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PI C S say to guys

...0Orat least to one guy, who admits he
overthinks them. But hey, at least he’s honest.
BYLOGANHILL

As a child, my mom taught me not to make
judgments based on appearances...especially
about women. Then I started online dating.

On a dating site, the first, second, and third things
every person looks at—male or female but probably
especially male—are the photos. This is because it’s
human nature and also because the words people use
to describe themselves—laid-back, fun loving—blur
together, while photos trigger an instant reaction:
cool, hot, obnoxious, adorable, scary. Don’'t judge a
book by its cover? Then by what? Its adjectives?

Like everyone else, I grapple with that weird
wrestling match between who I am (apparently, a
superficial jerk who makes assumptions based on
pixels) and who I feel I ought to be (an enlightened
gentleman). As in real life, I see someone and can’t
help but feel attracted or not, and often, I even
imagine a whole story—a voice, a personality, a date,
sex, a life together—based on nothing but a blurry
selfie. Only on a dating site, 'm not seeing someone
as she naturally exists. I'm seeing the photos she
picked—I'm seeing how she wants to be seen.

The vast majority of women’s online-dating photos
make them seem awesome: Everyone’s smiling and
happy and having fun with lots of friends—often
while traveling, showing some skin, and holding a
cocktail, pet, pal, or instrument. Sometimes, after
clicking on hundreds of photos, I begin to see
patterns emerging (my male friends admit to having
similar observations). I know I probably overthink
what these pictures mean (not every woman who
posts pics like these fits my admittedly superficial
profiling). But here’s my breakdown. e



Love, Lust & Other Stuff

THERACK

THE CAT LADY

THEYOGA PRETZEL

178 COSMOPOLITAN | SEPTEMBER 2013

In reality, I've found that my impressions of a
woman’s photos only sometimes match up with her
personality: The one with the big smile turns out to
be depressed. The one with the scowl turns out to be
lovely. One woman with goofy photos turned out to
be serious; another turned out to be an as-advertised
spaz. Basically, I think we just overthink other
people’s photos because they're all we have to go on—
but we don’t think much about our own. This hit me
about ayear agoduring a “fishing for compliments
ceremony”—that sacred exchange that occurs on the
second or third date, when one person asks, “So
why'd you e-mail me?” Which translates as: Tell me
why you want me.

Sowhen a lovely woman I'd somehow snookered
into a second date asked that of me, I rambled on
about how she was Southernlike me and had a kid
from a previous relationship like me—“But, yeah,” I
admitted, “it was the photos.”

Her photos were artsy—fuzzed-out just enough
that I could tell she was pretty, but they were a bit
mysterious too. Her face was obscured behind wild,
curly blonde hair and big sunglasses. The photos led
me to believe that she was upbeat, stylish, fun. In
person, she was flat-out stunning: a mile-a-day
swimmer with such cool fashion sense that she’sa
regular on street-style blogs. “I asked you out
because I thought you might be gorgeous,” I told her,
“but I never expected this.”  may have placed my
hand on her thigh. Corny, I know.

Then I fished for my compliment. “I thought that
photo of you was so funny,” she told me.

“Ah, the skeleton...” I said. Not the flattery I was
looking for, but it was a killer Halloween costume.

“No...the one of you in your jeans!”

I'was confused. In that one, I'm just standing
barefoot in my living room, wearing a tee shirt and
jeans, as I do almostevery day. I'd picked it because it
felt the mostlike me (and yes, it was taken in that
too-brief period during which I was doing lots of
push-ups). “Wait, what was funny about it?”

Shelaughed. “You know....”

Idid not know.

“You really don’t know?”

Ireally did not know.

“I thought it was a joke!” She’s giggling now. “You
were just smiling and—wait, you really don’t know?
Your fly was unzipped!”

She thought I'd been making fun of myselfand
the online-dating thing. Nope. I was just an idiot.

All that time, I'd been overthinking everything
about everyone else’s photos. But I hadn’t even taken
a second look at my own. I realized how absurd all
my overthinking had been...and I just feltlucky to
have met alovely woman who, yes, truly had a great
sense of humor. So I ordered another round of
drinks, and we had a blast.

Thelesson Ilearned: Don't overthink people’s
photos. Don’t overthink anything. If someone
strikes you—for whatever reason—just go out, hope
for the best, enjoy a drink, and see what happens. B



