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Prologue


Hallelujah! It’s raining men! Every specimen!

—“It’s Raining Men,” The Weather Girls






I HAVE AN OLD FRIEND WHO LIVES IN MONTANA. GREAT state, Montana: beautiful, open, studded with glorious mountains, all of it. But not exactly swarming with gay cowboys, despite what outdoorsy porn films—or an Ang Lee film triumph—would have you believe. My friend has been alone, and for quite a while, and he is rather sick of it.

Just last week he asked me what he should do to meet guys. I wasn’t all that sanguine about how I could help. But I had noticed that the membership of a certain gay dating website had grown a lot over the past year. True, only six months before, it had boasted not a single ad from men seeking men in my friend’s neck of the woods. Yet…I suggested he have a look. He did. There were hundreds of ads from Montanans. The pioneers had made it to the West, and virtually overnight. I’m not sure he actually yelled it, but I think my old friend let out a hearty “Yippee!”

Fifteen years ago the options for meeting up with like-minded men were confined to a few bars, a tacky disco in a bad part of town, and a notorious public bathroom in the mall. Ten years ago a few websites and a motley assortment of chat rooms opened the doors to a vast and very dark marketplace. A startled gay population began stumbling in, grabbing at one another in the gloom, and throwing punches at shadows. Today—well, fasten your seat belts. The horizon, it turns out, is no barrier at all, and thousands of fresh troops are scrambling past it every day.

You know all about this. You’ve heard stories, talked to friends, believed some of it, and laughed at the rest. Or maybe you’ve been there for a while, like me. You signed on years ago and began the circuit course of chats, messages, and ad interplay you had no idea would become the major, if not sole, avenue through which you would meet men. But the games are driving you crazy. You can’t take one more liar, one more online stalker, one more tease. Hours spent in a chat room with no connection made. Again. You click yourself out, determined never to waste another night in front of a keyboard and a screen, surrounded by a sea of men who are not real.

Here’s the thing, though: They are real. They’re every one of them as real as you or I are, and most certainly as real as the men you used to look at, buy a drink for, or turn your back to in the bars. It’s merely that we’re all coming from a different place now. Yes, we’re reaching out to find one another—for love, for a friend, for a half hour’s kicks—in bigger numbers than ever before. But now we’re doing it through a sometimes mysterious and frequently mischievous middleman: the Internet, which gives us access to one another on a level so unprecedented, it dwarfs the invention of the printing press.

But a middleman can filter, just as it can connect. We’re now talking to one another, quite literally, through boxes. What’s said doesn’t always translate faithfully; what’s heard is liable to have undergone a shift in meaning by the time it has reached the other guy’s ears. And as the language evolves, behavior itself follows, frantically trying to adapt. Small wonder millions of gay men pound millions of fists on computer desks, charge millions of dollars on thousands of new dating sites, and, far too often, spend millions of nights alone. The gay man online has become a rather old-fashioned paradigm: He is the diner starving at the feast.

He doesn’t have to be. You sure don’t. The varnish is still drying on the Internet, and the rules are evolving with every online session we log on to. Yet men looking for other men have managed to get together for thousands of years, and under some very adverse circumstances indeed. No need to let a little thing like the ultimate in access to one another stop us.

Read on, fellow user. If you’re out there, he is too. All we have to do is get you connected.








The Basics


















What You’re After



FORGET FOR A MOMENT THAT THERE’S ANY SUCH ANIMAL as the Internet. You can do it; the cyberuniverse hasn’t been around all that long, after all. Then think, for just that moment, of the way you go about getting the things you require to keep your life on track.

No need to get all abstract, here. This is about the fundamental stuff of our days, and that’s all you need to conjure just now. Money comes in handy, and you get yourself a job for that regular paycheck. Food is a fairly reliable dependence, so it’s safe to surmise that you shop for it, bring it home, and cook it, or sometimes have other people in restaurants do the dirty work for you. And when you crave a little entertainment, you probably take a trip to the movies. Or you subscribe to a DVD delivery service because that works better for you. The point being, in all these relatively ordinary pursuits, you pretty much know what you need and you take the necessary steps to obtain those things. No matter the object, you head for the sources best suited to your location, limits, tastes, and standards of quality.

Okay, let’s bring the Internet back.

Millions of gay men turn to it as an important, if not primary, source of companionship. But, in a lapse they would never permit themselves in any other arena of their lives, they go in woefully unprepared. The same man who won’t consider a trip to the mall without at least a general battle plan will, in his search for someone important to him, close his eyes, cross his fingers, and jump. This holds true for the guy who’s after a casual good time as well. He knows he wants to get together with someone hot. But what that “hot” is, how hot it has to be for him to be interested enough, and even his own degree of want at the time—these are little things he generally expects the online experience to answer for him.

Each time you log on to chat with other men or to find one for more than chatting, you are the Internet. You make it what it is, for yourself and for all the men who come into contact with you. So the choice is yours, either to drift along, vaguely unsure of what you’re there for, or to step in with confidence in what you have to offer and a strong sense of what would be satisfying to you. Yes, just as in any “real” gathering, the men you encounter will often dictate your behavior. An unexpectedly fun and clever chatter may soften that lusty ambition you went in with, just as a supremely hot guy interested in you might get you a little steamier than you had supposed you were. Fine. Reaction is the keynote when we mingle with others anywhere at all.

But by and large, you should know pretty clearly why you’re going in every time you do go in. Even if it’s merely to hang out and see who else is hanging out, because that’s a goal—albeit a modest one—in itself. The man who signs on with no intent other than hoping to see if, just maybe, someone fantastic is in there for him is the curse of gay online interaction. He’s the same guy who spends his life waiting for something—or someone—to happen to him. It rarely does.

Again, moods change, even within a few minutes of one online session. Desires shift, intensity waxes and wanes. But your obligation to know what you yourself are about should be a constant. Go into cyberspace with the same, solid sense of yourself you carry with you anywhere else you go. The stronger your identity, and the more you know what works for you and what doesn’t, the more likely you are to exit with that gratifying feeling you get from having met a new pal, or from setting in motion something potentially excellent. Or from just passing a very agreeable hour or two.








Your Online Identity



Who you gonna be today?

—“I’m Alright,” Kenny Loggins




A GENTLEMAN ON TV THE OTHER DAY—TRUE STORY— was saying something highly compelling about the Internet. His point wasn’t original, yet it wasn’t one you come across every day.

He was talking about the online experience. And what he was utterly confounded by was that, in every single other setting of life, you are expected to be known as yourself. You use your real name. Always. In most situations it’s nothing short of illegal to do otherwise. Yet online is different, as everybody knows and as he fumed about.

Only your Internet service provider (ISP) need know who you really are, and it calls for something on the order of a subpoena for them to divulge who you really are. Aren’t they wonderful, those respectful and protective ISPs? Well, no. Obviously, they keep our secrets not to be good sports and real chums, but for business reasons. The ISP knows that when customers choose to use at least one fake identity online, it’s because when under that name, they’d rather the rest of the world not know who they really are. And a casual revealing of that information by any ISP would mean locking its doors and selling off its equipment in no time at all.

Of course, our friend on TV was right. We are raised to grow into taking responsibility for what we do under our own name, or we certainly should be. But it makes you wonder. How much of that noble instilling of personal responsibility for our actions would have been passed down from generation to generation had there been AOL back when Prohibition was mandated and flappers flapped? How much of this American forthrightness would exist—at least in cozy memory—if the wicked luxury of presenting yourself as anyone you pleased was available when our grandpappies were whittling?

Less. For we have all learned to accept the consequences of what we do primarily because there was never before an alternative. No, that’s not to say that the decency around us today is wholly dependent on accountability. But remember, this isn’t about grabbing cash from a bank teller. This isn’t the realm of active and harmful crime. This is about introductions, chatting, cruising, dating, and a lot of make-believe, all between consenting grown-ups. So the indulgence of fraudulent personal representation is, all things considered, tame. Widespread, but tame.

Yes, there are those who use the Internet for a host of wrong reasons, or just plain criminal reasons. They make the papers every day. The good news, though, is that they do make the papers. The better news is that more and more of them are getting caught and making the first editions every day, as online users increasingly learn how to protect themselves, their bank info, and their families.

As for the rest of us, it’s pretty simple. Facing reality is the ticket here. An oxymoronic ticket, given the subject at hand, but the ticket all the same. As long as the option exists to sail along online under an assumed name, people will do a great deal of it. But that’s really quite all right. Provided the using public understands the game—and the using public has no excuse not to, by now—the playing field is level. It’s a bit like the age-old battle about censorship, and who is entitled to decide what is and isn’t dirty. One may not always be able to say with certainty what pornography isn’t, but it’s far easier to recognize it as it is. And if you truly believe that Hung9Stud2Dewu—under that particular screen name, for he may in fact be your insurance agent when cooled down and otherwise designated—is this fellow’s primary identity in the world, the least of your problems is online intercourse.

Here’s a basic identity suggestion: follow the path forged by Hung and the millions like our lusty insurance peddler. Employ two names for your online traffic. One for the north of the waistline, the other for the south. Enhancing the more lowbrow name with bolder color, different graphics, and anything short of a boxing referee’s bell that can be added to it is a good idea as well. This is strongly recommended as a safeguard if you dabble in dual names at all.


TALES FROM THE WEB

The savviest user has momentarily dropped his guard and e-mailed a business acquaintance from his cruising screen name. It can easily happen, as many similar heart-stopping errors have happened.

Take the hypothetical case of a gentleman known online—some of the time, anyway—as SukUOffNow. He was playing around online, he remembered a business contact he had to make, and so he made it. Without switching back to his mainstream identity. Then he saw his error, and then he broke out in a cold sweat.

Suk’s lot was not a happy one. For a brief moment in which hope pulsed, he seized upon the likelihood of the recipient’s eyeing the smutty name and summarily disposing of the thing as spam, unread. Regrettably, Suk had been a tad too specific about the business matter in his subject heading. Furthermore, our friend Suk could not “unsend” the perfidious note; he used AOL, you see, and only AOL e-mails to other AOL users may be so aborted….

Don’t let this happen to you. It only takes a half second to slip, and it’s far too easy to click send and trust to your usual good sense. Always, always take that precious moment to stop and double-check who you are and to whom you are writing. In no time, it’ll become a habit.



Now, let’s get to business: the name you choose for your cruising/ dating alter ego.

Below are cautions and suggestions for the name you will compose for yourself. The master name you employ, the respectable one you are careful to keep distinct from the randy one, is probably going to be a simple spelling of your real name or a combination of that and your locale. There isn’t much of a call for esoteric advice here; you know how to tie your own necktie. As elsewhere in this guide, the roads traveled are a little gritty, and free of formal wear.

Also, don’t let an eager ISP or your own state of excitement about going online rush you. Toss a few ideas back and forth, let them marinate awhile in your head or on a piece of paper. It’s just a screen name, sure, and it’s probably one you can drop or edit as you please. But we men are lazy. We wear the same threadbare shorts until they decompose, and we stick to a dumb name because we can’t be bothered to change it.

Most important, think about what your screen names are for. Your basic, all-purpose, business and/or social screen name is an ID, plain and simple, created to serve you in your interactions with friends, family, and colleagues. But the alternate name, the dating and cruising name, calls for some thought. Is it hot sex with strangers you’re after, and that’s it? Okay, go wild. Getting an interesting man interested in you, without initially revealing who you are? Lower the heat.

No, it isn’t easy. But remember that taking the middle road is usually the best, and safest. You can always get either nastier or more sentimental when the actual communicating happens. Present the basic facts about yourself, add a little personality-driven shading, and there’s no forum, no online pursuit, you won’t be able to happily navigate.

Below are some common pitfalls to resist:

	Avoid the word “boy.” Even if that is what, technically, you are. For one thing, it appears that every possible name permutation incorporating it has been used. Which leaves you “boi.” Which is also everywhere, irritating, and disturbingly evocative of food paste from Hawaii. Add “boi” to your name if you are twenty-five or older, and fully expect to be regarded online as an actress from the Ziegfeld Follies days trying to pass herself off as thirtyish with the aid of dim light and rubber bands under the chin.
	If you nonetheless insist that, as a nineteen-year-old surfer, you are supremely entitled to use “boi,” I cannot stop you. Go right ahead. You would not respond to my IMs, anyway.






	On a related note, still very much alive and kicking is “dude.” Some slang can live a long and healthy life. This is rare, however, as slang is intrinsically born of the moment and fated to die soon after. “Dude” is survivor slang. It lives on but has had to adapt into a sarcastic version of its former coolness. You can indeed say “dude.” But only in a tongue-in-cheek way. If you can work a self-effacing “dude” into your screen name, more power to you. Just know that it won’t be easy. And “dood” or “dewd” is just plain painful.

	It isn’t an especially good idea to insert your age in your screen name. Remember that time marches on, and you still won’t throw those shorts away.

	Long strings of numbers, however meaningful they may be to you, are a pain in the ass. Many of us are not good with cutting-and-pasting into an e-mail or IM. Your name should be easy, likable, steamy, memorable, genuinely fun—all of these, or at least one of these. It should not look like a formula in quantum physics.

	If you can invent a variation on “hung,” “stud,” “buff,” “gym,” or “jock” that has yet to be taken, your immense talents are wasted online.

	A hitherto unseen mix-and-match of the aforementioned abused adjectives and nouns may still be possible. After all, millions of songs comprise the same meager number of available notes. But resist the temptation. All that will ensue is overkill; by the time the other user gets to your fourth descriptive, dripping-with-testosterone descriptive word, it is all lost. Besides, inch differences in pec dimensions notwithstanding, it is just too easy to confuse “gymjockhungbuffdude” with “jockgymstudhungnbuff.” And, hung buff jock stud that you are, you deserve to stand alone, don’t you?



	Conceivably, it’s a good idea to squeeze in a clue to your general location (depending, of course, on what you’re after). If you go under this name merely for gratification through interaction, then there’s no point. But if at least some of the time you’re cruising to meet up with a man—or even fall in love—then yes.
	It may be your state’s initials, or the first key letters of the metropolis you call home, as in “ATL” or “CHI.” Either way, try to weave something of this information into your name if it suits your purposes. This will also help screen you from more geographically focused, and less hot, attentions.






	Try to steer clear of excessive cuteness, the name that’s constructed in such a way that the joke of it is known only through the actual saying of it, e.g., “DixieMense.” Cuteness, like a smolderingly sexy name, is an extreme of sorts, and you won’t always be feeling just that way online. You’ll have plenty of opportunity to show how charming and funny you can be when conversing. But the name that’s a little too cryptic is no good; it turns people off, no matter how much work you put into the cleverness.

	Along the lines of multiple numbers, again: Take the trouble to have a good look at the name you’re tinkering with before you set it in stone. We all need to drop a vowel here and there in order to employ those too-employed key words. Understood. Yet there is no excuse for a mess like “BUFMSCLHTJCK.” If your every attempt at creating a clearer version of such a name is rejected as having been taken, simply insert the name Fred into it. Fred is a nice, manly name.

	Let’s say you truly are “jockmusclebuffgymstud,” vowels and all. Cheers. And hearty congratulations for having nailed the name. But please, please—refrain from adding a “4U” to the end of it. Even if those two characters are what secures the name as your own. For the sad fact is, those intensely alluring names terminating in “4U” are rarely, if ever, 4 anyone at all. This ostensibly generous tag invariably bookends the screen identities of those men who don’t—as a rule—give much up.

	It is not easy for a man of a certain age to comprehend, but young men come to online cruising with a different perspective, and with a lot less shame, guilt, and/or baggage. Hence the one-name-for-all activity. They think of themselves as integrated beings, soulful and hot, clever and buff. With all the fierce pride of the young warrior, they see no reason to conduct online affairs of the crotch as anyone but who they are to the world (as long as the BF (or GF) is gone for the weekend, anyway). If you yourself are young, I salute your bravery. If you are not young, don’t fume. They’ll learn. The cruising alter ego isn’t even about shame; it’s about taking care of all the business in your life without going mad.

	You’re in a chat because you’re looking. This is understood by everyone else in the online chat/dating galaxy. In fact, it’s a safe assumption that every single person jammed into every single chat room is—that’s right—looking. Adding to your screen name a verb form to indicate a searching mode—the classic “iso,” or “in search of”—is like waving a match from the top of a lighthouse.

	Remembering again that your intentions, noble or animal, can be conveyed through your online conversing, consider going the route of the simple, regular name. Mike, or Mike777. Robert, or ElPasoRob. The Internet has changed a great deal of how we view the world and what we expect from it, but one thing remains consistently true: Simplicity is attractive.



Ultimately, what you want your screen name to reflect is a self-assured, nonspecific presence. You are different people at different times of day. Too many gay men, in the heat of the moment, select a screen name that conveys a degree of erotic or romantic intensity they feel only sporadically. This creates confusion when they merely want to chat amiably with a fellow user. Here, as elsewhere in life, it’s wise to recall that the man you are in the literal world, walking out the door every morning, is open to myriad possibilities. In real life, your first name works just fine as an initial gateway to the many and diverse things you are seeking and have to offer. Let it serve you as efficiently in the cybergalaxy.








Your Online Profile



EVERY MAJOR ISP ALLOWS YOU TO CREATE A PROFILE FOR yourself, a one-page résumé of who you are and what you find interesting. This is your introduction to the millions who want an idea of what you’re all about. And, in the world of gay chat rooms and dating, this is your calling card to the guy you most definitely want to get to know better.

All right, then. All a guy has to do is jot down a few lines, relay a few enticing basic facts about his physicality, maybe indicate the sort of man he’s most attracted to, and click save.

Easy, yes? You would think. But what men do, and do, and do, is knock themselves out in feeble attempts to come across as clever, insightful, poetic, romantically disarming, sensitive, brilliant, tougher than leather, passionate, obscurely hip, or any combination thereof. It is frightening. You can almost see the drops of sweat that fell as these insanely ambitious self-tributes were composed. All that work, all that self-promotion, and for nothing. Most certainly for nothing, when the object is to actually draw a man to themselves.

When most gay men are in a cruising or romantic state of mind and simultaneously facing a blank profile page, they overcompensate like nobody’s business. They defeat their purpose by bellowing the ordinary, by rudely demanding what in real life they would merely request, and by digging up and revealing real or imagined aspects of themselves no one but a life partner of many years’ duration should know about.


REALITY CHECK

The profile is a simple introductory page. Always be honest, be a little hot and a little charming when you can, then get out. To go beyond this, as so many users so vigorously and sometimes hysterically do, is asking for trouble. It is assuredly not asking for company. The too commonly seen gay profile, baring soul and heartache and demand/need, is the cyber equivalent to wanting to stop by your favorite bar for a drink and maybe meet up with a hot guy, but only after stopping home first to change into a high-backed Renaissance collar, a sequined thong, and nothing else. In a highly understated word, it is trying too damn hard.



Remember that you are creating a simple online profile. You are not Flaubert. You are not James Joyce. Nor are you commissioned by a major publisher to write your memoir. Bear in mind what you already know from real life: Whatever you are cannot be decently represented in a minute or two. (Well, hopefully, anyway.) If you are at all interesting, you should be smart. If you’re smart, you should know that adolescent drivel about the meaning of life doesn’t attract anyone except the very desperate.

The same goes for writing long paragraphs in your profile about your romantic dreams. Attractive people in real life as we know it fly like bats out of hell at the first glimpse of anyone crying the blues about love. Should you take this avenue, be advised that no one, and I mean absolutely no one, is going to read more than a few lines of your epic. Online cruisers, whether old hands at the game or fresh recruits off the bus, all have excellent noses for self-important asses or pompous bores. Pseudopoetry about your soul and the moon can be spotted in the half second it takes to move the mouse to the upper right corner and click it off to the Great Cyber Landfill.

Never lose sight of just who your online audience is. See them in your head. They are not darkly good-looking and deeply soulful, trying one last time to find that profound, spiritual partner. They are all those average men you ever saw in adjacent cars at stoplights and all those few, compelling guys you sat next to on a plane. Most of all, they are, each and every one, just as entitled to sex and/or love as you are, just as certain that they deserve the best, and just as doubtful as to how worthy of their company—for an hour or forever—you yourself are.

So how do you draw quality people to you who have in mind more than just fast sex, a quickie with an online stranger? A few well-chosen words about how hot your ass is will get them talking. That’s glib, of course. But it isn’t entirely a joke. You must incorporate some sense of your physicality into your profile, and it should be attractive. When we stop and do a double-take on the street after a good-looking guy passes, it isn’t because we have an uncanny feeling that he is a fascinating person. We want to get near him because he’s appealing; let the rest unfold as it will, and hopefully on the side of a captivating interior.

Online, the cart is pulling the horse. You’re out to get that double-take before he’s seen you. Even if your profile page permits photo display, that enticement is still a click away, and he has to want to click. So, in the basic ISP profile, you have to rely on the proven draws of the nonvisual. Think engaging, think clear, think honest. Think—and you’ll see this again shortly because it’s the keystone of the whole process—of what would make you look twice, click on a picture link, or start a conversation.


REALITY CHECK

The person looking over your profile is interested in one thing, and one thing only: what you look like. Make no mistake about this. Yes, he will claim otherwise. But when he makes contact, it is only because he has already assumed you are hot stuff.



Lastly, and too frequently unconsidered, be in the right frame of mind when you sit down to compose this profile. Be feeling good about yourself, about life, about the world. Depend upon it: This will be reflected in what you write about yourself and your situation. It isn’t magic; it’s the way of humankind, in that how we are at the moment is carried over into whatever occupation we’re engaged in. Since the profile is your handshake to millions, let it be nice, firm, and coming from a man with no axes to grind.

Very often, however, knowing what not to do is more effective than hearing about what you ought to do. Let’s delve, then, into specific profile pitfalls. Heed the warnings, and succeed. Ignore, and…well, there’s always porn.


	Don’t steal. Don’t copy. One of the first and best profiles I ever read made its debut through America Online back in 1996. Under the space for a favorite quote was written: “I want to die in my sleep like my grandfather, and not like the screaming passengers in his car.” Clever? You bet. A week later, however, the same gag popped up in another profile. Within three weeks clumsy variations of it sprouted up everywhere. While there’s a strong case for the old saw, “talent creates, genius steals,” it’s a shame that the joke’s pioneer will never be known. And the joke itself isn’t seen as funny at all once the mass circulating begins; it’s seen as stolen. Far, far better to be maybe less funny, but your original self.

	Do you like “fun”? Is it something you enjoy having? You’ve hit the jackpot, then, because everyone else online likes it too. Many, in fact, take the trouble to add this inclination to their profiles, as though to stun and shock all those who positively hate fun. Do not be one of them.


	Just as a fondness for fun need not be advertised, you can take it on good faith that there are others out there who like movies. And music. It’s not an especially risky bet, in fact, that most anyone you hook up with online will turn out to enjoy movies and music, should your encounter evolve at all beyond groping. Telling the world that you like movies and music is like telling Jessica Simpson to smile more often. It isn’t necessary.

	If you believe that you must share the hoary inspiration that “Life is short!”, then it is already way too long.

	Any aphorism that may well be seen below a calendar picture of a kitten dangling by its paws, on an oversize coffee mug, or stuck to your mom’s refrigerator door doesn’t belong in a profile.

	Amendment to above: No aphorism is good. They are uniformly preachy and smug. Do not fill profile space with them.

	If you wish to leave the name line blank, do so. There is no need to add a combative/bitchy remark about why you are opting for anonymity. No one at all is wondering. Really, they’re not.

	Don’t ever use your full real name. Not in the world of gay online dating, anyway. It isn’t that you’re setting yourself up for potential and very three-dimensional trouble, although you are; it’s more that you’re also opening wide the real-life door to who you are—and subsequently how you can be tracked down—to every Internet peddler of everything from stocks to Viagra.

	If your real first name is, through no fault of your own, hopelessly bizarre, don’t use it. Use the nickname that’s been salvaged from it in your real life.

	Employing a fake first name—when there’s really no need, given how the real one can’t hurt you—won’t do much to impress those guys to whom you later want to reveal the truth. Th at hot man is probably seriously going to wonder why on earth you felt the need to call yourself Bob online when your name, it turns out, is David. Forget mistrust and subterfuge; it just doesn’t point to a great deal of intelligence.

	Don’t shoot for cleverness in your profile if the result isn’t unquestionably clever and understandable. For one thing, another profile already has that devastating observation within it. For another, cleverness is usually not hot.

	If you announce that you are searching for an LTR (long-term relationship), you are not doomed. You are already buried. Even the most ardent Oprah fan knows that genuinely enriching companionship isn’t had by asking for it. Add this yearning to your profile and you need never worry again about tweezing those nose hairs.




REALITY CHECK

The Murphy’s Law of profiles: expressed need = increased personal space. The more urgently the need expressed, the greater the personal space given.



	Spell correctly. It isn’t that hard. If it is, take advantage of the free dictionaries found exactly where you’re setting down this profile: online.

	Sure, even the best of us slip up. It’s hard not to slip up in a frenzied IM conversation. But a profile is different. It’s your baby, and you’ve got plenty of time to groom it properly. The numbers of people who indulge in childishly poor spelling and grammar in this arena are astronomical. And bad—often appalling—grammar and spelling doesn’t go very far in promoting the writer’s goal of being seen as smart and together, as so many of us wish to be seen.

	For example, the writer of “Life’s too short!” is clearly a guy who isn’t particularly bothered by any demons of originality. All right, that’s his call. But the writer of “Lifes to short!” is downright scary. Life may be relatively brief, but it doesn’t take very long to master “to,” “too,” and—God help us—“two.”







	
[image: 182]The embellishing of what you do for a living is shot to hell by your own poor spelling. Th at is, it’s hard to accept that anyone who refers to his career as “financal maneger” is enjoying a corner office at Citibank.

	
[image: 182]Your profile can be accessed and changed at any given minute, 24/7. In fact, this may be the one feature just about every ISP blows itself away on, for each edit is followed by the advisement that the changes will be visible within a day, and yet are up instantaneously. So there is no excuse whatsoever for not checking your handiwork for errors.

	
[image: 182]As basic as it gets: When in doubt, look it up. If you’re a poor speller, don’t wait for the doubt.

	
[image: 182]Note: The single exception to the correct spelling protocol is the bimbo. If you are billing yourself as an extremely sexy guy, gifted with an enormous appetite for sex and a body you see less as a temple for your spirit and more as a ripped or stacked background location to central points of orgasm, and if only these nasty aspects and attributes are what you are sharing with America, okay. Spell any way you want. It’s hotter if you’re stupid.
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