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      Introduction

      Stupid Girls

      “Girls can be stupid.” —Becky Christy

      It would be naive to think we could ever again have a woman exactly identical to Jackie O., Audrey Hepburn, or Mother Teresa;
         we live in a different world now, and like my mom says, “It was a simpler time then.” We don’t typically gather the family
         around the transistor radio anymore or get asked to go steady by a Wally Cleaver, but just because we’re surrounded by BlackBerrys,
         miniskirts, and The Real World doesn’t mean we can’t take some of those graceful, sophisticated, old-fashioned values and implement them in our everyday,
         modern-girl lives. Let’s be honest: our current female landscape is embarrassing, flippant, and shallow. We need to start
         representing a new type of It Girl—a successful, stylish, smart girl who still maintains classic ideals and values. Is that
         possible, you ask? Yes. Yes! YES!
      

      My mother is a very wise, beautiful, and funny woman. Over the years, she has taught my sister and me invaluable life lessons
         and passed along nuggets of wisdom, such as, “Don’t stick any knives in the toaster while I’m gone.” One of her most comical
         and ingenious statements came a few years back when I was home from college, rambling about how I had found there were very
         few girls I actually wanted to hang out with—it seemed to me that, in general, the majority of our gender were capable of
         only superficial attitudes, boy-obsessed rants, and dumbed-down speech. In response to my tirade, she accurately and simply
         summed up my sentiments, saying, “Well, girls can be stupid.”
      

      I think it’s safe to say we all know a Stupid Girl or two. They’re tossing their hair by the water cooler at the office, they’re
         sporting silky thongs with low-rise pants in the grocery line, and there’s at least one in every good reality show. They crash
         their BMWs in Hollywood, excessively use the word like, and drape themselves all over the nearest male. They’re obnoxious and, for some reason, always the center of attention. Why?
         Because smart, classy, and successful ladies’ slots on the local news have been supplanted by a play-by-play of Paris’s clinkworthy
         antics and Lindsay Lohan’s spiral into rehab. Even when the limelight finally shifts away from one Stupid Girl it only shines
         on another one who is all too willing to sell her self-respect for a little “free” publicity. Our girl-world has become saturated
         with fishnet hose and unflattering f-bombs, and thanks to the vicious media cycle of contagious celebrity gossip and endless
         barrage of Girls Gone Wild horror stories, it appears as though the majority of our female generation is being represented
         by a couple of skinny airheads out in LA.
      

      I think we can agree that while most of us don’t even begin to consider those girls to be accurate representations of our
         kind, much less role models, it is somewhat vexing that they dominate the headlines day in and day out. Clearly, scandals
         sell, and these girls certainly provide more than enough fodder for news outlets, so while they may not have one valid exploit
         or commendable achievement to claim, they are definitely making someone a whole lot of money. Before the Stupids came to power,
         gossip rags had to resort to “Four-Headed Alien Baby” and “Polka-Dotted UFO Sighting” headlines, but these girls have eliminated
         the need for fabricated news—their exploits are ridiculous enough to sell millions of glossy tabloids every week! And thanks
         to our culture’s reality-TV-induced obsession with drama and incessant need for water-cooler small talk, we continue to put
         these girls in the spotlight by engaging in the round-and-round cycle of celebrity gossip and constant enthrallment with shallow,
         scandalous news. Even if we balk at their actions and roll our eyes at their lewd behavior, the ad dollars keep cha-chinging
         while their scandalous outings keep them in our faces 24/7. It’s hard not to participate in discourse about their conduct,
         but if we want to begin cultivating a culture of class, style, and grace, we’ll have to stop focusing on the Stupid Girl captions
         and start making our own Smart Girl headlines.
      

      There’s no getting around it, my mom was absolutely right: girls can be stupid. Pink’s commentary on this current mindless
         epidemic in her hit song “Stupid Girls” is all too perfect. She has said in response to the controversy over the video, in
         which she portrays celebrities such as Jessica Simpson, Mary-Kate and Ashley Olsen, Lindsay Lohan, and Paris Hilton doing
         everything from shopping and tanning to awaiting cosmetic surgery and just being painfully thin, “Smart and sexy are not oil
         and water,” and she explains the song title: “My definition of stupid is wasting your opportunity to be yourself.” So many
         girls are indeed wasting their opportunity. We live in a free country with rights, freedoms, and opportunities that women
         would have killed for a hundred years ago—and instead of voting, getting the CEO spot, going for a doctorate, or volunteering
         at a women’s shelter, many young women today are too busy shaking their badonkadonks in short-lived music videos and diligently
         bedazzling their cell phones with more pink rhinestones.
      

      Even more sadly, our society has placed girls like this on a reality-television pedestal and kicked classy and well-spoken
         ladies to the curb. Think about it. Have you ever heard of Nancy Alcorn and her international organization that freely houses
         thousands of at-risk females? Or Cathleen Black, the “First Lady of American Magazines” and one of Forbes’s 100 Most Powerful Women? What about Sarah Ratty’s groundbreaking eco-conscious clothing line, Ciel? Of course not! Let’s
         face it—it’s high time some extraordinary young women brought self-respect, intelligence, and true beauty back to the female
         gender.
      

      Do you remember your first encounter with a Stupid Girl? Ah, what an unforgettable moment. The first Stupid Girls I recall
         meeting were Mandy and Heidi in my seventh-grade class (names have been changed to protect the ignorant). When they weren’t
         busy making out with the better half of the JV basketball team, they would start malicious rumors, rip off the smart kids’
         essays, and periodically banish core members from their exclusive clique—all while proudly displaying their junior high goods
         in the tightest Abercrombie shirts money could buy. Their demure and tactful sides would particularly shine through during
         any event or rally that required the ascent of bleachers, and I specifically remember hearing about the classiness of the
         weekend that they discovered Pabst Blue Ribbon. They were your classic Stupid Girls.
      

      Now, I was perfectly content flipping through Delia’s catalogs, listening to Bruce Hornsby and The Joshua Tree, and writing amateur pop songs on my keyboard after school every day, so I never really got the appeal of the Stupid Girls.
         I remember noting all of their antics with mild amusement and silently wondering what on earth they would turn out like as
         adults, but I can’t honestly say that their whole shtick appealed to me. In fact, it actually revolted me more than anything
         and eventually became my catalyst for trying to represent a different type of young female—a successful, smart, stylish girl
         who didn’t give away all her dignity. When given the choice to go out boozing or stay home and watch Steel Magnolias with my mom and sister, I always opted for the latter. If I had the choice between dinner and good conversation with my best
         friends or hitting the party circuit to meet up with less-than-desirable high school males, I would end up splitting a pizza
         every time. I discovered that I didn’t have to participate in the Stupid Girls’ cruising-the-strip-smoking-and-hollering-obscenities
         antics to be liked, to get ahead in life, or, most of all, to be a happy, fulfilled person.
      

      Now, perhaps Mandy and Heidi turned out to be really sweet, refined, well-rounded individuals. I haven’t kept up with either
         of them, so I can’t say for sure, but I’m guessing they’re still manipulative and selfish and using their feminine wiles to
         get what they want (which would only add to my best friend’s comical theory that anyone who was popular in junior high is
         doomed for failure in adulthood). Perhaps they eventually found their groove and individual passions, but there seemed to
         be a whole lot of unnecessary idiocy during those crucial years between puberty and college.
      

      Actually, on second thought, I think I can almost guess what kind of people Mandy and Heidi turned out to be: the kind of girls that make headline news every day on
         MTV—and I think we all know of whom I speak. Even if we don’t pick up People in the grocery store line, we can catch the Stupid Girls’ most recent fender benders, lawsuits, or jail time on the evening
         news. Sure, it’s easy to laugh about a pop star’s latest run-in with the law over lunch with our friends and read about the
         latest hook-ups in Us Weekly while we’re at the beach, but when all is said and done and the next generation of young women grows up not knowing anything
         different, we are going to have a problem on our hands. Intelligent and refined girls are by far the exception these days—shouldn’t
         it be the other way around?
      

      Hopefully this book is more than just a humorous personal guidebook—with any luck, it will also serve as a call to action.
         Let’s stop groveling and making idiots of ourselves around guys. Let’s start walking and talking with style and poise. Let’s
         stop letting a few infamously twiggy icons dictate our dress and diet. Let’s make intelligence look attractive! Can we do
         it? Again, I say, YES! But first, you must know what you’re up against in a Stupid Girl world. It’s easy to slowly slide into
         stupidity with just a few small, bad choices, so we need to be on the lookout for them ahead of time. Otherwise, in the moment,
         it can be extremely tempting to give in to mojitos that are too strong, skirts that are too short, and men that are too stupid.
         Enter exhibit A.
      

      Let’s imagine a typical social scenario—you’ve just arrived at the local club. You’ve got a table, a chair, a drink, and an
         audience. This shouldn’t be a socially fatal equation, but for many girls, it is. There are two ways this scene could develop—the
         good way and the not-so-good way.
      

      In a good scenario, you would simply continue to sip your drink, order some mozzarella sticks, chat it up with your friends
         (and possibly the waiter), and thoroughly enjoy yourself. In a not-so-good scenario, you would be scaling the cocktail table,
         ripping your skirt, spilling that drink, and making a fool of yourself singing an off-key version of “American Pie.” For many
         girls, the question of what to do in this situation is puzzling and proves to be their ruin, but it’s really not that tricky;
         the minute you hoist that stiletto heel up onto the barstool upholstery, you have crossed into Stupid Girl territory. Whether
         it be getting jiggy with it during happy hour at the local bar or scaling the speaker system at an outdoor Kiss concert, decisions
         like this ultimately determine your reputation as a charming young lady or a cheap floozy.
      

      Exhibit B. Here’s a for-instance that many of us probably encounter almost daily: the guy-I-have-a-crush-on-just-stopped-and-talked-to-me
         scenario. You’re at the gym, sweating profusely and tripping down off the elliptical machine on your way to the Pilates mats,
         when he walks in. You’ve already predetermined that if he came in today you would say something to him (but are now seriously reconsidering
         after spotting the amount of sweat pooling off your forehead and onto your iPod). What to do next? Well, there are two ways
         this could play out—the good way and the not-so-good way.
      

      In a good scenario, you would simply continue on your way to the yoga section, flash him a big sweaty grin, and possibly offer
         up a “Hey” on the way there. If he’s interested, he’ll take it from there. In the not-so-good scenario, you would jump said
         crush and flood him with small talk, compliments, and subtle marriage proposals. There’s simply no need to pounce all over
         the poor sap; coming on like a crazy, desperate lady will only scare the poor boy away. What you really want to do is lure
         him in with mystery and intrigue… which we will talk more about later. In a word, the good scenario just might end in victory,
         with an exchange of numbers and a date invitation, while the not-so-good scenario might end in utter disaster with him slowly
         backing away from your overpowering approach, not to mention foul gym smell.
      

      Another one of the big hurdles we encounter in our current Stupid Girl world is the issue of dress. With so many see-through
         tunics and threadbare halter tops, our options for overexposure appear to be endless, and judging by most billboards and ad
         campaigns, heck, we really don’t even need to wear any clothes at all! But in reality, conscientious and chary planning yields
         the greatest outfits. For example, let’s envision a common shopping dilemma—what should we wear to Saturday’s social outing?
         Enter exhibit C.
      

      In a good scenario, you might carefully choose a lovely knee-length dress that will look stunning on you at the big Saturday
         night event and still leave something to the imagination. You will be smiling confidently, knowing that you have made a good choice. In a
         not-so-good scenario, you might purchase a dress that’s missing the middle half to conveniently leave your midriff exposed,
         in addition to a skirt that provides your cheeks the opportunity to make an appearance at some point during the evening, as
         well. To sum up, the outfit would most likely cause you to look like a hooker. You might be smiling when you arrive, but you
         won’t be for long, since you’re about to get kicked out of the party for being underdressed!
      

      These are just a few of the many grueling conditions we’ll be up against in the fight against the Stupid Girls. It’s like
         that old Persuaders song “Thin Line Between Love and Hate,” except I think in this case it’s a big, thick line between smart
         and stupid. But rest assured that each time we make the right choice, it will get easier and easier. Sometimes it might seem
         more convenient to just give in and act, talk, and walk like them, but we need to try to think long-term here (as if anyone
         really needs to remind us to do that—we’ve all had our wedding colors picked out since kindergarten). When all is said and
         done and we’ve fought the good fight and run the good race, what would we rather have our headstone say? “Beloved Wife, Mother,
         and Friend,” or something more along the lines of “A Lot of Poor Choices Here”? I think the decision is clear.
      

      I have learned that Stupid Girls are going to be everywhere. If it’s not Mandy and Heidi in seventh grade, it’s Kaylie in
         high school. Then it’s Samantha in college and Caroline at your first job. And the list goes on. We’ll probably never be able
         to escape them or change them, but we can certainly step up our game and provide a glowing example of what an It Girl really
         should be—confident, chic, and clever. It can be tempting to fall into their trap of “like, I don’t even know what to do tonight”
         lingo or hours of mind-numbing Real World marathons, but if we continue to surround ourselves with other stimulating people, ideas, and activities, we’ll successfully
         navigate the muddy waters of stupid together.
      

      Correct me if I’m wrong, but I think that you and I are a lot alike. Rather than stumbling along this trail of tube tops,
         hangovers, and jail time, we would like to find success, style, and love—the classy way. Even though it goes against almost
         every depraved and self-indulgent trend in our current culture, we are uninterested in contributing to the mucky wasteland
         of fake boobs and hair extensions and would instead like to, if at all possible, attempt to leave the world a slightly better
         place than when we found it. We’re even a little old-fashioned at heart and think that if that’s a problem, it might be a
         good one—a problem that other young ladies in our generation could use more of today! Well, I’m here to tell you that we’re
         not alone.
      

      The adorable and talented Hayden Pannetierre says, “I think that, now more than ever, young girls need a good role model.
         My mom always says, ‘You are the books you read and the people you surround yourself with.’” Famed singer-songwriter Suzanne
         Vega has said, “I think people are sexy when they have a sense of humor, when they are smart, when they have some sense of
         style, when they are kind, when they express their own opinions, when they are creative, when they have character.” And the
         gorgeous and witty Lauren Graham says, “Perspective is the most important thing to have in life.” There are millions more
         of us out there, too, and it’s time that we stand up and be counted. We’ve sat on the sidelines for too long while our trashy
         counterparts scooped up all the local and national headlines with their buffoon-like antics and shockworthy scandals.
      

      I’m not sure exactly how or when we got to this point (a mere fifty-some years ago, Lucille Ball’s TV network wouldn’t even
         allow her to be shown pregnant on TV—it just wasn’t done!), but it is indeed a different world than Audrey’s bygone era of
         pretty dresses, classy speech, and charming behavior. Rather than having a humble, gracious attitude toward fame and beauty,
         most girls these days throw every last piece of dignity out the window at the first sign of stardom and apparently find sex
         tapes just about as productive as an acting audition. Instead of pursuing dreams and goals with hard work and integrity, many
         fellow females feel a sense of entitlement and privilege and wind up shopping, partying, and sleeping their lives away. And
         while girls can be sweet creatures, I have little to no tolerance for the “spoiled princess” act. If you aren’t familiar with
         this recently adopted royalty persona, check out MTV’s My Super Sweet 16 and be prepared to gouge your eyes out. Nothing is more unattractive than a rude, bratty, self-absorbed girl flashing her
         goods around the neighborhood and barking orders to her spineless parents and minion friends. Yeek!
      

      Famed producer Julie Leifermann has said, “Having known Audrey, I have less tolerance for the star thing… if Audrey Hepburn
         can live on the road for three months, and be more talented than 99.9 percent of anybody on this planet, and come in and be
         on time and know her material and be delightful and professional and give you gold on camera—when I come across the behavior
         now, I have a really hard time with it. Celebrities today need to go to the Audrey Hepburn School of How to Be a Star.”
      

      So, what is it that motivates girls to act like deranged monkeys in tutus? Did their mothers pull their pigtails a bit too
         tight when they were little? Did some boys reject their second-grade love notes? Did they catch a glimpse of Madonna in her
         pointy-bra getup and go batty? Somehow, in the last five decades we went from Eva Marie Saint daintily shimmying up the side
         of Mount Rushmore in a pintucked dress in North by Northwest to every quasifamous reality star “accidentally” leaking a sex tape online. It’s actually a tad frightening when you think
         about it—in a mere fifty years, our legacy as levelheaded, engaging creatures has become twisted and warped to the point that
         the female gender (and the idiotic two or three who represent it most loudly) is almost laughable.
      

      Parenting tactics have undoubtedly come into question with the glamorization of said celebrities’ own blood relations, including
         Lynne Spears’s unpublished memoir, the bizarre rise of Dina Lohan’s own star, and the dubious actions of dozens of mothers
         on The Real Housewives of Orange County. Peer pressure is undeniably more intense than ever, and the widely accepted popularity of underage boozing and drug use certainly
         can’t help the situation. The list is endless, and to be honest, I’m not sure that anyone knows exactly where we went wrong,
         but I am convinced that all hope is not lost.
      

      Through hard work and high standards, we can become class acts that outshine the cheap stars. We can turn in our tube tops
         and gum chomping for pinstripes and promotions. We can ditch the party hats and all-night benders for burgeoning careers and
         real friends. As we step up to the plate, become more informed, and begin to influence those around us for the better, we
         will begin to see headline news stories that sound more like the following:
      

      WOMAN DISCOVERS CURE FOR CANCER

      GIRLS DOMINATE THE BUSINESS WORLD

      HOLLYWOOD RETURNS TO OLD-SCHOOL CHIC

      FEMALES LEAD THE POLITICAL MACHINE

      FASHION MAKES A CLASSY SHIFT

      ANOTHER NOBEL PEACE PRIZE

      AWARDED TO LEADING LADY

      This current rubble of mindless glitter girls and senseless nitwits has become the norm, and it would be easy to simply fall
         in line and conform to the times. No one expects much more out of young women these days, and when one does distance herself
         from the masses and present a respectable feminine image, she shines brightly above the rest. It wouldn’t take a lick of effort
         to follow suit with the Stupids, but it will take guts and smarts to go beyond the status quo. Why? Because very few attempt
         to do exceptional things anymore. Not many put in more work for less pay. Rarely is anyone willing to be considered foolish
         and unpopular for the sake of dignity and self-respect, and a very select few dare to rise above the good to get to the great.
         So when we do exceed what’s expected of us, it’s only natural that we will stand out in the crowd.
      

      I’m convinced that our new classy standards can raise the cultural bar and turn more heads than the Stupids’ exposed bra straps.
         I am positive that our hard work and long hours can put to shame the popular purse-dog-shopping-and-sweatsuit-wearing. And
         I know that our witty, well-informed words can speak louder than the Stupids’ collective strain of “OMG!” We do live in a
         different world from Audrey’s time of pearls, full skirts, and record players, but I don’t doubt that we can put style, class,
         and grace back on the map again. We can be Hepburns… even in a Hilton world!
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