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It’s a war zone out there. Casualties mount.
Supplies are low. Time is short. Everyone is
insane. But single New Yorkers soldier on,
looking for love. By Nancy Jo Sale

How do you
normally meet?

Even in the Age of Spandex, single
New Yorkers are more likely to pick up
dates at church than at their local gym.

Friends....eeeeeeeeenee 30%0
Clubs 12%
Bars/restaurants........10%
Parties R |
e %

Place of worship...........3%

Cultural events..............2%
Blind dates 1%

Gym 1%
Lectures 1%

Personal ads...................1%
intemnet.. 0%

HERE ARE 1.3 MILLION SINGLE
men in New York, 1.8 million
single women, and of these
more than 3 million people,
about two thirds have never
married. “I'm starting to
think I never will,” says San-
dra Korsak, a pert 33-year-old artist in a
hat made of a white fur she identifies as
“rat,” It’s not that Korsak doesn’t want to
find a long-term mate, she says, but “most

. of the people in this city are insane.”

Such despair—bordering on horror,

drifting toward resignation—was echoed

by most of the singles approached at bars
and other random spots throughout the
ity. “You'd think, Whoa, I'm single in
ew York, great! But it’s not all it’s
cracked up to be,” says Jason Brand, 20,
an NYU drama student collared on a

: downtown subway platform, where he

was caught practicing his tap-dancing rou-
tine. “It's more like playing Russian
roulette,” Brand says. “Some girl tells you

: she works at the pastry shop down the

street, but then it turns out she’s a terror-
ist spy who puts on a doggie collar at night
at the Vault. You can't trust anybody.”
Being single in New York is “difficult,”
sometimes “trying,” almost “a pathologi-

: cal state,” report those who would di-

vulge the intimate details of their love
lives in a heartbeat. It seems there simply

: isn't enough time in the averag
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Yorker’s day to find and woo a signi

other—forget about nurturing a satisfying
relationship. “You have to hand it to Don-
ald Trump,” says Allison Miller, a 26-year-
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old freelance writer. “When his marriage
to Marla broke up, he said something like,
“Yeah, well, she wanted to work on our
relationship, and I work all day—I don’t
want to come home and work.” At least
he was honest . . . this time.”

“Things get incredibly sped up here,”
says a real-estate lawyer, 29, who asks

not to be named. We're jammed against :

the wall at the crowded Red Bench,

where he says he likes to go because :

“there are a lot of foreign girls here, and
they’'re usually only in this country a
short time—and accents are sexy.” “You
meet some woman at a bar,” he says,

“and decide she’s the love of your life, be-
cause usually you're in the office, where :

all the women are fighting you tooth and

nail to get ahead. So you take her home :
and you have this whole twisted relation- :

- even when sex is still a possibility—both
: men and women complain that their :
: dates try to turn the evening into a net-
- working opportunity. “Every New York
. encounter starts out with credential :
. swapping,” says Greg Cerio, 37, a writer. :
: “What primitive ritual compares to it?
¢ Possibly sniffing.”
. "I once went out on a date with a mu- :
. sician,” says a 31-year-old gay publicist, :
“and the whole time, he kept asking me if
. I could get his tape to Russell Simmons.
. I'was like, ‘1 do publicity for restaurants,
i okay?’ And he kept saying, ‘But you must :
: know people who know people.
Protests from heterosexual men fell in- :

. to two basic areas: New York women pay :
: too much attention to their dates’ wallets :
and, unlike in the Oval Office, too little
to their zippers. “I guess you have to be a :
i cies of male New Yorkers as well. An oft-

L)

ship in a single evening. I call it ‘Nine and :

a Half Hours.’ You tell her how your :
mother screwed up your birthday cake; :
she tells you her father never took her to :
see Santa. Then you have sex, and at like :
four in the morning, you move into the :
phase I call “The Crying Game.’ She’s sit- :
ting naked on the edge of your bed weep- :
ing—you're not sure why. I used to try :
and comfort them, but now I just ask :

When was the last
time you had sex?

More than a third of New York singles
have had sex within the past week; on
the other hand, a tenth wouldn't feel
ourt of place in a convent,

them to go home. | feel like a bit of a :

schmuck, but I have to get up in the |

morning.”

Women also complain that work robs :
them of time for romance, and that men
here treat them like workers. “I don’t :
have the time to become some man’s :
temporary wife—which is what most !
men mean by girlfriend,” says a sales :
rep for a clothing designer, 35, applying !
lip gloss in the ladies’ room at Tramps. :
“Unless | know I'm really going to mar- :
ry him. You start going out, and imme- :

diately you're the one doing most of the
work—the shopping, the cooking, the
talking. All that for somebody I might

not ever see again in six months? I :

could have spent the time working out.”
Women despair of the acceleration in
intimacy that results from the time

crunch, too. “I know it goes against all :

The Rules,” says a photo editor, 28, “but
you feel like if you don’t have sex on the
first date, your schedule’s not going to
permit your seeing each other for another
two weeks, and then it’s “Who are you?' ”

When sex is out of the question be-
cause of the absence of attraction—or

of single New Yorkers say

Yesterday 11%
Within the past week........20%
Within the past month......21%
Within the past year.......22%
Over a year ago...............11%

Can’t remember....................9%
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i you with an ancient custom, paying for

your meal?” It's not just that women in
New York don’t pay—they don't even say
thank you.”

“Girls are all looking for a guy in a
suit,” says Scott Aronowitz, 23, a col-
lege student who says he would like to

: be a professional baseball umpire.

“Well, Ted Bundy was a clean-cut guy.
Jeffrey Dahmer could put on a suit. Seri-
al killers like to be very unassuming.
I've read about this, believe me. David
Berkowitz, a nice Jewish kid. Just be-
cause they meet some yuppie at Bryant

. Park, how do they know he’s not a seri-

al killer? . . . I like to hang out in the
Village,” Aronowitz adds. “Women are
more down-to-earth there.”
Heterosexual women had plenty of
pointed things to say about the inadequa-

i repeated complaint was their tendency to
: be slippery with the truth. “They're
i liars,” says an actress—wearing a Tweety
i Bird T-shirt—fresh off the dance floor at
. Life. “Lie, lie, lie, lie, lie.”

“I was seeing this guy,” says Antoinette

: Jones, 23, a student, “and he’s telling me
. all about how independent he is, how he
i has his own car, makes a lot of money,
i has an apartment with three bedrooms.
. Okay. So one night I say I want to come
. over and see his place. I get there, and
i sure enough, he has three bedrooms just
. like he said. He's showing me around.
¢ Then he starts to get all nervous, saying
: that I have to leave, and I say, why? We
: get into an argument, and all of a sudden
. his mother and his two sisters come
i home from work. They lived in the bed-
i rooms. He slept on the couch. Oh, and he
' i said he was twentysomething? His moth-
R e © i er started yelling at him, and I found out
: millionaire to get a blow job in this :
: town,” says a mid-level manager at a :
i magazine company.
i “There’s only the most perfunctory ac- :
: knowledgment of oral sex until you're in
i avideo-renting, Ben & Jerry's-sharing re- :
¢ lationship,” sighs a midtown waiter. :
:  "New York is a medieval society,” says :
: an Israeli architect, 36, fingering his !
: foulard at Dean & DeLuca. “Israel is :
: much more progressive when it comes to
: relations between the sexes. A modern Is-
: raeli girl would never assume you are |
: paying her way. | feel like saying to these :
¢ women in New York, ‘I'd like to acquaint

he was 19.”
Not only do men in New York lie about

i their ages and incomes, women say, but

they “are the vainest men on the planet.”
“Check and see where else in the country
sells this much men’s makeup,” says an

© interior-design assistant, 28, gesticulating

impatiently in the aisles of Barneys. “I
swear I've seen it in more bathroom cab-
inets than I can take. And they're ob-
sessed with their hair—they all have
these creepy weaves and hair plugs, but
they’ll never admit it.”

New York women also say their dating
prospects can be chronically unfaithful

'30% had gonorrhea

they have contracted a

- 19% had chalmidia

8% had AIDSY/HIV

sexually transmitted disease

MARCH 30, 1998 NEW YORK 29






