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      This Book is dedicated to Frank Kern, for whom words I discovered in an old book are apropos:  “Dear Doctor.  Thanks for making me a somebody.  Signed, The Frankenstein Monster.”  But seriously, folks. If you want the world’s most honest marketing man by your side, give Frank a jingle.
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      Vienna, Austria. December 24, 2023

      Today's the day I announce my candidacy for the Presidency of the United States, less than three months before my 65th birthday.  Last night, my resolve was cemented here in Vienna at a jazz concert featuring the illustrious Barrelhouse Jazz Band.

      My first visit to Jazzland, a local jazz cornerstone, turned adventurous when I completely missed the entrance, leaving it to my much younger wife’s keen vision to spot the discreet Jazzland sign. The doorway was so understated, stepping through felt like entering an old-time speakeasy — sans the password.

      Descending into the deep basement venue, the buzz of anticipation was palpable. Living in Costa Rica as I do, it's been ages since I've felt such a vibe.

      The Barrelhouse Jazz Band’s skill was evident, but what truly made the night were the musicians’ sheer joy and zest.

      The authenticity struck me most—like the guitarist introducing songs in impeccable German to an audience that spoke no German whatsoever.

      My habit of striking up conversations has often left my introverted wife red-faced. Yet, there I was, teasing the band leader—a humble jazz icon, as it turned out—for his commitment to authenticity in choosing to speak only his native German, despite the fact more than 95% of the audience didn’t understand a word he said. 

      My attempt at a joke had an unexpected consequence.  Following the break, every song introduction was now a mix of German and English.

      My wife's embarrassment – knowing my big mouth was the catalyst for the change in the band’s performance – gave way to a smile as I murmured, “Oh, my love. Changing the world is simpler than we think.”

      As I'm fond of saying, “Success is doing what others are unable, unwilling or too scared to do.”

      And today, I dare to declare myself a contender for the 2024 U.S. Presidential election.

      My platform? Jobs for everyone. Scholarships for everyone. Brutal honesty for everyone. I pledge not just to make these promises, but to start acting on them today—well before election day. I vow to demonstrate through my actions what sets me apart from every politician you and I have ever known.

      My slogan? "F**K It, We're All Gonna Die." (Yes, it's trademarked. Bet you didn’t know that F**K is perfectly acceptable to the U.S. Patent and Trademark office. And I love the irony of an official trademark that can only be seen but not heard on network TV!)

      Today is also the day I begin writing this book in earnest.  I've committed to delivering this manuscript to my publisher by New Year's Day—a promise I intend to honor with the same fervor I approach life. As a senior citizen who's always on the cutting edge, I'm tapping into the power of Chat GPT to make this happen.

      I wasn’t always a badass. More of a Woody Allen in a world craving superheroes. Then life hit me with its best shot: four divorces, a dead kid, millions lost to gold diggers, banished from the U.S.A. and excommunicated by my favorite Rabbi. 

      So now, I CHANNEL AN INTELLECTUAL SAM KINNISON!  (May his memory be a blessing.)

      But how do I look so goddamn good after all I’ve been through?  And why am I still smiling?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            IT’S ONLY IMPOSSIBLE UNTIL YOU DO IT

          

          THE MAVERICK'S GUIDE TO SHATTERING LIMITS

        

      

    

    
      My ability to pull off the impossible? Credit goes to Sally Weil, my mother. Not the warm, fuzzy type of credit, but the kind that's accompanied by a reality check so sharp it could cut glass.

      I can still hear her words, ringing with clarity that time hasn't dulled. "Harvey, I never wanted a really smart kid or a really dumb kid. I wanted one right in the middle." For a kid teetering on the edge of genius, that's not guidance, it's a gut punch. It was a subtle nudge towards the ordinary, away from the edge where brilliance and madness often meet.

      But her words did not suppress; they inadvertently sculpted the rebel in me. This wasn't just about defiance—it was about survival. Survival of that spark within that refused to be dimmed by mediocrity. I didn’t just reach for the stars; I aimed to own them, to pull the impossible within grasp, time and time again. And each time I did, it was less a victory lap and more a solitary march—a hope, against hope, that I might climb the summits of her expectations.

      Why Mow Lawns When You Can Con A Contest?

      This restless energy found its first outlet when I was 11, in the form of a fascination with photography. It was the seventies, and cameras were as much a luxury as a means of expression. I remember asking my mother for a camera and darkroom equipment, her response was a lesson in economics and patience: “Earn it.” The prospect of saving up at a rate of 50 cents per chore was a timeline I could not reconcile with the urgency of my dreams.

      It wasn't long before my mind, ever so resourceful, began to weave a plan out of the fabric of my daily life. It was an exercise in alchemy, turning the mundane into something extraordinary. This wasn't a grandiose scheme but a patchwork of ideas that would form my first venture into the world of business and artistry.

      Drawing inspiration from a segment on "60 Minutes," I learned from a man who had turned the science of contest-winning into an art form. He had a strategy that caught my attention; he made sure his entries were impossible to ignore. In an era where the internet was the stuff of science fiction, and contests were a 'mail-it-in' affair, the art was in the presentation.

      The upcoming Cappy Dick coloring contest in the local newspaper seemed like the perfect opportunity. The task was straightforward: bring to life a nighttime scene of fireflies. But how to elevate my entry from the mundane to the magnificent? I needed to think outside the box, or rather, the envelope.

      I crafted my entry with care, creating a firefly that was more than just a drawing. It was a statement. Mailing my creation, I felt a mix of anticipation and triumph. It was a small act of rebellion, a statement that said, "Here I am, notice me."

      A month later, my mother's scream from the living room marked the arrival of a revelation: the news that her son, her decidedly middle-of-the-road son, had defied the odds and won. The prize was more than just a set of World Book Encyclopedias; it was validation.

      In our home, encyclopedias weren't just books; they were a symbol of status and intellect. With the cunning of a fledgling businessman, I sold our old set and used the proceeds to purchase my coveted camera and darkroom equipment. At the tender age of 11, I began what would become my first entrepreneurial endeavor.

      I learned the art of the cold call, dialing numbers with a hopeful heart. "Candid photos of your kids, you only pay if you're pleased," I'd say, my voice steady over the phone. This simple offer resonated with the families in my town. It was a straightforward value proposition, yet it spoke to something deeper—a desire to capture fleeting moments, a snapshot of life's ephemeral beauty.

      The business began modestly, just a young boy with a camera slung around his neck and a burgeoning sense of purpose. Each photograph captured was more than just a freeze-frame of time; it was a statement, a testament to my burgeoning resolve and independence.

      With every satisfied customer, my confidence grew. The camera, which had once seemed an unattainable dream, now became my tool, my companion. It was through its lens that I began to see the world—and my potential—more clearly. I wasn't just a middle-of-the-road kid; I was a maverick in the making, and photography was my first real taste of success.

      The lessons I learned from those early days of entrepreneurship would stick with me, etching into my character a sense of boldness and an understanding of the value of service. I was creating memories for others, yes, but also for myself—the memory of who I was becoming.

      Challenging The Educational Status Quo

      The challenges, of course, did not end there. They merely transformed, as challenges do, into new hurdles to overcome. High school loomed large on the horizon, a maze of social constructs and academic trials. Yet, I approached it with the same determination that had earned me my first camera. The target now was not a piece of equipment, but a distinction: to graduate not just early, but at the top of my class.

      In the competitive cauldron of high school, I found my next impossible: completing the journey in three years instead of four. The very notion seemed to challenge the status quo, to buck the system that had been in place for generations. But wasn't that what I had been doing all along?

      I dove into advanced classes, independent studies, and whatever else was required to not just meet, but exceed expectations. It was during this time that I learned another valuable lesson: that the path to success is often a solitary one. My classmates were fellow travelers for a time, but my pace was my own, my trajectory set by higher stars.

      As I navigated this accelerated path, I encountered not just academic rigor but bureaucratic resistance. A guidance counselor, perhaps unaccustomed to such ambition, suggested that my accelerated track might disqualify me from valedictorian honors. It was a new kind of gut punch, reminiscent of my mother's words, a suggestion that even in success, there were limits to what I could achieve.

      But just as before, I found within that resistance a new resolve. I rallied, gathering support from teachers and staff who believed in the validity of my achievements. It was a campaign of sorts, one that would culminate in my standing at the podium, delivering a speech that was as much an academic capstone as it was a personal declaration of independence.

      The speech, titled 'The Art of Thought,' was perhaps too philosophical for the crowd that had assembled in the auditorium of Roselle, New Jersey. Yet, it mattered little to me. It was a message to myself, a manifesto of a mind that refused to be bound by convention.

      My journey through high school was a microcosm of the larger journey I was on—a journey of breaking molds and shattering the invisible barriers that so often confine us. And it was a prelude to the grander stage of Dartmouth College, where I would take my unconventional approach to life and learning to new heights.

      Dartmouth College was a bastion of tradition and intellectual pursuit, yet to me, it represented a field ripe for the seeds of change I carried in my pocket. Armed with the lessons of my youth and the victories of my high school conquests, I stepped onto the campus not just to learn, but to innovate, to question, and to redefine what was possible.

      The verdant greens of Dartmouth were a far cry from the familiar streets of Roselle, and the ivy-clad buildings housed minds as sharp as the winters were cold. It was here, among the elite and the erudite, that I sought to carve out my own niche, to leave an indelible mark on the fabric of an institution that had seen its fair share of would-be revolutionaries.

      My foray into academia was as much about the pursuit of knowledge as it was about challenging the very foundations upon which that knowledge was built. I devoured texts, sought debates, and proposed theses that drew as much ire as they did intrigue. To some, I was an upstart; to others, a breath of fresh air in the often-stale corridors of academia.

      It was during a particularly heated discussion in a philosophy class that I realized the full extent of Dartmouth's duality. Here was a place that encouraged exploration, yet within certain boundaries. My propositions, linking the philosophy of nominalism with Milton's "Paradise Lost," were met with skepticism. The resistance was a familiar taste, bitter yet invigorating.

      This skepticism, however, did nothing to deter me. If anything, it was a catalyst, propelling me towards greater heights of academic daring. It was the fuel for late-night study sessions, for essays that challenged the status quo, for intellectual duels that would cement my reputation as a thinker unafraid to tread where others might balk.

      Amidst this battleground of ideas, I found mentors who saw the spark in my eye and fanned it into a flame. Professor David Lagomarsino, with his encouragement and additional material, became a beacon of support, urging me to push against the skeptical tides. It was through his mentorship that I began to understand the true nature of academic inquiry—not as a path to a predetermined destination, but as a journey with unexpected twists and turns.

      Yet, for every mentor, there was a detractor. A religion professor once advised me to silence my unorthodox contributions in class, claiming they were too disruptive to the academic decorum he so valued. It was a stark reminder that, even within the halls of enlightenment, the shadows of conformity lurked close by.

      Despite these challenges, I pressed on, undeterred. It was not just about earning grades or accolades; it was about staking a claim in the academic dialogue, about proving that original thought could not only exist but thrive within the collegiate ecosystem.

      As my time at Dartmouth drew to a close, my emotions were a mix of triumph and disenchantment. The college had offered me a wealth of resources, a crucible in which to forge my intellectual mettle. But it had also been a place of struggle, a reminder that the journey I was on would always be fraught with opposition from those who favored the well-trodden path.

      Graduating Phi Beta Kappa in slightly under four years, I emerged from Dartmouth with a diploma in hand and a conviction in my heart. I had not only mastered the curriculum set before me, but I had also navigated the intricate social and political labyrinths that are the hallmark of such storied institutions.

      With the ivy towers of Dartmouth behind me, the world opened up as a vast expanse of possibility and challenge. The education I had received was not just academic; it was a rigorous training in the art of resilience and the pursuit of excellence against all odds.

      My departure from Dartmouth was not a mere transition; it was a launch into a reality that demanded not just intellectual prowess but a kind of practical sagacity. The real world, I quickly learned, was less about the purity of ideas and more about their execution amidst the complexities of societal norms and expectations.

      Throwing Myself Out The Corporate Window

      After college, I found myself grappling with a profound sense of discontent. My peers were funneling into corporate America, where Dartmouth's pedigree was a golden ticket. Yet, that path, trodden by so many, held no allure for me. The thought of suit-and-tie interviews and cubicle confinement was anathema to my spirit, which yearned for something more, something that echoed the maverick streak that Dartmouth had both challenged and sharpened.

      And so, I chose a different path, one that led me to the secretarial pools where my typing skills—honed not out of passion but as a means to an end—became my unexpected asset. It was there, amidst the clack of keyboards and the hum of office machinery, that I plotted my next move.

      In this new arena, I encountered Karen McKenzie, my boss at the small ad firm known for creating the iconic Black Flag Roach Motel. Karen was a master of the office chess game, stretching tasks and spinning webs of inefficiency. Her world was one of long lunches and idle chatter, a stark contrast to the hustle and bustle I craved.

      The situation called for strategy, for a kind of cunning that academia had never demanded of me. Aligning myself with the account management team, I played my hand with precision, exposing inefficiencies and carving out a niche for myself that went beyond the menial tasks of an underling. My actions not only earned me a promotion but also shifted the office dynamics, leaving Karen to contend with the workload she had so deftly avoided.

      It was a small victory, but a victory nonetheless, in the world of corporate politics. Yet, the taste it left was bittersweet. I had proven my mettle in an environment of pettiness and subterfuge, but at what cost? The question lingered, heavy in my mind as I continued to navigate the waters of corporate America.

      The yearning for meaningful work led me to product management at American Home Products, a transition that seemed promising. But the disillusionment followed me, like a shadow that the bright lights of corporate success couldn't dispel. It became increasingly clear that my quest for fulfillment would not be found in the boardrooms or the bottom lines of corporate giants.

      It was during this period of introspection that the concept of 'A Song for You' took root. The idea was simple yet profound: to craft personalized songs that captured the essence of people's emotions, their stories, their lives. It was a business that blended creativity with connectivity, reaching out to touch the hearts of strangers through melody and verse.

      The venture started modestly, much like my photography business years before, but it quickly gained traction. Ads in city magazines brought in requests ranging from birthday dedications to deeply personal compositions for people in life's crossroads.

      Busking And My First 15 Minutes Of Fame

      Parallel to this, the streets of Duffy Square became my stage, where I honed the craft of performance. The hat that collected my earnings was more than just a repository for coins and bills; it was a testament to the value of art in its most raw and immediate form.

      As 'A Song for You' grew, so too did my understanding of the power of narrative, of connection, of the human element that so often gets lost in the mechanistic grind of business. It was a revelation, an awakening to the potential of what business could be—a force for good, for emotion, for the celebration of life's vast tapestry.

      As 'A Song for You' blossomed, it became clear that this endeavor was more than just a business; it was a reflection of my personal journey. Each song, each note, resonated with a piece of myself, an echo of the maverick spirit that had guided me from the days of defiant childhood to the complex corridors of Dartmouth and beyond.

      But the entrepreneurial path is seldom a straight line. It twists and turns, offering as many challenges as it does rewards. This truth became evident when I stumbled upon an opportunity that seemed to diverge from my creative pursuits yet resonated with a deeper calling.

      The encounter with Alan B. Combs on his radio show opened a new avenue. Presenting my songwriting services live on air was a leap into the unknown, a test of my ability to captivate an audience unseen but ever-present. This exposure, nerve-wracking yet exhilarating, was a stepping stone to an even greater platform: the Joe Franklin Show.

      My persistence paid off, and soon I found myself under the studio lights, a far cry from the candid photography of my youth or the impromptu performances in Duffy Square. The experience was surreal, a mixture of validation and vulnerability, a realization that every step, every risk taken, was a stitch in the tapestry of my evolving narrative.

      Though the appearance did not bring a deluge of orders, it did bring recognition in unexpected places, like the local post office where a clerk's recognition offered a moment of surprise and delight. It was a small reminder that impact can ripple out in ways we least expect.

      The journey with 'A Song for You' was a significant chapter in my life, one that taught me about the intricacies of connecting with people, of understanding their stories, and translating them into something tangible and beautiful. But as with all chapters, it was destined to be a stepping stone to the next adventure, to the next iteration of my quest to make the impossible possible.

      Prenatal Peace to Internet Infamy: A Maverick's Marketplace

      This next phase would be marked by a venture as unexpected as it was impactful: the creation of a pregnancy massage business with Donna, my first ex-wife. The concept was born out of a simple need—to provide comfort and relief to expecting mothers—but it quickly grew into something much larger.

      Donna's talent in massage therapy, combined with a unique table design from a Seattle carpenter, allowed us to offer a service that was both novel and necessary. Pregnant women could now experience the joy of lying on their stomachs, a small luxury that meant the world to our clients.

      The business, however, was more than just a service; it was a challenge to the status quo. We were offering a new solution to an age-old problem, and in doing so, we were navigating uncharted waters. Marketing, networking, and client relations took on new dimensions as we sought to connect our service with those who needed it most.

      As the business grew, so did my understanding of the broader landscape of entrepreneurship. It wasn't just about offering a service; it was about identifying a need and filling it in a way that was both innovative and empathetic. We weren't just providing massages; we were offering a haven, a moment of peace and comfort in the midst of life's most transformative journey.

      The growth of the pregnancy massage business was not just a testament to our service's quality; it was a reflection of a deeper understanding of the market's needs. We recognized early on that our success hinged not just on the service we provided but on how we connected with our clients and their unique experiences.

      Navigating the business world in the pre-internet era of 1991 presented its own set of challenges. Traditional advertising methods, while effective to a degree, did not offer the targeted approach we needed. Our potential clients weren't just any expecting mothers; they were women seeking a specific, niche service that we provided.

      This realization led us to focus our efforts on obstetricians across New York City. They were the gatekeepers, the trusted advisors to our potential client base. However, the path to building these crucial relationships was littered with obstacles, from the constant hustle of busy medical offices to the skepticism of doctors inundated with various business propositions.

      Our approach needed to be direct yet respectful, assertive yet accommodating. I learned to navigate these dynamics with a blend of tact and tenacity. The key was not just in presenting our service but in demonstrating its unique value, both to the doctors and their patients.

      The breakthrough came when we began to leverage the busy nature of these offices to our advantage. I designed simple, easily assembled cardboard brochure holders, a physical representation of our service that could be left in waiting rooms and consultation areas. This strategy, surprisingly, worked wonders. It was a lesson in the power of visibility and the importance of being present, even when you physically can't be.

      As the business expanded, so too did my understanding of the complexities of entrepreneurship. It wasn't just about having a good idea; it was about understanding the ecosystem in which that idea needed to thrive. The challenges were myriad, from managing client expectations to navigating the ever-changing landscape of health insurance and medical regulations.

      Yet, despite these hurdles, the business thrived, tapping into a market that was underserved. It was a vindication of our belief that even in the most saturated markets, there is always room for innovation.

      But with growth came new challenges. The quest for financial stability and security became more pressing as our personal lives evolved. The birth of our daughter, Samara, brought a new dimension to our lives, reshaping our priorities and our approach to business.

      The necessity to adapt and evolve became a recurring theme, a constant in the ever-changing landscape of entrepreneurship. What started as a simple service grew into a multifaceted business, requiring a keen understanding of marketing, client relations, and the intricacies of the healthcare industry.

      The experience was a crucible, forging skills and insights that would prove invaluable in my future endeavors. It taught me the importance of listening to the market, of being agile and responsive to changing needs, and of the resilience required to weather the ups and downs of business.

      As our business ventured into new territories, I realized that the key to sustained success wasn't just in offering a unique service, but also in understanding and adapting to the changing landscape of customer needs. This realization led us to refine our marketing strategies, focusing on the standout feature of our service: the comfort of lying on one's stomach during pregnancy.

      This simple yet powerful selling point became the centerpiece of our advertising. We highlighted it in brochures and conversations, resonating deeply with expecting mothers. The shift in focus was a lesson in the importance of listening to your customers and adapting accordingly.

      Simultaneously, a significant development in our business model emerged when we realized the potential of insurance reimbursements. This discovery was not just a financial breakthrough; it was a paradigm shift in how we approached our service. By issuing receipts that allowed clients to claim insurance reimbursement, we opened a new avenue for accessibility to our services.

      The exploration into the intricacies of health insurance was a journey unto itself. I delved into contracts and policies, uncovering a loophole in the Oxford Health Plan that promised payment for services by licensed healthcare providers. This was a game-changer. It meant that our services, rebranded under the Yorkville Pain Control Center, could now be billed as physical therapy, bringing in a substantial increase in revenue.

      The decision to capitalize on this opportunity was not without its ethical considerations. Yet, in the landscape of New York's health care system, where regulations often seemed arbitrary and inconsistent, it felt like a justifiable move. It was a balancing act between the entrepreneurial drive to maximize profits and the moral compass guiding fair and honest business practices.

      As our business grew, so did the challenges. The sudden halt of health insurance payouts, a result of underhanded tactics by providers like Oxford Health Plans and Cigna, was a crushing blow. The news came at a time when financial stability seemed within reach, just after purchasing my first home with a significant mortgage.

      The realization that $300,000 worth of billed services wouldn't be honored was not just a financial setback; it was a harsh lesson in the volatility of relying on external systems. The intricate dance with insurance companies, once a source of triumph, had turned into a nightmare, leaving me scrambling to cover expenses and fearing the loss of everything I had worked for.

      In a desperate attempt to stay afloat, I ventured into the realm of business consulting, leveraging my experiences to offer guidance to others. Despite my efforts, the sales didn't materialize as I had hoped. However, a few potential clients inquired about a booklet on starting a business, sparking an idea that would lead me down an entirely new path.

      This was my introduction to the world of affiliate marketing, a domain I had previously dismissed as rife with get-rich-quick schemes. Yet, in my time of need, it presented a viable solution. The company ClickBank became my gateway into this world, offering a platform to generate substantial income by targeting low-income, unsophisticated customers with affordable course investments.

      The venture was a far cry from the ideals I had once held, but it was a necessary pivot to ensure financial survival. It sustained me for seven years, a period during which I navigated the murky waters of online marketing and sales, eventually leading to being featured in "Get Rich Click," a New York Times bestseller that cemented my status as an internet multimillionaire.

      Yet, as the online ventures began to dwindle, and my life entered a new phase of personal upheaval, I found myself at a crossroads once again. Retirement, which I had once viewed as a distant, leisurely prospect, was suddenly thrust upon me as a stark reality. My then-wife, Donna, made it clear that our lifestyle, with its significant monthly expenses and the burden of two homes, was not sustainable without a steady influx of income.

      Faced with this new reality, I was compelled to reassess my situation and draw upon the diverse skill set I had developed over the years. The prospect of delving into savings to maintain our lifestyle was not an option I was willing to entertain. It went against every principle of self-reliance and fiscal responsibility I valued. Therefore, I turned my attention to identifying opportunities that could offer high earning potential in the shortest time frame.

      My proficiency in standardized tests, especially the SAT, a skill honed since my high school days, emerged as a promising avenue. The idea of leveraging this ability into an SAT tutoring consultancy seemed a practical and potentially lucrative endeavor. I applied to work with Kaplan Test Prep, with its offer of around $50 an hour.

      However, I noticed that the traditional path of in-person SAT tutoring was rapidly evolving. The rise of digital technology and the internet opened new possibilities for remote learning. I recognized an untapped market, one that extended beyond the geographical constraints of urban centers. Why limit myself to a local clientele when the whole world was a potential market?

      With this insight, I embarked on a new venture, offering SAT tutoring via Skype. This approach was revolutionary at the time, embracing a model of education that was still in its infancy. Setting my price at $750 for five lessons, I positioned myself as a pioneer in remote SAT tutoring, a role that not only catered to a growing demand but also aligned with my personal ethos of innovation and adaptability.

      By the time Kaplan reached out for an interview, my new business was already thriving to the tune of $20,000 profit per month. The income from tutoring quickly surpassed what I would have earned with them, validating my decision to strike out on my own. This venture, which I trademarked College Wizard®, became more than just a source of income; it was a testament to the power of foresight, adaptability, and the willingness to embrace new technologies.

      As the College Wizard® gained momentum, it provided not just financial stability but also a renewed sense of purpose. The joy of connecting with students, of being part of their journey towards academic success, was a fulfilling experience. It was a role that I could see myself embracing well into the future, offering both the flexibility and the satisfaction I sought.

      Midlife Mayhem: Webcams, Weddings, and Wisdom Beyond Wall Street

      Yet, life, as always, had other plans. At the age of 53, with my marriage unraveling and my daughter heading off to college, I found myself embarking on an unexpected adventure. It was a chapter marked by risk, by encounters that challenged my perceptions and pushed me out of my comfort zone.

      This period led me to divorce my wife of 28 years, marry two Romanian webcam girls I met on the internet (consecutively, not simultaneously.  What do you think I am, a Mormon?) get exiled to Bulgaria during a harsh Eastern European winter, and discover that plastic surgery in third world countries is not only ridiculously affordable, but performed in many cases by super-skilled, USA trained physicians. My journey, fraught with challenges, was also a journey of discovery, leading to profound physical and emotional transformation.

      Now, at 65, I often find myself mistaken for someone much younger, a delightful surprise for someone who once viewed himself as an ugly duckling. The years have not just been a chronicle of business ventures and financial escapades; they have been a journey of self-discovery and transformation.

      In the chapters that follow, I will delve deeper into this personal revolution. The story of a man who, through a series of extraordinary events, reinvented himself, emerging not just with a new outlook on life but as a living testament to the notion that it's never too late to redefine who you are and what you can achieve.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Don't let advice meant to hold you back dampen your spirit; instead, use it as rocket fuel for your life. Embrace skepticism as a challenge to prove your detractors wrong and propel yourself forward.

      2. Remember, the most outrageous shortcut you've taken can lead to unexpected wins. Sometimes, the path less traveled offers the most significant rewards, encouraging creative solutions to achieve your goals.

      3. Trust in your intuition when making life decisions that seem outlandish to others. Your courage to follow your unique path can lead to triumphs that defy expectations and inspire those around you.
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            DO WHAT OTHERS CAN’T, WON’T OR ARE TOO SCARED TO DO

          

          DARE TO WALK THE UNWALKED PATH

        

      

    

    
      Success is often defined by doing what others can't, won't, or are too scared to do. This mantra, possibly coined by someone else or conjured in my own mind, encapsulates victory in competitive endeavors — securing a coveted job, gaining admission to a prestigious institution, winning over a desired partner, or braving the world of entrepreneurship amidst naysayers.

      This philosophy, my North Star, guided me through successive triumphs. Reflecting on this, I think of Mark Frawley, a Dartmouth alum like me. Although our paths diverged after graduation in 1980, his journey epitomizes this mantra. Mark's dedication to theater, nurtured with unyielding passion, stood out even during our college days. While many juggled academics with social life, Mark was laser-focused, tirelessly perfecting his voice, piano, and dance skills.

      I vividly recall Mark at Dartmouth — a beacon of ambition, a constant inspiration in the theater scene. His post-graduation journey, from performing on cruise ships to gracing Broadway stages, deepened my respect for his unwavering commitment. His path exemplified that success demands relentless dedication and the courage to chase dreams, undistracted by life's diversions.

      But what does it mean to do what others can't, won't, or are too scared to do? It's about harnessing innate talents, like holding a strategic property piece, about seizing opportunities accessible to all but only dared by a few. Often, it involves confronting fears that immobilize others.

      Unlikely Stages: From Stripper Bars To Bingo Halls

      In pursuit of some extra cash before my study abroad program in Edinburgh, Scotland kicked off, I came across a help wanted ad. A New Jersey bar named the Copper Door was in search of a troubadour. My vocal prowess often made up for what I lacked in guitar finesse, but I was about to face a greater hurdle.

      With less than a week before the performance, the task at hand was daunting: I needed to master at least 30 new songs to fill a five-hour set. This intense crash course in musical repertoire was as much a test of mental acuity as it was of physical endurance. As I diligently worked through each new piece, my fingers grew sore and calloused, serving as a tangible measure of my determination.

      When the Copper Door closed only a few weeks later, it wasn't just the end of a venue; it was the punchline to a joke I hadn't realized I was part of. All those Friday and Saturday nights, I sang my heart out next to what I innocently thought was an avant-garde mirror and an oddly placed pole. Little did I know, they were props for the strippers' midday show, which the local vice squad classified as 'unnatural acts'—a term broad enough to include my singing on off days, I suppose. 

      The very stage where I strummed the strings of my guitar and dreamt of troubadour triumphs was doubling as a risqué runway. And as I embarked on my Scottish sojourn, the bar’s scandalous swansong lent an unexpected cadence to my departure. The New Jersey dive that had served as the unlikely cradle of my musical aspirations had closed its curtains, but the melody of my adventure was just beginning to swell.

      The Empire Theatre in Edinburgh had once been a shining light in the performance world, a stage graced by the comedic genius of Laurel & Hardy. But as times changed, so did the theater, swapping out vaudeville acts for the bingo brigade. There I was, strumming my guitar amid the cacophony of numbers being called and dreams of full houses. I provided the soundtrack to the dabbing frenzy, offering melodic interludes to an audience whose ears were pricked not for high notes, but for "B-12" and "G-49."

      It's there I stood, guitar in hand, on the very boards that once supported legendary acts, now vibrating to the excited buzz of bingo. The prizes, "joints" of beef, were a far cry from the 'joints' I was accustomed to—a different kind of high stakes. And as the balls tumbled and the calls echoed, I plucked and sang, seizing moments between the shouts of "Bingo!"

      My audacity to ask for a slot in the lineup turned into a regular gig, playing to a sea of hopefuls armed with lucky charms and multi-colored daubers. I wasn't just filling time; I was weaving my own notes into the rich tapestry of the Empire's history—one bingo break at a time.

      This experience taught me that venturing into the unknown, armed with skills and courage, is essential. It's about turning a bingo hall into a concert venue, leveraging opportunities into future milestones.

      My time in Edinburgh included a memorable Thanksgiving celebration, funded by Dartmouth for students abroad. We convened in a host family's home, a diverse group of American students craving a taste of home. Our task was to assemble a traditional Thanksgiving meal.

      I’ll never forget when, just prior to the meal, students presented their receipts for reimbursement. The professor read them aloud — turkey, cranberries, potatoes. Then, laughter erupted when he came across a receipt for a quarter ounce of hash. Suggesting it be reclassified as peanut butter, the room filled with mirth. That night, the hash-infused brownies were an unexpected hit, their effects lingering into the next day.

      The next day, still feeling the previous night's indulgences, I performed at Henderson's Vegetarian Restaurant. This quaint venue, a contrast to the Empire Theatre's grandeur, became a sanctuary for my music. Performing for patrons there wasn't just about filling the room with sound; it was about enriching my soul by sharing my art.

      Henderson's offered a unique arrangement — music in exchange for meals. This barter, as simple as it was profound, represented business in its most elemental and beautiful form. As I played songs by Simon & Garfunkel and Bob Dylan, I recognized my chosen path's uniqueness, marked by risks and adventures. From the Copper Door to the Empire Theatre and now Henderson's, each venue was a vital chapter in my unfolding story.

      Reflecting on those days — the hash-laden Thanksgiving, the performances at Henderson's — I marvel at the journey. Each gig, each encounter, each turn was a note in my life's symphony, a melody of risks, challenges, and the belief that doing what others won't or can't leads to life's richest experiences.

      Melodies and Mafiosos: The Drop Zone Chronicles

      Returning to Roselle, New Jersey, from Edinburgh, filled with dreams and songs, I contemplated a significant shift. I considered abandoning my Dartmouth studies for a full-time music career. One of my first ventures was The Drop Zone, a local bar that promised a new chapter in my musical journey.

      Inside The Drop Zone, I met Pete Cupo, whose Italian accent and gravelly voice matched the bar's mysterious ambiance. My bold proposal to entertain the patrons intrigued him, leading to an unexpected opportunity. Pete introduced me to Tony and Elise, forming a band where I played rhythm guitar and sang.

      The Drop Zone, with walls adorned with Frank Sinatra's photos and persistent rumors of Mafia connections, was an enigma. Our performances there were distinctive, shaped by Pete's unconventional demands — red jackets, nightly renditions of "Speak Softly Love" (the theme from the movie, The Godfather) with Italian sausage and peppers after rehearsals.

      Pete's deposition from a high-profile lawsuit, stemming from a confrontation at the bar, revealed his unapologetic nature. Yet, he showed me a different, softer side, contrasting with his tough exterior.

      However, the band's journey was brief. Tony's abrupt departure marked the end of our tenure at The Drop Zone. Pete's reaction, a mix of sorrow and acceptance, was a poignant reminder of the unexpected depths in people.

      This episode, though a detour, taught me about adaptability and the complexities of human nature. Pete Cupo, with his rugged life and hidden vulnerabilities, added a rich layer to my story — a tale of music, adventure, and the unpredictability of reality.

      Marrying Maverick: My Romanian Romance

      In my pursuit of an unvarnished, tell-all memoir, it's only honest to confront head-on the reality that I have, indeed, married not one but two Romanian webcam models. This revelation, while startling, is in line with my mantra of doing what others can't, won't, or are too scared to do — though it dances on the edge of 'probably shouldn't.'

      This unusual twist in my life's narrative began at 53, amidst a battle with depression. A serendipitous switch from Lexapro to Prozac, on the advice of a stand-in doctor, thrust me into an ecstatic state, which, unknown to me, signaled the onset of manic behavior — a precarious mix for someone with undiagnosed bipolar disorder.

      The surge in energy and libido propelled me into the world of online cam sites, a landscape I had never anticipated exploring. Yet, it was within this digital realm that I found a crucible for transformation. To be seen, appreciated, and even adored was novel and intoxicating, especially for someone who had long perceived himself as unattractive and unworthy.

      As I navigated through the highs of mania and the lows of my condition, I unwittingly achieved remarkable feats. My entrepreneurial ventures caught the attention of Entrepreneur magazine; I rehabilitated a dilapidated building — all driven by the relentless energy unleashed by Prozac. Concurrently, it was a period of introspection, a confrontation with my insecurities about self-image and value.

      The radical decision to move to Romania was fueled by a desire to escape a stifling existence. The fallout was significant: I forfeited a multimillion-dollar fortune, the ability to return to the U.S., and precious time with my daughter. In hindsight, these seismic shifts were the forerunners to the life I lead today — one that some might envy.

      Now, residing in Costa Rica, my existence seems like a dream. I've defied age, living debt-free in my ideal home, with a partner three decades my junior who views me as the embodiment of youth. My life is a testament to living unshackled by possessions, owning nothing but the right to occupy my space. This minimalist approach has paradoxically become a source of liberty and empowerment.

      My foray into stand-up comedy, from open mics to headlining shows in Europe, marks another 'impossible' rendered possible. The digital nature of my work affords me the freedom to traverse the globe, backed by a team paid well to ensure their contentment and mine.

      As this chapter draws to a close, I contemplate the mosaic of achievements and experiences that define my reality. I've maintained a youthful visage, am in peak health, perform comedy worldwide, enjoy financial prosperity, and lead a digital nomad lifestyle. My partner half-jokingly suggests I might be a vampire, the only logical explanation for my perennial youth.

      This life, sculpted by unconventional choices and audacious leaps, is unmistakably mine — a patchwork of taken risks, garnered wisdom, and the unwavering belief that doing what others won't or can't is the quintessence of a life fully embraced.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Don't be scared to step out of your comfort zone to pursue a passion, keep in mind the unexpected doors it can open for you

      2. Next time you face a challenging situation, look for the humor - it's one of the best ways to change your perspective

      3. Don't be afraid to make unconventional choices - they can lead to surprising personal transformations
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            BE BOLDER THAN THE NEXT GUY

          

          THE AUDACITY TO LEAD, NOT FOLLOW

        

      

    

    
      The day I decided to run for president of the United States was less a calculated political move and more a whimsical plunge into the deep end of the political pool. This decision, made in the comfort of my Costa Rican home, was the epitome of my life's philosophy: why walk when you can leap? So there I was, on a lazy Sunday afternoon, idly browsing the internet, only to find myself registering as a presidential candidate. The process was absurdly easy; within 20 minutes, I had set up the necessary bank account for my political committee. It was as if the universe had conspired to say, "Why not you?"

      As the reality of my presidential candidacy began to sink in, I realized this was more than a stunt for publicity or a clever business tactic. I had the credentials: an Ivy League degree, a track record of success in various spheres – managerial, entrepreneurial, artistic, and even in the complex world of relationships. It dawned on me that perhaps my life was a training ground for this very moment. Running for president wasn’t just a possibility; it was almost a responsibility.

      Reflecting on the current political landscape in America, I noted a glaring absence of genuine talent. The most skilled individuals often shy away from politics, discouraged by the relentless fundraising and complex navigation required. I, on the other hand, was in a unique position. I could fund my campaign, bringing a fresh perspective to a field often clouded by mediocrity. As the 2024 New Hampshire primary approached, my candidacy stood as a beacon of hope, a bold statement against the status quo.

      The Fine Line Of Audacious Acts

      My life in Manhattan had been a battleground of competitiveness. I remember instances like racing pregnant women for taxis in the pouring rain. It was a dog-eat-dog world, and I was the hungriest dog. This competitive spirit once led me to physically guard a parking spot for my ex-wife. When another driver tried to claim it, I launched into a performance worthy of an Oscar – flailing, screaming, embodying madness. It was a testament to my belief that sometimes, the best defense is a good offense.

      This approach wasn't limited to street theatrics. My entrepreneurial journey with the medical massage group was also a study in boldness. It started innocuously, with me leaving brochures in an office, but escalated to a David-and-Goliath showdown with Cigna Healthcare. Armed with an alias and a righteous cause, I infiltrated their Connecticut office, ready to reclaim what was ours. Though the mission didn’t yield the expected financial victory, it was a thrilling episode of corporate espionage.

      Boldness also served me in personal battles. Take the time I took on the negligent owners of a building in Harlem. I created a website labeling one owner a 'slumlord' and delivered a wake-up call they couldn't ignore. Using the power of public shame, I forced them into negotiations, resolving issues where legal fees had piled up fruitlessly.

      Throughout my life, I've employed boldness to demand what was due. From extracting free services from hotels to spicing up my comedy routines with tales of my audacity, I’ve always believed in the power of assertiveness.

      But boldness can sometimes blur the lines of legality. Reflecting on a stunt where I manipulated a TV station's website to endorse a product, I recognize the thrill and the risks involved. The incident, briefly successful, was later misattributed to organized crime, an unintended yet amusing consequence of my digital mischief.

      High School Hijinks: Explosives, Escapades and Digital Deception

      My teenage years were a prelude to a life of daring exploits. I once crafted Nitrogen Triodide, a volatile compound, for self-defense, cementing my reputation as the high school chemist with a penchant for mild explosives. I dabbled in harmless pranks, like redirecting a taxi driver into a bully's house, savoring the sweet victory as we watched from afar, the taxi driver unwittingly becoming an accomplice in our teenage revenge saga.

      These exploits extended to the digital realm as well. In the early days of computing, I found myself inadvertently accessing files from a neighboring town’s school system. Seizing the opportunity, I immersed myself in a game of digital hide-and-seek, eventually managing to leave benign but baffling messages in their system.

      All these stories, each brimming with bold actions and a touch of humor, are the pillars of my presidential campaign. They showcase a life lived unapologetically, a life where risks often turned into remarkable tales. As I step into the political arena, I bring with me this rich collection of experiences, ready to infuse my campaign with the same spirit of daring and innovation that has defined my life’s journey. With each step on this new path, I carry the lessons learned from a life that was anything but ordinary, ready to inspire and lead with the same boldness that has been my trademark.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1.	Don’t be afraid to take a leap of faith, even if others see it as foolhardy, it could be the necessary step to your next level

      2.	It pays to be bold! 

      3.	What creative or unconventional strategy could you use to solve a problem?
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            MASTER THE ART OF THE EDGE

          

          FINDING YOUR UNFAIR ADVANTAGE IN A COMPETITIVE WORLD

        

      

    

    
      Every victor in the battlefield of business or the gladiator arena of talent shows has one secret weapon—an 'edge.' It's this edge that I've sharpened throughout my career, while I've noticed its glaring absence in the arsenal of many budding entrepreneurs and hopefuls.

      Consider the high-stakes world of "American Idol" auditions. The scene is all too vivid in my memory, accompanying my daughter, Samara, through the marathon of lines to her moment of truth. The climax of this nerve-wracking wait? A mere 30-second slot to leave a lasting impression on a judge—far from the celebrity judges on television, likely an assistant to an assistant producer. The brevity of this encounter drives home a crucial point: without a distinctive edge, you're just another hopeful voice in the crowd.

      This isn't just about hitting high notes or mastering scales. It's about showcasing something uniquely yours—perhaps a gravelly tone that harks back to Rod Stewart or a backstory that tugs at heartstrings. That's your edge. It's the X factor that turns the spotlight in your direction.

      Aubrey Plaza and the Art Of Annoyingly Irresistible Quirks

      Now, let's shift the spotlight to the entertainment industry. Actress Aubrey Plaza has carved a niche for herself with a certain je ne sais quoi—her brand of humor is sarcastic, often toeing the line of annoyance. Yet, it's precisely this edge that's become her signature, endearing her to fans who find her brand of quirkiness irresistible.

      Your edge doesn't have to be your personality—it could be as simple as being the person who listens a little more attentively or as complex as the strategic location of your startup. Perhaps you've got more capital at your disposal, allowing you to outmaneuver the competition with a wider reach. This is the kind of edge that makes political campaign strategists salivate—the power to get your message out there, loud and clear.

      But let's be clear: having an edge isn't a golden ticket to success. The business idea itself must have legs. Chasing after novel, untested ideas might seem like the fast track to innovation, but without a solid edge, it's often a one-way ticket to failure. I've seen it time and time again—bright-eyed entrepreneurs sprinting towards a mirage, only to find themselves out of breath and out of luck.

      The Misguided Fork and the Pitfalls of Passion Without An Edge

      Take, for instance, the tale of the "extendable fork"—a curious invention by a gentleman who had big dreams for a small gadget. Picture this: a car antenna meets dining utensil, designed for the grand stage of dinner parties and eateries. The inventor was so captivated by his brainchild that he jumped ship from a lucrative marketing career, only to find himself adrift for three years trying to pitch his novelty fork. When he reached out for my counsel, it was with a heavy heart that I had to lay it out for him—his product lacked the edge to stand out in the already crowded novelty market. His tale became a sobering reminder that passion without a competitive edge is like a ship without a sail—directionless and destined to flounder.

      Reflecting on my own ventures, I can pinpoint that distinctive edge each time. In my fledgling days juggling roles as a photographer and a musician, I had the audacity to push boundaries and the chutzpah to knock on doors that others found intimidating. Take my stint as a street musician, for instance, where I plucked my guitar strings in the urban symphony of Duffy Square. Here, the crowds swelled, each person an audience member awaiting a half-priced ticket to Broadway's magic. My stage was the pavement, my spotlight the open sky. And my edge? It wasn't just the prime real estate of the concrete beneath my feet—it was how I orchestrated the entire experience.

      While fellow street musicians nestled their open guitar cases at their feet, hopeful for a rain of spare change, I took it a step further. I employed a duo of battery-operated speakers, one of which I perched high atop a bus shelter, casting my music across the square like a net. This strategic placement ensured my melodies reached every corner, enveloping the crowd in a musical embrace.

      But the true masterstroke was my makeshift 'tipping booth.' I repurposed dowels and fabric into a vibrant, inviting receptacle, standing at the perfect height for contributions. It wasn't just a hat passed around; it was an experience—an interactive piece of the performance that allowed the audience to be a part of the show without uprooting from their coveted spots in line.

      This ingenuity turned my music into more than just background noise. It became a lucrative concert, a respite for those queued for hours, and I became the pied piper of Duffy Square, enchanting passersby and collecting tips to the tune of $150 an hour.

      The narrative of my medical massage group echoes a similar theme. In the affluent enclave of Manhattan's Upper East Side, our services were an oasis in a desert of high stress and tight muscles. Our duplex apartment doubled as a sanctuary for therapy—intimate, professional, and decidedly different from the clinical coldness one might expect.

      Our edge? We were pioneers in billing insurance directly for massage therapy, an unheard-of practice at the time. This strategic move positioned us at the forefront of the industry, and the business flourished, our success a testament to the power of finding and exploiting an edge.

      Beating Google, The SAT and The American Political System

      When I ventured into the digital realm, my edge evolved with the times. I navigated the labyrinth of Google's AdWords, a then-new frontier of advertising. With a creative twist, I bid on state abbreviations as keywords, a tactic that cast a wide net at a fraction of the cost. My ads, like whispers on the wind, reached far and wide, and the clicks they garnered turned into a torrent of revenue—until the winds changed and Google closed that once-lucrative loophole.

      Fast forward to the College Wizard, my foray into the world of education. Here in Costa Rica, where the cost of living weaves a different economic tapestry, I discovered an untapped resource—English teachers. By offering salaries that eclipsed the local rates, I attracted the crème de la crème of educators. This wasn't just about throwing money at a problem; it was about creating an ecosystem of excellence that set us apart from the global competition. We offered premium services at unbeatable rates, a defining edge that no one else in the SAT tutoring industry could claim.

      And now, as I cast my gaze toward the grandest stage of all—the presidential race of 2024—I find myself wielding the most formidable edge I've ever possessed: my unassailable capacity for candor. In the political theater, where candor is often a scripted performance, I stand apart as the most dangerously honest man in America. This isn't just bravado; it's a tactical advantage. Without assets to seize or a fixed address to target, I've become a specter hovering above the usual legal fray, unfettered by the fear of lawsuits that often silence would-be truth-tellers.

      In the silence of others lies my strength. While the threat of defamation lawsuits gags many, I speak with the liberty of one who has nothing to lose. It's an unusual edge in American politics, where truth is often the first casualty. Yet, here I am, ready to wield this edge without hesitation or restraint.

      My campaign isn’t just a breath of fresh air; it’s a gale-force wind of truth ready to blow the toupees off the political elite. I'm peddling a revolution in transparency that makes glass look foggy. These aren't the kind of promises that evaporate after Election Day; they're the bedrock of a movement that insists on the kind of honesty you'd only admit to in the dark, anonymously, over a whiskey, or maybe in a voting booth.

      Here’s the deal: my master plan is to kick corporate cash to the curb and show it the door from U.S. Presidential races. You won’t find me schmoozing for big checks in smoke-filled rooms or even jingling the digital tip jar for small change online. Nope, I’m in the market for something more valuable than dollars — your email. That's right, folks. Imagine a world where my inbox pings with the support of 160 million folks, all ready to scribble “Harvey Wizard” on their ballots. It's like crowdfunding democracy without spending a single penny — now that's what I call magical politics.

      Bringing this edge to the 2024 race isn't just about sticking out like a sore thumb (although, let’s be honest, that does sound like fun). It’s about transformation — turning the political game on its head so that honesty becomes the new gold standard. Forget about empty gestures; I'm talking about a world where straight talk is the main language, and "spin" is just something you do at the gym.

      As I embark on this journey, my conviction is as clear as the cause I champion. My unyielding commitment to honesty isn't just my campaign's edge; it's the bedrock upon which I'll build a new paradigm in American politics. With every speech, every debate, every handshake, I carry with me the promise of a future unclouded by deceit.

      The edge I hold is a double-edged sword—one that cuts through the facades and one that I offer to you as a pledge of my integrity. As your potential president, I vow to handle this sword with the precision of a surgeon and the wisdom of a sage.

      Let us march towards 2024 with this edge sharpened, ready to carve out a history that future generations will look back on, not with despair, but with the pride of knowing that when the moment called for it, we chose the edge of honesty over the comfort of complacency.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1.	Identify what your unique edge is when it comes to your personal or professional life

      2.	Next time you face a challenge, think about how you can turn it into a triumph by leveraging a distinctive trait or strategy

      3.	Leverage your personal experiences to create an advantage in a competitive situation
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            GIVE PEOPLE WHAT THEY WANT, NOT WHAT YOU WANT TO GIVE

          

          THE SECRET TO MAGNETIC OFFERS IN BUSINESS AND LIFE

        

      

    

    
      One of the classic blunders in business, as in life, is the obsession with what we wish to offer rather than zeroing in on what the world is eager to snatch up. This disconnect is where dreams and reality often collide and crumble. Let's rewind to the tale of the telescopic fork, a novelty that seemed more a product of self-amusement than market demand.

      This gentleman, bless his soul, was so tickled by the idea of his fork—a gag that would surely have diners in stitches—that he mistook chuckles for commercial viability. He banked on the belief that the world shared his sense of humor. Alas, after three long years and no laughter, or profits, it was clear: the crowd wasn't biting.

      And that's just it, isn't it? It's not about your chuckle, it's about theirs. Whether you're strumming a guitar, whipping up a culinary storm, or penning the next great American novel, the question remains: Will it resonate? Self-satisfaction is a worthy pursuit, but if your pantry is to be stocked by others' coin, you must cater to their tastes, not just your own.

      Even a product that's humming along can benefit from a nudge toward the audience's desires. I learned this firsthand as a street musician, where my tunes could make or break my daily bread. You see, the crowds flocking to Broadway weren't there for an impromptu metal concert. They craved tunes that mirrored the marquee magic they were queuing for. Recognizing this, I struck gold by strumming the heartstrings of show tune aficionados.

      But the art of pandering has its limits. Sometimes, I'd forsake the call of the dollar to play a melody that spoke to me in the moment. Other times, it was about economics, and I'd belt out 'Leaving on a Jet Plane,' which, despite finding it as bland as unsalted butter, never failed to fill my guitar case with green applause.

      This principle of audience appeasement was also instrumental in the success of our pregnancy massage venture. On the surface, we catered to expectant mothers battling the aches of late-stage pregnancy. But what we didn't anticipate was the chorus of sighs of relief when they discovered the joy of lying on their stomachs on our specially designed massage tables.

      It was a eureka moment. We swiftly shifted our marketing to highlight this unique experience, and our clientele swelled by 30 percent. This wasn't just a lesson in business; it was a masterclass in listening and delivering what the audience craves.

      The same principle applied when I ventured into business coaching. Initially, I was hesitant to offer just a simple guidebook, doubting its power to truly distinguish a business in the marketplace. However, after listening to client after client express their desire for such a resource, I adapted. What resulted was not just a multi-million dollar success story but a testament to the power of aligning your offerings with the audience's desires.

      Dialing for Dates: How I Turned Love Lines Into a Marketing Goldmine

      And then there was the time I decided to tackle the Everest of social interactions: dating. My romantic life was as barren as a desert island after three years of self-imposed exile. Standing at five foot three and with a self-esteem that could fit in a thimble, I was convinced I was to romance what kryptonite was to Superman. But I had a secret weapon up my sleeve: my marketing prowess.

      This was the early '80s, mind you. The era of big hair, bigger phones, and dating strategies that didn't involve swiping left or right. If you wanted to make a connection, you had to get creative. And so, I turned to the date phone lines—the analog Tinder of its day. You'd call up, record a charming message, and hope for the best.

      Armed with the suave tones of a radio DJ and the marketing savvy of Don Draper, I embarked on a mission to analyze my competition. I listened to the men's messages, which ranged from the desperately lonely to the try-hard Casanovas. The women's messages, on the other hand, were a parade of hopeful romantics and fun seekers. It was clear: desperation was the fastest way to ensure your love life remained a private solo act.

      Taking stock of the situation, I crafted a message that was part zany, part earnest—a one-man show in a sea of monologues. I threw in a dash of humor, a pinch of intrigue, and, for good measure, a variety of voices that showcased my range from 'mysterious stranger' to 'next-door neighbor with a twist.'

      The result? My mailbox was inundated with over a hundred letters, each a testament to the allure of a well-marketed persona. I had dates lined up like dominoes—nine a week, to be precise. It was a whirlwind of romance that would've made even Casanova dizzy with envy. And in less than two months, I found myself saying 'I do' to my first wife, Donna.

      In retrospect, while I wouldn't recommend sprinting down the aisle with such haste, this experience was a crash course in understanding and delivering on others' desires. It proved that by focusing on what people wanted, I could fulfill my own needs in the process, leading to outcomes that were satisfying for all involved.

      Playing The Long Game in a World of Instant Gratification

      It's essential, however, to strike a balance. In my College Wizard business, I'm frequently besieged by parents clamoring for quick-fix SAT prep. They want a sprint; I know it's a marathon. The industry is rife with short-term promises that rob students of time and parents of money, knowing full well that proper SAT prep is a long-haul flight, not a hop, skip, and a jump.

      I've turned this on its head, securing millions in merit scholarships by steering parents toward the truth: mastery takes time. The SAT Code Breaker 54 system I devised is no mere hack; it's a commitment to excellence over expediency. It's about eschewing the instant gratification marketplace for a path that, while longer, leads to genuine success.

      The moral of the story? Passion must sometimes take the wheel, driving you to offer what's truly valuable rather than what's momentarily desirable. By listening and adapting, we can find a middle ground where our offerings meet their needs, and everyone walks away enriched.

      Thus, in the symphony of life and business, it's not just about playing the right notes—it's about playing the notes that the audience longs to hear. My adventures in the dating world were not just about conquering shyness but about understanding the universal craving for connection and fun. I spun my tale not with a violin but with a kazoo, offering a melody of laughter and lightness that resonated with my listeners. The outcome? A mailbox so full it became a treasure chest of potential romances.

      In the whirlwind of dates that followed, I honed my ability to listen, observe, and  adapt. I was a chameleon of courtship, blending into the dreams and desires of my dates, yet remaining authentically me. And in the space of a few short weeks, I compressed what might have been years of searching into a multitude of experiences, culminating in the meeting of my first wife—a whirlwind romance that could have inspired a Billy Joel ballad.

      But let's not dance around the subject. While my heart took the express train to matrimonial bliss, I wouldn't advise booking the same ticket for everyone. Love, like a fine wine, often benefits from a little breathing room. My experience, though, serves as a sparkling example of the magic that happens when you truly listen and deliver what others seek. It's a dance between desire and fulfillment, a tango of give and take that, when done right, leaves both parties breathless and elated.

      In the realm of SAT tutoring, my approach was a stark contrast to the industry's flash-in-the-pan solutions. The College Wizard didn't lure parents with the illusion of overnight success; instead, we championed the truth that real progress takes time. It's the difference between a microwave meal and a slow-cooked feast—both can satiate, but only one is truly satisfying.

      The SAT Code Breaker 54 system didn't just break down the test; it broke the mold. It offered a clear and infallible roadmap to not just a respectable score but to the summit of SAT excellence—a 1530 and beyond. This wasn't a shortcut; it was a journey. A journey that required dedication, consistent effort, and a sprinkle of College Wizard wisdom.

      In business, as in dating and education, the lesson is clear: listening is the golden key that unlocks doors. Whether you're serenading the masses on a street corner, crafting a message of love, or guiding students to their academic peak, success comes from tuning into the frequency of your audience's desires. And sometimes, if you're really in sync, you'll find that what they want and what you offer align like stars in the sky, creating experiences of cosmic delight.

      So, whether it's a laugh, a love song, or the lure of academic success, remember this: by giving people what they truly want, you're not just fulfilling their desires—you're also fulfilling your destiny. It's a balance, a harmony of interests that, when struck, truly resonates. As we close this chapter, take this to heart: the greatest reward comes not from imposing your will upon the world but from dancing to its rhythm. When you master this, you master the art of success. And who knows? You might just enjoy the music along the way.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. If you have an idea that you believe in but others don't see its value, don't be afraid to either pivot with feedback or stick to your guns. Persistence and flexibility can turn your unique vision into reality.

      2. Sometimes, giving the crowd what they want may feel like selling out, but it can also be a strategic move for broader success. Evaluate when aligning with audience expectations can be a smart stepping stone rather than a compromise of your values.

      3. When faced with the dilemma of quick wins versus long-term achievements, carefully consider the impact of your choices. Opting for sustainability over instant rewards can lead to more substantial and fulfilling success in the long run.
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            BUDGET MERCILESSLY & F**K THE POWERS THAT BE

          

          SCULPTING YOUR FINANCIAL FORTRESS ONE CUT AT A TIME

        

      

    

    
      Money – it’s a strange beast. For some, it's a spring of joy; for others, a bottomless pit of worry. Ponder this: if you're earning over $32,000 a year, you're in the global 1% elite club of earners. That’s a startling reminder of the wealth disparity worldwide, and how privileged many of us are without even realizing it.

      However, regardless of where we fall on the global income ladder, the desire for financial freedom is universal. We all yearn for that state of bliss where money woes don't disturb our sleep, where we can splurge on whims without a second thought. It's a tough nut to crack, and even those born with silver spoons might grapple with guilt over their gilt-edged fortunes.

      Throughout my journey, I've leaned on two pillars to build a fortress of wealth. The first is frugality, a legacy from my wise old folks. The second is a healthy disrespect for societal norms that seem to perpetuate the rich-get-richer narrative, leaving the less fortunate in their dust.

      A Bean Counter’s Guide to Financial Bliss

      Now, let’s talk about budgeting. It’s essential yet often unwelcome. The resistance to budgeting usually stems from a reluctance to practice delayed gratification. Ah, delayed gratification – we know it's good for us, but oh, how we yearn for the instant rush of achievement!

      This principle of waiting patiently for the ripe fruit of success underpins all my ventures, be it acing school, mastering the strings of a guitar, or amassing a small fortune. I sailed through these endeavors with the patience of a saint and the tenacity of a bulldog.

      Speaking of budgeting, I've always played a tight game. Except for my mortgage, I've had the cash in hand for every purchase, a discipline as ingrained in me as my love for a good joke. This approach has been a shield, guarding me against the financial arrows that have struck down many around me, even those perched higher on the wealth tree.

      Credit cards in my wallet are like tamed lions – there for show, but never let loose. I’ve always preferred the reality check of a debit card. The times I did use credit cards, I treated them like cash transactions, deducting each expense from my balance faster than you can say “budget.”

      But let's not shy away from the more thrilling chapters of my financial saga. One of my most audacious feats was slipping away from a $100,000 tax bill, a sum I technically owed but wasn't eager to part with.

      The Great Tax Escape: A Flirt Fest Audit

      This escapade starts in the bustling world of the medical massage business. Like many in the industry, we hired our massage therapists as independent contractors. The logic was simple: avoiding the intricate dance of payroll taxes and employee benefits. It's like choosing to walk a tightrope without a safety net – thrilling, but risky.

      In the realm of tax law, an independent contractor is like a lone wolf, free to roam and hunt as they please. The rules are clear – if you want to avoid the IRS bear trap, your contractors must be independent. They should set their hours, bring their own tools, and basically run their mini-businesses under your roof.

      The arrangement was perfect, until it wasn't. The storm clouds gathered when our manager hired a receptionist under the same independent contractor guise. Only a receptionist doesn’t fit the independent contractor bill.

      When this arrangement predictably unraveled, and the receptionist was let go, the dominoes started to topple. She, understandably miffed and egged on by well-meaning parents, filed for unemployment benefits. This set off alarm bells at the tax office, and soon we were under a microscope, with every contractor we had hired being scrutinized.

      My back-of-the-napkin math estimated that we were staring down the barrel of a massive tax bill. Now, while our bank account was comfortably plump at the time, parting with such a sum was as appealing as a root canal. I opted to appeal, a path less traveled in these matters, hoping to reduce the bill, or better yet, make it disappear.

      So, off I went to the IRS office, ready for a battle of wits. To my surprise, I discovered that showing up for an appeal was completely unexpected. The auditor, caught off guard by this anomaly, was more than ready to chat. As we talked, I noticed a certain twinkle in his eye, a hint of intrigue. It dawned on me that my somewhat flamboyant charm might be mistaken for... something else.

      Throughout my life, I've often been mistaken for being part of the LGBTQ community. Perhaps it's my flair for the dramatic, or my meticulous grooming habits. But hey, if it gives me an edge in negotiations, why correct a harmless misconception? After all, if an attractive woman can flutter her eyelashes to get a better deal, why can't I flash a charming smile?

      The auditor, perhaps slightly enamored, suggested a loophole. He hinted that providing websites for each therapist to prove their independence would make our problems vanish. Seizing this lifeline, I became a web designer overnight, crafting digital façades for each therapist and forwarding the new links to my enamored accomplice.

      Miraculously, this display of entrepreneurial creativity worked. The tax bill was shredded, and we walked away scot-free, a testament to the power of thinking on your feet and, sometimes, just showing up.

      Living Large on the DL: The Loophole Loft Lifestyle

      Our tax adventures didn’t stop there. There was another instance, a bit of financial wizardry, involving a luxurious loft in Lower Manhattan. This tale is a testament to the art of seizing opportunities, even amidst chaos.

      The setting: post-9/11 New York City. The tragedy had left the city in a state of shock, and real estate in Lower Manhattan wasn’t selling. Amidst this gloom, we spotted a silver lining – the chance to rent a sprawling 3,000 square foot loft in a trendy neighborhood, at a knockdown price.

      Now, here’s where the plot thickens. We declared this lavish loft as a business expense, though, it might not have met all IRS requirements. We lived there, basked in its opulence, all the while writing it off as a company cost. It was a bold move, as risky as a high-stakes poker game, but with a potential payoff just as sweet.

      But fate, as it often does, threw a curveball. The New York State tax authorities, ever vigilant, sniffed something amiss. The clue? Our old Upper East Side phone number, which, like an uninvited ghost at a party, had lingered on long after we'd moved out. This lingering number was now pointing a big, accusatory finger at us, suggesting we still had ties to the city and, therefore, owed a hefty sum in back taxes.

      As the tax noose tightened, I realized it was time to don my negotiator’s hat once again. A deep conversation with the tax investigator revealed a path to resolution. The key was proving that the phone number was an error and that our primary residence was indeed upstate. I worked my charm, paired with a dash of persuasion, and soon had the necessary documentation to allay their suspicions.

      The result? We walked away from what could have been a financial shipwreck, our secret loft safe from the prying eyes of the taxman. It was a close shave, a reminder that sometimes, the boldest moves require the most delicate touch.

      These escapades aren’t just stories of financial brinkmanship; they are lessons in the art of navigating the complex waters of taxation and opportunity. They underscore a fundamental truth in the realm of wealth and success: sometimes, you need to play the game with a bit of cunning, a dash of daring, and always, a keen eye for opportunity.

      As we wrap up this chapter, let's remember that dealing with money can be unpredictable. But with the right skills, a keen mind, and a willingness to take calculated risks, you can achieve prosperity and success. Just remember, while the journey can be thrilling, it's always wise to have a map, a compass, and maybe even a friendly auditor or two in your corner.  That being said, always consult an accountant before taking anything you read in this book at face value.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Don't hesitate to get creative with your budgeting strategies. Whether it's a unique way to save or make extra money, such actions can empower you, making you feel like a budgeting superhero rather than a penny-pinching villain. Celebrate your ingenuity and the financial freedom it brings.

      2. Using your charm to navigate through financial challenges can be both clever and effective. If you've ever smoothed over a financial issue with your personality, consider it a testament to your social savvy, making you feel more like a genius than a rogue.

      3. Taking financial risks can sometimes feel as intense as a game of Monopoly with real stakes. If you've ventured into such territory and succeeded, reflect on the experience and whether you'd make that leap again. Learning from these risks can guide your future financial decisions, potentially leading you to pass 'Go' and collect $200 once more with confidence.
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            PURSUE RADICAL SIMPLICITY

          

          THE POWER OF STRIPPING BACK TO BASICS

        

      

    

    
      It's easy to overlook the true cost of our dreams and desires. Like an iceberg, what's visible is often just a fraction of the actual expense. Take, for instance, the dream of owning a perfect home. It's not just about affording the mortgage; it's about embracing a myriad of hidden costs. 

      There's the upkeep, the relentless utility bills, and the endless maintenance tasks. Before you know it, your dream house demands more than just financial investment—it requires time, energy, and a slice of your sanity.

      In contrast to this complexity, my heart always beat for a simpler rhythm. My mother often recounts with a chuckle how, in high school, I fantasized about an ideal life living in a car. It wasn't a teenage rebellion or a longing for homelessness, but rather a fascination with minimalism. A car, in my youthful mind, was a dual-purpose miracle – a mobile haven and a means of transport, all rolled into one.

      This concept came to life vividly during my twenties. I met a man who had masterfully converted his van into a compact domicile, complete with a kitchen, bathroom, and a cozy sleeping area. Situated in sunny California, he had the luxury of good weather year-round, complementing his mobile home. He had achieved a level of freedom and simplicity that I admired deeply – a living testament to the idea that less can indeed be more.

      A Millionaire’s Exodus: From Material Castle to Minimalist Kingdom

      However, life, as it often does, presented a contrasting perspective through my first wife, Donna. Donna's view on material possessions was diametrically opposed to my minimalist inclinations. Her approach to belongings wasn't just about owning things; it was about surrounding herself with objects that, in her eyes, transformed a house into a home. This difference in outlook meant that I found myself living in a reality far removed from my minimalist dreams.

      Envision managing a sprawling three-bedroom apartment in the heart of Manhattan alongside an 18-acre estate upstate. Both properties were fully paid off, yet the monthly expenses to maintain this lifestyle amounted to a staggering $12,000. This was my personal Frankenstein's monster – a creation of affluence that I had never truly desired but somehow brought to life.

      When the time came to untie the knot with Donna after 28 years, I realized that the material possessions, the physical manifestations of our shared life, held little significance for me. In the spirit of generosity and perhaps, a desire to return to simplicity, I offered her nearly our entire joint fortune, which amounted to around $4 million. My plan was to start afresh with a modest $100,000 and my treasured Steinway piano – the sole relic of my past life that I wished to carry into the future.

      However, this seemingly straightforward division of assets spiraled into a contentious and complex divorce – more tangled than I had ever anticipated. Despite my willingness to part with nearly everything, the legal process became a quagmire of claims and counterclaims. Ultimately, it left me in a position far removed from the minimalistic future I had envisioned.

      As the divorce proceedings unfolded, I found myself navigating a stormy sea of legal complexities. My offer to Donna, intended as a gesture of goodwill, became the epicenter of an intense legal battle. The process was draining, both emotionally and financially, as I struggled to maintain my vision of a simpler life amidst the chaos of separation.

      The resolution of the divorce, however, marked the beginning of a new chapter for me. With minimal assets left to my name, I set out to embrace the simplicity I had longed for. My desire for minimalism wasn't just about shedding material possessions; it was a quest for peace, a longing to find serenity in the uncluttered spaces of life.

      This journey took an unexpected turn with the tragic passing of my daughter, Samara. Her loss was a shattering blow, a cruel reminder of life's fragility. It forced me to reevaluate my priorities and my understanding of what truly mattered. In the wake of this tragedy, I realized that my contentious divorce had inadvertently paved the way for the unencumbered life I had always desired. I was now free from the burdens of wealth and the responsibilities that came with it.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The confrontation with Brian Taylor of college admissions tutoring company Ivy Coach unfolded like a grand chess match, each move calculated and each strategy meticulously planned. This wasn't just a legal dispute; it was a battle of principles, a test of resilience and cunning.

      The saga began on a seemingly ordinary Sunday afternoon. Inspired by a news article about Ivy Coach suing a client for an astronomical fee, I sensed an opportunity to highlight the affordability of my services in comparison. The Google ad I crafted was straightforward and factual: "College Wizard is more affordable than Ivy Coach." In my mind, it was a simple statement of truth, contrasting their $1.5 million fee with my far more reasonable offer.

      However, Ivy Coach perceived this as a direct attack. Within hours of the ad going live, I received an email that sent a shiver down my spine. It wasn't just any cease-and-desist letter; it was a cease, desist, and demand notice, aggressively claiming I had infringed upon their trademark and demanding a staggering $150,000 in compensation. The threat loomed large: if I didn't comply, I could face a lawsuit amounting to millions.

      Despite the initial shock, I quickly regained my composure and began to dissect the situation. My first step was to understand the adversary. Research into Brian Taylor revealed a pattern of aggressive litigation against competitors and a personality marked by controversy, including an unsavory eulogy published in our alma mater's alumni magazine. It became evident that Taylor was not just defending a business but wielding lawsuits as weapons in a broader strategy of intimidation.

      As I delved deeper, the unexpected happened – a phone call from Brian Taylor himself. Initially, I mistook him for a lawyer working on a Sunday, diligently pursuing trademark infringements. The reality was more bizarre: Taylor, not a lawyer, was issuing legal threats under his own name. It was a tactic as unconventional as it was unsettling.

      Realizing the unique position I was in, I decided to turn the tables. My asset-less status in Costa Rica, a strategic move originally intended to safeguard my finances in the divorce, now served as an impenetrable shield against Taylor's legal onslaught. I was, in a sense, untouchable – a ghost beyond the grasp of U.S. civil actions.

      Emboldened, I responded to Taylor's threats with a series of assertive letters. I crafted a narrative that not only defended my position but also exposed the questionable ethics and practices of Ivy Coach. My efforts escalated to a Change.org petition, calling for Ivy Coach's accountability and transparency in their dealings.

      Taylor, frustrated by his inability to retaliate legally, resorted to underhanded tactics. He attempted to erase my digital footprint, targeting my rightfully-earned Wikipedia page and pressuring podcast hosts to remove episodes featuring me. It was a desperate move, a clear sign that my strategy was working.

      Amidst this legal chess game, I realized the broader implications of my fight with Taylor. It wasn't just about defending a Google ad; it was about challenging a system that preyed on the anxieties of parents and students in the college admissions process. Ivy Coach's exorbitant fees and litigious nature represented a darker side of the industry, one that I was now positioned to confront without fear of financial retribution.

      This confrontation with Brian Taylor was more than a personal victory; it was a statement of my commitment to offering an ethical, affordable alternative in the college admissions landscape. It reaffirmed my belief that, sometimes, the greatest strength comes not from what you possess but from what you can afford to let go.

      When Heroes Turn Ugly

      As the dust settled on this battle, I realized that my journey was leading me to an even bigger confrontation, one that would test my resolve and principles even further. Little did I know that my next adversary would be John Katzman, the founder of exam preparation company The Princeton Review, and that our encounter would be as unbelievable as it was inevitable.

      In 2008, while standing in line at a Barnes & Noble in New York City, I stumbled upon a simple yet profound moment that would later resonate with my entrepreneurial spirit. Waiting to get a book gift-wrapped, I noticed the wrapping station manned by frazzled PTA volunteers. A tip jar sat on the table, conspicuously empty, painting a picture of their thankless effort. Here were individuals dedicating their time for a pittance, all in the name of supporting their community.

      Engaging one of the volunteers in conversation, I recognized an opportunity to offer an alternative form of fundraising. Previously, I had toured high school auditoriums across the country, presenting my SAT Codebreaker 54 system. These events were not just educational showcases but also fundraisers, with proceeds from the ticket sales benefiting PTAs or charities. Seeing the weary volunteer, I extended this offer to her school's PTA, hoping to provide a more lucrative and less labor-intensive fundraising option.

      However, my proposition was met with skepticism. The volunteer's expression suggested she viewed me more as a cunning scammer than a philanthropist. It was at this very moment, as I attempted to dispel her doubts, that a tap on my shoulder redirected my attention.

      Turning around, I was greeted by a woman who, to my surprise, recognized me as "Harvey the College Wizard." This unexpected recognition caught me off guard, as my advertising efforts had been minimal at that point. The woman introduced herself as an assistant to John Katzman, the founder of The Princeton Review, and expressed Katzman's curiosity about how I could offer my comprehensive SAT tutoring for a fraction of their price.

      This chance encounter led to an intriguing proposition – a meeting with John Katzman himself. The thought of discussing my SAT strategies with the founder of a renowned test prep company was exhilarating. It felt like being summoned to showcase an innovative car design to the chairman of Ford.

      Our meeting at Katzman's Chelsea office was a blend of cordiality and intrigue. After exchanging pleasantries, Katzman expressed his skepticism about my "one sentence rule" for acing the SAT reading section. My rule was simple yet revolutionary: every word of a correct answer must directly correspond to something in the text. This approach was based on my hypothesis that the SAT's biggest fear was the possibility of a second answer being justifiably correct, which would undermine their entire credibility.

      An hour of rigorous discussion and testing ensued. Katzman, initially doubtful, slowly began to see the merit in my method. His eventual admission was both candid and profound: "Well, Harvey, I guess I could say our systems are cousins of one another, but to be honest, I would be your very stupid cousin." That acknowledgment was a validation of my approach and a testament to its effectiveness.

      Katzman even entertained the idea of creating an "army of Harveys" to teach SAT across the country. but I rejected his proposition. My distaste for corporate hierarchies and commitment to independent workmanship outweighed the allure of a profitable alliance. Consequently, I chose to forgo this opportunity.

      Over the years, I maintained contact with Katzman, proposing various collaborations to address the inequalities rampant in the college admissions landscape. My outreach was met with silence, a response that puzzled me—until I uncovered a possible explanation. 

      It dawned on me that Katzman, in a moment of revelation post our enthusiastic discussions, might have recollected a contractual gag he had with the buyers of the Princeton Review. A clause that legally muzzled him from even whispering a disparaging word against the company he once nurtured—how's that for irony?

      But the plot thickened. While Katzman continued to ghost me, I discovered he was peddling his own tutoring services at an eye-watering $1000 an hour. Consumers would surely scoff at such a price if they knew that Katzman himself had once scoffed at his own system, branding it 'prehistoric' compared to mine—a complete package priced at the cost of an average smartphone, with a money-back guarantee to boot for a 1530+/1600 SAT bonanza. This guarantee was something Katzman could never dare to offer, for by his own clandestine admission, his system was  ineffective compared to the sleek machine I had built.

      It was when I shared our meeting's story on a YouTube video that the situation took another unexpected turn. The video, recounting the details of my encounter with Katzman, attracted moderate attention without incident. That is, until I received a lawyer's letter from Katzman about six months later.

      Intrigued and undeterred by my assetless status, I sought clarification from Katzman's lawyer, Christopher Serbagi. During a recorded phone conversation, Serbagi adamantly denied that Katzman ever made the statements I vividly remembered. Challenging their denial, I offered to take a lie detector test to validate my account, a proposal that abruptly ended our conversation. While such tests hold no legal weight, their impact in the court of public opinion cannot be underestimated.

      In declaring Katzman and his lawyer as deceitful, I was not merely defending my integrity but highlighting a broader issue in the SAT prep industry. Companies like Ivy Coach and The Princeton Review, in my view, were exploiting students and parents with overpriced, ineffective methods. My SAT Codebreaker 54 system, offered at a fraction of their prices, was a testament to my commitment to providing genuine value and leveling the playing field in standardized test preparation.

      My journey towards minimalism, which had begun with a simple desire for a less cluttered life, had unexpectedly endowed me with the power to speak my truth fearlessly. As I now stand poised to enter the political arena, I realize that this unique combination of insight, platform, and unassailable honesty equips me to challenge the status quo and advocate for change.

      The chapter of my life with Donna and the painful loss of my daughter Samara, while fraught with heartache, has led me to a place of unanticipated strength. My assetless status, once a means of protecting myself from financial disputes, has become a shield that allows me to confront injustices head-on. In this new chapter of my life, I am committed to using my voice and experience to champion transparency, fairness, and equality – values that I believe are the cornerstone of a just society.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Take a moment to consider what you truly need in life. Could you simplify your lifestyle to fit into a van or a tiny home? This exercise isn't just about downsizing physically but also about focusing on what matters most to you. It's an opportunity to redefine your definition of necessity and luxury.

      2. Reflect on times when having fewer possessions, commitments, or distractions led to greater happiness or simplicity in your life. This realization can be liberating, encouraging you to continue shedding the unnecessary and focusing on what truly enriches your life.

      3. Consider how adopting a radically simple lifestyle could transform your approach to goals and challenges. Simplifying your life can clarify your objectives, reduce stress, and increase your focus and efficiency. Think about how minimalism can not only declutter your space but also your mind, making it easier to tackle life's hurdles.
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            DANCE TO THE BEAT OF STEADY HABITS

          

          SYNCHRONIZING LIFE’S RHYTHMS FOR OPTIMAL HEALTH

        

      

    

    
      "Discipline is the road to success," they echo through the halls of self-help gurus and life coaches. But let's face it, that road is often not particularly appealing. Yet, here I am, about to turn the grand age of 65, and I've found discipline to be the unsung hero in my quest for eternal youth and success. Not the kind of rigid, yawn-inducing discipline that makes you think of dusty libraries and silent monasteries, but a vibrant, lively sort that has a penchant for mischief and a twinkle in its eye.

      My days are meticulously plotted, like a military campaign against time itself. I've always had a to-do list. It began as scribbles on a napkin and evolved into a digital masterpiece that sits atop my computer. Each morning, I greet it with the enthusiasm of a child on Christmas, eager to tick off tasks with the same gusto as Santa crossing off his list of nice children. Completing each item sends a jolt of satisfaction through me, fueling my motivation like a fine espresso.

      But let's not kid ourselves; life is unpredictable. Despite my best efforts to choreograph every minute, it's thrown me more plenty of curve balls. I've learned to roll with the punches, setting aside sacred times for breaking a sweat and chiseling out chunks of work between the chaos. This, my friends, has been the cornerstone of my achievements, enabling me to reach heights many have gazed at with longing from below.

      When the world shuttered its doors and we were left staring at our own four walls during the pandemic, I found solace in the kitchen. The art of culinary discipline became my sanctuary. I concocted recipes with the precision of a Swiss watchmaker, dialing in cooking times and temperatures to churn out dishes that would make Gordon Ramsay curse with delight. My home-brewed cuisine could rival any gourmet establishment, all thanks to a dash of discipline and a sprinkle of culinary flair.

      Now, on the topic of eternal youth—a subject I'm often quizzed about as if I hold the map to the Fountain of Youth. It's no grand secret, though: it's discipline. Sure, I've flirted with the surgeon's scalpel, a little nip here, a tuck there, but it's my regimented beauty ritual that keeps the clock hands from marching forward.

      Post-divorce life is a peculiar thing; it's like stepping out of a time machine and finding out bell-bottoms are back in style. You're suddenly thrust into the spotlight, a bachelor once more, but with a few more lines etched on your face and a life story that could rival any soap opera. 

      The Romanian Muse and Blackbeard for Men

      It was during this phase that I met my new Romanian muse, whose eyes sparkled with the promise of youth and who, quite flatteringly, suggested I looked rather dashing with a shadow of stubble across my jawline.

      This stubble, however, was a tell-tale mosaic of experience—dark hairs interspersed with the wise whispers of gray. Not quite the image of the youthful suitor I aimed to portray. That's when I stumbled upon a concoction as magical as any potion brewed in the depths of Hogwarts—Black Beard for Men Beard Mascara. A few strokes, and the mirror reflected not a man nearing the realm of retirement, but a roguish gentleman in the prime of life.

      Hair, as they say, is the crown one never takes off. And so, armed with an arsenal of transplants, hair products, and  my relentless spirit, I crafted an image of a man half my age. My hair, once receding, now stands tall, a symbol of reclaimed territory.

      My daily grooming ritual is nothing short of a sacred rite. It begins with the purifying cascade of a shower, transitions into the artful styling of each hair strand, and culminates in a meticulous beard-trimming ceremony. Razor, trimmer, and tweezers are my tools; precision, my mantra. It's a process that might take longer than my sprightly 34-year-old wife to prepare for the day, but the results? Impeccable.

      You see, it's this discipline, this unwavering commitment to the art of self-maintenance, that's given me more joy than any hour squandered in slumber. It's turned waiting into an anticipation of transformation, and the mirror into a portal to my desired age.

      Portion Control, Botox and Cut Rate Esthetics

      Now, let's not skirt around the elephant in the room. My age might be a touchy subject, but I've managed to keep it under wraps, quite literally, with a disciplined diet as structured as a monk's prayer schedule. My secret? A steady hand on the portion control, ensuring my frame remains as trim as a teenager's. With each passing year, I cut back just a smidge more, outsmarting my metabolism which seems determined to slow down to a crawl.

      I've been asked countless times, "How do you manage to defy the years?" Beyond my strict diet and my rigorous, albeit begrudging, exercise routine, it's my religious grooming regimen that keeps the years at bay. But the real ace up my sleeve is my quarterly rendezvous with the needle—good old Botox. And let's not forget the bi-monthly pampering sessions at Aura Maria Spa, nestled in the lush tropics of Grecia, Costa Rica. The treatments that would cost a small fortune in the concrete jungles of New York City are a steal here, contributing to my façade of perpetual youth.

      Every 15 days, my skin gets the royal treatment, and every three months, the Botox keeps my face as smooth as a well-ironed shirt. This routine is like a time machine that keeps turning back the dial, ensuring that the man staring back at me in the mirror looks startlingly similar to the one who partied like it's 1999, because, well, back then, it was.

      If you, dear reader, are willing to embark on this disciplined path, you might just find yourself being carded at bars or being offered the student discount, much to your silent glee. But, I must caution you, your genetics must be up to par—after all, not all of us can be blessed with the DNA of a Greek god sculpted in the Renaissance.

      Yet, for all the discipline in my life, I haven't always been the saint of self-control. I spent the better part of my adult life promising myself a future chiseled body, the kind that would make Adonis weep with envy. But life, with its mischievous grin, had other plans.

      Life, my friends, is the greatest storyteller of all, and it spun me a yarn that took me from love’s hopeful spring to the winter of my discontent. My first act of matrimonial bliss with a Romanian enchantress was over quickly. The plot twist? She ran off with our mutual dentist, leaving me with a heartache and an aversion to dental appointments.

      But rather than wallow, I did what any romantic optimist would do—I dove back into the online sea. 

      Exiled In Bulgaria: 90 Days To A New Me

      It wasn't long before I reeled in another Romanian beauty, a sequel to my love story, if you will. Yet, even as we basked in our engagement bliss, bureaucracy played the villain. My time in Romania, which should not have exceeded 90 days in any six months, had overstretched its welcome.

      The drama peaked when, during a jaunt to London, I was confronted by the stern faces of immigration officers. The fine was a mere pittance, but the real sting was in being exiled from the country I had grown to call home. My solution? A tactical retreat to Bulgaria, where an Airbnb became my fortress against the cold winds of bureaucracy.

      Bulgaria, with its Cyrillic whispers and wallet-friendly lifestyle, was a surprisingly charming stage for the next scene of my life. It was there, in the clutches of the Bulgarian frost, that serendipity led me to Vlad's gym. For the modest price of a family meal at a fast-food restaurant, I was granted the keys to a fitness kingdom, complete with unlimited personal training from Vlad himself—a Herculean figure who could probably lift the gym if he wanted to.

      Despite the arduous hours Vlad worked, his diligence was a mirror reflecting my own disciplined life back at me. He managed, he trained, he cleaned, and he inspired. Under his tutelage, I sculpted my body with the precision of a master artist, learning routines that carved out a figure I'd only dreamed of—proof that even in winter's grip, a renaissance awaited.

      This discipline transcended the gym; it seeped into my writing. Here I am, in Vienna, celebrating the festive season with my beloved, all while a ticking clock reminds me of my commitment. A book to complete, a story to tell, and a deadline looming. Yet, amidst the holiday cheer, I find the time, stealing moments to weave my narrative.

      With the trusty aid of ChatGPT—my digital amanuensis—I dictate, and it transcribes, turning my spoken words into written gold. It's become an extension of my own thoughts, trained to capture my voice, my style, my very essence on the page.

      And so, as the year wanes, I find myself reflecting on the power of discipline, the beauty of structure, and the joy of achievement. Whether it's crafting the visage of a younger man, spinning tales of love and loss, or penning the pages of a soon-to-be-finished book, it's the steady drumbeat of routine that marches us towards our goals.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Recognize the power of a disciplined routine to uncover unexpected strength. A 'rigid' schedule might seem constraining, but it can actually free you by optimizing your time and energy, changing your view on structure and productivity. Consider how adopting a more disciplined approach can enhance your focus and achievements.

      2. Embracing simplicity can lead to profound revelations about what is truly important in life. By stripping away the superficial, you might discover deeper values and joys that were previously obscured by the clutter of daily living. Reflect on how simplifying your life can reveal the essence of what brings you happiness and fulfillment.

      3. Contemplate how your daily habits could transform if you consciously chose activities that bring personal joy and further your long-term aspirations. Prioritizing actions that align with both immediate happiness and future objectives can create a harmonious lifestyle that continuously feeds your soul and propels you toward your dreams.
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            NOTHING TASTES BETTER THAN SKINNY FEELS

          

          THE ULTIMATE REWARD OF A FIT LIFESTYLE

        

      

    

    
      The phrase "Nothing tastes as good as skinny feels" must have been whispered into my ear by some svelte angel because it's become the mantra of my latter years. This epiphany hit me in my fifties, a decade smeared with the sticky residue of marital dissatisfaction and a laissez-faire attitude towards my burgeoning waistline. Donna was my wife in legal terms, but our marriage was as devoid of spark as a wet matchbook, and my body became a testament to a lackluster life.

      But then, cupid shot an arrow that did more than pierce my heart; it kickstarted my metabolism. Falling for a woman with more spring in her step than years in her life, I was inspired to morph my body from a 'before' picture to an 'after' miracle.

      The solution to shedding the extra pounds was laughably simple: stop treating my mouth like a vacuum cleaner. Portion control became my religion; it's a game of numbers, after all. Eat less, move more – it's not rocket science, it's just less pie. This allowed me to enjoy the occasional sinful dessert without the side of guilt.

      Tipping the scales at a sprightly 61 kilos, my 160 cm frame is a testament to the power of self-restraint. I eat with the precision of a sniper – only when the hunger pangs hit and stopping when my belly waves the white flag.

      Here's a little secret from my playbook: protein is your pal. It's like that friend who encourages you to dance on tables – it's all fun, and you're unlikely to wake up with a hangover (or in this case, tighter pants). Pair it with a cavalcade of veggies and a sprinkle of healthy fats, dodge the carbs like they're booby traps, and you've got yourself a diet that keeps you energized and your cravings at bay.

      The trick is in the mind game. My vanity outweighs my gluttony every time. I remind myself that the world of flavors is my oyster – I can sample anything, but like a connoisseur, I savor the taste and move on. That's my secret sauce to staying in the svelte club.

      In Costa Rica, the land where I've laid my hat, this approach can cause a stir. Waiters look at my half-eaten plates as if I've insulted their grandmother's cooking. Here, leaving food on your plate is tantamount to sin. But for me, sacrificing a clean plate for a lean physique isn't just a choice; it's a declaration of my life's philosophy.

      Allergies and Adaptations

      My 35th year brought an unexpected twist; my body declared an all-out revolt against shellfish, turning a once-beloved shrimp cocktail into a pouty-lipped disaster. Shrimp and lobster were ousted from my diet, with the threat of anaphylactic shock looming. But life is about the give and take, and while lobster is off the menu, I can still indulge in a smorgasbord of clams, mussels, and sushi, which slide down the hatch without a hitch.

      As the shadow of pre-diabetes looms like an ominous cloud, genetics reminds me that it’s not just the cards you’re dealt, but how you play the hand. My mother, a macrobiotic maestro for four decades, still battles with blood sugar and cholesterol as feisty opponents. I stand at the precipice, peering into the valley of diabetes, and I pat myself on the back for dodging that bullet thus far. My sweet tooth has had its day in the sun, and now, it's time for a twilight of moderation.

      The world's newfound obsession with healthy eating has made my culinary journey a breeze compared to the veggie desert of the '80s. Gone are the days of foraging for vegetarian fare like a truffle pig in a barren field. Now, quinoa and kale are just a stone's throw away, no matter where the winds take me.

      Speaking of vegetables, let me dish out a tale that needs a delicate hand. It's a story best told with asterisks and euphemisms, given its sensitive ingredients.

      Greens, Rednecks, White Power and More Green

      Picture it: 1991, Donna with a baby bump and me, embarking on a road trip from New York to Florida. Our veggie-loving hearts were hard-pressed to find a green sanctuary until a beacon of hope appeared – a billboard for Benihana. It was our culinary lighthouse in a sea of meat and potatoes.

      Yet, a meal at Benihana is a gamble, not just for the food but for the dining company. You sit with strangers, a Russian roulette of social interaction. We found ourselves with two local couples whose friendliness was as thick as Georgia's summer air. Invitations to their homes followed, and the evening seemed to be unfolding like a Southern hospitality brochure.

      But then, the conversation veered off into unsettling territory. They began to discuss "baked 'coon'," which, to my initial relief, referred to an actual raccoon. However, the dialogue quickly soured as they shared anecdotes and nicknames for their pets that were deeply inappropriate and offensive. For example, they had named their pet goat—a large, black animal they described in unflattering terms—using a racial slur. This jarring use of language left us feeling like we'd stumbled into an anachronism, one we were desperate to escape, especially with the vulnerability of Donna's pregnancy compounding our concern.

      The check couldn't come fast enough. We made a beeline for the car, our hearts pounding louder than the evening cicadas. It was a dinner we wouldn't soon forget, and a stark reminder of the diversity of the American people.

      Managing one's weight, I've come to understand, is less about abrupt cessation of all life's gustatory pleasures and more about a nuanced dance with them. The things that pad out our waistlines are often the very delights that pad out our lives with joy. Yet, swapping a chubby chuckle for a skinny smirk has its own rewards. The key is in finding a balance that doesn't tip the scales towards a life of blandness or a wardrobe full of elastic.

      I recall a colleague from my past, a man whose silhouette was as robust as his appetite. His desk was a cornucopia of snacks, from which he would generously dispense goodies like a jovial Santa in a snack-filled grotto. When he slimmed down, we all applauded his willpower. Curious about his new source of joy, I inquired, only to learn his newfound vice was of the white powdery sort – cocaine. His diet, indeed, was effective, but as with all shortcuts, it came with a hefty price. His departure from this world was a somber reminder that moderation beats excess, and quick fixes often lead to permanent full stops.

      Now, allow me to pivot to a more... herbal topic. My tryst with marijuana is one I approach with caution. I advocate no such habit for the youth, but as a man who's seen his share of seasons change, I find that the green goddess complements my golden years quite nicely.

      It began as an experiment at 53, encouraged by the loosening grip of prohibition and a nod from my physician. Far from the reckless abandon of youthful experimentation, my use is methodical, almost sacramental. The bong on my desk isn't a sign of a midlife crisis; it's an emblem of controlled pleasure. It boosts my creativity, brightens my mood, and stands in for the calorie-laden joys I've left behind. For a man with bipolar whispers in his genetic choir, it's a far gentler conductor than any pharmaceutical could ever be.

      Marijuana, for me, is a leafy pleasure that, unlike the sweet temptation of desserts or the false warmth of alcohol, offers a respite without the regret. It's a trade I've made peace with, one that keeps the scales, both mental and physical, in a harmonious balance.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Keep an open mind about where and from whom you might find inspiration for a healthier lifestyle. Whether it's a person, place, or situation that initially seems unrelated to wellness, such moments can profoundly influence your health journey. Embrace these unexpected motivators and let them guide you towards making positive changes.

      2. Strive for a balance that allows you to savor life's culinary delights while still living healthily. It's about finding the right equilibrium where you can enjoy your favorite foods in moderation without compromising your wellness goals. Reflect on how this balance can enhance both your physical health and your enjoyment of food.

      3. Discover ways to incorporate moderation into your diet that don't leave you feeling deprived. It's possible to enjoy life's gastronomic joys by choosing quality over quantity and finding healthier alternatives that still satisfy your cravings. Consider how this approach can lead to a sustainable and enjoyable way of eating that supports your overall well-being.
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            DECODE YOUR BODY LIKE A SPY

          

          UNCOVERING THE HIDDEN SIGNALS FOR PEAK HEALTH

        

      

    

    
      If your body had a Facebook profile, its relationship status with you would probably be "It's complicated." Engaging in a heart-to-heart with your own flesh and bones isn't about spiraling into hypochondria—it's more akin to a diplomatic dialogue. You see, those little aches and twinges? They're not just passive-aggressive jabs; they're memos from the inner workings of your being, begging to be deciphered.

      Let me take you back to when I was 33, a fresh-faced new parent blissfully unaware of the musculoskeletal mutiny that awaited me. I quickly learned that severe back pain is a rite of passage for new dads, a twisted medley of no longer basking in the invincibility of youth, sleepless nights, and the sudden introduction of baby-lifting Olympics.

      I embarked on the usual odyssey for relief, seeking the promised land of pain-free living from chiropractors to physical therapists. But the true revelation came when I discovered the holy grail of core strength—a fortress of abdominal and back muscles that could deflect back pain like a superhero's shield.

      This eureka moment was further cemented during my stint as a massage therapist. Sure, I could knead muscles into submission, but the lasting cure wasn't in my hands—it was in the disciplined routine of core-centric exercise.

      From this, I drew a controversial conclusion: chiropractic care, in my book, seemed to boast more charlatans than a medieval marketplace. It's an opinion steeped in years of experience, and thankfully, I can share it without summoning a horde of litigious chiropractors at my doorstep.

      Cracking my back never brought me joy. No wave of relief washed over me during or after the sessions. While I won't dispute the relief others may find under chiropractic care, I've learned to trust the only opinion that matters—my body's.

      The same goes for diet. What you eat should feel like a sonnet to your senses, not a limerick of discomfort. Forget the gurus and their gospel; it's the silent whispers of your body that should guide your gastronomic choices. The feel-good factor, both in your reflection and in the quiet moments of introspection, is the true north of your dietary compass.

      Telemedicine and Beating Cancer Naturally

      Enter the modern marvel of telemedicine—a digital deus ex machina for the health-conscious traveler. With "Doctor On Call" services, a medical consultation is just a click away, regardless of time zones or geography.

      Take, for instance, the curious case following my first vasectomy. The urge to engage in some 'self-celebration' was strong, but the fear of wreaking havoc on my tender territory was stronger. So, I turned to my digital doctor, webcam at the ready, to seek the all-clear for some late-night escapism. With professional reassurance secured, I proceeded, guided by the glow of technology's embrace.

      My mother's story is another testament to the wisdom of walking your own health path. At 51, she faced the specter of carcinoma in situ, a ghostly whisper of cancer that chilled the bones. While some doctors brandished mastectomy as the cure-all, my mother chose a different weapon: a macrobiotic diet, championed by the sagely Dr. Anthony Sattilaro and his tome, "Recalled By Life.”

      As my mother embraced the macrobiotic way with the fervor of a convert, she became a living, breathing, and thankfully still thriving, example of what it means to follow one's convictions. She crossed the threshold of her 90th year with the grace of a ballerina, untouched by the cancer that once loomed on her horizon. Her journey was less about following a strict regimen and more about forging a kinship with her body, understanding its language, and nourishing it with the respect it deserved.

      The macrobiotic diet was her chosen script, a carefully curated list of whole grains, vegetables, and fermented soy that rewrote her body's chemical narrative. It's akin to recalibrating the body's internal environment—think of it as feng shui for your cells. Every bite we take is a cocktail of compounds, a complex infusion of chemistry that has the potential to repaint our internal landscape.

      Yet, as I’ve observed, not everyone possesses the iron will or the unwavering discipline needed to embrace such a drastic gastronomic overhaul, even when faced with the abyss of a health crisis. A colleague of my mother's, diagnosed with the same malicious malady, chose a different path. His was a refusal to stray from the culinary comforts that defined his existence, even when the specter of death loomed large. His narrative, sadly, closed its final chapter within a year—a somber reminder of the potent, and sometimes neglected, power of diet.

      Now, let's consider the broader picture. Our bodies are akin to intricate laboratories, each meal a scientific experiment with the potential to alter our very biochemistry. The food we consume is the most substantial chemical input we receive, beyond any prescription a doctor might scribble. Thus, it stands to reason that a dramatic enough shift in our dietary habits could recalibrate our wellness, akin to how a drug interacts with and transforms our physiological processes.

      But such a transformation requires a renaissance of the palate, a rebirth of culinary habits that many find too daunting to undertake. It's not just a matter of swallowing a new diet but digesting a new way of life. The discipline required for such a shift is sought by many, but harnessed by few.

      My mother’s peer, who found the prospect of swapping steak for seaweed and dairy for daikon a fate worse than the disease itself, serves as a poignant counterpoint to my mother's triumph. His candid confession—that he would rather embrace death than change his diet—echoes the sentiments of many who stand at the crossroads of health and habit.

      In the theater of wellness, discipline is the understated star of the show. It's the force that scripts a life less ordinary, the quiet commitment to a script you write for yourself, scene by scene, meal by meal. My mother's unwavering adherence to her chosen diet is a masterclass in discipline—a performance so convincing it's kept the specter of cancer waiting in the wings for nearly four decades.

      The potency of food as medicine is an ancient concept, yet it's often overshadowed by the allure of modern pharmacology with its quick fixes and magic bullets. But what if we viewed our diets as the most powerful drugs at our disposal? The meals we consume are the daily doses of chemistry that sustain and shape us. They can be as transformative as any medication, provided we're willing to embrace the change with the same seriousness as a prescription filled at the pharmacy.

      This is not to say that the path of dietary transformation is always easy. The road is tough, the regimen strict, and the societal currents often push against the tides of change. It's a journey that requires a navigator with an unwavering compass, one that points towards health even when temptation looms.

      Take, for instance, the colleague of my mother, whose tragic tale underscores the gravity of our choices. When faced with a fork in the road—one leading to a radical dietary transformation and the other to the comfort of familiarity—he chose the path of least resistance. His choice was a poignant reflection of the human condition, the inherent resistance to change, even in the face of mortality.

      And yet, the real triumph isn't solely in the grand gestures of radical change but in the small, daily decisions we make. It's in the conscious choice to listen to our bodies, to engage in that profound dialogue with ourselves that speaks volumes more than the cacophony of external advice.

      In the modern era, where technology brings a doctor's wisdom to our fingertips at a moment's notice, we have unprecedented power to make informed decisions. We can consult, clarify, and confirm with a professional whether the pain we feel is a whisper of warning or a false alarm. This access is a double-edged sword that offers both empowerment and the potential for overdiagnosis, a line we tread carefully, guided by the internal compass of our bodily intuition.

      As for me, the personal revelations continue to unfold. The same technology that connects me to medical advice also opened a window to new experiences—some more risqué than others, such as my post-vasectomy inquiries. But in each case, it's the assurance of safety, the permission to proceed with confidence, that technology affords me—allowing for the exploration of life's pleasures without the shadow of doubt.

      As we close this chapter, we see that it's the dance with our own discipline, the decisions that shape our days, and the unyielding pursuit of personal well-being that create the most resonant tale of all. My mother's dance continues, a ballet of balance and grace, a testament to the power of one's convictions and the remarkable resilience of the human spirit.

      In the end, life is a canvas, and we are the artists. With every brushstroke of choice, every hue of habit, we paint our destiny. Whether it's through the foods we eat, the exercises we practice, or the quiet moments we spend in reflection, it's a masterpiece in the making—one where discipline and joy are not adversaries but partners in the waltz of well-being.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Pay close attention to what your body is trying to tell you. Whether it's a need for rest, a different type of nutrition, or more movement, the signals your body sends are crucial for maintaining health. Don't ignore or misinterpret these signs; instead, see them as a guide to better health and wellness.

      2. Enhancing your core strength can benefit much more than just your physical health—it can significantly boost your overall life satisfaction. A strong core supports better posture, reduces back pain, and can improve your performance in various activities, leading to a more active and fulfilling life.

      3. Consider the dietary changes you've been postponing that could substantially improve your health. Whether it's cutting down on processed foods, increasing your intake of fruits and vegetables, or balancing your macronutrients more effectively, making these adjustments can lead to noticeable benefits for your well-being.
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            AVOID NEW AGE CRAZINESS

          

          STICKING TO WHAT WORKS IN THE EVER-CHANGING WORLD OF WELLNESS

        

      

    

    
      Navigating the labyrinthine world of 'new age' beliefs, I've learned to differentiate between the oasis of genuine wisdom and the mirage of faddish folly. My mother’s disciplined march towards health through a macrobiotic diet might give the illusion that I'm an acolyte of all things avant-garde and holistic. But let me clarify: I've navigated these waters as a skeptic and empiricist. 

      The initiation into this world came through my first wife, Donna, who was a devout pilgrim in the 'new age' crusade. She introduced me to a pantheon of gurus and wellness wizards, one of whom was Victoras Kulvinskas, a man whose written word on raw foods was gospel to many. Donna herself was an alumnus of his Connecticut enclave, a place where raw food was the holy communion.

      When we visited Victoras in New York, I mistook the fruit flies buzzing in his foyer for participants in a bizarre experiment. Only later did I learn that they were simply squatters in the rotten-fruit metropolis he negligently cultivated. This unsavory revelation was my 'aha' moment, the point where I realized that the 'new age' movement could sometimes be a parade led by the emperor in his new clothes.

      The problem with such movements isn't the pursuit of health or the striving for spiritual enlightenment; it's when the guardians of these realms stray from authenticity and succumb to the allure of charlatanism. It's when genuine seekers are led astray by Pied Pipers with magnetic tapes and herbal concoctions, promising immortality and invincibility.

      Pyramid Schemes and Prosperity Games: A Cautionary Tale

      Consider the 'airplane game,' a pyramid scheme that masqueraded as a golden ticket to prosperity within the New York 'new age' community. Donna, knee-deep in her massage school studies, returned home one day ablaze with excitement about this financial 'game' that promised a jackpot return for a mere $7,000 investment. But my young yet discerning mind saw through the facade—it was a house of cards waiting to collapse.

      Despite the intoxicating prospect of easy wealth, my instincts screamed 'fraud.' I barred our participation, much to Donna's chagrin. In hindsight, I realize we could have surfed the crest of this pyramid wave and cashed out early, but the very ethos of the scheme was repugnant to me.

      What struck me most was how seamlessly this scam wove itself into the fabric of the 'new age' community. This was a group supposedly dedicated to the higher pursuits of communal health and spiritual wealth, yet they became the very architects of deception they ostensibly stood against.

      The unraveling of the 'airplane game' was a spectacle of schadenfreude for skeptics like me. The leaders of the 'new age' pack, from health food store moguls to yoga gurus, were unmasked as mere mortals, susceptible to greed and hubris. The fallout was catastrophic for the 'Whole Life Times,' a publication that dared to expose the truth, only to be excommunicated by the very community it served.

      The 'airplane game' wasn't just a financial fiasco; it was a morality play set in the theater of the absurd, where the protagonists were the so-called paragons of the 'new age' community. It was a poignant lesson in the dangers of groupthink and the seductive power of easy answers. My refusal to participate wasn't born from a lack of opportunity but from a principled stance against the exploitation inherent in such schemes.

      This experience sharpened my skepticism, a tool that I've wielded with precision in the years that followed. The 'new age' movement, for all its allure and promises of enlightenment, often treads a fine line between genuine self-improvement and the darker realms of pseudoscience and profiteering. It's a world where the quest for health can sometimes devolve into a quixotic crusade against the windmills of reason.

      For me, the COVID-19 vaccine controversy is a modern echo of that same 'new age' credulity. Amidst a global pandemic, the clamor of conspiracy theorists reached a fever pitch, with claims of pharmaceutical collusion and governmental overreach. But to me, these assertions held as much water as a sieve. The idea that a life-saving vaccine was part of some grand malevolent plot seemed as ludicrous as believing in a flat Earth or a moon made of cheese.

      The figure of Robert F Kennedy Jr., with his vocal vaccine skepticism, became emblematic of this modern-day 'new age' irrationality. In my eyes, his stance is not just misguided but dangerously so—akin to the reckless abandon of a rabid animal. And in the spirit of the brash candor you've come to expect, I've rechristened him with an acronym that reflects my unvarnished opinion: RMFK, the Rabid Mother F**ker.

      But let's not paint the entire 'new age' movement with the same broad brush. There are pockets of genuine wisdom to be found, oases of truth in the desert of deceit. My own exploration of reflexology, for example, revealed an unexpected efficacy. The ancient practice, with its maps of the feet mirroring the body, at first glance seemed like a chapter from a fairy tale. Yet, in the hands of a skilled practitioner, I witnessed its subtle power to alleviate ailments, from morning sickness to migraines.

      These experiences underscored an essential truth: not all that is 'new age' is without merit, but it demands a discerning eye. It requires the ability to separate the wheat from the chaff, the scientifically sound from the downright silly. And above all, it requires honesty—with oneself and with the results one experiences.

      Falling For A Psychic Could Lead To Bankruptcy

      My own folly, a costly dalliance with a psychic, serves as the most personal cautionary tale. In my youth, seduced by the promise of a fortune-teller's insight, I found myself entranced by Mr. Dykshorn, a Bronx-based seer with a flair for the dramatic. His uncanny impersonation of my deceased grandfather was enough to convince me that his every prediction was gospel.

      Mr. Dykshorn's apartment, a seemingly mundane setting, was the stage for my grand entanglement with the mystic arts. The act of twirling a loop of piano wire and summoning the essence of my departed grandfather was a performance that I, in my naiveté, applauded with abandon. It was a masterstroke that sealed my belief in his clairvoyant prowess.

      The danger, I learned, lies not in the psychic's ability to excavate the past—a skill often achieved through keen observation and psychological acuity—but in the leap of faith that this translates into a crystal-clear view of the future. The allure of foresight is a siren song, and I was shipwrecked by it. Mr. Dykshorn's prophecy of my impending fame as a songwriter was a tune I sang all too readily, despite the absence of any evidence beyond his convincing delivery.

      My belief was such that when he spoke of a single country song I had penned—as if he had plucked the knowledge from the ether—I was ready to bet the farm on his every word. And so, I invested time, trust, and a significant sum of money in pursuit of a destiny he assured me was mine.

      The following months saw me in thrall to his vision, shelling out $250 per half-hour session as though buying tickets to my future. He even orchestrated a meeting with Nashville nobility, an encounter that was supposed to catapult me and Donna into the annals of country music history.

      The recording studio we built was a monument to this belief, a $20,000 testament to the certainty of our success. Our trip to Nashville was the zenith of this fantasy, a journey fueled by the potent blend of hope and delusion.

      Yet reality awaited with a sobering slap. The meeting with legendary record producer Jimmy Bowen was a fiasco, our New York Jewish roots apparently as incongruent with country music authenticity as oil is with water. We were not the chosen ones, and the Nashville dream evaporated quicker than morning mist in the Tennessee sun.

      The fallout from this escapade was not just emotional but financial, leaving us teetering on the brink of bankruptcy. The psychic's grand narrative had led us to a dead end, and the cost was more than monetary—it was a painful lesson in the price of gullibility.

      This chapter of my life, this flirtation with 'new age' mysticism and its costly consequences, serves as a stark reminder of the importance of critical thinking. It underscores the need to temper openness with skepticism, to seek validation in data and lived experience rather than the alluring predictions of a seer.

      In the end, it's about striking a balance between the willingness to explore new horizons and the wisdom to remain grounded. It's about recognizing the value in the unconventional while keeping a firm grip on the rudder of reason. The 'new age' world, with all its charm and charlatans, its truths and traps, is a microcosm of life itself—a place where discernment is the key to navigating the currents of belief and coming out whole on the other side.

      The lessons learned from my youthful encounters with the enigmatic Mr. Dykshorn and the subsequent misadventures in Nashville were bitter pills to swallow. Yet, in their bitter aftertaste lay the seeds of wisdom. The path to enlightenment, I discovered, was not to be found in the smoke and mirrors of psychic parlors nor in the labyrinthine alleys of 'new age' markets, but in the sober light of discernment and reason.

      The 'new age' experience, for all its pitfalls, was not without its merits. It served as a crucible for my understanding, a place where my beliefs were both forged and shattered. I came to see that while there's a place for the mystical and the metaphysical, it must be accompanied by evidence and critical thinking.

      As I navigated through the aftermath of these experiences, it became clear that the truest guide was not the prophetic visions of a Bronx psychic but the empirical wisdom that came from hard-won experience. The bankruptcy that loomed over us like a specter was a stark reminder of the cost of credulity, a tax levied on those who tread too carelessly into the realm of unfounded beliefs.

      In the years that followed, I became an advocate for the middle ground—a space where open-mindedness does not equate to naiveté, and skepticism does not close the door to new possibilities. Reflexology, once a mere curiosity in the catalog of 'new age' remedies, proved its worth under the scrutiny of practice and observation. The temporary relief it afforded to those suffering from morning sickness was a reminder that not all of 'new age' wisdom was mere chaff in the wind.

      My journey through the highs and lows of 'new age' exploration taught me the importance of being honest with oneself about the results one seeks and the evidence one finds. The allure of alternative paths to health and success is undeniable, but the measure of their value lies in their tangible outcomes, not just their esoteric promises.

      The 'airplane game' debacle, the misguided predictions of a psychic, and the Nashville fiasco were all chapters in my education of life. They were lessons that taught me the importance of staying grounded in reality, even as one seeks to soar to new heights. The downfall of the 'Whole Life Times' for its commitment to truth was a testament to the power of integrity in a world that often rewards the opposite.

      As I close this chapter, I hope my confessions and reflections serve as a beacon for others navigating the enticing but treacherous waters of 'new age' beliefs. Let my story be a reminder that the quest for a fulfilling life is not found in the acceptance of every passing fad or fancy, but in the careful consideration of what is true, what works, and what stands the test of time.

      In this complex dance of life, it is the steps taken with thoughtful intent that lead to the most harmonious rhythms. The balance between embracing new ideas and holding fast to the bedrock of empirical truth is delicate, but it is within this balance that the most authentic and rewarding life is to be found.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. If you've ever felt drawn to a 'new age' health trend, reflect on the experience and the outcome. It's essential to approach such trends with curiosity but also with a critical eye, considering both the potential benefits and the evidence (or lack thereof) supporting their effectiveness.

      2. When delving into new wellness practices, find a balance between being open-minded and maintaining a healthy level of skepticism. This approach will allow you to explore and potentially benefit from innovative practices while protecting yourself from potential harm or misinformation.

      3. Recognize the value in traditional, time-tested wellness practices. Many of these methods have persisted through generations for a reason—they work. Comparing these to 'new age' trends can often highlight their effectiveness, simplicity, and the deeper understanding of human health they offer.
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            12. RESPECT BUT INTERROGATE YOUR DOCTOR

          

          BECOMING YOUR OWN HEALTH ADVOCATE

        

      

    

    
      “Interrogate your doctor” sounds a bit like advice from a spy novel, doesn’t it? But in the high-stakes drama of personal health, it’s more accurate than you'd think. Why do I use a term fit for a police interrogation room? Well, it’s simple – it's to shake people out of the awe-induced stupor that often accompanies the sight of a doctor's white coat and stethoscope. When it comes to your health, no question is too small, and every inquiry is a step toward being the savvy CEO of your own body.

      Let’s face it, doctors, for all their knowledge and skill, are as human as the rest of us. They have bad hair days, relationship drama, and maybe even, dare I say, the occasional hangover (though one would hope not on surgery day). They can be subject to the same distractions and human errors as anyone else. So while they can navigate our health with expertise, it’s crucial to remember that they’re capable of making mistakes, just like any of us.

      Viewing your doctor as a resource is essential – think of them as a living, breathing, medical encyclopedia that doesn't need an internet connection. But this encyclopedia can get things wrong sometimes. My own medical journey has been, well, let's call it 'eclectic.' One doctor suggested weed as a treatment, while another thought switching from Lexapro to Prozac was the answer. That little pill change set me off on a path that led to an unexpected romance and marriage with a Romanian webcam model half my age. Life-changing? Absolutely. Predictable? Hardly.

      Medication misadventures aren't just about unusual prescriptions. The medical world can sometimes resemble a chaotic circus act, with you as the unwitting audience member.

      Romanian Rendezvous: 2 Vasectomies For Me, Please

      Take, for instance, my escapades in the enchanting land of Romania, a place where the mystical becomes the everyday and the bizarre is just another Tuesday. So if I was going to need a double vasectomy, Romania was the certainly place to have it done.

      But here's the punchline: despite my rigorous 'interrogate your doctor' policy, where I grilled the medical staff with the persistence of a detective on a caffeine buzz, I still ended up needing not one, but two vasectomies. That’s right, two! It seems my dedication to thorough inquiry was no match for the universe’s sense of humor. It’s as if life looked at my well-researched medical plan and said, "Let's double the fun."

      Getting a vasectomy in Romania was easier and more affordable than I'd ever imagined. It was like ordering a latte with an extra shot in the States – simple, quick, and surprisingly light on the wallet. As a digital nomad accustomed to the wallet-gouging healthcare costs back in the U.S., this felt like a financial utopia.

      When I first encountered the Romanian healthcare system, I was struck by the stark contrast to its American counterpart. From the get-go, it was clear I was in for a unique experience. The urologist, with a reassuring nod, informed me that my nocturnal work habits wouldn't be an issue since I'd be recuperating in the privacy of my own room—a luxury I hadn't expected. This wasn't going to be a quick in-and-out at a doctor's office but rather a full-blown hospital affair, complete with an anesthesiologist I was to meet prior to the operation.

      On the day of the surgery, I was escorted to what could only be described as a suite rather than a mere room. It boasted a shower that could easily feature in a luxury home magazine, and room service that would give a five-star hotel a run for its money. As I settled into these unexpectedly opulent surroundings, it was hard not to feel like I was checking into a spa rather than a medical facility.

      The surgery itself involved a full spinal anesthesia—a far cry from a simple local anesthetic. After the procedure, I was wheeled back to my private recovery oasis, allowing me to rest undisturbed until morning. And the price for this all-inclusive medical retreat? A mere 600 dollars, a figure that seemed more fitting for a night at a boutique hotel than a surgical procedure.

      As with every chapter of my life, there was an anecdote waiting in the wings to make this experience unforgettable. A few days before the surgery, I met the anesthesiologist, a charming woman in her forties whose demeanor hinted at mild flirtation. I didn't pay it much mind; I had become somewhat accustomed to the increased attention since upending my life and revamping my image upon moving to Romania.

      During the surgery, there I was, lying on the operating table, the anesthesiologist peering over the curtain strategically placed across my waist. Every so often, she'd glance down at the surgeon's work, then back at me with a cryptic smile. At one point, with the procedure well underway, she uttered, "Beautiful." The ambiguity of her comment left me in a bemused state—was she admiring the surgeon's skilled handiwork, or was it a cheeky compliment directed at my own anatomy? The world may never know, but one thing's for sure—it added a touch of levity to an otherwise sterile situation.

      Every tale worth telling has its twists, and mine comes with a snip—or rather, two. You see, the plot necessitating a vasectomy in the first place was a direct consequence of my matrimonial sequel with yet another Romanian webcam enchantress. Enter Andreea, stage right, the second siren of the streaming screen. And trust me, the juicy details of our rendezvous are penned with glee in the forthcoming chapter.

      But for now, let's fast-forward to the aftermath of the vasectomy—yes, the procedure hailed as the ultimate contraceptive method, the full stop at the end of the baby-making sentence. After a couple of high-fives from my urologist for passing not just one, but two sperm-free tests, I was officially shooting blanks, or so I was led to believe. That is until Andreea, in a scene worthy of a soap opera cliffhanger, revealed her pregnancy. And there I was, no cue cards needed, as the dramatic music swelled in the background.

      The revelation sent me scurrying back to the doctor for a bewildering retest. Lo and behold, a stubborn battalion of sperm had apparently gone rogue, defying the laws of urology and my own peace of mind. It was as if my little swimmers had staged a microscopic mutiny, a rebel faction determined to carry on against all odds. The verdict was in: it was time for a sequel to the original snip, affectionately dubbed Vasectomy: The Encore. This time, however, I was offered a 'loyalty discount'—because in the world of vasectomies, apparently, the second cut is indeed the deepest, and perhaps comes with a punch card.

      Wading through the comedic chaos of my post-vasectomy life in Romania, it dawned on me just how vital that 'interrogate your doctor' advice really was. It's not just about grilling your GP over the fine print of your meds; it's about peppering life itself with questions. Had I channeled my inner detective a tad more diligently, the neon signs of Andrea's escapades might have come into focus a bit sooner – especially the glaringly obvious fact that the bun in the oven had a different baker. But then again, without my somewhat naive trust, I wouldn't have this wildly peculiar and oddly educational tale to share.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. If you ever find yourself questioning medical advice, handle it by seeking a second opinion or conducting your own informed research. It's crucial to advocate for your health while respecting professional expertise, ensuring that you're making decisions based on a comprehensive understanding of your options.

      2. Reflect on moments when taking charge of your health care made a significant difference in your treatment or outcome. Being proactive about your health can lead to better care, more personalized treatment plans, and a greater sense of empowerment regarding your well-being.

      3. Strive to maintain a healthy balance between trusting your healthcare providers and doing your own research. It's beneficial to respect the knowledge and experience of medical professionals while also staying informed about your health conditions and treatment options. This balanced approach can lead to more collaborative and effective health care experiences.
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            MENTAL HEALTH BEGINS IN THE BEDROOM

          

          CREATE A HOME THAT BREEDS HAPPINESS

        

      

    

    
      Why would anyone seek relationship advice from a man who's got not one, not two, but three ex-wives under his belt? Well, as it turns out, the fourth go-around was the charm for me. No, really. Studies suggest that marriage generally hoists men up the happiness scale, while women... well, not so much. But, looking back at the string of "I do's" I've collected, it's crystal clear I've been on a quest to nail it just right. And now, it seems the fourth time's truly the charm (which I’ll discuss in the next chapter.)

      You see, during the whirlwind of depression that even my psychiatrist concurred was probably due to my less-than-blissful union with Donna, I stumbled upon a profound truth: mental health really does begin at home. Whether you're basking in the glow of a loved one's company or reveling in solitary peace, the foundation of your joy starts where you lay your head at night.

      Leaning on my presidential campaign's pillar of brutal honesty, I find myself compelled to share the saga of how I ended up getting snipped not once, but twice, in Romania. Revealing this might expose a somewhat embarrassing fact – that my mental health and overall joie de vivre soared to unprecedented heights while married to two Romanian webcam models.

      We've skimmed over the abrupt finale of my first marriage to a webcam virtuoso, which unceremoniously concluded with an affair with our dentist. But to truly grasp the comedic opera of my double vasectomy, let's rewind to how I met Andreea. It's a narrative brimming with near-miss disasters and the kind of escapades that should probably come with a safety warning.

      Embracing the Disney World Philosophy of Life

      As I approach the milestone of my 65th birthday, my perspective on life has evolved. I once regarded Jim Morrison's untimely demise at 27 as a tragic yet poetic exit, a rock legend who chose to burn out in a blaze of glory rather than fade away. But when my own daughter passed at a similar age, it forced me to reevaluate everything I thought I knew about the value of long versus short lives.

      Now, I liken life to a jaunt at Disney World. No one would criticize someone for a week-long visit; others might opt for a month or even settle in for an extended stay, indulging in every behind-the-scenes tour available. And then there are those who swoop in for a single, magnificent day. The duration of the visit isn't the point; it's about what you make of the experience.

      Some folks might spend their entire Disney trip lounging at the hotel, basking under the sun. Others dash from ride to ride, eager to sample every attraction. And then there are the foodies, those who would happily spend their whole visit savoring every restaurant the park offers. Life, I believe, is much the same – it's a theme park where each person's journey is unique, and the choice of what rides to enjoy, which shows to watch, and what food to eat is entirely up to them.

      And with that preface, I'm about to confess the details of my most exhilarating, if not slightly reckless, ride through marriage. I do so without a shred of regret, despite the rollercoaster of emotions and events it entailed.

      A Tale of Two Romanians

      Continuing where we left off, in the spirit of full disclosure, let’s address the elephant in the room: Yes, I married not one, but two Romanian webcam models. And the irony of a man who's lived a life preaching the virtues of budgeting and discipline, finding himself in a sequel of a virtual-to-reality love story, is not lost on me. So, as I venture into this tale, let's ponder why, under the duress of life’s curveballs, we often scurry back to familiar territory.

      For me, that familiar ground was found in the embrace of a 25-year-old Romanian beauty. She was the catalyst that transformed me from a Woody Allen archetype into a modern-day Casanova. It's a curious twist for someone who spent his youth as the unnoticed smart kid, whose high school experience was devoid of romantic entanglements and who didn't shed his virginity until the ripe age of 25.

      This prelude sets the stage for my hasty marriage to Donna, whom I married after a whirlwind three-week courtship. In hindsight, I realize I tied the knot not out of overwhelming desire, but because I thought she was the best I could do—a sentiment I repeated to myself like a mantra, a mantra that would eventually become fodder for my comedy routine, reflecting the plight of a short man navigating the American dating scene.

      But life has a funny way of upending expectations. As I hit my fifties, I experienced an unexpected phenomenon: young, beautiful women were suddenly noticing me. It was as if I had stumbled through a hidden door and emerged as an object of desire. Whether it was the flirtatious waitress or the charming receptionist, I found myself on the receiving end of attention that would make most men in their fifties green with envy.

      This newfound allure led to my marriages to the webcam models, where I found myself privy to their mockery of clients who dreamed of being with them. Yet, here I was, living that very dream. It's true, amidst this whirlwind, I lost millions—likely more than I care to admit. But in the grand scheme of things =, which now reads like the chronicles of a bad boy, I have no regrets.

      The Prozac was a gateway to global escapades with a young Romanian model, a chapter of my life that was as enriching as it was financially draining. These are stories that might find their way into another chapter, as the wild ride of my life continues to unravel.

      Now, after being left high and dry by Lily – my first webcam girl romance – in Costa Rica, I found solace in the familiar. The allure of webcam interactions is that it offers an almost authentic experience of intimacy, without the risks inherent in conventional relationships.

      As someone who traversed from virtual flirtations to real connections, I can attest to the near-tangible reality of it all—if you're willing to pay the price. For singles, it's a safe space to explore without the emotional entanglements. And let me tell you, if you navigate it correctly, the virtual world is an excellent training ground for real-life romance. It's where I honed my skills in the art of seduction, learning to interact with women in a way I never had before.

      This chapter in my life was like acting out the male fantasy, the "Pretty Woman" script, where I played the dashing Richard Gere. It was a win-win, I thought. Not only was I saving these women from the clutches of an unsavory industry, but I was also indulging in a personal fantasy.

      My post-Lily life began the moment I entered the virtual room of a new model who went by the name of Indian Princess. There was something about her exotic allure that drew me in. As we commenced our one-on-one video call, her opening line was as direct as it was shocking: "Oh my God, I want to fuck you in real life." Reeling from Lily’s rejection of me, the prospect of starting anew with this stunning, seemingly exotic woman felt like an adventure I was ready to embark on.

      Our digital dalliance quickly escalated to frequent, intimate video sessions. I was basking in the illusion of being the romantic hero, the savior of a beautiful woman trapped in the nefarious web of the Romanian webcam industry. It was, in a sense, a fulfillment of the male "rescuer" fantasy. And so, propelled by a mix of altruism and personal desire, I found myself on a flight to Romania, where virtuality would again become reality.

      Meeting Andreea in person confirmed all my virtual experiences. The chemistry was palpable, and our connection, undeniable. In a whirlwind of passion, I invited her to join me in Costa Rica. 

      But first, there was the matter of familial approval. This led me to a small town outside Bucharest, where I encountered a starkly different reality from the one Andreea had painted.

      Her parents' home, rather than the affluent dwelling I expected, was a humble abode that barely met the standards of living. It was here that Andreea made her first significant request – $20,000 to repair the family home. Blinded by infatuation, I complied, convinced that my investment in our relationship was worth every penny.

      The days that followed were as turbulent as they were intoxicating, filled with wild escapades that sometimes bordered on the perilous. I found myself caught in a whirlwind of emotional and financial stakes, often questioning what I'd gotten myself into.

      Amidst the chaos, Andreea's revelation about her bisexuality presented an opportunity to fulfill yet another fantasy. Her eagerness to explore her sexuality with another woman, and with me as a participant, was exhilarating. The experiences that ensued were the kind that most men only fantasize about, and here I was, living it.

      However, the fantasy soon took a turn towards the absurd. In a bizarre twist, Andreea expressed a fetish that demanded the inclusion of a prostitute in our trysts, a request I regrettably obliged. This decision led to an agonizing wait for medical results, a stark reminder of the risks involved in such hedonistic pursuits.

      The drama intensified as Andreea's deceptions unraveled. My generous gift intended for an apartment in Bucharest turned out to be a ploy orchestrated with a lover – the same taxi driver with whom she had an affair. The divorce that followed was as tumultuous as our marriage, culminating in a threat that could ruin my reputation and livelihood.

      Reflecting on these experiences, one might expect a well of regret. Yet, I stand firm in my assertion that I wouldn't change a thing. The thrill, the education in life and love, the sheer intensity of those moments is something I wouldn't trade. They're a testament to living life to the fullest, taking risks, and embracing the adventures that come your way.

      For any man pondering the wisdom of my choices, consider this: just as there are those who perilously scale Everest and meet their end, there are also those who conquer it and live to tell the tale. I survived my romantic ascent with my second Romanian webcam model, and it's a story that has earned a permanent, albeit wild, spot in the memoir of my life.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Take a moment to reflect on how your living environment affects your mental health and the dynamics of your relationships. A harmonious and organized space can foster tranquility and improve interactions with those you live with. Think about ways to enhance your living area to support a positive mental state and healthy relationships.

      2. If you've experienced a major personal revelation that altered your perspective on happiness and well-being at home, use this insight to transform your living space into a sanctuary that reflects your journey towards contentment. Adjusting your environment to match your evolved understanding can significantly enhance your sense of peace and fulfillment.

      3. Work to find a balance between the thrill of romantic adventure and the comfort of stability in your personal life. This balance is key to sustaining a vibrant yet peaceful relationship dynamic. Consider ways to inject excitement into your relationship while nurturing a secure and stable foundation that supports both partners' well-being.
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            PROGRAM YOURSELF TO LOOK & ACT YOUNGER

          

          REVERSING THE CLOCK WITH MIND AND BODY HACKS

        

      

    

    
      I'm not entirely sure where I came across this fascinating study, but it's been lodged in my brain like an unforgettable tune. It took place in a nursing home, where they revamped the environment to mirror the heyday of the residents' youth. They switched up the decor, dusted off old furniture, and probably tuned the radio to the hits of yesteryear—creating a sort of living time capsule for these octogenarians.

      Imagine it: a blast from the past, a reality where the golden years are not your 80s but your 30s. They immersed these seniors in a world where every glance reminded them of their younger selves. And lo and behold, after several weeks, medical tests revealed astonishing results. A dip in blood pressure here, a drop in blood sugar there, and a scattering of aches and pains that seemed to pack up and leave. All thanks to the power of suggestion, the magic of feeling young again.

      The Elixir of Youthful Company

      I can't help but draw parallels to my own life, married to women who could almost be my granddaughters. I'm convinced this has been my own fountain of youth, keeping me sprightly and far from the grizzled old geezer I could have been. My transformation began at 53, courtesy of a little accidental Prozac, but it's my youthful partners who've kept the ball rolling. Now, I'm the envy of my peers, living a life that many men my age, and even younger, can only daydream about while they're getting their prostate checked.

      Just the other day, here in Vienna, I met a fellow who nearly dropped his schnitzel when he saw a photo of Raquel, my latest wife. She's not only a bright psychologist, but she's also got the kind of beauty that could stop traffic—30 years my junior, to be precise. My love for Latina women blossomed with Raquel, and though it's a bit on the nose, I often joke, "Once you go Latina, the rest just can't retain ya."

      How Raquel and I met is a story so charming and unexpected it could only belong to me, Mr. Four-times-hitched. Cast your mind back to the last chapter, where I was booted out of Romania faster than a corrupt politician. By then, I already had an arrest warrant in the U.S., and lingering in Romania was about as safe for me as skinny dipping with piranhas. So, Costa Rica became my refuge, a tropical hideaway from the threat of a hefty alimony and Andrea's menacing blackmail.

      In a stroke of what some might call madness (or genius, depending on who you ask), I turned to Craigslist. Yes, the cesspool of personal ads, where desperate men clutch at straws, hoping to snag an unsuspecting local lady or indulge in the legal pleasures of the flesh. It's the Wild West of dating, a place where only the brave (or the foolish) dare to venture.

      Why did I do it? Perhaps I was inspired by that episode of Seinfeld, where George uses a picture of Jerry's girlfriend to woo a woman, subscribing to the 'beautiful women club' theory. If you've dated one stunner, the theory goes, you're in—the golden key to a world of untapped romantic opportunities.

      So, I posted an ad, complete with a yacht backdrop and a photo of Andreea, my Romanian ex. Despite our tumultuous past, her sex appeal was undeniable. The ad was playful, a callback to the one that snagged Donna, and to my surprise, it wasn't long before Raquel's message popped up in my inbox.

      Now, here's where I played a little fast and loose with the truth—I shaved off a couple of decades, claiming to be 37 instead of my actual 57. After all, most people guessed my age as much younger, and I had the spirit to match. I was vibing with the energy of those in their 20s and 30s, finding my peers a tad too... seasoned for my taste.

      When I first Zoomed with Raquel, I dropped the age bomb immediately. "How old do I look?" I asked. "37," she said, and I came clean about my real age. It didn't matter. When we met in Costa Rica, it was as if we'd been together in another life, and now, she often forgets I'm old enough to be from an entirely different generation.

      But it's not just the psychological perk of a younger wife that keeps me spry. There's a whole regimen to my youthful visage, from diet to exercise, to a little touch-up here and there. I've taken to the routines and the regimens with the same zeal I once reserved for chasing romantic escapades.

      Daily Rituals for Unlocking the Fountain of Youth

      My daily pilgrimage to the gym is sacrosanct, and lucky for me, it's just a hop, skip, and a jump from my doorstep in Costa Rica. My workout routine, a gift from the Bulgarian fitness guru Vlad, is as much a part of my morning as a strong cup of coffee. On Mondays, it’s a tête-à-tête with the dumbbells for chest and triceps; Wednesdays, I tango with the pull-up bar for biceps and back; and by Friday, I'm squatting my way to a stronger lower body and sculpting my shoulders. Each session is punctuated with a series of abdominal crunches, because let's face it, a washboard stomach has no expiration date.

      Cardio? Oh, it gets its fair share of the spotlight—ten minutes of heart-pumping action before and after weightlifting, and on rest days, I switch gears to a 30-minute tread on the treadmill, a dance between walking and running that keeps the old ticker in check.

      When it comes to meals, I subscribe to the 'eat until you're almost full' philosophy, which, surprisingly, helps maintain my svelte figure. And then there's the secret weapon in my arsenal of youthfulness: Black Beard for Men Beard Mascara. It's not every day you find a product that can take years off your face in a matter of minutes each morning, and yet, here I am, defying the relentless march of time with a few strategic strokes of a brush.

      It's All About Presentation

      My hair, the crowning glory, is tended to with religious fervor—cut and dyed every fortnight. Joanna, my stylist here, wields her scissors like an artist, at prices that won't have me breaking into my retirement fund. It's a small price to pay for the illusion of eternal youth.

      Then, there's my nose job and the blepharoplasty, which I fondly refer to as my 'eye-opening' experiences. They were my first dance with the cosmetic surgery devil when I was 47, and I've recently gone for an encore with the lower eye procedure. All in all, these tweaks set me back a pretty penny in the Big Apple, but I'd spend it all again in a heartbeat for the boost they've given me.

      Now, let's not forget the crowning glory of my transformation—the hair transplant. Dr. Felix, the maestro of manes in Romania, wove his magic into my scalp, and I've since been parading a hairline that could make Bruno Mars jealous. The key to a good hair transplant is the artistry of the frontline, and Dr. Felix is the Michelangelo of hairlines. The result? A lush thicket that defies its artificial origins and even lends me an extra inch or two of perceived height.

      As for keeping the lines at bay, Botox is my quarterly companion. A few shots here and there, and the years just seem to melt away. And when it comes to skincare, Ana Maria Spa is my sanctuary. Nestled in the heart of Grecia, it's the place where my skin gets pampered, without the extortionate price tag.

      But it's not all about appearances. After a nasty run-in that cost me my front teeth in the '80s, I've finally got implants and crowns that do more than just flash a presidential smile—they speak of resilience, a determination to turn back the clock not just in looks, but in spirit.

      So, there you have it, the full recipe for a 65-year-old who can pass for 45. It's a concoction of gym workouts, strategic hair dye, a touch of Botox, and a sprinkle of dental magic. But above all, it's about the mindset. When you wake up next to a vivacious thirty-something, see a face in the mirror that could easily blend into a thirty-something crowd, and live a life that's anything but thirty-something mundane, it's a biofeedback loop that convinces every cell in your body that maybe, just maybe, age is truly nothing but a number.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Reflect on how your surroundings and the company you keep influence your views on age and vitality. Surrounding yourself with a variety of perspectives and environments can enrich your understanding and appreciation of aging, potentially leading you to feel more vibrant and alive at any age.

      2. Strive to find a balance between the pursuit of a youthful appearance and embracing the natural aging process. It's healthy to care for your appearance while also cultivating a mindset that values the beauty and wisdom that come with age. Consider practices that promote both physical health and self-acceptance to navigate this balance effectively.

      3. Reflect on instances where alterations in your daily routine or environment markedly affected your mental or physical well-being. Use these experiences to understand the profound impact of your lifestyle and surroundings on your health. Embrace flexibility and openness to change, recognizing that sometimes, a shift in routine or scenery can be the catalyst for significant positive transformation in your well-being.
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            BECOME AN EXPERIENCE HOARDER

          

          THE ART OF COLLECTING UNFORGETTABLE MOMENTS

        

      

    

    
      If there's one thing I've always lived by, it's the mantra of being an 'experience hoarder.' While my lifestyle screams minimalism, it's not about scrimping on possessions but about hoarding experiences - the weirder, the better.

      I've spent a good chunk of this book recounting my escapades, but there are still some gems left to share. It's like someone once said to me, "Most people open doors early in their lives and then stop." Well, I'm the guy who's always looking for the next door to kick open.

      Let's start with Homeless Joe. Picture this: New York City, the 1980s, a time when big hair was in and personal computers had yet to break through to the mainstream. I was a street musician, armed with my electric piano, serenading the subway crowds. Along comes Homeless Joe, setting up camp nearby, threatening to swipe my hard-earned tips with his begging routine.

      At first, Joe was nothing more than a nuisance, a fly in my ointment. But as the days turned into weeks, we started chatting, and I realized there was more to him than his cardboard sign. Joe had a story, a saga worthy of a Scorsese movie. He asked me to type up his life story, and I thought, "Why not?" I figured it'd be good for a laugh if nothing else.

      But boy, was I wrong. Joe's story was no laughing matter. It was a gritty tale of growing up in a Brooklyn neighborhood controlled by the mafia, of losing everything, and of living in the shadows of the New York subway system. The more I typed, the more I was drawn into his world. It was like uncovering a treasure in a pile of trash.

      Then came the twist. Joe had a publishing offer for his book, but he turned it down. I couldn't believe it. Here was a guy who could barely scrape together a meal, turning down a chance to be a published author. Why? Because they wouldn't give him creative control. I told him he was nuts. This was his golden ticket out of homelessness, but Joe was adamant. He wanted his story told his way, no compromises.

      Time passed, and Joe's story took another turn. He got another publishing deal, this time on his terms. I was floored. Here was a man who lived by his principles, no matter the cost. And just when I thought his story couldn't get any crazier, he dropped another bombshell.

      He couldn't do the 60 Minutes interview I had set up because revealing his identity could get him killed. Turns out, the mafia backstory wasn't just for dramatic effect – it was real. Joe was on the run, hiding in plain sight as a homeless man. It was like something out of a thriller novel, and I was there, typing up the manuscript.

      My next escapade unfolds in Ethiopia, a far cry from the neon-lit streets of New York. I was there to visit an orphanage I had helped fund in Mekelle, a project driven by connections I had in New York. This wasn't just any trip; it was a blend of altruism and adventure, a chance to see firsthand the impact of my efforts.

      Art of the Escape: Navigating Life’s Unscripted Dramas

      But as it often happens in my life, things took an unexpected turn. Stranded an extra day in Addis Ababa due to a luggage mishap, I decided to make the most of it. This is where Samuel comes into the picture - a local guy, young, energetic, and with a smile that could light up a room. He offered to show me around, and I thought, "Why not?" I had time to kill and a camera that was itching for some action.

      Samuel took me through the winding streets of his village, a place where time seemed to stand still. It was a photographer's paradise, each frame telling a story of resilience, of lives lived in the raw. I felt like a National Geographic reporter, capturing moments of unvarnished truth. The highlight was this one-armed man, with a wide grin, defiant in the face of adversity. It was a photograph that encapsulated the indomitable spirit of Ethiopia.

      But just as I was reveling in this authentic experience, Samuel's friend, whom I met during our tour, suggested we visit what he described as a 'religious gathering.' Intrigued by the prospect of capturing a unique cultural event, I eagerly agreed.

      The 'gathering' turned out to be in an unassuming first-floor apartment. Inside, about fifteen young women in their twenties, some in ceremonial dresses, others with drums, created an atmosphere that seemed both festive and intimate. It struck me as a genuine slice of Ethiopian life, a chance to witness a tradition untouched by the outside world.

      The evening progressed with casual chats and ceremonial dances. I was completely engrossed, snapping photos and immersing myself in the experience. Then, a seemingly innocent request from one of the women - to buy her a soda - spiraled into a scenario I hadn't seen coming.

      As I settled the bill, expecting it to be a trivial amount, I was hit with a demand for over fifty US dollars. In that instant, it dawned on me; the 'religious gathering' was a ruse, a cleverly orchestrated scam. I was in a bordello, the star guest in a play where I hadn't even known I was auditioning.

      The realization was both shocking and absurdly comical. Here I was, a philanthropist and adventurer, unwittingly playing the role of a patron in a scheme straight out of a con artist's handbook. But the real kicker? My negotiation out of this pickle involved promising a hundred dollars and a taxi ride back to my hotel - a mix of diplomacy and desperation that somehow worked.

      It was a close shave, a brush with danger that had me rethinking my approach to spontaneous adventures. But then again, it was these very moments of unpredictability that made my life the exhilarating rollercoaster it was.

      Risky Adventures and Revelations

      The next chapter of my adventure takes us to Bucharest, a city steeped in history and shrouded in the mystique of Eastern Europe. This part of my journey was intertwined with Andreea, my then 21-year-old Romanian ex-wife, a whirlwind of a woman whose spirit was as untamed as her gypsy roots. She had this way of making the mundane seem magical, and the dangerous, enticing.

      One night, in the small hours that blur the line between late and too early, Andrea beckoned me to join her at an after-hours club. The venue was nestled in a basement in Bucharest, a place where the night extended its stay and the morning was an uninvited guest. The club was a haven for the city's nocturnal creatures, a den of indulgence where the pulse of electronic music set the rhythm for hedonistic pursuits.

      The atmosphere was electric, a mix of shadows and strobe lights, where every face told a story, and every dance was a tale of liberation. There, in the midst of this underground carnival, I found myself surrendering to the rhythm, embracing the night in ways I never had before. Ecstasy wasn't just a feeling; it was tangible, crushed and snorted in a moment of reckless abandon.

      As the night gave way to the first light of dawn, Andreea, ever the instigator of chaos, informed me that we would be continuing the party at our apartment, accompanied by a group of men she had befriended at the club. In my ecstasy-induced haze, I agreed, unaware of the impending drama that this decision would unfold.

      Back at our apartment, the party's tone shifted. The men, who initially seemed like mere extensions of the club's exuberance, began to reveal their true colors. Their demands grew bolder, their demeanor more aggressive. It was as if the shadows of the club had followed us home, bringing with them an air of menace.

      The situation escalated quickly, a pressure cooker of tension and uncertainty. They demanded specific types of alcohol, and their intentions with Andreea became alarmingly clear. I found myself in a precarious situation, a delicate balance between protecting Andreea and not escalating the situation further.

      Somehow, through a blend of tact and sheer force of will, we managed to diffuse the tension and escort the men out of our apartment. It was a close call, a brush with a danger that left me questioning the line between adventure and recklessness.

      This experience in Bucharest was a stark reminder of the unpredictability of life and the inherent risks that come with diving headfirst into the unknown. It was a night that started as an exhilarating adventure but quickly morphed into a situation that teetered on the edge of disaster. Yet, it was these moments of unscripted drama that added depth and color to my life, a life less ordinary but filled with stories worth telling.

      The saga of my wanderlust then whisked me away to Prague, a city where the ancient and modern dance in a harmonious ballet. Prague is a place that wears its history like a proud badge, yet whispers tales of the clandestine at every corner. My quest in this Bohemian rhapsody? To procure some quality marijuana, a simple endeavor, or so I thought.

      Navigating the meandering streets of Prague, I approached the task with the enthusiasm of a kid in a candy store, only to find the quest more akin to a wild goose chase. I visited a head shop, a place lined with bongs and an air of promised secrets. The shopkeeper led me on a merry chase across the city. Each misadventure seemed to take me further from my goal, turning the day into a comedy of errors.

      Just when I was about to throw in the towel, I stumbled upon a tour promising a glimpse into Prague's underground club scene. A lightbulb moment struck me – surely, these connoisseurs of the city's nightlife would know where to find the elusive green treasure.

      The tour was a revelation, leading me into the underbelly of Prague's club scene. The second club on our itinerary was a place where the air was thick with the sweet aroma of marijuana. Here was my El Dorado, a haven where the pursuit of pleasure was not just accepted but celebrated.

      It turned out that the tour guide was not just a connoisseur of Prague's nightlife but also a purveyor of the very item I sought. In a room clouded with smoke and laughter, I found not only the marijuana I had been seeking but a sense of camaraderie with fellow travelers and locals alike. It was a reminder that sometimes, the journey is as important as the destination.

      As I left Prague, my pockets a little lighter and my spirit significantly lifted, I reflected on the myriad of experiences that had colored my journey. From the gritty streets of New York to the vibrant heart of Ethiopia, from the hedonistic depths of Bucharest to the Bohemian charm of Prague, each chapter of my adventure had added a rich layer to my life's story.

      These experiences, with their mix of danger, humor, and spontaneity, had taught me invaluable lessons. They had shown me the importance of embracing the unknown, of finding joy in the chaos, and of always keeping a sense of humor, no matter how dire the situation.

      As I pen down these memories, I realize that my life has been an extraordinary tapestry of experiences, each thread woven with the vibrant colors of adventure and the unpredictable twists of fate. My journey has been anything but ordinary, a testament to the richness that comes from embracing life in all its messy glory.

      So, to anyone reading this, I say: live your life as I have lived mine. Be bold, be curious, and above all, be an experience hoarder. For it is in these experiences that the essence of life truly lies.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Take time to reflect on the unique and memorable experiences in your life, no matter how unconventional they may seem. These moments are valuable chapters in your story, shaping your personality, values, and perspectives. Recognize how these experiences contribute to who you are today, encouraging growth and resilience.

      2. Recall times when you found yourself in unexpected or uncomfortable scenarios that evolved into valuable lessons or fond memories. Such experiences highlight the importance of adaptability and open-mindedness, showing how challenging situations can lead to personal growth and unexpectedly positive outcomes.

      3. Actively pursue new experiences to enrich your life, but always balance the thrill of adventure with the importance of safety and stability. Consider strategies that allow you to explore and grow while maintaining a secure foundation, ensuring that your quest for adventure enhances rather than disrupts your well-being.
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            ROLL THE DICE, BUT RIG THEM FIRST

          

          STRATEGIZING YOUR ADVENTURES FOR MAXIMUM REWARD

        

      

    

    
      Playing it safe might keep your knees clean and your palms unscuffed, but the view from the top of the mountain isn't for the faint-hearted. Ambition and dreams are the children of risk, and they're a hungry bunch.

      Calculated risk is the name of the game – a game where the odds are meticulously weighed, where the stakes are considered with precision. It’s about letting the mind’s gears turn over the potential upswing against the backdrop of potential loss. The goal? To embrace risks where the upside isn't just a step up but a whole staircase above the downside. And should I slip and fall, I've made sure the bottom is padded with a resilience I'm cozy with.

      The Art of the Small Bet

      I've always played by the rule of never pushing all the chips into the middle. This is particularly true in the cutthroat world of business. I've seen too many hopefuls pour their life savings into dreams like restaurants that end up failing. These cautionary tales end not just with a vanished dream, but an emptied piggy bank, leaving no coins for the next adventure.

      That's why, in my entrepreneurial escapades, I've never plunked down more than 500 bucks to start a business. I'd rather be the scrappy underdog betting small but dreaming big, scaling up only when the idea starts to bark louder and catch the attention of the neighbors.

      Allen Ginsburg Tosses 90%

      Then there's the wisdom I gleaned from the poet Allen Ginsberg, the beatnik bard who, even at the height of his powers, would scrap 90% of his work. It’s a lesson in creative culling that I’ve taken to heart. I've embraced the notion that the majority of my ideas are bound to flop – but it's that golden 10% that soar and truly leave a mark.

      This philosophy of voluminous attempts and embracing failure served me well. I recall my early days as an internet marketer, huddled under my daughter’s loft bed, where I navigated the embryonic digital waves with the finesse of a newborn sea turtle. Those small, calculated gambles, placed in the nurturing incubator of my infant daughter’s bedroom, would one day hatch into a multi-million dollar enterprise.

      Never once did I reach into the coffers of banks to breathe life into my ventures. My fiscal discipline was as unyielding as a miser's grip. I reinvested profits with the care of a gardener tending to his saplings, not allowing myself the fruits until they were ripe for the picking.

      My Costa Rican Paradise

      And then came the move – a leap, really – first to Romania, then to the tropical embrace of Costa Rica. Amidst legal skirmishes with Donna, my first ex-wife, I landed in these lands where the risk reaped rewards so rich, they were beyond my wildest ledger entries. I hadn't anticipated the tax haven that Costa Rica would be, offering me a fiscal paradise that complemented its natural one.

      Living in countries where the cost of living whispers sweet nothings to your bank account meant that I could live like a king while the common folk in the States were still counting their pennies. Take my dream home in Costa Rica – a custom-built haven complete with architect's blueprints, nestled on a $40,000 plot, all crafted for the modest sum of $90,000.

      Consider the added bonus in this tropical idyll: no property taxes for properties below a certain valuation. This peculiarity of local law means that my dream abode, the one I constructed on a small budget but with a big vision, sits tax-free. It's the cherry on top of a very lucrative cake.

      But the real treasure here isn't just the financial boon; it's the lifestyle that money can't quite quantify. For a digital nomad like myself, the leap from the towering costs of the U.S. to the economic embrace of Costa Rica was akin to trading a box seat at the opera for the lead role on the stage. 

      And let’s not forget state health insurance, which costs me about as much as a family meal at a fast-food restaurant – a hundred bucks a month. It’s an almost laughable sum for the peace of mind it brings. In Costa Rica, my risk-to-reward ratio is off the charts, yielding continuous and untold benefits.

      It was here that I took one of my proudest gambles – on the architect of my house. But to understand that, let's backtrack to a risk I took that I probably shouldn’t have – a New Yorker restaurant in the heart of Costa Rica. Lily, my wife at the time, had this burning desire to open a restaurant. And I, perhaps bewitched by love or enticed by the allure of creating something tangible, gave in to her dream and handed over $25,000 as seed money.

      This was supposed to be a controlled burn – a limited investment to bring to life a space in the local mall. We were directed to a father-son duo, the father being a seasoned architect and the son, Ronnie, a fledgling in architecture school. It seemed like a sound pairing – until the father disappeared post-contract, leaving young Ronnie holding the blueprints.

      To my astonishment, Ronnie didn’t just design the restaurant but managed the construction, serving as a de facto general contractor and bringing the project to completion under budget and ahead of schedule. This was a minor miracle in a land where 'on time' is as mythical as a unicorn, and 'within budget' as likely as winning the lottery twice.

      Impressed by Ronnie’s tenacity and skill, I took another punt on him, entrusting him with the construction of a house. The house was meant to be a shared dream with Lily, but as the tides of marriage ebbed and flowed, it eventually became hers alone. Yet, I wasn't deterred. I doubled down on Ronnie, commissioning him to build another house – the one that now shelters Raquel and me.

      Ronnie’s work, from that first restaurant to the homes he's built, has been nothing short of stellar. He's crafted spaces that resonate with aesthetic grace and practicality, all while keeping the purse strings tightly knotted. His success in Costa Rica has since soared, and it's a point of personal pride to have played a part in launching his career.

      The restaurant, named The New Yorker, was designed to be a slice of the Big Apple in the heart of Costa Rica. Lily's eyes sparkled with visions of bustling tables and clinking glasses, a stage alive with music, and walls that whispered of cosmopolitan chic. We poured not just money but dreams into that space, crafting every corner to match a vision of sophistication we hoped would draw crowds.

      But the venture, like many cloaked in romanticism, soon faced the sobering light of reality. The New Yorker was perhaps too polished, its sheen too intimidating for the local clientele. It stood out like a diamond in a coal mine, too precious to touch. Despite pricing our offerings competitively, we found that patrons hesitated at the threshold, deterred by the establishment's upscale ambiance.

      This miscalculation was a costly one. The $25,000 seed money, meant to be a mere brushstroke on the canvas of our shared enterprise, bled into a $150,000 hemorrhage. As the relationship with Lily frayed, so too did the viability of the restaurant. In any other circumstance, I would have cut losses, retreated, and regrouped. But the entanglement of marriage and business, of personal and fiscal investment, made the decision to shutter the restaurant not just a financial calculation but an emotional ordeal.

      Yet, amidst the financial debris, there were moments to cherish – nights where the restaurant thrived, where laughter filled the air and music pulsed through the crowd. In the end, though, the dream was unsustainable, a bubble in a market unready for its sheen.

      The failure was a lesson writ large – an understanding that risk, even when calculated, carries no guarantees. It was also a deep dive into the cultural nuances that dictate the success or demise of a business venture. The New Yorker, with its stage for live acts and chic decor, was a concept that perhaps belonged elsewhere, not in the laid-back lap of Costa Rica where 'homey' and 'unpretentious' are the flavors savored by the locals.

      In hindsight, the venture into the restaurant business was a detour on my entrepreneurial journey, a reminder that even the best-laid plans are at the mercy of cultural currents. It was a costly education, but one that would shape my approach to future enterprises.

      Despite the sting of that loss, my life in Costa Rica continued to blossom. The calculated risks I had taken – from investing in Ronnie's potential to embracing the digital nomad lifestyle – continued to pay dividends. The dream house that I now share with Raquel stands as a testament to the merits of calculated risk, a tangible representation of what can be achieved when ambition is tempered by prudence.

      Living in Costa Rica, with its generous tax laws and modest cost of living, has been a gamble that paid off handsomely. The balance sheet of my life here shows gains not just in financial terms but in the quality of life, a richness that far exceeds the figures in a bank account.

      And so, the arc of my story bends towards a simple truth: risk is an essential ingredient in the recipe of success. But it's the careful measure of that risk, the understanding of when to hold back and when to advance, that makes all the difference. With one eye on the horizon and one on the ground beneath your feet, you can navigate the tightrope of risk with the grace of an acrobat. And if you do fall? Well, there's always a net – if you're wise enough to have built it.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Consider how applying the principle of calculated risk has shaped your decisions and outcomes. Taking well-thought-out risks can lead to significant personal and professional growth. Reflect on your process for evaluating risks and how this approach has influenced your achievements, encouraging a mindset that values strategic risk-taking for greater rewards.

      2. Share instances where beginning with modest ventures led to substantial achievements. This journey underscores the power of starting small, allowing for learning, adaptation, and growth. It's a testament to the idea that large successes often stem from humble beginnings, emphasizing patience, persistence, and the scalability of ideas.

      3. Recall situations where you had to decide between investing further or stepping back, especially in contexts where there was a significant risk of loss. Reflecting on this can offer insights into the importance of setting boundaries and knowing when to pursue an opportunity or when to conserve resources. This balance is crucial in managing both personal and professional ventures, guiding you to make decisions aligned with your risk tolerance and long-term goals.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            17

          

          
            REMEMBER, NOBODY REALLY CARES ABOUT YOU

          

          EMBRACING THE FREEDOM OF ANONYMITY

        

      

    

    
      In this grand adventure we call life, one truth stands tall: nobody really cares about you. It might sound harsh, but this revelation is the golden ticket to a life unshackled by the chains of conformity. People are far too engrossed in their own narratives to fixate on the trivialities of yours. That spot on your tie or that unruly hair – believe me, they barely register in the peripheral vision of passersby.

      This liberating insight paves the way to fearlessness, giving you a backstage pass to the show of life where taking risks isn't just encouraged; it's part of the script. It’s this philosophy that catapulted me into the world of stand-up comedy. If you think about it, the path to becoming a comedian is a masterclass in not giving a damn about public opinion.

      Imagine standing alone on a stage, the spotlight searing into your soul, tasked with the monumental job of making people laugh. The fear of silence following a joke is the stuff of nightmares. Yet, it’s in embracing that fear, in the willingness to stumble on the lower rungs, that one can climb to heights unknown.

      Daring to be Different

      The journey to comedic nirvana is peculiar. You start out desperate to win the crowd, to hear the sweet sound of laughter. But as you hone your craft, a transformation occurs. You realize that the true power of comedy isn’t in the laughter but in the courage to speak truths that resonate, to hold up a mirror to society, and to say what others only dare to think.

      This path led me to an unexpected invitation that would redefine my career. I started comedy on a whim back in 2010 in New York, riding the adrenaline of performing for five minutes on stage. It was a buzz I had never felt before, a concoction of terror and exhilaration. That night, I even shared the stage with the now-famous Jim Gaffigan, who casually asked me, “How’s the crowd tonight?” At that moment, I felt like I belonged.

      However, life has a way of throwing curveballs. My budding comedy career hit a snag in 2013 when my SAT tutoring gig clashed with my risqué comedy routines on YouTube. A concerned parent found my comedy on Youtube and thought my humor was too edgy, too unbecoming of someone shaping young minds. And just like that, fear crept in, and I let someone else’s opinion dim the lights on my stage.

      A Comedy Miracle

      It wasn’t until 2019, in the cobbled streets of Dublin's Temple Bar, that comedy beckoned to me once more. There, a poster advertising an open mic night caught my eye, and on impulse, I decided to give comedy another shot. That night rekindled my love for stand-up, and a few months later, I found myself in Prague, a city with an unexpectedly vibrant English-language comedy scene.

      Prague's cobblestoned streets, lined with stories of centuries past, became the backdrop for my re-emergence into the comedy circuit. The city's appetite for humor, particularly in the universal language of English, was insatiable. I started frequenting open mic nights, each five-minute slot sharpening my wit, refining my timing, and rebuilding my confidence, joke by joke.

      During this comedic renaissance, I sought the guidance of Brad Trackman, a seasoned comic with many decades of laughter under his belt. Coaching, I've come to learn, is invaluable. To excel in any field, especially one as nuanced as stand-up comedy, you need a mentor who's navigated the minefields and can guide you safely across. Brad was my comedy sherpa, pointing out the peaks I could scale with my arsenal of life stories.

      It was Brad who, during our first meeting, pointed out the gold mine of material I had been sitting on – my four marriages. That single insight was like turning the kaleidoscope; the pieces of my comedic narrative fell into a new pattern, one that resonated with audiences more authentically and elicited belly laughs more robust than any I had heard before.

      Riding this new wave of comedic strategy, I took my act across Europe. It was in Krakow, with the loving prodding of Raquel, that I stumbled upon an opportunity that would test the very limits of my fearlessness. The Krakow Comedy Club was hosting a night of stand-up, and with Raquel's encouragement, I sent an inquiry for a spot, attaching a clip of my act – a performance that I felt was far from my best.

      To my astonishment, the response was not the polite rejection I had braced for but an offer to not just perform but feature – a 20-minute set preceding the headliner. Four days and a comedy lifetime away from the gig, I was faced with the Herculean task of crafting 15 minutes of new material, a process that typically spanned months, if not years.

      But I had a secret weapon: my life. A life of absurdities, triumphs, and heartaches that I could weave into comedic gold. The only obstacle was memorization. The solution? Index cards. I scattered them across the stage stool, giving the illusion of a vast comedic library at my fingertips, choosing the perfect joke for the moment.

      The night of the performance, the audience – a diverse mix including many Ukrainian IT professionals, whose presence I would come to cherish – was electric. Each joke landed with precision, each punchline resonated, and by the end of the set, I was no longer an imposter on the stage but a comedian in my own right. The club's offer to return as a headliner was the validation of my comedic journey, a nod to the risks I had taken and the fears I had faced.

      The Krakow Comedy Club experience was a pivotal moment, a crossroads where the path of persistence intersected with the highway of opportunity. The headlining offer was a beacon of success in the choppy seas of stand-up, a testament to the nights spent honing punchlines and gauging audiences. Yet, it was more than just a personal victory; it became a poignant connection to a place and its people, one that the politics of nations could never overshadow.

      As the pandemic swept across the globe, stand-up venues fell silent, microphones went cold, and laughter faded into the quarantine of isolation. But comedy, much like life, finds a way. The enforced hiatus became a chrysalis, and within it, my craft matured. The empty stages gave way to reflection, writing, and an inner rehearsal for the world that would emerge.

      When the curtains finally rose again, the stage in Krakow awaited. I returned, not as the novice who nervously shuffled index cards but as a seasoned comedian ready to headline. The act that unfolded was a symphony of life's absurdities and the comedy that is inherent in human struggle and folly. The laughs were hearty, the applause resonant, and the fulfillment immeasurable. It was a full-circle moment, a testament to resilience and the power of not merely enduring but evolving.

      Arrested For Performing Shakespeare?

      This journey through the realm of comedy mirrored the broader journey of my life. From a young age, the allure of the spotlight beckoned. I remember one high school acting competition, where I was set to perform Richard III's "Now is the winter of our discontent." The role demanded a presence, a physicality that would capture the audience and judges alike. With a hunchback and a limp, I commanded the stage, my cape swirling around me, my voice projecting Shakespeare's timeless words.

      Yet, despite my mother's explicit instructions to stay at the competition venue, the pull of the limelight led me down a different path. Clad in full costume and makeup, I decided to take my performance to the streets, quite literally. The reactions were immediate and varied—some amused, others confused, and a few concerned.

      Standing at a bustling intersection, delivering lines with dramatic flourish, I drew not just the attention of passersby but also that of a recently discharged patient from a state mental hospital. Concerned for my well-being—or perhaps the public's—he called the police. When the officer arrived, his hand resting on his sidearm, his expression more interrogation than inquiry, it became clear that my impromptu performance might have been a step too far.

      As the officer questioned me, I spotted my parents' car approaching. The look on my mother's face, hand on her forehead, was a mixture of exasperation and embarrassment. She mouthed a silent reprimand from behind the glass, one that needed no amplification. My father, ever the mediator, ended up sitting in the police car to sort out the misunderstanding.

      But even then, I knew the hassle with the police wasn't just for the disturbance; it was for daring to be different, for stepping outside the lines that society had drawn. It was a small price to pay for the freedom of expression, for the right to embrace the character of Richard III not just on stage but in the very streets where theater meets reality.

      That incident, humorous in hindsight, was a stark reminder of the invisible boundaries we navigate daily. It was also a reinforcement of my belief in the power of not caring too much about public perception. After all, what is life but a grand stage where we're all free to choose our roles, to perform our parts with passion, and to engage with our audience, whether they be critics or fans?

      This philosophy of fearless living has been my guiding star, leading me through various acts and scenes, both on the stage of comedy and in the broader performance of life. It’s taught me to embrace risks, not recklessly, but with a sense of purpose. It's shown me that sometimes, to reach the heights we aspire to, we must be willing to fall, to falter, and to rise again, wiser and more determined.

      As I close this chapter, I extend an invitation to you, the reader, to cast aside the shackles of hesitation and embrace the freedom that comes from not caring too much about the audience's reaction. Live boldly, perform passionately, and remember that the spotlight of life shines brightest for those brave enough to step into it, script in hand, ready to deliver their lines with conviction and a touch of fearless abandon.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Think about moments you've held back due to fear of others' opinions. Consider how outcomes might have differed if you embraced the liberating truth that most people are too absorbed in their own lives to judge. This reflection can motivate you to pursue goals and express yourself more freely, understanding that self-censorship based on perceived judgment often holds us back more than the actual opinions of others.

      2. Acknowledge that recognizing people are generally more focused on their own experiences can free you to take risks and explore new avenues without the weight of external judgment. This realization encourages a shift towards valuing personal satisfaction and growth over societal approval, opening doors to opportunities and experiences you might have otherwise avoided.

      3. Reflect on how internalizing the idea that you're not the focus of everyone's attention could change your daily actions and interactions. This perspective can significantly reduce self-consciousness and liberate you to act more authentically, pursue interests without undue worry about scrutiny, and engage with the world in a more open and genuine way.
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            FEAR IS THE DEVIL & REVENGE IS SWEET

          

          CONQUERING THE INNER DEMONS THAT HOLD YOU BACK

        

      

    

    
      Regrets, they say, are an inevitable part of life. But when I think about the regrets that weigh on me, they all share a common theme - fear. Fear has been the unseen force that's prevented me from pursuing what my heart truly desired. If I had a nickel for every time I let fear get the best of me, I'd probably have enough to buy a lifetime supply of therapy.

      You see, I believe that letting fear dictate your choices is one of the sorriest things you can do in life. It's like voluntarily signing up for a never-ending subscription of missed opportunities and what-ifs. But hey, regrets may be unavoidable, but they can also be a powerful motivator. Knowing that our time on this wild ride called life is limited should be reason enough to give fear a swift kick in the behind.

      One of my most bizarre regrets, and a perfect example of how fear can steer you in the wrong direction, involves the illustrious Eagle Scout badge. Yes, that's right, the coveted symbol of outdoor prowess and leadership. You're probably thinking, "What could possibly go wrong with achieving that?" Well, get ready for a story that'll have you scratching your head.

      Our story begins in high school, the era of questionable fashion choices and locker rooms that could induce panic in even the most confident of souls. You see, gym class was where it all started, where my fear of inadequacy was served up like a daily special.

      Now, I won't say I was vertically challenged, but let's just say I had an ongoing rivalry with door frames and overhead cabinets. Puberty, that elusive train that everyone seemed to catch before me, didn't do me any favors either. So, there I was, shorter than most and fashionably late to the puberty party, facing what I believed to be the undeniable truth - I was the owner of a "little buddy."

      Oh, the humiliation! Feeling vertically challenged was one thing, but when that notion was coupled with the idea of having been born with "insufficient equipment,"I couldn't help but wonder if I'd been accidentally short-changed by the universe.

      Now, let's get one thing straight. I have nothing against my vertically challenged brethren; some of the most brilliant minds in history have been vertically challenged. But it's another matter entirely to feel less than manly because of your stature, and then to top it off by believing you're packing less than an economy-sized pickle.

      The horrible irony, however, was that I had earned every merit badge required for the prestigious Eagle Scout rank. The only two badges left standing between me and that illustrious title were for swimming and life-saving. Both, unfortunately, required pool instruction and mandatory locker room visits, which meant the inevitable moment when I'd have to confront my perceived deficiency in front of my peers.

      And so, my fear of having a small penis became a dark cloud that followed me through most of my life. Even my marriage to Donna, a relationship that I've described as a mostly unhappy one, was tainted by this fear. Our intimacy, as you can imagine, left much to be desired for both of us. I couldn't help but feel that my "member" just wasn't up to the task of pleasing her.

      But here's the kicker - I didn't put up much of a fight, because it seemed to validate the insecurities I already held about myself. Then came the unexpected turn in my life's narrative - the discovery of webcam girls, who not only boosted my self-esteem but showered me with praise for my masculinity.

      Webcam Girls and The Rebirth of Confidence

      Suddenly, the world of webcam girls opened up before me, and it was as if a beacon of confidence had finally pierced through the fog of my insecurities. They showered me with compliments and admiration, praising my manhood and making me feel like I was on top of the world. It was like a shot of liquid courage for my self-esteem.

      But, as they say, old habits die hard. Those lingering doubts and fears still had a hold on me, lurking in the shadows of my mind. I couldn't entirely shake the feeling that I was somehow inadequate.

      It wasn't until a remarkable experience, sandwiched between my two Romanian webcam girl marriages, that I had a revelation. I found myself in the company of a lady of the night, engaged in the most intimate of activities. In the heat of the moment, I mustered the courage to ask if I could give it a little more gusto, so to speak.

      Her response was so brilliantly straightforward that it left me momentarily stunned. She calmly said, "Alright, but not with the whole thing." Those words were like a bolt of lightning, illuminating the dark corners of my self-doubt and rendering them obsolete.

      Over time, and through countless conversations with my current wife, I began to realize that I had been unfairly critical of myself all along. I had spent years believing I was less than, that I wasn't measuring up, when in reality, I was packing more than enough heat. My "little buddy" had grown into quite the formidable comrade.

      The epiphany that my entire life had been overshadowed by the fear of inadequacy, leading me to miss out on achieving the prestigious Eagle Scout badge, struck me like a thunderclap. I had let a baseless fear of my "equipment" hold me back from a goal I had already achieved in every other aspect.

      Worst Divorce Ever

      Now, let's switch gears and dive into another regret tied to the ever-persistent fear in my life - the disaster of my first divorce. If I could turn back time and muster the courage to hire a lawyer, I would have emerged from that legal battleground in far better shape.

      At the time, I was a jumbled mess of emotions, like a tangled ball of Christmas lights you dread untangling. I feared how people would perceive me, the guilt that would gnaw at me for leaving Donna, and even the fear of guilt itself. These emotions combined to lead me down a path where I agreed to a divorce settlement that was so mind-bogglingly lopsided that even my own lawyer was left dumbfounded.

      Donna's demands seemed to have no end, like a bottomless pit of financial requests. No matter how much I gave, it was never enough to satiate her demands. It was a financial freefall that felt like it would never hit the ground.

      But the most agonizing part of this entire ordeal was yet to come. It came in the form of an email, a message from Donna, who had been estranged from me for years, demanding a staggering $15,000 for the funeral of our daughter. 

      She insisted on a service in her family's cemetery in New York, a choice that flew in the face of my preference for a simple cremation, with our daughter's friends present and her ashes scattered into the Pacific Ocean. This option would have required no shipping of the body or other complicated arrangements.

      Yet, my fear of confronting Donna, and my fear of the guilt I would feel for challenging her, continued to compound with each passing moment. It was like a tightening noose around my neck, squeezing out any semblance of rational thinking.

      Even Rabbis Play Politics

      To make matters even more surreal, I discovered that Rabbi Bill Strongin of New Paltz, New York, the very same rabbi who had officiated my daughter's bat mitzvah, was also the rabbi Donna had selected to officiate at her funeral. In a moment of desperation, I reached out to Rabbi Bill seeking comfort and asked him to read a poem on my behalf.

      I expected a soothing presence, a familiar face to guide us through this unimaginable tragedy. But what I received was far from comforting.

      Rabbi Bill didn't offer condolences or the warm embrace of solace. Instead, he simply brushed aside my request and coldly informed me that he had not fulfilled my wishes. There was no apology, no acknowledgment of the pain and anguish that were overwhelming me. He had not read the poem at all. Instead, he had printed it out and distributed it as a handout to a select few attendees, which included Donna.

      I was precluded from attending my own daughter's funeral. The pandemic had imposed restrictions on gatherings, and the arrest warrant that Donna had initiated hung over my head like the sword of Damocles. My grief was compounded by the cruel irony that I couldn't even say a proper goodbye to my beloved daughter.

      Atheism and Personal Truth: Finding Peace Beyond Religion

      It was during this painful period that I began to realize a harsh truth - that nobody truly cared about my struggles. Friends and family members who had once been close seemed to fade away, and I was left feeling utterly alone in facing these challenges.

      Donna's actions during this time only added to the emotional turmoil. One of her friends set up a GoFundMe page to collect the $15,000 she needed for our daughter's funeral. The narrative painted me as the villain, the deadbeat father who callously refused to contribute to his own child's farewell. It conveniently omitted the fact that Donna was a multimillionaire at the time.

      As I navigated this labyrinth of emotional pain and financial strife, I couldn't help but feel the weight of the injustice. It became increasingly clear that speaking my truth was not just a cathartic release but a path to seek justice. If the publication of this book caused even a hint of embarrassment for those who had wronged me, it was a bonus I was more than willing to embrace.

      This entire journey, filled with the harsh realities of divorce, the heartbreaking loss of my daughter, and the betrayal of people I once trusted, ultimately solidified my belief in atheism. The hypocrisy and heartlessness I witnessed within religious institutions left a sour taste in my mouth.

      I began to question the very concept of divine punishment and the idea of a higher power who would pass judgment. If there was a God, which God would it be? It was a transformative process that saw me shifting away from organized religion and toward a more personal understanding of spirituality.

      At 65 years old, as I faced the looming specter of mortality, my belief in the notion of organized religion waned. I couldn't help but wonder if I had reached an age where I could trust my own understanding of truth and morality. After all, I had witnessed firsthand the darker side of religious institutions, where loyalty and money often took precedence over genuine spirituality.

      I felt emboldened to speak my truth, to shine a light on the actions of Donna and Rabbi Bill. Their choices, driven by fear, greed, and a lack of empathy, had profound consequences on my life. It was only fair that their actions be exposed for what they were.

      

      READER QUESTIONS:

      1. Reflect on instances where fear held you back from reaching an important goal and the regret that ensued. Consider strategies for coping with and learning from this regret, such as setting new, achievable objectives or seeking support to overcome fears. This approach can help mitigate the impact of past inactions and encourage a more courageous stance in the future.

      2. Think about experiences that fundamentally changed how you see yourself. Such moments are pivotal to personal growth and self-awareness. Embrace these revelations as opportunities to evolve and align more closely with your authentic self, using them as stepping stones to build a more fulfilling life.

      3. Evaluate the benefits and drawbacks of sharing personal stories publicly versus keeping them private. Recognize that while public sharing can offer catharsis and connect with others, some stories may be best kept private for personal reflection or shared within a more intimate or appropriate setting. This discernment can protect your emotional well-being while still allowing for meaningful exchanges and support when needed.
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            PLAY FAST & EASY WITH THE RULES

          

          THE FINE ART OF ELEGANT RULE-BENDING

        

      

    

    
      Ever since I was young, I've had a certain flair for bending rules. Not in a notorious way, mind you, but with a kind of artistry that would make even Picasso raise an eyebrow. It's not something I'm ashamed of; in fact, I'm rather proud of it. I know, I know, the same mindset can lead people down some dark paths, but I assure you, I'm no villain. I'm just someone who likes to dance on the fine line between the black and white of rules, finding my rhythm in the grey areas.

      Take, for instance, my early encounter with the flexible world of taxation. As a child, I stumbled upon my parents' tax return. Among the numbers and legal jargon, one entry caught my eye: a $500 deduction for 'professional advancement expenses.' Curious, I asked my parents about it. Their response was a casual shrug and a mention that the accountant had suggested it. That was my first glimpse behind the curtain, a revelation that the world of adults was not as black-and-white as I had thought.

      This discovery was more than just a peek into my parents' finances; it was an epiphany. It showed me that even my parents, who I viewed as paragons of virtue, played the game of life with a bit of creative flexibility. They were, in a sense, tax-bending hypocrites. And you know what? I think, if we're all deeply honest with ourselves, most of us are.

      As I grew older, this realization took a more philosophical turn. If there's no divine scorekeeper, as I came to believe, life is less about strict adherence to rules and more about... well, let's call it strategic improvisation. It's a competition of sorts, where bending a rule here and there doesn't seem so detrimental. After all, if I sneak in an extra tax deduction, am I really causing harm? It's just a tiny rebellion against a giant, faceless system.

      But it's not all black and white. The moral quandaries of my actions did cross my mind. If I pay less, does someone else pay more? It's an ethical dilemma, a balancing act on the tightrope of legality and morality. But in this grand circus of life, I found myself playing the role of the tightrope walker with a penchant for risk-taking.

      The Food Stamp Caper

      My adventures as a street musician further solidified my rule-bending ethos. Picture this: a young musician, guitar in hand, singing his heart out in Duffy Square, coins clinking in the guitar case. That was me, making about a thousand a week in coins. It was during this time that a daring idea struck me – could I, a street performer earning decent money, qualify for food stamps?

      It was a gamble, but one I was eager to take. Armed with nothing but my wits and a bit of creative storytelling, I embarked on what I now fondly refer to as the 'Food Stamp Caper.' The plan was simple yet audacious: present ourselves as struggling street performers to qualify for food stamps. So, with a slight twist of truth, we declared an income of a meager $75 per week - a number strategically picked to open the gates to government aid.

      The process was surprisingly smooth. A notarized letter here, a convincing story there, and soon, we were walking out of the food stamp office with our heads held high. There was a certain irony in the whole affair. As a vegetarian at the time, I spun a tale of how I was forced to eat sprouts instead of meat due to financial constraints. The look of sympathy from the examiner was almost too much to bear without breaking into a grin.

      And so, with food stamps in hand, we indulged in the finest offerings of a luxury health food store in New York City. I remember proudly using those food stamps to purchase exotic items I couldn't otherwise afford. Was it morally ambiguous? Perhaps. But in my mind, it was a small victory against a system that often seemed too rigid and impersonal.

      This episode was more than just a financial ploy; it was a testament to my growing belief in the fluidity of rules and the power of creative thinking. It was a realization that liferequires strategic moves and sometimes bending the rules to your advantage.

      Telephonic and Other Masquerades

      But it wasn't all about financial maneuvers. There were other, more personal realms where I applied my philosophy. Take, for instance, my adventures in telephonic impersonation. Due to some legal technicalities, only my wife was supposed to handle certain calls regarding our accounts. But why bother her with such minutiae when I could simply... assume her identity over the phone? With a slight pitch adjustment to my voice and a touch of feminine flair, I became an expert at navigating customer service as my better half. It was quick, efficient, and harmlessly amusing.

      Yet, there's always a line, isn't there? A point where bending rules teeters dangerously close to breaking them. I found myself toeing this line when our medical massage business began to take off. My wife, Donna, was the licensed masseuse, but as our client list grew, so did the need for more hands. Literally.

      It was Donna who suggested that I step in to help with the overflow. With no formal training but a natural knack for it, I quickly became quite popular among our clients. To the outside world, I was a licensed professional, but behind closed doors, it was a different story. My massages were praised, my techniques lauded, but the truth was, my only license was a well-crafted façade.

      My foray into the world of unlicensed massage therapy was a high-wire act. Sure, I was easing the aches and pains of our clients, but the ethical implications were not lost on me. It was a classic case of ends justifying the means, or so I rationalized. I was good at what I did, and the clients were happy. But deep down, I knew I was skating on thin ice.

      The façade went beyond just playing the part. I crafted a massage license, complete with all the official-looking trappings, and hung it proudly on the wall of our studio. It was my shield against suspicion, a piece of paper that silently vouched for my expertise. In a world where appearances often mattered more than reality, this seemed like a harmless addition to our business décor.

      The Protégé Turned Competitor: A Business Betrayal

      But as with all tales of deception, there comes a turning point. Ours arrived in the form of Anita, a friend in dire straits. She had immigrated from Finland, a single mother of two, struggling to make ends meet. Seeing her plight, we offered her a lifeline: training as a massage therapist under our wing. Anita had the hands for it, and more importantly, the desperation to learn quickly.

      It wasn't long before Anita became a skilled masseuse, her natural talent blossoming under our tutelage. She even enrolled in a massage therapy school and earned her legitimate license. It was a success story in the making, but success, as I've learned, can have its own set of complications.

      Our arrangement with Anita was more than just a business decision; it was a gesture of goodwill, a way to help someone in need. But the lines between business and friendship can sometimes blur, leading to unforeseen consequences. Anita became increasingly unreliable, her personal struggles spilling over into her professional commitments. After numerous discussions and warnings, we had no choice but to let her go. It was a decision that weighed heavily on us, but in the world of business, tough choices are often necessary.

      Little did we know, our act of severing professional ties with Anita would set off a chain reaction that would shake the very foundations of our business. In a twist of fate, Anita turned from protégé to nemesis. She not only started her own competing massage service but used the marketing strategies we had confided in her against us. It was a betrayal that stung more than any loss of business.

      In a fit of anger and perhaps a touch of foolishness, I decided to reclaim our marketing territory. I went around to the OBGYN offices, where we placed our brochures, and surreptitiously removed Anita's. It was a petty act, one that I believed would go unnoticed. But as luck would have it, I was caught in the act by a receptionist who had grown fond of Anita.

      My petty theft was reported, and Anita, armed with the knowledge of my unlicensed practice and the fake license on our wall, retaliated by reporting us to the New York State Massage Therapy Board. The registered letter that arrived soon after was a harbinger of the storm to come.

      The letter from the New York State Massage Therapy Board was a stark wake-up call. The façade I had so carefully built was crumbling. The investigation focused on Donna initially, but it didn't take long for the spotlight to turn on me. The revelation of my faux license and unlicensed practice brought a real threat of legal repercussions.

      In this unfolding drama, I was cast as the unwitting antagonist, a role I had never intended to play. The irony of the situation wasn't lost on me. Here I was, a rule-bender caught in a web of my own making, facing the possibility of serious legal consequences for a service that had brought relief and comfort to many.

      I hired a lawyer, an interesting character in his own right, known for representing a doctor who had taken his artistic liberties a bit too far in the operating room by carving his initials into his patient’s tummies. The legal fees were steep, $20,000, with half to be paid upfront. It was a financial blow, but the potential costs of not having proper representation were far higher.

      In a series of discussions with my lawyer, I wagered a bet on the incompetence of insurance companies. I was convinced they wouldn't follow through with the investigation, a belief rooted more in hope than evidence. My lawyer, ever the realist, disagreed but agreed to my terms: if no charges were brought, I wouldn't owe the second half of the fee.

      As the legal wheels turned slowly, an unexpected twist occurred. The investigation, for reasons still unknown to me, lost its momentum. No charges were brought against me, and I was spared the remaining legal fees. It felt like a narrow escape, a stroke of luck in an otherwise perilous situation.

      This experience, while harrowing, opened a new chapter in my life. Forced to retire from active massage practice, I stumbled upon a lucrative opportunity: billing insurance for massage therapy. It was an avenue I had never considered, but in the wake of my legal troubles, it emerged as a silver lining. This venture, born out of necessity and a touch of desperation, turned out to be incredibly profitable, propelling me into the realm of millionaires.

      But wealth and success didn't dampen my rule-bending inclinations. If anything, they provided me with more resources and confidence to navigate the gray areas of life. I continued to look for loopholes, always mindful of the fine line between ingenuity and folly.

      As I reflect on my journey, I can't help but see it as a series of strategic moves in the game of life. From the tax deductions of my youth to the street musician food stamp caper, each episode was a lesson in the art of rule-bending. Some might call it moral ambiguity; I prefer to think of it as creative problem-solving.

      Yet, I am not without my moments of introspection. The close brush with legal disaster was a reminder of the risks involved in playing fast and loose with the rules. It taught me the importance of balancing my adventurous spirit with a healthy respect for the law.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Reflect on times you've bent the rules in your own life and consider the outcomes of those decisions. Whether the results were positive or negative, think about the lessons learned and how these experiences have shaped your approach to problem-solving and ethical dilemmas. Understanding the consequences of rule-bending can inform future decisions, encouraging a more nuanced understanding of when to adhere strictly to rules and when flexibility might be beneficial.

      2. Contemplate whether there are situations where bending the rules can be justified. Consider the implications of a rigid versus a flexible approach to rules, and how context, ethics, and outcomes play into these decisions. This reflection can help clarify your values and principles, guiding you to make choices that align with your moral compass while considering the greater good.

      3. Based on your understanding of any given narrative or personal experience with bending rules, assess whether the individual (or you) learned from these experiences or was primarily motivated by the thrill of the act. This introspection can reveal insights into human behavior, including your own, highlighting the importance of understanding motives, consequences, and the balance between personal gain and ethical integrity.
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            F**K  IT, WE’RE ALL GONNA DIE

          

          THE LIBERATING POWER OF EMBRACING MORTALITY

        

      

    

    
      “Fuck If We’re All Gonna Die” – quite the slogan for a presidential candidate, don't you think? A self-proclaimed badass, that's what I am, and I wear it like a badge of honor. Irony has always been a dear friend of mine, and this trademark of mine is its latest manifestation. 

      About a month ago, out of sheer curiosity, I wondered if the word "fuck" could be part of a U.S. trademark. Spelling it out was a no-go, so I explored the asterisked version. To my surprise and delight, I found an array of trademarks with the F-asterisk-asterisk-K word. There it was – "F**king Delicious Frozen Yogurt," "F**k Jeans," and many others, all approved. And yes, I now proudly own "F**k It We’re All Gonna Die."

      But it's not just about the shock value or the words themselves. The sentiment behind my slogan is what truly matters. It first slipped out during an open mic night as I navigated the treacherous waters of edgy humor. After a joke that teetered on the edge of being considered racist – because, let's face it, comedy is about risks – I blurted out those words. "Fuck it, we're all gonna die." 

      It was a moment of self-reassurance, a philosophy in a nutshell. Yes, I took a risk, and yes, it might backfire, but in the grand scheme of things, in our inevitably finite journeys, it's what we choose to do with each minute that counts. As long as we're having fun, as long as we're squeezing every drop of joy from life without hurting others, does it really matter?

      The Liberating Revelation: Embracing Life in the Shadow of Death

      I had planned to open my book with a story I'm about to tell, a story that illustrates why I continue to eagerly share my life experiences and advice. When I was 25, shortly after marrying Donna, I found myself in a bizarre predicament. Donna had made a promise to her friend Rhona to be her wingwoman at a singles event. Due to our whirlwind courtship and unexpected marriage, Donna was now a married woman with tickets to a singles dance.

      Rhona, insistent on Donna's commitment, dragged us both to the event. There I was, a newly married man in the absurdly awkward situation of wandering around a singles dance. In the midst of my discomfort, I spotted Jay, an old acquaintance from Hebrew school. Though not a close friend, he was a familiar face in an otherwise odd setting. I approached him for a chat, a welcome respite from the strangeness of the evening.

      Jay's curiosity about my marital status led to a detailed recounting of my unique approach to finding love. I explained my competitive research on other men in the dating scene, my strategy of crafting a funny, catchy, and lighthearted ad. It was a method designed not for immediate commitment but to attract women looking for a fun night out, an introduction to something potentially more. We parted ways, and the conversation slipped from my mind.

      Six years later, a chance encounter with Jay on the Upper East Side of Manhattan brought this conversation back to the forefront. Accompanied by a beautiful woman and a baby carriage, Jay greeted me with unexpected enthusiasm. He credited the success of his relationship, his family, to the advice I had given him years ago at that singles event. The technique I shared had led him to meet the woman by his side, the mother of his child. 

      This moment was a revelation – my advice, though often disregarded by many, had the power to significantly impact lives in a positive way. It reinforced my belief in the value of sharing wisdom, of guiding others through the maze of life's challenges and opportunities.

      The profound effect of my casual advice on Jay's life was a turning point for me. It instilled a deeper purpose in my interactions, a resolve to share my insights, however unconventional they might be. 

      Over the years, while much of my counsel may have fallen on deaf ears – a testament to human nature's resistance to change – those rare moments of positive impact kept the flame of my endeavor alive. Learning that my guidance could catalyze significant improvements in someone's life filled me with a sense of purpose that transcended material success. It was about leaving a mark, however small.

      This resolve was further cemented by a personal tragedy – the loss of my daughter, Samara. The death of a child is an unfathomable pain, a seismic event that can shatter the very foundation of one's existence. Many find their lives irreparably altered in the wake of such loss. But for me, it was different. 

      My relationship with Samara had been strained, complicated by factors beyond my control, and her passing, though heartbreaking, brought a certain relief. It freed me from the shackles of unspoken truths and unfulfilled expectations. Her absence allowed me to embrace my truth fully, to write this book without fear of causing her embarrassment or pain.

      Samara's passing was also a stark reminder of life's fragility. It brought into sharp focus the fleeting nature of our existence and the importance of seizing every moment. This realization became the bedrock of my "F**k It, We're All Gonna Die" philosophy. It's a mindset that encourages living with gusto, embracing spontaneity, and making the most of every opportunity. After all, if our journey is to end in the same inevitable conclusion, why not make the path leading there as exhilarating and fulfilling as possible?

      This philosophy also influenced my transition to atheism. The conventional notions of a deity, of an afterlife replete with rewards and punishments, increasingly seemed like man-made constructs to me. If there are as many versions of God as there are believers, then surely the idea of a singular, universal set of divine rules falls apart. 

      To me, the concept of an eternal, punitive afterlife for earthly deeds seemed like a fable, a fallacy crafted to instill fear and compliance. In embracing atheism, I found a freedom unbound by the fear of divine retribution, a liberation that allowed me to live each moment on my terms.

      As I pen this book, laying bare my life, my thoughts, my triumphs, and my follies, I am acutely aware of the impact it might have. By including immediately following this chapter the script to my one-man show, "Papi Azucar: Sweet Revenge," I am revealing parts of myself that may cause discomfort or even embarrassment to some. But this is my truth, my journey, and I feel compelled to share it in its entirety. 

      I believe in the transformative power of truth, even if it stings. "Nothing stirs the soul to righteousness like a little public humiliation," as I often quip.

      As I stand at this juncture of life, looking back on the winding road I've traveled, I'm struck by the multitude of experiences, the myriad of faces and places that have colored my journey. Each step, each decision, whether triumphant or fraught with challenge, has been a stitch in the rich tapestry of my existence. My life has been a symphony of highs and lows, a narrative punctuated by laughter, tears, love, loss, and above all, relentless pursuit of passion and truth.

      My approach to life, encapsulated in the mantra "F**k It, We're All Gonna Die," is more than a catchy phrase; it's a call to arms against the mundane, a rebellion against the fetters of societal expectations and self-imposed limitations. It's an ethos that champions the bold, the unconventional, the fearless. It's a reminder to savor each moment, to embrace the now with all its imperfections and uncertainties, for the end is the same for us all.

      The stories I've shared in this book, the insights gleaned from a life less ordinary, are my legacy, a testament to a life lived on my own terms. They are an invitation to you, the reader, to question, to challenge, to break free from the confines of the conventional. In sharing my story, I hope to ignite a spark, to inspire a quest for personal truth and fulfillment.

      I've often thought about the many people I've exposed in the process of writing this book, the lives intertwined with mine that I've laid bare on these pages. It's a decision I didn't make lightly, but one driven by a commitment to authenticity. To omit or alter these truths would be to betray the very essence of what I've lived for – unvarnished, unapologetic honesty.

      And so, as I leave you with this book, my parting advice echoes the core of my philosophy: Live each moment as if it could be your last, for indeed, it might be. 

      Embrace life with zeal, with an open heart and a daring spirit. Let your journey be guided by joy, curiosity, and an unquenchable thirst for experience. For in the end, when we look back on the path we've tread, it's the richness of our experiences, the depth of our connections, and the authenticity of our lives that truly matter.

      F**k it, we're all going to die – so why not make the journey an unforgettable adventure?

      Penned in Vienna, Austria at 2:43PM on January 1, 2024.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Consider how embracing the "F**k It, We're All Gonna Die" philosophy could infuse your daily life with more spontaneity and fulfillment. This mindset encourages a bold embrace of life's finite nature, motivating you to make the most of every moment, take chances, and prioritize experiences that bring joy and fulfillment. Reflect on small ways you can start living more fully today, whether by saying yes to new opportunities, breaking routine for spontaneous adventures, or prioritizing passions you've sidelined.

      2. Think about a recent time when fear or societal pressures prevented you from chasing something you're genuinely passionate about. With a fearless attitude, reevaluate how you could face similar situations in the future. This approach involves acknowledging fears but choosing action over inaction, encouraging you to step out of your comfort zone and pursue your passions with confidence, regardless of external opinions or perceived risks.

      3. Reflect on your core beliefs and values about life's purpose and existence, identifying any that may be unnecessarily restrictive. Consider how adopting a more open, flexible perspective could enrich your life experience. This might mean questioning long-held beliefs, being more open to other viewpoints, or simply allowing yourself to explore new ideas and experiences without preconceived notions. By loosening the grip on rigid beliefs, you can open yourself up to a broader, more fulfilling range of life experiences.
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            TRUST YOUR CRAZIEST DREAMS

          

          GIVING LICENSE TO YOUR WILDEST VISIONS

        

      

    

    
      At the cusp of 65, I find myself in a reflective mood, marveling at a life that's been nothing short of a fantastical journey. I've danced through life, embracing its whims and challenges, and in doing so, I've fulfilled dreams I didn't even know I had. My story is not just one of success but of relentless pursuit of passion, of turning every stone and finding wonder beneath.

      I've been a master of my own fate since my 30s, having built a series of businesses that not only filled my pockets but also my soul. Work, for me, was never about the daily grind; it was about carving my own path, about creating something from nothing. The thrill of entrepreneurship, the freedom it brought, was intoxicating.

      My travels took me to every corner of the world I ever dreamt of exploring. Each country was a chapter in my ever-growing book of life, each culture a new color on my palette. I was not just a visitor but a student of the world, absorbing its myriad lessons and joys.

      Among the echoes of street corners and squares, I found my happiest moments as a street performer. There, music wasn't just sound; it was a connection, a shared experience with strangers who momentarily became part of my story. And then there were the art galleries, where I indulged my love for beauty and expression, easily writing checks for thousands, acquiring pieces that spoke to me, that added yet another layer to my richly lived life.

      Perhaps one of my proudest moments was the day I bought my Manhattan apartment. Writing that check for over a million dollars wasn't just a transaction; it was a testament to my journey, a tangible symbol of my achievements and aspirations.

      But life isn't just about accumulating wealth or indulging in the arts. It's also about human connections, experiences shared and cherished. My encounters with love and romance have been as beautiful and diverse as the countries I've visited. I've loved and been loved, adding yet another dimension to a life already brimming with stories.

      As I delved into the world of performance, both music and comedy became conduits for my creative expression. I've had the privilege of bringing laughter and music to audiences across the globe. Yet, success in these realms wasn't without its trials. My stint in Krakow, where I headlined at the Comedy Club, was a turning point, a reminder that every dream has its challenges. It was here that I learned the true meaning of resilience.

      The experience in Prague, though, was a different kettle of fish. There, on stage, I faced my biggest fear as a performer: bombing. The silence of the audience was deafening, a stark contrast to the applause and laughter I was used to. And the aftermath, the critique I received from Christina, the owner of the comedy club, was a harsh lesson in the unforgiving nature of the stage. It was a moment of introspection, a realization that sometimes, even in our passions, we face roadblocks.

      Returning to Costa Rica, I was a mix of emotions – frustrated, yes, but also enlightened. I understood then that comedy, for many, was more than just a performance; it was a dream, a pursuit that bordered on life and death. For me, it had always been just one of many avenues, a cherry atop a sundae of successes.

      A Comedy Theater in the Back Yard

      In the midst of this emotional whirlwind, a spark of creativity ignited within me. It led to the birth of Papi Azucar, a character that was both a mirror and a caricature of myself. Life, after all, has a way of inspiring art in the most unexpected ways. As a man in a relationship with a woman 30 years my junior, wealthier and more experienced, I embodied the essence of what many would call a 'sugar daddy'. But Papi Azucar was more than just a role; it was a satirical twist on my own life, a way to laugh at myself and the world around me.

      The transformation into Papi Azucar began subtly, almost imperceptibly, as I tested the waters with taxi drivers and passersby on the streets of Costa Rica. To my delight, the character was an instant hit. It was then that I decided to revamp my act, fully embracing this new persona. My costume, a humble ensemble of an extra-small black polo shirt, black sweatpants, and gray sandals, became my daily uniform. It was a look I jokingly likened to the godfather of fitness Jack LaLanne in 1961, a blend of retro and comic that perfectly suited Papi Azucar.

      As Papi Azucar, I found a new avenue for my comedic expression. It was during this period of reinvention that an opportunity arose, one that would further cement my legacy as a performer. A quarter-acre plot of land, nestled directly behind my Costa Rican home, presented itself as the perfect locale for an ambitious project – my very own outdoor comedy theater.

      With a modest investment of $25,000, Lugar de Papi Azucar came to life. A Google-searchable haven for comedy and music, it featured a 25-foot wide stage, complete with lighting and speakers, and a cozy seating area for 30, expandable for larger events. It was my dream venue, a place where I could perform whenever the muse struck, free from the constraints and pressures of traditional comedy clubs.

      The inauguration of Lugar de Papi Azucar was set for March 22nd, 2023, a date I anticipated with a mix of excitement and apprehension. I was aware of the potential backlash from local restaurants, wary of a new entertainment venue drawing their customers away. However, fortune smiled upon me in the form of a serendipitous encounter with the mayor, who attended the opening performance. His presence not only quelled my fears but also led to an unexpected alliance. He saw potential in my theater as a venue for future political events, a prospect I was more than happy to accommodate.

      This newfound relationship with the mayor brought about another pleasant surprise. The once broken roads in front of our house, a source of frustration for years, were suddenly repaired. It was a magical morning when I saw the mayor outside, giving me a knowing wink. It seemed that Lugar de Papi Azucar had not only given me a stage but also a certain level of influence and respect within the community.

      

      READER TIPS:

      1. Think back to a time when chasing what seemed like a crazy dream led to unexpected success or fulfillment. Use this experience to evaluate how taking risks has opened up opportunities or enriched your life in ways you never anticipated. Let this reflection encourage you to be more open to pursuing ambitious goals, understanding that the greatest achievements often come from the willingness to venture beyond conventional boundaries.

      2. Reflect on your attitude towards bending the rules, whether you've embraced or resisted this idea. Recall a specific instance where bending the rules played a crucial role in your personal or professional life. Consider how this action affected the outcome and what it taught you about the balance between following guidelines and when it's appropriate to deviate for the greater good or to achieve a personal goal. This reflection can help clarify your values and decision-making processes.

      3. Identify a dream you've hesitated to pursue due to fear or uncertainty. Reflect on how embracing your wildest visions, as discussed in the chapter, could change your approach to this dream. Consider steps you can take to move towards this goal, even if they're small or preliminary. This perspective shift can motivate you to act on your ambitions, armed with the understanding that trust in one's own vision is often the first step towards turning dreams into reality.
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      Opening of Lugar de Papi Azucar on March 22, 2022

      Welcome to Papi Azucar: Sweet Revenge.  The World’s Most Dangerous Comedy Special.  You’ll laugh.  You’ll cry.  You might even soil yourself.

      Tonight, Papi will settle scores, name names, spill dirty secrets, ruin reputations, shatter at least one marriage and maybe cause a heart attack or two. 

      Who knows?  

      Go to PapiAzucar.Net and be the next ordinary person Papi Azucar teaches how to become a multimillionaire!

      Put your hands together for the Costa Rican Spanglish Comedy Star, el gringo stupido, PAPI AZUCAR.

      Hola! Hola! Mi nombre es Papi Azucar.  

      And for those with rusty Spanish, mi nombre means my name and Papi Azucar means Sugar Daddy.  

      Which also means I’m catnip for golddiggers.

      My real name is Harvey, and that’s always been a problem.  

      My mother named me Harvey cause she didn’t want to beat me herself. 

      She figured she’d name me Harvey and let the kids on the playground do it for her.  

      And they did. But things could have been worse.  

      We Jews are always named after dead relatives. Naming our kids after dead relatives is just how we do it.

       Cause we Jews are a happy, joyful people. 

      And I’m named after my dead grandfather Hyman. I could have been a Hyman.  

      My mother says Harvey, you should be happy you’re Harvey.   I could have named you after your dead aunt clitoris. But you can call me Harvey Jew Pussy.

      Here in Costa Rica nobody can pronounce Harvey anyway. It’s either Harby or Harway.  Then one day at Starbucks, they write my name down on the cup.  

      And three minutes later I hear, “Café mocha for horny.” 

      “Who’s horny here?”   Where’s horny”

      So no more Harvey.

      My name is Papi Azucar and I’m sticking to it.  I’m a rich gringo badass and my gorgeous Tica wife is young enough to be my daughter.

      Of course, when you consider there’s no sex education allowed in the schools here, nobody talks about sex at home here and abortion is illegal here

      In Costa Rica, my gorgeous Tica wife is young enough to be my granddaughter. I get horny just saying that.

      I just think Walmart should acknowledge the way things are in their ads.  Venga, Venga.  Venga. Mother’s Day is around the corner. We’ve got the gifts we know the moms in your life will love. A pair of hot pants she’ll soon grow out of, and a pair of gold earnings so cheap her teenage baby daddy can afford them himself.

      I am 64 years old. That’s crazy, huh?  I look like I’ve been in and out of a fucking time machine don’t I?  

      Actually, I’m the victim of the worst, most intense, most horrifying and yet most satisfying mid life crisis in the history of man.

      I know you won’t believe I’m 64, even if I show you my ID.  I know it, because just this morning I had to show 3 forms of ID at McDonalds just to get my senior citizen discount.

      The truth is, my friends, I really am 64.   I found the fountain of youth.  New York Water and some really good plastic surgery and hair transplantation.

      I’m 64 years old and I deserve a round of applause because I look fuckin fantastic.  

      As long as my sutures don’t pop. And if you’re an older gentlemen considering purchasing a Ferrari to get laid, may I suggest investing in some good plastic surgery and hair transplantation instead. You might be surprised who is willing to fuck you, especially if you’re willing to shower regularly.

      I had a nose job.  Getting a nose job is a requirement for Jews with a freakishly enormous bank account.  

      The Jewish nose I was born with was so long,I looked like Pinocchio when I was telling the truth.  

      So I had my nose fixed.  And all that excess skin made a fabulous lampshade.

      I had above and below my eyes done.  And just as my doctor was yanking the stitches out, he says,“Papi, did you know that the skin above and below your eyes is just as sensitive as the tip of your penis?” 

      Then I asked him to repeat himself.  Cause I couldn’t hear a damn thing the first time he said it. 

      I was too busy screaming, “OMG! It feels like you’re sticking a hot needle into the tip of my penis!” 

      I had neck liposuction.  They use a long metal straw to suck the fat out under your neck.   

      Then they blow that fat into some Latina’s butt. 

      I’m still looking for a woman with a butt that looks just like my neck.

      I’ve got an inch in front of hair transplant by Dr. Felix, hair transplant doctor to the stars in Romania.  

      Of course, I’ll never be 100% sure whether this is my actual hair, or hair stolen from some other Jew by a band of Romanian gypsies.  

      Some people find that joke racist.  

      Like when Jimmy Carr said that Romanian gypsies dying in the holocaust might be one of the only positives of World War II.  

      Horrible, right? I was actually married to a Romanian gypsy.  So I’ve got something to say to Jimmy Carr.  

      Jimmy, your joke about Romanian gypsies just doesn’t go far enough.
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      I’m Papi Azucar, I’m 64 years old and my mother says she barely recognizes me.

      She doesn’t like my plastic surgery.  Papi, it’s just not natural, she said.  

      That was after she slammed the door in my face, thinking I was Jehovah Witness.

      I’m the same age as Madonna, seven years younger than Putin, and clearly I’ve got a better plastic surgeon than both of them.

      That’s not quite true.  Madonna and I share the same San Francisco plastic surgeon, Dr. Slicearoni.  

      Slicearoni, his scalpel can’t be beat.  

      The only difference between Madonna and me is I reminded Dr. Slicearoni to keep me human looking.

      Between the nose job, eye lift, neck liposuction, collagen treatments, botox, fillers, hair transplant, and my specially formulated beard mascara, I’m a cross between Benjamin Button and Forest Gump. 

      Benjamin Button, cause I keep looking younger, and Forest Gump, cause I’m a complete idiot with a big romantic heart. 

      Which explains my multiple divorces. Oh yeah, I’m fucked up.  I’ve even been to gamblers anonymous.  

      What a bunch of losers!  

      I only bet when the odds are completely stacked against me.  That’s why I got married 4 fucking times.

      After the 2nd divorce, my mom gave me the cutest nickname. “Damaged goods.”

      After the third divorce, I started thinking, maybe it’s me.  Nah.

      I can’t be with a woman unless she’s passionate about criticizing and humiliating me.  

      Some men like being called “daddy” during sex, but not me.   

      When I’m fucking my wife, I need her to call me a sneaky, dirty Jew.  It’s the only way I can cum.

      And my current wife is an incredibly sexy, gorgeous Latina, exactly 30 years younger than me. 

      We met as you’d expect. I was staying at the Hilton, and Consuela came in to clean my room.

      I’m just kidding.  My wife’s name isn’t Consuela.

      My wife is Dr. Raquel Miranda, Licensed Psychologist And Corporate Mindset Coach. And my personal psychologist.  Boy, do I need a personal psychologist.

      Marrying Raquel insured my entry into the BW30 club! 

      BW30 is an exclusive, member’s only club for men who are banging women at least 30 years younger than them.  

      And you need legal proof.  My marriage certificate made it easy for me.  But poor Mick Jagger and Vladimir Putin. 

      They haven’t married the 30 year younger women they’re banging, so they needed to provide a notarized letter, which can be pretty hard to get from the woman you’re banging regularly in a cheap hotel room.

      The problem with how pretty I am now, is I’ve got to maintain my new look, and I always worry something’s gonna pop up and give me away.  A liver spot.  A varicose vein. My social security check.

      My wife was licking my balls the other night and she said, “mmmm, you smell good down there.”  

      I didn’t have the heart to tell her it was my lilac scented hemorrhoid cream.

      Now I’m going through man-opause. Man-opause is like menopause for women, and just as friggin humiliating.

      God shut down my whole semen factory. And I went from “Honey, you got it everywhere!”  

      To “Honey, Where is it?”

      I’m so obsessed with my appearance, I carry a scale with me at all times. Guarantees I get strip-searched at the airport. 

      They figure I’m a cocaine dealer.  But when they strip search me, I look fuckin fantastic. 

      And the TSA agents always compliment me on my lilac scented hemorrhoid cream.

      A 25 year old Slovenian beauty reached under my blanket and gave me a surprise handjob on a transatlantic flight.  

      My Jewish lawyer is still fighting for recognition from the mile high club.

      Turns out, the prettier you look, the prettier the women who want to fuck you. With enough plastic surgery you could be an equal opportunity enticer, like me.

      Like the time a dashing, young latino homosexual tried to pick me up at a urinal.  

      I gave him a maybe. When you’re plastic surgery pretty, everything changes.

      Women used to say I had an announcer voice.  “Papi, maybe you should work in radio.”

      Now that I’m pretty, women say my voice is sexy.

      Called up this one lady and she said, Papi, when I hear that sexy voice of yours, I think my prince has finally come, and I get all wet.  

      Then I realize, it’s only Papi and I dry right up.  

      And I said mom, that’s so inappropriate!

      Sometimes the way I look gets me into trouble.

      The covid vaccine was in short supply in Costa Rica and you couldn’t get it unless you were at least 60. 

      So I was waiting in line for my Covid vaccine. 

      I was the only gringo in a room full of very angry looking Ticos, cause I know I look too young to qualify. 

      Everbody’s with a mask, so I can’t hear them, but I can read their eyes. “Hey, Gringo.  You pay a bribe to cut the line?  

      We may be senior citizens, but we got machetes!”

      I want you to laugh as much as you can tonight. 

      The fact that I’m filming a comedy special right now has nothing to do with it.  

      I want you to laugh because it’s the right thing to do. I’m entitled to all the belly laughs you can give me.

      Cause I’m fucking disabled. That’s right, I’m a fucking disabled comedian.  I’ve got not one, but two incurable genetic disorders.

      First, I was born without a fuck.  Which makes it physically impossible for me to ever give a fuck.

      Second, as you can see, I’m short as fuck.

      160 centimeters is all God gave me.  God, you cheap motherfucker.  

      And God, of course I mean cheap motherfucker in the most respectful, loving way.

      160 centimeters. That’s …  carry the 2 . . . five foot 3 for the metrically challenged Americans among you. But I may appear taller in your car mirror.

      I always dress in black, it’s a classic style I call 1962 Jack LaLane.  

      If you don’t know who Jack LaLane is, the joke will be funnier if you google Jack LaLane.  I’ll wait. 

       No I won't.

      Dressing in black helps me look slimmer, taller and I’m always ready for a pop-up funeral.

      That’s right, pop up funerals.  One of my new business ideas for baby boomers on their way out. 

      Pop up funerals and Artisanal Cremation.  

      Cause who wants to get burnt to a crisp in a dirty old furnace?  Did you see the Irishman?  When they cremated Al Pacino as Jimmy Hoffa?  

      The furnace they used looked positively nasty. At Artisanal Cremation, we use only the finest rosewood and light you up in style.

      And now, my impression of the legendary comedian, Rodney Dangerfield, as me.

      I get no respect, you know.  I’m shorter than a small 11 year old. I’m all out of proportion.  

      My voice is too big for my body.  I’m not short enough for a handicap sticker,  but not tall enough to ride the big boy rollercoaster.

      American women don’t want to date a shorty like me.  They want a tall guy who makes them feel protected.   

      But ladies, you underestimate the power of my little legs to run away.  I’m just kidding.  When I clench my fists, my hands are completely useless in a fight.  

      But my mind is registered with the police as a deadly weapon. 

      I could knock out Mike Tyson in a 30 seconds with a well-placed Jewish lawsuit.

      I live in Costa Rica now.  I moved here for the monkeys, the rainforest, and here I’m tall.  I’m really tall.

      I considered moving to China for the same reasonbut unlike every other Jew, I just don’t have an Asian fetish.  

      You know what a Jewish Christmas is?

      Watching Shindler’s List and ordering sweet and sour pork. Cause what else is a Jew to do on Christmas?

      And with all those years of Jewish Christmases,I just never developed a taste for Asian pussy.

       Or, as my ex-father-in law, Sol Manger used to say, “Every damn Christmas, we gotta eat Chinks!”

      That’s what Sol liked to say. And he wasn’t talking about Asian pussy.

      You know, when you address the dead, you look up. I’m looking down.

      Toward the center of the earth. 

      Hottest place I can think of that really exists.

      Hey down there, Mr. Every Damn Christmas We Gotta Eat Chinks Sol Manger, you were a racist piece of shit.

      You spent 25 years trying to convince aVeterans Administration psychologist that swabbing the deck of a ship in dry dock during your 2-week stint in the navy caused all your lifelong mental problems.

      You were so proud when you scammed that extra $100 a month after spending just 60 minutes with the psychologist.

      Sixty minutes with the psychologist, twice a week for 50 years. So when you were 75, the Navy figured, Let’s give Sol $100 a month money already. He’s sure to die soon.

      And you did die just 5 years later. So for all those years of faking crazy, Sol, you earned about two cents per hour.  You could have made more money clipping toenails.

      Two cents per hour.  What a businessman you are, Sol.  I’m sure Satan has made you his Chief Financial Officer.

      But c’mon, Sol.  The Navy caused your mental problems? What about the neighbor’s cat you drowned when you were seven?

      I heard by the time you were nine, you had drowned every damn pet in the neighborhood.

      Sol Manger, you spent your final days in the condo I bought you at Kings Point, Tamarac, Florida.

      Schvitzing and complaining. Except for Monday to Friday at 3PM sharp.

      Monday to Friday at 3PM sharp you recaptured your youth and walked that long 1/16th of a mile (about 100 meters) in just under an hour.

      You ran your ass off to avoid the heartache of not being first in line for the early bird special at the Kings Point Diner.

      Shvitzing and complaining. Schvitzing and complaining. I’m sure you’re positively roasting now down there. For all eternity.

      When I think of heaven, I think of you Rabbi Bill Strongin of the Jewish Congregation Of New Paltz, New York.

      You’re my Rabbi. You’re the Rabbi who bat mitzvahed my daughter.

      But, Rabbi Bill, knowing what I know now, I have a very clear image of you, Rabbi Bill.

      It’s hard not to have a clear image of you when I’m looking at a high-resolution photograph of you provided by (MMMMMM) Private Investigation Services.

      Yes, (Mmmmmmmmm) Private Investigation Services didn’t pay for product placement so they’re not getting free publicity from me

      But (Mmmmmmmm) Private Investigation Services provided me with high fidelity audio recordings from your little love nest, Rabbi Bill, in that cheap motel near the entrance to town. I think you know which one.

      I have a photograph of you checking in, timestamped during an hour when you were supposed to be teaching at SUNY New Paltz.

      I’ve got a high resolution photograph of you, Rabbi Bill, looking up to heaven as you begin dictating a letter to what’s her name?  Naomi?

      Let me quote from the audio recording, Rabbi Bill.

      I’ve listened enough times to have it completely memorized.  With inflection.

      Naomi, you want to maybe play Bill Clinton and Monica later?

      OK.  It was just a suggestion.  OK, let’s get to work.

      Take out your pad, Naomi.

      And I don’t mean menstrual pad.  Ha Ha Ha.

      OK, OK, Naomi. No more jokes.

      I mean your steno pad.  

      Let’s play secretary old school, OK Naomi? 

      Take some dick- tation. “Dear Bereaved,”

      Naomi you can look up the name later

      “Dear Bereaved,I’m feeling very confident that your late father did get into heaven.”

      What was the dirt we had on him, Naomi?

      Woooh.  That’s a doozy.  How much did they pay us?  

      Looks like we’re going to Mohonk Mountain House, Naomiska. The fanciest place in town. I’ll just wear the usual disguise.

      Where was I, Naomi?  Oh, yeah.

      “I’m feeling very confident your late father did indeed get into heaven, even with the embezzlement, the adultery and that tiny murder for hire.”

      Because we’re not God.  Who is to say whether the crimes your father may or may not have committed are not far outweighed by your incredibly generous donation to the Rabbi’s personal discretionary fund.

      P.S. Let’s keep this between us.  The Temple Board doesn’t need to know. Yada, yada, yada, Rabbi Bill Strongin.

      Yeah, Rabbi Bill Strongin, I never got to thank you properlyfor not reading the lyrics you promised me you would at my 28 year old daughter’s funeral.

      Thanks for your condolences, everybody here tonight, but I’ve come to terms with my daughter’s tragic death.  

      However, this shit with my Rabbi isn’t over by a longshot.

      My daughter had one of those pandemic funerals, remember. Only 5 people were allowed at the gravesite and I could not attend.

      Rabbi Bill, you promised me you would be my surrogate and read those lyrics at my daughter’s funeral. But you didn’t.  

      What am I allowed to say about a Rabbi who fucks up that bad. Bad Rabbi.

      When I asked why you didn’t read the lyrics, you said reading them might have caused a riot among those attending the funeral.

      Those attending were my ex-wife Donna Manger and her 4 family members. 5 tiny Jews with no fighting skills.  I might enjoy watching that riot. Bad Rabbi.

      Maybe, Rabbi Bill, you were worried that if you did read the lyrics Donna Manger might cut your balls off the next time you “visited” her?

      Rabbi Bill, I asked you to read “For A Dancer” by Jackson Browne about a dancer who died tragically, not fucking gangsta rap.

      I just don’t know how you fix something like that, Rabbi Bill. You only get to see your daughter get buried once, Rabbi Bill Strongin of the Jewish Congregation of New Paltz, NY.

      If I had known it was required, I would have asked you to put the matter before the Temple Board.

      I’m sure if you had done that, the President of the Synagogue (a known racist - yeah, Jews can be racist, too. I’ve got the recordings) would have said something like this: Rabbi Bill, we know you’re in a tough spot. But you owe Papi at least a reading of his poem at his only daughter’s funeral.

      So why don’t we go down to Home Depot, where the Mexicans are.

      Like the cheap Mexicans we hire when we need a reliable lookout when you’re out “visiting” Donna Manger.

      On the day of the funeral we get the cleanest Mexican we can find, who reads a little English and if things get hot with Donna, the Mexican is in work clothes anyway, and he can scamper off.  We’ll just say he’s a crazy Mexican gravedigger.

      Meanwhile, you can tell Papi that you hired a nice young gentleman from a very poor family to read the lyrics at the funeral. Papi’s a libtard, he’ll love that. 

      And as long as the Mexican spits out at least one word before Donna catches on, you fulfilled your promise to Papi.

      Just be careful not to tell him, ‘He read every word.’”

      Funny, Rabbi Bill cause if you guys had gotten a Mexican in work clothes to read the lyrics, and then scamper off when Donna put two and two together, I know my dead daughter Samara would have appreciated the joke. As would I, Rabbi Bill. But you didn’t.

      I guess the problem is that reading those lyrics would have required you to dig really, really deep to the core of your being

      And give a shit. Bad Rabbi. 

      Guess that makes you a lying, dishonest, adulterous piece of shit.  

      No.  Piece of shit isn’t quite right. Shit pile.

      And even after my $500,000 donation to your personal discretionary fund – oops, the Temple Board wasn’t supposed to know.

      Guess a half a million dollars doesn’t go as far as it used to, huh Rabbi Bill?

      And in case you’re wondering, word in the congregation is: “Rabbi Bill’s very intellectual, but not very warm.”

      If they only knew what a hot-blooded adulterer you really are. I guess they do now.

      Rabbi Bill, let me ask you just one question.  You have to answer yes or no.

      You owe me at least that, don’t you, what with not reading the lyrics at my daughter’s funeral and all?

      So here goes. Yes or No.

      Rabbi Bill Strongin have you finally stopped fucking Donna Manger?
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      Costa Rica is where I blend in.  

      The men are short.  The Americans are either criminals, surfers, or perverts. 

      And I don’t surf.

      Perverts just love Costa Rica, cause prostitution is completely legal. 

      You can get anything you want sexually. You don’t even need candy and a creepy white van.  

      Wish someone had told me that!  I’m still paying off that creepy white van.

      I’ve been fucked up ever since my mom sent me to the strictest, nastiest, most horrible Hebrew school.  

      Made no sense, cause mom’s not even Jewish. 

      Well, technically she is, but she barely celebrates Passover, then hands me over to the Jewish Taliban.  Why, mom?

      “Papi, the Hebrew school was so close to the house, and they sent us a coupon.”

      That was the most Jewish thing my mom has ever done.

      I inherited two things from her.  No filter, and an incredibly strong sex drive.

      I was 13 years old, and I heard this strange humming sound coming from my parent’s bedroom.  

      I knocked on the door, no answer.  Knock again, no answer.  

      So I push the door open just a crack, and there’s my mom, alone in the room, playing with – you guessed it – her sewing machine.  That was the humming sound.  

      Then mom looks up at me and that day, for no particular reason – here comes my Forest Gump impression – for no particular reason, my mom says, “Papi.  I’ve got an incredibly strong sex drive.”

      No filter on that woman.

      Mom hates when I call her a narcissist, but she loves that my act is all about her.

      Mom bought couples counseling to apologize for “accidentally” pushing my dad down the stairs.  

      Then I found dad’s “therapy to do list” on the refrigerator door.  

      Imagine going to the kitchen for a snack and reading, “Must have sex with Sally twice a day in the bed or wherever.” 

      That “wherever” was the single most traumatic event in my childhood.  

      And I was 32 at the time.

      Mom tried her best to comfort me.  Once a girl called me ugly, and she said  “Papi, I’ve never lied to you and you’re definitely not ugly. You’re a solid 3 out of 10.” 

      Mom, don’t you know short men get really fucked up when you destroy their self esteem?

      “You must be pretty fucked up then.” And I am.

      Now let me tell you the real reason I’m in Costa Rica and why I can never go back to the United States.

      The story begins with a woman named Donna Manger.  

      She told me right on our first date, she preferred to be called Donna Manger The Great. 

      Some men might have considered that a red flag.

      But since I only feel comfortable around women who criticize and humiliate me, I couldn’t resist.  

      And only three weeks after meeting her, I was legally married to Donna Manger The Great.

      Much later I found out that right after meeting me, Donna told a girlfriend,  “Papi’s kind of short, but I think he’s gonna make a lot of money.”

      I guess that was red flag number two.

      I was 25 with a $20,000 IRA retirement account when I married Donna Manger Which was pretty damn good for a 25 year old in 1984.

      And only three months later. I didn’t have an IRA retirement account anymore.

      What I did have was enough useless shit Donna had bought with the $20,000 to fill four climate controlled storage spaces. 

      Once, Donna tried to convince me she was good at saving money.  

      She came home from the health food store with five huge bags of goodies for only $40.   What an incredible bargain.

      Donna just asked her friend, the healthfood store cashier, to ring everything up for 10 cents on the dollar.  

      Here’s an $8 jar of fancy natural peanut butter. Let’s ring that up for 80 cents.

      And here’s a $35 package of reusable natural cloth menstrual pads. 

      Cause who needs tampons when you’ve got Papi Azucar around to wash your blood-stained menstrual pads every month.

      Donna got $35 worth of reusable menstrual pads for only three dollars and 50 cents.  What a bargain.  

      I had to explain to Donna very slowly that there’s no better bargain in the world than outright stealing.

      When I met Donna she told me she had slept with three men.  Not a virgin, but not bad.

      Then every other week we bumped into another guy on the street, and from the look in his eye, I just knew Donna had fucked him too.

       “I forgot about him,” Donna said.  Evidently, Donna forgot a lot.  

      So either Donna had early onset Alzheimer’s or she was a whore. I’m going with whore, but that’s only because I know her.

      And besides going through my savings in the first three months of our marriage, Donna’s list of sexual partners had grown from three to 33.

      I had married a hoarder, a thief and a whore. People ask me why I stayed with Donna Manger for 28 long and unhappy years.  

      I wasn’t so pretty back then.  I thought I had a tiny penis. And being a short man in America, I figured Donna was the best I could get.

      I stayed with Donna even after she admitted to me she had been having a six month affair with John McBride.  

      I’ve never told anyone this before, because Donna made it very clear John’s wife Kim would divorce him instantly if she knew. Instantly. I guess that’s one marriage tanked tonight.

      And maybe El Vecino, the new restaurant John and Kim McBride just opened in Dallas.

      Kabooom!

      From what I’ve heard, Christian conservatives in Dallas look with compassion and kindness on a woman like Kim McBride who has been cheated on.

      But they frown upon adulterous men like John McBride, unless those men happen to be leaders of a megachurch.

      Eating at John & Kim McBride’s El Vecino might give you indigestion, if their inauthentic, overpriced and dirty Mexican food doesn’t kill you first.

      That’s not racist.  I know the words “dirty Mexican” just came out of my mouth, but that’s not what I meant.

      I meant the food is dirty because John McBride is too cheap to pay for proper sanitation in his restaurant.  

      That’s confirmed by evidence from MMMMMM Private Investigation services.

      And the food John McBride happens to be serving is Mexican cuisine.  So it’s not racist.  It’s a health hazard.

      This may be somewhat off topic, but last night the largest cylindrical aquarium in the world, with 1,000,000 liters of water and 1,500 fish, exploded all over the reception of Berlin’s fanciest hotel.  Bad for the hotel, but good for me.  Because finally, when you imagine the smell in the morning of those 1,500 dead fish, finally, I have a way to describe Donna Manger’s pussy. 

      I know that joke is awful.  That joke completely disrespects the memory of those 1,500 dead fish.

      The point is, John McBride stuck his dick in Donna’s stinkpot then went home and banged his wife’s overgrown, dried up love hole.  

      Hey, “overgrown dried up love hole” is not coming from me. 

      “Overgrown dried up love hole” is how John referred to Kim’s ladyparts when he and Donna were enjoying their adulterous afterglow. That’s what Donna told me.

      And I stayed married to Donna for another 20 years after the affair. Donna convinced me her affair with John McBride was all my fault.

      And I got depressed. Really depressed.  So depressed, they put me on antidepressants.

      Antidepressants have this debilitating side effect.  

      Know what it is?  

      Extreme delayed ejaculation.

      Which means you can beat your salami for hours, and you still won’t come.

      And ladies?  Some women on antidepressants rub so hard their button falls off.

      There I was, married to a woman I had no interest in fucking. Taking antidepressants that caused extreme delayed ejaculation, 

      I found myself robbed of the only joy I had left in life: successfully masturbating to the image of any other woman in the world besides Donna Manger.

      So I changed antidepressants.  They put me on Prozac.

      Turns out that giving Prozac to someone like me is worse than giving speed to Charlie Manson. 

      Because I am what’s called latently bipolar.  

      You don’t know you are latently bipolar until you take Prozac and find out. And then it’s too late.

      Prozac turned me from a mild mannered, nerdy, middle aged Jew into a sex crazed lunatic.

      Anybody ever heard of LiveJasmin.Com? That’s funny. LiveJasmin.Com it’s one of the largest pornsites in the world.  

      And not a single man at any of my shows has ever heard of this billion dollar porn site. That’s strange.

      LiveJasmin.com lets you chat for FREE with beautiful, young Romanian “models”. It’s educational.  

      The model gets to practice her English, and you get to practice masturbating on Zoom.

      For only five bucks a minute, you can show off your shmekel.  The trick is to get your webcam close enough to your dick to make it look enormous, but far enough away so you don’t accidentally hit the lens with a load of semen.

      That’s how I met Irina. She was a 25 year old Romanian webcam girl. 

      I was a 53 year old New York Jew hyped up on Prozac. A match made in heaven.

      Irina played mysterious and hard to get. All I knew for sure was her name was Irina, cause LiveJasmin.com guaranteed it.

      “Our models’ names are just as real as their screamy, moany orgasms.” 

      Then Irina said she loved me.

      OMG. I was Richard Gere, and Irina was my pretty woman.

      So I got down on one knee, on my satin, semen stained sheets,  put a cubic zirconium right up to the webcam cause I’m Jewish and who can tell the difference on Zoom anyway. 

      And I proposed. Irina said yes.  And I was so relieved.

      Cause I knew it was the only way Irina would ever let me out of that $5 a minute pornsite charge.

      That’s when I learned that the only thing more vicious in this world than a mafia loan shark is a Jewish woman who’s been scorned.

      Of course, the only thing more vicious than a Jewish woman who’s been scorned, is Rabbi Bill Strongin of the Jewish Congregation of New Paltz who is in cahoots with a Jewish woman who’s been scorned.

      But I did feel really guilty about leaving Donna Manger the Jewish Princess for Irina the Romanian webcam girl. 

      In my defense, I had offered to break up with Irina after the first two weeks of our online “chatting.” ”Chatting.” “Mutual masturbation”.  It’s all semantics.

      I was living alone at the time in our Manhattan apartment and Donna Manger lived with her boyfriend Ken on our 18 acre estate in New Paltz New York.

      The kind of family drama only money can buy.

      I begged Donna to rent Ken his own apartment and kick him out of our house. 

      Ken was living full time then with Donna and cooking gourmet vegetarian dinners with her every night.

      How romantic.  I never got so much as a doggy bag.

      Ken was taking the garbage out for Donna, and doing everything a husband would do for Donna.

      Including finding his way in the middle of the night in that enormous house to Donna’s stinkpot.

      I wanted Ken out of my house, so Donna and I could work on repairing our marriage.

      So I begged, Donna, please, for the sake of our marriage, let’s get Ken an apartment and let’s work on our differences.

      But Donna said “Papi, I’m not sure I even love you anymore. You expect me to disrupt my life for you?”

      I took that as a no.  Again, the kind of family drama only money can buy.

      Meanwhile Ken Aspin was the and remains to this day “gallery manager” of the DM Weil Vanity Art Gallery.

      “Vanity gallery” means your art is shit, but you’ve got a very rich husband like Papi.

      Which makes purchasing a DM Weil painting for thousands of dollars from the DM Weil Vanity Art Gallery a what’s the word. What’s the word?

      Scam.

      But the bad Karma you get when you hang an overpriced DM Weil on your wall. That’s priceless.

      And ten years later, Ken Aspin is still living with Donna up in New Paltz and still fucking Donna Manger’s stinkpot.

      It’s remarkable what some folks will put up with just for the chance to keep sucking on Papi Azucar’s sweet, sweet teet.

      As far as I know, Ken Aspin, of New Paltz, New York, has not paid taxes on all that cash Donna must be paying him as her “gallery manager”.

      IRS. IRS.

      I think Donna and Ken may have committed a tiny – what’s the word. What’s that word. 

      Oh, yeah, fraud.

      Donna and Ken committed a tiny fraud when they started that Go-Fund Me Page to raise money for my daughter’s funeral. 

      Donna claimed that she was destitute and that her deadbeat ex-husband (me) would not contribute to his own daughter’s funeral.

      You see, Donna flunked out of college, but then she got an online PhD in gaslighting.

      Donna managed to gaslight 193 people including my own first cousin Julie Davidson (Julie Davidson you stupid and arrogant piece of shit).

      Donna got over 193 people to donate $16,243 to finance my daughter’s funeral so Donna and her four family members could mourn privately and in style.

      Yes, that $16,243 raised a bit fraudulently bought Donna Manger a nice private funeral, and if only Rabbi Bill Strongin had read my Jackson Browne lyrics like he promised, they could have gotten a free riot as a bonus.

      See that girl, watch that scene, she’s the gaslighting queen.

      Let’s return to that fateful moment in 2012 when I decided to get divorced. I wasn’t so pretty back then, you know?  And I thought I had a very tiny penis.

      So I was the one who offered Donna our entire $4million net worth in the divorce. $4million  is what was left from the $20million I had earned as an internet multimillionaire.

      Yes, back when I was an internet multimillionaire I had made $20million. But there was only $4million left to give Donna.  You might be wondering where the other $16 million went.

      I’m wondering too.

      I’m pretty sure the answer lies somewhere in the large fleet of climate-controlled storage spaces you can see outside the DM Weil Vanity Art Gallery right on Google Maps.

      No, $4 million wasn’t enough for Donna. She required an extra $10,000 a month in alimony.  

      Donna and Ken needed to maintain the lifestyle they had become accustomed to, sucking on Papi Azucar’s sweet, sweet teet.

      Some might say that was not the Christian thing for Donna to do. Or even the Jewish thing.

      Meanwhile Irina, the Romanian webcam girl I wanted to marry said she wanted us to have a baby right away

      Spoiler alert: never happened

      I was 53 and my biological clock was ticking. I felt Irina shouldn’t have to pay the price for my stupidity .

      Irina just should not have to pay the price for my stupidity in marrying Donna Manger The Great in the first place. 

      So I agreed to Donna’s demands. But eventually, I did come to my senses and stopped paying Donna.

      I had already given Donna $4.2million in marital assets and alimony.  And I was doing OK, with the $2000 I had left to my name.

      Yes, I had exactly $2000 to my name when I stepped off the plane here in Costa Rica in 2016, just seven years ago.  

      And together with my wife Raquel, and all my old and new friends here tonight, we made this amazing night come together.

      Together, we’ve built Lugar de Papi Azucar for all of us to enjoy together.  

      Thank you Grecia!  And fuck you, Donna Manger.

      Now let’s get back to my sweet revenge, ok?

      My attorney advised me that Donna Manger could not be so spiteful as to get an arrest warrant against me.

      Especially with zero chance of actually getting any money from doing such a spiteful thing.

      My attorney said no woman in the world would have the heart to stop the man who had made her a multimillionaire from ever seeing his daughter again on U.S. soil.

      But Donna Manger The Great is not like any other woman.  

      Donna Manger The Great is the undisputed, uncontested World Spite Champion.

      Donna Manger got a judge to sign an arrest warrant that puts me, yours truly, Papi Azucar, in jail if I ever set foot in the U.S. 

      Papi gets put in jail until that last $800,000 finds its way into Donna Manger’s money grubbing hands.

      What can I say? Divorce law in the United States is as stinky as Donna Manger’s stinkpot.  

      I have always wondered why David Krigstein, my UBS Financial Advisor at the time gave me such shitty financial advice.

      David Krigstein of UBS. Mr. “integrity and truthfulness are the only things I’ve got.”

      Or so you said, David Krigstein of UBS. Or so you said.

      I guess the stories about your cancer ridden wife are supposed to make your clients feel sorry for you, while you quietly steal their money.

      Yes, David Krigstein of UBS, you advised me to make the worst financial decision of my life.

      You said, Papi, you have no idea how terrifying a moment like this is for a woman like Donna Manger The Great. 

      I’m really proud of you, Papi, for stepping up and making Donna feel properly taken care of.

      So I signed the divorce agreement like David Krigstein advised me to.

      And David’s world class financial advice took me all the way from multimillionaire to penniless shnook.

      I’ve spent the last 11 years wondering why an experienced UBS financial advisor like David Krigstein gave me financial advice that was – what’s the word.  What’s that word?

      Fucked up. No doubt I would have been better off If I had hired Hank The Homeless Guy as my financial advisor.

      I’m just trying to figure it out, David. Maybe the studio audience would like to help me figure it out. You want to get involved in my family drama, right.

      Raise your hand if you think David Krigstein was taking a bribe from Donna.

      Raise your hand if you think David Krigstein was fucking Donna.

      Raise your hand if you think David Krigstein was both taking a bribe from and fucking Donna.

      So after Donna, Ken, David and the Rabbi conspired to steal all my money,  I moved to Romania to live with Irina. What a fucking relief.

      When you marry a woman, you marry her whole fucking family. And what a hellish nightmare the Manger family is. 

      Quick tip:  All you single men. Before you propose to a woman, do a background check.

      Do a background check on her fucking entire extended family. 

      By the time I’m done, you’re gonna feel better about your own in-laws. I guarantee it. Regardless of how evil and twisted they may be.

      We’ve already discussed Donna Manger, the hoarder, thief and whore, as well as her father, Sol Manger, the mentally disturbed cheating racist, but we haven’t mentioned Bess Manger.

      Bess Manger is the nastiest woman I’ve ever met in my life. Just imagine Clint Eastwood as a tiny, shriveled up Jewish lady.

      Bess Manger is a tiny shriveled up old Jewish lady who is just as big a racist as her husband, Sol. 

      Here’s the sex talk Bess gave when Donna Manger was 14, in Bess’ unforgettable five-pack a day smoker’s voice:“Donna, we want you to marry Jewish. We might accept a goy. As long as he’s not black.”

      So Bess Manger, listen up. Donna was sucking Sam’s big black dick all through high school.  

      And you know which Sam I’m talking about, Bess.  The one with the big black dick.

      Bess Manger is a perpetual martyr. “I never liked to cook, but I did it.” That’s what Bess always said.

      Yes, you cooked Bess Manger. You were a stay at home mom, and you cooked for your family

      You cooked in the very brief moments when you weren’t reading and believing every word of the National Inquirer.

      Some mothers brag about cooking with love.  Bess Manger brags about doing the bare ass minimum.

      And Bess, now everybody’s going to know about your special list. 

      I mean, what kind of sick, nasty bitch keeps a list of her friends’ tiny indiscretions so she can punish them after she dies.

      Forget Bess’ birthday? “You’re disinvited from my funeral.” Forget to send Bess a thank you note?  “You’re disinvited from my funeral.”

      Bess never misses synagogue on the Jewish high holidays, because regular synagogue attendance soothes the soul. 

      More importantly, Bess Manger thinks regular synagogue attendance absolves you from being a horrible, spiteful bitch the rest of the time.

      In the Manger household, the strongest genetic trait that keeps getting passed down is spite. Spite and very bony toes.

      So I’m betting against you getting into heaven, Spiteful Bess Manger of Co-op City, Bronx, New York and King’s Point, Tamarac Florida, I’m betting against you.

      But if I’m wrong, and we do find ourselves in heaven together, 

      I can already hear your annoying voice when I arrive at the Pearly Gates. “Papi, you’re Not Welcome Here. Go to hell. And say hello to Sol for me.”

      Now Janice Manger, Donna’s sister, is the crazy with a capital C sister-in-law who almost got me arrested.

      Janice Manger is both bipolar and borderline.  If you’re gonna be crazy, that’s not the diagnosis you want to have.

      Janice is not latent bipolar like me. Janice is full blown “There are UFO men in my room right now and the CIA is using my brain as a switchboard.”

      Janice is that kind of crazy. But Bess Manger has spent her life terrified that people would discover her daughter Janice is a complete mental case.

      Guess they know right now, Bess! But c’mon Bess, anyone who meets Janice Manger can’t miss her crazy eyes.

      You know, I met Janice Manger before Donna Manger. On our very first date, Donna asked me to meet her at Janice’s apartment,

      When I knocked on the door, I didn’t know what to expect. I knocked. And I heard “who is it?”

      And if I had run right then, like I probably should have, I wouldn’t have this great story I’m entertaining you with right now.

      Anyway, like an idiot, when Janice said, “Who is it?”I answered, “um, I’m supposed to meet Donna Manger here”.

      And Janice Manger, doing her best Ursula the Sea Witch imitation, flung open her apartment door and said,“Donna’s always late.  But you can come in.”

      Ironically, I found myself in the exact same spot, outside Janice’s apartment door 15 years later, when Janice tried to get me arrested.

      Janice was off her meds again. And this time, she had UFO men, the CIA and Jesus partying together in her apartment.

      I was dispatched by the Manger family to escort Janice Manger to the psych ward.

      Cause the whole Manger family was completely exhausted. In the summer of 1999 alone, they had taken 17 trip escorting Janice Manger to the looney bin.

      So there I am outside Janice Manger’s apartment. Janice had emptied out all her clothes and half her furniture onto the landing outside her apartment door.

      Which was very, very lucky for me. Because when the police arrived to take Janice to the mental hospital, Janice miraculously got her act together.

      In her calmest, least crazy sounding voice, Janice said, “Officers, please help me. My brother-in-law has been standing outside my door harassing me for days. Can’t you please arrest him?”

      But  the crazy mountain of clothes and furniture out on the landing, cause Janice felt the walls were closing in on her with the UFO men, the CIA and Jesus in her tiny studio apartment all at the same time, were all the evidence the police needed to take Janice back to the loony bin instead of taking me to jail.

      Can’t forget Donna’s kooky cousin. Kooky Andrew Chayut is the most legendary cousin in the whole Manger family.

      Cause Kooky Andrew Chayut went into Donna Manger’s underwear drawer and cut up all her panties.

      That’s right folks. Kooky Andrew Chayut is a known panty slicer. And you could find him on the Panty Slicer Registry.

      If they had a Panty Slicer Registry. I recently talked to a highly respected psychiatrist about kooky Andrew Chayut slicing up all Donna’s underwear.

      Oh Papi, he said, you can’t make jokes about someone like Andrew Chayut.  He’s really, really, disturbed and sick.

      He’s too sick to make fun of. But I’m not making fun.  

      I just believe I have a moral duty to alert anyone considering doing business with Green Key Resources, the multimillion dollar recruiting company that kooky Andrew Chayut managed to build with two of his frat buddies.

      And I’m just guessing that Andrew’s partners in Green Key Resources are just as disturbed as kooky Andrew Chayut.

      I just think people have a right to know who is running a company before they choose to do business with it.

      And I especially ask this question to any woman looking for help finding her next job. 

      Do you feel comfortable doing business with a known panty slicer? Do you? It’s your decision.

      Now, getting back to Irina, my new Romanian fiancé. 

      Irina set me free from Donna Manger and her fucked up family for which I will be forever grateful.

      Irina also had a religious mom, just like Donna.  

      But Irina’s mom was positively lovely and I still have very warm feelings for her, just Romanian orthodox flavor.

      Irina’s mom really wanted us to marry in a church. And with me being Jewish, it just meant a couple of extra prayers and a sprinkle of baptism water.  

      Or so they said. I was not prepared for the never before attempted 3-in-1 Jewish exorcism.

      In front of a packed church, the priest starts chanting, “Papi do you apologize for all the sins the Jews have committed against us since the beginning of time?”

      Ok.  

      “Papi, do you swear to stop celebrating Rosh Hashanah, Passover and even Purim, the fun one?” 

      Wait a minute!  

      “Papi, do you swear to donate 10,000 US Dollars to this church on behalf of all Jews for overdue reparations?”  

      Watch out fella, you’re messing with a Jew with access to space lasers. At least, that’s what Marjorie Taylor Green told me.

      There I was in my long white baptism gown, with only my tidy whities underneath.

      The sprinkle of baptism water they promised me turned into ten full buckets dumped over my head while I stood in a basin the size of a kiddy pool.

      And nobody told me to bring a change of underwear.

      In Catholic weddings, there’s a dainty little wafer to snack on for communion. But Romanian communion is a huge, long, hard piece of very stale bread.  

      A cross between a cruller and a dildo. The priest stuffed it in my mouth and I was confused. 

      Was I supposed to bite it or deep throat it?

      Finally, the cam girl and I were married, and I’m sure that priest got an all expenses paid trip  to Transylvania for converting his first real live Jew.

      But Irina didn’t like my work schedule with us living in Romania. So we started looking for a country in the American time zone without the threat of coup d'état  where you could stay for extended periods of time.

      And Richard The Polack – as you’re affectionately known here in Grecia – Richard The Polack. What’s your last name anyway?

      Richard’s wonderful bed n breakfast came up first on Google for “long term apartments in Costa Rica” and that’s why I live in Grecia and not Tamarindo.

      Things were going pretty well between Irina and me. until I got a $5000 bill from Dr. Feliciano, our mutual dentist here in Costa Rica, for miscellaneous procedures.

      Turns out, Dr. Feliciano was filling all of Irina’s cavities. My own dentist was fucking my wife and my wallet.

      But the joke was on Irina, cause everybody else in town knew all about Dr. Feliciano’s big gay orgies. In the end, Irina left me to become my gay dentist’s beard.
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        * * *

      

      After that debacle, I was ready for a fresh start.

      I got pumped up with botox, bought new clothes and started showing my schmekel to new webcam girls.

      But I wasn’t going to make the same mistake twice. No more Romanians for me.

      Raluka’s webcam name was “Indian Princess” and she definitely looked like one.   Long black hair, light brown skin and one of those Indian thingamajigs glued to her forehead. 

      Could have been a splash of marinara sauce. Hard to tell on Zoom.

      Raluka was shy.  But when she finally spoke, the first thing she said was, “You’re so sexy, I want to fuck you in real life.”

      In an instant I was on Expedia – booking my flight to India – when Raluka stopped me. 

      She admitted she didn’t actually live in India.

      Raluka was a gypsy. Gypsies originated in India.  

      But Raluka was living where most modern gypsies do:  in Romania. NOT AGAIN!

      But I liked Raluka a lot, because she wasn’t 25 like Irina.  Raluka was 21.

      Some called me adventurous. Others called me impulsive. My mom said, “Harvey, you’re a fucking moron.”

      You know, out of respect, I never tell a joke in public until I tell it to my mother first.  

      And when mom heard it, she said, “Papi, I never called you a fuckin morn. A moron, maybe. But you know I never curse.”

      Back to Raluka, who was living in a gypsy compound with all the modern conveniences.

      The bathroom was a hole in the ground near the chickens. The kitchen was a fire in a barrel and the roof wasn’t there.

      Roxana’s dad had gambled away the roof in a poker game. But even without a roof, that hovel was featured on the cover of Gypsy Architectural Digest. 

      Raluka had a powerful sexual vibe. Make that a powerful bisexual vibe.  

      We’d be in the middle of crazy sex and she’d insist I call up a prostitute, to come right over and join us, usually one of Raluka’s cousins. Every man’s fantasy and probably the best stupid thing I’ve ever done.

      Raluka loved the casinos just like her dad. And what’s losing $5000 a week at the poker table, 

      when I’m getting regular threesomes with two cousins.

      Once Raluka tried to commit suicide by swallowing three full bottles of Advil.  

      She might have been a ten in the looks department, but definitely a negative number in the IQ department.

      And Raluka was strong. She knocked out my four front teeth with a well placed elbow. And like battered women everywhere, I told the dentist I fell.

      All good things must come to an end, and my marriage to Raluka fell apart the day she showed me her positive pregnancy test, just six months after my second vasectomy. You heard me right. I had two vasectomies in Romania.  

      They said my tubes grew back after the first one.  

      Either that, or the Romanian medical system is not all it’s cracked up to be.  

      They take medical privacy rules just as seriously in Romania as we do. When I showed up for my second vasectomy, before I could get my name out, the receptionist said, “Oh, honey. The whole hospital knows why you’re here.” 

      Vasectomies are done old school in Romania.  

      No little snip in the office. Hardcore. Operating room. 

      Spinal tap so you’re paralyzed below the waist.  

      Gotta have an anesthesiologist standing by at all times.

      I was pretty sure my anesthesiologist was trying to seduce me during our initial meeting in her office.  

      I mean, what woman in her mid 40’s wouldn’t want a slice of Papi Azucar? 

      And if you’re a horny MILF, what better job than being an anesthesiologist on call for as many vasectomies as possible.  

      Once the vasectomy is over, you’re not their doctor anymore.  You can enjoy worry free sex with a penis you’ve had the chance to preview for free.

      So I’m in the middle of my second vasectomy, and the anesthesiologist casually looks over the curtain built around my waist.

      They’ve politely built a curtain around my waist, so I don’t faint watching a scalpel repeatedly plunged into my ball sack.

      And the anesthesiologist looks over the curtain, smiles, looks back at me and says, in Romanian, “foarte frumos”. Which means “Very Beautiful!”  

      I’ll never know whether she was referring to my cock, or my Romanian urologist finally getting my vasectomy right on only his second try.

      I prefer to think she was complimenting my cock. Wouldn’t you?  Every man in the world?

      So there I was, getting divorced in Romania, for the third time. And Raluka was too jealous to ever see me there in Bucharest with another woman.

      So Raluka gave me an ultimatum. Leave Romania immediately, or I’ll spread lies about you on the internet until your businesses are all ruined.

      That was just a couple weeks after she had knocked out my teeth. So I took Raluka very seriously.

      And I said to myself, time to find a new girlfriend in Costa Rica, the only place in the world I can legally live.

      So I used the George Costanza technique from Seinfeld. You know the one where George uses a photo of Jerry’s beautiful girlfriend in his wallet to convince beautiful women he had a beautiful dead finance which gets him admission to the beautiful woman club.

      I took out an ad in the exclusive Costa Rica Craig’s List personals, used almost exclusively by creepy guys looking for those fuck maids so popular in Costa Rica.

      See, if you’re a rich gringo like me, it’s easy to take advantage of poor young Latinas. And the Latinas know the drill. They get to be a fuck maid.

      Being a fuck maid means at least a poor Latina can sometimes feed her kids.

      Desperate Latina fuck maids get a reliable subsistence level income, and the gringo gets both a maid and a live-in sex toy.

      Maybe it’s just me, but I think gringos should stop hiring fuck maids.

      Anyway, among that group of exclusive Costa Rica creeps, perverts and losers looking for fuck maids on Craig’s List I figured that Papi Azucar would stick out like a sore thumb. But in a good way.

      So I used the George Costanza technique. A carefully placed photo of Raluka, who was, after all, an objectively attractive woman

      That was enough to make Raquel, who was taking a break from scouring the Costa Rican help wanted ads by getting a good laugh reading the creepy ads in the Craig’s List personals.

      Raquel stumbled on my ad, and her immediate thought was, “what’s wrong with this guy?  

      He’s handsome, his ad is well written, and he’s got this photo of him on a yacht in the Mediterranean with a beautiful woman who’s divorcing him.

      What the hell is this guy doing among all the guys looking for fuck maids in the Craig’s List Personals? And Raquel sent me an email.

      Her email was very romantic. Just one line. “What the hell is wrong with you?” A match made in comedy heaven.

      Raquel and I just celebrated our 5th wedding anniversary. Thank you my love, for letting me marry up. What a happy ending.

      But somehow, after tonight, I have a feeling that things won’t end so happily for the other characters in my story.

      And remember, go to MurderByComedy.Com, vote on your favorite villain and enter for your chance to get flown down here to Costa Rica and be the next ordinary person I teach to be a multimillionaire.
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        * * *

      

      And now that I’ve gotten all my sweet revenge, I want to become your motivational speaker.

      I’m almost exactly like Matt Foley, a character the late, great Chris Farley created on Saturday Night Live.

      Just substitute “Costa Rican castle” for “van” and it’s me.

      My name is Papi Azucar, and I am a motivational speaker, I’m thrice divorced, and I live in this Costa Rican Castle down by the river.

      The river is right over there. That’s why we have pet iguanas and armadillos in our garden.

      I really want to motivate and inspire you tonight. So I’d like to talk to you about my penis.

      I said talk, not show.

      Because my penis is a metaphor for anything you don’t like about yourself.

      I went through puberty later than most. What I saw in the crotches of my classmates in the high school gym locker room was horrifying. Absolutely horrifying.  By comparison to the size of the flaccid teenage manhood on display in the boy’s locker room I was convinced I had a tiny penis. Everything’s relative, isn’t it?

      One of my life’s regrets is never achieving Eagle Scout. I was only two merit badges away: swimming and lifesaving.

      Both those merit badges required a lot of swimming which meant exposing what I thought was my tiny schmekel in the changing room at the pool.

      I was too ashamed and embarrassed to ever become an Eagle Scout. And I want you to think about the things that you allow to stop yourself from being who you really are and all you can be.

      Because sometimes, you might be completely wrong about yourself.

      There’s nothing sadder in life than having regrets. If I had known then, what I know now, I could have become an Eagle Scout.

      It’s a lost opportunity. Unless I can find that Zoltar machine Tom Hanks used to make himself a kid again in Big.

      Because, as it turns out, my tiny penis is enormous.

      But I didn’t know about it till I was in my fifties.

      Donna Manger, the only woman I’d ever slept with at that point, was thoroughly unimpressed. 

      I spent almost my entire life calling myself midget dick.

      Until I had a glorious epiphany in the arms of a Romanian prostitute.

      Well, not her arms. I was fucking her doggie at the time and I asked if I could fuck her a little harder.

      Sweet Svetlana turned back to me and said, “Well, all right, but not with the whole thing.”  

      Not with the whole thing?  That was the defining moment of my life.  Not with the whole thing.  

      If my dick was too big for Svetlana, I finally knew for sure my dick was enormous.  

      I also knew for sure those 37 sexual partners had made Donna Manger looser than a Romanian whore. 

      Fuck you, Donna Manger! Good night!
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