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“Ah, Woman! 

Would that we could fall into her arms

Without falling into her hands!”
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INTRODUCTION: Like a Blind Man At An Orgy…

     “Like a blind man at an orgy…I was gonna have to feel things out…”

     (QUICK! What movie?)

     Never mind…I thought that quote was relevant ‘cause it really summed up twenty years of tomcattin’—er, social studies. 

     I think I was twelve when Mom & Dad sat me down for the all-important “Sex Talk”, which contained many stunning revelations indeed. Afterwards I knew what sex was, how kids were made, birth control, what not to do “if you want to live under OUR roof!”, etc. (By the way, Mom & Dad, if you’re reading this, thanks. You did a good job, considering my hyperactive mental state.)

     However, what I didn’t learn, and what should be just as important for us guys…

Was how to initiate a relationship! (I guess you didn’t learn it either, since you’re wisely reading this book.)  After Ye Olde Sex Talk, I assumed that girls would simply jump right into my lap after puberty.

     HA! Little did I know of the soul-wrenching trial-and-error I’d have to endure all the way up to High School. Granted, our parents shouldn’t have to tell us everything, but then again very few courtship rituals are encoded in our DNA. Like the aforementioned blind man, I and my friends stumbled through our first relationships with girls, acting on hearsay, misconceptions, outdated advice and generally trying everything in the book (usually some dog-eared copy of PLAYBOY) that we thought would impress the ladies.

     Feminism and Women’s Liberation were bursting out about this same time, and it seemed like a light at the end of the tunnel. “This’ll be great!” I thought. “Now the shoe will be on the other foot. Now the girls will start asking us out.”

     HA! After dusting off the spiderwebs of that little waiting period, I grudgingly accepted the notion that initiating the relationship was up to the man, and jumped back into the fray. A few thousand slaps later, the trial and error gradually paid off, until I’d dated over a hundred women. This to me was no big deal, but when a co-worker said “K.K., you’ve gotta help me get some women”, I thought maybe I could help my fellow man. And ever the bookworm, I started roving the libraries for guides on women themselves.

     HA! To my amazement, there was—and still is—practically nothing on the subjects of relationships written for men. There were some books on the topic of repairing or strengthening existing relationships (a lot of them blaming men for necessitating the ‘repairs’), but not a whole lot on how to get into a relationship. And here it is, a shining new Millennium for the gloriously equal sexes, and whose responsibility is it to make the first move?

     HA! That’s right, it’s ours.

     But relax. There is such a guidebook now, and you’re holding it in your sweating, possibly well-calloused hands.

     THE GIRLUWANT isn’t just a book on ‘how to pick up girls’; I think it’s all that and a side of fries. This book will improve your success with women, but that success is yours to define. If you want to court a girl and marry her, here you go. If you want a menage-a-trois with some Dallas Cowboys Cheerleaders, here you go.       

     Let me clarify a few things first:

     Most of what I’ve learned is based on 170 American girls and 13 girls from other countries. And what I’ve found, beyond obvious sexual similarities, is that all women are individuals, like we are. We’re all different. I don’t pretend to know how all women think, and I’d be highly suspicious of anyone who claims they know. So when I use the terms girls or women, keep in mind I’m referring to most women, and principally American women.

     (To this effect, you might also see the acronym MCD pop up from time to time: MCD stands for Most Common Denominator, or how my ‘Class of 183’ felt on a certain topic.)

     Secondly, if you’re looking for the letters “PH.D.” (or “Piled Higher and Deeper”, as I like to say) next to my name, you can stop looking now. I’m a writer/actor/laborer. I’m not a priest, gynecologist, social worker or shrink, and I feel great about it. Guess who was considered ‘The Father Of Human Sexuality’? Dr. Sigmund Freud, Ph.D.

     Guess who died wondering “What do women want?” Dr. Sigmund Freud, Ph.D!

     HA!

     Besides, If I was a Ph.D., this book would be the size of a freakin’ cinderblock and would be crammed with irritating charts, graphs and tests. You know the drill: “Score yourself thirty-three points for every ‘A’, nineteen points for every ‘B’, subtract seven point six for every ‘C’, divide by PI and ask yourself where the hell you are.” (I do hope this doesn’t sour you on any other self-help books by Ph.D.’s you plan to read.)

     In that spirit, feel free to jump around the book; have fun with it because I designed it to be fun, like our relationships should be fun. It’s got a step-by-step program, but don’t feel you have to follow it in zombielike detail. Maybe you’re already quite successful with women, but you only have one Achilles’ heel that’s troubling you. Chances are, it’s covered in here (If it’s not, log onto www.askme.com and look up “Romance & Dating”; my expert ID is WRACTOR). Whatever works for you, take it and use it.

     A final note: I will not train you to hypnotize and/or enslave women on the spot. If you want to hypnotize women, get a hypnotism book. If you want to enslave women, move to Iran.

     Now, as Metallica would say, J-J-J-Jump In The Fire.

(The Art & Science Of)

GIRLWATCHING

     You know, if we weren’t breaking our necks trying to figure out women, impress them, chase them, have sex with them, love them and marry them, we’d probably have a pretty good time just watching women walk around.

     Look at them

     I mean, look at them! All shapes and sizes in attractive designer colors, with wild cascades and curls of shining hair, eyes like radioactive gems, lips like rose petals, some with legs up to their ears, some with legs you’d like to have up to your ears, some with breasts you’d like to go spelunking between, some with adorable asses, some with muscular midsections…and some that you have to look twice at because there might not be a particular gift to their bodies, but there’s something that’s cool about them and you’ve got to know what it is even if you die trying…
     Whew! Towel, please, darling…thanks. Love ya. (Smack.)

     Yes, girlwatching is great, it’s your right as an American, and it can make or break your heart.

     Let me explain the ‘break’ part first, so it need not happen to you: TRY NOT TO JUDGE WOMEN SOLELY ON THEIR LOOKS.

     This is difficult, as our (male) sexuality is primarily visual. To warp a phrase, we saw, we conquered, we came. Feminine beauty is one of our most powerful motivators, which is why virtually every advertisement for virtually every product in the world has to have a white-hot beautiful model hawking it (and hey, the more the merrier, if you ask me). But ‘motivation by beauty’ can be a dangerous weakness, as well.

     When I attended U of F, I was seeing two nice young co-eds, separately and casually.

Each had a particular endearing quality, each was pretty in their way, but neither was a true knockout.

     Then, walking across the campus one day, I met a true knockout (at least in my opinion). Long strawberry blonde hair, gleaming blue eyes, Playmate face, Penthouse Pet body, the whole nine yards. Using a ridiculous kamikaze approach, I threw my whole repertoire of jokes and lines at her, and was finally rewarded with her name and phone number.

     I was in heaven. I immediately called and sent her flowers I couldn’t afford, then called my two girlfriends and broke up with them (“Sorry, it’s not you, it’s me; this is out of my control”), and began calling the knockout for a date.

     I called her, got her answering machine, kept calling, kept getting her answering machine, and kept it up for probably a week straight until she finally called back…to brusquely inform me that she had a boyfriend, and would I please leave her alone?

     So, scratch one knockout; scratch fifty bucks in flowers; scratch two nice, faithful, innocent and caring girlfriends who never knew what hit them; scratch my own head wondering what the hell happened.

     Okay. Laugh your asses off. But I’m pretty sure I’m not alone. I’ll bet about two-thirds of you reading this have dumped one girl for another one just because you thought the other girl was better looking than the first. Might I ask what the results were? (You don’t have to tell me, I can’t hear you right now anyway.) Of course, some of you may have lucked out and found a Playmate and a soulmate at the same time! If so, God bless ya!

     I like beautiful women as much as the next guy—who doesn’t, really?—but know this:

1. BEAUTY IS NOT A VIRTUE IN ITSELF.

Living with the Penthouse Pet of “X” month of “Y” year might make you the envy of your fellows, but it will not get you into heaven and rest assured, you will still pay taxes. If she’s beautiful, great. If she’s beautiful and sleeps all day, that’s not so great. If she’s beautiful and sleeps all day and blows all your rent money on cosmetics and coke, that’s far from great. If she’s beautiful and sleeps all day and blows all your rent money on cosmetics and coke and stabs you to see what facial expressions you make, that’s most decidedly ungreat. Also…

2. THE BETTER SHE LOOKS, THE MORE PARANOID YOU CAN GET.

Some girls are so awesome that you want to keep them under lock & key, ‘cause “Everybody Wants Some” as the Van Halen song goes. A better song for the subject is Dr. Hook’s “When You’re In Love With A Beautiful Woman”, because it’s packed with sad-but-true messages like “Everybody hangs up when you answer the phone.” One girl I went out with was so good looking I paid my roommates to go to the movies every time she came over, so they couldn’t meet her. On the other side of the coin, a lot of my friends who had beautiful girlfriends would start turning into werewolves if their girlfriends would try to start a conversation with me (or anyone else for that matter).

     Just as bad, or possibly worse, having a beautiful girlfriend can give you an over-inflated “born to pimp supermodels” ego, or a “Ha-HA, look who I GOT, and YOU CAN’T HAVE HER!” arrogance. 

     BUT…

3. PHYSICAL BEAUTY FADES OVER TIME.

Sadly, most really good-looking American women battle like Vikings on crack to 

‘stay’ beautiful, which obviously can’t be done forever. Check it out for yourself: if you’re in a college girl’s dorm room, how many cosmetics does she have piled next to the bathroom sink? Then, if you’re in a 40 year-old woman’s house (it could be your aunt’s, for example) how much does she have? Ah-HA!!!

     (I had one girlfriend who was slightly older than me, and very attractive. However, it took her an extra ninety minutes to get ready for any date due to the amount of makeup she’d put on…makeup that was utterly unnecessary, in my view. “Almost ready!” meant “I hope you brought a good book”.  It got to the point where if I wanted to take her to the 9:30 movies, I’d tell her we were going to the 7:30 showing.)

     So, if you’re attracted to one specific physical attribute of a woman, it could be a private hell trying to build a relationship (and a marriage or a LIFE) around it, although it’s rumored that it has been done. For GOD’S sake, don’t marry a girl because she’s got great HAIR (now)! One day you’re gonna come home and the Debra Jo Fondren (look her up) that you married is gonna greet you as a, ahem, short-haired girl, and she’s going to ask you how you like it, and you won’t be able to answer her ‘cause your jaw’s going to be self-dislocated.

4. GIRL WHO IS WALLFLOWER AT PARTY MAY BE DANDELION IN BED,

As Confucius would say. Make no mistake, girls can be quite competitive. And there are quite a few er, average-looking girls who have realized they might not be able to outshine their really beautiful counterparts, so they’ve made it their personal crusade to out-screw them! Indeed, for every night I’ve spent in bed with a really beautiful woman hoping she’d try something new, get on top, or even just make a sound, I’ve spent five nights with an average-looking girl wrecking the bed, waking up the neighbors and being worshipped like a god!

     I’m convinced that female beauty attracts us on a genetic level; there isn’t a whole lot we can do about it…but it need not unfairly influence us, or enslave it. If a girl’s beautiful, consider it gravy. If she’s not, she may have other, cooler qualities to make up for it.

     Now, as for beauty’s ability to ‘make or break your heart’, here’s the ‘make’ part.

     Women are human beings, like ourselves, and human beings are the social animal.

Facial expressions, body language and posture say a lot more than meets the eye. So reading a girl’s body language can save you a great deal of time and/or embarrassment.

Let’s say you’re conversing with a woman. Take heed:

     If her arms are folded, she may be ‘defensive’, possibly listening to you, but not necessarily ‘buying it’.  She might be protecting her personal space, perhaps wanting to be left alone.

        If she’s seated and her legs are crossed and one’s kicking slightly, she may be bored and/or restless.

      If her head is tilted slightly towards you, she’s interested for the moment.

     If she tends not to look directly at you (or at all), she is concealing something.

     Hands on her hips indicates readiness for something (especially if they’re your hands).

     If her hand goes to her throat (like she’s adjusting an imaginary necklace), she may need reassurance about what is being said or done.

     If she’s sitting on the edge of her chair, she’s interested for the moment.

     If her hands are ‘steepled’ (Fingertips together), she’s confident.

     If her hands are behind her back, she may be shy or timid.

     If her ankles are ‘locked’ and/or her hands are clenched, she may be holding back strong feelings and emotions.

     Drumming on tables, tapping her feet, resting her face on her hand or giving a blank stare means she’s bored…or perhaps it means those ‘rufies’ you gave her are kicking in.

     Moving closer to you indicates she’s interested.

     Discreetly touching your arm may mean she’s comfortable with you or wants to reassure you of something.

     Pulling one’s cheek back towards the jaw (often combined with a downward or sideways glance) indicates contempt.

     If you really want to know if she’s interested in you and/or comfortable in your presence, the signals to watch for are these:

1. Preening (i.e., fixing or toying with her hair, smoothing her clothes, checking herself out in mirrors, etc.).

2. A subtle roll of the pelvic section.

3. Slow crossing and uncrossing of the legs.

4. Caressing the inside of her calf, knee or thigh. (That’s her caressing the inside of her calf, knee or thigh. If you’re caressing her there, you’re probably home free.)

5. Balancing her shoe on one toe (the origin of the term ‘footloose’).

6. Sitting with one leg tucked under her.

7. Smiling like she’s on MDMA.

8. Using her body to ‘block’ any other women in your sight range.

9. Direct, continuous eye contact with you, you lucky barbarian.

     Have you ever been told by a female friend or co-worker that another female friend or co-worker “totally likes you” or “has the hots for you”—and then you meet up with that individual and they’re totally ‘business as usual’ and as quiet as a mortician? It’s frustrating as hell, isn’t it? Because you think this girl’s not opening up at all, she’s not lookin’ to hook up with me, and you say “Oh well, nice meeting you” and walk off. And later you get the call from the first female friend: “She’s so totally PISSED now! Why’d 

you blow her off like that? She was so TOTALLY warming up to you!” 

     You of course counter with “But she didn’t SAY anything!”

     And the female friend says “Well she’s SHY! And now she’s even SHYER because she thinks that YOU think she’s UGLY!”

     Ready to rip your hair out? Me too. That’s why when a girl wouldn’t talk I’d have to start looking for non-verbal clues and signals.

     There are a lot of women who are easily offended, but they’re too polite to let you know (verbally) that you’ve offended them. Because they don’t let you know verbally, you won’t have a clue, and you’ll keep cranking out your repertoire of pornographic Polish Jokes. She’ll laugh politely, and you’ll think you’re halfway to First Base, and then she’ll suddenly excuse herself to use the Ladies Room, and never be seen again (at least by you).

     If you discreetly read a woman’s body language, you can determine if you’ve said or done something to ‘turn her off’. But don’t drive yourself crazy doing this. Who knows? You might mention that you’ve got a new golden retriever, and she might have accidentally run one over on the way to work. Until you’re genuinely psychic, don’t sweat it. Just please note my use of the word ‘discreetly’. Don’t stare at her body for every single hint of motion, or she’ll think you’re some drooling refugee from the X-Files.

MYTHS AND UNDISCOVERED COUNTRIES

     Well, it sure is great to be here in America…and it’s even more amazing that anyone’s here at all, considering all of the idiotic myths that scared off all of those explorers for so long! “DON’T SAIL THAT WAY! YOU’LL SAIL OFF THE EDGE OF THE WORLD!!!

OR THE SEA MONSTERS WILL GET YOU BEFORE YOU GET THAT FAR!!! THEY’LL EAT YOU ALIVE AND SUCK THE MARROW OUT OF YOUR BONES!!!”

     “Hmmm. You’re right. We’d better stay here in Medieval Europe, where it’s safe.”

     Naturally we laugh at those myths now…but many of us are still operating under a lot of other myths where interaction and relationships are concerned, and some of these myths can even keep us from having successful relationships.

     So read, recognize, and then forget the following:

1. WE (MEN) “GET” SEX FROM WOMEN.

NO, no, nonononono. Sex is something that we CREATE and SHARE with a woman. Sex is not some ‘favor’ to be granted by either gender. It takes two to tango, as they say.

     One of my live-in girlfriends tried to play this trump card on me: “C’mon, I give you sex whenever you want…”

     I cut her off immediately: “OH no you DON’T! I give YOU sex whenever YOU want! Since MY body is entering YOUR body, I’m doing 80% of the work! So if you want to keep the sex COMING, pardon my French, you best get that dress off and DANCE FOR ME!!!”

     Okay, I may have embellished that last sentence. But that’s my philosophy, and it’s TRUE. 

     If you think that women are the purveyors (and thereby the controllers) of sex, you are ALWAYS going to be dealing from a position of weakness. Also, you will be doing a disservice to women, as you will be perceiving them as ‘sex objects’.

     Now, knowing this…ACT AS THOUGH WOMEN GET SEX FROM YOU!!! It’s not true, of course, but you’ll want to get out of the ‘Demand’ side of the equation and visit the ‘Supply’ side (where the grass really IS greener, I assure you).

2. IF I SPEND “X” AMOUNT OF DOLLARS ON A WOMAN ON A DATE, SHE 

HAS TO SLEEP WITH ME.

     Survey says: Nnnnnnnnnnnnope.

     NO amount of money you spend on a date legally or mystically forces a woman 

to sleep with you.

     Spending a lot of money on a woman will probably impress her, and it can get you on her speed-dial if she likes being pampered, but it can also make her nervous, as she might think there’s a big tab she has to pay at ‘last call’. 

     But let’s backtrack for a moment. If you think a lot of money will entitle you to sleep with a woman, why not just hire a hooker? Wham, bam, thank you, ma’am!

Just spend the money, get laid, and forget all about that mushy, overrated ‘fulfillment’ that comes from an actual relationship.

     This is why I stand by economical dating. Do what you like, spend what you can afford, and don’t expect anything but a good time getting to know the girl.

3. “NO” REALLY MEANS “YES.”

     If you believe this, then it also means CLANK. CLANK is the sound you’ll hear as your prison-cell door closes behind you. Then YOU’LL be screaming “NO” as you’re being messily gang-raped, and of course everyone raping you will think you really mean “yes”.

     “No” means NO, even if she’s only wearing a coating of Cool-Whip. Court’s adjourned.

4. WOMEN DON’T LIKE SEX AS MUCH AS WE DO.

     For cryin’ out loud, women can have multiple orgasms! (So can we, actually, but they can have up to six in a row, where we can have about three before passing out.)

     Here’s where the ol’ MCD kicks in: MOST women like sex as much as we do; possibly moreso. But it’s in their best interests not to reveal it!

     Why? Well, first off, how many pregnant men do you see walking around? A pitiful few, to be sure! Secondly, there’s a ridiculous, archaic notion that men who have a lot of sex are ‘studs’, whereas women who have a lot of sex are ‘sluts’. I don’t know who came up with this, but it wasn’t me. Personally, I’ll take a uninhibited, experienced, eager-to-please ‘slut’ over a cringing, inexperienced virgin any day.

     Some women don’t enjoy sex as much as men do because they’ve been assaulted or raped, or have had horrid lovers. Thereby they equate sex with pain, shame or duty. Virgins haven’t had the pleasure, so to speak. And of course some women hold fast to the notion of Myth #1, that they are the ‘purveyors’ of sex and have to control its ‘distribution’.

     Beyond that, most sexually active American women enjoy sex as much as we do.

5. WOMEN ARE ONLY OUT FOR MONEY.

            Okay, this isn’t necessarily a myth. It’s more of a Paradigm (a belief so widely      

held that nobody bothers to challenge it). Women ARE out for money, but virtually EVERY HUMAN BEING WHO NEEDS TO EAT is ALSO out for money.

You TOO are out for money; admit it and get over it.

     If you think that women are only after YOUR money, your relationships are doomed to suffer. They’re also after your attention, your respect, your care, your time, your love. The women who stick around AFTER they find out you’re not Bill Gates will REALLY be after those intangible qualities I’ve just mentioned.

     Time and time again I hear women about women leaving men because “he’s never there for me”…a Top Ten complaint.

     Tragically, the REASON that those men are never ‘there for them’ is because they’re too busy WORKING OVERTIME trying to uphold some ridiculous standard of living that they THINK their women are ‘accustomed to’, when she’d probably appreciate less ‘weekly’ and more ‘grind’.

6. “TREAT ‘EM LIKE DIRT AND THEY LOVE IT”.

     As Poe once wrote: “I blush, I burn, I shudder as I pen the damnable atrocity!” (Geez, could that guy write, or what?)

     Who’s the sadistic cretin that came up with this? Ask yourself how much you would love being treated like dirt. (Correct answer: not bloody much.)

     You may have witnessed some ‘relationship’ where one member constantly denigrates, abuses and rages at the other, while that cheerless human target simply says “Yes, dear.” Hopefully you were only on the outside of that relationship, looking in. Still, did you think, “Damn, he/she really wears the pants in that family?"

     Chances are you were probably sickened a little. A bit of contempt for the tyrant, a bit of disgust for the slave.

     Ironically, such relationships are often born out of too much love on one person’s part. An abject surrender to the whims of another instead of a rational, value-for-value relationship. When one person gives and gives of themselves, sometimes the other loses respect. Realizing that they can get away with anything, their partner becomes a possession instead of a person. Once in a while they’ll make some bored, feeble attempt at pleasing their partner, and since it’s so rare it seems like a prize from God.

     One wonders why people remain in relationships where they’re treated like door mats. There’s no single answer, but one of them is ‘security’. Simply put, the door mat is used to the treatment; they’ve rationalized it with thoughts like “Well, at least I’m getting regular sex with her” or “At least he pays the bills.” This boils down to “At least I’m not alone.” And the trauma continues until they look up the definition of the word ‘least’.

7. ABSTINENCE IS HAZARDOUS TO YOUR HEALTH.

           I hear a lot of guys say “If I don’t get laid soon, I’m gonna—“ and I 

     Interrupt with “What? Self-destruct? Go insane? Wave automatic guns at nuns?

     Join a religious cult? Rob a bank? Melt into a boiling puddle of unused testosterone? Kidnap the daughter of a major celebrity? Come on, give me something original, now…” And they eventually laugh, shrug and admit they’ll probably just get more crotchety and drink more beer. Because most of us went at least fifteen years without sex (before we ever had any), and we didn’t burst into flames during that time.

     Having tasted the delights of indulgence, I would rather indulge than abstain. But that doesn’t mean that abstinence is hazardous to anyone’s health. Everyone is going to be alone sometime in their lives; ironically you can even be alone when you’re in a committed relationship, or married (due to work, illness, travel, or other factors). It doesn’t mean you’re a loser or a deformed freak or anything; it just means that you’re alone for the time being…and that can be an opportunity for some necessary introspection, self-improvement, some creative undertaking or some contribution to society. Some single guys…Jesus, for instance…were able to change the world because they didn’t have sex on the brain! 

     If you’re on your own for a bit, don’t just sit around grumbling that you’re not in a relationship…do something else until the opportunity for a relationship presents itself!

Who knows, it could be that ‘something else’ that’ll bring about that opportunity!

There are all sorts of other myths about women (rest assured they’ve got quite a few about us), but I’ve found these to be the most pervasive, and the most annoying.

     More importantly, we as individuals keep making up more myths about women, 

Myths that we come up with from earlier relationships, myths we keep to ourselves…unless we’re out with the boys. Then we’ll say “Women are…(insert your myth here)”. These myths would be helpful if all women were duplicates of each other, but they’re not. Another term for these personal myths is baggage.

     When you start a new relationship, leave your baggage at the door, as difficult as it may seem. Imagine every new woman as an undiscovered country. When you enter (nudge nudge, wink wink) a new country, you don’t assume they use the same currency, follow the same laws or have the same traditions as you have. You’ve got a choice: you can be a tourist or an ambassador.

     If you’ve ever wondered why Americans aren’t treated like royalty abroad, consider our scariest export, the tourist. You can spot them a mile away, in clothes louder than a Motorhead concert. You can hear them a half a mile away, as they shout in the local’s faces to get directions, thinking everyone around the world understands English if you simply shout it loud enough. They don’t bother to learn the local language or customs, but they’re quick to let loose with demands and complaints. These kinds of tourists give Americans such a bad name that I switch to a British accent whenever I’m overseas.

(If you take a moment to switch the words “locals” for “women” and “tourists” for

“men”, you might see why there’s an entire man-bashing industry.) 

     Now consider the Ambassador: he’s what every other country wants in an 

American. Realizing that since he is the newcomer, he has to learn and adapt.

He learns his new country’s language and rules as fast as he can…and until he’s fluent in them, he remains quiet, calm, charming. Dressed to the nines. Helpful and gracious to everyone he meets. As such, the locals fall all over each other trying to please him.  
     If you get nothing else out of this book, I implore you to travel light in these new, ‘Undiscovered Countries’, with as little baggage as possible. Wipe the slate clean and start all over. Make every new relationship an adventure, let every new woman be a mystery to be solved

     And for God’s sake, be an Ambassador, not a tourist!

BEING ALL YOU CAN BE

     Since Freud died wondering what women wanted, we’re not going to fry our mere mortal brain cells picking up where he left off. (There are a few hundred thousand women who don’t know what they want, either.) We can agree that women are individual human beings with some certainty, and that’s about it. If they want to rack their darling brains wondering what we want, it’s up to them.

     Because we can’t agree on what women want, a lot of us debase ourselves acting in certain ways, or as certain stereotypes that women are ‘supposed to’ want: the bad-ass biker, the Hollywood producer, the sensitive artist, the GQ playboy, the muscular athlete, et cetera.

     However, time and again I hear American women agree that they want a man to be himself. For example, get yourself a Harley-Davidson before you cover yourself with Harley-Davidson patches. If you say you’re a Hollywood Producer, back it up. Again, they want us to be ourselves.

     Half-truth.

     Yeah, they want us to be ourselves…but they also want the best version of us that we can offer them. The Most Common Denominator says they want us to BE ALL WE CAN BE.

     Whoever you might be right now, you can always become more powerful. Not in the ‘Bring Me The Head Of Alfredo Garcia’ sense of power (although if you can tell somebody to bring you the head of Alfredo Garcia and they do, you could ask them to pick up a blonde, brunette and a redhead for you on the way in), but a New & Improved You. Bigger, stronger, smarter, healthier, wealthier, classier, more powerful.

     If you look it up in the dictionary, power has a bunch of definitions, ranging from strength to the ability to perform effectively. If you’d like to attract The Girluwant, I’d strongly suggest you acquire some…because power has the same effect on women that

Beauty has on us men (If you don’t believe me, ask yourself how Tommy Lee landed Heather Locklear and Pamela Anderson).

     Knowledge is power. Wealth is power. Physical strength is power. Talent (when demonstrated) is power, as is a vocational skill. The list goes on and on, and includes a great deal of intangible qualities like honesty, courage, generosity, devotion, faith, and more. Although one would think that only obvious forms of power like fame, rippling muscles or vulgar displays of wealth would attract women, the inobvious forms of power—intelligence, talent, spirituality—do add to your personal magnetism (or ‘aura’ as you new-age types might call it).

     Now, if you let me, I’d like to rebuild you from the ground up.

     This is:

K.K.’s ‘$300-a-week-Playboy’ Self Improvement Guide

(An additional $712,450.39 value, FREE!)

1. Learn ‘The Liberating Limitation’.

Repeat the following words to yourself: I’M A MAN.

Got that? Good. Repeat it again:

I’M A MAN.

Repeat it again, and again and again, until you say it in your sleep. Until you replace that ‘occupational title’ you used to give yourself: “I’m a Geotechnical Driller/Busboy/Rocket Scientist/Bounty Hunter/Dentist/Rodeo Clown.” Congratulations; we’re all really proud of ya, but in the first, foremost and final analysis, YOU’RE A MAN.

     There seems to be a needless, haughty ‘status’ hang-up in our culture that makes a lot of men define their very existence by their jobs. It wasn’t a huge problem twenty or thirty years ago when men could keep the same job from the cradle to the grave. But now, thanks to relentless downsizing, layoffs, mergers & mass firings, we sometimes must switch from a prestigious job to one that we’re not proud of. (Case in point: in one year I went from Film Production Coordinator to Temporary Laborer to Construction Worker to Construction Bookkeeper to Videographer to Restaurant Host to Film Producer). We can either uselessly bitch and complain about it, or look at it as a challenge and an opportunity for growth. If we’re wise we’ll choose the latter, and remind ourselves that any honest employment is honorable, and we won’t define our existence by our job. 

     That’s right, it doesn’t matter if you’re the President of the United States or the Fry Cook at Denny’s. YOU’RE A MAN. I call this the ‘Liberating Limitation’ because it’s all you CAN be, but it’s all you NEED to be. It’s all you need to know, and moreover it’s all The Girluwant needs to know.

     Right now, I can hear some of you groaning “Aw, man, I’m ‘just’ an air-conditioning apprentice, I could never climb into bed with “(insert Girluwant’s name here)”. Which is powerless thinking at its ugliest. Might I ask…

     How do you know? How do you know what your dream girl likes? You might just have the right mix of boy-next-door realism, blue-collar machismo and bicep-thickness she’s looking for. But you’ll never know until you find out!
     A biographical made-for-TV movie called The Anne Gillian Story revealed how her and her husband met. He was a peace officer; she was (and still is) a well-known actress and singer. He saw her, liked her and wanted to meet her. 

     First he got the cold shoulder; he politely tried again. He got polite rebuffs; he 

politely tried again. He got a chance; he politely tried again. He got a date, then another date, then a lot more dates, and then a marriage. He wasn’t a multimillionaire or a celebrity; he didn’t have super powers, he just liked Anne enough to try for her, despite the red-tape and entertainment-industry paranoia that stood in his way.

     (NOTE: This does not mean you should start stalking your favorite female celebrity. By all means, try to meet them if you don’t mind their crazed schedules, never-ending travel and other complications, but don’t stalk them. My point is that no single woman of legal age should be considered ‘out of reach’ solely because of their occupation or status.)

     So, regardless of your occupation and socioeconomic ‘status’, go easy on yourself. To quote DESIDERATA: Keep interested in your own career, however humble; it is a real possession in the changing fortunes of time. Another good line is You are a child of the Universe, no less than the trees and the stars; you have a right to be here.   

     YOU’RE A MAN. Now let’s get even manlier…

*     *     *

(OPTIONAL EXERCISE: ‘ON THE MAKE’)

WITHOUT reading any further,

Go out and try to meet a woman RIGHT NOW, as you are.

You ARE allowed to put clothes on.

You AREN’T allowed to shave, shower or brush your teeth if you haven’t already.

Your goal is to introduce yourself, find out her name AND where she’s from.

*     *     *

2. QUIT SMOKING IF YOU HAVEN’T ALREADY.

I was on a date with Samantha; we’d just had strawberries and cream, mutual massages, ferocious sex, and were on our way to a party when she said “You know, I only see one flaw so far.”

     “Whatever could that be?” I asked.

     “You smoke.” She said. True; I’d just tossed a butt out of the car window when she’d said it. I think I came back with something like ‘Well, the only flaw I see is that you’re already looking for flaws.’ But it’s irrelevant now.

     I got into smoking (cigarettes) the way most everyone else does: thinking it’s cool, tough, independent, sophisticated…which is pure bullshit, of course. 
     Is smoking a display of power? Hell no. It’s a display of weakness: conformity, ignorance, poor health and an addictive personality. 

     But wait! There’s MORE! Start smoking NOW and you’ll also receive:

     LASER BREATH! BURNED CLOTHES! YELLOW TEETH! PEBBLED SKIN! 

NICOTINE FITS! STAINED FINGERS! HACKING COUGHS! DECREASED STAMINA, SMELL AND TASTE! A CAR THAT SMELLS LIKE A CREMATORIUM!  VARIOUS GRUESOME AND LETHAL DISEASES!  

     Plus all the toaster-hot babes who want the above qualities in their men! Both of them.

     Want to spend $1100 on a hedonistic weekend getaway with The Girluwant? Simple: quit smoking, because that’s what you’ll probably spend on smokes in a year.

(Over the last twenty years, I’ve probably spent enough for a new car, with nothing to show for it…and I’m glad I’ve got nothing to show for it, if you know what I mean.)

     It just isn’t worth it. Out of the ‘Class of 183’, I’ve met plenty that smoked, but I’ve yet to meet one that was actually turned on by smoking (hers or mine).

    It might not be easy to quit smoking, but it is simple. My personal tactic: tell yourself I’ll have one later…and then turn your attention to back to something else…and just forget to smoke. If & when a craving hits, have a glass of water instead, and/or a vitamin C drop or sugarless gum.

     If necessary, you’ve also got nicotine patches, gum, inhalers, subliminal tapes, hypnotists, et cetera. Like the commercial says: JUST DO IT.

     And if The Girluwant turns out to be a smoker, you’ll be just the crusading white knight to save her from that fate worse than death!

3. GET IN YOUR BEST POSSIBLE SHAPE.

     Let’s ‘fess up: You want a woman with a nice body (her heart and soul will close the deal, but that won’t dawn on you until later). Nothing wrong with that. But it’s only fair, logical and obvious that most women will want a man with a nice body.

In fact, a recent greeting card showed an athletic model-type man wearing a t-shirt and shorts on the cover, with the caption WHAT WE WOMEN ARE LOOKING FOR. Inside was a photo of a man in the same outfit but with a huge beer gut and flabby, pale skin, with the caption WHAT’S LOOKING FOR US.

     Your body is a temple. It is sometimes fun to use it as an amusement park, but it should not be a warehouse, junkyard or toxic waste dump. Obesity is unsightly—unless you’re a Sumo wrestler--and it’s a health hazard. Overweight people like to say “It’s the person on the inside that counts!” but it simply isn’t true. First of all, everything counts, especially when first impressions are made. You can have the IQ of Einstein, the sexual skills of Casanova, the talent of Prince and the ethics of Gandhi, but if it’s all sheathed in a layer of fat, you might as well be the invisible man. Secondly, if the person on the inside counted, that person would want to control and improve the person on the outside, at least in the interests of his or her own self-preservation. 

     Like quitting smoking, losing weight is not easy but it is simple: make your caloric intake lower than your caloric expenditure. I don’t have a ‘miracle diet program’ for you, because I’ve got the exact opposite problem, I’m an ectomorph and trying to gain weight is about as easy as pulling a wolverine’s teeth. However, I do have some advice which should help you.

     DON’T CRASH-DIET. This signals the body that a period of starvation is coming on, so it holds onto every last fat gram with an iron grip. Instead…

     CONTROL YOUR PORTION SIZE. Easier than counting calories, just make sure the portion sizes of your meals can fit in the palm of your hand. A serving of meat or fish should be the size of a deck of cards; one serving of rice or pasta should be the size of a tight fist; a baked potato should be the size of a computer mouse; one serving of cheese should equal four dice; any serving of a fatty substance (butter, mayonnaise, etc) should be no larger than a thumb tip.

     EAT 5-6 SMALL MEALS PER DAY instead of 3 large ‘squares’. Never skip breakfast; it and lunch should be your largest meals of the day, since your metabolism is highest at the beginning of the day. Smaller, more frequent meals (every 3-4 hours) also boost your metabolism.

     DRINK AT LEAST 8 GLASSES OF WATER PER DAY. Many bodily ‘hunger’ signals are actually dehydration signals. Water is crucial for the elimination of wastes from the body, including fats. Also, if you don’t keep enough water going through your system, your body ‘hoards’ it, creating a bloated look.

     SEVERELY REDUCE YOUR INTAKE OF: Sugars, salts, bread and dairy products, alcohol and any fried foods. 

     ADD A THERMOGENIC (FAT BURNING) SUPPLEMENT. Most of these supplements combine ephedrine, caffeine, chromium and L-carnitine to accelerate the body’s natural fat-burning rate. Bear in mind that these are supplements, not be-all/end-all panaceas that magically destroy all your fat by themselves…and take them under a physician’s supervision, obviously.

     DO AN AEROBIC EXERCISE FIRST THING EVERY MORNING. Any exercises done between sleep and breakfast forces your body to reach into its fat reserves for fuel. Do at least ten minutes of warm-up stretching exercises, then at least forty-five minutes to seventy-five minutes of aerobic activity.  I suggest using a ‘kickboxercise’ style fitness video such as Billy Blanks’ TAE-BO, Zak Lee’s KICK TO FIT, or Badrino Kocktane’s KICK BUTT series, because you learn some impressive and hopefully helpful kicks and punches while you sweat. If you don’t have a VCR, jump rope. If you don’t have a jump rope, do jumping jacks. If you can’t do a freakin’ jumping jack, don’t bother me. Do crunches if you want, as long as you understand they won’t make you thinner…they’ll only make your abdominals stronger.

     Besides the aforementioned daily aerobics, I strongly suggest you join a co-ed gym (Actually, I strongly suggest that half of the world should join a co-ed gym, instead of doing twelve-ounce curls at McArmpit’s Bar and Grille) and do at least one workout per week…but three workouts per week will help you get in your best possible shape.

     Here’s a sample beginner’s workout to do three times per week, with at least one day of rest in between (Monday, Wednesday and Friday, for example). I would start out on machines where possible to get the movement down, then gradually switch to free weights.

     (It’s said you should consult a doctor before starting any exercise program, but what’s the doctor going to say? “What? YOU? Exercise? HELL no, how’m I gonna make any money off of you if you’re healthy?! Get your ass back on the couch…I’m prescribing two packs of cigarettes per day! Don’t cross me again!”)

WARM-UP: 20 minutes of stretching. Optionally, you can do a warm-up set of each of these exercises with minimal weights first.

LEGS: 2 sets of LEG EXTENSIONS for 12-15 repetitions.

LEGS:2 sets of LYING LEG CURLS for 12-15 repetitions.

BACK: 2 sets of LAT PULLDOWNS (Frontal) for 12-15 repetitions.

SHOULDERS: 2 sets of LATERAL RAISES for 12-15 repetitions.

CHEST: 2 sets of PEC-DECK FLYES for 12-15 repetitions.

TRICEPS: 2 sets of DUMBBELL OVERHEAD EXTENSIONS for 12-15 repetitions.

BICEPS: 2 sets of PREACHER BICEP CURLS for 12-15 repetitions.

CALVES: 2 sets of CALF RAISES for 12-15 repetitions.

ABS: 2 sets of ABDOMINAL CRUNCHES for 15-20 repetitions.

CARDIO: Stairmaster, Bike or Crosstrainer for 20 minutes.

After the Cardio, I recommend 20 minutes in the steam room or sauna.

To save space, I haven’t gone into detail about each exercise, but the staff members and other weightlifters at your gym would probably be overjoyed to show them off for you (in fact, when there’s a GirlIwant doing a certain exercise nearby, I’ll use it as an icebreaker by acting like a clueless neophyte and asking her to demonstrate it for me: “Wow, you do that so well…it’s really giving you big, full…shoulder blades.”)

      Try to do the exercises in the order shown, as you should work out larger muscle groups before smaller ones. Focus on proper form and strict movement instead of seeing how much you can lift. BREATHE NORMALLY and do NOT hold your breath during any exercise. Take at least 30 seconds of rest between sets, but not more than three minutes. Take a drink of water between each exercise, and end each workout with a recovery drink 

containing a good amount of carbohydrates and protein (I recommend BLUE THUNDER and WHITE LIGHTNING; they’re cheaper than a steak dinner). Progressively add 

weight as the exercises become easier.

   As I mentioned, this is a beginner’s workout which will help you reach your ideal weight, and enhance your muscle tone, strength, and definition (something that everyone could use). It will not turn you into a mega-muscled human battleship like the guys on the cover of FLEX or IRONMAN. 

     Moreover, you don’t really need to be a mega-muscled human battleship like the guys on the cover of FLEX or IRONMAN. Go for it, if you like; it’s a lot better than being bloated or emaciated…but it does take up a lot of time, requires ferocious effort and discipline, and costs a substantial bit of cash (in terms of specialized foods and  supplements). 

     In fact, The MCD says that the majority of women (62%) were either turned off or scared by truly massive bodybuilders…but we’re talking truly massive bodybuilders. The majority of women aren’t turned off by strong, healthy and fit men, however. Muscularity is a form of power, and it’s a form of power that virtually anyone can achieve. There are other benefits to it as well:

A. Muscularity will help you get your girl out of a burning car faster than a lack of muscularity will.

B. Muscularity can prevent other guys from hitting on your girl.

C. Muscularity, flexibility, and a well-maintained cardiovascular system, aids in lovemaking (more on this later).

D. If you’re shorter than average, muscularity can help you avoid being ‘overlooked’ (so to speak).

Now, if you’d like to step up, here’s my workout:

MONDAY

Pre-breakfast Cardio Routine (30 min.)

CHEST/TRICEPS

Basic-carb snack (fresh fruit) & water, Preliminary stretching/warmup

1. 5 sets of INCLINE DUMBBELL PRESSES for 8-12 repetitions

(NOT five sets of the SAME weight though! The first set is a warmup set with 25 lbs, the next three are ‘work sets’ of 50 lbs, the last is a ‘drop’ set of 35 lbs.)

2. 5 sets of DUMMBBELL FLYES for 8-12 reps.

3. 5 sets of CABLE CROSSES for 8-12 reps.

4. 5 sets of BENCH PRESSES for 8-12 reps.

5. 5 sets of DUMBBELL TRICEPS EXTENSIONS for 8-12 reps.

6. 5 sets of NAUTILUS TRICEPS EXTENSIONS 8-12 reps.

7. 5 sets of  CABLE PRESSDOWNS for 8-12 reps.

20 min. steam room, protein shake.

(I’ll sometimes alternate exercises to rest each muscle group before working it again.)

TUESDAY

Pre-breakfast Cardio Routine (30 min.)

Basic-carb snack, water, preliminary warmup/stretching.

BACK/BICEPS

1. 5 sets of NAUTILUS BACK EXTENSIONS for 8-12 repetitions.

2. 5 sets of LAT PULLDOWNS for 8-12 reps.

3. 5 sets of  SEATED ROWS for 8-12 reps.

4. 5 sets of INCLINE DUMBBELL HAMMER CURLS for 8-12 reps.

(Hammer curls are simply curls done with palms facing each other.)

5. 5 sets of NAUTILUS PREACHER CURLS for 8-12 reps.

6. 8 DROP SETS of ALTERNATING DUMBBELL CURLS

(Drop sets are sets done to failure with decreasing weights: one set of 50-lb. Dumbbells done to failure, one set of 45 lbs., then 40, 35, 30, 25, etc.)

7. 3 sets of BENT-OVER BARBELL ROWS (On Smith Rack) for 6-8 reps.

8. 5 sets of CABLE CURLS for 8-12 reps.

20 min. Steam room, protein shake.

WEDNESDAY

Pre-breakfast Cardio Routine (30 min.)

NO WEIGHTS

Supplemental Abdominal work*

THURSDAY

Pre-breakfast Cardio Routine (30 min.)

SHOULDERS/FOREARMS

Basic-carb snack, water, preliminary warmup/stretching.

1. 5 sets FRONT DUMBBELL RAISES for 8-12 repetitions.

2. 5 sets of NAUTILUS LATERAL RAISES for 8-12 reps.

3. 5 sets of REAR DELTOID ROWS for 8-12 rows.

4. 8 DROP SETS of MILITARY PRESSES (On Smith Rack).

5. 3 sets of FOREARM CURLS for 8-12 reps (palms down).

6. 3 sets of WRIST CURLS for 8-12 reps (palms up).

20 min. Steam room, protein shake.

FRIDAY

Pre-breakfast Cardio Routine (30 min.)

LEGS/ABDOMINALS

     Basic-carb snack, water, 10 minute bike warmup, 10 minute Stairmaster warmup.

1. 5 sets of LEG PRESSES for 10-15 repetitions.

2. 5 sets of SQUATS (on Smith Rack) for 10-15 reps.

3. 5 sets of NAUTILUS CRUNCHES for 25 reps.

4. 5 sets of LEG EXTENSIONS for 10-15 reps.

5. 5 sets of REVERSE CRUNCHES for 20 reps.

6. 5 sets of LEG (HAMSTRING) CURLS for 10-15 reps.

7. 5 sets of TORSO ROTATIONS for 8-12 reps.

8. 5 sets of CALF RAISES for 10-15 reps.

9. 5 sets of ‘plain’ CRUNCHES for 25 reps.

Steam Room, protein, and as long of a WALK as possible (to keep the calf muscles from ‘locking up’ the next day and plunging me into an exciting new world of PAIN.).

SATURDAY

Pre-breakfast Cardio Routine (30 min.)

Supplemental Arm Work**

SUNDAY

Pre-breakfast Cardio Routine (30 min.)

NO WEIGHTS

Supplemental Abdominal work*

MONDAY repeats cycle.

With this sequence, each body part gets adequate rest before being worked again. This might seem like a week of ‘overkill’ to some people, but it’s really only ninety minutes out of each day. A lot of people spend that much time drooling in front of the TV. 

     If you don’t feel that this is the workout for you, by all means, try another one. There are a plethora of books and periodicals that cover these exercises and more.

Personally I’d stick with the books, because the periodicals can get a bit confusing. One month they’ll have ‘THE ULTIMATE BICEPS WORKOUT’, so you start doing it, and then next month they’ll have ‘THE BETTER-THAN-ULTIMATE BICEPS WORKOUT’, so you’ll switch again, and then next month they’ll say ‘WAIT, BOTH OF THOSE WERE WRONG, THIS IS THE SUPER-DUPER ULTIMATE BICEPS WORKOUT.’

*-I use Kurt Brungardt’s ABS OF STEEL video workout, or Jamie Brenkus’ EIGHT MINUTE ABS video workout.

**--I use Gilad’s ARMS OF STEEL video workout

   While I’m on the subject, there’s a way you might earn a few clams while you work out. Bill Phillips’ company, EAS (Experimental and Applied Sciences), holds a BODY FOR LIFE CHALLENGE Bodybuilding Competition several times a year—not a ‘posedown’, but a 3-month Improvement Competition, which has $100,000 in various prizes, from cash, vacations and cars to free supplements. When you look at the Before and After photos of the competitors, you see that everyone’s ‘won’ anyway; they’ve created a fit, healthy, attractive body. There’s no entry fee per se, but you do have to use EAS supplements during the competition. My thinking is, during a bodybuilding program, you’re going to need supplements anyway, so why not use a supplement that gives you a chance to win some cash too?

           For more information, go to WWW.EAS.COM or WWW.BODYFORLIFE.COM.

      As for the rest of your body…

      HAIR: ‘Styles’ come and go, but your hair itself continues to remain a clump of dead cells sticking out of your scalp (isn’t it romannnntic…). It’s actually a pretty good time for guys to be alive, because now, virtually anything goes, hair-wise. Baldness no longer has the stigma it once did; guys are shaving their heads like the last one into the Marines is a rotten egg.

     I don’t endorse head-shaving, or any individual ‘style’, as individual tastes vary—some girls like guys’ hair short and professional, some like it long and wild. The only two styles I can think of that are actually detrimental are the ‘mullet’ (short on top, long in the back—it seems better to grow it long all-around) or the ‘combover’ (you’re centrally bald but you won’t admit it to yourself, so you grow the sides long and comb it over the bald spot. It really only works if you face into the wind at all times, so it’s probably better to get a head-shavin’). 

     If you’re really dissatisfied with your current style, experiment with different cuts and styles over the course of a year and see how many sultry looks you get with each one. If you want ‘chick-magnet’ hair, have a female friend accompany you to the stylist. She’ll have them give you a style that you can’t stand, but it’ll have the girls lined up for you, and a battle royal between your self-esteem and your sex-drive will ensue (it’ll only last for two months, anyway).

     Try not to shampoo every day. A lot of men think they have dandruff when in reality they’ve only got a thousand flakes of dried shampoo crumbling out of their hair. You might want to try a cycle of shampooing one day, just using a water rinse the next day, then conditioner the day after that, then a water rinse again, then shampooing. That way your hair isn’t deluged with strange chemicals.

     As for facial hair, suit yourself. In a business seminar, I was taught that facial hair decreased ‘relatability’ (other people’s ability to relate to you). This seems like nit-picking, but I have to call it like I see it: if you look at the ‘progressions’ page of your 

newspaper, you’ll probably find that most of the big promotions are going to the clean-cut guys. Also, moustaches and beards just give you something else to work on trimming and controlling. 

     Hair color (in believable human shades of blonde, black, red and brown) does not seem to make a huge difference. Huge day-glo purple and green mohawks do make a difference…a bad one. Feel free to experiment, if you like.   

     If the Girluwant doesn’t go for your hairstyle, you’ll probably find out after a few weeks into the relationship, when you’ll hear her say “Honey, it looks like it’s time you got a haircut…and I know this great stylist who can see you today at 4:30.” That’s when you’ll find out what kind of style she likes. Of course, you can use this same trick against her down the line if you don’t like the results.

     NAILS: there’s no real need to get a manicure, but your nails should be kept trimmed and clean where possible. No makeup is necessary unless you’re Dennis Rodman or RuPaul…and aren’t they one and the same anyway? Notice you never see ‘em together at the same time.

     TEETH: Should be brushed and flossed for once in your barbaric life!!! But you  don’t necessarily need them bleached or whitened unless you had black teeth to begin with. Nobody has truly white teeth; they’d look unnatural. But not only should you brush more often—between each meal, or twice a day at least—you really ought to cut out the sweets in favor of hard, crunchy natural foods like carrots or apples. If you drink soda, use a straw so it goes past your teeth without bathing them in acids and sugars.

     SKIN: Obviously quite important. A lot of us are aging a lot faster than we should be, and this is probably because every morning we smear a powerful alkaloid known as ‘soap’ all over it…do you know what most soap is made from? Lye, a powerful irritant at best and a poison at worst. Would you bathe in laundry detergent every morning? No? Why not? You’re using soap now, aren’t you?

     You’re probably thinking “Well, without soap, I’m gonna smell like…me.” Yep. But you don’t have to avoid soap, just use it quickly and sparingly, over the major oil-producing areas of your body, and wash it off fast. What you really ought to use are moisturizers, at least on your face.

     Be wary of tans! I used to spend every summer trying to get darker than the previous summer, almost to the point of changing races. Then I discovered what most people are discovering now: there’s no such thing as a good tan. Yeah, it might make you look better for the short-term, but later on when you resemble something from HORROR OF PARTY BEACH you’ll be thinking  ‘What Price Glory’? So wear a good sunscreen when your skin’s going to be exposed to the sun for any extended length of time, and apply moisturizer before and afterward.

     TATTOOS AND BODY PIERCINGS used to be the big neon sign of “I’m a fiercely independent bad-ass rebel”. Now, so many people have jumped on that bandwagon that they’re the big neon sign of “I’m an unoriginal conformist trend-oid.” 

     They might attract a few women who are fascinated by the amount of pain you can endure. But out of 183 women, none have asked me to pierce or tattoo myself, and if they did they’d all get the same answer (No). At this point tattoos and body-piercings are just costly fads, and in this age of rampant diseases you should limit the amount of things that pierce your skin.

     Also, I wouldn’t get tattooed with the name of your current flame unless your psychic abilities tell you she’ll remain your current flame for life! My best friend got his wife’s name tattooed on his shoulder; she was naturally overjoyed, and I thought it was an awesome gesture of loyalty and devotion on his part, until six years later when they split up. Now he’s a free agent, but he’s got to re-explain the tattoo every time a new girl gets his shirt off.

     COLOGNE, AFTERSHAVE and DEODORANT are always good ideas. Some women say they’re attracted to the smell of sweat; God knows why. I’m a man and I can’t stand the smell of sweat, unless it’s boiling out of a lust-crazed woman in a sauna.

     There’s no need to spend a fortune on colognes (I myself just use the ‘our version of’ clone-colognes and get by just fine) but there is a need to find out which cologne goes with your body chemistry and skin oils. The most expensive cologne in the world might be a bad physical match for you and make you smell like a horrible industrial accident.

So for God’s sake, have the store let you test it before you buy it.

     BREATH: Unfortunately you can’t be ever-vigilant about it, but if you eat right, don’t smoke, and take care of your teeth, you probably shouldn’t be too lethal. There are some new mints and gums now that actually help whiten your teeth as they cool out your volcanic breath. Try to keep some handy, and get in the habit of popping some right before entering situations where you know you’ll be interacting with others. If you’re out of luck and you know you’ve got laser-breath when The Girluwant struts up to you, simply direct your breath away from her (or at least not directly at her face); talk at a downward angle, or breathe through your nose. 

     And now that you look and smell so damned great, why not…

4. GET A RAISE (AND/OR GET OUT OF DEBT).

       That’s right, storm into your boss’s office tomorrow! Don’t knock. If his secretary tries to stop you, pick her up, plant a lip-lock on her and toss her on the floor. Then march up to him, grab him by the lapels and shake more money out of him. Explain to him that you’re going to start picking up chicks with a forklift, and you’re going to need some extra scratch to drink champagne out of their shoes. Tell him if he gives you enough of a raise, you’ll toss him your ‘seconds’…

    (When you walk back out, grinning triumphantly with your pockets lined with cash, his secretary will have a new light gleaming in her eyes, as she sighs “I never knew he had such POWER!”)

     If for any reason you’re uncertain the above tactics will work on your particular employer, try a more subtle, calculated process of doing your job, improving at it, asking for more responsibility and taking charge. List in detail all the ways you’ve improved and how many thousands of dollars you’ve made for (or saved) the company, and then point them out. Rewrite your resume just in case you’re not appreciated in your current situation.

     There are a number of reasons for this, most of which are obvious. First of all, when you’re good at what you do (and getting better), it shows, and is a form of power (More POWER, Scotty! Kirk Out!). 

     Secondly, when you’re more than a few paychecks ahead on the rent, that too is a form of power. You’re a bit more secure, confident and relaxed, and it shows. You can take The Girluwant out to one of those cool restaurants where the menu actually looks like a book instead of a huge plastic sign bolted to the wall.

     On the other side of the coin, there are fewer creatures more powerless than the eternally broke. Let’s face it, if you’re broke, not only can you not take out The Girluwant, you can’t take care of yourself very well either. You’re always racing to put out ‘fires’; you can’t move or change jobs without enormous inconvenience; if your boss and/or creditors say “Frog”, you’ve gotta jump. And unlike wives, who are stuck with 

you, girlfriends will only listen to you cry ‘broke’ for a few weeks (months, at best) before seeking out greener pastures.

     (I’m reminded of a horrid country-western song that goes: “Wish I could take you out/Like I said I would, Honey/But there’s too much month/At the end of the money.”

Inspiring, isn’t it? I’m also reminded of a sleazy joke that has a man waking up after a drunken blackout at an office party. He asks his wife “What’d I do?”

     “You got drunk and told the boss he was an overpaid, sadistic moron.”

     “Well, he is. Did he fire me?”

     “He sure did.”

     “Then fuck the old bastard.”

     “I sure did. You go back to work on Monday.”

     Now, I don’t know which is worse…having a sadistic moron for a boss, or requiring my wife to fuck said sadistic moron so I could go back to work for said sadistic moron!)

     Even more insidious than poverty, however, is debt. A lot of people have four credit 

cards with a grand each on them, and just because they’re below their limit, they keep spending, thinking they’ve got it made! The truth is, if any of your credit cards have a balance higher than what you’ve got in your savings account, then you don’t really have a savings account. What you have is a debt that’s quietly racking up anywhere from fifteen 

to twenty-four percent interest! 

     “Well, everyone’s like that, aren’t they?” You point out. And indeed, our national credit card debt has increased 46% since 1996, while our collective savings have dwindled from 7.8% of our disposable income to a mere 1%! But if everyone’s racing toward a cliff, does that mean you have to join them?

     “Yeah, but I need a credit card to take girls to places I couldn’t normally afford,” You protest. No, what you need is to start dating within your means! 
     I’m a die-hard advocate of putting one’s finances in order before getting heavily into the dating game…if you think finance is complicated when you’re single, wait ‘til your little black book starts filling up. If you’re currently in very dire straits…where you’re using credit cards for your living expenses, you should immediately contact a credit counselor (Consumer Credit Counseling centers, for example).

    Here are a few other pointers for getting out of debt:

A. If you’ve got multiple credit cards with small balances but high rates, sign up for a credit card that allows for balance transfers and offers a period of 0% interest. Transfer the entire balances of the old cards to the new one, then close the old accounts (ask for printed confirmation that the accounts are closed). Either cut up the new card, or freeze it inside a block of ice in your freezer. The latter method isn’t as permanent, but it’ll surely handicap your impulse buying.

B. Replace your credit card with a debit card issued from your bank. Since it’s linked to your checking account, there’s no way for you to rack up debts on it.

C. Start budgeting. Track all of your expenditures for a month by getting receipts for every purchase you make.  Tally up the receipts, see where you can cut back, and start cutting. (It might seem like you’re a Cambodian peasant now, but you’d be surprised what you’d save cutting out fast food, and/or using coupons at the grocery store). Apply any and all of your savings to the debt until it’s paid off.

D. For even better results, act like you’ve still got the debt even after it’s paid off. Use that monthly ‘debt payment’ to set aside one to three months of living expenses (three months is optimal, but at this point you’re probably begging to jump back into the good old American Orgy of Reckless Spending). You might feel like a schmuck watching your friends and co-workers ‘party like it’s 1999’, and/or calling you frugal, but simply visualize them washing your Porsche’s windshield while The Girluwant tosses them spare change, and you’ll feel much better.

5. GET A SENSE OF HUMOR.

For this formidable task, you’ll need to get a few joke books from the library, or the 

nearest second-hand bookstore. Learn some relatively new, clean jokes. In fact, have

seven or eight of them you can shoot off in rapid succession.

     If you want to know why, consider the fact that a sense of humor is one of the most desirable qualities that women find in men, after power, devotion, etc. (In fact, the power to make people laugh is yet another form of power! More POWER, Scotty! Kirk out!)
     It’s theorized that laughter is a signal meaning “it is safe here”—and if there’s one thing women appreciate, it’s safety. If you can get a girl to laugh in the first few moments of meeting her, it’s a lot easier to break the ice. Moreover, the mere act of telling someone a joke (even a joke that doesn’t work) signals that person that you like them, and you want them to like you. A joke that works also signals that you’re charming, intelligent and witty. Test it yourself: follow up a really popular joke with a pretty bad one. Notice that after the bad one, people will groan, sigh, and shake their heads, but they will still make eye contact with you and they will still smile!

     There’s a final reason to memorize some good jokes: there will come a time in your life when you will meet a woman who STUNS you, DAZZLES you, boils your testosterone and takes your breath away…along with any intelligent opening lines you had up to that point. You know telling her she’s beautiful is redundant. You know she’s already heard every line in the book. You will desperately search your malfunctioning memory banks for something, anything, to break the ice and get a foot in her door… 

           And your top joke will be there for you. I guarantee it. And even if it doesn’t     

      work, she will look you in the eyes and smile, and the ice will be broken.

      But do not my use of the word clean. Clean jokes, at first…if you’ve known a girl for  

      a week and she’s cozy with you, you can riff any obscenity-packed monologue and   

      she’ll grin and bear it. But for the girls you’ve just met, keep ‘em clean. Also ditch 

      the blonde jokes, or jokes against women in general. Trust me, there will be more  

      than enough material left over.

          As for what else to say to women in general, don’t sweat that yet. I’ve got it    

      covered in an upcoming section. For now, you might want to…

6. SELECT A NEW HOBBY

I would advise this being something in the public eye (even if it’s simply jogging), something you can possibly make money on, and something a few women your age are doing. Martial arts, foreign-language classes, computer classes, the fine arts (especially drama and dance, where women are never in short supply), musical instrument classes, volunteer work, local politics, any type of sport, etc. This is of course in addition to your workout program, all right?

     Your humble servant discovered acting a while back, and GIRLS POURED OUT OF THE WOODWORK! THEY CRAWLED NAKED OVER BROKEN GLASS TO GET TO ME!

     Actually, they just showed up. But I do recall each performance reaping a new relationship, either with an actress or an appreciative audience member.

     If you’re still on our Get-Out-Of Debt program above, you can put this on the back burner for now, volunteer, or find a hobby that doesn’t cost anything (community theatre didn’t cost me anything except my time). Otherwise, try whatever you like, do what you wanna do, let your freak flag fly, but do something besides veg out on your fungi-covered couch. Interest uncovers talent, which is yet another form of POWER (M.P.S.K.O.!). It’ll also make you smarter, give you something to discuss, enrich you personally, and your first karate class could contain quite a shapely yellow-belt who’ll be happy to drop-kick you through the Bedposts of Life.

     Next, you might want to…

7. GET A BUSINESS CARD.

      Unless you already have one. These are an optional, but highly useful social tool. And note that they don’t have to be occupational! In fact, if your current card doesn’t say you’re a business owner, CEO, President, Vice-President, some sort of Manager, or at least that you’re self-employed, feel free to switch to a non-occupational card.

     (You can also stretch the truth to say you’re a “consultant” of any kind, it’s a cool word to abuse…but if your card says “Freelance Writer” and you’re not, I will call up a genuine Freelance Writer in your area and have him or her track you down and choke you to death with one of their manuscripts.)

     Your card can just have your name, phone number and e-mail on it (I don’t suggest your address, but a Post Office box is okay) and some cool photography or graphics. One of the coolest cards I’ve ever seen was from an entrepreneur: it merely had his name, his number, a picture of a waterfall and a quote from Emerson (“Our chief want in life is to find someone who will help us do what we can”). It was classy, memorable, and had the basic information he wanted you to know.

     Artistic cards are a godsend for you guys who might not have an impressive day job, but might be the next Brad Pitt or Tom Clancy. Actually, they’re also good for guys who have impressive day jobs, since they only last a few months these days. When The Girluwant reads a card like this, she’ll obviously ask “Ummm, so, what do you do?” And you begin weaving your tangled web.

     For our purposes, the use of the business card is twofold: One, as a card in and of itself, and Two, to get her phone number. 

     When you ask for a girl’s phone number, hand her a card and a pen and ask her to write it on the back of your card for you. Naturally you can write it on the card yourself, but nine times out of ten, when you hand a girl your card—even just to write something down on—she’s going to read it as well. After you get it back from her, put it in your wallet. Not pocket, WALLET.

     50% of you are probably thinking, “Why don’t I just write her number down on a matchbook/napkin/my wrist/whatever?”

     Okay, go for it. See what happens.

     The other 50% of you are thinking, “Well, since I’ve got a card, why don’t I just give it to her and tell her to call ME?”

     Okay, go for it. See what happens.

     (You obviously should give her your card and tell her to call you—if she’s really interested she’ll ask for one anyway—after you’ve written her number down for yourself. That way, if she turns out to be one of those magical, wonderful, much-appreciated 3 out of ten women who makes the first move, you’re all set!)

     Cards are also great in situations where verbal communication is difficult. At a recent heavy metal concert, I knew the band would be louder than a train wreck, so I wrote out a few choice lines on the back of a few cards first, like DRAFT BEER, PLEASE and GET ME AN ICE WATER AND I’LL GIVE YOU A FULL-BODY MASSAGE, along with other cheesy, R-rated pleasantries. A few said HELLO—YOU LOOK NICE, I’D LIKE TO MEET YOU SOMETIME, CALL ME WHENEVER, ENJOY THE SHOW, DRIVE CAREFULLY.  I passed one of those latter cards, along with a glass of ice water, to a sweat-drenched female headbanger, winked and waved to her, then went on screaming and raving with the other carnivores.

     At home that night after the show, I had a phone call waiting on the answering machine: “Hi, I don’t normally fall for the business card approach, but yours was kind of cute. My name’s Pat, here’s my number…” And off we went on a few dates.

     So: the ‘business-card approach’: Good or evil? Useful or no? I swear by it, but I’ll let you be the judge.

8. ASSEMBLE THE FOLLOWING:

On YOU:

Comb or hairbrush.

Pen that WRITES.

Cards (as above) in your wallet, or a crush-proof container.

Mints or Binaca spray.

In your CAR:

That battered old suitcase you never use (currently in your basement).

(With) One decent change of clothes, one pair of swim trunks, one pair of boxers,

            one dark t-shirt, two towels, and a duffel bag.

Toiletry kit w/razor, soap, toothbrush, toothpaste and condoms (more than one).

Inexpensive but reasonably clean blanket.

Candles and matches.

Your personal “Slide-Guitar” tape or CD (explained later).

Flask of cognac or liqueur (optional).

Pre-wrapped present (perfume, stuffed animal, etc) in two plastic bags.

Skin-So-Soft Lotion (acts as a combination skin cream, massage oil and mosquito 

                                   Repellent!) or baby oil.

IN YOUR APARTMENT:

Two bottles of decent wine (one red, one white).

Two better-than-average frozen TV dinners

Microwave popcorn

Jell-O

Instant Pudding mix

Reddi-whip whipped cream (the ‘shoot out of the can’ style)

Another “Slide-Guitar” tape or CD

More candles

More condoms

Incense

DARK RED Bath Towel

Extra Shower Curtain Liner

Massage Oils (Optionally baby oil or suntan oil)

“G-rated” board game (Monopoly, etc.)

“X-Rated” board game (‘Sip & Go Naked’, etc.)

FOR THE ADVANCED GIGOLO

Strobe Light

Massage Table

Peacock Feathers

I’m guessing your devious mind is already envisioning the uses for these charming necessities. And, since you probably have most of this already stashed somewhere (with the exception of the ‘Advanced Gigolo’ section), you should be able to get them all for around $50.00, inclusive. Okay, that takes care of you; now all we need to do is get you to her. Onward through the fog…

PART TWO:

MAKING CONTACT

(Coincidentally, that’s also a pretty good UFO album.

Not as good as OBSESSION or LIGHTS OUT, but it’s up there.)

HOW TO CRASH WITHOUT BURNING

     We may as well get the unpleasant facts of life out of the way first. One thing you’ve got to realize is, some women are going to turn you down. No matter who you are, what you do, what you look like, how much money you make, some women are going to turn you down.
     The other day, I was making the rounds at a construction site to ensure that nobody had been crushed under a steamroller, when I heard the blaring horn of the roach-coach…er, catering truck, and naturally all work activity stopped.

     “Ah!” I said to nobody in particular. “SNACKWOMAN dares to attack us AGAIN, with her overpriced cargo of questionable ‘food’.” But as the truck stopped, I noticed it was not the usual 220-pound leviathan SNACKWOMAN at the wheel, but a trim young blonde with legs up to her…DIVE! DIVE! DIVE! My kamikaze hormones commanded.

     “Watch me crash and burn as I ask out Little Red Riding Bod!” I told my boss. 

     “Go GIT ‘er!” He cackled, the old lech.

     I walked up, bought a coffee, said Hello, and asked her her name.

     “Dawn.” She said. “What’s yours?”

     “What’s MINE? EVERYTHING! Everything you see here, it’s ALL MINE—Oh, my name, you mean. K.K.” I told her.

     “And, uh, what do you do?” She asked, noticing the Clipboard of Doom and the Radio of Power I held, the talismans of my station.

     “Bookkeeping, cement-pouring, ditch-digging, safety checks, first aid, air-guitaring…hey, can I ask you something?”

     “Sure.”

     “Would you like to go out some time?”

     “Sure, here’s my number…” She said. I was stunned, but I managed to get her number down.

     HEY, WAIT A MINUTE! You suddenly interrupt. I THOUGHT THIS WAS THE PART ABOUT GETTING TURNED DOWN!

     Well, it is, but do you think I’m gonna churn up bad memories for you, pal? The point is, she could just as easily have said no, and I would have dealt with it, and met another woman later. (If it’s any consolation, my car broke down before I could take her out and an overpaid carpenter ‘jumped my claim’, so there you have it.)

     In my terms, CRASHING is getting turned down; BURNING is that petty, irrelevant, unnecessary feeling of shame we feel afterward. As long as men have to 

initiate the relationship and as long as all human beings think differently, we’ll all crash once in a while. But you can and must learn not to burn! There is no shame in this game. Take heed:

1. EVERYONE CRASHES AND BURNS. Everyone. Tom Cruise, Mel Gibson, Fabio, even me. You pick some guy that girls are supposed to go crazy over, and I’ll find a girl who nearly vomits at the mention of his name. Don’t forget, you probably turned down a girl once or twice yourself. So if it’s any consolation, it’s not just you.

2. THE ONLY WAY OUT IS TO TAKE YOURSELF OFF THE FIELD. Meaning, the only way to stop rejection is to stop trying to make contact! Which means a staggering choice of A. Get Married, B.Get Celibate, or C. Die. While A is a viable option and C doesn’t really count, I guarantee you that B will turn you into a lonely, heartbroken wretch as you keep admiring women from afar and watching them gravitate to other guys. So FOR GOD’S SAKE, DON’T DO IT, MAN!!! Wait a minute, I’m making more competition for myself…

3. IT’S FAR FROM FATAL. I’ve found that when girls turn me down (and I daresay that by sheer weight of numbers, more girls have turned me down than have turned you down), they’re usually kind of cool about it. Eight times out of ten I get something like “Thanks anyway”; the remaining two are the ones that say “I’d rather lick toads.” (To which I respond with, “You sound like a woman of experience”.) Since I normally use a mellow, polite approach, I’ve never had a woman kick me, stab me, shoot me, disembowel me, plunge spikes in my eyes, whoops, there goes the horror writer again…

           In reality, the girl who’s turned me down has just done me a favor! She’s

      Saved me umpteen gallons of gas, several pairs of movie tickets, at least three   

      Dinners, God knows how many drinks, endless flowers, and a great deal of 
      Time, which I can immediately put to good use meeting another girl. 

           In fact, considering the manner in which I normally treat women, she’s not 

       Turning me down, she’s turning herself down! HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!

       Waiter, ego check, please…

4. THERE ARE MANY, MANY, MANY, MANY OTHER WOMEN WHO WON’T TURN YOU DOWN. Mail-order brides, for instance…Hahahahaha!

Sorry, I couldn’t resist that one. Seriously, the number of receptive, open-minded, attractive, adventurous and SINGLE girls in America STAGGERS THE IMAGINATION! It’s a numbers game that you can’t help but win, eventually.

5. AFTER YOU CRASH, YOU MUST FORGET ABOUT IT IMMEDIATELY

IF NOT SOONER. You rarely learn anything from crashing except what that one particular woman doesn’t go for; your approach might have worked like a charm on the girl nine feet to her right.

     But most guys out tomcattin’ will go out to a club, approach one girl, and if we get turned down, we pull our heads back into our shells and sulk over it all night! Or worse, some of us knock back three shots of Uncle Rotgut’s whiskey to kill the ‘humiliation’, so they’re thoroughly sloshed by the time they get the stones to approach the next girl. She’s almost guaranteed to turn them down since they’re tipsy, desperate and reeking of booze), and the cycle begins all over again. This drink-approach-drink routine can also have a tragic ending called THE COYOTE MORNING where you have to chew off your arm so you don’t wake the strange, scary, vaguely humanoid thing sleeping next to you.

     The ONE TRUTH of Crashing and Burning is:

     IF AT FIRST YOU DON’T SUCCEED, GET A BIGGER F#$*%N’ HAMMER…er, I mean, TRY, TRY AGAIN.

     I wholeheartedly agree that getting turned down is no picnic. It hurts, yeah. We think we’re ugly, or not good enough, or whatever. It’s not true, but that’s what we think. 

     You’ll get turned down for whatever reason. You’ll read this book and you’ll get turned down again (eventually). You’ll read this book, put on twenty pounds of muscle, wear the right cologne, have all the fresh fly threads, drive a Porsche, be able to converse on any number of topics, and some woman might turn you down. You’ll possibly get married (that way, you won’t get turned down for years), kick back, relax, get a house, have kids, probably get divorced, go out to meet a new woman, and YOU’LL EVENTUALLY GET TURNED DOWN AGAIN. Less and less, obviously, but it’ll still happen.

     The trick is to Crash without Burning, or feel rejected or ashamed. Because there’s nothing to be ashamed of, is there? You WENT FOR IT, which is something a lot of other guys didn’t have the stones to do.

     Have you ever seen a wildly beautiful woman with a hmmm, less-than-average-looking man? Of course you have. Of the entire male population, is he the smartest? The richest? The strongest? The funniest? The kindest? The most talented? NO! He’s the one who WENT for her, while the rest of us nursed our drinks in the shadows waiting for HER to approach US!

     So get out there and CRASH! You’ve got to be like Stephen King’s Christine, the car that gets crushed to pulp and automatically rebuilds itself every time! Soon you’ll be saying “Well, HER loss! Who’s next?”

     However, if you’re crashing continuously (say, ten out of ten approaches), the reason may be a flaw in your approach:

1. Using “Lines” (The old, worn-out verbal kind)

2. Coming on too strong (Overtly sexual, boastful, etc.)

3. Coming on too weak (nervous, apologetic, etc.)

4. Physical appearance/outfit

5. Laser breath/body odor

6. Trying to be someone/something you’re not (fake accent, phony occupation, etc.)

7. Dull/humorless approach

8. Being obviously drunk or high

9. Rude/awkward approach (sneaking up, interrupting, spraying spit, talking too fast/loud)

     Don’t despair, any of these are forgivable and correctable. Unfortunately, we tend to do two or three at the same time, don’t we?

Work on it. And don’t be afraid to crash and burn. Past failures are guidelines for

future successes. If at first you don’t succeed…

THE FIRST GLANCE

     On my website, www.AskMe.com, A lot of guys ask me “What’s the first thing a woman notices about a guy?” I hate to answer a question with a question, but I usually say “What can she see?”

     If you’re facing her, she’s probably going to look at your eyes first. Besides using visine, there’s not much you can do about your eyes. If you’ve got glasses, see if you can upgrade to contact lenses when you’re out on the town. At least make sure your glasses aren’t held together with masking tape, ya nerd.

     Next she’ll check out your face and your body, BUT, because of the AWESOME SELF-IMPROVEMENT PROGRAM YOU’RE ON, it’s going to be immediately OBVIOUS to her that you’re a MEGATON LEVIATHAN READY TO HIT THE ROOF.

     So she’s going to check out (or at least notice) what’s covering you. Yeah, your clothes. 

     Don’t be dismayed here, no matter what your budget is. In fact, Murphy’s Law always kicks in when I’m wearing a Megadeth T-shirt and ratty jeans and I’m covered in construction-filth whenever The GirlIwant strolls by.

     Where clothes are concerned, BE YOURSELF, to hell with ‘fashion’. Whatever’s popular now will be old news by the time you finish reading this book.
     Where clothing is concerned, keep a few things in mind. First of all, count yourself lucky that you're a man! I continually wonder how women can go on being assaulted with 19,873 different ‘in fashion’ outfits to choose from every year without losing their minds! In that respect, we’ve got it relatively easy: one suit, some jeans and shirts, and three pairs of shoes.

      Second of all, you want clothes that fit, especially if you’ve built up some muscle. More POWER, Scotty, Kirk out!
     Third, when you’re out on the town, make sure what you’ve got on is clean and unwrinkled. As men, we normally could care less; I know I do. But you wouldn’t believe how wrinkles turn off women. It also helps if your clothes are new, unless you’re going to a Slayer concert or something.

     Fourth, if you wear ‘labeled’ clothing, be prepared to get stuck with it (meaning ‘connected’ with that label). I don’t mean ‘Brooks Brothers’ labels, I mean clothes that identify you with some specific company or group. Not to put down Burger King, but would you wear one of their uniforms to a nightclub? Don’t laugh; there are guys right now walking around some concert wearing a T-shirt from IRV’S HEATING AND AIR CONDITIONING and wondering why women aren’t kneeling before them like they’re gods. Shirts that read ‘23rd STREET CRIPS—REPRESENT, YO!’ or ‘ANGRY 

NEUROTIC CATHOLICS OF ORLANDO’ or ‘I GOT THIS SHIRT FOR MY WIFE—GOOD TRADE, HUH?’ are even worse than IRV’S HEATING in the pick-up department. If you wear something with writing on it, ensure that it projects POWER (Like ‘Casting Director, Irv’s Productions’) and/or it’s something you can start a conversation with (‘Make 25 million a year—Ask me how!’).

     Fifth, if you wear something with stripes on it, realize that stripes can subtly alter perceptions. Vertical stripes will make you appear taller; horizontal stripes make you appear broader. So if you’re five-feet-five and weigh five hundred pounds, I’d go with the vertical stripes.

     Sixth, heterosexual men do not need jewelry, unless you’re a pimp or a pirate. Women don’t seem either attracted or detracted by earrings on a guy. Similarly, they don’t seem to notice rings or gold chains…but they will notice your watch. So if you feel like you’ve got to have jewelry, make sure at least the watch looks decent…and do realize that the more ‘upscale’ you look, the more money women think you have (for better or worse)!

     Seventh, women also notice your shoes. They just do. Don’t ask me why. So make sure the three pairs you own are relatively upscale…and clean ‘em up before you step out.

     We’ll cover this more in an upcoming section called CHROME, because clothes essentially are chrome, meaning that they help sell the product but have little to do with the product itself. 

     A final note: don’t let what you’re wearing stop you from making contact. Case in point: you’ve just gotten up from a wild party and you throw on some ratty shorts, destroyed sneakers and a shredded T-shirt that reads LIQUOR UP FRONT, POKER IN THE REAR or some other witticism, because you plan to spend the rest of the day on your couch scratching your ‘nads. But you’re out of coffee/milk/chips/beer/whatever, so you stagger across the street to the convenience store to get some.

     You enter, and THERE SHE IS! THE WOMAN OF YOUR DREAMS!!!

     She’s BEAUTIFUL!!!

     She’s LEAVING!!!

     What do you do? You can’t run back to change clothes, it’s too late. My favorite tactic is to say: “Hi there. I know I might seem like Mr. Hyde right now, but if you’d like to meet Dr. Jekyll…who treats women like goddesses…just call this number.” 

     Remember, you miss 100% of the shots you don’t take.

*          *          *

(OPTIONAL EXERCISE #2: ‘ON THE MAKE IN STYLE’)

Get all cleaned up, put on your best outfit, and go out and meet a woman.

THIS time, don’t stop until you’ve had a conversation with at least three women

(unless the first one takes you to bed right off the bat). For our purposes,

a ‘conversation’ is at least four sentences each. Your goal is to get HER to continue the conversation, WITHOUT continually asking her questions.

     Normally, whenever there’s a horde of women in a social setting, you’ll start looking at each one in turn, trying to determine which ones are desirable to you. There’s no shame in that game; they’re probably doing the same thing to you.

     You can determine which women find you desirable within the FIRST TEN SECONDS OF EYE CONTACT.

     But you know something? Most of us DON’T determine this because we DON’T MAKE EYE CONTACT FOR THAT LONG! Admit it: you look at an attractive woman, and then when she looks at YOU, you turn away! Why? I don’t know, I still do it myself, and I slap myself afterwards! It’s probably something left over from that ‘Medusa’ legend, or something psychological. I’ll read a few more textbooks and get back to you.

     You can significantly reduce your ‘crashes’ by meeting her gaze and letting HER look away first.

     This requires a bit of tact on your part because you don’t want to come across like Svengali or Dracula. Try to look calm, pleased, innocent and appreciative. (I try to mouth the word ‘hello’ whether she’s in earshot or not). Note that if your eyes start wandering all over her body while she’s looking at you, she may think you’re another sex-hog on the prowl, or just a typical guy…so try to judge a woman’s physical assets discreetly, if you feel a need to judge them at all.

     (A few times you and a girl might catch each other in the old ‘double-backside’…you walk past her, turn around to check out her ass, and she turns around to check out yours at the same time. It’s a classic.)

     Okay. She’s looking at you, and presumably she’s not screaming in terror and running away. So far, so good.

     Now: does she give you a once-over and then look elsewhere? If so, this does not necessarily mean that she’s stuck-up or totally inaccessible. It does mean that she’s probably not going to pounce on you initially, and your chances of ‘crashing’ with this particular girl are better than average at the moment.

     Does she return your gaze for more than a few moments? There is some interest here, so smile.

     Does she KEEP looking at you and DOES SHE SMILE? Ah-HA! Here we go. Smile back, then take a quick look around to ensure that Fabio isn’t standing behind you, popping his pectorals. (Back in high school when I was twice as naive, there was a girl shouting and pointing at me, saying “Nice legs! C’mere, you!” And I thought, ‘okay’, and walked over to her and she said “what do you want?”—It turned out she was calling to a construction worker on the roof above me. Oh well—if at first you don’t succeed…)

     It is also to your benefit to discreetly look at her hands (if you can see them) to determine if she is wearing a wedding ring!   

     There are times when a woman will be looking at you, perhaps even smiling at you, when she’s in the company of another man. This could be her husband or

boyfriend, or a co-worker, or a male acquaintance. This is usually God’s little way of saying “Please Don’t Touch”, but there are certain signs that might specify their relationship: if they’re holding hands, or are deep in conversation, they probably are a couple and she just checked you out arbitrarily. 

     If they’re talking, but there’s more than an arm’s length between them and they often look away towards other people or talk to other people, they’re probably co-workers or acquaintances.

     If he’s talking at her, not with her, and she’s nodding once in a while but mostly looking away, or mostly towards you, he’s probably some guy trying to pick her up.      Is he turning purple with rage that she’s looking at you? If so, reign in your mule for the moment. We’ll tackle this subject in an upcoming section called THE COMPETITION.

LINES

     I’m not talking about the kind you chop up on a mirror. There are opening lines and there are pickup lines. An opening line is simply the first thing you say to a woman you’ve just met. So most of us have a very simple, basic, time-honored opening line:

     “Hello.”

     Wow, isn’t that difficult. Let’s face it: Hello isn’t wildly creative, but it’s polite. Of course, you’re going to need something else to say when she says hello back. Follow up by asking her name, where she’s from, etc., and you’ll find out pretty soon if she’s interested or not.

     Personally, I’m a little bored with Hello, so I believe I’ve found a better opener. It’s just as simple:

     “NICE OUTFIT.”

     Even if she’s wearing a moth-eaten burlap bag, I’ll say, “Nice outfit.” This is because women wear clothing like it’s important instead of necessary, and all day long they’re praying they have the ‘right’ outfit on, praying it looks good on them, praying that somebody notices and/or appreciates it. I have never seen a woman fail to smile at that line. Just remember: “Nice outfit.”

     Another opener is good when girls are at their jobs, doing that Hi-can-I-help-you seduction: “Gorgeous (insert occupation here) are BACK!” So you have gorgeous cops, bank tellers, clerks, nurses, etc. Women always like to be told they’re good-looking ( who doesn’t?) so this line works well most of the time.

     By the same token, compliment the girl on whatever you find striking about her (“Those are some magical eyes you’ve got there”). Not voracious ass-kissing, just casual observations, delivered politely. I don’t normally say “Hey, nice ass!” to a woman unless I’m half in the bag and ready for a good slap.

     Another line that serves double duty is “Hey, did you break up with your boyfriend yet?” This A. indicates you’re interested, B. flatters her, and C. lets you know if she has a boyfriend, which is kind of important (personally, I automatically assume every good-looking woman is already in a relationship, so this line saves me a lot of time). If she says “No”, I say “Well, off you go, then.” If she says “Yes” or “I don’t have a boyfriend”, I say “Really? Great. Here’s my card…”

     Once in a great while I’ll use the line “Smile for me”. It normally produces a smile, and it’s easier to break the ice from there with a follow-up line. Strangely, one girl came back with “Fuck you! Why don’t you smile?” And I came back with “I’ll smile if you were sincere with that offer to fuck me.”

     Which brings me to my next point:

     Contrary to popular belief, THERE IS NOTHING WRONG WITH USING AN OPENING LINE ON A SINGLE WOMAN.  A few ‘women’, like the example above, can react to an opening line like “How dare you try to interact with me!”  as if you or I were some kind of coolies or untouchables.

     How dare I? Easy. For one thing, this is America, birthplace of Free Speech. For another thing, since I don’t have telepathic powers (yet), I’ve got no other option, since I find you attractive. I haven’t interrupted your conversation, I haven’t insulted you or done anything the least bit threatening, and I’ve actually paid you a compliment. And if you think you’re going to condemn or demoralize me for trying, you’ve got another thing coming. 

     It only happens rarely (because I’ve usually ‘qualified’ the girl with eye contact first), but if and when a woman does snap at me for trying to start a conversation with me, I will neither insult her or apologize, but I will justify myself. I’ll say “Excuse me, I thought you were nice, apparently I was wrong.” A lot of times that will ‘defrost’ a woman and she’ll apologize.

     If she doesn’t, I’ll just walk away. If she actually goes off on me, using insults and the like, I’ll take a step back, crank my voice up to twice her volume, and shout “THREE HUNDRED BUCKS?!? FOR AN HOUR WITH YOU? YOU BETTER DRAG YOUR ASS BEFORE I GET THE COPS!”

     But I’m happy to say this has only needed to be said once in three decades!

     Now for the pickup line. I probably shouldn’t be including these, but they’re good for a laugh. However, you CAN get slapped, or worse, by using these. Do NOT blame me if these don’t work, because PICKUP LINES RARELY DO WORK. They’re like saying: “Hi, I’m a cheap, unimaginative sleazebag. Want to eat pizza and fuck? What’s the matter, you don’t like pizza?”

      The lines that DO work, work because you have delivered the right line to the right girl with the right amount of style, humor, courage and/or honesty…normally the girl that’s dying for you to say anything at all to her.

     (Special thanks to James T. Honey II for his excellent suggestion of bumping subtly into a woman and saying “Whoops, sorry, honey, I didn’t know angels flew this low.”)      

     But what the hell, maybe you’d like to dust a few of these off anyway:

1. “Is that a keg in your pants? Because I want to tap that ass.”

2. (Lick forefinger, touch it to her clothes) “Let me help you out of those wet things.”

3. “Fuck me if I’m wrong, but I think you want to kiss me.”

4. “Was your father a drug dealer? Because you’re so DOPE…”

5. “Was your father a terrorist? ‘Cause you’re the BOMB…”

6. “Was your father a karate expert? ‘Cause that body is KICKIN’!”

7. “Was your father a thief? ‘Cause he must’ve stole stars out of Heaven and put ‘em in your eyes.”

8. “Excuse me, I’ve got amnesia. Do I come here often?”

9. “Drop-kick me, baby, through the bed-posts of life.”

10. “Did you wash your clothes in Windex? ‘Cause I can see myself in your pants.”

11.  “Did it hurt? When you fell out of Heaven.”

12.  “FUCK ME BEFORE I KILL AGAIN!”

13.  “I’d walk across America on my hands and knees for you…well, on a roadmap, of   course.”

14.  “Hi, I lost my phone number, can I have yours?”

15.  “Hi, can you help me find my cat? I think he went into this cheap hotel room…”

16.  “Girl, you’re hotter than a goat’s ass in a pepper patch.” (Works best in the South or Midwest.)

17.  “Hi! I’m a famous movie producer!”

18.  “My name’s (Ken), so you’ll know what to SCREAM.”

19.  “I could fall madly in bed with you.”

20.  “Can I help you with your coat? Good. Now how about your dress?”

21.  “C’mon over to my place. I’ve only got one etching.”

22.  “Hi, I’m new in town. I was wondering if I could get directions to your place…?”

23.  “Can you give me a hand for a minute? I can’t do all this cocaine by myself.”

24.  “Hi, can I buy you a drink, or do you just want the money?”

25.  “Ever have a sixty-second love affair? No? Got a minute?”

26.  “Lie down, I want to talk to you.”

27.  “Baby, I’m so good, in five minutes we’ll both be screaming my name.”

28.  “I HAVE CHOCOLATE, TOBACCO, SILK STOCKINGS…” (Best used in third-world countries.)

29.  “That dress looks very becoming on you. Of course, If I was on you, I’d be coming too.”

30.   “Would you like to have breakfast? Should I call you or nudge you?”

31.  “Hi, I’m Miles. Miles Long.” (You’d better be!)

32.  (As she’s drinking) “Don’t drink that! It’ll give you VERY LARGE BREASTS…Whoops, too late…”

33.  “Four out of five voices in my head recommended that I come over here and talk to you.”

34. “Hi, I’m Mr. Right. I heard you were looking for me.”

35.  “Wow! Great job, God.”

36.  “Yo’ de best-lookin’ chick to come down de pike! Oooh-WEE!”

37.  “Let’s play charades: my word will be O-R-G-A-S-M.”

38.  “Me, well, I’m kind of an oral hygienist. Great with hygiene, great with oral.”

39.  “Care to dance…on my back?”

40.  “Hi, you see my friend over there? He wants to know if you think I’m cute.”

41.  “My Jaguar needs an oil change. Do you want it?”

42.  “I wish I was you, so I could make love to me.”

43.  “That dress looks great. It would look even better on the floor next to my bed.”

44.  “I’d like to place an order…to drink your bathwater.”

45.  “Oh, NURSE…can you help me? I’ve got this sudden STIFFNESS…”

46.  (Crude French accent) “Ahhh…I love you. You set my soul on fire. Eet is not a leetle SPARK, eet is a FLAME. A beeg, roaring flame…ahh, I can feel eet now, eet is BURNING…”

47.  “ASSUME THE POSITION!” (It should be interesting to see what she does, if you don’t get slapped.)

48.  “Care to join me in the sauna? There’s got to be one around here someplace.”

49.  “YOU! The one with the LEGS! Get me some water, NOW!” (Even better when it’s shouted at a crowd of women, and they all start looking to see who’s got ‘the legs’.)

50.  “Know the difference between sex and lobster? No? Good, let’s have dinner.”

51.  “Let’s say your left leg is Thanksgiving and your right leg is Christmas…could you see me between the holidays?”

52.  “I’m a police officer. I need to frisk you for…umm…I just need to frisk you.”

53.  “There are a million reasons we should be together tonight. I bet you could  swallow them all.”

54.  “My GOD! SHARON STONE! (If she’s blonde; Nicole Kidman if she’s a redhead, Jennifer Connelly if she’s brunette, Halle Berry if she’s black.) Can I have your autograph? I thought you were GREAT in (Basic Instinct/The Others/Dark City/Swordfish)…No? Damn, you look JUST LIKE HER!” (Whoever said “Flattery will get you nowhere” was probably the same guy who said man would never fly.)

55.  “YOU AGAIN!” (She won’t have a clue, so you continue:) “Don’t act all innocent! Don’t you remember back in (month/year) in (nearby town) when you told me you loved me? Oh! SURE! I got you off TWELVE TIMES in a ROW and you can’t even remember my NAME!” (This requires a bit of improvisation on your part, but it can lead to some pretty interesting conversations.)

56.  “Are you from Tennessee? ‘Cause you’re the only Ten I see.”

57.  “If we are what we eat, I could be you by morning.”

58.  “Do you have any Lithuanian in you? Would you like some?” (Or British, or Mexican, or whatever your nationality is.)

59.  “Excuse me, I lost my phone number. Can I have yours?”

60.  “If I said you had a nice body, would you hold it against me?”

61.  “Let’s play House; you be the door, and I’ll slam you all night long.”

62.  “Let’s play Battleship; I’ll lay down and you blow the hell out of me.”

63.  “Can I check the tag on your shirt? I want to see if you were made in Heaven.”

64.  “I know milk does a body good, but DAMN, girl, how much YOU been drinkin’?”

65.  “My name’s Ken, but you can call me by my Chinese name…Hung Lo.”

66.  “DROP ‘EM!”

67.  (Using a pocket watch, hypnotist-style) “Follow the watch. You are feeling sleazy, very sleazy…”

68.  “Can you help me? I was looking for your heart, and I got lost in your eyes.”

69.  “Are you religious? ‘Cause I could be the answer to your prayers.”

70.  “Is there an airport around here or is that my heart taking off?”

71.  “Do you believe in love at first sight, or should I walk by again?”

72.  “Are your legs tired? Because you’ve been running through my mind all day.”

73.  “If I could rearrange the alphabet, I’d put U and I together.”

74.  “You’re going to want to put me on your speed-dial, ‘cause you’re gonna love the way I ‘star-69’ you.”

75.  “Did the sun come out or did you just smile at me?”

76.  “I must be dying…I think I’m looking at Heaven.”

77.  “Got a quarter? My Mom told me to call her as soon as I fell in love.”

78.  “I’m not good at algebra, but doesn’t U+I=69?”

79.  “If I followed you home, would you keep me?”

80.  “You were in my dreams last night…well, you were the only one I recognized.”

81.  “I’m not Fred Flintstone, but I’ll make your BED ROCK!”

82.  “Girl, you’re as fine as Frog Hair!” ‘Frogs don’t have hair’, she replies, and then you craftily say “That’s how FINE it is.”

83.  “Why don’t you sit on my lap, and we’ll talk about the first thing that pops up.”

84.  “Now you’ve done it. I’ll have to dismiss my whole harem now that I’ve seen you.”

85.  “I try to lead people to God. Especially women, they end up screaming His name over and over.”

86.  “I don’t mean to seem narcissistic, but I can see a lot of myself in you.”

87.  “Does your watch have a second hand? I want to see how long it takes me to fall in love with you.”

88.  “Let’s get something straight between us.” (If she asks ‘what’, try to place her hand on your groin. For extra credit, don’t flinch when she knees you.)

89.  “Are you an English major? I need someone to straighten out my Longfellow.”

90.  “Everybody thinks I’m a gigolo…but I prefer the term ‘low-cost provider’.”

     I could go on and on, but they generally get worse from there, back into the ‘kamikaze’ range (i.e., it’s so late and you’re so hammered and so horny that you’ve only got enough courage/sobriety left to try one do-or-die line).

     Although I discourage the use of pickup lines, they aren’t against the law, and some of them do work on some women some of the time. In any event, it’s better to say SOMETHING to a woman you’re attracted to, than to say NOTHING and wind up kicking yourself when she vanishes.

     Personally, I’ve found that pickup lines work best when they’re clean, subtle and humorous. If nothing else, once you’ve delivered a pickup line, the Girluwant will respond with something (for better or worse!) so that you won’t be left in the dark.

SMALL TALK

     Ah, but were we from the planet Shaddup, where the people are exactly like us, except that they have no vocal cords. That way, we’d all have a complicated system of hand jive to deliver our messages of “YOU! The one with the LEGS…”

     But on Earth we have to talk to women…well, not always; your humble servant recalls two liaisons when A. The girl was Spanish and I hadn’t learned the language yet, so I just laid a lip-lock on her and away we went, and B. The girl was drunker than (but much better-looking than) W.C. Fields, grabbed me as I was coming out of a pub’s restroom and dragged me out to her car (where she courteously undressed both of us—before passing out!), but it must be remembered that these were two women in three decades.

     Now, after your greeting, introduction, and compliments, you’ll find your chosen love-goddess smiling up at you from the drink you’ve bought her.  Her gleaming eyes promise untold nights of ecstasy…as do her full, moist lips, pursing around her straw. Her cascades of long, shining beautiful hair mesmerizes you, making you wonder how it’d look spread out over your pillows. Her substantial cleavage beckons with unspoken messages of “Never mind the eyes and the hair! Look down here! Yeah, this is where it’s at; two scoops of vanilla, comin’ up…”

     Time crawls by, and your love-goddess makes a subtle “Ahem!” sound, indicating you haven’t said anything to her beyond the compliment you made a few minutes ago.

     You suddenly realize this, and think of something to say.

     Her eyes, lips, hair and cleavage continue battling for your attention, leaving you creatively bankrupt. Time keeps crawling by until she checks her watch, begins to look elsewhere, and you still can’t think of anything to say.

     Then, with a sudden burst of insight, you remember reading this book, and use a Revelation Question, helpfully included at no extra charge.

     These insidiously clever devices not only make you seem ‘deep’ and intelligent, they also reveal more about the woman, and/or subtly plant the seeds of a relationship in her mind.

     INTER-LEWD: A FABLE

     Once upon a time there was a Head. It was alive, normal-looking, with average intelligence, but it didn’t have a body. It constantly thought “Wow, I wish I had a torso.” It constantly thought that, wished that, and prayed that, until God finally noticed and SHAZAM, gave it a Torso.

     Now the Head had a normal-looking Torso, but it still couldn’t move. It constantly thought “Wow, I wish I had legs.” It constantly thought that, wished that, and prayed that, until God finally noticed and SHAZAM, gave it Legs.

     Now the Head had a Torso and Legs, and it could move, but without arms it couldn’t really manipulate objects. So it constantly walked around thinking “Wow, I wish I had arms.” It constantly thought that, wished that, and prayed that, until it didn’t pay attention to where it was walking and stepped in front of a Mack Truck and got crushed into a gory, bleeding rag (whoops, there goes the horror writer again…).

     And the moral of the story IS (drum roll, please!):

     QUIT WHILE YOU’RE A HEAD!!!

     Hilarious, right? Thanks, I know. Now for my point:

     ONCE YOU’VE GOT A GIRLFRIEND, QUIT WHILE YOU’RE AHEAD!!!

     Simple, right? Thanks, I know. Now for my explanation:

     There are ‘dry spells’ in every bachelor’s life when it seems like women in general simply don’t notice you, even when you seem surrounded by them. You try new approaches and actions and philosophies and clothes and hairstyles trying to make them notice you, but it seems like nothing works. Lonely days and weeks crawl by until you’re on the verge of joining a religious cult, and then SHAZAM, you meet a girl who becomes your new girlfriend.

     A micro-second later, guess who starts noticing you! 

     That’s right, ALL THOSE OTHER WOMEN. Not only do they notice you, but they are oh so friendly, inviting and appealing (It’s kind of like being rescued from a barren deserted island by a cruise ship with an all-you-can-eat buffet). 

     Why they choose to suddenly notice you now, when you’re NOT available—or at least shouldn’t be—is one of those eternal mysteries. Some of the more popular theories are A) Wanting something they can’t have, B) Somebody else thinks you’re hot property, therefore you are hot property, C) You’ve found a huge pile of money someplace, D) Some weird ‘misery-loves-company’ desire to break up another’s relationship, E) All of the above. It’s said that wearing a wedding ring produces similar results.

     Strangely, sometimes I’ve started getting noticed even though I didn’t TELL anyone I had a new girlfriend! This led me to believe that being in a relationship changes your aura, or if you don’t believe in auras, it subtly changes your behavior and mannerisms in a way that you don’t notice but everyone else does.

    Whatever the reason for this mass female come-on, it brings with it an eruption of temptation that most men find hard to resist…especially when one or two of the ‘new’ girls seem better-looking than your girlfriend. We aren’t getting companionship or massages or home-cooked meals or bj’s from them—like we are with our girlfriends, hint hint! They just seem better-looking, and they’re noticing us now.  

     So, drunk with the mistaken belief that we’re irresistible love-gods, we jump into this bubbling hot-tub of estrogen that’s suddenly been opened to us, and cheat on our girlfriends.

     She finds out about it (they almost always do).

     She dumps you, possibly spreading the word that you’re a no-good, two-timing son of a whore.

     The girl(s) you’ve cheated on her with no longer seem quite so appealing—or they no longer find you quite so appealing. So you’re no longer with them, either…and Shazam! You’re back in one of those damnable bachelor’s dry spells, where women simply don’t notice you.

     So once again, ONCE YOU’VE GOT A GIRLFRIEND, QUIT WHILE YOU’RE AHEAD!

