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To my wife, Jenny . . . 


For, oh, my soul found a Sunday wife


In the cold black sky and she bore angels!


Harpies around me out of her womb!


—Dylan Thomas
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INTRODUCTION




BE ALL THAT DITKA SAYS YOU CAN BE




 Before you scoff and say to yourself, “What advice can Jim Belushi, beloved international superstar of stage and screen, give to me, Joe Everyman?” the answer is simple: hope.




I want to let you in on a little secret: I wasn’t always the man you see today. There was a time in my life, believe it or not, when I was at rock-bottom. I was a loser. And it’s because of those experiences that I’m able to relate to you guys out there looking for a little guidance, a little help. So, newsflash, kids: I am Joe Everyman. And to illustrate my point, I’m gonna tell you a story about a gourmet dinner I had with Mike Ditka.




Let me set the stage. The year was 1987, and I was working on a little film called Red Heat. You don’t remember? Maybe this will refresh your memory: “Moscow’s toughest detective. Chicago’s craziest cop. There’s only one thing worse than making them mad. Making them partners.” Ahhh, now you remember. Back then I was a major film star slumming with a little-known Austrian bodybuilder who needed a break.




Not a year earlier, my beloved Chicago Bears had danced the triumphant Super Bowl Shuffle, but they failed to repeat—losing to a New York Giants squad that we would later learn was all hopped up on coke. The loss saddened me greatly and the film’s director, Walter Hill, visited me in my trailer to cheer me up.




Walter told me he’d just had a dream about a movie for me to make. In this movie I play myself. The film begins at my breakfast table. My wife is serving me six eggs over easy and three Polish sausages, but I cannot eat because I am too distraught over the apparent end of the Bears dynasty. Finally, she drops the frying pan and says, “Just do it. Just go join the Bears.”




Realizing it is what I must do, I leave immediately for Bears training camp. Upon arriving, I explain to Coach Ditka that I want to contribute to the team. Because I am a noted linebacker from my high school years, he agrees to give me a shot. I spend several months training for opening day, and Ditka rewards me with a spot on the kickoff coverage team.




On opening day against the hated Packers, I race down the field during kickoff to cover the return man. As I’m zeroing in on the guy, a Packer blocks me out of the play. I tumble out of bounds, blowing out my knee. It is a career-ending injury, but I am happy because, for that brief moment, I played like a Monster of the Midway.




When Walter was finished speaking I said, “That’s the greatest goddamned movie pitch I’ve ever heard. Get me five million plus ten percent of the gross and we can start shooting tomorrow.” Walter left the trailer, and I was soon called to the set for my scene.




I should note, however, that as I was walking to the stage, I passed my costar’s trailer and heard Walter’s voice from inside: “Arnold, I had a dream. You’re at your breakfast table, but you’re depressed. Finally Maria says, ‘Just do it. Just go run for governor.’”




My agent passed on Walter’s brilliant idea and had me make Homer and Eddie instead. Remember that one? Me neither. But as fate would have it, a few years later I was invited to have dinner with Mike Ditka. As I watched him eat a steak thicker than my arm, I told him that someone had once pitched me an idea for a movie where he would be my costar.




As I recounted Walter’s movie to Coach—it’s a little thing Ditka and I have; I call him “Coach” and he calls me “Belutchi”—I was pretty sure he was more interested in his twice-baked potato than the story. But when I reached the part where I get blocked out of the play, Coach dropped his fork.




For a split second I thought he might need the Heimlich, but then he sprang from his seat (with surprising agility for a man who hasn’t had cartilage in his knees since the sixties) and stuck his meaty index finger in my face. “No, Belutchi!” he bellowed. “You run down that field and you make that tackle. You force a fumble! You pick up the ball. You run into the end zone for a touchdown! You spike the ball! Because NO ONE REMEMBERS A LOSER! THEY ONLY REMEMBER A WINNER.” That’s why Coach Ditka has won a Super Bowl and Walter Hill hasn’t.




No one remembers a loser. Write it down so you’ll remember it. Oh, right. I wrote it down for you. But remember it, because truer words have never been spoken.




Believe me, I know. I’ve been a loser. I’ll admit it; my career has had some peaks and valleys. The peaks being About Last Night . . . , The Principal, Salvador, Taking Care of Business (where the Cubs win the World Series!), and the ABC hit comedy According to Jim (Tuesdays at 8:00 p.m. Eastern, 7:00 Central and Mountain), with the valleys being . . . well, the nineties.




And, of course, the day my brother died.




At that moment not only did I lose a brother, I also became the head of the family, but I had no idea how to lead my family in the public spotlight. The media was capitalizing on my brother’s death. My family and my life were falling apart, and I couldn’t stop the downward spiral. I made one bad decision after another. One of those guys they quote for T-shirts once said, “Heroes aren’t born, they’re cornered.” Oh, I was cornered. And I found out that I was no hero.




So I found myself in my late thirties with two failed marriages, a son I barely knew and a career circling the drain. My confidence was shot, my self-esteem was at an all-time low and just to fuck with me even more, God started thinning my hair.




Where am I today? I’m married to a woman I love and who (even more surprisingly) loves me too, and I have an amazing relationship with my older son. I have two more kids that I cherish and adore. I’m playing a part I love to play on According to Jim, and the public seems to really enjoy it. (Apparently critics don’t have Nielsen boxes.) I get to tour the country with a ten-piece band, the Sacred Hearts, which blows the doors off any place they play. As for my hair . . . well, it’s hanging in there.




Basically, I turned my life around. I pulled it kicking and screaming from the 99-cent used-VHS bin back to the actor-with-a-leading-role career. Only this time, I lived my life in a way that was true to the kind of man I wanted to be.




I didn’t do it alone. I went to workshops to learn about being a man. I found a community of men to help me. And, most importantly, I discovered that only a man can teach another man what being a man is all about.




Fortunately for you, you’ve bought a book written by a man. So I’ll give you the advice that I’ve collected from men like my friend Stevie B., Mike Ditka, my cousin Gus, David Deida, Robert Bly, probation officers, social workers, Rob Becker, Dr. Steven Benedict, shrinks, teamsters, headmasters, neighbors, the members of the Sacred Hearts Band (look for the CDs 36-22-36 and Big Men, Big Music on House of Blues Records) and A. Justin Sterling. It’s a bit more in-depth than “No one remembers a loser,” but that’s your wake-up call.




This is a book about men, but not because I think men are better than women. Quite the opposite. Men are woefully outmatched by women. All men have to offer is our competitive instincts and whether or not we can lift something heavy. Women are nurturers, they literally carry life in them, they are community leaders, and they are intuitive, grounded, powerful, smart, verbal, complex and beautiful. It’s tough to keep up with that. Both my previous marriages ended because I wasn’t man enough for my wives.




I’m writing this book because we, as men, need to raise our game to meet the challenge the women of the world are giving us. The constant stream of challenges coming every single minute of every single day. Nothing but challenges. Hell, I can’t even walk in the door before . . . all right. Let’s hold that thought.




I want you to forget whatever you think you know about me as an actor and think of me as a man, like you. What I have to say might change your life. At the very least, it should help get you laid.
















BOOK ONE




HOW TO BE A MAN, ACCORDING TO JIM








CHAPTER ONE




ARE YOU A MAN? TAKE THIS SIMPLE QUIZ




I’m a Man




I Spell “M”




“A” child




Nnnnn




Maaaaan




—“Mannish Boy,” Muddy Waters and Bo Diddley




 The first thing I want everyone to know is, I am not a doctor. I am not a licensed therapist. I don’t even play a doctor or licensed therapist on TV. I’m just a guy—and on TV I play a guy who is just a guy. Over the years, through making mistakes and paying attention, I have learned a few things about how to be a man, and how to conduct myself as a man in almost any situation. This is the information I want to share with you, but first, let’s find out where you stand.




Take out a pen and keep score. Give yourself one point for every correct answer.





 1. Check your groin for male genitalia. (Yes, now.) How many are attached to you?




a. One.




b. Zero.




c. Other.



Give yourself one point for every penis. (If you score higher than one, skip ahead to the chapter titled “Are you a circus freak?”) So far, so good. They get harder from here.





 2. You are at work. Something goes wrong in your section. Do you:




a. Blame the guy who doesn’t speak English.




b. Claim to have seen this coming and point out you warned somebody about this exact thing two weeks ago.




c. Get a doctor to swear you suffer from a rare disorder that allows you to do all aspects of your job EXCEPT the one that keeps the thing that went wrong from happening.




d. Take the hit, fix the problem, get back to work.



If you answered anything but d, you are exactly what is wrong with this country. Not only do you not get any points, but take away the one you got for having a penis.





 3. You are having a fight with your wife/girlfriend. You have made your point, you’ve listened to her side. Now, you . . . 




a. Let her rehash it, telling you again why you piss her off/are wrong/don’t friggin’ get it.




b. Leave the room.




c. Bring up that thing she did New Year’s Eve three years ago that you are still pissed about.




d. Take her. Right there. Assuming it’s not a fight over dinner in a restaurant you want to come back to.



If you said c and harbor a grudge from three New Year’s Eves ago, then you are someone’s ex-wife and should not be reading this. The answer is b (leave the room), or d (take her right there). If you don’t know why, you are reading the right book.





 4. Game seven of the (sport you like to watch) is on, but your girlfriend’s cousin is getting married and your lady has already RSVPed for both of you. You:




a. Tell her to have fun and bring you some cake.




b. Bitch as you put your suit on, complain in the car on the way over, spend the whole event looking for a TV or at least the score.




c. Go, be charming and gracious, stay as long as she wants, secure in the knowledge that she owes you. Big.




d. Chalk it up to relationship maintenance and try to have fun.



Surprise! There is no wrong answer here. Personally I would d because she has no ESPN to catch the wedding highlights, it doesn’t compromise you as a man, and she’ll be grateful for your sacrifice. Take away one point for not talking her cousin’s fiancé out of getting married during the playoffs.





 5. You’re losing your hair. You deal with it by:




a. Buying more ball caps.




b. Fucking the babysitter.




c. Calling the Hair Club for natural-looking implants.




d. Deal with what? Who gives a shit about his hair?



Answer, d. If you are thrown by something as common, natural and meaningless as male-pattern baldness, you need more than this book—you need to hunt and kill your own food for a month.





 6. You have been called by the government to lead a team of secret operatives to blow up a secret installation built into the side of a mountain where even our fancy high-tech bombs can’t reach. You can have any three people, living or dead, on your team. You ask for:




a. John Wayne, Ted Williams and Chuck Yeager.




b. A mountain climbing expert, a demolitions expert and someone who can speak the local language.




c. The three baddest motherfuckers you know.




d. Three guys you’ve known since you were kids.



Tricky, huh? You can learn mountain climbing, you can learn demolitions, and Ted Williams has his head frozen in a bucket somewhere, but priority one is guys you can trust, so the answer is d.





 7. It’s two in the morning and there is a loud party going on next door. You:




a. Call the cops.




b. Go over and ask them politely to keep it down.




c. Go over in your bathrobe, announce that all the drunk girls can crash at your place and warn them that you have a tendency to sleepwalk naked.




d. Try to get to sleep.



I think c is the only reasonable response. They’re not going to keep it down if you ask nicely. It’s a party!





 8. Your friend is doing a reading at a poetry slam. You:




a. Scream “You’re doing a WHAT?!” Disavow him, and spend an hour looking in the mirror, wondering if you are secretly gay for being friends with that guy in the first place.




b. Make an excuse, stop taking his calls and slowly drift away from him. Wonder idly if he’s gay. Sure he’s married with three kids, but what about the poetry?




c. Sit him down over a beer and get the skinny. Is there a chick he’s after there? Is this some kind of self-destructive thing? Give him constant (but good-natured) shit about it. Refer to him as Byron or Wordsworth (these are poets).




d. Go to the reading. Realize it’s a competition. Make bets, talk trash, boo the bad poets. Paint your face like Byron or Wordsworth (again, they are poets). Bring beer. Burp a haiku (this is a short Japanese poem).



Another toughie. About now you are thinking, damn, I shouldn’t have fallen asleep in the SAT preparation class. The correct answer is d, because if he has to “be him” and do poetry, then you have to be “be you” and fuck it all up for him.





 9. You come out of a bar, and three guys are slapping around a smaller guy in the parking lot. You:




a. Go back in the bar and tell the bouncer. It’s his job.




b. Keep walking. Small guys can be assholes. He probably deserved it.




c. Join in. Either side, it doesn’t matter. It’s a fight! Hit someone!




d. Stop the fight.



The Japanese samurai had a code that said never to take longer than seven seconds to make a decision. Most fights last about five seconds from the first punch to someone losing. Your response to this situation is pure instinct, and therefore it can’t be wrong, but it can and does have consequences. You get one point if you chose one and stayed with it, and one more for going to a bar where fights break out.





10. Your friend and his wife are having a baby boy. She wants to name him “Tanner.” You:




a. Ask him if he needs to borrow a testicle until his wife lets him have his back.




b. Congratulate him. Buy the boy books on choreography and fashion design.




c. Nod sadly and suggest some nicknames for the kid: Spike, Nails and Bronco should be among them.




d. Slap your friend and tell him he’s a father. His job is to raise the boy to be a man. Tanner as a last name is fine. Tanner as a job is fine. Tanner as a first name sucks.



It’s d. He may not see it, but your buddy’s wife is making a power play. By naming the kid Tanner, she is taking him as her own and ensuring that he will never respect his father. You have to stop it now, or he is lost forever. She will say: “You’re overreacting, it’s a cute name. What’s the big deal?” Men know instinctively that it’s a big deal, and the kid will always resent them AND you if you don’t do something. I’d recommend “Jim.”





11. You go to the local theater, and four movies you’ve never heard of are playing. Based on the title, which will you like?




a. Camembert and Wig Powder




b. Hotel Autumn




c. A Sonnet for Lucinda




d. O’Shea



Even though I made them all up and you couldn’t even look at the posters, the answer is d. It’s a name, which means it’s about a person. It’s an Irish name, which means there’s a really good chance he’s a cop. Cop means guns, car chases and, if you’re lucky, a supermodel who keeps changing clothes on camera.





12. You’re with friends at a restaurant/bar and the bill comes. You:




a. Quickly add up roughly what you had, add twenty percent (take ten percent, then double it).




b. Take this opportunity to run to the bathroom.




c. Throw too much money on the table.




d. Get out a calculator, figure out what everyone owes to the penny. Gather everyone’s card. Instruct the waitress how much to put on each card, so everyone gets charged for exactly what they owe.




This is a personal annoyance of mine. It’s c, you tight-ass! You’re with friends; they’re not trying to screw you! Don’t waste time figuring it out to the penny, and don’t stick someone else with the check.




And now the scoring:




1-5: You are a Girly Man. No, wait, that still has the word “man” in it. That’s too manly. You need to buy the book again because you’ll need to read it twice. Not only are you not a man, you wouldn’t even cheat on a quiz.




6-11: You are Mannish. A derogatory term describing a man who is not quite manly or a woman with gigantic hands. At this stage, you could be either of these things. So read this book. It will amuse you, it will make you think, and it will help you become more of a man. Plus it’s paid for already.




12: You are a Cheater. There are men in the world who would score 12 on this quiz, but these men are not going to spend time taking a quiz written by a gruff-but-lovable TV actor. Adjust your score, 1 to 11.




All right. We’ve got a pretty good idea of who you are now, so let’s start dispensing the wisdom.








CHAPTER TWO




WHAT IS A MAN?




Well every morning at the mine you could see him arrive.




 He stood six-foot-six and weighed two-forty-five.




 Kinda broad at the shoulder and narrow at the hips.




 And everybody knew you didn’t give no lip to Big John.




 Big John.




 Big John.




 Big Bad John.




—“Big Bad John,” Jimmy Dean




 What is a man? A man has a set of franks and beans swinging between his legs, right? Well, guess what? So does your average male giraffe, and we all know giraffes are pussies. I mean, how can an animal that big only eat plants? I don’t get it. So clearly genitalia aren’t the only thing that defines what a man is.




So again, what is a man? Why do we have trouble defining ourselves now? I’ll tell you why: Because as men, we do not know who we are anymore. We allow others to tell us how we should act, because we believe they are right when they tell us we are wrong. And we spend so much time listening to “how we shouldn’t be” that we don’t focus on “what we should be.” Well, let’s take a minute to talk about the kind of men we really shouldn’t be—spineless, alone, unmotivated, unfulfilled, incomplete men. If only I could think of a good example of such a poor, unfortunate soul. Oh, I just thought of someone. The most pathetic excuse of a man I’ve ever met.




Me.




I was backstage at the Shubert Theatre in Chicago. It was 5:00 p.m., I was doing vocal warm-up for that night’s performance of Pirates of Penzance. Yes, that’s a musical and yes, I did have to wear tights, but wipe that smirk off your face and listen to my story.




The box office guy came backstage and told me they were saying “some weird things about John” on the radio, “like maybe . . . your brother’s dead.” I thought it was some National Lampoon type of joke like the Beatles when they did “Paul is dead.” John and Danny were always pulling irreverent stunts. This one sounded just sick enough to be something they cooked up.




I called the station to rip into the deejay. I said, “This is Jim Belushi. What the fuck are you saying about my brother?” At first, he didn’t believe I was really John’s brother. When I convinced him he said, “I’m sorry, Jim, this just came across the AP wire.” And he read it over the phone.




“John Belushi dead . . .” John always wanted to die young and leave a good-looking corpse. He got his wish.




I’d like to say that’s the moment I grasped that I’d lost him, but I’m not sure I’ve ever grasped that. It still seems like he’s around. How many times have I seen him in reruns of SNL, Animal House and The Blues Brothers? When my oldest son, Robert, cocks his eyebrows, I swear I see John. His presence and influence on me and on the industry was so immense. It just doesn’t feel like he ever left.




It’s not that I don’t understand that he’s dead. I mean, every day at least one person stops me to say they loved my brother. And let’s be honest, have you ever read anything about me that didn’t contain the sentence, “Jim Belushi, brother of the legendary John Belushi who died of a drug overdose at the Chateau Marmont . . .” Can’t write an article about Jim Belushi unless you mention drug overdose and the Chateau Marmont. My family really ought to get a kickback for all the free advertising we’ve given that hotel.




So yeah, I get that he’s dead. But I still don’t feel like he’s gone. A couple hours after that phone call I was onstage with a black armband; you know, the-show-must-go-on bullshit, I guess.




When I made it home, my family was suddenly asking me what I was going to do. All of the logistics for the funeral, the press and life had to be figured out. The immediate issue at hand was how we were going to get to the funeral, who was going to pay for it, who was coming, all that nightmare stuff you have to deal with when someone dies.




It’s a Belushi family custom that whoever makes the most money in your family is the head of the family. It is also a Belushi family custom to make up Belushi family customs to back up your story when you’re trying to make a point. I will let you decide which is which here. The bottom line is, I was the only one in my family who seemed to understand that I wasn’t equipped to handle the job of being a leader.




The funeral was a mob scene. Everywhere I turned there were reporters, flashbulbs, video cameras, mobs of people, helicopters. I tried to be the rock for my family and the best thing I could figure out to do was to bring a pocketful of Valium. My sister started sobbing—slip her a Valium. My aunt is in hysterics—slip her one. My mom can make a scene at a quiet family dinner, and I was worried about what she would do in front of the tabloid vultures. I slipped her a Valium.




People magazine ran a picture of the funeral which showed my mother on the sidewalk outside of the church entrance, dressed in black, crunched over and clutching the crucifix from John’s coffin. My first wife and I are each holding one of her arms. It’s a classic portrayal of a mother in grief.




The thing is, she wasn’t grieving. She was just pissed off, and . . . well, let’s just say it. She was high. As soon as we left the church, she lost her balance and stumbled. My wife and I kept her on her feet. She turned to me and snapped into my ear, “What the hell did you just give me? I can barely walk.” Right then, the photographer snapped the picture. My mom would later accuse me of cheating her out of her grief. Nobody in my family was ever worried about my grief, but I was in charge and it was my first bad decision.




A few days later there was a memorial service at St. John the Divine in Manhattan. Afterward, John’s manager, Bernie Brillstein, grabbed my brother Billie and me in the hallway of our hotel. The autopsy was over. The verdict was in: John died from an overdose.




After twenty years, it probably seems as if we should have known it was drugs as soon as we learned he had died. I’m telling you, it was a complete surprise to me. I mean John was overworked, he ate poorly, he was overweight, heart attacks run in my family. When Bernie told us it was drugs, it felt like John had died all over again.




Billie and I did exactly the same thing. We backed up until we hit the wall, then we slid down until we were both sobbing on the floor of the hotel. My ass hit the floor and it stopped, but in a real sense I kept sliding for years after that bombshell.




The decade that followed needs its own book to truly do it justice: the pain my family went through as our family hero became a notorious, mythological figure; the two marriages I tried and failed at because I couldn’t stand up for myself; the son I didn’t think I could be a role model for. When Bob Woodward’s series of articles and his book Wired came out filled with gossip and bullshit instead of the exploration of John as a man and a talent my family had been promised, it felt as if John died all over again. They say a cat has nine lives; it was as if John had nine deaths. For years I was a complete mess.




As an actor, being the brother of John Belushi was both a blessing and a curse. The relationship opened doors that other actors couldn’t get near. Although, once that door was opened, I had to be able to not just walk through that door, but to leap through it. At every meeting and in every job I had after that, the pressure to live up to my last name was enormous. And critics never forgave me for not being as good as John. But who was? He was a huge star. He was a legend. Shit, I was the guy’s biggest fan. Every one of us comic actors were. And, really, I was more of a fan than a brother.




A lot of people don’t realize this, but we weren’t that close growing up. Think about it—when he was in eighth grade, I was in third grade. You know any eighth-graders that want to hang out with their eight-year-old brothers? And he was long gone by the time I got to high school. Sure, he was family, but in a way I only knew him the way the rest of the country did. We didn’t start becoming close until right before he died.




But since I could never escape his legacy, I had to create a new standard, and it had to be damn good. If I told a joke, it had to be three times as funny as anyone else telling the same joke. Today I could go on Inside the Actors Studio and talk about how that challenge helped me create a backbone for myself (that is, if Inside the Actors Studio ever returned my freaking calls!). But for years John’s legacy felt like a cross I had to bear, and I lashed out in a lot of different arenas in my life.




I got angry; I screamed; if the fries weren’t hot enough, I yelled at the fry girl; if I got cut off on the freeway, I’d follow the jackass home; I drank too much; and once, when I was on SNL, I threw a fire extinguisher at the show’s producer, Dick Ebersol. I even pulled a knife on Larry David backstage at SNL. It was a joke, but I don’t think he “got it.” Worst of all, I cut off my family and just let everyone in my life drift away from me.




Some famous guy once said, “You only get good judgment from experience. And you only gain experience from bad judgment.” If that’s true, then I’m the most experienced guy on earth. Years into my life, I kept making the same mistakes over and over again. Like many guys, I went through life undefined. The proverbial house built upon sand. Now, bonus points for anyone out there who can tell me what proverbial means. Yeah, I don’t know either. I just hear guys like Dennis Miller say it a lot.




When I told my good friend Stevie B. I was getting divorced for the second time, he sat me down. I listened because Stevie B. has been my friend for years, and I have come to know him as “the ultimate man.” He owns a chain of rib joints. How cool is that? Rich, and buys meat by the ton. He once challenged Muhammad Ali to a fight. The champ was a hundred feet away and I’m not sure he heard Stevie B., but trust me, Stevie B. was ready to throw down. Still not convinced? How about this: Stevie B. once managed to pull off a three-way in the lavatory of a 747 flying from Chicago to Miami. That’s like three hours of air time. That’s a man.




Am I using the word “man” a lot? That’s because Stevie B. kept ranting, “When the hell are you going to grow up and become a man?” I wasn’t happy, but I couldn’t see what Stevie B. could see. And that was that—I was at rock-bottom.




He took me out, got me hammered, and told me he was going to make me a man. To do that, he told me I had to define what kind of man I wanted to be. I told him I didn’t have to figure it out; I already knew what I wanted to be. He told me there was a big difference between knowing what you want to be and defining it.




Think of it this way. If you asked a kid what he wanted to be when he grew up and he answered “a rich athlete,” your next question would be, “Oh, yeah? What sport?” If the kid answered, “I don’t know, whichever one wants me,” you’d tell the little creep he needs to be more prepared if he wants to reach his goal. Does he think Iron Mike Ditka just decided one day he was gonna be the toughest tight end ever to play the game, and then just went out and did it without working at it first? Okay, bad example; Ditka probably did just that. But let’s face it, none of us are Ditka.




The kid has a goal in mind, but he has yet to develop his definition of himself. This kid needs to identify a few things that define his goal. Like what sport he’s good at. Say he picks football. Then he needs to decide what position he would like to play, what position he’s suited for, what position will get him laid the most. If he doesn’t define what it is he wants to be, someone else will do it for him and make him into what they want him to be. And you know what that means . . . Special Teams. And the guys on Special Teams never get laid.




We as men need to take back our sense of self, define who we are and stand by it, instead of listening to what other people want us to be and then trying to stuff ourselves into that mold. That’s like letting someone talk you into putting on that Speedo you wore on the high school swim team. (Wait, were you really on the swim team? Oh, boy . . . )




Stevie B.’s first assignment for me was to make a list of my agreements with myself that I need to hold sacred. A. Justin Sterling calls these terms. Every man must sit down and ask himself, “What are the six things I would kill for if someone tried to take them away from me?” And I don’t mean the beers in your six-pack. These are your terms. Your terms are the sum total of who you are as a man. They are your defining characteristics. You must defend these terms with your last dying breath, or your life will come crumbling down around you.




You think I’m being overly dramatic? Hey, I’m an actor. That’s what I do. But I could not be more serious about this. Once you figure out what is important to you, you have to stand by it.




Most men have not defined who they are, and have not come up with their terms. This is especially unattractive to women. They don’t want a shapeless nothing. That’s like that baggy pair of pants they wear the day after they binge on ice cream. They hate those pants because it means they’ve been weak. They want a man who’s like the pair they wear that makes their ass look good. They love those pants because they can go out in the world and people will say “nice pants.” If you don’t know who you are, how can you make her ass look good?
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