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Men Are Stupid …
And They Like Big Boobs


A Woman’s Guide to Beauty Through Plastic Surgery








Intro
Welcome to My World



Okay, politically incorrect or not, let’s face it, men are stupid. They can’t help it. They’re wired to procreate and Mother Nature has doomed the poor things. They are attracted to creatures that are their opposites, with hairless bodies, big boobs, slim waists, rounded butts—and this has become the beauty ideal many women aspire to achieve.


So why not? Aren’t we past the age of “I can do everything; I don’t need a man?” Nowadays, it’s “I can do everything, and I want a man— and I want to be beautiful.” Or, it’s “Yes, I’m smart. Yes, I’m educated. And yes, I still want to feel the thrill of looking in the mirror and liking what I see.”


When people used to say a woman was smart, it was a nice way of saying she was ugly. Beautiful women were often assumed to be stupid. These days, smart means just that—smart. And beautiful means just that—beautiful. No one cares how a woman got that way, just as long as she is. I think women shouldn’t settle for less than being both smart and beautiful. For many of us, having it all means getting a nip, or a tuck, or a little lift now and again. Why? Because it makes us feel good.


I was talking with a rich friend last year and said that I wanted to write a book about beauty and cosmetic surgery. It would be part personal history, part insight, and part practical advice about treatments. My rich friend said, “Great idea. Get to work. Can’t wait to read it. And send me a freebie.”*


I’ve been the public (lifted) face of cosmetic enhancement since the Stone Age. My luck was to realize early on the degree to which looking good helped my life and career—and to start having work done early, too. My abiding life philosophy is plain: In our appearance-centric society, beauty is a huge factor in everyone’s professional and emotional success—for good or ill, it’s the way things are; accept it or go live under a rock.


In our society, looks matter more than anyone would like to believe, and it’s senseless to go through life angry about it when you can just embrace it. Looking good equals feeling good. Feeling good equals having more confidence. So why not do whatever you can to improve your appearance? Unlike a dress that goes out of style, or a diet that ultimately fails, a beautiful nose is forever. You can get mad about society’s demands, you can say, “I’m proud of the way God made me,” or you can get beautiful.


Some people feel I have had too much plastic surgery, whereas others feel I could probably still use some more work. Most just don’t care. I tend to agree with the latter group, then again, screw’em all. I feel like Joan Rivers.


The title of this book, Men Are Stupid …And They Like Big Boobs, is something that was said to me by Marilyn Monroe herself,* and she was right! It was as true then as it is now.


Let’s face it. Men are guided not by their brains, but by their eyes and penises. A man looks at an attractive woman and thinks, “I’d tap that.” A woman looks at herself and thinks about her flaws and the guilt she feels about hating them. She might try to rally her spirits around her inner beauty. We’ve been taught since kindergarten that the quest for inner beauty is noble and powerful, while pursuing outer beauty is vain and superficial and not nearly as empowering as achieving a really good personality. Yet, come on! Despite a woman’s bedrock belief in her inner goodness, her eyes keep drifting back to her wrinkles, or her big nose, or her belly roll. The truth is, inner beauty might get you a promotion, or, for that matter, a raise, but it won’t get you a husband, or a lover. No one ever asked Eleanor Roosevelt to dance. Except maybe Gertrude Stein.


Relax. You shouldn’t have mixed emotions about wanting to be sexy and gorgeous. It’s normal! No one gets up in the morning and says, “Hey, what can I do today to turn myself into a dog?” Even the Elephant Man’s sister put on lipstick. You’re not a selfish, amoral person if you spend money on your appearance. I truly believe that within her means, every woman should do whatever she can to look her best. And she should enjoy doing it, too! Beauty is important, noble, and a requirement for success in our society. Contrary to conventional wisdom, even smart girls are allowed to have—and flaunt—round, perky butts. And a high, hard rear end is a thing of beauty—and a thing we can all have.


In the old days, before cosmetic surgery, the secret of staying young was simply to die early. Nowadays, it’s available to anyone with some money and a good doctor.


On these pages, you will enter a golden, modern world full of miraculous sights and sounds to amaze you—the world of surgical and non-invasive cosmetic procedures.


Or, what I call The Home Planet.


Most women are curious about it. Who hasn’t fantasized about having Botox Cosmetic injections or a face lift or a boob job? Of the nation’s 150 million women, I’ll bet 149,999,999 *of them have dreamed of making some kind of beauty change. What I’ve done is present to you just about every procedure that’s being legally performed in America today, explained in language that I—and therefore, you—can understand, even after a two-martini lunch. And I won’t hold back. (Have I ever?) The explanation of how an implant goes from a cold steel table to a bra cup will make you salivate.


I’m not saying cosmetic intervention is right for everyone. I’ve always believed that, for some women the best beauty aid in the world is getting married; for others, it’s getting divorced. For me? The best beauty aid would be getting blackmail-quality photographs of a plastic surgeon.


A Very, Very Brief History of Plastic Surgery


The ancient Egyptians were the first civilization to do just about anything, and that included skin grafts to repair facial damage and crude nose jobs (inspired by the Sphinx, perhaps?), circa 4000 B.C.


The earliest example of an official doctor’s “chart” was written— probably, illegibly—in Sanskrit by the Indian surgeon Sushruta in 600 B.c., who recorded his experiments with the above-mentioned nose jobs, skin grafts, and other facial reconstructions. All performed without anesthesia. Those women were dedicated!


The Greeks and Romans improved on these techniques. In the first century B.c., Aulus Cornelius Celsus wrote volumes about reconstructing ears, lips, and noses that would hold up, in terms of anatomical accuracy, today.


In 350 A.D., the first multi-volume encyclopedia of medicine was composed by Oribasius, the personal physician of the Roman emperor Julian the Apostate. He included details about all the known history of reconstructive surgery: facial deformities, cartilage, and detailed anatomy of the nose and ears.


Then the story of plastic surgery stalls for about a thousand years during the Dark Ages. The spread of Christianity, alas, was to blame. Back then, tampering with the body was considered a sin against God, and surgery was thought of as the devil’s work. Thank God, the groundbreaking work of the ancients wasn’t forgotten by surgeons who—for the benefit of women like me—practiced in secret and passed their knowledge from generation to generation, even though they risked their lives to do so.


Then, in the year 1200, Pope Innocent III prohibited all surgery, which, unfortunately, ushered in the tradition of homely nuns.


The Renaissance kick-started the study of anatomy and medicine again around the world. In 1465, a Turk named Sharafeddin Sabuncuoglu published the Imperial Surgery, which described rudimentary oral surgery, eyelid lifts, and breast reduction. Around the same time, in Germany, Heinrich von Pfolspeundt wrote about nose reconstruction. In Italy, several fifteenth-century surgeons performed rhinoplasties, risking excommunication from the Church.


But plastic surgery didn’t become more common, however, for another few hundred years. The main reason? Pain. Worse than the kind you get from seeing yourself naked.


Before the nineteenth century, surgeries were done without any anesthesia. Once doctors started using carbon dioxide, nitrous oxide, and ether in the early 1800s, plastic surgery techniques improved greatly, mainly in Western Europe. Nose jobs, skin grafts, bone grafts, and lip and ear reconstructions were being done all over the continent, and, by mid-century, in America. The first American plastic surgeon was named John Peter Mettaur, and he made history by doing the first ever cleft palate operation in 1829. Eugene Hollander did the first face lift in Berlin in 1901.


As is often the case, necessity spurred innovation. The biggest advances in the field were the consequence of war and improvements in modern weaponry. Surgeons had to invent ways to repair never-seen-before injuries to the faces and bodies of soldiers. Improvements continued to move at a breakneck pace for decades, notably burn treatments on soldiers during World War II.


Until the late twentieth century, the emphasis of plastic surgery was reconstruction. The shift toward cosmetic surgery came about in the 1960s, when early breast implants were developed—saline implants in France, silicone gel implants in America. Liposuction was invented around this time in Europe. Tummy tucks, body lifts, refinements, and advances in every possible cosmetic technique moved along at a breakneck pace during the 1970s, and continue to evolve, at increasing speed, today.


Thank God!


The women of tomorrow will never again be subjected to taunting, name-calling, or public ostracizing, unless, of course, they choose to be seen with Russell Crowe.


My Own History with Plastic Surgery (Have You Got a Couple of Hours?)


I’ve been asked many times to list all the procedures I’ve done, spread out over forty years. To the best of my recollection, here’s the rundown:


When I was in college, I had my first procedure. My nose was chubby, and I had it thinned. I went with my mother to see the doctor in Manhattan, got a local anesthetic, and had my nose thinned (I remember the sound of the file, or whatever they used). They put an ice pack on my face, and then I took the train home afterward with my mother. It was so easy, so relatively painless that it left me with a great impression, not to mention a thinner nose.


When I was in my late thirties, I had my eyes done. Just like my father, I had big bags under my eyes that really bothered me. Melissa, my daughter, was a baby. I was doing the Johnny Carson show, and seeing the bags on TV really horrified me. I’ll never forget, a French singer—a cute little cupcake named Geneviève who appeared on the show—said to me, “Do your eyes now, when you’re young, so no one will know.” I went and had the bags removed with the eye lift. And she was right. No one knew. People just said about me, “Success makes her look better.”


I remember I took Melissa to Fire Island right after the surgery. I had terrible black eyes. Someone asked, “What happened?” I said, “My baby punched me!”


A few years later, I appeared for the first time on the cover of People magazine. I didn’t like how my nose looked. It was droopy, so I went and had it done again, this time not to make it thinner, but to slightly raise the tip. The doctor who did the surgery had the issue of People in his waiting room. He said, laughing, “I have to make you look like you, but not you.” And that’s exactly what he did. He got rid of the droop, and I still looked like the cover photo, only better.


Now that’s good plastic surgery!


I had my first full face lift when I was in my early forties. It was 1975. In those days, face lifts were a) not talked about, and b) done in a hospital. Patients would spend two days there post-op before they let them go home. I came out of the operating room wrapped up like a mummy around my head, my eyes bruised, lips swollen, feeling very groggy, but by my second day, I was up and about. While taking a stroll down the hospital corridor, I saw two women I knew dressed in gorgeous silk robes also walking around the floor, bandaged exactly like I was. I greeted them happily and asked what they had done. Face? Eyes? What? Both insisted they’d been in separate car accidents! I guess we were all in car accidents. And we all got banged up in exactly the same places on the face.


In the early 1980s, liposuction was getting popular in America. It was very exciting, this great new procedure to get rid of fat in an hour. A friend of mine got lipo on her chin to sharpen her jawline, and she looked beautiful afterward.


I had bigger saddlebags than the Pony Express (those bulges on my thighs made me look like I was wearing permanent jodhpurs), so I decided to have them lipo’ed.


The fat was vacuumed out, and my thighs looked great. But later I got new bumps of fat around my waist. Lipo technique has since improved, as has nearly every procedure I’ve tried— after I did it, of course.


I had a breast reduction operation next. Odd, you might think, when you consider my act at the time. I said I started out with tiny boobs, and I had big jokes about them, such as “I’d go to the beach, and people would think I was selling Milk Duds” or “On my honeymoon, I came naked into the room, and my husband said, ‘Can I help you with the buttons?’ ” But then after I had Melissa, my boobs started growing, and growing, and growing, and I woke up one day with major bazonkas.


With breasts, it all comes down to schtupping and fashion. When I cared more about schtupping and wanted big breasts, I didn’t have them. When I cared about fashion and didn’t want them, I got massive big boobs. I would try on amazing, expensive dresses, and my boobs would muffin-top all over the place.


I signed up for a breast reduction. I went down two cup sizes, and I loved it.


The next big operation I had was a tummy tuck. This happened by accident! I swear! I was scheduled for a hysterectomy, and I told the gynecological surgeon I wanted a plastic surgeon to come in after and finish the job. At the time, this was totally unheard of. It might have offended the ob/gyn surgeon’s ego to suggest I wouldn’t like his stitching.


By the way, never worry about offending a doctor’s ego. He’ll go home after the surgery and play golf, pretending your head is the golf ball. But you’re stuck with a bad scar for the rest of your life.


Always, if possible, have a plastic surgeon do your stitching. I was the only hysterectomy patient smiling in the recovery room that day. The others were all sobbing about never being able to have another baby, while I was loving the look of my flat new belly, laughing and saying, “Where’s my bikini?”


From that point on, my plastic surgery journey became a series of minor tweaks here and there: maintenance stuff, like polishing the car or keeping the house painted. The muscles under my chin got loose from talking, and I needed a clean jawline. A wobbly under-chin is a giveaway of a woman’s age. I’ve had it cleaned up three times, the last being three years ago. My lower eyelids never got puffy after my first eye lift all those years ago, but I did have my upper eyelids done after my first face lift.


Every six months or so, I go in for my Botox Cosmetic *shots, collagen in my lips, and if I have something to burn off, a mark or spot, I do it. I’ve also had a chemical peel that a dear friend gave me as a surprise. It was the only procedure that has ever been painful. Last year, I had my upper arms lipo’ed so they’d look skinny in sweaters.


If anything else comes up that sounds great, I’ll probably try it. Why not? Looking good is not the sin of vanity. Looking good is the virtue of diligence! Many think of surgery as morally wrong or messing with a divine plan.


A lot of women have come up to me and said, “God created this nose.” To which I respond, “And he also created plastic surgeons to fix it.”



Surgery Is Out of the Closet—Sort Of



Weirdly, people will tell you the most intimate things about their sex lives and money, but clam up about plastic surgery. It truly annoys me when celebrities, models, and movie stars take advantage of what’s available, and then deny having done it, as if it’s their great shame to have been born with flaws. As if only “natural” beauty is valid.


It’s truly insane that the very same celebrities who sob at interview after interview about going into rehab or their stay in jail still refuse to talk about tweaking their noses or raising their brows.


Comediennes—women like Roseanne Barr, Phyllis Diller, Kathy Griffin, Carol Burnett, and me, who aren’t required to be beautiful but still want to look good—we’re the ones who have come out. A few other celebrities have been waving the banner along with them. Cher is very outspoken on the subject, even joking that she’s had so much done and added to her face that when she dies, she’ll be donating her body to Tupperware.


Dolly Parton has always been truthful about her multiple procedures. She’s had everything lifted. If she wants to give you the finger, she has to flip you the toe.


Pamela Anderson—good for her!—has never pretended like those were her real boobs, making them bigger, then smaller, then bigger. She’s gone under the knife more times than a Butterball turkey.


Demi Moore spent an alleged $500,000 getting head-to-toe plastic surgery—and she earned a handsome younger husband out of that investment! More and more public figures are coming out about their surgeries, especially the new generation of stars: Ashlee Simpson (nose), Beyoncé (nose), Paris Hilton (lips). Tyra Banks shares my belief that surgery levels the playing field. Why shouldn’t everyone be beautiful? That democratic notion has come of age.


And how lucky are we to be living in an age when cosmetic surgery has finally gone mainstream? Botox Cosmetic injections are as accepted as manicures; nose jobs are as commonplace as braces. Nearly twelve million cosmetic surgical and minimally invasive procedures were performed in 2007, a nearly 500 percent increase since 1997. Doctors and forecasters agree that the numbers will continue to rise. And wouldn’t it be wonderful if, like in Brazil where plastic surgery is free, instead of keeping their treatment a secret, women will brag about what they had done? Happy women make happy homes and families. They’re better neighbors, colleagues, bosses, and friends. Joy and confidence spread like wildfire.


Is there a downside to the mainstreaming of cosmetic surgery? Only perhaps that where there was once too little information about it, now there’s too much. There are a dozen “makeover” TV reality shows about plastic surgeons. On any given evening, you can watch celebrities and real people having tummy tucks and face lifts in your living room. There are literally dozens of fillers and lasers, and it’s hard to sort out what’s right for you. The abundance of information can be overwhelming, which is the reason I wrote this book: to explain to women what’s out there and help them figure out their options.


Any woman, of any age, who wants to feel better, look better for her age—not necessarily younger—and has the desire to take steps, will find answers on these pages. My aim is to connect with honest women who feel bad about their necks, as well as their tummies, breasts, acne scars, noses, eyelids, crow’s feet, and bubble butts. So many women—and men, too—are desperate for non-intimidating, accessible information on plastic surgery, and I’m just the woman to give it to them. Along with my experience under the knife, I’ve talked and talked to others who have done the same things I have. I’ve accumulated a truckload of wisdom about plastic surgery, as a life philosophy and on practical terms—and I’m ready to share.


One last thing: I’ve organized this book to start out small, easy does it, with the toe-in-the-water procedures like wrinkle-filler injections, laser hair removal, and skin-resurfacing peels. Then I wade in deeper, with more complicated procedures like face lifts, boob jobs, nose jobs, liposuction. By the time I get to tummy tucks and vagina lifts, you’ll be able to talk to a plastic surgeon like you’ve had eight years of medical school yourself. You can read this book cover to cover, or go directly to the procedure you’re particularly curious about, or you can start at the end and work your way to the front. You can start in the middle and skip around. It’s your book! You can read it any way you like! You can use it as a doorstop if you want. You can frame the cover and hang it on the wall. It’s up to you. That’s my ultimate point! Do whatever you want, if it makes you happy.


But first! Take this quiz.


( Quiz )


So You Think You’re Really, Really Ready for Cosmetic Surgery?


Answer the following multiple-choice questions to find out if you’re emotionally prepared to make a big change.


1. Spending money on myself …


a. is morally reprehensible!


b. runs against everything my parents taught me.


c. is fine. What else should I spend it on? My kids’ college education?


d. is a tough call, but being happy is worth any price.


If you answered a., that spending money on yourself is morally wrong, then get back inside the convent, and pray for me because I’m clearly bound for hell. Even Mel Gibson pays for his own SS uniforms. If you answered c., remind yourself that spending money is good.


The correct answer is d., that there’s no better investment than your own confidence and happiness.


2. I want to make a change in my appearance because …


a. my husband has been begging me to get implants since his secretary died.


b. my friend told me every attractive woman has had something done.


c. I’ve hated my nose for years, and I’m sick of walking into parties backwards.


d. when I saw myself in a recent photo, I looked like my mother.


If you answered a. or b., you’re wrong. Screw your boob-loving husband and peer-pressuring friend. The one and only reason to get surgery or a non-invasive beauty procedure is for yourself. If you think having work done will make you a happier, more confident, contented person, go for it.


If you answered d., you’re still wrong. Those of you who have the fear that you’re turning into your mother, make a shrink appointment. In the meantime, guess what? Surgery won’t alter your genetic code. Even if you’ve had a face lift, you’ll probably still look like your mother. (This drives my daughter Melissa crazy.)


The correct response is c., because the motivation for change has to come from inside you.


3. The actual surgery will be …


a. a snap.


b. the first day of a completely different life.


c. rough. It’s major surgery and should be taken seriously.


d. a bloody nightmare. I don’t know how I let Joan Rivers talk me into this.


The correct answer is c. Plastic surgery, from a brow lift to a butt lift, is major surgery and not to be taken lightly. You have to be prepared to do whatever your doctor instructs you to do, before surgery and during the recovery. You’re looking at up to a month of convalescence. It’s not a walk in the park. But, once the recovery is over, you’ll be thrilled you had the surgery.


The one thing you hear most from women who’ve had cosmetic intervention: “I wish I’d done it sooner.”


4. Self-improvement is …


a. selfish vanity.


b. what we should all strive for throughout our lives, physically, emotionally, mentally. Otherwise, why not just crawl under a rock?


c. impossible. I’m already as good as I’m ever going to get.


d. embarrassing. I’m loathe to reveal my insecurities and flaws to myself, let alone a stranger, especially an attractive doctor.


The correct answer is b. Of course we should strive to improve ourselves! The pursuit of betterment is hardly selfish vanity! Do we educate ourselves out of vanity? Do we expose ourselves to culture to be selfish? Physical improvement via cosmetic intervention is on a par with going to the gym, which most people consider to be masochistic but not vain. Vanity is thinking you’re already perfect. And if you’re perfect, put this book down and leave the rest of us humans alone.


5. Beauty is …


a. an unfair societal demand put on women so makeup companies, plastic surgeons, diet-pill manufacturers, and hair salons can stay in business and make tons of money.


b. in the eye of the beholder. When I see a beautiful woman walking down the street, I’m so jealous I want to spit—in her eye.


c. for the very young and/or the very rich.


d. within your grasp, a worthy goal, the way to feel good about yourself and stay vital in the world.


Beauty can be a source of a.) anger, b.) jealousy, and c.) envy. You wouldn’t have those negative emotions if you felt beautiful yourself. Imagine being free of jealousy, envy, and anger—and not having first woken up dead and found yourself an angel.


Those who answered d. understand that beauty is within your grasp. Now go out there and get some!





One I
Hello, Doctor!



Once upon a time, there was an average-looking girl named Joan living with her mother in Brooklyn. Joan did not have a boyfriend or much of a social life—lately she’d been sitting home collecting more dust than a Swiffer. Concerned, her mother took Joan to see the Broadway show Grey Gardens, a lighthearted little musical about a mother and a daughter who, in their youth, had bright futures but wound up spinsters living together in a dilapidated old mansion and pretending cat food was pâté. Horrified, Joan and her mother, “Big Joan,” left the show fearful of their own futures.


The next night, still worried that her daughter might wind up dancing on the front porch wearing a turban made out of a t-shirt fastened to her head with a diamond brooch, Joan’s mother settled in to watch “Extreme Makeover-Home Edition.” Hours later, after the makeover’s reveal and getting a tad bit tipsy on a second glass of vino, she came to an amazing epiphany: what her daughter needed was a makeover! An Extreme Makeover from the ground up! She knew her sweet, kind daughter might have a great foundation, but it was time to rip all the boards off the structure and start from scratch.


Helpfully and generously, Joan’s mother suggested a head-to-toe makeover and cosmetic surgery to her loving daughter. She reached into her bra and removed wads of cash to give to her.


Joan was thrilled about the money her mother presented for her makeover, but she decided in a flash that she wasn’t going to waste her inheritance on cosmetic surgery.


Even though Joan wanted to take her mother’s advice, in actuality she was terrified at the thought of going under the knife. She hated knives! She had always believed knives were dangerous, which is why she had never eaten at Benihana or paid to see a Las Vegas magic act. So, Joan insisted on bypassing all professional beauty facilitators and doing the makeover herself. She was good at fixer-uppers and scrapbooking and crafting, so this should be a piece of cake, she thought. But this is where her problems began.


Quick: Name one thing that you want done really well but can’t do by yourself.


Besides sex, it’s cosmetic surgery. And in order to have the best result, you need a great doctor.


The most important partner you’ll choose in your entire life is, hand to God, your plastic surgeon—the man or woman who holds your life and looks in his or her hands, literally. (Henceforth, I’ll be using “his” and “he” for convenience, and not because I think men are better at poking, slicing, and peeling, as I don’t. We all know women have excellent knife skills—ask Lorena Bobbitt.)


Why do you need to have enormous trust and faith in your doctor or dermatologist (or, as I like to call him, your beauty facilitator)? Easy. If you buy a dress and then decide it’s hideous, you can return it. But if you get bum Botox Cosmetic injections, you’re stuck with the Kabuki mask-like face for months. A bad hair cut is temporary; a nose job could be forever. Your choice in doctor or dermatologist is perhaps the only time in your life when you must get it right the first time.


The trick is learning how to sift through the dross to find the good guys. It’s tough sledding; I know. There are so many doctors doing plastic surgery in Los Angeles that if you haven’t been approached by one, you are one. The California flag has stars and sutures, for God’s sake.


And New York City is just as bad. People used to shoot up heroin in alleyways. Nowadays, they shoot up Botox Cosmetic in living rooms.


You’ve heard plenty regarding plastic surgery train wrecks like Tara Reid and Courtney Love, about how people with all the money in the world make such bad choices when it comes to picking their doctors? The reason is simple: They don’t do their homework. You, darling reader, I hope won’t be as foolish. Now here’s the good news: plastic surgeon homework is pretty easy. It’s not calculus, people. Even a chimp—who’s wanted to deal with her facial hair for years— could do the research. And what’s a little legwork, if you’re going to have face work?


How to Find That Great Plastic Surgeon or Dermatologist


Start by asking everyone you know. And by “everyone,” I mean:


• Your hair stylist. He sees the hidden scars in hairlines and behind the ears day after day. He looks down blouses for hours, even though he’s got absolutely no interest. He’s seen good boob jobs and lousy ones. Believe me, he’s an expert on who does great work and who doesn’t. And I’ll bet you he can rattle off names and phone numbers.


• Your primary-care doctor, or gynecologist. He sees it all, he’s heard all the horror stories, seen all the successes. But beware if he recommends himself to do your Resty-lane or other injections. Always go with a specialist!


• Friends and acquaintances. They might be a close or just a casual friend. You might feel a tad uncomfortable going up to her at a party, pointing at her boobs, and asking where she got ‘em. But if she has implants, I promise you, she’s not a shy type, and would probably drop her halter to let you feel them while singing the praises of her surgeon. If so, check out her scars. Take the opportunities when they come. *Most women are happy and proud to share. Be aware that women will tell you who did their breasts, while looking at you through newly lifted eyes, totally denying they’ve done anything to their face.


• Google. For women who simply cannot bring themselves to get referrals from people, the Internet is your friend! Use it as often as your vibrator. Do Google searches (for example, “best plastic surgeons in NYC” or “best plastic surgeons in Wichita”). A lot of regional magazines do annual roundups on the best doctors in the area, so try a search for the article in the local publication’s website. Also, go to one of my favorite resources— http://www.plasticsurgery.org—to do a search of surgeons in your zip code, along with a coding system of recommendations and links to individual doctor’s websites.






How to Crack a Tough Nut



Many women have a secret cosmetic surgery life. You know the type: Everyone knows she’s having work done, but she refuses to admit it. You might even know a woman who claims her perfect skin is due to a vacation on the island of St. Bart’s, when it was actually St. Bart’s Medical Center. Robert Redford had a face lift but said he was just rested. That’s partially true. He fell asleep on the operating table.


If a woman is out of the plastic surgery closet, you could ask her for her doctor’s name. But if she’s not, you can’t. What you can do, however, is be circumspect, and try these strategies.


Give to get. Make like you have no idea she’s been peeled/lifted/ Botoxed, and confide to her that you fantasize about having skin just like hers. Go on and on about how much you hate your skin. Lay it on thick. She’ll surely give you a referral, probably couched (“a friend of mine told me about Doctor X”).


Go passive-aggressive. By that, I mean send an email. I get a hundred spam emails a day asking if my erections are as hard as they used to be (and, thanks to Viagra, I’m proud to report that they are). Or if I’d like to join the Hoodia revolution. Why can’t you shoot off a note that reads, “Hello! How are you? I’m fine, thanks. Actually, I’m not fine. I have a hateful bump on my nose that I desperately want to change. I’ve been casting a wide net, asking for referrals, and since you’re so together and polished, I thought you might have a friend who can give me the name of a great doctor.”


She’ll spill. Oh, yes, she will spill.


By the way, this formula (self-deprecation + flattery = putty in your hands) works on just about anyone, from a housekeeper to a federal court judge.





Once you have a short list of qualified doctors, narrow it down to three names. How to shrink an already selective list? With the precision of a surgeon’s scalpel. It’s a buyer’s market. Surgeons, even qualified, experienced types, are a dime a dozen. Remember, you are in control. You are The Decider, so first of all:


Verify his qualifications. What you’re looking for is board certification in plastic surgery, or board certification in dermatology, depending on what you want done. Board certification in a specialty means the doctor has had years of training in that specialty. Just as you wouldn’t go to a plastic surgeon for a heart transplant, you shouldn’t go to a podiatrist for a nose job. Or a dermatologist for a nose job, for that matter.


To extract the blackheads on your nose, yes, run to Dr. Skin. But to have the skin on the nose peeled back like a grape, go to a surgeon who has shaved hundreds if not thousands of nasal humps.


To check a doc’s board certification and specialty, go to www.abms.org, the website for the American Board of Medical Specialties. Once there, you have to register your email address and a password. It’s really simple. I did it myself, without having to hire another assistant. Then, you follow prompts to enter your doctor’s name. And there he should be. Board-certified as a specialist in plastic surgery, just like the diploma on his wall says. For further refinement, go to http://www.plasticsurgery.org, the website for the American Society of Plastic Surgeons. They list doctors who have specialties in plastic surgery, at least six years of training and experience in surgery, with three years specifically in plastic surgery, who are certified by the American Board of Plastic Surgery, who work out of an accredited facility (look for the American Association for Accreditation of Ambulatory Surgical Facilities’ stamp of approval). It’s as close to a comprehensive and complete credentials check as you can do online. Next,


Visit the doctor’s website. I’ve got my own website (http://www.joanrivers.com), and I take a lot of pride in its appearance and content. Keeping an updated blog and posting photos is the least I can do for my fans—well, fan. I expect a doctor to maintain a website as a service to potential customers. If he doesn’t have one, or his website is cheesy and hard to navigate, forget it. In what other business is presentation more important? On his site, you need to find a nice gallery of “before” and “after” photos. Also, read some of the patient testimonials (often very touching; they might make you cry). Of course, check out the doctor’s photo and feel free to judge him on his appearance. You’ve heard the expression, “Never trust a skinny chef.” How about: “Never trust an ugly plastic surgeon,” or “Never trust an acne-scarred dermatologist.” Then:


Call his office. Who answers the phone? Is it a friendly, helpful person, or a disinterested snippy asswipe? If you wanted to deal with a rude, barely conscious robot, you’d seek out a saleslady at Chanel. At a doctor’s office, you want to be treated with respect. Are you put on hold? Long enough to piss you off? Long enough to hang up? Or are you catered to, spoken kindly to, paid the proper attention? If you like them, make an appointment for a consultation. Some doctors charge for the initial office visit; most don’t.


Last, you must meet the doctor face to face. Also important, you need to see his office and surgical facility. And his receptionist, as she’ll be the one you’ll be dealing with. And his nurses (likewise). In the waiting room, you’ll get to talk to some of his patients, see how happy/unhappy they’ve been. Believe me, unhappy patients will be bursting to tell you their complaints. Often, in the waiting room, doctors have binders of before-and-after photos to flip through—an excellent way to pass time. His waiting room should also have comfortable, clean seating, current magazines, nicely arranged, and some soothing music piped in. You’ll be spending a lot of time there. Why shouldn’t every aspect of the experience be pleasant?


In your city, there are probably fifty doctors who would bareknuckle fight for your business. You should expect and receive the best.


Two Important Warnings


Warning #1: I beg you, do not be tempted by the classified ads in the newspaper, the type that screams, “Three-Area Lipo, No Money Down!” The low prices might catch your attention. But is hiring a surgeon the right time to go bargain hunting? As a plastic surgeon friend puts it, “Doctors know what they’re worth, and they create a price list based on that.” An expensive surgeon has the experience and results to back up his pricing. Listen to me! You get what you pay for in life, from shoes to surgeons. Inexpensive pumps fall apart in a season. A bargain boob job? In a year, you’ll pay more to have the implants removed.


Cheap ends up expensive, and expensive ends up cheap.


Do not feel tempted to save a buck and go overseas to Asia or Eastern Europe for bargain-basement-priced plastic surgery. This new trend, called “surgery safaris,” which combines a tourist vacation to, say, Thailand or Greece, with a nose job and breast lift, is a booming business of some $100 million a year. The problem(s) with having operations abroad: 1) there’s no guarantee the doctor or hospital is up to standards, 2) you won’t be able to go in for follow-up visits, and, the biggie, 3) if something goes wrong, like the account I read of a woman who went to a developing country for a face lift and came home with her ears behind her head, you will have to pay the full freight for a do-over (if possible) back home anyway.


For that matter, don’t go for a bargain in the States, either. Say you go to an unqualified, inexpensive surgeon, and wind up with a nose job that looks like the roll of pennies you used to pay for it. You’ll have to have it corrected with another surgery, and wind up paying more than you would have had you gone to the expensive surgeon in the first place.


Or, as my old Irish *grandmother used to say, “Buy well, weep once.”


Warning #2: Get ready for sticker shock. The flat belly of your dreams? It may cost you the price of a renovated bathroom. A breast reduction? That’s your anniversary vacation in Paris. A year of Botox Cosmetic? Good-bye Hamptons rental. It’s about priorities. Do you want a new face or a new patio? Even if you’ve got a two-hour commute, you’ve got a twenty-four-hour face.


As I’ve always said, take your pick: Is it better to have a new face getting out of an old car, or an old face getting out of a new car? If you’re hankering for a change, put off your vacation and renew your lease on the clunker. Tolerate the hardwater stains on the tub for a bit longer, and get that cosmetic procedure.


Some other quick cautions about picking a doctor. Run the other way if:


• He carries a copy of Plastic Surgery for Dummies under his arm.


• His diploma is from Jugs “R” Us Academy.


• He jokes that his receptionist is his “patients’ spare parts.”


• His name is Dr. Frankenstein.


• Or Dr. Kevorkian.


• He’s so cocky about his work, he signs his name on all his patients’ rear ends.


• He has a sub-specialty in taxidermy


The In-Office Consultation


The great architect Mies van der Rohe said, “God is in the details.” And he was right. Every detail of your consultation is relevant. Be as nitpicky as you wish. I gave this instruction to a friend who was looking for a plastic surgeon and sent her to three offices for consultations. Her objective was to judge each doctor by the Rule of Small Things. As it turned out, paying attention to detail made her decision much easier. I’ll just let her tell it …


Doctor #1: We’ll Call Him Dr. Roger


“I got Dr. Roger’s name from my primary-care physician. I confirmed his credentials at the websites Joan gave me. Dr. Roger’s office was only a few blocks from my apartment in Brooklyn Heights, so he got points for convenience. When I called for an appointment, the receptionist put me on hold twice. I took it as a sign he was in demand, which had to be a good thing.”


“On the day of the appointment, I was pretty nervous. I’d been fantasizing about a breast reduction/tummy tuck for years. I probably never would have made the appointment if it weren’t for Joan asking me to do this experiment. I was dying of curiosity about what Dr. Roger would say. I half hoped he’d take one look at my belly and say, ‘You’re fine. You don’t need any work.’ I soon came to learn, in my week of visiting plastic surgeons, that most of them are not in the business of sending you home.


“Anyway, I arrived on time at Dr. Roger’s office. The receptionist was cute, young. I asked if she’d had any work done by Dr. Roger, and she said no. I asked if she had books of before-and-after photos I could look at, and she said Dr. Roger didn’t like to show pictures to clients because everyone was different, and comparisons were meaningless. I then sat and waited twenty minutes to be called in to see the doctor, which kind of annoyed me as I was his first appointment of the day. Since Joan told me to be petty and demanding, I took to checking my watch aggressively and sighing loudly, but the receptionist turned up the volume on her iPod and ignored me.


“Finally, I was shown into Dr. Roger’s office. Like the waiting room, it was clean but cold. Dr. Roger himself was decent-looking. Tall and slim, attractively put together, and nattily dressed. He didn’t smile at all, though. And he seemed irked that I had a notepad and a list of questions. He suggested I hold off until after he’d examined me.


“Off we went into the exam room. He gave me a surgical gown. I undressed except for my panties. He returned, asked me to stand up in front of him—he was seated on a stool—and to open my robe. Yikes. I’ve never really felt a hundred percent comfortable naked with strange men, even doctors. If Dr. Roger sensed my nervousness, he did nothing to alleviate it. After looking at my boobs for a minute, he said, ‘You don’t need a breast reduction. You need a lift.’ Using white surgical tape, he hoisted my left boob and affixed it to my upper chest. It was higher, and tighter. He said a lift and a small amount of lipo would make my boobs manageable. Since my complaint was their unwieldiness, the lift idea made sense. We were having this whole conversation with one breast taped up, and the other sagging halfway down my chest.


“Then Dr. Roger asked me to lie down on the exam room table. He grabbed handfuls of my belly and called the upper abdominal load ‘hard-pack fat,’ which, although true, wasn’t very nice. The lower abdominal pouch, he said, was ‘loose skin left over from pregnancy. You’ll never get rid of it, even if you lost a lot of weight.’ He recommended a full tummy tuck, with lipo of the love handles (which I hadn’t even asked about). I got dressed and met him back in his office.


“By now, the fantasy of getting surgery had already turned into a clinical reality. Dr. Roger’s manner wasn’t comforting, or encouraging. In his office, he leaned back in his chair and dispassionately explained the recovery for each procedure. He avoided a description of the operation itself, even though I asked. Did he think I couldn’t handle it? For the breast lift, he quoted $9,000. For the tummy tuck: $12,500. For both at once: $20,000. I must have looked shocked. He said, ‘I don’t do bargain surgery. For that price, you get the best of everything. You’ll be well-medicated.’ So he gives expensive drugs? Should that sell me? I felt vaguely offended and demoralized. Dr. Roger came off rather cocky about his skills. But if he was so sure of himself, why didn’t he show before-and-after photos? I told him it was a lot to think about, thanked him, and left. He’d spent a total of thirty minutes with me. Counting the wait, I’d been there just under an hour. The receptionist said she’d call in a few days to follow up.
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