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Introduction

The Butterfly Effect: It’s Complicated


“The best-laid schemes of mice and men are apt to go awry, and leave us naught but grief and pain for promised joy.” —ROBERT BURNS

“Shit happens.” —AMERICAN PROVERB



In a tulip field in Holland, a butterfly flutters its wings before coming to rest on a vivid red bloom. The tiny breeze produced by the butterfly’s wings develops into a stronger gust, which joins with a gale crossing the North Sea. The gale reaches London, and on its merry way down Sloane Street playfully blows a young woman’s skirt up, revealing her saucy knickers. A passing truck—sorry, lorry—driver becomes distracted by the view, and goes careening into one of the struts supporting the London Eye, the giant Ferris wheel by the Thames, knocking the wheel free. It rolls through the streets, causing a mild, very British panic, before coming to rest against Big Ben. Big Ben begins to lean, then topples, the spire shish-kabobing a family of Japanese tourists and a minor royal on the way down. As the dust clears, John Cleese is heard quietly remarking, “And now for something completely different.” The insurance claims for the incident bankrupt the venerable firm Lloyd’s of London, which pulls the entire British economy along in its death spiral. As Britain goes, so do all the major markets, and a week later people are grabbing their guns and driving Ford Falcons across the outback in search of oil.

It’s called the butterfly effect—given a complex and sensitive enough system, small changes produce immense and unpredictable changes. The butterfly didn’t mean to curb stomp London. Like all Dutch butterflies, it was tired and hungry from all the free socialized marijuana and prostitutes, and just wanted to chill out on a flower and snag a quick nectar fix before going back to its summer job at the Anne Frank House. But as the butterfly learned, even a common everyday activity like grabbing lunch before work can have outrageous, unforeseen consequences.

You are like this little butterfly, not only because you’ve blossomed into one of nature’s most beautiful wonders, but because you have little to no control over the consequences of your actions. Think of it as a particularly terrifying aspect of karma. What this realization lacks in comfort it makes up for in amusement; if your life is basically a series of random events, so is everyone else’s—but it’s funnier when it happens to someone else! Read on for 101 tales of absurd results from everyday activities, all of which seemed like good ideas.…

They weren’t.





Chapter 1

Three Raisinettes 
in Each Nostril and a 
Matt LeBlanc Tattoo

Bad Decisions and the Body

Most bad decisions, however serious they seem at the time, can be forgotten with a little work and a heart-to-heart with your old friend Jack Daniel. Blow your life savings investing in an all-natural herbal “male enhancement” supplement? Buy a Suze Orman book and get a second job at Kinko’s—in time your credit score will iron itself out. Get a third strike shoplifting candy from Costco? Find religion during your time in prison and wait for a Democrat to get elected, then throw the metaphorical jailhouse doors wide open.

When the body is involved, however, it’s a whole different story. The human body is a veritable museum of a lifetime of half-baked decision making. Each scar, stretch mark, and whimsical piercing tells a story—and nine times out of ten, that story is called “It Seemed Like a Good Idea” and includes the phrase, “but you learn from your mistakes.”
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Go to an All-You-Can-Eat Buffet

If there’s anything on God’s earth better than an all-you-can-eat buffet, you want it hunted down, shot, and served in a chafing dish next to the Mongolian beef. You’re an American, dammit, and it’s your God-given right to go to a place full of food you don’t need and stuff it into your body like sausage into a casing. It’s Tuesday and you’re alive: time to go to Golden Corral.

One Hour Later

As you stir a handful of fried popcorn shrimp into a bowl of mashed potatoes, some fat guy sticks a microphone in your face and bellows, “Ma’am! Ma’am, what are you eating? Ma’am, do you know that two-thirds of the population of Myanmar lives on less than four hundred calories a day? Ma’am!” You consider sticking a pork chop in his mouth to shut him up, but then you wouldn’t have the pork chop. You suddenly recognize gadfly and documentarian Michael Moore, who—according to his T-shirt—is preparing a new project called The Lard-Spangled Banner about Americans’ eating habits. You grab the mic from him as though it were a drumstick and deliver a heartfelt speech about how your grandfather didn’t storm Okinawa so you could sit around eating cabbage water and imitation pork, and that if Moore doesn’t like it here, he can check out the menu options in Red China.

Seven Months Later

Your speech makes it into the final cut of The Lard-Spangled Banner, and your deep-fried libertarian tirade strikes a chord with conservatives. As “Kendra the Eater,” you replace “Joe the Plumber” as a Tea Party darling.
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Nine Months Later

The Tea Party books you a spot at the American Food and Diet Convention, hoping your presence there will unsettle the “Communist” pro-vegetable lobby. After a heated panel discussion on whether it’s even theoretically possible to make kale appetizing, you lock eyes with a tall, distinguished-looking man. With a start, you recognize him as Jared Fogle, of Subway Diet fame. Bashfully, he approaches you and invites you out for a drink.

Two Years Later

A romance has blossomed, and you marry Jared so the country can heal. The reception is held at an area Subway, where you order a Meatball Supreme, and Jared orders his usual Veggie Delite. This display of unconditional love calms the frenzied American political climate, allowing for the election of a broad unity government that leads our great nation to an ever-more-glorious future.
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Reproduce
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Looking for a tax deduction, an excuse to watch more Sesame Street, and something to occupy your wife’s time so she doesn’t nag you while you’re trying to do jigsaw puzzles? It’s time to get your breed on.

One Year Later

You’ve had a fair amount of fun trying, but you haven’t been able to conceive, so you make an appointment with a fertility specialist.

One Year, One Week Later

You go to the fertility doctor, and all goes well at first. He asks you a number of questions, then mentions that he’s going to need a “sample.” He calls for a nurse, who escorts you down the hall to a small private room. “This is where the magic happens,” she announces, “need any supplies?” You say “yes,” more to see what she means than anything else, and she excuses herself briefly and returns with a stack of skin rags and a little sample cup. The nurse tells you to “knock ’em dead, tiger,” then shuts the door behind her.
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One Year, One Week, Fifteen Minutes Later

Free porn is free porn, but if you’re in a situation where you need men to get off in a hurry, maybe you should have something a little racier than early ’90s editions of Oui and High Society. All the women have Aqua-Netted bangs, brightly colored scrunchies, and nervous smiles. The general effect is very “Kelly Kapowski Made Some Mistakes” and it’s not getting you where you need to be.

One Year, One Week, Thirty Minutes Later

Just when you are really getting on the road, the nurse taps on the door and asks if you are all right. If “all right” means “trying to masturbate into a cup in a doctor’s office to the thought of my wife and Topanga from Boy Meets World drinking a few vodka tonics and giving in to curiosity,” then sure, otherwise, stop tapping on the door.

One Year, One Week, Forty-Five Minutes Later

You’re getting desperate. Farrah Fawcett in the red swimsuit? No, too dead. Bo Derek running along the beach in 10? No, too dated. Sharon Stone flashing her beav in Basic Instinct? Too crazy! Dammit! As the nurse taps on the door again, you panic, grab the Go-Gurt you keep in your backpack for blood sugar emergencies, squirt a healthy dollop into the sample cup, and toss it at the nurse as you run out.

One Year, One Week, Four Hours Later

You dread explaining everything to your wife, so you take your time getting home. When you arrive, your wife informs you that the fertility clinic called and told her that you had either given them a sample of yogurt or were “some kind of magical dairy creature.” She now no longer thinks you’re mature enough to have a child, and has bought you a hermit crab to practice nurturing until you can act like an adult.
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Develop Your Mind

Oh, butterfingers. You accidentally clicked on a pop-up ad. You move to close the window out, but then pause. You don’t know your IQ. You do wonder about how it affects your life and relationships. You would be willing to watch a short advertisement for Dove products in order to be granted access to a short, accurate online intelligence test. After learning about Dove’s new PMS relief body wash, you take the test (which is surprisingly difficult) and learn that your IQ is 86, a mere sixteen points above being legally dead. Apparently you’re not only no Einstein, you’re not even a Jeff Foxworthy. You decide to try to claw your way up to at least Lassie level by reading the great works of world literature. You download literary critic Harold Bloom’s list of the Western canon of world literature, and start at the top.

One Week Later

Oedipus Rex: You write an anonymous letter to your mother asking her to please tone down the eye makeup at family functions. She recognizes your handwriting and an awkward e-mail exchange ensues.

Two Weeks Later

Medea: You apologize to your mother.

Three Weeks Later

Titus Andronicus: You embrace veganism, just in case.

Four Weeks Later

Native Son: You resolve that, in case you should happen to commit a murder in the future, you will just throw the body in the river. No muss, no fuss.

Five Weeks Later

Angels in America: You buy an economy pack of condoms and promise yourself you’ll wear one. Every time.

Six Weeks Later

Great Expectations: You delete your ex’s number from your phone. Sometimes it just doesn’t work out, and you need to be strong and move on.

Seven Weeks Later

Huckleberry Finn: You realize, finally, that it’s okay to say it if you have a black friend.

Eight Weeks Later

Garfield Shovels It In (His 51st Book): You needed a break.

Nine Weeks Later

Lolita: You make a note to yourself to start checking IDs when you pick up girls at the bar.
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Ten Weeks Later

The Grapes of Wrath: You reconsider your stance on late-term abortions.

Eleven Weeks Later

Catcher in the Rye: You look for your gun, and wonder where does that son of a bitch Ringo Starr hang out?

Two Years Later

Having finished reading all of the heavyweights of Western literature, you retake the IQ test. Since you missed the point of every single work, your score remains unchanged, and you’ve wasted the past two years of your life reading instead of going cougar hunting at Applebee’s. Then again, at least you recognize the Gore Vidal quote on the website.
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Shave Your Legs

Everyone’s talking about body acceptance these days. With the world economy still locked in its room blasting Morrissey and refusing to come out, no one can afford cosmetic surgery or elaborate beauty treatments, and many people have let their gym memberships lapse in favor of jerry-rigging some ankle weights with duct tape and two cans of off-brand creamed corn. Now that we all look like mug shots, we try to comfort each other with unrealistic verbal butterfly kisses like “natural beauty” and “inner poise,” and loudly proclaim that fat can be sexy and that you only get really good dye jobs when you do it yourself with a quart of hydrogen peroxide from the gas station. The crown jewel in these natural beauty arguments is always “Women are supposed to have body hair.” It’s always some cute little blond Wellesley girl with two oh-so-adorable tiny patchlets of oh-so-adorable blond hair you see in her underarms as she raises her protest sign. This may work for the co-eds, but your grandmother was from Russia, where the women have evolved heavy pelts to confuse invading tribes. You might not be able to afford laser hair removal treatments anymore, and waxing might now be a special treat, but you’re going to empty your change jar, buy a Lady Bic razor, and shave your legs.

One Minute Later

Of course, you nick yourself immediately.

Four Minutes Later

Still bleeding.
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Ten Minutes Later

Still bleeding. You have had periods shorter than this.

Forty-Five Minutes Later

It’s not a heavy flow of blood, but it is remarkably persistent. You’ve bled through a box of generic Band-Aids. Annoyed, you go to the emergency room to forestall the small but increasing chance of starring in a new urban legend, The Lady Who Bled to Death Shaving Her Legs.

Three Hours Later

The doctor has managed to stop the bleeding by wrapping your knee with the entire annual cotton yield of a midsized Southern state. He wants to take some blood—“don’t worry, there’s enough lying around I can use”—and send it to the lab to see why you’re gushing like a fine new oil well.

One Week Later

After a week spent walking around v-e-r-y c-a-r-e-f-u-l-l-y, you go back to the doctor for a follow-up. He sits you down and explains that adult-onset hemophilia is incredibly rare in women, and has in fact only been reported in one family: those celebrated bleeders and Tsars of all the Russias, the Romanovs. Suddenly Grandma Anastasia’s insistence that the Mary Kay lady curtsy to her before bringing out the samples seems marginally less insane. You have the doctor send a sample of your DNA to Moscow for confirmation, and on the way home max out your credit card on a fur hat and a CD of Tchaikovsky’s symphonies.

Five Years Later

The blood test came back, and it turns out you are the last Romanov princess. You have spent five years mortgaging everything you own to hire lawyers to sue the Russian government to give you back your family’s “damn fancy eggs!” Lenin is giggling in his grave.
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Meditate

Your doctor has some bad news. It appears that a lifetime of “bacon ranch” products, referring to carrying beer from the truck into the house as “a workout,” and rooting for the perennially disappointing Tampa Bay Buccaneers has pushed your blood pressure to the breaking point. Your doctor advised you to lose some weight, and even showed you a model of what five pounds of fat looks like; you offered to bring in a deep fryer and show him how to use the fat to make corn dogs. Dr. Huang did not seem to think this was as funny as you did, but said that if you were unwilling to lose weight you might be able to lower your blood pressure through meditation. You’re willing to try anything other than changing your diet, exercising, or calming down, and you do like any activity that can be performed while sitting motionless.

One Week Later

Your copy of Meditation for Dummies arrives in the mail. You flip through it while idly watching Die Hard and eating some frozen jalapeño poppers. It seems pretty simple. All you have to do is sit there, clear your mind of extraneous thoughts, and attune yourself to the cosmos? Isn’t that just what masturbation is?

Two Weeks Later

You seem to really have a knack for meditation. It’s already helping your blood pressure, and would probably help it even more if you didn’t insist on doing your deep breathing through a Marlboro Red.

Three Weeks Later

While you’re meditating in front of the TV, your son comes in and asks if you’re watching NASCAR. You ask him if we can truly know whether we are watching NASCAR or whether NASCAR is watching us. He says fine, he’ll just ask Mom for a ride to the mall.

Four Weeks Later

Your wife asks you what you want for dinner, and you reply that “wanting” is the root of all unhappiness and pain in the universe. She smacks you on the back of the head and makes only enough Chicken Parmesan for herself and the kids.

Five Weeks Later

You’re really on a roll. You’re in a deeper state of meditation than ever before, layers and layers of consciousness peeling back from reality. You realize that you’re approaching Nirvana, the state of perfect peace, tranquility, connectedness, and nothingness striven for by devotees of Eastern religion. As your breathing stops and your physical body dies, and your soul melts into the oneness of creation, your last conscious thought is that you forgot to pick up your dry cleaning.
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Get a Piercing

After failing out of Barbizon Modeling School, you were adrift. You’ve wanted to be a model since you were a little girl, but after flunking Advanced Poise and Remedial Staring into the Middle Distance, you feared your dream would be forever out of reach. One day, though, you had an epiphany. While doing a little online shopping, you came across a website that specialized in impractical, brightly colored leather accessories. You noticed that all the models on the site were tattooed, pierced, dyed, and generally eccentric looking—but hell, they had work! You decide to give “alternative modeling” a try, and think the best way to start would be by getting a piercing.

One Day Later

You arrive at Misty’s Discount Pierce-a-torium, and decide to go large with a nose piercing. Misty, a peroxide blonde with sun-damaged skin and a sweet smile, grabs tongs and needle, and before you know it you are a bona fide pierced gal. You feel a little unsteady on your feet, but you chalk it up to the fact that you just had a metal ring forced through your nasal cartilage and toddle on home.

One Week Later

It’s been a strange week. You’ve been seeing flashes of color; experiencing strange tastes, even when not eating; and even hearing things. You make an emergency appointment with your doctor, who can’t find anything wrong with you. Concerned, he checks you into the hospital for further tests.

Two Weeks Later

The doctors have finally diagnosed you with synesthesia, a relatively uncommon neurological abnormality in which the sensory pathways are crossed, allowing people with synesthesia to “taste colors” or “see sounds.” You have what is informally called “the whole shebang,” a particularly complex case in which all stimuli you receive trigger secondary sensations. They have never seen it develop spontaneously in an adult, but do not believe you are in danger and send you home. You will never realize it, but your synesthesia was triggered when Misty pierced your septum and unwittingly struck a major acupuncture meridian, the “Highway of the Sensory Luck Dragon.”
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Three Weeks Later

You’re at home, trying to figure out how to deal with your new synesthesia. It’s not unpleasant, exactly, but it is very unnerving. You turn on the TV to distract yourself and catch a rerun of the crime drama Law and Order: Special Victims Unit. Amazingly, the sound of heartthrob Chris Meloni’s voice triggers in your rewired mind the exact sensation of a satisfying pot roast dinner with all the trimmings. Since there’s always an episode of SVU on, you flip from channel to channel, stuffing your metaphorical face with the meaty yet tender strains of Meloni’s voice. You’re so busy “eating” that you forget to eat and eventually starve to death.
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Have a One-Night Stand

It’s been nearly nine months since you’ve gotten laid. You’ve tried everything—granted, for you “everything” is JDate and volunteering one Saturday at the animal shelter, but a dry spell is a dry spell nonetheless. You’ve tried to work off the pent-up sexual energy with other activities, but there are only so many nights you can spend playing Grand Theft Auto and lifting weights. It doesn’t look like a relationship is on the horizon any time soon, so you decide that what the doctor ordered is a good old-fashioned one-night stand.

One Day Later

You wax your knuckle hair, douse yourself with an alluring blast of Axe body spray, and hit a popular singles bar. You make some small talk with a woman, but she rejects your advances because your knuckles are too smooth and it looks effeminate.

One Week Later

After striking out more times than the Yeshiva University softball team, you decide to consult an expert, and buy a book by a man who claims to be a pickup expert who can seduce any woman.

Two Weeks Later

Per the pickup artist’s advice, the next time you’re at the bar you insult a girl to display dominance and get her attention. “Jugsy McArmfat” doesn’t find your approach cute, and instead of following you home throws her Sea Breeze in your face.
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Three Weeks Later

The insults didn’t work, so you try the next strategy in the book. “Peacocking” is deliberately dressing in a garish and flashy manner to attract women’s attention and start conversations. You go out in an “I’m with Stupid” T-shirt, a jester’s hat, and heavy eyeliner. The only woman willing to talk to you hands you the card for a methadone clinic and tells you, “Where there’s life, there’s hope.”

Four Weeks Later

You assume last week’s failure stemmed from not peacocking “hard” enough, so you don a red wig and a French maid’s outfit. As you approach the bar, a hot broad in sequined hot pants and a black tube top walks up to you and says “Hey, awesome, but we’re meeting down the block. C’mon.” You’re not sure, but you think you just got recruited for an orgy.

Five Weeks Later

It turned out the woman in the hot pants was a Rocky Horror Picture Show fanatic on her way to a screening, and assumed you were, too. The first hour or so was pretty awkward, but now you’re thoroughly engaged with the Rocky Horror lifestyle, and it fulfills you in ways a woman never could.
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Get a Massage

You really took some tough hits during last week’s club rugby game. It’s been a few days, and your shoulder is still tight and sore. You’ve tried hot compresses, cold packs, stretches, Tylenol, and even visualizing the knotted muscles gently coming free like seeds blown off a dandelion, but nothing has helped. You decide to go ahead and book yourself a sports massage at a physical therapist’s office.

Two Days Later

On the day of your appointment, you arrive a little early and leaf through the old magazines in the lobby. You’re just beginning to work a corner of the People crossword puzzle when the therapist comes for you. She is, in plain English, the most attractive woman you’ve ever seen, sort of a Helen of Troy with cleavage. You think the massage might be pretty enjoyable after all.

Five Minutes Later

You’ve stripped down to a towel and lain on the massage table. Facedown, fortunately: you’ve developed an erection from the attractive therapist’s proximity and would rather not have that conversation just now.

Ten Minutes Later

You realize it’s been six months since Barbara, and no one after that. The massage is doing wonders for your shoulder, but it’s also having some dramatic effects farther south.
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Twenty Minutes Later

You tried to stop yourself, but couldn’t keep from ejaculating into your towel. You try, with reasonable success, to at least do so silently. Your shoulder is getting loose, but everything else is tensed up. How on earth are you going to get this evidence (towel) out of here?

Thirty Minutes Later

Your massage is over, and the therapist tells you to lie on the table and relax for a few minutes if you need to. As soon as she leaves you alone, you hurriedly dress and mull your options. You decide the best defense is a good offense, and plan to nonchalantly carry the towel out with you as though you’d had it all along.

Forty Minutes Later

After you pay, the receptionist smiles and reaches for your towel. You panic and say the first thing that comes to mind, which unfortunately is: “Oh, no, this is mine. It’s not a towel, it’s… a turban. I’m a Sikh. Better pop this baby back on.” You hurriedly knot it around your head and bolt for the door.

Three Days Later

You send a check for $5 to the physical therapist to replace the towel, and a check for $500 to the local Sikh community center to apologize for appropriating their cultural heritage to get you out of a sticky situation. They are mystified, but can afford to have the pool table re-felted now.
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Get a Hot Tub

You recently came into a tidy sum of money when your uncle died and left you his fortune. Per the will: “To my nephew Eric, I leave my entire estate. I don’t really like you much, Eric, but I dislike your mother much more. Spend this on something that’ll piss her off. Love, Uncle Steve.” That’s all the encouragement you needed. As soon as the will was probated and you had access to the funds, you went out and bought the gaudiest, most ostentatious, most lavish luxury item your fevered little brain could think of: a black, eight-person hot tub with built-in margarita maker. Granted, this is a very “cocaine mogul in South Florida in 1987” idea of luxury, but you draw a disproportionate number of your life lessons from Scarface.

One Day Later

Your mother is furious that you wasted so much on a hot tub when there are starving children in India and she hasn’t had a new dress in months. You tell her, “Settle down, toots,” and pass her a C-note. She beelines it to the closest Dress Barn.

One Week Later

You start tanning pretty heavily at the salon. If you’re going to be out in your hot tub all the time, you don’t want to scare all the babes away with your pasty torso.

Two Weeks Later

You go ahead and invest in a Speedo—black, though, so it’s not tacky. You refer to it as your “banana hammock” in front of your mother, who is appalled until you give her a little more Dress Barn money.

Three Weeks Later

You decide to grow the chest hair you normally shave to accent your new accessory, a large gold medallion. You go ahead and let your shoulder hair grow in, too. Natural is beautiful.

Four Weeks Later

Wait, what? There’s an old-fashioned singles bar called “Mingle’s” out by the airport? You start going there nightly to meet chicks to invite back to your pad for cocktail parties. You alternate between two pickup lines: “What’s your sign?” and “I have a hot tub.” You bat about .600 with these.

Five Weeks Later

You neighbors call in a noise complaint against you because you’re having a bikini hot tub party with a handful of sleazy broads and have been playing “Mack the Knife” on loop for three hours. You tell them to lighten up and live a little.

Six Weeks Later

Your mother comes to confront you about the fact that you’ve become one of those tacky, hairy, overtanned men who wear gaudy jewelry and spend every waking moment trying to coax trashy dames into their hot tubs. You see why your uncle couldn’t stand her. You think about her words for a while, then realize you’re rich and don’t have to give a shit what she thinks. You may keep getting the same case of gonorrhea from the same sleazy broads, and your fortune may be rapidly dwindling due to high maintenance costs, but you’ve found your destiny—as Hot Tub Guy. Pass the margaritas, Starla.
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Experiment with Homosexuality

You don’t know if it’s the warm spring air, the changing social attitudes, or the fact that Ryan Gosling appears in practically every movie these days, but you’ve been questioning your sexuality recently. Are tits really that great, or do you just think they are because they endorse so many of your favorite beers? You’ve become increasingly unsettled, and you realize that the only way to know for sure is to experiment a little and see how you feel. You find a nice guy on a dating site and ask him out.

Two Hours Later

Ashton is a perfect gentleman. He pulls out your chair, makes recommendations on the menu without being pushy, and at the end of the evening gives you a sweet but intense goodnight kiss.

Three Weeks Later

Ashton’s lovemaking is tender without being dull and passionate without being controlling. You wake up the next day in his arms, and notice that while you slept, he snuck out to buy you flowers.

Six Months Later

You tell your parents you’ve fallen in love with a man. Your mother embraces you and tells you she prayed you’d find love. Your father shakes your hand and tells you the substance, not the form, is what matters, and he hopes your partnership is as good as his marriage. They can’t wait to meet Ashton.

Three Years Later

After a late-night debate and last-minute vote in Richmond, marriage equality comes to Virginia, which now really is for lovers. You and Ashton marry on the veranda of a restored plantation house.

Seven Years Later

You decide to go for it. You and Ashton take out a small business loan and open a small knickknack and gift shop. It struggles for the first couple of years, but soon becomes a fixture in the revitalized downtown shopping district.

Fourteen Years Later

Using some of the profits from your store, you endow a shelter for runaway gay teens so that they will have a safe place to go.

Fifty-Seven Years Later

You pass away peacefully in your sleep. Ashton has been gone for about a year now, and as you die a smile lights your features, as you will soon be with him again.

An Eternity Later

You are burning in Hell. However, since all the other gay people are there too, it’s not that bad. You all watch a lot of Mommie Dearest and have the occasional themed luau.
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Get Acrylic Nails

When you were a little girl, you were always fascinated by women with long, manicured nails. Your mother worked in ceramics and always kept her nails short, but you’d see the bright talons on women in stores or restaurants and imagine what it would be like to have fancy nails of your own. You could gesture with them, you could tap things with them for emphasis, and you’d never again have trouble getting the first chunk of peel off an orange. You forgot about this by high school, but you recently went to a new hairstylist, and the sensation of her running her smooth acrylic nails along your scalp reminded you of your childhood wonderment. On a whim, you ask her to do your nails just like hers.

Two Hours Later

You’ve tapped every item in the house, both with the tip and the curved top of your nails. You spent a good fifteen minutes in front of the mirror, pointing at yourself and reciting lines from old Joan Crawford movies. You’ve peeled enough lemons to garnish a month’s worth of Tom Collinses. You might have had all the fun you can with these nails unless you wind up with some poison ivy to scratch.

Four Hours Later

You try to call your credit card company to dispute a charge, but your nails slip on the phone keys and you inadvertently dial the Prison Pals Hotline, where lonely ladies meet fixer-uppers, and have a surprisingly interesting and open conversation with Adam, who’s made some mistakes but is taking advantage of the prison’s GED classes and Bible study.

Six Months Later

You and Adam have developed a valued phone friendship. “No, I agree with you. People can change. Prison should be about reform, not punishment. I’ll talk to you next week.”

Nine Months Later

Adam calls you from a pay phone and tells you he was unexpectedly paroled, and needs a place to crash. You hesitate, but decide the Christian thing to do would be to give him refuge in his distress. You give him your address and start making up the hide-a-bed.

Nine Months, Thirty Minutes Later

As soon as he arrives, you recognize him. “Adam” is actually Charlie Boone, the serial killer more commonly known as the Las Vegas Mangler. Quick as a flash he overpowers you and ties you to a dining room chair. He apologizes, but reiterates what he said at his trial: he likes killing more than being polite. He gags you and leaves to fetch his “apparatus.”
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Nine Months, Thirty-Two Minutes Later

Thank God you kept up with your nails! They add just enough length to your fingers that you’re able to undo the knots and free yourself. You run for your gun and have a hard time guiding your nail through the trigger guard, but you’re ready when Charlie comes back.

One Year Later

The mayor gives you a medal for shooting Charlie and saving the county the expense of a manhunt.

[image: ]

Babysit Your Nephew

Your sister has always been hesitant to ask you to babysit her three-year-old son, what with your chronic self-centeredness and history of falling asleep with your flat iron on, but desperate times call for desperate measures. She and her husband have tickets to see Margaret Cho, and with the rest of their usual sitters busy, it’s come down to you or a random person from craigslist. When Hotmail temporarily went down earlier in the evening for routine maintenance, the gig officially became yours.

One Hour Later

You’re forced to endure a mind-numbing twenty-minute lecture on how to properly administer an EpiPen but only half listen because you’ve seen Pulp Fiction like a hundred times.
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One Hour and Thirty Minutes Later

You decide to make the most of the few remaining hours of daylight and take your nephew to the playground down the street. Truth be told, you’ve been craving the shit out of a good old-fashioned swing for months, but there’s just something about a twenty-seven-year-old woman showing up to a playground by herself that’s always seemed a little too creepy for your liking. You thank God your sister’s IUD fell asleep at the wheel four years ago and gleefully hop on a swing next to your nephew.

One Hour and Forty-Five Minutes Later

The metal O-rings flanking either side of the swing’s seat are digging into your ass and the entire apparatus is ominously creaking like the Titanic slowly sinking to its watery grave. You don’t remember that happening when you were a kid….

Two Hours Later

After managing to pry all of your person out of the swing set, you try going down the spiral slide with your nephew and end up getting stuck halfway down when the sudden twists and turns can’t accommodate the “luxurious” girth of your thighs. Although the playground is clearly built for children, you’ve never felt so fat in your entire life. You decide it’s time to lose some serious weight.

One Day Later

First stop of the day: GNC. If it killed Anna Nicole Smith or is being backed by a Kardashian—you’ll take it in bulk.

One Week Later

You restrict your diet to two Altoids and a slice of Havarti cheese a day and begin grapevining everywhere to burn extra calories. Everyone agrees that you look insane but have seriously impressive rhythm.

One Month Later

You become totally “preoccupied with your weight” (which is Sorority House for “anorexic”) and, desperate to lose even more weight, swallow a rubber Livestrong bracelet in a misguided attempt to perform a DIY lap band surgery. It backfires when you have to have it surgically removed and the hospital’s IV gives you a ton of water weight.
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Use a Neti Pot

Springtime in The Pollen Belt is a bitch. You haven’t smelled anything since St. Patrick’s Day and you leave a Gretel-like trail of used tissues in your wake everywhere you go. You lose so much mucus on a daily basis you’d think you’d be able to fit into your “Semester After I Had Mono Jeans,” but they still just barely zip up. If Claritin were Quaaludes, 
you’d be an evening with Andy Warhol away from being the human embodiment of 1974. At this point you’re so desperate, you’d even wash out your sinuses with salt water. As it turns out, there’s a device that does just that and it’s called the “neti pot.” It looks like a teapot a genie would live in, but instead of rubbing it for three wishes, you use it to pour salt water in one nostril and out the other. People claim that the Hopi Indians invented the neti pot, and the Hopi Indians say, “You people are crazy. Get off my land.” Either way, here you are in your bathroom with a spigot shoved in one nostril and a stream of water pouring out the other. You don’t care what Cover Girl says—you are not beautiful right now.

Twenty Seconds Later

As the water winds its way through your mucus-filled sinuses, you suddenly remember a really funny Roseanne blooper and get the giggles.

Twenty-Two Seconds Later

“Oh God—something’s going down the wrong pipe…”
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Forty-Five Seconds Later

As you choke on several ounces of salt water and mucus, your vision begins to dim and you realize what’s happening. With your last thought, you curse John Goodman, Katrina commercials be damned.

Forty-Six Seconds Later

Clad in white and glowing ethereally, you glare down at your corpse, which is wearing Scooby-Doo boxers and a torn sports bra.

Ten Minutes Later

At this point you don’t know if you’re going to heaven, hell, or the ill-defined Jewish afterlife, but you’d like your corpse to look a little more Sleeping Princess and a little less Mia Hamm on a bender.

One Day Later

Dropping by to borrow your curling iron and $45, your sister walks into the bathroom to find your ghost in an awkward position: shaving your corpse’s bikini line. Through the doorway, however, it just looks like a depressing lesbian adventure and she backs out hurriedly saying, “SORRY. SORRY. I STILL LOVE YOU. SORRY.”

Three Days Later

After your body is found in earnest, your sister’s testimony leads your family and local police to believe you were murdered by your lesbian lover. An intense wommonhunt ensues.
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One Month Later

Doomed for eternity to haunt the bathroom where you died, you read a newspaper the new tenant has left on the floor and learn that you’ve been posthumously given the Ellen DeGeneres LGBTQ Hero Award.
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