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A handsome man walks into a bar…and can’t
pick up women. Sounds like a joke. Or a bar bet. Or maybe, just
maybe, a bit of magic follows him everywhere. A short, somewhat
malicious bit of magic, with a fondness for Piña Coladas.
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He was strange from the start, yet oddly
compelling.

I can explain the strange. The compelling is
harder.

He’d come into my bar about 3:30 Friday
afternoons, thirty minutes before the official start of Happy Hour.
He’d take a seat as far from the door as he could get. He’d order
two drinks—one, a piña colada, the other light beer on tap.

Then he’d wait.

He was stunningly handsome. That’s the thing
you’d see first off. The square jaw, the black-black hair, the
laughing blue eyes all accented his broad shoulders and perfect
male model physique. Only he dressed like a regular guy: nice suit
with a jacket he’d remove when he sat down, white shirt, and shoes
that could use some attention. Before the drinks arrived, he’d
loosen his tie and roll up his sleeves, revealing muscular
arms.

And then he’d nurse the beer.

Any red-blooded woman would look at him, as
well as a handful of closeted males. So of course I looked at him.
I’m as red-blooded as the next woman—even if it is my bar.

I’m red-blooded, but not pretty. I’m
perfectly cast in my role as bar owner. I’m muscular and
broad-shouldered too. My father used to say I looked like Bette
Davis—and he didn’t mean the young beauty of her early roles. He
meant the battle-axe from “Whatever Happened to Baby Jane?” with
the crumpled skin and the bugged out eyes and the voice that
sounded like she’d smoked a thousand cigarettes too many.

A few men like this look. They figure I’m
easy (I’m not) because I’m lonely (I’m not that either), and they
try to woo me with lies. The occasional guy who enjoys my
friendship takes it a stage farther, but we usually agree to go
back to platonic after a few months.

Men who look like this guy never give me a
second glance. And if one of them had slept with me by accident
(and none of them had), it would have been an invitation that came
at last call, and the night would end with him chewing his arm off
in the morning.

I know that. So when I started talking to Mr.
Weird But Beautiful, I did it not because I wanted him (even though
I did). I did it because he looked like he needed some advice.

To understand why he needed some advice, you
need to know what my bar looks like. It’s not a fern bar or a
sports bar. There are no big screens scattered around, all turned
to ESPN. There are no giant booths with huge backs because I don’t
want couples making out in my place and getting us slapped with
violating the decency laws.

There are round tables of various sizes
scattered across the floor, and they get pushed aside on Saturdays,
when my favorite DJ comes in to spin the tunes—usually oldies,
because I don’t tolerate that hip-hop crap in my bar.

The rest of the time, it’s the juke that’s
been here since I bought the place. A pool table against the back
wall gives the regulars a reason to return besides my lovely
presence.

The bar’s the first thing you see when you
come in the door. The back bar is large and mirrored, so it looks
like we have even more booze than we do. I put the expensive stuff
back there because the business travelers who’ve just had a meeting
in the big conglomerate across the street make it worth my
while.

The bar is a classic U and made of expensive
wood with a polyurethane top, so that I can wipe the thing off
every night. Everyone vies for the twenty bar stools that surround
the outside of the U, and during Friday Happy Hour, the line for
those stools can be five deep.

Although it’s not fair to call them stools.
They’re actually tall chairs with rounded backs that hug the
backside of whoever’s sitting there. I bought the things from a bar
going out of business about five years ago, and they’re the best
purchase I ever made. They keep the hard drinkers—the guys who pass
out with predictable regularity—in their chairs. These guys don’t
fall four feet to the floor, hitting their head on the bar rails on
the way down and thinking lawsuit when they finally wake up.

Guys who drink like that—and every
neighborhood bar has them—keep our local taxi service in business,
especially weekend nights. I don’t even have to call any more. At
closing, half a dozen cabs show up here like they’ve been summoned.
I confiscate keys, pour the hard drinkers into the cabs, and sign
the tab. Then when the drinkers come back for their cars, I won’t
hand over the keys until I get reimbursed.

It works for all of us, and rarely does the
hard drinker get mad.

I take care of my people. That’s what I’m
known for.

Which is why no one was surprised when I
started talking to Mr. Weird But Beautiful.

He started coming in long about February,
with that uncomfortable look most first timers in a bar often have.
He wore a shiny silk suit and a matching silver tie, and he looked
good enough to eat.

When he sat at the bar, I was surprised. When
he ordered his light beer and piña colada, I waited for the pretty
business associate to show up for their meeting.

Only she never came. The beer got nursed and
the piña colada disappeared, although I never saw him take a
sip.

And as the bar filled up, a bottle blonde
stopped beside the empty chair, leaned against the bar, and
displayed her assets prettily for him. After she ordered, she
turned to him, and he smiled one of those Tom Cruise mighty
megawatt smiles, the kind that makes you hot just thinking about
it.

She smiled back and I could tell she was
feeling like I was feeling—the right word and she was his.

He had one of those deep Barry White voices
which carried even though he probably didn’t intend it to.

Her eyes danced and she leaned in, just a
bit, as he said, “Please say hello to my little friend.”

Then he looked down.

She flushed, grabbed her drink, and left the
bar.

And he leaned back, looking very
confused.

Now most guys, when they have a pick-up line
that fails, try another one. And any guy who looks like him doesn’t
need a line at all.
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