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Dear Diary, 

day we are discuss- 
ing fixer-upper men. 
You know the type. Like 
old houses listed suspi- 

ciously cheap: *full of character,” 
“needs alittle TLC,great bones.™ 
Translation? Structural issues 
that would make aseasoned con- 
tractor weep softly into his blue- 
print. 
Honey, the foundation is not 
chipped. It is cracked. The kind 
of cracked that requires an in- 
spection report, a prayer circle, 
and maybe an exorcism. And yet 
there you were, walking through 
the emotional property with 

your beautiful, generous, slightly 
delusional unaananon already 
picking out curtains. 
Let’s talk about potential. That 
thing you saw at 11 pm on a 
Tuesday when he said some- 
thing almost profound and 
Jooked at you like you were the 
most interesting woman in the 
room.He wasn’t wrong. You were. 
That’s exactly how the renova- 
tion started; not with reality, but 
with possibility. 

ewhere between the first 
date and the fourth unanswered 
mavayspeufichnd of wom- 
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with a side of emotional over- 
time. You're not falling for him; 
you're applying for a project 
manager position nobody adver- 
tised. 
‘And here’s what the listing nev- 
er tells you: the price is never 
what's advertised. You think it's 
alittle patience, a little commu- 
nication, maybe some emotion- 
altools you learned in therapy — 
tools that cost actual money, by 
the way Next thing you know,you 
are three years deep,emotionally 
subcontracted into a renovation 
heneverrequested. 
Because fixer-uppers are not al- 
‘ways distressed. Many of them 
are comfortable exactly where 

they are: settled into inconsist- 
ency;settled into emotional min- 
imalism, settled into a version of 
themselves they have zero inten- 
tion of upgrading. You arrived : 
‘withavision board. 
He thought you werejust passing | 

The red flags? Oh, they were 
there. But red is such a confi- 
dent colour, and we are women 
who love a bold aesthetic. So,in- 
consistency becomes “he’s com- 
plex” Emotional unavailability - 
‘becomes“he’s just different” The 
midnight texts become “his com- 
munication style” Babe, that’s 
not a style. That's a pattern. And 
patternsaredata. 

Forty taught me something thir- 
ty couldn’t afford to learn yet: 
potential is not a personality. It 
is not a promise. It is not a down 
payment on the man he might 
become once life magically be- 
comes easier for him. Potential is 
justabedtimestory youtell your- 
self while the evidence sits right 

in front of you, unbothered and 
unchanged. 
Thave excellent standards.I have 
also,on more than one occasion, 
left them parked outside while 
Twent in to do the work of two 
people. 
Never again. Here’s the whiskey 
truth that burns a little but set- 

tles warm: A man who wants 
to grow, grows. He doesm't need 
you drafting blueprints, man- 
aging timelines, supplying emo- 
tional materials, and also be- 
ing the reward at the end of the 
renovation. That's not a relation- 
ship. That’s a construction site. 
‘And you,my love,arenot the con- 
tractor. You are the whole damn 

property! 
Sonext time you walk into some- ¥ 
thing with good bones and suspi- 
cious energyread the inspection 
report. Trust your instincts. And 
if the foundation is cracked, do 
not make an offer,no matter how 
charming the balcony looks at 
sunset. Because being forty and 
done with fixer-uppers means 
you stop searching for projects 
and start choosing spaces that al- 
ready feel like peace. 
‘The forty-year-old baddie isn't 
theorizing about men. She has 
receipts. Two decades of field- « 
work Shes not coming from ide- 
ology; she’s coming from expe- 
rience, a raised eyebrow, and a 
glass of whiskey that has seen 
things. 
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