“Here. You can use these, right?” I spoke 
tentatively, anxiously waiting for him to take  
my offering. 
  
He sighed deeply. “Uh, no. No. A towel. Just get 
me a kitchen towel.”  Despite his request, Bob 
turned, brushing away my outstretched hand. His 
face was taught, filled with condescension and 
disgust as he opened the kitchen towel drawer 
holding the yellow and red dish towels. He  
bent over the mess, expertly obliterating the 
remnants of my mistake with several quick flicks  
of his wrist. 
  
Once again, the opportunity for possible 
redemption had been lost. But really, had there ever 
been such an opportunity?  Never. In Bob’s world 
there was never an opportunity to make a mistake, 
and never the opportunity to make a correction. He 
handled it. Always. My children watched me with 
curiosity as I became smaller and smaller from the 
heat of the pressure to be perfect. Like a Shrinky 
Dink, my self-esteem and contributions to the 
family mechanics had shrunk, ultimately becoming 
so small I perceived myself as all but invisible. 
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I should have stayed in the kitchen to pack the 
snacks, but I did not want to remain under Bob’s 
watchful eyes. I simply couldn’t stand it. 
  
“I’m going to check on the kids, cool?” I asked,  
my exit from the kitchen so swift I did not hear 
Bob’s reply. His tension was contagious. I had  
to escape.  
 
“Girls, are you dressed?” I asked, walking 20 steps 
up the stairs. I felt drained, suddenly exhausted. 
Peeking into their pink and lime green bedroom, I 
mumbled some sort of five-minute warning, hoping 
I could find a few minutes to check my phone from 
the comfort of my walk-in closet. There was still so 
much to do, however, that it seemed I couldn’t 
really do anything exactly as Bob hoped. And  
thus, there was nothing to do—except await my 
next orders.  
  
My ineptitude could be pointed out in anything 
from choosing the wrong wooden spoon to stir the 
eggs, milk, salt and pepper that were just beginning 
to curdle in the Teflon pan sitting alight the six-
burner Viking stove, to choosing an inadequate 
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brand of diaper cream to cure a burgeoning rash on 
the backside of my youngest daughter, or being told 
I was incapable of paying a bill other than the $25 
magazine subscription to TV Guide because it had 
been deemed as “uncomplicated,” I believed myself 
completely incapable. And, as a result, I became 
invisible to myself, preferring the familiar yet 
burdensome task of fixating on the perfection of the 
shell that was my physical self: a pitiful and clichéd 
trophy wife. There are, however, moments in one’s 
life when teetering between denial and pain 
becomes a place in which the air is a bit too thin. 
 
And so when my marriage to this charismatic yet 
berating husband was over in December 2004 after 
17 years, I wrapped myself tightly into a cocoon of 
denial, filling the gaping hole in my soul with a 
tattooed man-child I met online called Johnny 
Rock: a man who told me he loved me on our 
second date.  
 
Johnny Rock was married. 
 
I was scarcely divorced.  
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I spent nearly two years – more than 700 days – in 
an agonizing liminal space, able to do nothing more 
than hold my breath, taking gulps of air whenever I 
could, moments at a time, navigating between 
being “there but not there” mom to my three 
daughters and trying to merely survive heartbreak 
and destruction of the fantasy life I was never able 
to materialize. Chaotic breakups. Dramatic 
makeups. I felt choked, eviscerated from one week 
to the next. I was a mistress. Then, I wasn’t. We 
were together, free. And then, just as quickly,  
we were ripped apart as he would choose to try  
one more time to put the pieces of his family  
back together.  
 
During those two 
years of dating this 
half-man/half-child, 
I allowed my insides 
to be blown to bits, 
the emotional pieces 
of myself strewn 
across my “look 
good on the outside 
but oh-so-fucked-
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up on the inside” life, a post-apocalyptic demolition 
that no onlooker could detect. He was 27 when we 
met; I was 38. Then he was 29 and I was 40. He 
had rich parents. He was entitled. I thought he was 
sexy; I had rebelled against everything good and 
wholesome, returning back to an old “bad boy” 
habit I thought I had broken for good when I 
married my husband. 
  
If you have ever walked down the treacherous  
path of infidelity and broken promises, you know 
how it ends. 
 
How did it end? 
 
He cheated on me.  
 
Of course he did. 
 
She was younger than me. Of course she was, 
because he was still a boy. She was a virgin. Childless. 
Of course she was, because he wanted something, 
someone less complicated. She was everything I 
wasn’t. Blonde. Plasticized. Employed, spending 
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her days as a tile-turning human accent piece to a 
TV game show host.  
 
I seemed to be completely lobotomized, blinded to 
the fact that he cheated on his wife to be with me. I 
wanted to stop loving him. I wanted revenge.  
 
I wanted to stop being That Girl.  
 
I wanted to say no when he texted at 3 a.m, his 
requests so direct, so eviscerating, even I could not 
pretend he wanted more than merely sex. I wanted 
to stop hating him. I wanted to be free of the pain I 
had endured in loving him. In his leaving me. In 
knowing him.  
  
In our last few months together, the space between 
denial and shame grew even narrower. Darker.  
And even though the walls of that narrow space 
continued to close in on me each and every day, I 
squeezed myself into even more smallness so that I 
could somehow make it okay to drive by his house, 
bring him his favorite latte in exchange for what I 
thought would be “get him back” sex, trade hateful 
texts while sitting on the peeling fake leather couch 
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on the observation deck with other parents watch-
ing their daughters balance confidently on the low 
beam, summersaulting and leaping through the 
obstacle course at gymnastics class.  
  
The pain was chronic. It lived inside me like 
poison, a never-ending infusion of anger that 
seemed almost life-like, a sort of metronome tick-
tick-ticking into my consciousness as it wove its way 
through my veins and vessels. It was insane, really. I 
was living my life, it seemed. I was still picking the 
girls up from school, spending hours on the carpet 
of my classroom building LEGO structures with 
three-year-olds in the nursery school where I 
volunteered, managing the day-to-day grind of my 
life. But I longed desperately for the few hours each 
day when I was alone to make my daily phone calls 
to the friends in my life who thrived on the fact that 
my life was most definitely more catastrophic than 
theirs. To the world, I seemed okay. I was, in fact, 
appropriately broken hearted and jilted, but it was 
only because I had become expert at pretending I 
didn’t hurt as badly as I did. 
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And even though I should have been furious with 
Johnny, I just wanted him to love me—to choose 
me. And it was this disgusting truth that was most 
pathetic. When I looked inside my deepest self, I 
could not grab onto anything that resembled a 
plain, simple “ick.”  I could not muster enough 
anger or disgust to inspire me to move on. I could 
not find the energy to disengage from this relation-
ship completely and desire something better for 
myself. In my head, of course, I knew I deserved 
better. I could list the obvious reasons he didn’t 
meet my needs. I knew he was a cheater and 
suspected that he’d lied to me before. He had been 
a prick. But, in my skewed view of this man, his 
mistakes could be forgiven if only he would come 
back into my life. 
  
As October turned into November, the situation 
continued its downward spiral while bringing him 
his favorite coffee from the Starbucks in the 
neighborhood we still shared. I called him from my 
minivan, parked across the street, describing the 
coffee as a peace offering and an attempt at moving 
into some sort of friendship. My hand shook 
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slightly as I handed him the coffee. It had been 
months since I’d seen him. 
 
“Come upstairs, if you want,” he suggested, taking a 
careful sip of the hot coffee. “I need to jump in the 
shower.” Within minutes we were upstairs and 
naked. And in that split second, before laying my 
head back on the rumpled mauve sheet and eggshell 
coverlet, I reveled in the sick satisfaction of seducing 
him despite his new relationship and despite the 
fact that weeks ago he had claimed to hate me. 
Minutes later, sex a fait accompli, he stood up, 
backing away from the bed toward the open 
bathroom door, mumbling things like, “I need to 
shower… mistake… thanks… for the coffee.” 
  
Backing into the bathroom, he closed the door 
behind him, and within seconds, I began to look for 
remnants of her amidst his things on the nightstand. 
There, between a votive candle and the small brown 
lighter we had picked up from the liquor store on 
the corner, I saw it: a Hallmark card. The cream-
colored paper coated in a muted silvery sheen… 
The light blue elegant script lettering... The 
banging in my chest was palpable. Spiky tendrils  
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of boiling shame licked the insides of my heart. 
Searching, but for what? I read it aloud, my voice a 
whisper, and not because I gave a shit; he knew I 
was still lingering. 
 
“To My Lover,” it said. I closed my eyes, daring 
myself to read on. “Skiing last weekend was one of 
the best times we’ve ever shared. Snuggling with 
you on the couch, your blue eyes looking into mine, 
I can see how very much you love me. I will treasure 
you always.  
 
“Your love, Sara” 
  
If I were an alcoholic, it 
could have been my 
bottom.  
 
It wasn’t. 
 
Instead, I went home and, still shaking, I dug up an 
email Johnny’s ex-wife had sent me a few months 
earlier. I hit “reply” and typed one short sentence: 
“Call me.” 
 

The banging in my 
chest was palpable. 
Spiky tendrils of 

boiling shame 
licked the insides 

of my heart. 
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My intention was simple. I thought back to when 
we broke up months before. I wanted to find out 
the truth about the night we were supposed to meet 
for dinner and he had left me waiting for hours, 
then called with a story about having to drive a 
blanket back to his daughter at his ex’s, and 
moments later broke up with me. Was he already 
seeing his new girlfriend then? Had he lied to me 
about his reason for being late that night? Had he 
been lying to me all along? His ex would know. 
 
When the phone rang two minutes later, I answered 
it immediately. Without pause or hesitation. There 
was no small talk. I needed to know.  
 
My hands quaking, I put the small cell phone to  
my ear. My need to have evidence that he was a liar 
was acute. 
 
“Hey, thanks for calling.” I bleated, insincerity 
dripping from my voice. “Just… it’s ah… just that I 
need to know…” 
 
His wife’s silence unhinged me.  
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Suddenly, desperately, I needed her to speak. 
 
Nothing. More silence. 
 
“Okay. Anyway,” I went on now, more determined 
than ever to see if the knife aimed at my heart – the 
truth - was going to be deadly.   
 
“Is it true that Johnny drove back to Long Beach 
from LA a few months back? It was super late. After 
10 p.m. He said Aiden left her favorite blanket at 
his house. That you asked him to return it.” 
 
Before she even spoke, I suddenly knew the answer. 
Or, more accurately, I was ready to concede to it. 
 
I talked with her for hours that morning. She 
understood my pain. She had known his lies. She 
had known his love. And she offered me the 
unexpected gift of compassion. It was a simple 
suggestion to go, to search.  
 
“Listen,” Annabelle said, refusing once again to 
engage in the back and forth lashing of Johnny that 
I so desperately wanted her to engage in. It would 
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have been so much easier to simply commiserate on 
the platitudes of being involved with a man who 
was, quite simply, “such an asshole.” But she 
refused. Repeatedly. 
 
Again. Silence. 
 
“Listen, I don’t know you. But, what I do know  
is this.” 
 
I felt my body flinch. Had someone been able to see 
through the depth of my pain despite my expertly-
concocted façade of steely resilience? “You are 
deserving of more than this. Much, much, more.”    
 
It was then that she issued an invitation to explore. 
It was an opportunity to attend a week-long, what I 
call “pull-your-head-out-of-your-ass/get- your-shit-
together bootcamp.” Founded in 1967, it was a 
residential and personal-growth retreat to help 
people like me identify negative behaviors, moods, 
and ways of thinking that developed unconsciously 
and were conditioned in childhood. It was, in short, 
an opportunity for emotional freedom: a place 
where I would come to learn Lesson #1, which is:  
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What, instead, if I could look at my life and rather 
than hearing the incessant drumming of the 
punishing, self-deprecating, “What the fuck is the 
matter with me?” thoughts and say instead, in a 
calm and contented way, “Wait. It seems the results 
of my thoughts and actions are giving me CLEAR 
feedback that I am misaligned. This is not a fail. I 
am not a fail. This is just an ‘error message.’”  
  
I thought this week-long retreat could be the 
emotional archaeological dig into the essence of me 
that I needed, that it would deliver me back to 
alignment with who I am, what I want, and what I 
truly deserve.  
 
A chance for change. 
 

 
Lesson #1:  

When life is absolutely not going  
as you planned, when you are in the spot  
where you say, “I never saw myself here,”  

it is NOT a fail. 
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And then, a month later, I did it. I walked into that 
retreat classroom in St. Helena, California. With 
my face and my terror expertly hidden behind the 
fur-lined hood of my oversized parka, I staggered 
into that space where she said I might find hope, 
free myself from the pain, and free myself from 
hatred. It was a place where I might find compas-
sion for Johnny and, most importantly, a safe haven 
where I might find compassion for myself.  
 
I came to see that my relationship with him was 
ultimately a gift from some sort of higher power – 
the Universe or whatever I wanted to call it – 
designed to attract me and, ultimately, to move me 
to finally put an end to the terminal numbness that 
had filled my life for so many years. 
 
For seven days I sat in that classroom in the 
Redwoods situated perfectly at the end of a black tar 
winding road, in a rectangular building with what 
felt like cheap airport carpeting and padded steel 
folding chairs. It was the place where I finally 
decided to fight for what I knew I deserved. I began 
to see that all the hurt caused by all of the “less than 
quality” men in my life had created within me a 
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knowing that these men – the Scotts, the Bobs, the 
Johnnys – weren’t, in fact, emotionally safe. The 
result? I had a state-of-the-art broken heart that had 
become so ironclad and secure to prevent further 
breakage that it had left me unable to let in any 
possibilities—even the possibility of intimate love. 
 
And it was there, in that classroom surrounded by 
overgrown walking paths and the smell of sulfur 
from the hot springs nearby, that I changed in a 
profound way. The vast space inside me that had 
been filled with self-loathing, lack of trust, 
frustration, hate, regret, and anger now began to 
spill over with love: love for myself. It was a love so 
great that I knew – finally – that I deserved better 
than Johnny. More than knowing, however, I felt it. 
I felt it in an organic, cellular sort of way. For the 
first time in my 39 years, I understood that I 
deserved to be loved completely. That I deserved to 
be respected, to be adored, and to be treated with 
kindness. I knew that I would never again sacrifice 
my dignity for Johnny or for any man. 
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Learning to Date with Dignity  
 
Having been either married, sleeping around in an 
effort to get validation of my desirability and love-
ability, or just in a plain old bad relationship for 
most of my adult life, I had never really dated 
before. But here I was now, in my 40s, feeling truly 
alive for the first time in life, confronted with the 
idea of dating in an era of online dating technology, 
speed dating, meet-ups, matchmakers, sexting, and 
a landscape that was changing every single day. 
 
And so, I tried to date.  
 
I tried everything.  
 
I worked hard at it, because, after all, I was smart. I 
had unlocked a big piece of the puzzle, and I knew  
I deserved an amazing partner. Yet still, I was frus-
trated. And, although I didn’t know it yet, while  
I had found self-worth and self-love, I was still hold-
ing my heart hostage big time. 
 
I thought perhaps I wasn’t having luck because I 
really needed to lose the last five pounds. 
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I tried dating men who were shorter. Taller. I even 
spent hours Googling “celebrity women who date 
short men” to get myself excited about my dates 
with Ethan, the very successful restaurateur who I 
discovered wore “lifts” and measured at least four 
inches shorter than me. I tried dating outside of my 
socioeconomic zone, ignoring one guy named 
Dave’s muttering, “If you think I will ever help you 
pay this mortgage, missy, you are mistaken. Heh, 
heh, heh” under his breath upon picking me up for 
our second date. Conversely, I also found myself 
being driven to dinners in Nick’s Bentley only to 
have him spend the entire evening frenetically 
monitoring two cell phones. When I asked him 
how long he might continue to be on the phone,  
he retorted with clipped British ridicule, “Poor 
baby. Did somebody’s daddy not give her  
enough attention?”  
 
I Googled, YouTubed, read books, and researched 
where to find high-quality men with a truly  
open mind.  
 
But still… 
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Nothing. 
 
For me, it was clear.  
 
I had come to many “a-ha” moments in 
deciphering what I thought was the answer to my 
quality man problem, and the impact on my self-
worth had been profound. I felt calmer. There was 
more space in my breath. I felt at peace. Loving. 
Softer. Yet I had still not unlocked the truth behind 
my inability to attract a quality man into my life.  
 
Sure, the quest for knowledge was gratifying, and I 
had come to adopt a positive attitude about each 
and every date, yet it was crystal clear I STILL had 
to take things a step further. My positive mental 
attitude clearly wasn’t enough to provide the result I 
wanted so very much—a quality man whom I loved 
and adored who in turn loved and adored me back. 
 
I didn’t know what I didn’t know. 
 
Because… 
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Sigh. 
 
You see, I had been SO attached to what I thought 
was the answer to my problem of finding a quality 
man, that I had been 100% blinded to the truth 
that would ultimately unlock my Fort Knox heart. 
 
Here’s how it went down for me—how the “X 
factor” or missing piece was revealed that I had been 
so resistant to seeing.  
 
It happened one day in yoga class. For two months 
I had been practicing yoga, and I loved how it 
blended mind and body, often providing oppor-
tunities to find peace of mind and to reflect. During 
one of the most strenuous poses, it dawned on me 
perhaps freeing my heart – REALLY freeing my 
heart – required something more akin to a laser or 
X-Acto knife. Something precise. 

 
Lesson #2:  

I was being resistant to seeing what  
I needed to see… without even  

KNOWING I was being resistant. 
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There I was, making an effort at “folding over” that 
was more like bending over, sweat dripping onto 
my un-accessorized plain blue mat, unsuccessfully 
trying to breathe through my nose, when I realized 
what I was resisting. 
 
I had been so focused on what had happened in the 
past – and what could go wrong in the future – I 
had been avoiding BEING in the possibility of each 
new day. 
 
When I focused on trying to put my body in one of 
those twisty-bendy positions that was difficult and 
new, I didn’t notice the sweat. I didn’t care that my 
mat didn’t have a cool purple skid-free blanket like 
the other cool yogis. I didn’t care I wasn’t breathing 
through my nose, or I had not done this before. 
 
In yoga, I was simply breathing. Just being. In that 
moment, my thoughts were nowhere but in the 
yoga studio. Then I realized my body is, in fact, the 
ultimate reality check. 
 
Where my body is, is where I am. 
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It’s true my mind could wander to later that day, 
wondering whether he would call or appear in my 
life, or my emotions could flare when remembering 
the hurtful experience of the tattooed boy-man who 
cheated, However, my body could not leave the 
present moment. It was 100% here-and-now; in the 
moment, the past was gone. The future is uncer-
tain. Sure, I might get hurt. It is possible, maybe 
even inevitable. 
 
That day in yoga, I discovered I could claim myself 
with confidence and free my heart if I stood 
confidently, knowing each moment and each 
possibility is 100% brand new. It is not the past.  
It is not the future. 
 
Thus, each new incoming text message, glance from 
the guy in the coffee shop, conversation in line at 
the bank, or even a new profile on JDate or Match 
could be one moment—a moment FILLED  
with possibilities. 
 
I could choose to take each moment and live in the 
awe and wonder of what may be in the future, 
allowing my heart to be filled by it. What’s more,  
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I could still gain power from the vulnerability of 
knowing I might get hurt and yet would still survive. 
 
I was able to recognize this as my missing piece 
because I stopped being attached to what I thought 
was the answer to my “quality man” problem. 
 
I stopped being resistant and became willing to 
know what I don’t know. 
 
As a result, I began to restore my heart into its 
original mint condition. I’m talking more than 
going to a few hours of therapy or taking little blue 
pills to make me feel less afraid. I was now a soul 
who needed to dig deeper. I wasn’t satisfied with a 
superglue fix-it strategy.  
 
I wanted to love a man and to be loved. I wanted 
butterflies. I wanted to discover my vulnerability. To 
be open. To be present. To be intimate. Connected. 
 
I wanted, wanted, wanted.  
 
So, when I would hear the ring tone singing  
from my phone, see a new email pop up, or find 
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that little grey text bubble exploding onto the  
face of my shiny new iPhone... something  
would happen.  
 
That something was nothing more complicated 
than good ol’ possibility. The possibility that 
perhaps this email, text, or voicemail would finally 
be from my Prince Charming. After all, I had told 
myself, “I am ready.” 
 
And I was proud of myself. This time I didn’t want 
some glorified hottie or one of the bad boys I used 
to desire, but a real-life man o’ my dreams. That 
one man who was handsome (okay, hot), brilliant, 
spiritually evolved, financially secure (who wouldn’t 
dream of that?), and romantic. The man who 
respected me but also wanted to get down and dirty 
between the sheets. In short, the man I had been 
hoping would find me. 
 
Yet the truth was that, in an effort to be discerning 
and badass, I had removed all incoming possibilities 
because it was simply easier to neatly sort and store 
each one into some sort of predetermined category 
in my mind. “Too young; probably wants kids; no 
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chemistry; too busy; too old; too focused on work.” 
Or how about something as simple as, “Doesn’t text 
back immediately”? In this perfect psychological 
arrangement, it enabled me to put the wrong-ness 
right back on all those “hims.”  
 
I had convinced myself, and most of the wing-girl 
women in my world readily agreed, that something 
was wrong with everyone—except for “8-10-16-
Date Dan,” so called by my dad for the fact that we 
had gone on too many dates to count over the 10 
months we had been seeing each other without the 
relationship progressing past seeing each other once 
or twice a week. While we capped off most of our 
dates in his bedroom, surrounded by the snores of 
his three giant Rhodesian Ridgebacks, I never 
stayed the night. 
 
While I claimed I was ready for love, I had kept 
Dan three arms’ lengths away by safely putting the 
blame on him for not wanting more than the 
arrangement we had developed. 
 
A bit more than a “booty call with dinner,” Dan 
was interested in my life; he asked questions about 
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the children and job when appropriate, and he 
seemed to genuinely care about my health and  
well-being. He even called the morning when my 
mother died, which seemed exceptional, as we had 
mostly communicated via text messages during the 
10 months we had been dating. 
 
So I bitched, whined, and continued to complain, 
stating there was a critical lack of possibilities in the 
greater Los Angeles area. They sucked. Not me. 
Never me. But then damn Dan called me out one 
night on Facebook and the gig was up.  
 
Me:  “Hey Lish. What’s up? Why you been  
so stealth?” 
 
Dan:  “Lish!  Me stealth?????????  What about you?  
You are the most emotionally UNAVAILABLE 
woman I have ever met, let alone dated.” 
 
Ugh. I had been busted. And while it would have 
been less painful to keep categorizing and perfecting 
my version of the Heisman Trophy (the statue of 
the football guy strong-arming his opponent), I 
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knew my heart wasn’t really digging life in  
Fort Knox.  
 
My heart was big, affectionate, filled with mojo, 
and reaching desperately for light and for love.  
 
I realized it was time to MacGyver a new plan to 
bust out of the fort, to experience each possibility 
for the magic of what it could bring. It was time to 
let go of expectation, leave yesterday’s yuck-filled 
experience in yesterday, and live each moment 
exactly in the moment. But how? 
 
How could a woman who has had her heart shat-
tered be truly free from letting the memories of 
yesterday’s pain affect today’s possibilities? After 
nearly half a lifetime of living one way, could I 
really expect to truly free my heart? 
 
Sure, I had chipped away at it. That “aha moment” 
in yoga had made me more present to possibility, 
but my HUGE heart wanted true freedom, more 
than dinners and booty calls. I wanted more than 
merely feeling safe or in control. I longed for more 
than just the satisfaction of knowing that at least I 
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was no longer suffering from my longstanding 
addiction to “mancrack.”  My heart wanted to be 
held. Touched. My heart wanted to give: not to get,  
but just to give. My heart wanted to love. 
 
The problem was, I didn’t know how to do it. 
 
What I did know wasn’t working. I had overcome 
my panache for bad boys and didn’t want to play 
games or be a wet rag. However, I knew I sucked at 
“the rules” and all the mental gymnastics required 
to “catch and keep” a man. And, I didn’t want to be 
too masculine either, “unavailable” as I had been 
pegged by Dan. I wanted to be vulnerable, yet I 
didn’t want to get my heart stomped on the minute 
I opened up to someone.  
 
One day, it hit me. Big time.  
 
I found the piece of my puzzle that had always 
eluded me; I had been feeling like I was driving in 
circles, like I was NEVER going to solve this 
problem. The breakthrough I had been hoping for, 
which I thought would never come, turned out to 
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be a simple shift in the way I was thinking and  
then acting. 
 
When I finally found this final missing piece, it 
literally felt like someone had turned on the lights, 
as if some spin doctor on TV had suddenly cured 
me of the lifelong handicap of blindness.  
 
Underneath my “I don’t know how” was really 
something more akin to… 
 
Sigh… 
 
“I don’t want to deal 
with it.” 
 
I didn’t want to do 
things I didn’t know 
how to do or be 
uncomfortable. I 
wanted to feel in 
control. I didn’t want 
to be vulnerable. The concept of receiving terrified 
me. What if, God forbid, I got used to having a 

I didn’t want to do 
things I didn’t know 

how to do or be 
uncomfortable. I 
wanted to feel in 

control. I didn’t want 
to be vulnerable. 
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man and then I was alone again?  I wasn’t sure my 
heart could handle it.  
 
There was more. I was still learning to be present. I 
had to admit I didn’t want to set boundaries or say 
“no” to perfectly nice guys. I didn’t want to stop 
putting men in little boxes because it helped me to 
feel like I was in charge. I had become self-aware, 
yet it was clear I had to stop hiding in “I don’t 
know how” and take definitive action—even if 
doing so felt akin to leaping off the proverbial cliff ‘s 
edge without a parachute.  
 
It was then that I began to date with intention, and 
in doing so, I mastered the art of bringing my 

authentic self to the 
dating game. I 
determined exactly who 
it was I wanted to date 
while learning how to 
say yes, when to say no, 
and how to break up 
without unnecessary 
drama. I defined what it 
meant to “date with 

I determined exactly 
who it was I wanted to 

date while learning 
how to say yes, when 

to say no, and how to 
break up without 

unnecessary drama. 
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dignity,” and I began to research and then refine the 
dating skills one must possess as a strong, 
independent, and charismatic forty-something 
woman. I became skilled at online dating, speed 
dating, blind dating, and I even learned how to 
gracefully maneuver through the “fix-up.” I 
discovered how to masterfully navigate the difficult 
transition from masculine to feminine energy. I 
made sure that each date taught me something new 
about myself as well as the other person. 
 
Ultimately, I took the hating out of dating and, 
then, once comfortable in the landscape of the 
urban dating jungle, I met the man who would 
become my husband, Jeremy.  
 
I was pleased that 
my efforts to work 
on the “how” had 
finally paid off. 
The self-worth 
part was solid.  
I had discovered 
true self-love. I felt 
deserving. Worthy. Loveable. I felt comfortable, 
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living sweetly in the Venn diagram of wanting a 
partner yet not needing a partner to feel whole. I 
felt rejuvenated! The “finding” part had worked.  
We had been dating seriously for two months, and I 
had never been so blissful. It had become clear that, 
after five years of being single, I was starting to fall 
for him… hard. When we began to discuss the 
possibility of moving into an exclusive relationship, 
Jeremy, whom I’d come to call “The Brit,” 
hesitated, his grey eyes red-rimmed.  
 
“You mean so much to me,” he whispered, looking 
into my speckled brown eyes. “I don’t want to lose 
you. I don’t want to be with anyone else. It’s just… 
I’ve only recently divorced.  My shrink says I 
shouldn’t, that I should think about it.”  His voice 
trailed off, the last words barely perceptible. He 
knew it wasn’t what he felt in his heart. He knew  
he wanted to be with me. It was clear. His eyes were 
pleading for me to somehow see behind the words, 
to see his truth, his authentic self.  
 
We were lying on the faded green couch in my 
living room. And while we had not consummated  
a physical relationship, I knew that if we were to 
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move forward, it would require some sort of 
exclusive arrangement.  
 
“I feel the same way about you. You know that, 
right?” I whispered back, sitting up now, pulling 
away from his embrace. “I care about you. It’s just 
that, well…. I know what I want, and I don’t need 
practice holding back my feelings.” 
 
He answered slowly, knowing that his words might 
result in me telling him to leave—something he 
didn’t want to happen. He didn’t want to lose me. 
He didn’t want to take his Nespresso machine from 
its new place in the kitchen. He didn’t want to miss 
movie nights with my three daughters. He was 
falling in love, yet his intellect kept batting down 
his emotional self, trying to convince me – and 
trying to convince himself – that it wasn’t socially 
acceptable to leave a relationship and then move 
into another one so quickly. 
 
“I have no interest in dating anyone else,” he said. 
He looked into my eyes more intently now, willing 
me to see what he wanted to say, the phrases behind 
his eyes. Words like “love,” “happiness,” “fun,” and 
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“joy.” “I don’t want to be with anyone else. This is 
all bullshit, I know. I know,” he sighed. 
 
I hugged him then, smelling his scent, rubbing my 
cheek on the soft bristle of his 10-day-old beard. Its 
softness comforted me despite what I knew would 
come next. 
 
“Then, we need to slow things down,” I said, turning 
away from his searching gaze. “We can date each 
other, spend time together, but not like it has been. I 
need to create some space. It sucks. But it’s what I 
need to do to give you what you need.” “Can we still 
see each other tomorrow?” he asked. “Our dinner in 
Laguna with…” I interrupted. “Of course, it’s a date 
we had made. A plan. And then when it’s over you 
will drive me home. Kiss me at the door. It will be 
difficult, but it’s what we need to do.” 
 
He sat up then, smiling, hugging me tightly, his 
relief at not losing me strengthening his resolve never 
to let me go, despite the decision he had made. 
 



 

6 2    |    M A R N I  B A T T I S T A  

It was difficult to leave him the following night. We 
had dinner in Laguna with friends as planned, 
sneaking in kisses between the banter.  
 
I leaned into him, walking back to the car after 
dinner, planting bittersweet kisses on his neck. We 
kissed for nearly an hour in the car outside my 
house, my heart ricocheting off my ribcage as I 
wrestled with alternate feelings of elation then 
sadness before forcing myself to walk inside, alone. 
Waking Saturday morning, however, I felt proud of 
my belief that I held on to what I felt was right in my 
gut, whether it was in the form of The Brit or not. 
Either way it would be the perfect outcome for me. 
 
Throughout the next day, I spent time with friends 
at a Bat Mitzvah celebrating their daughter’s 
thirteenth birthday. It was then, watching husbands 
and wives snuggling together in the cold summer 
air, that I realized for the first time in five years I 
was ready to be in relationship, whatever label it 
might wear. I wanted to huddle, snuggle, and laugh 
with The Brit. I wanted someone next to me, to 
share memories with, to be mine. I wanted a 
partner. Not in the Jerry McGuire “you complete 
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me” sort of way, but the way in which I had 
imagined it might be in a healthy, functional 
relationship: a way in which a man might add new 
dimension to my life, invite me to grow in new 
ways, and share myself. It was crystal clear.  
I was ready.  
 
And then, it struck me: 

 
The truth was, I wasn’t single.   
 
I was in a relationship with The Brit. We could call it 
whatever we wanted, yet The Brit’s words, actions, 
eyes, and heart screamed relationship. Couple. Us. 
We. Our lives had become intertwined in the two 
months we had known each other. I was, in fact, 
one half of a whole.  

 
Lesson #3:  

The rules I had learned and then  
developed in reaction to my past  

would NOT help me find a  
high-quality man. Ever. 
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One night after dropping my daughter at her dad’s 
house, I returned to the kitchen table where my 
papers, computer, and unopened mail lay waiting 
for my attention. I had been developing content for a 
seminar, and office supplies littered the long butcher-
block table. I picked up the phone to call Kathy, the 
one person who would to listen to my emotional 
gore. “I’m done being single,” I said when she 
answered. “I’m ready to do something different, to 
take a chance.” My voice intensified, lifting as I 
uttered the truth of this realization out loud. 
 
I told her the story of my realization—that I was 
done following rules, living on the edge of “what 
ifs,” despite the fact Jeremy was terrified of labeling 
what we had as “a relationship,” and that he had 
only been divorced a short time. We were, in fact, 
in a relationship. 
 
And it was really good. 
 
I knew things were different than 25 years ago 
when I had given Bob the ultimatum. I hadn’t 
given one to Jeremy, yet unlike what I had done 
with Johnny Rock, I had taken care this time to 
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examine what I wanted. I had looked closely at what 
I was getting from him, and then I determined it 
didn’t matter if he was ready to check the “in a 
relationship” box on Facebook or not.  
 
I decided he didn’t need to be held responsible for 
Johnny Rock’s mistakes or the mistakes I made 
with Bob. (Or the mistakes of all men who make 
bad choices.)  Instead, I had compassion for his 
feelings. Understanding. I knew he wanted to 
honor himself. Yet I also knew there might be some 
compromise that would enable us to further explore 
the relationship. I picked up the stapler near the 
computer, tossing it back and forth in my hand, its 
weight a steadying force.  
 
“You know,” I said, holding the stapler firmly in my 
right hand, “if Jeremy doesn’t want to call what we 
have a relationship, he can call it… a STAPLER… 
or whatever he wants to call it. Truth is, it’s the best 
relationship I’ve been in. It’s the best stapler I’ve 
ever had. He tells me how he feels. He’s affection-
ate, passionate, attentive, loyal, kind, and loving. 
He tells everyone who will listen that I am his 
woman. He plays with my kids, gives them rides, 
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listens to their stories, and watches the movies they 
create on their Macs. His actions show me how he 
feels every single minute of each day. Why should I 
push away the man who cares for and adores me? If 
we need to call it a STAPLER instead of a relation-
ship – or whatever we want to call it – then it works 
for me, for now.” 
 
“Exactly,” said Kathy. “Marn, just because a man 
calls it a relationship doesn’t mean it won’t end or 
you won’t get hurt. The chances are the same 
whether you are in a STAPLER or a relationship. 
Enjoy this. Let yourself be. Let The Brit be. Just  
be together.” 
 
I smiled at Kathy’s encouraging, supportive words. 
This felt right, like my truth. I knew I could not 
only live with the STAPLER, but also I would 
thrive in it.  
 
I had made plans to have dinner with a friend that 
night but agreed to see Terminator with The Brit 
after dinner. I rehearsed what I might say to him 
while walking down the street from dinner to meet 
him at the movie theatre. It was good to see him, to 
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laugh and to resume our partnership as if nothing 
had changed. The movie ended, and we agreed to 
have tea at our favorite hotel on the water’s edge in 
Santa Monica. The Brit and I always had important 
conversations while we sat side by side on the soft 
beige couch lining the walls of the lounge at Casa 
del Mar, a hotel situated on the beach in Santa 
Monica. I squeezed more lemon into my tea and 
then sighed, turning toward The Brit, ready to 
explain to him that I wanted to be with him and 
that it didn’t matter what we called it.  
 
“I had an “a-ha” moment today,” I said, exhaling. 
Turning toward him, my hand was perfectly tucked 
into the warmth of his.  
 
“Whether or not you’re my boyfriend according to 
my relationship status on Facebook, you have been 
a perfect boyfriend.”  I paused, lifting the teabag 
from the antique blue rose teacup on the table in 
front of us, setting it carefully on the saucer as I 
considered what I might say next.  
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I sensed his relief at hearing my acknowledgement 
of him. He didn’t want to lose what we had either, 
and it buoyed my determination. 
 
“I understand that it’s hard for you to be in a 
‘relationship.’ It’s a big word. Especially since you 
have made so many dramatic changes in your life in 
the last few months. I get it. Calling it a relationship 
feels overwhelming. I just need to know that being 
in this – whatever we call it – is what you want  
100 percent, and that you want it to be exclusive, 
and…”  
 
I felt my heart tighten.  
 
“And… long-term.” 
 
And then I paused, knowing I had to be even 
more vulnerable if I was going to tell him what I 
truly wanted. Needed. I was terrified he might 
agree to everything except my last and most 
important request. 
 
“So what I’m saying is I don’t care if we call it a 
relationship… or a stapler for that matter. I just 
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need to know that you’re open to getting married 
again one day. I wish I didn’t need to know. But I 
do. That’s it.”     
 
He smiled, pulling me toward him as I twisted on 
the couch to lean into him. Feeling his arms around 
me, I knew it was his “yes” before he said it mo-
ments later. It was the beginning of something new: 
a STAPLER. But this stapler didn’t feel like the 
cool, metal, heavy object I had held in my hand 
earlier that day. It felt warm. It felt safe, like easing 
into soft, cool pillows at the end of a long, tired day. 
It felt like a relationship. 
 
Three weeks later, Jeremy and I celebrated my 
forty-third birthday at Casa del Mar. He rented a 
hotel room, inviting the children to swim for a few 
hours with us at the hotel before dropping them at 
their dad’s house for the evening. As the sun began 
to set, we headed up the Pacific Coast Highway to 
eat dinner at Geoffrey’s, a romantic cliff-side 
restaurant in Malibu. Sitting at the intimate table 
overlooking the sea, the moon rising in the sky, 
Jeremy pulled something small and grey out of his 
breast pocket.  
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It was a stapler, made of shiny steel and light brown 
plastic. Written on it was an inscription, its small 
cursive lettering gentle, inviting me to look closely 
at the words. It said, “You are amazing. Love 
always, Jem.” 
 
It said “love.” It said “always.”  
 
While we have now been married since 2014 –
we met in 2009 – the silver stapler with the 
inscription sits on my desk to remind me of 
what is truly important. This relationship did 
not come from an ultimatum or from TRYING 
harder. Nor did it come from being safe or being 
attached to what I thought was the answer to my 
“quality man” problem. 
 
It came from love. Love for myself. Love for him. 
Love for each other. I never would have found 
Jeremy… or he never would have found me…  
if I hadn’t discovered that one missing piece.  
 
I now know this can happen for anyone who stops 
looking at life through the murky lens of past hurts 
and failures. 
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Staying where we are keeps us safe, but it also keeps 
us stuck. 
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How Do I Find a Quality Man?  
The Reason I Wrote This Book 
 
Since founding Dating with Dignity, I have, of 
course, told the story of my failed marriage count-
less times, the tumultuous post-divorce break-up 
that left me reeling, and the transformation and 
rebirth I experienced as a result. I tell it each time a 
client, caller, fan, or friend tells me that they feel 
alone, lonely, stuck, and without hope. Their stories 
hit me hard, reminding me of the person I used to 
be: a woman who lived every day foisting a false 
sense of confidence on the world, hiding in an 
emotional, spiritual, physical, and intellectual 
cavern because I was devoid of hope and didn’t 
believe that I was worthy of love. Each of their tales 
touches my soul because I have known their pain. 
But I also know that this suffering is not a 
permanent condition.  
 
I tell them, “This is not an incurable disease.” I 
teach them, “You are not broken at all. There is 
nothing to fix. You are merely hiding, allowing the 
experiences of your past to stand in the way, 
ultimately keeping you safe, stuck, and small.”  If 
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you are stuck in loneliness and despair, believe that 
you are somehow not good enough to find the love 
you desire, are tired of being an amazing woman 
with so much love to give and not knowing how to 
find a quality man with whom you can share your one 
life on this planet, I wrote this book for you.  
 
My goal as a coach is to help women change their 
core beliefs about themselves, dating, and relation-
ships from the inside out so that they can finally, 
once and for all, put an end to the frustrating and 
fruitless process of trying to “think” their way out of 
despair, frustration, and hopelessness. Trained by 
the International Coaching Federation and the 
Hoffman Institute, and armed with a master’s de-
gree in education, I created the Find Love Now 
Formula. This is a multi-faceted, proprietary, three-
step process based on the latest developments in 
brain science, transformative adult education, and 
field-tested best practices in which a woman falls 
deeply in love with herself and then finds someone 
amazing to love. It works. In fact, I’ve seen this pro-
cess create miracles. It has softened the “tough girl” 
to help her attract her “Alpha male,” empowered 
the “misguided girl” who settles for crumbs and 
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takes less than she deserves, and has enabled both 
men and women who had previously been unable 
to sustain relationships to experience the joy of in-
terdependent, fulfilling, passionate, and fun part-
nerships that can last a lifetime. 
 
Because I don’t want you to feel stuck for one more 
day. I don’t want you to wait, hoping your circum-
stances (and thus your results) will change. I don’t 
want you to have to endure 200 more dates—or 
worse yet, stop dating completely because you don’t 
know how much your heart can handle.  
 
The truth is, if you don’t take responsibility for 
changing your mindset, you will never be in 
choice… and your results will most definitely stay 
the same. I wrote this book because I want you to 
stop wondering why he didn’t call back, agonizing 
over why he left and asking the same unanswerable 
questions night after night as you lie in bed. I want 
you to stop asking, “Where do I find the good men?  
What’s wrong with me? Why do I keep attracting 
the wrong men? Why aren’t I attracted to the men 
who want to date me? And why am I still single?” 
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My hope is that after you 
read this book, the quality 
of your questions will 
change, that you will look 
within, and that you will 
fall hopelessly in love with 
YOU. Once you begin to 
love yourself, dignity, self-
respect, and confidence will 
follow. You will feel joyous 
and hopeful, loved and 
lovable. You will feel 
confident and powerful. 
You will know, beyond a 

shadow of a doubt, that you are worthy of the love 
you desire. And then, from this place of dignity, your 
journey toward love, intimacy, and partnership will 
unfold miraculously, one encounter at a time. 
  
So, now that you’ve read my story, perhaps you’re 
feeling hopeful. Or inspired. Or, perhaps, you believe, 
you are a “harder case” to crack than even I was.   
 
Wherever you fall in the continuum from 
hopelessness, frustration, anger, and despair to being 

Once you begin to 
love yourself, 
dignity, self-

respect, and 
confidence will 
follow. You will  
feel joyous and 

hopeful, loved and 
lovable. 
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a woman who is eager and ready to take inspired 
action, now is the time.  
 
Trust in me until you’re able to trust yourself.  
Let me believe in you until you until you’re able to 
believe in yourself. 
 
I am here for you.  
 
It’s time for you to learn how to find your quality man.  
 
Let’s get started on the “how” part. 
 
You know EXACTLY what kind of man I’m talking 
about when I say “quality man.” 
 
A man who is capable of having a deeper connection 
with you. A man with whom you can share your life. 
An intimate relationship that expands your soul and 
consciousness. A man who understands what the hell 
that even means. 
 
A man with whom you feel safe to be seen. A 
relationship in which there is ease. Joy. Partnership. 
Now for how to find him… 
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It’s Raining Men: The 3 Steps to  
Take Right Now So That Quality  
Men Everywhere See How Amazing 
You Are 
 
At Dating with Dignity we say this is a journey  
to find love; it’s a not a Band-Aid approach, and  
it’s not a magic pill. And, if you’re reading this 
book, the truth is that you are on the first step of 
that journey. 
 
One of the biggest challenges I see is we often think, 
“If only I were to somehow know exactly where to 
meet high-quality men – the secret place where 
they’re hiding – things will be different.”  
 
In short, “If I change the circumstance, I will get a 
different result.”   
 
For some of you, this is true. For others, you will 
have this information and one of two things will 
happen. One you will feel like you’re not ready so 
you’ll keep getting ready to get ready. (And you will 
never leave the safety of your comfort zone.) Or 
two, you will rationalize once you have this, that 
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that’s all you need; and if you don’t by chance meet 
him, you will have collected yet one more piece of 
evidence that nothing works for you. That you are 
flawed. That the system is flawed. And it will leave 
another crack in your already fragmented heart. 
 
Since it is my intention for you to find love now – 
sooner rather than later – let’s dive into what could 
hold you back from being unable to capitalize on 
knowing exactly where the quality men are 
hiding—and then I’ll tell you where they are! 
 
First, what you believe is what you will create. 

 
For starters, it’s likely that you’ve carried the lessons 
you learned from past relationships and childhood 
right into today. This unconscious junk is now 
hindering your ability to attract the right kind of 
man: a man who is capable of engaging in a healthy 

 
The first step is to reveal those beliefs  

that are limiting your lifestyle. 
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dating process and, ultimately, committing to  
a relationship. 
 
Here are a few of beliefs that typical female clients 
of mine might offer as reasons for being alone: 
 

• “There are no good men where I live” or 
some other variation of this, such as “There 
are no good men my age,” or “There are no 
good men left, at all,” or “There are no 
spiritual men” or even “Most men are 
intimidated by me.” 

• “I have to protect myself or I’ll get hurt.” 
This belief leads to her needing to keep her 
guard up at all times until it feels safe. 

• “I don’t trust men.” This makes her feel that 
she has to fight to get what she wants. 

• “I am right about my beliefs.” This backfires 
because most of these types of beliefs are 
limiting her lifestyle, and most often a 
woman doesn’t even realize that this is 
affecting nearly all of her conversations  
and relationships. 
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• “I have the weight of the world on my 
shoulders.” Believing this keeps one in a 
constant state of worry. 

 
The good news is that, once you’ve uncovered your 
limiting beliefs, real and lasting change is possible. 
With a little work, you can adopt an entirely new 
set of beliefs and attitudes that can help you get the 
relationship you want and deserve. 
 
Meet Linda. Linda was in her mid-thirties when she 
came to me. She felt worthless, hopeless, and tired 
of meaningless hookups. She didn’t love herself or 
even see herself as worthy of dating a man who 
would treat her like a queen. After working with me 
in group coaching and doing other relationship-
readiness work, Linda is now dating amazing 
men—the kind of men she used to be afraid to even 
talk to. She became so confident in her new life that 
she chose to leave one special man behind in her 
hometown (something she would never have done 
in the past) to pursue a dream job opportunity 
abroad, knowing that it’s important for her to 
create the life she loves now—and confident in her 
belief that if he is “The One,” he will be there when 
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she returned. Not only was this man waiting for her 
upon her return to America, he proposed. They are 
now married and parents to a gorgeous little girl 
named Stella. 
 
Then there’s Sheryl. Sheryl is a soon-to-be empty-
nester in her mid-fifties. Sheryl is successful at work 
and has been divorced for six years. She has never 
dated all that much, instead focusing most of her 
attention on her children and creating an independ-
ent life—something she didn’t have when she was 
in her unhealthy marriage. Sheryl came to me 
because she knew that it was finally HER time, but 
she was terrified that if she entered into a relation-
ship she would lose everything she had worked so 
hard to create. Through both group coaching 
classes and private coaching sessions, Sheryl realized 
that she had been so busy trying to control, create, 
and manage her life as a single mom that she didn’t 
even realize she was unable to accept love, help, or 
generosity. Worst of all, she had spent so much 
time convincing herself that maybe love wasn’t in 
the cards for her, that she had become shut down 
and numb. She had a heavy heart and was terrified.  
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Through our work together, Sheryl learned to relax, 
enjoy her life, and receive all sorts of love and 
attention. She learned to stop working so hard and 

to instead allow things to 
unfold. In just a few months, 
Sheryl was able to accomplish 
more of the things on her  
to-do list than she ever had 
before—and all without stress. 
She dramatically improved her 
relationships with her children 
and embarked on a trip she 

had long dreamed of taking. She began to know 
herself, trust her own judgment, and feel deeply. 
Sheryl has now embarked on a new era of her 
journey that includes dating, and she’s excited by 
how many quality men she’s meeting. Sheryl feels 
alive. Vibrant. And she’s confident that her Mr. 
Right is coming soon. 
 
The common lesson in these two stories is this: You 
are not flawed or broken. It is not true that perhaps 
your relationship “chip” is missing. The truth is, 
however, that many of us wear masks – our learned 
default patterns or habits – that help us to feel safe 

She began to 
know herself, 
trust her own 

judgment, and 
feel deeply. 
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and get by, but they also keep us stuck. The greater 
truth is that we are much more than our bad habits 
or limiting beliefs. If you choose to remove the 
mask, anything is possible. By committing to devel-
oping a positive mindset, you can have the life 
you’ve dreamed of with a high-quality man who 
adores, loves, and cherishes you for who you are. 
 
Here’s the next step in moving forward. 

 
Gather your “truths” together and think about how 
they limit your ability to have the love and lifestyle 
you desire. Your thoughts are powerful. In fact, they 
are so powerful that once you launch into a series of 
thoughts, they will assuredly produce an array of 
intense feelings. And, once the “thought train” has 
hooked up to the “feelings car,” it will continue 
down the track until your actions begin to reflect 

 
Step 2: Release your limiting beliefs and  

the stories you’ve told yourself about  
‘who you are and what happened’  

for the last time. 
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the thoughts and feelings. This powerful train will 
then head into “Results Station,” providing results 
that may not be not in alignment with what you 
want for your life. 
 
Take a look at an example: 
 
Thought: “All the quality men are taken.” 
 
Feelings: Sad, hopeless, ashamed. 
 
Actions: Binge-watch TV, stay in bed, call a friend 
who will agree with me. 
 
Results: I feel hopeless and unworthy because 
finding love is hard for me, so I don’t really put my 
best self out into the world. I feel judged, and I 
judge others. I don’t smile or connect with men 
when I’m out. I hide. 
 
Now, imagine if you were able to stop those  
negative thoughts and begin to shift into a differ-
ent approach. Your results will be dramatically 
different. “Alas,” you may say, “it’s not so easy to 
just change your thoughts.” That’s why it’s im-
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portant to put on your detective hat and dig into 
the junk underneath the thoughts. What happens 
most often is that when you begin to engage your 
intellect in the process and then realize what it 
costs you to hold on to the old rules and beliefs, 
you’re able to shift your core beliefs in a deeper 
way than just trying to think your way out of the 
thoughts that don’t serve you. 
 
Once you’ve identified the most powerful thought 
in your “train wreck” scenario, ask yourself the 
following questions: 
 

• Where did I learn this? Who taught it to 
me? What experiences happened to me that 
created this belief? 

• How true is it, really? (For instance, can it 
possibly be true that ALL the quality men 
have disappeared from the planet?) 

• What is it costing me to continue to hold on 
to this belief? What will I lose if I continue 
to let the past predict my future? 

• What would change if I let it go? 
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• What could a new belief be that is in 
alignment with my truth and will serve me 
in achieving my goals? 

• How can I put this new belief into action? 
What will I do next? 

 
Once you journal on these 
questions, write down 
your new belief. Using  
the example above, it 
might be: 
 
“Quality men are every-
where I choose to see them. 
My future partner is 
looking for me, and I am 
ready for him to find me!” 
 
Then, begin to embody this belief. How do you 
hold your shoulders when you believe this truth 
from the inside out? When you have this thought, 
how does it make you feel? What actions may result 
from this thought and feeling? And finally, what 
kind of results do you get? 

“Quality men are 
everywhere I 
choose to see 

them. My future 
partner is 

looking for me, 
and I am ready for 
him to find me!” 
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Changing your mindset isn’t easy, that’s for sure. 
However, once you begin to have a new awareness 
of how powerful your thoughts can be, you’re 
rewarded with the opportunity to change your 
mindset. The results will be phenomenal, as you 
will no longer be victim to your fear-based 
thoughts. You will understand that these thoughts 
are only learned responses based on past experiences, 
and you will have the freedom to create the 
energetic frequency that will ultimately attract the 
partner of your dreams. 
 
The second biggest belief that can get in your 
way is feeling a lack of lovability. “I am not 
lovable. I am not enough. I have some baggage.” 
Variations could include believing you’re not 
loveable because you have health problems, a situa-
tion with your kids, your parents, your financial 
status, or even because your grandchildren are living 
with you. We hold so many things deep, deep 
inside of us that are part of why we believe we are 
not lovable. 
 
Moreover, for some of us, we realize that if we were 
to allow ourselves to receive love – if someone were 



 

8 8    |    M A R N I  B A T T I S T A  

to truly know our soul – we wouldn’t know what to 
do with it all. So many women have an unconscious 
“love limit” to receiving and aren’t comfortable 
with intimacy and/or being vulnerable.  
 
When a woman feels victimized by the experience 
of dating and feeling powerless, she begins to feel 
unlovable. This perpetuates her negative thought 
patterns and low self-esteem as well as promotes 
the idea that it’s her lot in life to have unsatisfying 
relationships, which becomes a self-fulfilling 
prophecy. 
 
What’s amazing is that although she desperately 
wants a loving relationship, the unconscious gain 
she gets from holding onto those old beliefs is that 
she does not have to take responsibility for her life 
and her results. In short, she doesn’t have to change. 
It’s always “his fault.” While she may “put herself 
out there” again and again, she always gets the same 
results because her actions are not supported by 
“right thinking” and intention. 
 
To be successful in dating and relationships, a 
woman must believe in her own power and self-
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worth and understand that she can choose whom 
she dates. She can reject the man who doesn’t meet 
her needs or share her values. She can expect him to 
be on time, polite, and respectful of her boundaries. 
And she can expect dating to be easy and fun! 

 
Imagine how you would 
feel and how you would 
walk, talk, and interact if 
you believed that you had 
the power to choose whom 
you date. What would be 
different about how you 
live your day-to-day life 
with a different set of 
beliefs? How would you 
feel? What will it take for 
you to let go of the negative 
belief that you are unlovable 
before you can begin to 
attract quality men who  

are attracted to a woman with confidence, power, 
and peace? 
 

To be successful in 
dating and 

relationships, a 
woman must 

believe in her own 
power and self-

worth and 
understand that 

she can choose 
whom she dates. 
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As Henry Ford said so eloquently, “Whether you 
think you can or you think you can’t, you are 
right.” Which will you choose today? 
 
Stuck on the median 
 
In addition to limiting beliefs and low self-worth, 
one of the biggest obstacles to finding a quality man 
is the fact that you are smart. 
 
You have been open minded and tried dating men 
who are shorter. Taller. Poorer. Richer. You have 
Googled, YouTubed, podcasted and researched 
where to find high-quality men with a truly open 
mind. But still… 
 
Nothing. 
 
Yep. You’ve done a lot of work and studied 
diligently to resolve your issues. In fact, you could 
probably fill the biggest library in New York City 
with all the information and the books you have 
read to resolve your challenges. Your hard drive is 
filled with PDFs, audio files, and guidebooks. You 
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listen to podcasts and read articles. You’ve taken 
classes and gone to therapy.  
 
However, as expert Dream Builder Mary Morrissey 
says, “Information without action is entertainment.”  
 
And let’s get real.  
 
Not only is it entertainment, it’s worthless to us 
because our habits and default tendencies get in the 
way. If we keep trying harder and harder at what 
isn’t working, we, in fact, are only collecting 
evidence that our limiting beliefs are true. 
 
Ugh. 
 
For many of us, personal development can be 
entertainment; being on the journey can become a 
hobby. For me, it is really one of my pastimes. I do 
love growing and learning!  
 
But faith without action will not create change.  
If you have the knowledge yet your mindset 
prevents you from taking right action, then you 
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might not ever do something that actually moves 
you forward.  
 
This one breaks my heart the most. 
 
To compound the problem, smart women rational-
ize like nobody’s business. We over-explain, cope, 
rationalize, make excuses— and this stops forward 
motion every single time.  
 
My client Leslie is a great example. 
 
We were talking about what has really been keeping 
her from moving forward in the past. She said, 
“Well, I have an over-commitment to everybody, 
including work. From my nieces to my sister (I take 
care of her kids), I feel like my mother. All of this is 
at the expense of my commitment to myself. I 
know this, I see the pattern, and I really want to 
work on it.” 
 
At the end of the conversation, we were talking 
about next steps and moving forward after the 
program was over. She mentioned she definitely 
wanted to move on, “But I’m just so concerned 
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because I have a family member whose health is in 
and out, and I have this really incredible project 
coming up at work.” 
 
I said, “You just did it. You did the rationalizing thing!”  
 
“I did. I did!” she replied. 
 
Once Leslie realized she was 
rationalizing, she was able to 
get clear on the choices she 
was making. She asked 
another family member to 
help with her ailing relative, 
said “no” to taking on extra 
projects at work, made a 
decision to get outside of her 
comfort zone, and diversified her dating portfolio 
by going online. Within six months, Leslie was 
dating quality men; and for the first time in her life, 
she felt desired, seen, and respected. Dating quality 
men has enabled her to enjoy the process and have 
fun while she determines who among her suitors is 
her best partner and soulmate.  
 

Once Leslie 
realized she was 
rationalizing, 

she was able to get 
clear on the 

choices she was 
making. 
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Rationalizing can get in your way every single time 
in your journey to finding a quality man. When  
this happens, you simply won’t take new action—
something outside the zone of comfort. Instead, 
you will continue to react to life and to life’s cir-
cumstances rather than choose to respond in a way 
that is in alignment with your dream to find love.  
 
Rationalizing is one of the most devastating obsta-
cles to finding a quality man because it has a variety 
of ways of showing up.  
 
For example, instead of setting boundaries with a 
man who is often late, you might drop hints. You 
might say to yourself, “Well, let me see if this 
(seemingly easier thing) works so I don’t have to do 
that (seemingly harder thing).”  
 
Let’s look at Susan, for example. Susan was a very 
successful corporate executive in her 50s. Divorced, 
she was trying to find a quality guy. And as a British 
woman, she was absolutely convinced she only 
wanted to date American men. She was very set in 
her belief that European men were emotionally 
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unavailable and didn’t respect women the way she 
wanted in a partner.  
 
Her first mistake?  Holding on to her belief that 
European men weren’t emotionally available, high-
quality men. And her second mistake? 
 
She was literally ruling out quality men simply 
because they were European. One day during a 
coaching session, she mentioned that she had been 
invited to an “expat” event by a girlfriend. She 
began to tell me all the reasons why she couldn’t go 
to the event—including not only work deadlines, 
but there was “No way [she] was ever going to go to 
a Meetup - especially for expats!”   
 
The punchline is, and 
I’m sure you can guess, 
that this is the event 
where she met the man 
who is now her 
husband. And, he is 
very much a Brit.  
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Rationalizing combined with your limiting beliefs 
results in “I don’t have to do that” thinking, which 
could actually prevent you from implementing 
some of the strategies that are in this guide about 
where to meet quality men.  
 
Other thoughts that are in the “rationalizing,” 
“coping,” “excuse” category look like: 
 

• Before I focus on dating, let me make sure 
other people’s needs are met first. (This 
means kids, parents, friends, and pets). 

• Before I break up with him, let me see if he 
changes. We have so much chemistry. 

• I will go online after I lose weight, finish 
cleaning out the extra bedroom in my house 
that’s filled with boxes, or once my mother 
is settled into her new residence. 

 
By the way, I’m 100 percent aware that these are 
super-legitimate reasons. It’s just that they are 
excuses… until you don’t want them to be.  
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Finally, rationalizing looks like not taking any 
accountability for your actions… or sometimes even 
hiding. I hear this a lot. “I should be able to do this 
on my own. I mean, I’ve learned so much. This is 
dating; it’s not like going to the gym. It’s not rocket 
science.” Or, something like, “before I work on 
myself, let me see if this [new dress, new website, 
new book, new makeup, Botox, etc.] works. If not, 
then I’ll get help.” 
 
Get Off the Median 
 
Limiting beliefs, low self-worth, and rationalizing – 
coping with a life that is “good enough” – get in 
your way of finding love now. And using the tool 
I’m going to share with you at the end of this book 
can help you to change all of that. 
 
If you stay in a place of unconsciousness, never taking 
responsibility for your results and waiting to see if 
your circumstance changes, you will always be single. 
 
If you let these obstacles continue to hold you back, 
here’s what happens:  
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You are single!  
 
You will stay single.  
 
No matter how hard you wish, and no matter how 
much you want it, trying harder at what already 
isn’t working will not manifest a human you love in 
your bed every night with you. 
 
What’s worse is this condition does not just “resolve 
itself” or get better without an intervention because 
you actually perpetuate and deepen the limiting be-
liefs by continuing to “work harder” at solving the 
problem without changing your thoughts: negative 
thoughts, such as “There are no quality men,”  
“I’m not good enough,” or “I’m too intimidating.”  
When we set goals and have desires but don’t 
achieve them, we’re reinforcing our negative beliefs 
about ourselves.  
 
And, when we’re beating ourselves up and stuck in 
negative energy, the cortisol that is released in our 
body causes stress, which causes health problems 
and physical fatigue.  
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We feel unmotivated and apathetic. 
 
I call this the “Ugh Syndrome.” Someone described 
it really well, and I’ve heard the same thing from so 
many clients. “I don’t even have energy to date; I 
mean, I work hard, I come home, barely make 
dinner, and then I have to zone out, chill out. I 
have to watch some TV. I’m wasted at the end of 
the week! I’m too tired to go to a Meetup or go out 
with my girlfriends. I put things in my calendar 
every week… and, and, and…”  
 
Sound familiar? 
 
Marianne, one of my clients, is a 49-year-old 
single mom with a very successful business. She 
decided to take action in the last year, determined 
to put an end to her low self-worth, negative 
beliefs, and rationalizing. I promised her when 
she came to one of our live workshops, “If you 
stay with this work, you will actually have more 
energy.” She began to rationalize, “I don’t have 
any energy. I could barely get here; I can barely be 
the parent I want to be to my daughter.” And 
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again I promised her, “If you stay with this work, 
you will actually have more energy.”  
 
I was so happy when she wrote me just a few 
months later and said, “I cannot believe all the 
things I’m doing. I have energy for work, I’m a 
better parent and I’m having so much fun dating 
quality men.”  And for the first time in in her life, 
Marianne is in a relationship with an amazing 
man with whom she can be authentic, vulnerable, 
and feminine. 
 
If you don’t change the one common denomina-
tor in all your failed relationships – you – then 
you won’t actually have the time, energy, or 
ability to attract the types of quality men who are 
looking for you.   
 
Overall, the result is that you will work harder 
and harder just to feel like you’re trying. But you 
will be going nowhere, and I don’t want that for 
any of you.  
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The Solution 
 
Look, I’m not going to promise you a shortcut or a 
magic pill. And, I’m going to tell you that you don’t 
have to go on 200 dates. (Or 200 more dates as it 
may be.) 
 
That said, in order to find a quality man, you have 
to take the final step, which will result in you being 
a feminine, authentic, confident woman with a 
positive mindset.  

 
Become a woman who has had a deep shift in your 
beliefs” in your paradigm. Of course, a one-dimen-
sional book isn’t the right venue to change your 
entire paradigm; however, the belief you need to 
have is the following: “Quality men are everywhere, 
and I’m ready to make myself available so my man 
can find me.” 

 
Step 3: Rejuvenate! Date from a place  

of femininity, sensuality, vitality, and joy  
as a powerful, confident woman. 
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Say it aloud.  
 
On a scale of 1-10, 
with 10 being a 
“Hell yeah, I believe, 
Marni!”, do you 
believe it? 
 
On Saturday Night 
Live, one of my 
favorite shows in the 1990s, the character Stuart 
Smalley would pop up on the screen and say silly 
little affirmations such as, “I’m smart enough, I’m 
good enough, and doggone it, people like me.” 
  
I tried that and as the words were coming out of my 
mouth, I remember thinking that they weren’t true. 
 
So many women say affirmations and create vision 
boards. But because we don’t really believe them,  
in the depths of our souls, we can’t manifest what 
we want. 
 
Girlfriend, you have to believe there are quality men 
and opportunities everywhere. (Because this is the 

Quality men are 
everywhere,  

and I’m ready to  
make myself available  

so my man can  
find me. 
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truth—there are!) Because when you are a woman 
who believes “My guy is trying to find me, so I’d 
better make myself available. I’d better flirt, I’d 
better keep my head up, and I’d better put my cab 
light on.” and you love dating, you are a magnet for 
quality men. You must have this mindset to be the 
woman every guy notices when she walks in the 
room. That is what is sexy to a quality guy. 
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Where to Find “The One” - The  
Very Best Places to Find Your Type of 
High-Quality Man 
 
Now that you’ve done the pre-work so that quality 
men everywhere will be unable to resist your 
confidence, authenticity, and the resultant epic 
smile, you’re ready for the next step. 
 
So, where do you find your quality man?  
 
Your Person. 
 
Once you have the right mindset, the truth is  
that you can meet a high-quality guy anywhere. 
However, I’ve put together a guide where you can 
meet the four most highly desired types of men. 
This list comes from insights I’ve gained as a result 
of interviewing men ranging in age from 23 – 65 
who appear on our Man Panels, our top-rated web-
TV show The Dating Den, research, and having so 
many successful clients over the past 10 years who 
have met their quality guy in some of the most 
usual (and unusual) places around the globe.   



 

H O W  T O  F I N D  A  Q U A L I T Y  G U Y   |   1 0 5  

Take it from Hannah, a client who finally realized it 
was time to get out of her comfort zone and take 
responsibility for finding love now. 
 
Just a few months after beginning her journey 
through the Find Love Now Formula, Hannah 
shared her excitement on one of our private online 
membership forums. 
 
“I went online,” Hannah wrote. “I have a brand 
new profile that emanates my newfound positivity, 
sex appeal, and confidence, and my results are  
mind blowing!” 
 
A few days later, Hannah posted again. 
 
“OMG. I have never received so many emails, 
winks, and likes in my life! Who would have 
thought that so many attractive and interesting guys 
live in and around the Midwest? Not me!  I stand 
seriously corrected!  I had a nice conversation with 
‘tall, dark, and handsome’ yesterday, and he invited 
me to get together in two weeks when I return from 
my work trip. And then I have a date with another 
man tonight! I can’t believe how very, very different 
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my experience is now. For a second I thought 
maybe it was that dating is easier in the Midwest. (I 
have previously lived in NYC and San Francisco.) 
But the truth is that high-quality men are every-
where. But most of all, I know that I am a very dif-
ferent woman this time around... all because of 
following the Find Love Now Formula.” 
 
I was so excited hearing Hannah’s enthusiasm  
about dating. She was having a blast and approach-
ing all her dating experiences with an open and 
loving heart.  
 
So where do you start your new adventure once you 
are a rejuvenated, confident woman who dates with 
dignity? Quality men are everywhere; you just have 
to know where to look. Here are a few ideas. But 
for a more extensive list, flip to the last chapter: 
“The 33 Secret Goldmines for Finding Hand-
some, Successful, Relationship-Ready Men.” 
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If you are looking for an ambitious, financially 
successful guy… 
 
Financially successful men typically hang out 
with other successful men who are usually in the 
act of creating more success. They are doing their 
thing with other men who share common interests 
and goals. When you put yourself in a room with 
ambitious, financially successful people, there aren’t 
many women there… so you can be the belle of  
the ball.  
 
These guys are socializing and networking; they’re 
working even when they’re socializing. They’re also 
out making a difference in the world, so they’re 
involved in organizations, serving on a board of 
directors, or doing philanthropic work.  
 
We’ve outlined numerous places you could go to 
meet these kinds of men. If you can’t join a particu-
lar organization, find out when they have events 
open to the public. 
 
One of my favorite things to recommend to my 
clients (and for this you have to have all cylinders 
firing) is to go to upscale steakhouses and 
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restaurants. Hang out at the bar; get a drink or even 
have a meal. Strike up a conversation.  
 
I will never forget my client Nadine. At the time, 
Nadine was single and after a day at one of our 
retreats, she decided to get in a cab solo and head to 
an upscale steakhouse. She walked in full of 
positivity, vitality, and enthusiasm. Nadine, a  
curvy woman in her 50s and a nurse, saw all the 
men sitting in the bar 
area. And during her 
little private meet 
and greet, she 
literally had three 
quality guys ask for 
her number.  
 
If you’re looking 
for a sensitive guy who is really  
connected to his emotional self…  
 
Usually these men are creative and interested in 
personal development. They spend time pursuing 
those things that really feed their souls. If you want 
that guy, be in your own pursuit of those things. 
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Generally speaking, you have to be the person you 
want to attract. Put yourself into those situations that 
are your true likes and loves. That’s the best place to 
meet someone… and it’s how I met my husband. I 
did a personal growth retreat, and later a friend of 
mine did the same one. I went up to celebrate his 
completion, and my (future) husband was also 
graduating with my friend’s class. We shared a smile, 
and it beautifully unfolded from there.  
 
Do interesting things! Go to yoga retreats, take a 
photography class, or go to musical performances or 
an improv show.  
 
Recently, at an improv comedy show I attended 
with my husband, a couple from the audience came 
to the front of the stage and one of the actors asked 
them, “Where did you meet?” They met at an 
improv class and they’ve been married 20 years. 
Now they go to improv and other types of comedy 
shows together.  
 
And, if you want to get out on a budget, remember 
that universities and even community colleges have 
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programs open to the public – exhibits, speakers, 
and seminars – that are all great places to meet men.  
 
Remember, in order to try any of these strategies, 
you will have to leave your house. So many women 
say, “I’m so sick of online dating.”  
 
Okay, great.  
 
Then you have to leave your house. (Did I just 
catch you rationalizing?) 
 
I know, I’m bossy. 
 
If you’re an adventurer, you are probably 
looking for a guy with a little edge…  
 
My husband was watching a massive surf 
competition in Hawaii one day. I was watching 
these guys literally risking their lives each and every 
moment. During the post-event interviews, I 
noticed that many of them were wearing wedding 
rings and I was thinking, “Wow, where do women 
meet men like this?” If you love the adrenaline-
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seeking type, then the answer is to get involved in 
those activities (or at least attend as a spectator).  
 
Anne is a great example. She was sailing with her 
family when she met the man who would become 
her husband, who was 
sailing around the world 
at the time. They met in 
Thailand; he was 
Australian. Now they 
live in Australia.  
 
These guys use their free 
time in nature to push themselves to new limits. 
They’re usually wishing they had a partner in crime 
to play with. In order to meet this guy, you have to 
do something because this guy probably doesn’t 
spend any time online; he’s probably not indoors or 
sitting at bars. To meet him, go jet-packing or take 
rock-climbing lessons. Learn how to ride a mo-
torcycle or mountain bike. Surf or drive a race car. 
 
When I took a group of clients to a rock-climbing 
center in LA to practice flirting, they walked away 
saying, “I’m getting a membership at one of these 
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centers near where I live because there are hot guys 
everywhere.” Lots of recreation places, from 
nationally branded REI stores to local nature 
preserves, have adventure trips. Take a three-day 
weekend to go on a hiking trip or cycling. Take 
skydiving lessons or join camping clubs. You get  
the picture.  
 
If you’ve always had an itch to travel, you just 
might find yourself attracted to the international 
man…  
 
This is my sweet spot, of course. Who can resist an 
accent? Some people have a worldly sense to them, 
and they just want that kind of a person. You can 
become an International Man Specialist. He might 
be hanging out with his fellow expats, talking about 
home and trading citizenship stories. 
 
This is actually easier than you would imagine.  
First (which isn’t even on the list in the back of the 
book), if you find a sport popular in that country, 
find a sports bar or some association where people 
congregate to take part in celebrating the sport. 
Whether it’s a soccer tournament for the World 
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Cup or rugby, there are definitely places where 
those guys are either playing that sport or watching 
that sport. Also, your local embassy has events.  
Take salsa dancing lessons if you want to meet a 
Latin guy!  
 
Google can help. Just type in the nationality of a 
man you want to meet and the city where you live 
in Google, hit enter, and see what comes up. There 
are specific Meetup groups for people who come 
from specific countries.  
 
The bottom line is these are just a few of the types 
of guys most of women seem to be looking for on- 
and offline; once you key in on the type of guy you 
like, you can simply begin to think about where 
they hang out and create your own list. You can 
leverage these “types” by looking for a niche online 
dating site relevant to the categories that interest 
you most.  
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FAQs – “But Marni, What If…” 
 
Once you’re dating quality men, you may have 
questions. Let me help by providing you answers to 
some frequently asked questions. 
 

Q 
I am online dating and following the Find Love 
Now Formula. I’m now getting so many 
messages from quality men (which is not a bad 
problem), but I have trouble talking to more 
than one man at a time. Do I just pick one and 
ignore the messages from everyone else? And 
how do I know if I picked the right one? 
 

A 
First of all, congratulations.  
 
Second, I’m wondering why you have trouble 
talking to more than one man at a time. Do you 
feel guilty or ashamed talking to more than one 
man at a time? Is it a time-management issue? Is 
this connected to a limiting belief you have that 
needs to be swiftly handled? Because, really, until 
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somebody asks you out, every single man is a 
possible suitor. 
 
My advice is to devote your time to making sure 
you can balance talking to all of them and take 
good notes to keep track. When you’re dating, it’s a 
good idea to have a lot of eggs in your basket. If one 
of them is obviously not a match, you can choose 
not to respond to his email or instant messages. 
Remember, if your mother told you to be nice to 
everyone, you’re not really ignoring a man when 
you choose not to respond to him online because 
it’s more like someone is looking at you across a 
room and you’re just choosing not to make eye 
contact because you don’t want to give the  
wrong message.  
 

Q 
How do I know if I picked the right one?  
 

A 
Well, you have to date first, and then you will 
know! You can’t simply know 100 percent merely 
from reading a profile. A great thing to do is look  
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at their profiles and read between the lines to spot 
negative beliefs, low self-worth, or rationalizing. 
Review each sentence, line by line. What energy 
or belief about life, love, dating, or women is 
reflected in this sentence? What do you think his 
pictures say about his values and what he believes 
is most important?” 
 
That said, before you even begin dating, I 
recommend that you are able to name your five 
values-based non-negotiables.  
 
What are your bottom-line deal breakers: the five 
fights you and your quality man will never have 
because you share common values? 
 
While having a list of qualities that your “dream 
boyfriend” would possess can be helpful, these lists 
usually describe characteristics rather than values. 
For example, this could look like “tall, dark, and 
rich” versus “wants family, loves adventure, and 
values saving money and planning for the future.” 
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Create your own list of five values-based “must-
haves” by looking to your own core values and 
examples from relationships you admire. 
 
For instance, if you notice that your friends Dave 
and Ruth, whose relationship you envy, are always 
kind to each other, that they laugh a lot (even at 
themselves), and that they are always traveling to 
new, exotic destinations, think about how those 
aspects of their relationship translate to values you 
admire. Your list might include “genuinely kind 
and caring, able to see the humor in life even when 
things are difficult, and wants to explore the world.”  
Narrow your list to five values that you feel your 
partner must possess. It may be difficult to limit it 
to just five, but these are the five fights you will 
never have. In the end, it doesn’t matter how 
amazing the man you’re dating has been to you in 
the last month if you discover over the course of 
dating that one day he plans to live in Australia and 
sail around the world, while you value a desire to 
maintain a stable home close to your family  
above all else.  
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With this list in hand, it becomes easier to say no to 
a relationship when the man in question doesn’t 
meet one of your five non-negotiables. 
 
Thus, when you’re reading 
profiles and actually going 
out on dates, you can begin 
to Data Date to determine 
if he truly meets your non-
negotiables. Having these 
five things also ensures that 
you get to be selective 
without being too picky. 
 
Once you’re clear on 
whether or not the men 
you’re meeting have the potential to meet your 
non-negotiables, here are some solutions if you have 
trouble dividing your attention. (You may just find 
yourself having an overflow of quality men to 
choose from once you follow the Formula!) 
 

1. Spend more time reviewing profiles in depth 
and don’t only focus on looks (because you 
know you hate it when men do it!). 

It becomes easier 
to say no to a 

relationship when 
the man in 

question doesn’t 
meet one of your 

five non-
negotiables. 
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2. Keep a written log of whom you’re speaking 
with on or offline so that you don’t get  
them confused. 

3. Be more savvy and selective about how he 
communicates with you both off and online, 
looking for signs that he meets your  
non-negotiables.  

 

Q 
I was online last night in a chat room and a 
gentleman said, “Here’s my number. Text me.” 
Since I had just met him, I said “Well, we’re in 
the chat room where we can do that. This is like 
texting, right?” And he said, “Well it’s up to 
you.” And that was it. So… now what? 
 

A 
In my class How to Get What You Want from Men, I 
discuss non-combative feminine communication. 
Here’s an example of what you could have said. “I 
appreciate you want me to text you, but I would 
enjoy it if you texted me.”  
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This would be a second alternative: “I love that you 
want to take this offline. I’m interested and I’m 
flattered.” (“And I’m also somewhat old-fashioned, 
so I would prefer it [or what would make me smile 
is] if you called me. Here’s my number.”)  
 
This is a third option: “I’d love to continue this 
conversation here until we decide if we’re a match. 
What would work for you?”  
 
I’m using words in these examples that feel 
authentic to me. Your task is to rephrase it for 
yourself using the same basic format.  
 

1. Compliment him or say something that’s 
encouraging and positive. 

2. State your need in a way that is both 
feminine and direct. 

 



 

H O W  T O  F I N D  A  Q U A L I T Y  G U Y   |   1 2 1  

Q 
There is a guy who’s been flirting with me for 
about eight months. He’s a successful man and a 
little older, he’s not a child, but he will text me 
smiley faces or say, ‘Hey, how are you doing?’ or 
something like, ‘Pretty lady!’ He talks about 
maybe going out to dinner, but he never has 
taken any action. So at this point, I usually just 
ignore him (especially if there’s an emoji of a 
dancing girl) because I figure he just likes to flirt 
and there’s no action. Is there something I’m not 
doing that could get this man into some sort of 
action mode? Because I’m not big on getting 
these kinds of texts, and I would prefer he 
actually ask me out, and I’ve told him that. 
 

A 
Number one, you need to consider what you need 
and what you want specifically. 
 
You’ve said to him, “You know, I really love how 
you are interested and you communicate, and I’m 
in a place where I’m looking to actually have a 
relationship.”  Be really clear. “I’m in a place in my 
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life where I’m looking for this and I’m not looking 
for a pen pal or a text pal, so what could we do 
about that?” 
 
If there’s just an ongoing exchange, and he says, 
“We should go out over Christmas” and you say, 
“Yes, we should,” then you’re just perpetuating  
the cycle. 
 
Alternatively, you could say a lot of things, such as, 
“I’m in a place of really looking for a guy who 
follows through, and my experience of you thus far 
is that you have many great ideas but don’t take 
action, and that’s not what I’m looking for in a 
partner.” This message is strong, powerful, 
feminine, and clear. 
 
Remember, if you like him and if you’re interested, 
make sure you acknowledge what you do like about 
him. I would say there’s a pink flag because if he 
doesn’t follow through on the phone or he doesn’t 
ask you out, I would be a little concerned he might 
not be a quality pick for you. But it’s worth the 
practice of offering options. 
 



 

H O W  T O  F I N D  A  Q U A L I T Y  G U Y   |   1 2 3  

Q 
I finally started the online dating experience and 
went on my first online date, even though I was a 
little bit skeptical. Even though I felt a little iffy 
and pretty nervous, everything went well on our 
first date; afterwards he texted and called me, but 
I’ve heard nothing from him since. 
 

A 
I congratulate you for diving in and doing the first 
online date—but this is still dating. Since dating is a 
numbers game, you can’t take it personally. You 
just say to yourself, “Interesting. He wasn’t a match. 
He didn’t call.” Anyone who knows me well or has 
worked with me long enough knows my favorite 
word is “Next!”  
 
You have to say, “Oh well, so what?” Unless some 
of your old beliefs and concerns are leaking into 
your date or into your profile, you don’t really  
have a problem: that is, unless there are ongoing 
problems, such as if you constantly find yourself 
getting just one date and no one ever calls you back, 
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then these issues may need a second look. For now, 
that’s just dating. Don’t take it personally.  
 
Also, really look at the way you interpreted it. 
Previously we covered limiting beliefs, and you 
want to make sure that you don’t interpret the 
interaction as evidence of a limiting belief you have. 
I want you to reset your mindset if it’s reflecting 
something deeper and negative because really all 
that happened is he didn’t call you back. That’s all. 
 

Q 
Will a guy who actually wants to be serious post 
his intention on his online profile and say he’s 
looking for someone to marry or someone to 
actually be with in a monogamous relationship? 
 

A 
No. Some do and some don’t. There’s no rule. You 
will want to look at the other energetic things going 
on in a guy’s profile. Keep going! 
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In summary, if there’s any crack in the foundation 
of self-worth (i.e., feeling un-lovable or carrying 
hurt and anger from past relationships that are 
creating beliefs that are limiting your lifestyle), it’s 
hard to let someone else love you. 
 
It’s not rocket science, but it’s true. 
 
If you don’t love yourself, it’s hard to allow a man 
of quality to love you. 
 
Did you hear me? 
 
Sure, you will date.  
 
And some of you may continue to attract “meh 
men” or find that men who adore you are the very 
men you aren’t interested in dating. You will get 
one date, maybe two. 
 
But until you love yourself, you will not find 
someone amazing to love. 
 
Let me remind you, by the way…   
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There is a huge 
difference between self-
esteem and self-worth. 
 
We can get trapped by 
saying, “I don’t have a 
self-esteem problem; I’m 
really successful in a lot 
of areas in my life.” 
 
Heads up! 
 
We’re not talking about 
self-esteem; it’s different  
to think about self-worth. Self-worth is non-
circumstantial and non-conditional. It’s a sense  
of love, peace, contentment, and joy that remains 
consistent even when stuff hits the fan… and even 
when he doesn’t call back.  
 
Self-esteem is conditional. I feel good about myself 
when and if this happens. 
 
When I first met my client Emma, a successful TV 
writer in her late 30s, she told me, straight away, 

Self-worth is non-
circumstantial and 
non-conditional. 
It’s a sense of love, 

peace, contentment, 
and joy that 

remains consistent 
even when stuff hits 

the fan… 
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“Marni, I do not have a self-worth problem. I have 
really strong self-esteem.” 
 
I asked Emma, why then, was she continuing to 
date a man who was happy to hook up with her but 
could never ask her out in advance, call her just to 
talk and say hi, and seemed available only after they 
had been hanging out and having drinks with 
mutual friends?  Those nights would lead to great 
sex, but she never heard from him again until she 
reached out to him to say “hi.” 
 
Emma paused and looked at me, her brow fur-
rowed as the realization clicked in. She had been 
rationalizing about him by making up excuses and 
stories to prevent her from taking responsibility for 
her love life. She realized that while she had self-
esteem, she did not have the self-worth to put an 

end to a relationship that 
was going nowhere.  
 
Until she did.  
 
What’s more, when we 
have self-worth, we can 
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create a lasting, intimate relationship. No matter 
how much of a quality man he is, how much he 
loves you or gives to you, or how good he is to  
you, you can sabotage it if your “love limit” is set 
too low.  
 
And, worse than that, honestly, if we don’t love 
ourselves, a quality man won’t want to be in a long-
term relationship with you when he feels he’s 
ultimately responsible for your self-love. A quality 
man knows that he can’t (nor does he want to) love 
you enough to change how you feel about yourself.  
 
This is something we must change ourselves.  
 
A Word from the Attorney General (Not really, 
but I care at least as much if not more!) 
 
This is my warning.  
 
Be the person you want to attract. The places listed 
in this book are where you’ll find quality men. Now 
it’s your responsibility to be a confident woman: a 
woman of value. Confident, quality men are 
attracted to these types of women – in all sizes, 
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shapes, and ages and varieties – like the proverbial 
bees to honey. 
 
You want a man who can communicate? Learn how 
to communicate. You want a man who’s emotionally 
available?  Make sure you’re an emotionally available 
woman. You want a man who is over his ex? Get 
over yours.  
 
For real. 
 
Stop comparing him. Stop protecting yourself. 
Focus on ruling in as much as you focus on ruling 
out a man. A quality man does not want to be put 
on trial for all the wrongs committed against you by 
other men. A quality man isn’t interested in proving 
to you that it’s safe to open up to him. Yes, he will 
be patient, but he’s not attracted to someone who’s 
a tough nut to crack. Be authentic. Fun. Open. 
Vulnerable. Honest. And confident. 
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#Winning 
 
My intention with this book is to help you realize 
that the number one secret to finding a quality man 
is being perpetually irresistible yourself: to fully 
realize that YOU are in control and at the cause of 
your dating and relationship results! As a result of 
this truth, the beliefs you hold, how you define 
yourself, your thoughts, your feelings, what you do, 
and how you do it are your responsibilities to 
manage and control. The information, strategies, 
tips, and techniques you have acquired in the 
process of working through this guidebook will help 
you do this, empowering you to go forth in new 
ways as a confident woman. 
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The 33 Secret Goldmines for Finding 
Handsome, Successful, Relationship-
Ready Men 
 
Quality men are actually everywhere. The question 
is, are you looking in the right places? 
 
Ambitious Men 
Ambitious and financially successful men hang out 
with other successful men in the ACT of creating 
more success! 
 
If you’re looking for a man who is ambitious and 
financially successful, you need to put yourself 
around men who are spending their time around 
other successful men doing specific things: socializ-
ing, networking, and making a difference in the 
world. These guys are working even when they  
are socializing. 
 

• Real estate seminars 

• Investment shareholder meetings 

• Country clubs 
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• Sailing clubs 

• Entrepreneur associations 

• Charity events 

• Upscale steak houses (Strike up 
conversations at the bar with men planning 
their next deal!) 

• Upscale hotel lobbies (See above!) 

 
Sensitive, Spiritual, Self-Aware Men 
These types of men are often more connected to 
their emotional side and are creative types who may 
be interested in personal development. They spend 
most of their free time pursuing things that feed 
their souls!  If you want to meet a man who is 
sensitive, spiritual, or self-aware, try these places  
and events. 
 

• Tony Robbins or other personal 
development seminars 

• Yoga retreats 

• Amnesty International events 
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• Art classes 

• Art galleries and openings 

• Small-to-midsize musical performances 

• University on-campus lectures 

• University on-campus performances/theater 
events 

• Lectures 

• Bookstores 

• Author signings/poetry readings 

• Antique car shows 

 
Adventurous Men 
If you have a penchant for the adventurous, some-
what edgy guy, put yourself on his radar by engag-
ing in those activities yourself! 
 
These men use their free time to get out into nature 
and push themselves to new limits; they are wishing 
for a partner in crime to play with. To meet this 
man, you have to DO something—because he isn’t 
spending too much time online, indoors, or at bars.  
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• Scooter rental locations 

• Motorcycle lessons 

• Rock climbing lessons/rock climbing gym 

• Adventure trips 

• Cycling trips 

• Athletic clubs (triathlon club/hiking 
club/marathon club) 

• Camping clubs/rappelling or abseiling/other 
outdoor sports 

• Skydiving school 

 
International Men and Men Who Love  
to Travel 
If you’ve always had an itch to travel and find 
yourself wildly attracted to the international man 
with an irresistible accent, it’s time to start becom-
ing an International Man Specialist. Seek places 
where he hangs out with his fellow expatriates, 
sharing memories of home, discussing their “green 
card and citizenship” stories, and marveling over  
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the craziness of life in America! To meet him, try a 
few out-of-the-box places: 
 

• Monthly events at your local embassy (for 
any nationality, call the country’s embassy 
and ask where it’s holding the next event) 

• Brazilian wine tasting event 

• Salsa dancing 

• Google [man’s nationality] + [city you live] 
+ Enter! 

• Meetup groups for people whose origin is in 
specific countries (So many!) 
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