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PREFACE
Good call, picking up this book. That’s step one. Step two is taking it up to the register and paying for it.
To be honest, the risk you’re taking here is a small one. Fifteen dollars—the price of this book—has the unique distinction of being the exact amount of money you’ll never regret having spent. Ever. Fifteen dollars is never going to be the cost of that jacket, the amount you’re short on rent, or the price of the lifesaving medicine you take hourly. If you lose a hundred bucks, your day is ruined. If you misplace twenty dollars, it’s annoying and mildly unsettling. Not fifteen. Fifteen dollars is what you find crumpled in your jacket pocket the morning after a bender, too small of an amount to even bother filing into your wallet.
Why even spend the fifteen? Well, for starters, this book will kick your other dumb books in the face.
You put this book in a locked steel box with The Sun Also Rises, 1,001 Baby Names, and some book with a sad vampire in it, then open the box a week later—those other three books will be dead. What constitutes book death? you ask. You’ll know soon enough, my friend.
One of those books will look okay at first, but when you open it up all the pages will be blank, and then you’ll notice that it’s resting on a pile of broken letters. Then you’ll check my book and it’ll have twice as many words in it, and a handy new section listing baby names: “Achilles, Archimedes, Aristotle, Billy…” Oh, and the extra letters my book took from the Hemingway novel will now spell out the cure for cancer.
This book is what you pull out of your shirt pocket the second after a bang! sounds and you’re picking yourself off the ground with no idea what’s happened. When you take the book out there will be a bullet embedded in it. When you pull the bullet out to inspect it, the hole in the book will heal itself. You’re welcome! Oh, and thanks for ruining the cover of my book. And why are people shooting at you?!?
—Kevin Seccia
November, 2010
Now remember, when things look bad, and it looks like you’re not gonna make it, then you gotta get mean. I mean plumb, mad-dog mean. ’Cause if you lose your head and you give up, then you neither live nor win. And that’s just the way it is.
—THE OUTLAW JOSEY WALES
INTRODUCTION
Hi, I’m a Ruthless Engine of Destruction!
The world around you is a dangerous place. It’s teeming with vicious men and women, savages, thugs, dictators, unspeakable creatures, seafaring miscreants, syphilitic tyrants, and ex-cons in it for one last shot at the big time (who define “the big time” as beating you senseless and then taking your money and your lucky hat). Look around you. Every single interaction has the potential to go south in an instant: that guy browsing the magazines, that lady sipping a latte, that toddler pretending to skip carelessly about while his propeller hat spins in the wind—every one of them is secretly mulling a scenario that ends with them kicking you square in the junk.
Sure, the world also contains kittens, baby otters, and charming old men on porches who spin yarns, but how long before they, too, decide to turn on you? Are you THAT likable? Can you really afford to go through life assuming this will never happen? And that’s just the real stuff. What about fictional characters? Is magic real? I have no idea, but if it is that opens you up to a whole other group of potential attackers.
This book will help you navigate our treacherous modern-day world. The author is an orange belt in tae kwon do, a veteran of almost half-a-dozen jujitsu lessons, and possesses an underground boxing record of 0–1.
He’s suffered detached retinas, two herniated discs, and once broke his hand punching a wall. His high school fight record was 6–1–1.
Are you familiar with Bruce Lee? Well, so is the author of this book.
Punching Tom Hanks is a guide for anyone who’s ever wanted to beat up someone or something. Simple, effective instructions for beating up aliens, bullies, robots, inanimate objects, even time-traveling future versions of yourself. Possibly even Steven Seagal. Godspeed.
You see them, you admire them, you deal with them every day. Chances are fairly good you actually are one. If that’s true, chances are even greater that you’ve angered one. When push comes to shove—as it always does—the following information will prove to be quite valuable to you.
Not, like, more valuable than gold or anything. I mean you won’t be able to barter with it, or turn it into jewelry, but valuable nonetheless. God! Stop comparing everything to gold already.
HOW TO BEAT UP A MAN HANDCUFFED TO A STAINLESS-STEEL BRIEFCASE
Here’s a random tactic you should try sometime. It actually works with most of the entries in this book. Climb up a tree not far from where you know your quarry will be walking. Then, when they walk by, unexpectedly jump out of the tree, landing on top of them.
Jumping out of a tree is not as easy as it sounds. People in movies seem to have the uncanny ability to predict where people will walk, so they pull this move off quite often. I suppose you could overhear your quarry talking in a cafe saying something like: “Oh, the maple tree? I walk by that maple tree all the time. I plan to today, in fact. When? Well, that’s a rather odd question. Eleven minutes from now, if you must know.”
If you do happen to have this information, it’s something to think about, but in this situation the man handcuffed to a stainless-steel briefcase will already be on high alert, so proceed with caution. I mean, you don’t handcuff a metal briefcase to your wrist because you’re expecting things to go smoothly.
The actual contents of the case will go a long way toward determining the fight’s course. If the case has a high-tech weapon inside it, he may go for it at the first sign of trouble. For instance, let’s say he’s carrying some sort of lightweight, death ray, laser gun, mini-torpedo device? I’m not a weapons expert, so it’s pointless for me to speculate much further … but if he had a hammer with a knife blade instead of a handle (you grip the head), or a hat that shoots tiny missiles containing knockout gas, or a catcher’s mitt that’s been dipped in iron, then had spikes glued to it, or a machete? Again, I’m not a professional armorer, so I’ll stop there … Okay, one more. Or a lasso that’s actually electrified wire? If he had any of these in the case, he’d take it out and use it.
If he attempts to shield the case from you using his own body, that means the case contains a valuable, not a weapon. Possibly bars of Nazi gold, or a diamond necklace. Or perhaps a single giant diamond, so large and lustrous that it would make the Hope Diamond weep with jealousy. If the Hope Diamond could see, and then somehow saw this … and also had a basic understanding of what diamonds were, and that it was one of them, and that this one was better … Man, would it weep. I bet you could sell its tears, too. But I’m getting sidetracked.
Or, he could be carrying a rare animal, or an unhatched dinosaur egg … Maybe the cure for polio? I mean, I know we already have one, but maybe this one is cherry flavored …
Hmm. This is getting annoying now. WTF do you think he has in that case? He’s too good for a backpack? He puts whatever is soooooo important into a backpack, no one would ever bother him. Are we not supposed to wonder? That case, all burnished metal and sharp lines, perfectly put together, catching the light just so … We need to find out what he has in that damn case.
The best way to handle this is to approach him, then tell him you already know what’s in the case, and ask him to hand it over. He won’t believe you. But you just play that game of insinuating that not only do you know, you know he doesn’t know. He’ll balk at that. When he does, ask him to prove it, by telling you what’s in the case. When he says, “No,” tell him you knew he was a liar.
Then start dropping vague hints referencing the possible contents:
“So … antimatter. It’s always so negative, right? Why do they even use it?” Did his eyebrows rise?
“Ah, the corpse of the last Smurf to ever exist on Earth … wonder if they’ll be able to clone him?” Did he nervously shift his weight?
“That’s so odd, that they’re making you carry around twelve tiny nesting briefcases that fit inside each other.” Did he make a run for it?
If he reacted with any of the above, you’re on to something. Continue guessing until you get close, forcing him to attack you just to silence you. Grab the suitcase as soon as you can, then yank it, manipulating the man’s hand so that he punches himself in the face. If he gets free, look out, he might swing the case like a ball and chain. Most importantly, when you defeat him and open the case, contact the author of this book immediately and tell him what was in there. Was it a tiny, talking mouse that grants wishes? It was, wasn’t it?
HOW TO BEAT UP A MAN CARRYING A BAGUETTE
As we all know, a man carrying nothing but a baguette instantly becomes 20 percent more jaunty than he would otherwise be. What you may not know is how to turn that simple fact to your advantage.
Let’s look at our target. The baguette might seem like a minor detail, but in reality it tells us all we’d ever need to know about the man.
A spring in his step, a bounce in his stride, perhaps even a gleam in his eye. Bordering on devilish, mayhap? This is a guy who cares about quality. He’s likely dressed in a tweed blazer of some sort, maybe paired with a rakish hat (I’m guessing the sort that would look appropriate on a brawling 1920s dockworker, but here is refined with a soft sweater/tie combo).
This is the kind of guy who’s never caught without his sketchbook tucked into his back pocket and is always writing a song in his head. He is most likely whistling, and going a step further he may be in love. He’s thinking of her or him, and he’s got his head in the clouds.
This guy definitely has a favorite organic bakery. But he’ll be happy to tell you the how and why of its recent decline.
If he is in love (and the baguette is a sign that he’s running home to someone, because the thought of one buying a baguette for oneself is unsettling. Though I guess he could be planning to cut the bread lengthwise to make himself a gigantic sandwich, in which case this whole breakdown and character profile would be wrong…) then he’s going to fight back twice as hard, because love is, apparently, a good reason to live. But this is counterbalanced ever so slightly by the fact that our target, most likely, is a nonviolent type and thus totally against fighting.
The way to get the upper hand here is to target the bread. He has absolutely no idea the extent to which you plan on battering him, so his first assumption will be that you’re just some guy who wants to swipe his baguette. As soon as he sees you, let your eyes drift to the bread. Then, once you’re focused on the bread, widen your eyes slightly. Let your mouth drop open, just a bit. Licking your lips in anticipation is also an option here, but I’m hesitant to recommend it due to most people’s inability to make this move anything other than sexual in the best case and disgusting in the worst case. If you’re a subtle type, who knows his way around a flirty exchange, then give it a go.
The man will instinctively pull the baguette closer to his body. Feint toward the bread, then without taking your eyes off it, drill the man with a hard shot, right between the eyes. Use either hand, it’s really your call. (What would I use? The left, but don’t let that sway you, this is your day.) Then, hit him with a big left hook in the same spot. Next, reach out and tear off a hunk of the bread and pop it into your mouth. Why not, right? Let’s be honest, you’re not fighting Thor here, this is merely some dude you spotted carrying a baguette. There’s NOTHING wrong with helping yourself to the food he was carrying. What, you don’t like delicious, fresh-baked items that are soft and supple on the inside, surrounded by a flavorful golden-brown crust? C’mon.
In all likelihood he wouldn’t have eaten it anyway, due to the painful memories associated with the baguette—those of getting his ass kicked while holding it. It would’ve gone to waste or, worse yet, some hobo would’ve gotten it. Ha! The very idea. And what would he have paired it with? Half a can of stale Sprite? Remnants scraped off a rusty tuna can lid? Yeah, you get my point.
The baguette-lover should be unconscious by now. You’re done.
HOW TO BEAT UP A TIME-TRAVELING CAVEMAN
The wind suddenly kicks up on a day that only moments before was as calm as can be. A metallic sphere appears out of nowhere amid a swirl of lightning, then floats to the ground. It looks to be made of steel, without a single flaw, crack, or opening visible. Then a door appears in the side of the sphere. It slides open with a whisper and a faint popping sound. A brief pause, and then a bewildered Cro-Magnon man stumbles out. He looks hungover. He’s dressed in animal skins and holding a large femur bone in his hand. He’s armed with brute strength and base, animal instinct.
And he’s about to get the hell beat out of him. By you.
This is where every hackneyed scene from every fish-out-of-water movie—featuring a wacky foreigner or a Tarzan knockoff, played by some Brendan Fraser type—turns into a way for you to destroy a man. You have the wisdom and technical know-how of twenty thousand years of human advancement. Think about that. Bombs, swords, microwaves, indoor plumbing, TiVo, cotton candy … You have the home court advantage times one thousand. He doesn’t even know what a blender is! That’s not a weapon you’d likely use in a fight with him, but if one showed up he’d probably stick his hand in it. He won’t go more than five minutes before walking into a sliding glass door or clothesline. If you handed him a gun he’d probably put it in his mouth and pull the trigger. Don’t do this. The environment is going to be your secret weapon.
He knows to not touch fire and that rocks are hard. That’s it! Go up to him while he’s gawking at a nearby building. He’ll be pointing and saying dumb-sounding shit that ain’t even words. Uh, no, that’s a building, not an, “Ogmog!” Cuff him behind the ear, then dance around him, staying just out of range. He might charge at you. If he does, unbutton your cardigan sweater, grab it near the lower corners, and flap at him with it like you’re a bat. He’s gonna lose it! Hahaha! look at that dumb look on his face, he thinks you just sprouted wings or something. Did he fall on the ground and squawk in horror? I bet he did. Okay, take off your cardigan. (Or rebutton it, depending on the weather and how you’re feeling. Are you chilly? Keep it on, then!)
Okay, while he’s recovering, get up onto some stilts. Run around yelling at him. Hahaha! Look! You’re suddenly a giant! “Whoooa!” That’s what he’ll be saying. I know you’re not really a giant. Are stilts too hard for you? No problem, get on a bicycle and peddle circles around him. Oh, man, that shit will freak him the fuck out. I bet he thinks you tamed some wild creature who then let you ride him. Nope! It’s just a thing made out of metal, stupid! Oh, that’s right, he doesn’t even know what metal is. Hahahahaha!
All sorts of modern-day devices can be utilized to make your fight with a time-traveling caveman super easy, as well as a lot of fun. Grab from the following list as you see fit. I’ve also included information about how he’ll perceive the device.
AUTOMOBILE (“STRANGE, WILD CREATURE WITH MIGHTY ROAR!”):
Just starting your Honda Civic up will cause our large-browed buddy to run for the hills. But when you factor in headlights (eyes like fire!) and the exhaust (more fire!) he’ll be so blown away he won’t even have the sense to get out of the way when you run him over. Not like he’d have had a chance anyway. That Civic can move, baby.
TV (“PRISON FOR TINY HUMANS, LIKE GROK!”):
Just flip it on. He’ll drop down before it like it’s a sacred idol. You think you hate reality TV? His eyes might liquefy from the barrage of humanity’s dark side. Give him a few days, he’ll be telling you that American Idol is the worst thing since pterodactyl jerky.
LASER POINTER (“TINY, FAST FIRE!” NOTE: A LOT OF OUR MODERN STUFF LOOKS LIKE VERSIONS OF FIRE, IF YOU’RE AN IDIOT.):
If you’ve ever seen a cat run around chasing a laser pointer, you know what to expect here. Only substitute a 190-pound, half-naked man covered in filth and bloody yak hides for the cat. If you put the laser on him, he’ll swat and tear at his own flesh in an attempt to get it off. If you point the laser on the side of a far-off mountain, he’ll probably try to climb the mountain and seek it out, to ask it some important caveman question.
LINKING RINGS MAGIC TRICK (“LINKING RINGS MAGIC TRICK!”):
Rejoice, third rate magicians, we’ve found someone who’ll enjoy your tired antics. He’ll be delighted, again and again, as you link and then unlink your metallic rings. The third time, however, he’ll be just as bored as the rest of us. Okay, you can go now.
FIRECRACKERS (“ZACK-TAR SCREAM AT US! WE ANGER HER!”):
This is sort of unfair as even modern-day people like you and I are totally frightened when a firecracker unexpectedly goes off near us. But then we have that moment of relief a second later. “Oh, right, that heart-stopping experience from a moment ago was just a firecracker. I thought for a second that it was end-times.” Not so with our grunting guy pal here. He’ll experience terror, followed by more terror … and then a mounting panic as he wonders if that thing that screeches like an avalanche—that he’s never heard before and can’t remotely identify—will happen again. And the whole time everyone’s all laughing at him and shit.
STICK (“TREE LEG.”):
Sure he had sticks in his day, but not like this. So smooth! A stick for everything. Tiny ones for spearing olives, one for making words on paper, a special one just for hitting balls! In his day, he had one stick and it had to do it all. Poke, prod, kill beasts, hiking … Show him your collection of identically smooth and well-manufactured sticks; he’ll be enthralled for hours. At some point, whack him in the neck with one of them. Mission accomplished! Stupid Grok.
HOW TO BEAT UP A GUY LISTENING TO AC/DC’S “BACK IN BLACK”
In this entry I will be able to provide you with some insider perspective, for I am a man who has listened to the AC/DC song “Back in Black.” Perhaps you have as well? Well, then you know of its power. If you are driving your car when AC/DC comes on the radio, you will instantly begin driving faster. Taking chances, swerving in and out of lanes without realizing it, while pounding in rhythm on your car’s dashboard.
It is a phenomenal song and a powerful weapon. The sound of it causes your blood to pump faster, your senses to sharpen, the aging process to slow, and, sometimes, to reverse. It is also a dangerous tool, much like a firearm or a hammer covered with smallpox. It’s so dangerous I believe it should be outlawed. Not just any yahoo should be able to play this song at their leisure. You should have to go before a judge to plead your case before being allowed to play a song as fearsome as this. You should be required to have a great reason for listening to this song.
“I want to play it while I drink beer and work on my car in the garage.” No.
“I want to play it on the jukebox at my local bar.” Nice try. No.
“Well … my ex-wife cheated on me for five years without my knowing about it. Then she left. After years of heartbreak and tears and disappointment, years of therapy that led nowhere, years of floundering in my life, unsure of how to set things right again, I’ve finally found the apartment of the man who slept with her for all those years. Of course, I want to beat the shit out of him. I have his address and everything. Ahem. I’d like to go over there, kick in the door, and then pummel him. And I’d like to hit play on an iPod playing “Back in Black” at full volume a second before I kick in the door.” Permission … granted.
THAT’S how powerful this song is. Future generations will look at us and our blatant misuse of the power of this song the way we’d look at a society of people running around with shotguns for arms.
Approach your foe, the man listening to AC/DC’s “Back in Black.” Then approach the sound system currently allowing him to hear the song. Can you hear the song, too? If so, use the magic properties of the song, allowing it to boost your own strength, making the fight an even battle.
Is your adversary wearing earbuds? If so, the powerful, strength-increasing properties of the song can also be made available to you. Slap your foe in the face. Take the earbuds out of his ears, then insert them into your own. Now fight this man, tapping into the powers now available to you as you listen to AC/DC’s “Back in Black.”
After the fight, are you injured?
If you direct the sound waves of a speaker playing “Back in Black” toward the wound on your body, that wound will heal. Be careful, if you direct it to a spot with no wound, the sound will create one. It is a paradox.
HOW TO BEAT UP A MAN … WITH NOTHING LEFT TO LOSE
Yeah, you’ve heard of this guy. His name is often spoken in whispers. Or in a deep voice, during trailers to movies that I’d walk through fire to watch. Deep Voice: “Rupert Jenkins was a mild-mannered accountant just trying to take his innocent daughter—who never hurt a living thing, and who was innocent—to school … but they had other plans. Plans involving murder. Then they took his wife and kicked his dog before keying his classic car (he was really into classic cars, I guess) and now … he’s a man with nothing left to lose.”
The “nothing left to lose part” implies that the individual in question, having lost everything of importance to him, will go all out, take huge risks, and lay it all on the line in a fight. He’s suffered, which has hardened him into an individual who, quite frankly, does not give a fuck. The “man” part implies his gender—male, or “man”—and that he is not a female.
When you see the man with nothing left to lose portrayed in action movies he has typically lost a wife, child, partner, or all three, usually in a hail of gunfire. You can gauge the intensity of their relationship to the man, by his reaction, which can range from, furtively wiping away a lone tear before abruptly exiting, to cradling the dead person’s body, then screaming their name toward the heavens. Sometimes the word, “no,” is substituted for the name. I prefer alternating screamed bursts, first the name of the deceased, then the word, “no,” then the name, then the word, “no,” again. It just makes it clear to any latecomers on the scene that: a) someone specific has died, and b) what your reaction to it is.
“Nothing left to lose,” could be taken literally. The man could have actually lost everything, including his house, clothes, possessions, etc. He could be dressed in rags. Who cares, you say? Well, a seemingly trivial matter like fashion could turn out to be the difference-maker.
For instance, ever fight a guy in a nice suit? He takes his jacket off before the fight starts, folds it delicately, then sets it out of harm’s way, which leaves an opening for a cheap shot. He fights carefully at long range, so as not to ruin his suit. He’s reluctant to follow you into a coal mine, to finish you off, thus providing you an escape route, if need be.
He could be insecure about the rags. Hoping you’re the kind of guy who’d be “cool” even in a fight situation and not call attention to it by mocking him with: “Hey! Nice rags! Ass! Ever hear of clothes! They’re for wearing, you dummy!” That’s the kind of chatter he’s hoping to avoid. That right there could shatter his confidence, and send him running for the hills.
If he is wearing rags, step two is to rip the rags in several key spots, so they fall away, leaving the man undressed. A suddenly naked man is not a man who is focused on fighting. While his face reddens from embarrassment, quickly dispatch him using several of the body’s pressure points. These are points on the body, which when struck can disable a man. You can find them in the normally covered-up areas of a man, now suddenly exposed. Little known fact: This area is entirely made of pressure points.
If the man isn’t wearing rags, and the whole “nothing left to lose” thing was mainly figurative, then we’ll need a different technique. Rage might sound like a nice tool in a fight but it can be turned against you. He’s going to be reckless, sloppy, and wide open for counters. He’s going to overcommit on every blow. Wait for him to miss, then strike. When he misses and loses his balance, turn him further out of position, then strike again. Be aware of nearby dangers that can be used against him, such as a runway car he can be shoved into or a bridge he can be flipped off of. As long as he is out of control, you are in control. He won’t last long.
FIGHT ATTIRE
There are two schools of thought regarding fight attire. Either you choose something that’s loose and allows movability or, something sleek. If the latter, go with a Lycra, head-to-toe bodysuit, preferably one with a skintight hood on it. It’ll cut down all wind resistance and increase your speed by 8 percent. For some reason, the pink-colored suits are always the cheapest, so go with that one.
If you’re going the loose and comfortable route, think cotton, or any breathable fabric. Something non-chafing, but also something that has been rigged so spikes pop out of it at the push of a button. Also, get one of those long connected magician’s scarves they pull out of their sleeves. Just ’cause they might brighten up your day sometime when you’re bored.
Oh, and learn how magicians are able to hide a rabbit on their bodies, but then instead of a rabbit you hide a wolverine. But he’s only loyal to you. And put him in overalls. JUST DO IT.
HOW TO BEAT UP A BOXER
The boxer is a dangerous opponent. Not one to be taken lightly. Fortunately, I have the key to beating him up.
Ideally, what you would do to defeat a boxer is immediately begin taking lessons in the art of boxing, and then through much practice become better at boxing than your opponent. That way when you eventually fight your opponent, your superior boxing ability will allow you to beat him up or “win” the boxing contest.
Note: Do not ask the boxer you will soon be fighting for the lessons. He is liable to become suspicious, eyeing you carefully while scratching his chin, and saying something along the lines of: “Wait a minute … Why do you suddenly want to learn boxing? Does this have anything at all to do with our upcoming fight?” Then he’ll either clobber you in the snoot or sabotage you by teaching you deliberately ineffective, made-up moves like the “light-as-you-can punch” and the “eyes close, chin expose.”
No good at boxing? Well, then, while failing at it you may have observed that hitting your opponent with a baseball bat is currently illegal in boxing. Get yourself a bat or large stick and hit the boxer with it. He will be unprepared to defend such an attack, and will not expect it. Don’t strike the head, just the arms and chest, to the point where his weapons are no longer functioning, and no longer a threat to you. Then, using your arms and fists pummel the boxer at your leisure until he’s sufficiently beaten up. How much? That’s up to you! Have fun.
HOW TO BEAT UP A FATHER-AND-SON TEAM
I think we’d all agree, one of the most beautiful and rewarding relationships life has to offer is that of a father and his son. It will be an honor for you to damage such a union. Let’s begin.
You know that old myth about twins? How, if you hurt one the other will feel pain, and vice versa? (Popularized by, though probably not originating with, G.I. Joe’s evil twins, Tomax and Xamot … that’s right, there’s something curious about those names, isn’t there? Look closely at them. In fact, write one of the names down on a piece of paper, go into your bathroom, and hold the piece of paper up to the mirror. Now look at the person holding the piece of paper. That person is a zero.)
That myth about twins isn’t true, but it kind of applies to fighting father-and-son teams. Because they have feelings for each other, because they care about each other so strongly, hurting one will hurt the other. (I’m not talking like magic or anything. If you break the father’s pinkie, the son won’t feel pain in his pinkie, he’ll merely feel awful overall. I don’t know about you, but I’ll take it.) Use this to your advantage.
Approach the father and slap him as hard as you can. This will freak the shit out of the son. While the son is distracted, quickly slap him, which will likewise freak the shit out of the father. (Unsure about this? Picture some guy slapping your father. Awful, right?) Repeat this until both father and son’s faces are tear soaked, red, and raw as uncooked hamburger, and they’re begging for mercy. This method only works on fathers and sons that get along. If they don’t get along, you’ll need to keep reading.
Now, the father-and-son team who despise each other is a much tougher foe than the happy-household variety above. First of all, hurting one has no effect on the other, and may even make the other one happy. Second, the kid will fight twice as hard in order to earn the grudging respect of the absentee father who never loved him. He’ll be anxious to show off the punch that his mother’s “special friend” taught him as a reward for not making a fuss when he had to crash with them that one time for a couple of weeks while waiting for his bike shop to get off the ground. The dad will also be fighting hard as he’ll be anxious to show his good-for-nothing kid the old man’s “still got it.”
Divide and conquer, that’s how you take out these two. Temporarily incapacitate the dad (Are you regularly carrying a small vial of mysterious powder you can throw into the eyes of your enemy to blind them? You really should be. They’re easily concealable, cheap, and quite effective. Legendary wrestling manager Mr. Fuji built an entire career on this tactic. Don’t tell me you think you’re better than Mr. Fuji?), then concentrate on the son. His shock at seeing his father blinded and fumbling around with his hands out while screaming, “Damn it, Billy, what’s happening?!? You need to be my eyes!” will have him at 85 percent effectiveness. That should be enough of a disadvantage for you to dispatch him, after which you can quickly finish off the father. Conversely, you could blind both of them and then just have fun punching them and turning them in circles, but that hardly seems fair.
HOW TO BEAT UP THE GUY YOU’RE TRAPPED WITH ON A BAMBOO RAFT
The cruise ship you were on has long since sunk to the bottom of the ocean. You’ve been living on an island with this man for months. Surviving together, bonding, keeping each other alive. Foraging for food, shelter, and a reason to keep on going. Eventually, you decide to build a raft. He knows a bit about carpentry and physics, and you like lashing things together with palm fronds. It’s surprisingly soothing and gives you a sense of accomplishment. Not unlike the Zen-like pleasures you’d often found in the simple act of washing dishes. As a boy, you’d never minded getting stuck with that chore, as your sisters ran outside to enjoy one last game of catch before the sun went down on that sleepy New England town you hail from. You were content to watch them from the kitchen window as you went about your task.…
You built a raft made of hope. You built a friendship. Then you built an actual raft made of wood. But at a certain point you realized THIS GUY WAS ANNOYING THE FUCKING SHIT OUT OF YOU.
Sure, he found that stash of coconuts—and was able to get them open using sharp rocks after your plan of slicing into them with large blades of grass failed—no one’s saying that wasn’t awesome. But he just keeps going on and on about it. If not that, then his beautiful wife and warm, hug-loving kids, who he expects to greet him with teary eyes at the homecoming he’s just so sure is happening.
He walks around that island acting like he didn’t forget to cover up the rocks you’d been drawing on with burned banana leaves before the rain came. He said he would and then he forgot and the kitty cat picture you’d been laboring over was lost. All he can talk about is “Why weren’t you keeping an eye on the fire?” which seemed to be THE ONLY THING he was concerned with, once the rain came. Well, we all have to sleep sometimes, right? The rain makes you sleepy—the way it makes plunking sounds on the top of the tree canopy—and he knew this. Him and his dumb, loving family and his ability to create tools and find a way off the island. Fuck him and his rock mural-ruining ass. You spent eleven hours using moss and coconut shavings to craft that hilarious Scary Island Monster costume and what did he have to say about it? Thanks for livening up the island? I appreciate your free-spirited approach to keeping morale high? No. He yelled at you for wasting coconut meat and that edible moss that also heals wounds, which he discovered in that cave. Yes, the one he killed the pig in, the pig that provided dinner for weeks, WHICH HE WON’T SHUT UP ABOUT.
Now you’re four days out into the ocean, water is low, you can’t catch a fish to save your life, which is what you were hoping the catching of the fish would do, actually, and it’s time to show this guy who’s boss. Sure, some would say this isn’t the best time for a physical altercation. Maybe it’s not so wise to eliminate half of your chances for survival over some petty disagreement. No need to act like that scorpion carried by that frog across the river in that parable, right?
Well, I trust your judgment, unlike Johnny-know-it-all. If you say he’s gotta go, I believe you. Here’s how you do it.
Say, “Hey! Is that a ship on the horizon?” He’ll look toward the horizon to see for himself. He’ll turn back, annoyed, and ask, “Where? I don’t see anything.” You’ll then point over his shoulder. When he turns to look again, do not hit him from behind. He’d expect that. He’s ready for it, on some subconscious level even he doesn’t realize.
Wait a moment, then say, “Look! There it is again! The ship.” He’s going to be wary this time, and might frown at you before looking for the ship … shit, you know what? You may have been right, I think you probably should have hit him from behind a second ago. Now it’s just weird. He’s suspicious and definitely going to wonder why you keep telling him to look away. Those of you reading this in advance of your shipwreck, skip what I said about not hitting him when he turns around the first time. THAT IS DEFINITELY THE TIME WINDOW YOU’RE WAITING FOR. Do not dally. Those of you huddled on the end of the raft, reading this book with a hastily thrown-together book cover made from seashells and mango skins, press on. Not much more you can do, I guess. There is definitely an awkward vibe on the raft now, and I feel like it’s at least partially my fault.
When he looks back after once again seeing no ship on the horizon, tell him, uh, you feel sick and clutch your stomach. Tell him you ate some bad fish—NO! Shit, he would be sick, too. Or he’ll think you’ve been hiding fish. Um, say that … you … left something back on the island and need to go back. Yeah! That could work. Tell him you forgot your lucky satellite phone—No, no good! He’ll wonder why you didn’t use it to get help … Okay, tell him you forgot a—no, just … Okay, tell him you see a ship again. Whether he turns around or not, just punch him in the face. Then jump into the water and paddle away as fast as you can, for as long as you can. There’s NO WAY he’ll follow you to punch you back, as leaving that raft and what’s left of the fresh water is certain death. You’ve won! And he will never, ever be able to get revenge on you!
HOW TO BEAT UP A TIME-TRAVELING FUTURE VERSION OF YOURSELF, BACK TO HARASS YOU ABOUT YOUR LIFE CHOICES
You’re just minding your business, hanging out—horizontal on your couch, in nothing but your boxers, watching a repeat of Burn Notice at three o’clock in the afternoon, remnants of a burrito on the coffee table—when out of nowhere you hear it. A sonic whoosh noise followed by the sound of your own voice: “Seriously? This is what you’re doing? This isn’t some performance art piece celebrating sloth in the twenty-first century?”
You turn to see yourself, standing in your kitchenette. He’s older, wears a closely cropped beard, has a microchip where his left eyebrow should be, and he’s got a purple and silver unitard on. In his left hand is his Mark VI time shifter, which is what got him there.
It’s you, from the future! Somehow, years from now you managed to right the wildly off-course ship that was your life and get it into a halfway decent port. Actually, no; take another look at this guy. He still sucks. His future clothes are kinda dingy and torn at the edges, one boot doesn’t match the other, and his microchip just popped off his eyebrow. It turns out time travel is available to everyone in the future—even slobs like you two—and he’s pissed at you for screwing up his life.
He’s going to use his knowledge of you to break your spirit and morale. He knows every move you’re about to make and every bad move you’ve already made.
His first gripe is likely to be: “What the fuck happened?” Honestly, he has a point. It seems likely that you won’t have an answer for this. Instead of hemming and hawing just throw an uppercut. He’ll dodge it effortlessly, because he knows your every move in advance.
Then he’ll hit you with: “Were you even gonna leave the house today? C’mon! And are you still moping over her? That was like two years ago, man. Would she even recognize you?” He might offer a: “We could have done something with our life!” At this point you’ll both break into laughter, as clearly that was not the case. The joviality will be short-lived.
He will block your next three punches, so don’t even bother if you’re tired, which, let’s be honest, you are.
“Why are you still selling office plants online?”
“Shut up, what did you ever do that was so great?!?”
“Nothing! And it’s because of you! At least I had sex with her!” At this point he’ll show you a hologram of a beautiful woman who is robot from the waist down, and then woman again starting at the knees. In the middle of the robotic area is some sort of purple, laser beam vortex. It will be pulsing.
Don’t worry, there’s no way he had sex with that. If you challenge him on it, he’ll stammer (“Well, I could have, probably!”) and then try to change the subject.
Ordinarily an older, slower version of you would be easy pickings, but unfortunately—for you and other sad people—medical science makes significant strides in the next thirty years and future-you took full advantage. He takes a little green pill once a year that restores him to the mid-twenties-you. And there’s a hat that gives you X-ray vision and the ability to turn invisible. Of course, future-you didn’t bring it with him because he’s kind of an idiot, too.
You’re going to need to utilize the “Gilligan’s Island Gambit,” so named because of an episode of the ancient show Gilligan’s Island. A show they no longer watch in the future. In the episode, Gilligan and his fellow castaways were forced to team up with the famed Harlem Globetrotters in a basketball game against another team made up entirely of robots. It’s a story as old as time itself. The robots were faster, and stronger than the Gilligan/Globetrotter team, and thanks to their whirring, conking computer brains, they knew the exact perfect play to execute at any given moment.
I’m not trying to ruin the episode for you, but Gilligan’s team wins. They win by playing in an improvised, illogical manner that the robots couldn’t anticipate. The robots were so confused they eventually broke down … and that episode won more Emmys than any other television show to date.
When facing future-you, select your next move, then do the exact opposite. Thinking of a right cross? Throw a left hook! Planning of leaping toward him? Get down on your stomach and belly crawl! Thinking of an uppercut? Uh, do some other thing that begins with the word “lower.”
Remember, this person is you, so don’t go overboard. You don’t want to maim him, just beat him enough to force him to go back to the future, where he belongs. If during the fight, a brain in a metal case connected to three robotic tendrils shows up and starts yelling for you guys to stop fighting, don’t hurt it, either. That’s you from the way, way future. No, everyone doesn’t look like that in the future, just you. I’m sorry, there was a whole thing.
HOW TO BEAT UP A MAN HOLDING A BOOMERANG
A boomerang or “Brisbane Candlestick” as it’s sometimes called, is a curious weapon. It’s a flattened curved piece of wood or metal, that when thrown flies in a wide arc before returning to the thrower’s hand … WITHOUT USING EVEN THE TINIEST BIT OF WITCHCRAFT. No magic at all! Not even futuristic technology recovered from the wrecked spaceship of a life-form far more advanced than ours. It’s like a regular piece of wood!
A foe with this weapon sounds formidable; I get that, but don’t give up just yet. This foe is fairly uncommon. There’s a reason most of your opponents won’t be utilizing this weapon. The reason is 98 percent of people who’ve ever heard of a boomerang don’t know how to use one, and, in fact, actually doubt that it works. Most people try the boomerang once. Then walk to the spot about a hundred yards off where the boomerang has unsuccessfully landed, pick it up, and never use it gain. Even more people get the boomerang as a gift from a friend who’s recently visited a gift shop. They thank the friend, turn the boomerang over in their hands a few times, then quickly begin forgetting that it ever even existed.
But you could be dealing with the other 2 percent. There are some telltale signs. Like, is he wearing a gaudy costume with multiple pictures of boomerangs on it? Perhaps one prominently painted over the chest? Is he wearing a mask, and is the forehead area of the mask made up of tiny boomerangs where the eyebrows should be? Is his name “Mr. Boomerang” or perhaps Jimmy “Boomerang” Stevens? Then chances are he knows how to use a boomerang. You don’t put on a boomerang-covered ensemble for nothing. There’s a chance any “Mr. Boomerang” you encounter could have gotten the nickname figuratively, after exhibiting boomerang-like behavior in dating or whatnot. But, keep a close eye. If he’s holding a boomerang, feel free to rule that out.
If none of the above is true, congrats, you may just be facing someone whose uncle recently visited Australia. Look for further clues. If they’re also wearing some sort of oil-soaked cowboy hat and are working in so-called Aussie slang, and they’re eleven years old, that’s probably the case. If they’ve got the hat but appear older and look more like Paul Hogan, check to see if you’re actually fighting Paul Hogan.
Your opponent being Paul Hogan, someone from Australia, or a boomerang-themed superhero, increases the odds that you’re fighting someone who knows how to use a boomerang.
First, try to get your adversary into an area smaller than a football field. Anything smaller is just too tight of an area for the boomerang to maneuver. If you accomplish this, you’re pretty much in the homestretch.
There’s a moment right after the boomerang owner lets fly, sending the ’rang into a graceful arc, but before it returns to its owner’s hand, where the thrower turns into an ordinary foe without any weapons whatsoever. It’s like facing a gunman with one bullet, a bullet that needs to travel around three city blocks before hitting you. Strike during this period. At some point, turn around to see if the boomerang is about to hit you. It won’t be, not for at least a few more minutes. Keep punching your foe. Check for the ’rang again. If you see it, duck. Then resume the pounding.
HOW TO BEAT UP A GUY NAMED LEFTY
You gotta figure he’s a southpaw, so the standard rules for fighting a southpaw apply. Step to your left, keeping your lead left foot outside of his right foot, moving away from his power hand. Forget about your jab and instead throw the right as much as possible.
(This is good advice for just about any time, regardless of where you are, and whether or not you’re even fighting. You should CONSTANTLY be pumping a hard right hand punch into the air around you, as you’re going about your day, at unexpected times, and with NO WARNING WHATSOEVER. A) for practice, and B) to make sure it’s working properly.
Sound crazy? Well, tell me this. Would you get into your car before dropping to the ground and belly crawling under it to see that the brake line hasn’t been cut and is still functioning? No, of course you wouldn’t. Let’s not be ridiculous. Well, this is the exact same thing.)
Now, what else does the name, “Lefty,” tell us?
Well, for starters, he’s led such an uneventful, undistinguished life of middle-of-the-road averageness, that the fact that he was one of the 60 million left-handed people on the planet, was somehow enough of a unique characteristic to brand him “Lefty” for his entire life. Think about that. That’s what he did. HE WAS BORN LEFT-HANDED … and then sometime later, another—no doubt more accomplished—person noticed, and then dubbed him “Lefty.” Guys nicknamed “Red” pity him. At least they had to grow hair.
Although … a second, more challenging possibility is that just the opposite happened. He was a stud. The best of the best who excelled in numerous areas. All in an attempt to rebrand himself in the eyes of his parents who insisted on continuing to call him “Lefty,” after they fell in love with the nickname at an early age. He thrived in many areas … but sadly, all his parents ever saw was a guy whose hand looked weird when he was writing.
Number one at baseball!
Slugger?
No, Lefty.
Number one at the gun range!
Shooter?
No, Lefty.
Number one in kung fu!
Some Asian word?
No, Lefty.
Despite his best efforts to shake it, the rage at carrying this half-assed moniker around year after year could have crafted a tenacious foe who will not go away easily. Whichever category he falls under, you’ll need to break him mentally, to beat him.
Sidle up to him in a rowdy, crowded bar (the Double Deuce?) while wearing a large, red, clown wig. Shrug while exhaling in an everyman’s “I hear that, brother,” way. Introduce yourself as … “Red.” Then tell him your tale of woe, which will involve people calling you Red regardless of all that you accomplished, or strove to accomplish in life. He will sense in you an ally, and a confidant. Possibly even a kindred spirit. His guard will lower slightly, like a car window to a shifty-looking panhandler the moment before a harsh, “Move it along, deadbeat!” is barked. His guard will be intrigued.
After he buys you beer number six, when he’s good and soused, and totally trusting of his new best pal, turn to him suddenly and conk him on the side of the head with the palm of your hand. When he tries to ask you what you’re doing, conk him again. Conk him until he starts fighting back … I’m sorry, this is the right technique, but I have to admit, “conk” is just a fun word to say.
During this fight, you’re going to set off a domino effect of insecurity and doubt within Lefty, that will render him an impotent, quivering mass of humanity. This is how.
At some point during the melee, your wig will fall off. This is a failing of the clown wig manufacturers: Their wigs are just not made to stand up to a pounding. I guess clowns are pretty smug and confident in the feeling that most people won’t attack them; this will be to your advantage. As the wig tumbles off your noggin, Lefty’s heart will drop like a stone. He’ll realize he’s been had. But good.
Lefty: “Why, Red? Why did you lie to me?”
You: “Oh, I have lied, Lefty.… But the lie count is at two.… Not one.”
Lefty: “WHAT???”
You: “You see … my name’s not Red.”
Lefty: “Whyyyy?!?”
The waitress places a glass of milk in front of you.
Lefty: “What about your lactose intolerance?!? Another lie?”
You: (Dead-eyed stare, as you drink the milk.)
That sound you hear is the fight going out of ole Lefty. Finish your food … and then finish him. The coroner’s report will read “subdural hematoma”… but you and I know Lefty died of a broken heart.
Broken from punching.
HOW TO BEAT UP A GUY HELPING A SCARED KITTEN OUT OF A TREE
Oh, really? Does attacking a man helping a kitten sound horrible to you? I’m sorry, I thought we were in the “How-to-Beat-Up” business, not the “cupcakes and pretty unicorns” business. (Yes, I know the membership cards say, “Cupcakes and Unicorns Association,” but as I said, that was a printing mistake. Deal with it.) Maybe you don’t have the heart for this. Or the balls. Or the stomach. Come to think of it, I think you’re missing numerous body parts crucial to winning battles.
If the mere fact that a man is helping a sweet-faced, fur-covered ball of heavenliness will stop you from punching him in the forehead, I’m not sure you’re cut out for this. I guess, if you really need motivation, you could imagine the man intends to do harm to the kitten. And honestly, who’s to say what he’s done in his life, prior to deciding to help out an innocent, sparkly eyed slice of adorable. He could be evil. Helping one kitten does not wipe out a lifetime of violence and tyranny (the judge was quite clear on this).
The main point is, conjure the motivation you require because at some point in your life you might need to fight a man helping a scared kitten out of a tree. In fact, I can almost guarantee it.
Wait for the man to begin climbing the tree before you strike. Kill time by milling about with the other concerned onlookers, occasionally looking up at the kitten and saying something like: “Man, it sure is pleasing to my eyes, how he approximates human emotions with his animal-head. It’s almost like he has greater intelligence than science tells us is possible.… That l’il S.O.B.… He’s got some nerve acting like a people, but I for one like it.” Feel free to read grammatically inaccurate sayings attributed to cats, as found on the Internet, in the voice of the stuck kitten: “I can haz booz and pills to bye-bye?” This will win over the crowd.
As soon as the man starts climbing, quickly begin climbing the opposite side of the tree. Catch up to him, then begin battering him in the calf and thigh region. He will be OUTRAGED. Some of the crowd who’d previously been on your side, will have their allegiance tested. They may yell: “What the hell are you doing?!? He’s trying to help!” Immediately stop punching the man.
If he kicks at you, climb down the tree until you are out of his range. Assure everyone, including the man, that you don’t know what came over you, and that you’re done punching his thigh. Make eye contact. If you can hold your hands out with palms up in a conciliatory manner, without falling out of the tree, do so now.
As soon as he looks back toward the kitten, move up and begin punching him in the calf and thigh again. Make these punches count, while maintaining your balance on the tree. If you fall at this point, the angry mob (formerly known as the crowd) will definitely maul you to death. If some of them are feeling heroic and begin climbing up behind you, kick at the tops of their heads while continuing to fight the man.
Grab the man by a single lapel and pull him toward the ground, over your head. With a quick motion use gravity to hurl him to the ground. Again, using gravity, leap from the tree, aiming for the man’s ample stomach. Land on the man’s stomach with both feet. He will emit a sound like a popped balloon in a cartoon, flying around the yard. He might say, “Yowee!” His stomach will collapse and then expand rapidly, like a cushion, propelling you high into the air and over the nearby fence, to safety. Run away.
When you meet up back at your hideout give the kitten an extra portion of food and an extra head scratch. You both did your jobs today, and no one got hurt except that one guy and some other people.
THINGS YOU SHOULD NEVER, EVER BEAT UP*
1. Something sleeping. This should go without saying. Think of sleep as nature’s time-out. However, AS SOON as that sleep begins to dissipate, it’s cool to strike with the fury of a screaming god. If you see an eyelid flicker—or even the mouth open and close in that automatic, sleepy/satisfied way—it’s absolutely fair for you to start punching the face that that mouth and eyes are located on.
2. Orphans. God has already punched them harder than you ever could. Leave them be. Let them ripen a bit, like fruit on your counter. In a few years, when they age into bitter, angry adults you’ll get your chance to wallop them.
3. Anyone involved in the making of the motion picture The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly. I’m guessing there aren’t many of them left, but it’s the least you can do for the people who brought you one of the greatest movies of all-time.
4. Unicorns. Even if these creatures were discovered tomorrow and immediately started acting up, rooting through your garbage, eating your rose garden, etc., it’d be a while before the backlash started and people were comfortable with you hitting one in the snout. Any attempt to attack a unicorn would most likely result in a mob of softhearted people chasing you down and stoning you to death. Just leave them alone.
*Unless they “look at you weird” or root for another sports-jock-running team than the one you choose to cheer.
HOW TO BEAT UP A GUY HOLDING A SLICE OF PIZZA
Approach the man holding the slice of pizza. (These instructions are for a man holding a slice of pizza in his right hand. For those targeting left-handed pizza lovers, I’m sorry, there’s no data available at this time.) Look the man in the eye and firmly say, “Stop! That slice of pizza has been poisoned! Do not continue eating that delicious, yet poison-filled slice of pizza!”
He’s not going to believe you. Keep going, and say, “I’m warning you for the last time. It. Is. Poison! I don’t care if you’ve witnessed an entire unbroken chain of events beginning with the pie’s creation last night, ending with you holding the slice before me right this second, which convinces you of its so-called purity. They found a way to get to it!”
Grab the pizza from him while shouting: “I won’t let you!” Take a huge bite from the slice, and then let out a horrific, anguished scream. Gurgle and thrash about, then say, “Ugh … body … fighting off … the poison.… So … very … difficult!!! YAGHHHH!… Reconfiguring … molecules … in stomach…”
Bend at the waist, while screaming banshee-like for all to hear, “You don’t get to beat me!!!” Then, suddenly, cease all movement. Stand up, straighten your hair, and say in a calm tone, “It is done.”
The man who earlier held a slice of pizza in his right hand will be totally blown away. A broken, shell of a man, thoroughly intimidated by having just seen you pull off the impossible. Now, at this point you’re no doubt anxious to seize the moment and finish the job with a well-placed kick or throat chop. No. Not this time. You put this one in the bank. Look him in the eyes … and then walk away.
Ten years from now, in some other city somewhere you’re going to meet this man again. Perhaps in the middle of a standoff during a wild shoot-out. You will pull your ski mask off revealing your identity and his eyes will meet yours … and fill with pure terror. “It’s him!” he will shout. “He who cannot be poisoned!” Then, he and his men will fold like a house of accordions.
HOW TO BEAT UP A GETAWAY DRIVER
The getaway driver is probably the easiest member of a heist team to target. The leader/mastermind would be the hardest. He’s intelligent, tough, confident, and capable, in that he’s managed to climb up through the criminal ranks to a position where he knows how to assemble a team of men to help him rob a bank or mansion full of priceless paintings. Could you do that? I know I couldn’t. I’d put out the call on Friday, and Monday morning I’d be staring at my dentist, a buddy with a DUI, my twenty-two-year-old frat boy cousin, and a guy whose knowledge of crime begins and ends with the film Big. That’s right, A MOVIE WITHOUT ANY CRIME IN IT.
The henchman is almost equally formidable. He’s large, crazy strong, prone to violence, and definitely armed to the teeth. He is here because he can both fight and look like he can fight. Not an easy out.
The safecracker is a nice choice. But the fact that he’s going into the lion’s den, so to speak, working under pressure to open the safe while at any time a guard could stumble upon him indicates a level of calm the driver may not have. He’s also likely to be armed, for the reasons I just mentioned. It’s also likely that he’s carrying explosives. It’s not certain that he’d be able to rig something up on the fly to blow you up but you never know. You don’t want to be repeatedly striking a guy covered in things that go boom.
So this brings us to the getaway driver or “wheelman”—the most vulnerable man in the crew and the one who you should go after first.
So who is this guy? This is a dude whose sole purpose in life, his raison d’être if you will, is driving a car fast. The happiest he’ll ever be is doing that burnout, tire screech thing guys in high school loved doing in the parking lot. I imagine he was in high school one day, saw someone do that, and was like, “That’s it. I’m done, I want that every day, all day … I’m dropping AP science and quitting football.”
Like a lot of these tutorials, this one is all about separating the target from that which makes him special. In this case, it’s the car.
A car might not seem like a weapon, but in the right hands, it is. Also, a tiny toy car made of bronze, in the hands of a giant, could also be a weapon … Not convinced? Did you know that cars account for up to fifty deaths a year? That’s more than magazine reading and seashell collecting COMBINED. Think about that for a second.
The obvious methods of utilizing a car in a fight are driving into and over a person. There’s that. There’s also the popular, drive toward a person and then hit them with the open driver’s side door. Less fatal, but still effective, he could adjust the windshield wiper fluid nozzle so that it squirts you in the eyeballs. That may sound like a joke, but that distraction might be all he needs to jump out the open car window Dukes of Hazzard-style and start taking you apart. Is he holding the cigarette lighter and trying to stab you in the cheek with it? It’s possible. You better hope you can spit on it accurately enough to put it out. And do it while under a serious amount of pressure. Like a safecracker.
He could also use the car to flee the fight, if things start to go against him. If he suddenly runs to the car, fumbles, drops the keys while trying to unlock it, then drives off—that’s probably what happened. Of course, if he received a phone call just prior to this, frantically asked the person on the phone, “Is Mr. Jeepers okay?” and THEN drove off, it’s probably less to do with you and more to do with something awful befalling his pet.
Wait for his crew to enter the bank. Then get him away from the car, either by approaching him when he’s outside the car or by grabbing his monogrammed bank robber’s jacket from the backseat and running someplace he can’t follow in a car. A third option is to approach him and inform him that he’s won “A brand new car!” in a contest, and that you’d like to take him to it right away. You definitely want to think up the name of the made-up contest before approaching him. Do not fool yourself into thinking, “Hey, I’m a pretty funny guy, I’m fast on my feet, I’ll just ad-lib something if he asks me.” He will ask you. You don’t want the following happening.
YOU: “Congratulations! You just won a car in our contest! Allow me to bring you to it, right down this dark alley.”
HIM: “What contest?”
YOU: “Uhhhh … It’s … Whoa! What’s with all the questions?!? I mean it’s called Contest … Car. Car Contest. Winning … for … Winning. Look, do you want it or not?”
Try to get closer to this exchange:
YOU: “Congratulations! You just won a car in our contest! Allow me to bring you to it, right down Winner’s Alley.”
HIM: “What contest?”
YOU: “The Official Government Rewards Clearinghouse Annual Contest!”
HIM: “What kind of car?”
YOU: Uhhhh … Shit. What’s with all the questions?!?”
Do you see how the second one is better?
As soon as the car is out of play, take the fight to him. He’s not used to hand-to-hand combat, and there’s a good chance you can intimidate him with your directness. He’s relied on having his gang there to back him up for far too long, and he’s gone soft as a result. Don’t worry about defense right now, just pour it all into laying him out. I’m guessing you’re looking at about thirty seconds before it’s done.
This last step is optional, and quite risky, but if pulled off, is an absolute delight. Get into the driver’s car and drive to where he’s supposed to be waiting for his gang. When they come running out of the building lugging sacks of loot, smile at them, then gun it the fuck out of there. It’s going to feel awesome.
Perhaps you throw in a little middle finger action, here. Sure, it’s overdone and been co-opted by the lesser types a bit too much for my liking. But hell, if this isn’t the moment for it I don’t know what is. I mean, you’re gunning a stolen car down the street, away from a gang of bank robbers whose wheelman you just left for dead in an alley! Treat yourself! They could start shooting, but you’ve probably got a few seconds since their hands are occupied with the bags. Just don’t stall the car out and you’ll be fine. If it works, and you’re able to burn rubber while flipping them off and yelling triumphantly, you might want to think about getting an image of it tattooed onto your chest. Others will want to see this. The story alone will not do the moment justice.
HOW TO BEAT UP THE AUTHOR OF THIS BOOK
For many months prior to the publication of this book, I have been recuperating. Recuperating after a life-and-death battle beyond all reason or explanation. I’d recently decided to take some time away from civilization to truly test myself. To see if I, myself, could beat myself, me, up. What follows is an account of that night.
I traveled to a remote desert location and then stabbed myself in the leg, to see what, if any, effect it would have on my body. Surprisingly, it had ZERO EFFECT ON ME. Like, absolutely none.
In fact, upon impact my body absorbed the metal from the blade of the knife and distributed it among my organs and limbs where it was needed. I now literally have an iron jaw and nerves of steel. Well … one nerve of steel, it was a small knife. But, I’m getting ahead of myself …
The journey began the other night with me lying in bed after a hard day of contemplating fight scenarios. That’s when I decided to leave. But, and this is where it gets weird, I don’t even remember making the decision to journey to the desert. I was somehow suddenly just … there. (Must remind myself to research teleportation and other forms of reality phasing. Perhaps it was the handiwork of some playful adversary of mine?) Suddenly, I was in the desert and found myself fighting off creatures that defied description. And then one creature who specifically looked like a turtle with a hat and a gun. (I feel like maybe the other creatures knew they’d be impossible to describe and were already resenting the turtle, knowing they’d get short shrift in this story.)
After I beat them down—using the upside-down turtle like a skateboard, zooming around on it while punching them—I was suddenly, inexplicably, back in my high school gymnasium … but like it wasn’t my gymnasium, if you know what I mean. Then my dad showed up and I was late for a meeting or something? But not really? You probably have no idea what’s happening here and neither did I. That’s when I used the knife and, again, let me stress, it felt like a tickle to me.
Then my teeth fell out and soon after that I tried to fly. It worked! But apparently I blacked out and flew the rest of the way back home on pure instinct, because I have no memory of returning, opening my front door, using the retinal scanner to deactivate my alarms, and then getting back into bed. Randomly, that’s where I found myself once my memory returned. Insane, right?
What I learned from all this was: It’s good to test yourself now and then, and it’s even better when you ace that test and the teacher asks you to stay after class and then sits cross-legged on the front of their desk across from you, just smiling at you with love and pride and the knowledge that your existence justifies their entire career choice. Since I was the teacher, I just did all that in front of a mirror. I won’t lie, it was a nice moment. Anyway, that’s what happened when I tried to beat myself up.
HOW TO BEAT UP A GUY WHO’S BEEN SHOT TWICE IN THE STOMACH AND LEFT FOR DEAD
This will truly be a test of your desire to beat up all things. It takes a certain kind of someone to stumble across a man bleeding to death from gunshot wounds, pause, and then begin punching that man. To say, “Yeah, fuck it, I’ll take what’s left of that. Thanks.” Now, this guy might have some secrets to give up—the location of top secret microfilm or something—but to be honest, he’d have probably already divulged that info during the part where he was being shot. So, other than purely sadistic reasons I can’t see why you’d need to beat this particular fellow up. But I’m not here to ask questions, I’m here to give instruction. If this is a scenario you find yourself in someday, for whatever reason, this info could save your life.
But this is gonna be some grizzly goddamn work. Unless you’re a butcher, or already a killer, this is going to be a grueling slog through nightmaresville. Oh, make no mistake, this one’s gonna haunt you. You could spend the rest of your days raising and then petting unicorns on a farm made of gumdrops and magically animated children’s crayon drawings, but you’re still gonna wake up once a week covered in sweat and begging forgiveness.
If you think the guy looks bad now, leaking red stuff like an ox that’s been hit by a paint truck, wait’ll you see the zombified version of him that’ll come to you in your dreams. Man, if he has a say in it, he’s gonna haunt the shit out of you.
We’re talking disembodied head that only you can see, screaming at you in a crowded room, in the middle of the day. Then you react and everyone thinks you’re crazy. Your boss comes over, puts a kind hand on your shoulder, and tells you maybe you’ve been working too hard. Maybe you’re not ready for the Jensen account after all …
You’re shaving, just like you do every morning, minding your own business. You open the medicine cabinet to get a razor and when you close it, there’s a horrible image awaiting you in the mirror! (It’s actually your own hideous face. But it looks extra haggard because a ghost scared you by popping out of your closet that morning.)
You’re out walking your kids on Halloween. Your friend is dressed as a ghastly looking corpse. You start talking to a corpse who you THINK is your friend, only to see your real friend walk over suddenly. Oh, my God! Someone else has the same costume as your friend. Then you have to spend the next half hour making your buddy feel better about his lame costume choice.
Can you even blame this guy for haunting you? Put yourself in his shoes. He’s been laying here for an hour or so, praying for death’s sweet release. Suddenly you come along. He’s like, “Oh, thank God, maybe he’ll bring me a glass of water, or stroke my hair and tell me stories about his loving wife until death comes … Wait—WHAT? Why is he—” Yeah. And then you start walloping on him.
Sigh. Here we go, I guess. The first thing you should do is rush up to him under the guise of helping him. You’re not. You tell him you need to see the wounds, but you’re actually checking to see if he’s got a gun on him. He could’ve gotten a shot or two off before his attackers did him in. I’m guessing he missed, since you didn’t step over any bodies on your way to this guy. But he wouldn’t miss you, not at this range. Check the area around him. Then when you open his jacket, check the inside pocket for a bulge that could be a pistol. While attending to him, let your forearm brush over his pants pocket. You should be able to tell if he’s got a gun there. Don’t let your arm linger, that could tip it. Just a casual brush over, then move on. All clear?
At this point he’ll ask you: “Koff! How does it look? Koff! Koff!” If you’re really set on doing this, and are a proponent of the “Any job worth doing is worth doing well” school, you’ll say the following, after looking into his eyes: “It looks … bad.” After saying, “bad,” count one Mississippi in your head (Don’t mouth it either, you simpleton. Try to act like you’ve done this before.), and then punch him in the wound.
Oh, man, is he gonna scream out in mind-bending amounts of pain. It might even catch you off guard, that’s how loud it’s gonna be. You ever crush a cat’s tail under a rocking chair? You’ll want to call that memory up right now, to cleanse your pallet of this one, that’s how bad it’ll be. Like he’s screaming, relieving himself in the john after a long car trip, and crying, all at once.
Forget the wound and just punch him in the head. When you’ve gotten your fill, stop. It’s done. You beat up a defenseless man, proud of yourself? The only other concern you could have at this point is guys coming back to finish the job. If they do, pull the old, “Oh, no you don’t, HE’S MINE” routine.
For the record, years from now, when the woman you love catches you in a lie, and screams out, “I don’t know who you are anymore! It’s like I’ve been living with some stranger!” this is the image of yourself you’re gonna pull up.
Good luck!
HOW TO BEAT UP A GUY WITH A BROKEN HEART
Wow, you don’t give a guy a fucking break, huh? Do you really want to kick a guy when he’s down? Of course you do. That’s when his head is nearest to your foot. You barely have to move it. It’s like maybe eighteen inches from point of origin to point of contact with that noggin. Do it.
Fighting a guy with a broken heart gives you an instant edge. Knowledge of his recent emotional woes will allow you to hit him at will in a vulnerable area he has no way of protecting. An enemy can block a kick, but he cannot block a muttered reference to having seen his ex canoodling with some new guy at the mall. Basically, you’re in possession of your foe’s emotional kryptonite. Use it wisely. To annihilate him.
Hide the fact that you have this kryptonite until you need it most. Then, strike suddenly and without mercy. As he moves in preparing to attack you, under your breath use a made-up word that sounds vaguely like the name of his ex. If her name is “Stacy” say something like, “Bacy.” If he’s holding a weapon, he’ll drop it suddenly. He’ll look at you with suspicious, hurt, eyes. “What did you say?” he’ll inquire. When you clarify that you merely used a different word than the one he’d thought he heard—a word he hadn’t slept with, given three years of his life to, and then discovered in bed with another man—he’ll recover and attempt to hit you again.
This time just utter a mysterious and out of context, “She’s dating again.” He will freeze like a deer who has just been told its ex is dating again.
If he’s picked up his weapon, he’ll drop it again. “What did you say?” he’ll ask, just barely holding back the ocean of wet, hot tears threatening to engulf his seeing orbs. “Oh, no, nothing,” you’ll offer. He’ll relax, just a bit. A nearly imperceptible exhalation, a drooping of the shoulders. The moment this happens you hit him with this: “Wait, didn’t you used to go out with Stacy?”
He won’t say a word, but his body will offer up all the answer you’ll need. Proceed. “It’s just that I ran into her last night, at a thing. She looked great. Really great. Did she used to model? Well, she could have. Also, the guy she was with looked like one, and they tend to pair up, so … She had a new ring, too. A big diamond one on her right finger. Anyway, she looked amazing, have I mentioned that? Although, it could’ve just been the huge smile on her face. She never used to smile, why is that? I mean this was a serious, glowing, contented fill-up-a-whole-room smile you know? Like how the Dalai Lama does it, or those guys who’ve just won the Super Bowl, like that.”
The stream of questions that will now pour out of him will seemingly have no end. Each question will lead into the next, managing to get more urgent and more nonsensical as he goes: “How do you know that? You saw her? Who are you? She said she wasn’t ready for anything—is it you, you son-of-a—has she said anything about me? Am I capable of being loved? Will being alive always have to hurt so much?”
Indulge him for as long as it continues to amuse you. When you’re done, hit him with one more hurtful line: “She probably just hates life’s losers, not you specifically. Just what you represent and failed to accomplish during your time on Earth.” Then when you’re done talking to him, just slap him around until he runs off. You’re basically beating up the tattered, empty husk of what was once a man. This is why you should never open yourself up to anyone, ever, for any reason. Try to keep your heart like that flying sphere with the blades in it from Phantasm.
HOW TO BEAT UP A MAN ON THE RUN FROM THE LAW OUT TO CLEAR HIS NAME
The line, “He’s good … real good,” will always be the best line in whatever movie it’s uttered. That or, “This guy’s a real pro.” Both those lines are mostly about the guy you’re about to fight. He was framed, stripped of everything he’s ever cared about, and then cornered. Instead of giving up—like you or I would’ve—he ran. He ran in a nearly hopeless attempt to clear his own name and return to the people he loves. C’mon! That takes balls. I mean, forget about the danger involved, just from a sheer workload standpoint it’s crazy.
Have you ever seen someone try to clear their name in a movie? IT LOOKS EXHAUSTING. Hour upon hour of reading, usually done in dusty libraries. The Internet makes that easier I guess, but who wants to be online that long? He’s gotta spend like eight hours doing research on top of what he already logs on blogs and Twitter and whatever else he’s into? Plus there are microfilms to compare, photos to develop in subpar conditions, people to talk to. People who don’t want to talk and try to shut the door on you … Ugh, who needs it?!? This guy, that’s who. He’s a regular workhorse. Here’s how you make that work all for naught.
Your first move after locating the man is to call him by his given name. This will throw him off. He won’t believe you were able to see through his clever “shave beard, then frantically cut and dye hair in a dingy motel bathroom,” strategy. “But, I can’t be Greg; Greg has brown hair and mine is recently bleached. Plus, he had a beard!” he’ll say. You might be able to trick him by pausing a moment, before asking, “Greg?” again. If he instinctively answers, “Yes?” he’ll drop the façade, and you’ll have won a tiny moral victory. If not, move on, it’s not important.
Step two is acting like a cop. No need to rent a patrolman’s uniform or stripper cop costume. A simple conservative-looking outfit, like a detective would wear, will suffice. Use the word, “sir,” when speaking to him, but like you kind of hate him at the same time you’re saying it. Try to channel that tone a cop uses when he catches you betting on hobo races. Like that.
You’re trying to trick him into thinking you’re a cop so he’ll waste energy shouting at you, in an attempt to get you to hear him out, instead of preparing a counterattack for the thunder you’re about to rain down. “You’ve got to believe me … I’m telling you, you’re after the wrong man. Bronson Corporation was using cancer to make children’s cribs and I was on to them!” he’ll be crying. Little does he know, however, that you’re actually just here to kick his ass and have zero interest in his overly complicated affairs. But he’ll know soon enough.
If he’s got a manila folder filled with paperwork that he urgently wants to show you, tell him you don’t know how to read. Then, chuckle, tell him you’re “just effing with him,” and take the folder. Dump it out a second floor window. This will shatter his will. All that wasted work and effort. All those shadowy, parking garage interactions with deadbeats, all that running … Oh, the running. Holy shit, I hope he likes running. Did you know that nipple bleeding is more common among those attempting to clear their name than it is among marathon runners? It might be true.
There are two kinds of innocents out to clear their names:
1. The hapless nobody who found himself in the middle of forces greater than he was, who unwittingly stumbled onto a secret and then showed heretofore unknown levels of resourcefulness.
2. Amnesia-stricken killing machines with ice in their veins.
Obviously one of these poses a greater risk than the other.
If he’s the former, skip to the next paragraph. If he’s the latter, well, you’re in for a rough night. But you do have a chance. You need to somehow cause the man to experience flashbacks to his traumatic past. These will hit him like lightning, revealing to him grainy bits of memory chopped up and out of context. A scream here, an underwater struggle there, you know the drill … This won’t be easy, but it can be done. Start by shouting random words. Use the information he tried to show you earlier as a jumping off point. “We know what you did to him,” could work. “They shouldn’t have done what they did,” is a nice, vague statement that shows him you’re on his side and forces him to think about whatever it was they did. Did “they” dump chemicals into a river and then try to drown him in it? Possibly … Did they build a line of playground equipment out of asbestos and lead paint? Could be … Once he starts freaking out, jump him. He’ll be kind of out of it, so you’ll be able to get a few shots in. Even if you can’t finish him, you’ll do a lot of damage.
Now that you’ve softened up the killing machine (or merely engaged the hapless innocent), here’s the good news. HE IS IN ABSOLUTELY NO CONDITION TO FIGHT YOU. He’s barely getting by, stressed out, paranoid, and he’s been coasting on fumes for weeks. Sure, he’s got the strength to continue his mission, but a street fight? No way. He’ll break down almost instantly. He’ll have been eating shitty gas station snack foods for days. (You know what Doritos are good for? The answer isn’t “fueling the human body.”) His back will be weakened from crappy motel room beds. It’ll be over before it starts.
After you knock him out, maybe you’ll feel like turning over all his data to the authorities, so he can clear his name. But it’s up to you, I don’t care one way or the other.
HOW TO BEAT UP A VEGAN WHILE WEARING MEAT GLOVES
This entry might raise an eyebrow or two and rightfully so. This technique, though effective under the right circumstances, is the epitome of a one-trick pony maneuver and is not advisable under most situations. It is a legitimate tactic and it has its place, but be aware of the risks and limitations going in. The meat gloves in no way enhance your offensive capabilities; they are merely there to taunt your opponent. If you think your vegan foe is out of your league without the gloves, do not attempt to fight them with the gloves.
SUPPLIES NEEDED:
2 16-oz. T-bone steaks
3 yards of 8 lb. test fishing line
A black magic marker
A sharp knife
A clean, organized space in which to work
Place your hand onto one of the raw steaks, and spread your fingers as wide as possible. Then, much as you would when making a Thanksgiving “hand turkey,” use the marker to trace the outline of your fingers onto the meat.
Cut the hand shape out of the meat, and then use it to trace the pattern onto the other steak. Now sew the two pieces together using the fishing line. Slip the glove on and you’re all set.
Once your glove has been created, carry it with you whenever you feel you might come into contact with a vegan. Store it in a small mini cooler, just as you would any other piece of raw meat you’re carrying with you on your person as you go about your daily errands. Once you’ve encountered and begun whatever altercation you’re having with the vegan, and it’s clear that things will shortly come to blows, calmly remove your meat glove, put it on, and then open and close your fingers menacingly, while narrowing your eyes at the vegan.
This gambit is ENTIRELY dependent on the following happening: The vegan will see the glove, possibly vomit, and then be so crushed and distraught at the idea you’ve slaughtered an animal merely to make a glove to then use to beat up another animal, that they’ll run away in horror. If this happens … Yeah! You did it!
Now, there’s also a chance—a pretty likely one—that the vegan will have the opposite reaction. The sight of the gloves will not intimidate them but will instead ignite a white-hot rage within them—a rage stoked by the kindling of your insensitive and foolish ploy—that will burn furiously until justice has been served. The vegan will attack until you resemble the meat you once wore, rampaging with the strength of a person unhindered by animal fats and enzymes, calling upon limitless reserves of energy born of many meals of grain and wheat.
Eventually they’ll bury you next to your meat gloves in an adjoining plot. The vegan will cry for both of you during a tasteful ceremony before adjourning for an unsatisfying meal of kale and flax seeds.
Obviously we’re looking for something along the lines of the first scenario, rather than the second. Godspeed.
For some reason, people can’t seem to get enough of these obnoxious, often fur-covered creatures. In fact, the only thing worse than a person is an animal. You think your dad is stupid? Man, he’s a damn genius next to these lumbering cattle. I mean, some of them are literally cattle!
A few of them get extra brain cred for approaching the intelligence level of an uncommonly stupid human child. (Yes, you, dolphins. Oh, wait, that’s right, I just remembered: You can’t read this.) Sometimes, despite all outward appearances of cuddliness, an animal will suddenly turn on a human. What follows is everything you’ll need to turn right back on them. And get yourself a shit-ton of animal pelts. Who knows, that look could come back.
HOW TO BEAT UP A BOXING KANGAROO
Boxing kangaroos are notable for being one of the few animals able to break into actual sports competition, as opposed to merely being the mascot for some other species (usually human) who’s playing a sport. Horseracing is another one, a sport very popular with down-on-their-luck gamblers. Donkeys help out in donkey basketball, as do horses in polo, but more as equipment than as the star. Rest assured if some eight-foot kangaroo knocks out a drunk guy from Dublin, he’s the star and all eyes will be on him—partially to make sure the pugilist isn’t still punching people in the neck in a blind fury—which brings me to this point:
The modifier “boxing” gives you the impression that this creature is skilled in the sweet science. Ha! The very notion is a slap in the face to the sport of boxing. Umm “boxing”? A “boxing” kangaroo, that’s what you’re claiming? Hardly. Correct me if I’m wrong, but all I’ve seen them throw is a jab followed by a right hand, followed by a jab and another right hand, followed by, yup, another jab and another right hand.
I’m sorry, no uppercut? No, range-finding jab followed by a hook? Well, that’s weird. In all the fights I’ve seen involving so-called boxing kangaroos I’ve yet to see even one triple jab/duck under/left hook followed by an uppercut combo. No feints, either. It’s almost as if this kangaroo has no idea what he’s doing, and has zero strategy going in. Like he’s almost just repeating some simple command over and over. I don’t call that boxing, I call it GOING THROUGH THE MOTIONS. Maybe it’s laziness in the gym that’s holding the ’roo back, or maybe an unwillingness to really put in the time and dedication for their chosen profession, or maybe a lack of creativity in the ring, but whatever its root cause, it’s preventing the ’roo from being a true title contender. All the better for you.
The second issue that pops up is, their kangaroo pouch should be illegal. It is clearly not regulation attire. Am I permitted to wear a hoodie, with God-knows-what stashed in the pocket, into the ring? I can’t bring a backpack into the fight, can I?* No. Then the same goes for him. He could have a gun in there! Although, if the pouch is tight enough maybe I could see the outline of the gun through the pouch … but who knows?!? We have no way of knowing whether a particular ’roo has a saggy pouch or a tight pouch or a pouch with another pocket hidden inside it. The technology just isn’t there yet, and until it is, they need to tape that thing closed during the fight. Or turn it inside out like a poor person on line for week-old soup.
Another thing I’ve noticed—these boxing kangaroos are not gentlemen in the ring. One time I saw one who kept punching after the bell! And it only stopped punching when two of its corner men dragged him off. They had to shoot him with a tranq gun.
This happened after almost every round. The exception was after Round 5 when the kangaroo immediately went to a neutral corner and began lapping up some water that had been spilled.
Your opponent has the following weapons in its arsenal. Two mule kick-like punches to punch you with, as well as two kangaroo kick-like kicks to kick you with. I’m not sure which is more lethal, you’d have to ask the ghost of the guy who’s been hit by both. THAT’S HOW LETHAL THEY ARE.
Step One: Avoid the clumsy blows of the ’roo and wait for it to disqualify itself. While this technically counts as a win, since this is a book about “beating things up” not “beating something on a technicality that will count but everyone will know is bullshit and will mark you as a coward,” there’s more.
Step Two: Jump into the ’roo’s pouch. If there’s a hidden weapon in there, one he’d been planning to use on you, grab it and use it ON HIM. If not, just wait in there quietly.
Step Three: Inflate the blow-up body double of yourself that you carry with you at all times.
Step Four: Using your pocketknife (either the blade or the “awl” tool, if your knife has one, or else the toothpick assuming you didn’t lose it within about forty-five seconds of buying your pocketknife) make a tiny hole in the pouch at your eye level. Look out the hole.
Step Five: When you see the ’roo pulling back his arm, preparing to punch you, quickly leap from the pouch! His fist will miss you and land on his own stomach. Thanks to your blow-up double, he’ll assume you’re still in there and will continue to punch himself until he knocks himself out.
Step Six: RUN! That angry crowd of Aussies screaming bloody murder outside the ring will kill you if they get their hands on you! Dolly was the bar’s mascot, and you just made her kill herself!
HOW TO BEAT UP A MONKEY WITH A HAMMER
You beat up a monkey with a hammer the same way you beat up a monkey without a hammer, with one difference. The addition of the extra step: AVOID GETTING HIT IN THE FACE BY THE MONKEY’S HAMMER. Otherwise, it’s identical.
If you do end up taking a full-force, monkey-swung, hammer-shot to the noggin, IMMEDIATELY—regardless of which step of “beating up an unarmed monkey” you are on—STOP. Then go directly to the following step: AVOID A FOLLOW-UP SHOT TO THE FACE FROM THE MONKEY’S HAMMER. This is kind of a big one. If you had to skip a step from the plan, due to time constraints, or whatever, I’d strongly urge you to skip “bow to your monkey opponent” or even “gloat over your defeated monkey rival” before you decided to omit this much more important step.
If this proves impossible and the monkey strikes you once again in the cranium with the wrought-iron hammer swung with centuries of muscle-memory imbued simian might, DO NOT PANIC. That’s crucial … but not as crucial as what I’m about to tell you. PLEASE DO YOUR BEST TO AVOID THE MONKEY’S NEXT HAMMER BLOW. Could we just fucking focus on that? Please? I mean, really, really try.
If he manages to strike you again, in the head region, with that hammer he clearly loooooves swinging so much … um, it’s cool. Totally no big deal. Just shimmy backward away from the monkey on your hands and rear as quickly as you are able. Wipe the blood and tears from your eyes and various head wounds. You’re still in this fight, so remain calm. You can do this, champ!
However, if when looking around you happen to spot a loved one or someone you have urgent business or affairs with, you may want to shout any important information at them. Location of hidden treasures, life insurance policy numbers, etc. If you want. It’s cool, really. I’m just saying, if eye contact is made and there’s an issue there, maybe take care of it?
If the monkey connects again, I’d definitely look over to the loved ones we just talked about. Is one of them a person whom you’ve secretly been in love with but never had the heart to tell? Probably go ahead and tell that person, as fast as you can. And I have to wonder why it didn’t occur to you that a better time to have addressed this would’ve been two days ago, possibly right after you said, “Hey, wanna come watch me kick the shit out of a monkey? You do? Great! No, no, they don’t have hammers, as far as I know.”
If hammer blow number nine connects, you are very quickly running out of blood, brain matter, time, consciousness, and options. Your last and final maneuver should be to quickly scan your loved ones, locate the biggest one, and shout, with your last breath, “Avenge me!!!”
If you have managed to avoid all hammer blows, and you’ve followed the alternate instructions as directed—detailing how you should lure the monkey to a junk yard under the guise of buying cheap car parts—you should look up to see a giant magnet hanging over the monkey’s head. Signal the foreman to activate the magnet.
The hammer will fly from the monkey’s hands toward the magnet. Next to hit the magnet will be his belt buckle, which will cause the monkey’s pants to drop, filling him with either great shame or great pride, depending on the monkey you’ve selected. Finally, the metal fillings in his teeth will cause him to hit the magnet and remain caught there. Once again signal the foreman and he’ll lower the magnet to ground level. Now pummel the monkey stuck to the magnet as you would a speed bag.
Types of hammers commonly favored by hammer-wielding monkeys.
THINGS TO THINK ABOUT WHEN YOU’RE BEING PUNCHED, TO TAKE YOUR MIND OFF THE FACT THAT YOU’RE GETTING PUNCHED
Think of it as mental training, to help you stay positive. If you just dwell on the fact that someone is punching you, you’ll never turn things around and win the fight.
1. Rainbows … why are they so dumb?
2. Did I leave the oven on?
3. Would I find this person who is punching me attractive, were we meeting under different circumstances? Is this person more of a fling or the marrying-type? OMG!
4. Does the ’80s TV show Manimal hold up? Or did I love it just because I was seven and seven is the age at which there is no bad version of a show about a man who can shape-shift into a panther?
5. Would yelling, “Wait, time-out!” be respected by this person who is punching me?
HOW TO BEAT UP AN ALLIGATOR
It seems lately like any chaw-spitting rube with the ability to discern the business end of a gator from the pleasure end (ask me later) is capable of quickly incapacitating one. Said rube sneaks up on it from behind like a coward, grabs the gator’s clamped mouth and then tapes it shut, bags it, etc. Big deal. I don’t know about you, but that’s not how I’ve always dreamed of kicking the shit out of a gator. I mean, if you’re comfortable with forever having an asterisk next to your alligator fight, fine by me. Knowing people are gonna see that mark, then follow it to read something like. “Oh, by the way, I totally cheated by sneaking up on the alligator, and there was zero honor associated with my victory, just an FYI.” That’s cool.
Hey, maybe you’ll get lucky—lots of people never even read the footnotes. I know I don’t.* Who’s got the time? I’ll see that asterisk, drop down the page, then quickly scan the lower right margin before coming to my senses and realizing, “This is dumb! Who cares! A second ago I was reading and now I’m on some sort of scavenger hunt? They couldn’t have just parenthetically relayed the information?”
Trust me, you don’t want any part of that shit. I know you might not be able to relate to what I’m saying, yet. But someday, when the time comes for you to walk a mile in my shoes, you’ll be damn glad to look down and see that you’re wearing alligator-skin boots.
Tools needed: standard automobile jack, can-do attitude, nerves of whatever is harder than steel, or, if necessary, steel.
Approach him from behind and clear your throat loudly. Or circle him while muttering, “Well, well … and so it begins.” Now that you’ve alerted him to your presence like a gentleman, everything from here on out is fair game. He should turn and lunge. Avoid his first bite attempt. As his mouth opens after snapping shut, leap up into the air and toward his open mouth using a headfirst flip. If done properly, you’ll land in his mouth, safely behind his teeth and in total darkness.
Don’t panic. Remove your auto jack, place it on the bottom of his mouth, then use it to crank his mouth open. Now that you can see, step on the beast’s tongue while pulling on the end of it, stretching it out like a rubber band. Now begin plucking the tongue as if it were a stand-up bass. Part of me thinks this is a dick move (you’ve already got him, why humiliate him further), but part of me thinks that, regardless of the circumstances, the creation of music is a wonderful thing that should be cherished and encouraged … and I’d like to believe that deep down in his reptilian heart, the alligator feels the same way, and would understand.
When you’re done playing, while still inside, punch the roof of the creature’s mouth. His eyes will spin back into his head like slot machine reels, finally stopping to reveal two dollar signs at which point he’ll vomit up a wave of shiny gold coins that will lift you up and out of his mouth, depositing you to safety several yards away. Dust yourself off and help yourself to however many coins you can carry! He won’t need it. As we all know, gold is worthless in alligator heaven.
HOW TO BEAT UP A BARBERSHOP GORILLA
The first question I should answer is: What is a barbershop gorilla?
When I was kid I went to this ’50s style, slightly grizzled, salt-o’-the-earth-type barber. His name was John, though I can’t recall “John” ever being used without the “the Barber” tacked on to the end of it. This guy was what you’d call a loud-talking, yarn-spinner. I’m tempted to say he was a man’s man, but a more accurate description would be that he’s the man who cuts the man’s man’s hair.
Apparently I hated getting my hair cut. I’d whine and cry and refuse to go, and cause a headache for all involved. They tell me it was because I was a brat who didn’t know how to behave, but I’d like to believe it’s because I knew that my hair already looked awesome and needed no improvement. Anyway, for some reason I didn’t mind John’s barbershop. I actually wanted to go there. It smelled like sawdust though none was visible, and there was always a stack of comics in the waiting area. Sure, they were Archie comics but that still beat the stale copies of Elle magazine at my mom’s hair salon. All that was nice, but John’s affable manner and tall tales were the main attraction.
One day John told me that he had a pet snake in the back room. I think I was going through the typical kid’s “I like snakes!” phase (after dinosaurs, before wolves) and this was probably the result of that. My reaction was, of course: “No way! You do not! That’s impossible … Can I see it!?” No, he’s sleeping, was the reply. John claimed it slept on a pile of the shop’s hair clippings, ate local dogs, and was the biggest snake on Earth. I asked if it was a boa constrictor, since that was a snake I knew of. The answer: “No, it’s bigger, it’s an anaconda.” Bigger than the boa constrictor?!? “Um, there’s no way that the giant snake you have in the back of the barbershop, that sleeps on hair and eats dogs, is somehow bigger than a boa. How dumb do you think I am?”
I’d never heard of an anaconda and when I went home, cracked open the encyclopedia and saw a picture of this giant snake, which was, in fact, billed as the “world’s biggest snake” I started to believe him. I mean, I’d never heard of it and here it was in the encyclopedia! He must be telling the truth, right?
After a few haircuts and much pestering to see the creature, John told me that the snake had been beaten up and eaten by … a gorilla. The gorilla was his new, equally reclusive and prone to daytime sleeping, pet. All haircut long I’d stare at the crack under the door, eyes locked, looking for his shadow to pass by. I never saw one, but if I had, I’m sure that it would’ve convinced me the ape was real … despite the fact that the presence of someone in the backroom of a barbershop is hardly scientific proof of the existence of a gigantic, eerily quiet gorilla.
Many years later, as a wiser and fully grown man, I understand that those stories were probably just him messing with some silly kid. It’s unlikely he was telling the truth, it’s borderline impossible and probably nothing but bullshit. I know that. However …
I can’t afford to take that chance. I can’t afford to just go ahead and assume that’s the case. ’Cause if I did? I’d be a fool. I’d be putting at risk countless men and boys just looking to get a safe, gorilla-free haircut, and I’d deserve whatever fate befell me at the hairy hands of this ape to best all apes.
No. I must prepare for all scenarios and situations. Maybe that wide-eyed kid knew something, sensed something we no longer can, as adults. No, for the purposes of our training, that ape was real … and he must pay, the same as anyone else. With an ape-sized ass whooping.
Here’s how you beat that impeccably groomed gorilla with the oddly trendy haircut and close shave. Oh, you don’t think he was taking advantage of all the free haircuts he could scam from John? I bet that was the bargain the two struck. He probably said, “Listen, ape. You hang out here and let me spin yarns of your great exploits, if anyone ever tries to break in and rob me, you step in. For that, you get all the free cuts you’d ever want. We’re talking everything. Shampoo, perms, highlights, the works!”
So, we know the ape is larger than a normal ape, and we know the ape is incredibly vain. The years of primping and styling in that mirror-filled room have changed him. He’s … a fancy ape. His hair needs to be just-fucking-so; he don’t care how long it takes. If you had your own personal chef for a year, you’d get pretty damn picky about your food, right? Same principle applies here.
This ape thinks he’s better than you.
When that simian bursts through the door, regardless of whether your haircut is done, calmly wave the barber off … and wait. Remain calm as the ape bears down on you. When he’s five feet away, jump up, flinging the protective poncho outward, in his direction. The hair will momentarily blind him. Then, remove the poncho, pull that little white strip of paper off your neck, and put up your dukes.
When he regains his sight, you leap in with a wide hook, and clip him right on that big monkey jaw. He won’t expect it. He’ll stagger for a second. Then, you reach up with both hands and muss up that pretty head of hair of his. He’s going to freak out. He’ll grab a comb, go over to the mirror, and attempt to fix his coif. Punch him in the kidneys while he’s facing the mirror. He’ll be too transfixed by his hair to see you. When the shot lands he’ll turn and come for you but you’ll muss his hair up again, causing him to again forget you and return to the mirror. Repeat this until he’s had enough.
Return to the chair and finish that cut. No need to neglect your grooming just ’cause of a little fight with a monkey. Tip the barber double on your way out.
HOW TO BEAT UP A TYRANNOSAURUS REX AND ACTOR MARK WAHLBERG
I can already hear your confused questions: “Wait, what? Why the hell is this happening? Do Mark Wahlberg and this dinosaur know each other? Or did they just meet up here randomly a minute ago? And why do they want to fight me? Is this a dream? What do Mark Wahlberg and this dinosaur do together when they’re not trying to fight me?
“Did Mark Wahlberg summon this thing from the past with a time machine? Or merely discover a dino egg that he then nurtured with love and tenderness, until it hatched out from under him and the specially made ‘dino-egg nest pillow’ he’d been squatting on?”
The answers are: DON’T WORRY ABOUT IT. You’ve got a creature with a walnut-size brain to fight, and he’s got a dinosaur with him. Honestly, it really doesn’t matter why. Let’s just say they like each other’s company and connect on some level. Now, the only tool you’ll need for this fight is a toaster with an extra-long extension cord. Plug it in and set it aside, it’ll come into play later. Tackle Wahlberg first. A quick glance at the threat he poses can seem daunting, due to the following:
1. He’s from Boston, which is very impressive to people from Boston.
2. He often wears a leather jacket. (This tells you he’s no nerd, otherwise he’d be wearing glasses, like nerds do, and not a leather jacket, like nerds clearly don’t do.)
3. His level of physical conditioning is unknown. (Does anyone know if he works out? I’ve never heard anything about that.) And—
4. His greatest weakness (an inability to avoid movies, projects, and endeavors that are terrible) is not something that can be exploited in a physical encounter.
However he’s actually not that big of a threat. To begin, FLIP BOTH OF THEM OFF, then immediately take off running toward a heavily wooded, rain forest-type area. The ’saur will quickly lose sight of you, but ’berg will pursue enthusiastically. Once you’re far enough into the underbrush, turn and confront him.
Step one in defeating Mark? You’ve got to trick him into putting on a cow costume. Now, there are many ways to do this, as you’ve no doubt seen documented on plenty of Web sites. However, for those of you too lazy to google, “Mark Wahlberg, cow costume, trick him into it,” I’d say the easiest way to do it is to, on the spot, quickly churn out a horrendous screenplay starring a cow, and then offer to let him audition once he puts on the costume.
I know what you’re thinking: “I’m not a writer … The script will be unreadable. He’s probably going to know it sucks, etc.” My answers, in order: “I know, it will, and he really won’t.” Trust me, as an expert on fighting, and a guy who saw Max Payne, it will work. As he’s demonstrated over the past decade, for whatever reason, Wahlberg is unable to discern the quality of a script before buying, filming, and then appearing in it. ONLY THEN, AND NOT A MOMENT BEFORE. Oh, he might suspect it’s bad, he may even make a sarcastic remark, but he WILL proceed with the audition (and then produce and star in it, if you were to let him, but it won’t get that far).
Just grab a large leaf off a tree, and using mud, begin scrawling things on the leaf. Random words, bits of songs you remember, something your uncle once told you, it doesn’t matter. Hand the leaves to him as you finish them. At some point while he’s reading he’ll probably say, “Damn … this is some good shit you got here. What did you say you did for a living?” Just ignore him and insist he jump to the part where he has to don a cow-suit.
Once Wahlberg puts on the suit, have him follow you back into the open. Tempt him with: “Mark, I think I saw a ‘set’ or ‘moving picture machine’ over this way,” where the waiting T. rex will devour him …
Step one complete.
Now deal with the dinosaur. I can already see you skipping ahead. “T. rex? That’s easy, I just trick it into putting on a cow-suit, then wait for a bigger T. rex to come along and eat it, right? Or maybe I find some new, even bigger monster, then trick the T. rex into a giant costume of whatever it is the bigger thing eats!”
Um … no. Don’t be stupid. Most T. rex don’t care about acting. Those that do are far better at telling a good script from a bad script than Mark Wahlberg.
The Tyrannosaurus rex (known as the “thunder lizard” due to its habit of frolicking in grassy meadows during rainstorms) is easily the most violent, bloodthirsty predator ever to earn the adoration of children the world over. You’re going to be disappointing many, many children with what you’re about to do, just know that.
Take out a second cow-suit and using pantomime, reveal to the lizard that he just ate his buddy, Mark Wahlberg, and not some random, vaguely suspicious-looking cow with a human face that stood on two legs. He will shed a massive dino tear that will roll off of him, shaking the ground on impact. Grab the toaster you’ve set aside and hurl it into the tear-pond now at the creature’s feet. The beast will be instantly electrocuted. Done!
Urgent warning: Now that you’ve beaten the creature, you’re going to be tempted to treat yourself. PLEASE, though we all know it’d be delicious, resist the urge to make yourself a plate of celebratory toast. That toaster is still electrified and could prove fatal.
The ultimate, most prized, and cherished evolution of the lowly human. Whether they did something great, or something truly awful, matters little. They have achieved the pinnacle. Having attained this position, after a brief period of bliss, the rest of the humans will seek to tear down the “celebrity.” They do it metaphorically. We don’t.
HOW TO BEAT UP DAVID HASSELHOFF
Ah, but which Hasselhoff to target? The ’80s designer jean wearing, hunk-throb “Michael Knight”? The ’90s swimsuited and slow-motion version from Baywatch? Or the current, bloated version probably mere moments away from some new public calamity? The only way to cover all your bases (rebel bases—Star Wars reference) is to game plan for the best Hasselhoff imaginable—a supercharged Hasselhoff, comprised of every era’s Hoff, in possession of the very best qualities of all the diverse characters he’s played over the years. And he’ll have a talking car.
TARGET PROFILE
PHYSICAL ATTRIBUTES:
David will have the extra lung capacity and endurance required of a Malibu-certified lifeguard, the caginess and wherewithal of an operative of the Foundation for Law and Government (the organization that David’s character worked for on the show Knight Rider), and the uh, propensity for poor decision making and wildly inappropriate behavior of the current David Hasselhoff.
WEAPONS/GEAR:
His fight attire will consist of the leather jacket worn during the filming of Knight Rider, granting him a greater-than-average resistance to body punches and brass knuckle attacks on the areas covered by the jacket. He will also be wearing the skimpy red shorts from Baywatch, granting him increased mobility and flexibility below the waist. Perfect for kicking and then leaping gracefully out of harm’s way.
David will be wearing a watch capable of summoning a talking car. Specifically, KITT (Knight Industries Two Thousand). Not, like, any talking car that happens to be in the vicinity. That would be ridiculous.
VEHICLE:
A talking car. KITT has the ability to “micro jam” certain electronic and mechanical equipment, so don’t plan on using your cell phone during the fight. In fact, never plan on using your cell phone during a fight, even when not facing a talking car with jamming technology. Not for any strategic reason, it’s just rude. If you’re punching a man in the face when your cell buzzes, glance at it quickly, turn it off, apologize, then resume battering him in the neck and head region.
KITT has the ability to “turbo boost” into the air. He sometimes uses this to slam through chain-link fences. He’s also virtually indestructible. If David is able to retreat to the safe confines of KITT’s impenetrable interior, the battle will have been lost. That being said, super or not, he’s still just a car. Just, you know, plan to battle David somewhere a car can’t follow. Basically, anywhere that’s not a road or highway.
As soon as the battle begins, begin throwing kicks to Hasselhoff’s exposed legs. Target those gams and let loose with all you’ve got. I’ve probably seen every Hasselhoff fight committed to film and I’ve yet to see anyone try to kick him in the legs. That and the fact that they are totally unprotected, tells me that’s your path to victory.
At some point he will grow angry and resort to utilizing his secret weapon. You see, David Hasselhoff is capable of harnessing an incredible superpower that grants him a 50 percent greater resistance to injury and increases both his strength and likelihood of vomiting. He transforms via a magic bottle, or sometimes a small metal flask. If he drinks from the elixir, he will transform, like Popeye the sailor man, into a much more dangerous foe. With that power will also come recklessness and a greater chance for David to make an error in judgment. His face will redden, and his voice will crack like thunder, as he bellows at you. Raging like a furious sea except a man and not a sea, this shows—much like the puffer fish, expanding to scare off attackers—an indication that Hasselhoff is fading and attempting to scare you off before collapsing. Stay the course, and continue leg kicking him.
After he’s done, take his communicator watch. If you can do a halfway decent Hasselhoff impression maybe you can trick KITT into thinking you’re him and he’ll take you for a ride. Might be fun.
HOW TO BEAT UP PATTON OSWALT
(with a rebuttal from Patton)
I’ve spent many years in the backs of various comedy clubs, watching and enjoying Patton as he performs. Or have I? Was I watching his hilarious comedy? Or was I secretly scouting him for an inevitable battle? Well, both, I guess. I mean, c’mon, he’s really funny and sometimes that made it hard to focus on just scouting him. But scout I did.
Now, for all those years, was Patton just walking onstage and grabbing a mic? Or was he really showing me a weakness for exposing his ribs when utilizing his right hand? Did he just simply pick up and drop the mic stand to emphasize a certain punch line? Or did he reveal his ability to torque his whole body to get great leverage when delivering a downward blow? Was he telling an enthralling tale about a time-travel visit to meet George Lucas before the Star Wars prequels or was he?… Actually, yeah, I think that’s all he was doing there. I just started listening to the bit for that one. It’s pretty great. You should check it out. The point is, I’ve done my homework.
Here’s what makes him so dangerous. Patton was a nerd growing up and so he possesses the nerd’s tenacity and toughness. Pain, abuse, misery—these are no strangers to the nerd. The nerd learns to live with these harsh elements, eventually embracing them and making them their own, a process that toughens one far beyond the comprehension of any mere jock or burnout. Fortunately, I, too, was a nerd, and so have a similar iron core of nerd strength to call upon.
Another factor is his well-documented love of comic books. Big deal, you say? Well what that means is this man has studied the moves and combat techniques of the greatest warriors of all-time. Gods, heroes, barbarian kings—he’s privy to all of their combined knowledge. He knows how The Batman was able to go toe-to-toe with Superman in The Dark Knight Returns. He knows how a smaller, weaker, gray Hulk was able to defeat a much more powerful Thing during Peter David’s run on The Incredible Hulk. Oswalt knows the hat size of the Stilt-Man’s butler’s wife. Oswalt knows this and more …
The way to beat Oswalt is mentally, not physically. When you can make your foe angry, and force him to fight with rage rather than intelligence, he’ll make mistakes. But how to anger him? Well, knowing Patton to also be a huge movie buff, I’d say the best way is to sneak into a theater screening a movie he loves (The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly?), and then talk loudly during the movie. Enter after Oswalt’s taken his seat, then sit four rows behind him. As soon as the lights dim, begin chortling, chatting, and making mundane observations aloud, such as: “Hey! That looks like Clint Eastwood. Is he in this? Does this one got the monkey in it? Right turn, Clyde! Haw haw!” After a few unheeded shushes, Oswalt will become enraged.
As he approaches you in the near darkness, signal the theater owner (who you’ve bribed earlier) to switch the film from the Eastwood classic to an old episode of According to Jim. Oswalt’s rage will increase tenfold, his blood will boil, his eyes will fog over in a haze of fury … and you’ve got him. Fight him using basic suburban strip mall karate—a martial art he’d have never deemed worthy of knowing about, and thus, is unprepared for.
Over the course of researching and writing this book, I shared this entry with Pattern Oswalt himself, who very kindly offered the following reply:
PATTON OSWALT’S REBUTTAL
Kevin should have made this entry fifty pages longer. Anything to delay his ever meeting me. I know the Bleeding Lotus. I learned it from Tom Arnold. That’s all you need to know. Seccia is living on borrowed time.
—Patton Oswalt
3/15/10
HOW TO BEAT UP JON HAMM
(with a rebuttal from Jon)
Jon Hamm is known for playing the dapper Don Draper on Mad Men, as well as doing a phenomenal job on NBC’s 30 Rock, but mainly for being God’s gift to the sighted. And not just any gift, mind you. Hamm is like that one huge gift that your parents got you that they made you count as both a birthday and Christmas gift, that’s how big it was. His face is like the working train set and pony, COMBINED, of God’s gifts.
Jon Hamm, as funny as he is, and as great an actor as he is, will—when all is said and done—be primarily known for having made the state of being blind that much worse. THAT, will be his legacy. There are blind dudes getting Jon Hamm’s ruggedly intense, open and yet inscrutable, features described to them right now by swooning, puppy-love-stricken doctors and nurses across the land: “Carl, listen to me. Picture a mix of Cary Grant and Adonis carved from a block of whatever dreams are made of, combined with a smile that melts lead, the photo that comes up when you google ‘stupidly handsome,’ and the healthy, ruddy glow of a man who may have gone mountain climbing just that morning … Now double the handsomeness. You see what I’m describing? Good. That man is an ogre compared to Jon Hamm. Now get out of my sight.” And those blind eyes are shedding tears any sighted man would be proud of.
Other factors:
1. He’s an actor, which normally wouldn’t present too much of a problem, BUT, he’s got the distinction of being on the best drama on TV and then, when it struck his fancy, he appeared on by far the best comedy on TV, 30 Rock, and owned the shit out of that, too. Oh, what about sketch comedy, you say? Well, he has had three critically acclaimed hosting stints on SNL (Sonoma’s Nightly Laughtermath) but also on NBC’s long-running Saturday Night Live. That being the case there is no reason he couldn’t transition that drive and ability into also becoming a phenomenal fighter, if he so chose. Drama and comedy are easily as far apart as acting tough and legit tough, so do not take him lightly. The reality is, it would take him at least a few months to do this, so you must strike before he begins serious training.
2. He plays Don Draper and so is capable of harnessing the malevolent fury of a man in search of answers, meaning, and alcohol. The character is also a silver-tongued charm-machine so be aware that he could at any point talk you out of wanting to fight him, even mid-fight. His job is selling people and he could easily sell you on the idea of letting him hit you in the face while you hand him the contents of your wallet.
Here’s how you beat up Jon Hamm. Not sure if it’s come up, but he’s a handsome guy. Go for his face, it’s his prize, and he’ll try to protect it. You’re saying, “Big deal we all have a face and the face is usually the main target in a fight.” No offense, ugly, but we don’t have a face like his. We’re talking world-class handsome coming to bear here. He’s walking around with two million dollars hanging out up there. Picture yourself wearing a glimmering diamond necklace (don’t worry, it’s tasteful) when some guy steps up trying to attack you. Your first instinct will be to protect the necklace.
So you go to the body. Even after your plan is clear, and you’ve landed a few shots to his ribs, he’ll still be nervous about exposing an opening and possibly getting a broken nose. Picture fighting Michelangelo’s David if it were sentient and aware of how precious and expensive it was. He’d be pretty wary of you chipping him, right? (By the way, David is DISGUSTING compared to Jon Hamm. He’d wilt and turn brown like a Meerschaum pipe, if even exposed to Hamm.) You feint the head and he’ll bring that guard right back up to protect it. That’s when you whack the ribs. Use hooks, jabs, and when in close, knees, all thrown to the body. Repeat until he eventually drops. You’ve probably just become the target of misguided women the globe over, for marring the man they’d expected to one day have angry sex with, but on the plus side, you beat up Jon Hamm!
JON HAMM’S REBUTTAL
I’ve never lost a fight to a guy named “Kevin,” and I can’t imagine you’d be the first.
—Love,
Jonathan Daniel Hamm
7/28/10
HOW TO BEAT UP ZACH GALIFIANAKIS
(with a rebuttal from Zach)
Zach Galifianakis is a super-funny comedian turned movie star. He hails from a place called North Carolina, where he now owns a farm. A farm whose chief crop is apparently ridiculous beards. Zach, despite international film stardom, resembles a … Well, picture a cop who went undercover as a hobo, whose squad then completely forgot about him for a period of several weeks. Okay, now, you see the actual hobo sitting next to him? That’s Zach.
Zach on a good day looks like he should be carving furniture out of tree stumps in a quaint New England storefront. Or selling homemade soap he makes from flax seed and otter sweat.
Other factors. Based on what I know of Zach, I’d guess that he is into some ridiculous, possibly antiquated sport like handball or squash. Or badminton, yeah I bet he likes playing badminton with a detached smirk. Is dropping food onto sweaters a sport? If it is, he does that, too.
Also, Zach is Greek. So if he presents you with a large wooden horse as a gift, it probably means he forgot about your birthday and just got it last minute at some airport gift shop. What a dick.
Zach is not a fighter, but should you need to dispatch him, this is how. The source of Zach’s comedy and heretofore untapped fighting abilities, is his ubiquitous piano. Destroy the piano and you destroy Zach. Approach him as he sits behind the piano. First, target the stick thing that holds up the piano lid. Break the stick, sending the lid crashing down. The loud noise will give you an edge by frightening Zach. Then do that thing where you slam the, uh, wooden thing that covers the keys down onto Zach’s hands. I’m pretty sure I saw a cartoon mouse do this once. Now, other than the fact that I’m a moron with a depressingly simplistic grasp on the parts of a piano, what else do we know? We know that Zach is seated, not standing, so adjust your punches accordingly. Alternate between punching Zach and the piano.
Also … the beard. Besides delivering a preposterous amount of jaded irony, the beard acts as a defense. The bushiness absorbs most of the force from your punches. I’ve also heard rumors that he keeps a handgun stashed in there. Avoid the beard’s defenses by targeting the forehead. His brittle Greek form will fall apart after a few blows like week-old souvlaki.
ZACH GALIFIANAKIS’S REBUTTAL
Kevin,
I am not a fighter. Here is a quote I heard at a wedding once:
The pearly treasures of the sea,
The lights that spatter heaven above,
More precious than these wonders are
My heart-of-hearts filled with your love.
The ocean’s power, the heavenly sights
Cannot outweigh a love filled heart.
And sparkling stars or glowing pearls
Pale as love flashes, beams and darts.
So, little, youthful maiden come
Into my ample, feverish heart
For heaven and earth and sea and sky
Do melt as love has melt my heart.
—Zach Galifianakis
5/30/10
HOW TO BEAT UP BELOVED ACTOR TOM HANKS
What is wrong with you? No one should beat up Tom Hanks. By all accounts he is the sweetest, kindest human man to ever live. He’s far too gentlemanly, far too dignified, topped-to-the-brim as he is with Americana and aw-shucks appeal (perhaps even a dash of down-home-iness*) to engage in such a barbaric ritual. He’ll leave that to the less-evolved creatures—namely, you, me, and everyone else.
Not only should no one be attempting to beat up Tom Hanks, but Tom Hanks should not be attempting to beat up anyone else. Neither the punchee nor the puncher should Tom Hanks be. In fact, I don’t think he should even be anywhere near any sort of fisticuffs situation. (Fistuation? If you nodded “no” to yourself, you are correct.) Ever. Not in any capacity.
Okay, let’s say an omnipotent alien-being comes down from the stars with a special freeze ray, uses it to imprison Tom Hanks in a Captain Kirk-like battle zone, and then says to me: “Um, listen to me, he’s going to be involved in just such a fighting scenario, in some way, and you’ve got to choose how … or else.” What would I do?
I’d say okay, he’s going to be the guy who enters as the two combatants start to brawl (at this point, let’s say one of the combatants is me) and grabs them both by the collars and orders them to “Knock it off.” He tells the other guy to “Run on home,” and then dusts me off a bit before asking, “Now, what was all that fighting stuff about?” At this point I’d tearfully explain the whole thing and Tom would tell a story. About what, I don’t know. After all, I’m no Tom Hanks. But it would brighten my mood, put everything—including the rest of my life—in perspective, and it would probably involve an astronaut, or a rusty tractor that everyone had given up on.
To sum up. No one should beat up Tom Hanks.
Or at least that’s where I was. Then I thought about it again. All of that applies to the Tom Hanks we have today. Who’s to say what kind of Tom Hanks we’ll have tomorrow? A Tom Hanks gone rogue? A Tom Hanks unchecked by the rest of humanity, free to run roughshod over all we’ve built and achieved? I’m not saying he has it in him or that it will definitely happen. The Tom Hanks of today gives us no indication of a ruthless, ironfisted and most likely goateed Tom Hanks crushing humanity under his boot heel. Have you seen the movie, The Manchurian Candidate? I haven’t. Sorry, just wondering. I’ve ALWAYS wanted to see that movie. I’ll get back to Tom Hanks now.
I’d hate to think of what would happen were I to suddenly perish and take all my Tom Hanks fighting know-how to the grave with me. The knowledge of that would be a terrible cross to bear … I mean, granted, I’m already dead in this scenario so I probably wouldn’t be too concerned, but you get my meaning. If there’s even a small chance my ghost will be forced to wander the Earth trying to set things right, I’d rather just pass on the information now.
Warning: This is for emergency use only. At least three others should be witness to and in agreement regarding Tom Hanks’s rogue status before any one of you should attempt to take him down.
His weakness … is his giant heart. Literally, his heart is the size of an enormous pumpkin. It occupies the majority of his upper body and chest region. Any blow to that area will hurt him like an actual punch to his heart would. Good luck … and may God have mercy on your soul for punching Tom Hanks.
HOW TO BEAT UP GEORGE CLOONEY
George Clooney might not seem like a difficult foe—handsome, Hollywood movie star, getting on in years—but nothing could be further from the truth. (Okay, that’s not exactly accurate—many, many statements have indeed been “further from the truth” than the idea that George Clooney would be easy to beat up. In fact, I’d say most statements made on a daily basis would fall into this category. My apologies. Sometimes hyperbole can be intoxicating.)
Clooney has one weapon that most opponents do not, a limitless pool of charm and charisma capable of knocking you off your mission before you’ve even realized what’s happened. Regardless of your resolve, his charm is so powerful there’s a very real risk of him distracting you by merely asking you something seemingly innocuous, like if your sweater is new or if you found Rhode Island to your liking on your last visit.
In the hands of someone less charming these questions would be just that, questions. Harmless queries you could choose to answer, or not, before throwing a punch … but not here. His affable, good-natured, easygoing charm in asking those question will send you off into peals of giggles, blushes, and awkward attempts to return his banter-ish volley. Then he’ll walk off with a twinkle in his eye after laying down a quick, firm, big brother-ish grasp on your shoulder, and you’ll stand there smiling like an idiot for twenty minutes. YOU’VE GOT TO FOCUS. You must be committed to fighting him. It is very easy to get distracted and lost in his suave-alanche. He’ll dazzle you off your task without even trying.
Don’t believe me?
Remember that scene in Out of Sight? The one where he’s funny and breezy and effortlessly cool. You know, EVERY SCENE HE’S IN. And then that one where he’s on the elevator and he sees Jennifer Lopez and … Man that was awesome. I don’t even like Jennifer Lopez. She’s clearly terrible, and yet, you see Clooney pining for her and you’re like: “Shit, he likes her? Who the fuck am I to go against Clooney’s opinion in matters involving ladies? Maybe I better take a second look.” And you do, and she’s still kinda “who cares” but the fact that he’s selling it and you’re buying the whole star-crossed lovers thing makes you like him even more …
Hey, remember that Esquire article where he shows up at that reporter’s house, grabs an apron, and makes him dinner in his own kitchen and then calls the guy’s mother on the phone to explain to her why her son decided to become a writer rather than go to medical school and why that was okay? Wow, right?
And what’s with him always looking like someone combined tweed, deer pheromones, and a lock of Cary Grant’s hair—and then used that substance to custom-tailor a suit for him? He looks great, is what I’m saying. I mean, if you told me a scientist had isolated the “dapper” gene, I’d half expect to look into the microscope to see a million tiny Clooney heads smiling up at me. I really would. Then, another time I saw him on—
Shit, it’s happening! I got so distracted by how cool he is I forgot the whole point of all this! I wanted to tell you about his last talk show appearance! When he walked out he passed by one of those fake plastic plants they have to decorate the set, and the plant actually leaned in to hug Clooney as he walked by! I swear. I think Clooney’s charm actually bestowed sentience onto a plastic plant! Then, Clooney winked and crops grew on a barren desert and …
HOW TO BEAT UP STEVEN SEAGAL
If you’re reading a book that promises to teach you how to beat up anything, it’s a pretty good bet you need no introduction to Steven Seagal. In fact, if you bought this book and it didn’t include a section on Steven Seagal, you’d have deserved to get your money back. Well, here’s that section. And luckily for you the answer to the question of how to beat up Seagal isn’t: “Be Jean-Claude Van Damme.”
A big weapon for Seagal is his mystique and badass reputation. Some forge their rep in the hard-fought fields of battle. Others by appearing in movies showing the hard-fought fields of battle. Seagal did it the second way. Over the years Seagal has managed to dispatch everyone from an actor portraying a Jamaican drug dealer, to a guy pretending to be a ninja assassin.
His actual real world fight credentials are impressive, too. He’s a master of aikido as well as a man who claims to be a police deputy in Louisiana. I don’t know why, when deciding to claim to be something, you wouldn’t aim higher—say, “captain of crime-killing” or “lieutenant of the U.S.A.” I suppose it’s to make it more believable, but I’m not sure the law enforcement position exists that I’d believe Seagal has held—secretly, mind you—for years, that we are only now hearing about after his ill-advised, reality show. His Wikipedia page also lists him as the founder of Steven Seagal Enterprises. Who better, I ask? Still, aikido is a real martial art and he is a worthy foe.
Seagal is dangerous and well schooled, but he’s slowed down quite a bit in recent years. I’m not sure I’ve seen him run on camera since the early ’90s and that was in slo-mo. It wasn’t shot that way, he just ran slowly. A stick-and-move approach with lots of in-and-out movement would work well with him. The key to this fight is range. Staying just out of range and forcing him to come to you. Even at his peak, he never utilized many kicks or high-flying tactics, mainly armlocks, wristlocks, and punches. Short-range stuff. So you’d be safe at a mid-range. However, that still leaves him an opportunity to get lucky with a stray shot that catches you as you are stepping back. That’s why I’d recommend dropping the “stick” and just moving.
This is where Seagal’s habit of employing a withering one-liner just prior to dispatching a foe, stops making him look super-cool and leads to his defeat. Here’s an example of one of his pre-fight, verbal jabs:
“I’m gonna take you to the bank … The blood bank!”
It kind of doesn’t make sense, but it has the word “blood” in it. I guess that works. Oddly, in the film Hard to Kill, he delivers this line to a corrupt politician whose catchphrase is: “You can take that to the bank.” However, the politician’s not even in the same room with him in the scene. He says it while watching the guy’s TV commercial. That seems like a waste. Maybe he just likes to hear them out loud, to see how they flow, and he later used it to the man’s face, in a scene that was cut from the film. Right?
Anyway, he will deliver his one-liner in his trademark low rumble of a voice. When he does, instead of rushing toward his fist with your chin out, begin stepping to your left, his right.
Then unleash your own one-liner, in answer to his: “Great, because I need to make a deposit. I’m gonna deposit my fist on your face!”
He’ll reply with: “Your mouth is writing checks your ass can’t cash. That’s called fraud, where possible penalties kick in. Side kick … in.”
You’ll say: “Actually, the bank’s closed for the holiday. It’s Punch-a-Ponytailed-Douchebag Day.”
SEAGAL: “That’s not a nationally recognized holiday … and when I’m done with you, not even your own family will recognize you.”
YOU: “You ever see that movie Death Takes a Holiday? Because that day ain’t today, and you’re gonna meet him.”
SEAGAL: “Good. He’s first, then you’re next … and it’ll be your neck … on the line. Hung out to dry, on that line … And there’ll be hell to pay.”
YOU: “He doesn’t live in hell, you’re thinking of the Devil not Death. Now let me introduce you to the devil you don’t know (gesture to fist)… this is Harry.”
SEAGAL: “Not nice to meet you Harry. They say idle hands are the devil’s playground … But playtime is over…”
At this point, you’ll notice Seagal is slightly winded from walking in a circle and delivering menacing lines for the past five minutes. Keep him going. This is how you wear him out. Low impact aerobics that he doesn’t realize he’s doing. He will not last.
SEAGAL: “They say the devil is in the details … The ‘they’ who said it? I murdered them. Now it’s your turn.”
YOU: “That’s … all you came up with for ‘Death’?”
SEAGAL: “I’m a little dizzy from walking like this … plus, some of the options I was brainstorming seemed too on the nose, you know? It’s a fine line.”
YOU: “It is a fine line … and you just crossed it. Now I’m gonna cross you off my list. It’s like Santa’s naughty or nice list. Only mine’s called the ‘dead guy’ list—”
SEAGAL: “What’s the other list? ‘dead guy or what’?”
YOU: “It’s … ‘dead guy or nice,’ also. If it ain’t broke…”
That sound you hear? It’s Seagal’s exhausted body hitting the pavement. It’s also the sound of your name being etched into the history books … It was two distinct sounds, they just came back-to-back and it was hard to differentiate them.
HOW TO BEAT UP WORLD CHAMPION BOXER MANNY PACQUIAO:
An Interview with Manny’s Trainer Freddie Roach
Freddie Roach is the best boxing trainer in the world. He’s won a record four “trainer of the year” awards from the Boxing Writer’s Association of America, trained dozens of world champions, and is the man responsible for turning Manny Pacquiao into the flawless fighting machine he is today. I’ve trained at Freddie’s “Wild Card” boxing gym for many years. He was the referee for my first underground boxing match, a match he had the audacity to stop merely because my trainer, inexplicably, threw in the towel after the second time I was knocked down. Crazy … From that night on rather than fight at the shows, I became the ring announcer because—depending on who you ask—either no one had the guts to fight me, or I broke down in tears and begged Freddie not to ask me to fight again.
KEVIN: Be honest. Do you think if I got myself into the best shape of my life—I’m talking no soda, no drinking all night, no more Cocoa Puffs for dinner (on weekdays)—I’d be able to defeat Manny Pacquaio?
FREDDIE: No … Not a chance in hell.
KEVIN: He’s 147 pounds, I’m 175 pounds. Isn’t that a huge advantage for me? Before you answer, let me just say, he is 147 pounds of solid muscle. I’m 175 pounds of some muscle and lots of fat. Now, you know who else has a lot of fat? The killer whale … I’m 30 pounds heavier than he is. Isn’t that an advantage?
FREDDIE: And 30 pounds slower. No advantage.
KEVIN: Okay, what about this? We know what Manny can do when he applies himself. He’s worked hard and turned himself into the best boxer on Earth. Now, conversely, I have never worked hard in my whole life, for more than two or three minutes. If I finally decided to apply myself, there’s no telling what I’m capable of, and more than that, we have no idea what my upper limits are. I could be special. So, having said that, do you think I could defeat Manny?
FREDDIE: You couldn’t do it in your prime, you can’t do it now.
KEVIN: What if when the fight started, Manny was asleep and didn’t know I was showing up, and I had a golf club and was wearing a catcher’s mask for protection? And I was on roller skates.
FREDDIE: He’d still win.
KEVIN: What if there were three of me, and Manny was a third of his actual size?
FREDDIE: I think you need three more.
KEVIN: What if I was in that giant robot suit from Avatar and Manny was pinned under a fallen tree. And he was reading a book. Let’s say … tree falls on him, he finds a book nearby, gets swept up in the story, so he doesn’t see me … Who wins?
FREDDIE: There’s no miracle that’s gonna help you.
KEVIN: Manny is the best boxer ever to fight at the Wild Card Gym, while I am easily, the worst. Wouldn’t that put us roughly on even terms? The fact that we embody opposite ends of the Wild Card spectrum like that? Like, black and white, good and evil, awesome at boxing and atrocious at boxing.
FREDDIE: In your fantasy world, maybe.
KEVIN: How do you see a fight between Manny and me playing out? You don’t think I can win, I get that. So, what are you saying, it’s a close twelve-round decision? Split decision, maybe?
FREDDIE: No, I think it’ll be the fastest knockout of all-time. Which is five seconds. You’d be in the record books.
KEVIN: Let’s go a different way for a second. Who is a Hall-of-Fame boxer who you believe could’ve beaten Manny?
FREDDIE: Sugar Ray Leonard.
KEVIN: Okay … Now, do you think I could’ve beaten Sugar Ray Leonard?
FREDDIE: No.
KEVIN: You’ve seen me fight here at the Wild Card, what would you say my strengths are?
FREDDIE: You don’t have any. Weaknesses, we can go on for a long time …
KEVIN: Which force of nature would you compare my left hook to? Avalanche? Tornado?
FREDDIE: A butterfly.
KEVIN: Thanks, Freddie.
So, there it is. A lot of different ways to interpret the above interview. Obviously Freddie and I don’t see 100 percent eye to eye on the fight, but overall we seem to be on the same page. As good as Manny is, as impressive as he’s been, we just don’t know how he’d react under the kind of heat I’d bring. As Freddie is a friend of mine, I could never fight his star pupil, so the world will have to be content never knowing the outcome of such a titanic clash of warriors.
HOW TO BEAT UP CLINT EASTWOOD?
Clint Eastwood is, of course, a creature brought to life after a bolt of lightning struck a saddle left to dry in the sun after whiskey was accidentally spilled on it. Lightning, which emerged from what just seconds prior had been a clear blue sky.
Clint Eastwood shares a few qualities with humans; he grew from a baby into a young man and after that, a full-grown man. Then—as opposed to humans who hit a mark around fifty years of age where they begin to regress, with manhood leaving them in a maelstrom of shrinking, softening, and faltering—Eastwood continued on an upward manhood trajectory; growing more craggy, fearsome, macho, and yes, more intimidating.
Eastwood at age seven.
Clint’s specialty is calling out “punks” and oftentimes “no good punks.” He has no tolerance for them in any way, whatsoever. A punk will send him into a violent furious rage, which you will be able to identify by a slight, extra intense narrowing of his already squinting eyes.
A punk can be defined as: a whiny teen; a harried businessman; an outlaw on the run; a woman; a dog following him for no reason; a biker from the ’70s; a biker from the ’80s; a guy in a Volvo trying to nab a parking spot; a young, wet-behind-the-ears know-it-all fresh from the academy who doesn’t know jack-shit about dick-all; a Native American; any kind of American; a biker from the ’90s; Jack Elam; someone trying to prevent Clint Eastwood from escaping from a prison; men with guns; men who dig; Kevin Costner; harried housewives; the former New York Ranger Adam Graves; a talking chimpanzee; a guy whipping a horse; people who cheat at cards; people who lollygag, gawk, or otherwise dawdle; renegade Indian chiefs; non-renegade Indian chiefs who are just doing their job; Tyne Daly; those who enjoy punk music; certain rappers; chiefs of police; weirdos; fat cats; actual cats; the sun; the moon; Elliot Gould; the diplodocus; anything with a prehensile tail; and on certain occasions, anyone who isn’t Clint Eastwood.
If you strike Clint Eastwood and he’s not impressed by it, he’ll do that thing where he gingerly rubs his chin with his thumb and forefinger on the spot you hit him, smirk, then glare, then calmly ask if, “That’s all you got?” Having this happen is a very, very bad sign for your chances. It will only give him more strength and power, while sapping your own. Whatever you do, don’t cry when this happens. Also, don’t let out a sad, barely perceptible moan. Don’t run. And don’t meet his gaze. He may also further crush your morale with a witheringly delivered “Quit playing around!” after you hit him square in the stomach with the best punch you’ve ever thrown. He’ll take the punch by not moving a single iota and giving zero indication he’s even aware you just hit him, and then spitting.
Also of interest and known to be true regarding Eastwood: Clint has had it up to here with your bullshit, Clint has no time for your nonsense, and Clint didn’t come here to listen to that garbage.
Another warning—don’t attempt to attack or even bother Eastwood if he’s mid-chore. This will anger him further, to a degree where victory is almost impossible. If he’s mowing his lawn; plowing a field; milking a cow; torturing a suspect; examining evidence; drinking a tall glass of milk and somehow managing to make it look cool in the process; pinning a medal … on himself; tinkering with an engine while wiping his brow with a greasy rag; chomping on and preparing to light a cigar; tossing a man out of swinging, saloon-style doors; planting crops; tilling anything; riding a bull; breaking a horse; grabbing a comic book you’ve been reading then crumpling it up and throwing it down in disgust; bartering with some savages for the release of a kidnapped girl’s life; napping; teaching punks a lesson; showing someone “what for”; winning a push-up contest; putting on a bolo tie; trading elk horns and a bearskin for some hard tack and beef jerky; burying a gunslinging partner from his old gang, skinning a snake; cooking a snake over an open fire; or finally, resting after having just eaten a snake, then don’t do it.
That’s about the sum of my knowledge on the super-powered being known here on Earth as Clint Eastwood. As the question mark on the end of the title on this entry indicates, I am unsure of how to beat up Eastwood. Rather than lie and bluff my way through, I thought I’d come clean. I’ve heard rumors of men trying to trick Clint into an interdimensional transporter, in the hopes of teleporting Clint to a far-off moon where he is incapable of reaching you with his demonic squint, but the rumors are unsubstantiated … Good luck, pardner.
HOW TO BEAT UP ANDY RICHTER
(with a rebuttal from Andy)
Andy Richter is a writer, actor, comedian, announcer, sidekick, and perfectly honed killing machine. Is that last part true? There’s only one way to find out. (Well, I guess you could ask him. So I guess there’s two ways. Plus, he could have a diary, and he could’ve written about it in there…)
At first glance, Andy Richter might seem to be a “regular guy.” That is not the case. He may seem of normal proportions but it is only in comparison to the enormous Conan O’Brien. Richter is actually well over six feet tall and built like a linebacker. He’s a big dude, with the requisite confidence and belief in oneself that all big men are given. I don’t know if he was a bully growing up, but he could have been, if he’d applied himself.
Richter is a physical force. I once saw him smash through a wall, punch a crocodile, and put on a coat made of actual live puppies! A coat fit for a barbarian king! Although … Since he was on the set of a television show when these feats were accomplished, there is a slight chance that such events were “staged” for the benefit of the program. However, that seems a bit farfetched in my opinion and to assume as such would be to underestimate a worthy foe.
As those who’ve seen him would attest, Andy Richter is also hilarious. That might not seem to have any bearing on fighting the man, but it does. Comedy requires a quick wit and perfect timing. That quick wit, when not being used to make jokes, can be channeled into other pursuits. Areas like beating you into unconsciousness. His comedic timing comes into play as well. Timing a joke is no different than timing an overhand right to land on the point of someone’s chin just as they drop their hand to jab. The similarities don’t end there. If viewed by a bystander, both these actions—the joke and you getting punched in the head—would produce laughter.
So, how then to take out this crafty foe? Simple. Make sure that he’s making jokes during the fight, thus sapping him of his ability to use that part of his brain for fighting. There are a few ways to go about this. As a performer, he no doubt has a huge ego. You could just insult him, and tell him he’s not funny, to goad him into proving his comedic ability to you. But, this could backfire. He could get so angry that he forgets about jokes and just charges you and starts throwing bombs …
A subtler approach is to make a few jokes yourself. That would lead to him to mocking your jokes, and to do that he’d have to divert energy from fighting. (If you’re wondering why both of you making jokes and diverting resources wouldn’t cancel out the maneuver, the answer is: Your jokes are terrible and don’t take any brain power to construct. Part of you always knew this.)
Here’s another detail. Despite having spent some time as a sidekick on one of the funniest shows of all-time, Andy never developed a proper martial arts side kick. Maybe he thought it was too predictable, and thus, easily defendable in battle. Maybe he thought it a way too hokey and borderline embarrassing. Perhaps he feared the comedic potential, if word got out that a famous TV sidekick had honed an actual, lethal side kick, and so he decided against it … Use this knowledge, position yourself directly in front of his side-kick strike zone, and throw punches without fear of getting kicked. He’ll be unable to attack you as long as you stay in that zone. Though eventually he’ll readjust and try hitting you with a punch.
The fact that you’re such an easy target (for jokes and face-punches)—and that the people watching are now laughing at you and your public roasting—will spur him on, causing him to unleash more and more jokes at your expense. This will divert more and more energy that he could be using for fighting. Eventually, after a barrage of clever, wiseass comments that may hurt your feelings, that area will have been depleted, and Andy will have to divert other vital resources to his comedy-making centers. Vital resources like breathing, blood circulation, and higher-brain functions.
Andy will slow down. His once crisp punches will be flailing and ineffectual. His once razor-sharp jokes will have become broad, pun-based clunkers. You’ll be able to see both coming from a mile away. Finish him off with a side kick or two for good measure. If any of the people watching groans at the stupid fight pun of hitting him with a side kick, just ignore it. Who did they ever beat up? Not fucking Andy Richter, I know that much!
ANDY RICHTER’S REBUTTAL
I have met Kevin Seccia a number of times. I know this from an e-mail in which Kevin Seccia says so. I tend to be very self-involved, so my not remembering him is probably not his fault. Probably. I have also heard from a number of reliable sources that Kevin Seccia is an improbable mix of the blandest aspects of at least two lamentable cultures, so the possibility exists that his insignificance isn’t his fault, or my fault, but is instead God’s fault. This is why I am thoroughly unimpressed by his strategies for defeating me in combat.
I have the feeling that Kevin Seccia’s worst enemy in his attempt to beat me is his inescapable ability to bore me into forgetting that we are locked in battle. I have a feeling that mid-fight I might check my e-mail, start organizing a closet, or begin my rigorous regimen of ablutions. And once my ablutions start, there’s no stopping them. So maybe his worst enemy is actually his greatest strength, as it occurs to me now that if I should wander away and forget that we are battling, he could claim it as a victory. Still, though, I remain unconcerned, as this supposed “victory” would be much like the insects under my house electing a new bug mayor; what is momentous in their little world is utterly irrelevant in mine.
Furthermore, the above scenario is one that Kevin Seccia should probably hope for, as it would most certainly not be in his best interest to tap into the pressurized white-hot cauldron of rage that lies deep inside me. You see, living your entire life putting the needs of others first, embracing a wholly codependent way of doing business, always supporting, supporting, supporting—is usually a recipe for psychological/emotional disaster. But through a combination of antidepressants (prescribed and otherwise) and a positively Bill-Clinton-esque ability to compartmentalize, I manage to hold it together. Many mountains are sleeping volcanoes, Kevin Seccia, and you’d be unwise to tap into my lava.
—Andy Richter
3/25/10
HOW TO BEAT UP BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN
Bruce Springsteen is a beloved music icon. He’s also a beloved New Jersey icon. Guess which of those plaudits is the more prestigious? It’s the one he doesn’t also share with Axe body spray, ’roid rage, pork roll, and “just hanging out” rape …
Beating up Bruce Springsteen is no walk in the (Asbury) park. (However, the entry, “How to Beat Up a Park Bench Hobo,” is like 60 percent walking in the park, so if that’s your thing, have at it.) Legend has it that Bruce cannot be harmed through mortal means while standing on New Jersey ground, nor within forty-eight hours of having drunk of her life-affirming waters.
According to my sources, back in ’78 a guy called “Vin” (as that was his name) got past Bruce’s tour manager and two bodyguards, and was able to swipe at Bruce with a switchblade before anyone even noticed him. The blade shattered on impact, leaving nary a mark on Bruce. Bruce smirked, picked Vin up by the throat, and then hurled him through a plate glass window. The location? The Americana Hotel in Vernon, New Jersey,… You know what they call ole Vin these days? Well, they still call him Vin, but they wince while doing so, because he’s all fucked up from the glass.
The legend goes on to say that Bruce carries a bit of New Jersey soil in his right jean pocket. Don’t worry about it, though. My sources tell me that it’s for nostalgia purposes only and that he retains NONE of his New Jersey-based power set with the soil. Not even while contentedly running his fingers through it while murmuring incomprehensibly. It seems like this could be a small edge for you. If you were to come upon him as he was running his fingers through the soil, in the pocket, he would therefore only have one hand unencumbered and ready to go. Those jeans he works with are tight, man. By the time he yanks that hand free to defend himself it’ll be “Goodnight Irene,” which, it occurs to me suddenly, sounds like it should be a Bruce Springsteen song.
So … New Jersey is a no-go for a strike zone. You’re going to have to goad him into leaving the state. Or, you could just wait for him to go on tour, at which point he’ll leave happily.
Ironically, the key to defeating Bruce Springsteen lies in the lyrics of one of his classic songs. Specifically “Glory Days.” The line is: “reminisce about the glory days.” Now that’s no big deal for you or me. It’s fun for us, no bother at all. We each have a handful of beloved memories from our glory days that we can call up and enjoy. Winning the big game by making the ball go far, running into the part where the points are made, ball in hand. Or perhaps you were a person playing with a musical instrument while the other people touched the ball, and that’s your memory … It’s no big deal for us.
Not so for Bruce Springsteen.
Bruce reminiscing about the glory days must be downright exhausting. You ask him to reminisce and focus on his glory days and he’ll flash back over years and years of memories. His “glory days” begin with the morning of that very day on which you’re speaking with him and goes back through every decade since he was seventeen. One wildly successful, critically acclaimed, beloved by all, period of time after another. You’ll ask: “Hey Bruce, remember that one special summer?” He’ll say: “Which one? You’ll have to forgive me, I’ve experienced a ridiculous level of success few alive can even comprehend. To which mind-blowingly awesome, world-touring, jetsetting, culturally relevant summer do you mean?”
He could say that, OR, he could attempt to parse those experiences himself, curious as to which moment was in fact, the most glorious.
If I’m right, the moment you ask him about his GDs he’ll pause, then go into a happy trance, eyes closed, smiling ear-to-ear, with head bobbing along with the intoxicating rush of memories. Wonderful, haze-inducing memories which will block you and the rest of the world out …
Strike now! Batter him from pillar to post. You know how in dreams in movies people incorporate whatever is waking them up in the real world, into the end of their dream? That should happen here as well. He’ll be dreaming about being onstage in Jersey, knee-deep in gravy fries while topless, salt-of-the-earth women hand him Grammys—and then suddenly your real-world fists will invade the dream. I don’t know if your fists will be actual fists in that dream world, or the fists of some other dude, or if the impact of your blows will be represented by, like, an amp in the fantasy falling on him … Doesn’t matter, the point is it will take him a minute or so to snap from the dream state and begin fight preparations. Minutes he doesn’t have. Congratulations. On this day the Garden State will be watered with the tears of the Boss himself.
Don’t pity him. He’ll be accumulating even more once-in-a-lifetime-except-for-him memories in no time at all.
THINGS EVERY COMBATANT SHOULD EXPERIENCE AT LEAST ONCE
1. Punching someone while in view of the Grand Canyon. Not punching them into the canyon or anything like that. This isn’t about winning, it’s about enjoying the beauty and majesty of a beloved national landmark while also taking part in an activity you really enjoy. Truly a perfect union.
2. Punching an endangered creature. Not like some frog or bug. I mean something previously thought to be extinct, like the dodo, and then you see one and he’s all cocky and confident you won’t hit him ’cause he’s endangered … and then you slap him right in the mug.
3. Hitting someone on top of the head so hard you embed them waist deep into the Earth. This works best when standing on mud, gravel, or in a plastic pit of balls. Boy, will they be surprised!
HOW TO BEAT UP SINGER AIMEE MANN
(with a rebuttal from Aimee)
Critically lauded, Academy Award–loser Aimee Mann wears many hats: singer, songwriter, producer, green felt one with a feather in it … Not impressed? Does this battle sound like a tune-up fight to you? An easy lay-up. (I believe this is some sort of “non-punching sport” related phrase. From hopscotch, maybe?) Well, think again. For two reasons:
1. I’ve seen her train and spar in the gym. Under the watchful, bespectacled eyes of Hall-of-Fame boxing trainer Freddie Roach she was able to box the shit out of an opponent fifteen years her junior. She telegraphed her punches a bit. (Literally, there was an old man in her corner tapping electrical signals into a small device every time she threw. It was SO EASY to pick up on.) And she also utilized a slightly too high guard that left her open to body attacks, but otherwise she looked good.
2. She has a voice like an angel … an angel with crazy hobo eyes, who’s trying to punch you straight to hell. Big deal, you say? Well, much like the ancient sirens of legend, luring sailors to their deaths along treacherous rock-filled waters, she, too, can use her voice to dangerous effect. You know how some singers tug at your heartstrings? She takes those strings, ties them to the bumper of a truck, then signals the driver to pop the clutch and gun it out of the parking lot before you even get the chance to blink. Your heart gets yanked out through your mouth and bounced along the highway like a “Just Married” tin can at fifty miles an hour.
For real, if you allow her sweeping melodic tales of woe and love lost to penetrate your earholes while trying to punch her, you’re as good as dead. Ever try to fight someone while a wave of your own thick, regret-filled tears covers your eyes and mouth like a curtain of liquid sorrow? If you’ve ever lived in Florida, you probably have. Either way, it ain’t ideal. She’ll have you on the ground and curled into the fetal position, sobbing over the memory of lost lovers you DIDN’T EVEN KNOW YOU FUCKING HAD. Then, she’s got you.
You CANNOT let her get a song out. Not even a few notes. Plug your ears with wine corks the second you find out you even MIGHT be fighting troubadour Aimee Mann. Using a jeweler’s hammer, tap the corks into your ears until the pain makes it impossible to proceed. Then, file the corks down until they’re no longer visible to the naked eye—actually, I think they make silicon earplugs now, you could just get them, I guess. Your call.
When her song stylings fail to produce instant tears she’ll be momentarily thrown. Immediately sing something back at her. Anything. A hymn, nursery rhyme, old camp song, jingle, jangle, it doesn’t matter. Her rage at your butchering of her art form will cause her to lose control and charge you, once again leaving her body open. Work the body, until she drops. You’re gonna be Bachelor No. 2 hitting her with left hooks number 3, 4 and 5 all night long.
Only then will Aimee truly discover that “1” is the loneliest number, when she’s all alone, flat on her back, staring up at your raised triumphant fists …
AIMEE MANN’S REBUTTAL
When I first realized the “comedian” Kevin Seccia had written a tutorial on how to beat me up, I was incensed. Then I was amused. Then incensed again. Then … well, this went back-and-forth for a while, until I landed on incensed and stayed there. The very IDEA of a numbskull like him thinking he could beat me up! Well, turnabout is fair play, my friend—now the HUNTER becomes the HUNTED.
First of all, let’s take stock: Kevin Seccia, half Asian, half Caucasian; early thirties; steady diet of donuts, whiskey, and ham sandwiches; exercises maybe twenty minutes a week. (Does crawling around your apartment in the dark groping for your underwear count as exercise? Then let’s make it an hour a week.) He’s had only one real fight, unless you’re including “fighting a giant hangover,” and there he’s 0–45. I know what you’re thinking … “Half Asian??? He could know all sorts of martial arts! Kung fu! Jujitsu!” Well, rest easy, my friend … THAT half is Korean, and all THEY have is weird barbeque. What’s that you say? “The Koreans have tae kwon do?” Is that Korean for “make opponent go blind with reflection from giant moon face?” Then I guess you better watch out, because Kevin DOES know tae kwon do after all.
And you, his opponent—what do you have? A rolled-up sock? A knotted napkin? A curled lip? Your chances are good. He’s so out of shape that the first blow you strike, anywhere on his doughy, flaccid form, will cause him to collapse with a hiss like an inflatable clown. But don’t get cocky and think it’s going to be quite THAT easy—the one advantage he has is that he’s smart and canny. Sure, he’s an out-of-shape blob who drinks and smokes too much, is totally undisciplined about training, and wheezes while pressing BUY AND RECORD on the PPV boxing matches we watch together. BUT—while he’s watching, he’s gathering information. He squirrels away every between-round command, every piece of on-air commentary, every one of Teddy Atlas’s “Keys to Victory”—and if he gets lucky and has a spurt of energy, you could find yourself suddenly swarmed with hung-up right hands, left-hand triple-punch combinations, paralyzed sciatic nerve hip punches that make your legs go out, and a Freddie Roach-style elbow to the chin. So get in there and do the job fast, before his sluggish reflexes have a chance to kick in.
And if you’re ME, whatever the outcome, just think about those Grammy and Oscar nominations, those sold-out concerts, those rave reviews, and you’ll know who the REAL winner is …
—Aimee Mann
11/13/10
HOW TO BEAT UP OLYMPIAN MICHAEL PHELPS
Not just an Olympian but an eight-time gold-medal-winning Olympian. It’s true. Not a lot of people heard about that part.
There are two schools of thought on Michael Phelps—those that feel that Michael Phelps captured the imagination of our country, and those fiercely opposing them, who insist the correct way of referring to the phenomenon is to say that Michael Phelps carried on a love affair with America.
To those in the former group—Michael did indeed capture the imagination of the entire country. Unfortunately, he was unable to keep it prisoner—even with some controversial marijuana use—and a short time after that it escaped from him, never to return. But don’t fret, Michael. You flew higher and burned brighter than most of us ever will, much like the proverbial phoenix, minus that part where the phoenix rises from the ashes. Nowadays, like most ex-Olympians, you’re forced to make a home among those ashes, forever looking like you just finished rubbing a newspaper on your face and body—clothes frayed, hair dusty, endorsements nonexistent.
(Hmm. As I was typing that last sentence an alarm started going off in my apartment. I’ve set up a forty-foot perimeter around the premises, with a hair-trigger alarm rigged to signal me if so much as a butterfly’s wing alights on a stray cotton ball, and it just sounded. Or … it could be that my plastic tub of Soup-ables is done microwaving … One second while I check …
Oh, shit … looks like it’s BOTH. I should see what the ruckus is outside, but this soup really doesn’t keep for longer than a few seconds … Soup it is! If I go, I go with a full stomach …
Postscript. It was the mailman. Okay, back to Phelps.)
Here’s what you must do if you wish to defeat Michael Phelps. The thing is, out of water, he’s a mortal man, no different than you or me.
On land, he’s susceptible to punches, kicks, just about anything you can dream up. In the water? In the water, he is a raging dynamo of strength, speed, and grace that could bring a tear to your eyes and a shocked whisper to your lips. A whisper he would then punch back inside of you. He can control dolphins (according to legend, he high-fives them) and create whirlpools with a mere thought. I think my point is clear—hunt him on dry land.
Warning: You might get cocky, batting him around like a rag doll on dry land, and decide to start taking chances. Do not. You could have his hit points down 99 percent, but if he’s able to immerse himself in water for even a split second HE WILL IMMEDIATELY GAIN ALL HIS STRENGTH BACK. AND HIS NECK WILL NOW HAVE THREE PINK GILLS ON EACH SIDE FLAPPING IN AND OUT, LIKE THEY’RE BREATHING HARD AND IT WILL LOOK WEIRD AND YOU WON’T WANT TO TOUCH THEM. Then, it’s game over. Just like that. Turns out he was playing water polo, when the whole time you only thought it was regular polo. Dumb.
At this point he’ll butt you with his head like a seal until you die.
A NOTE ON WEAPONS
Part One
A good weapon can be the difference in a closely contested fight. Though not the most honorable way to win, and frowned upon by some, the avoidance of your end surely justifies the means. As Winston Churchill said: “History is written by the victors.” Don’t you want to get to write a history book? Well then, listen up …
A SOCK FULL OF NICKELS
A sock full of nickels is invaluable in a brawl. It’s compact, easy to wield, and handy when heading to a fight on the opposite side of a tollbooth. Consider it your new best friend … Sorry, Derek.*†
Grip the sock close to the nickel-end. Don’t allow too much slack as that can cause the weapon to get out of control. Target the back of the head and, if facing your adversary, the point of the chin. Swing away!
If you feel the fight slipping away from you, slice a small hole in the sock and dash it against the ground, sending nickels flying everywhere. Immediately a flock of hobos will descend upon the nickels, obscuring everything in a grubby cloud of motion, allowing you to safely make your escape.
GLIMMERON
Weapons are fantastic, but they can also be hard to find and expensive. Oftentimes you don’t have one around when you need it. This entry will address those problems by teaching you how to improvise, showing you how to create a deadly weapon out of ordinary household items you probably already have. I call this weapon a glimmeron.
1. Take a regular old soup can, empty it out, and then clean it.
2. Using duct tape found at any hardware or convenience store, reinforce the bottom third of the can by wrapping the tape around it at least five times.
3. Cut the bottom of the can off (the end reinforced with the tape) using a hacksaw.
4. Take a wire clothes hanger, unbend it and push it all the way through the can, then bend it back along the outside, twisting the two ends together where you started.
5. Take a .45 handgun and insert it into the end of the can.
6. Bend the hanger wire around the trigger guard of the gun, securing it to the can.
And you’re all set! Instant weapon. Fire this weapon at your target by pulling the trigger of the gun. Also, aim it using the sight on the end of the gun. Reload it as you would any normal gun. It really is that easy.
A handmade glimmeron.
PROPELLER HAT
(with sharpened propeller blade)
A perfectly charming—and yet hidden to the untrained eye—weapon. This one says, “Oh, look at me, I’m just a harmless sort wearing a nice cap festooned with a delightful propeller on top. Look at it twirl as I happily lick away at an oversized lollipop, not a care in the world … Sure, the fact that I appear to be well over thirty years old might give one cause for some additional scrutiny … but at least I’m still unarmed.”
The first thing you need to do is buy a hat with a harmless plastic propeller on the top of it. Then remove the propeller and replace it with a nearly identical copy. This copy should be made of surgical steel and all edges should be polished into ultra-sharp blades.
If you’re not handy with steel and/or an accomplished metal worker or blacksmith, I suppose you could tape regular store-bought razor blades to the old plastic blades. But, a warning, you are going to be giving up a slight amount of the element of surprise with this version. Those familiar with razor blades, what they look like, tape, and ordinary plastic propeller hats, may notice that your version differs from them in a significant way. I’ve found from experience that cops are often such people.
Now that you’ve got your weapon, this is how you use it. Grab a nearby metal rod or iron bar. Lift it, then use it to spin your propeller blade. DO NOT use your fingers for this. Now, jump into the air. Anywhere from an inch, to the limits of what you’re capable of. Now you’re ready to attack any foe hovering just above your head. It’s a nice feeling …
If you’re interested in attacking non-butterfly and/or dragonfly foes, such as other humans, here is that information. Find a leather strap. Using bolts, nuts, and washers, affix it to the hat so that it loops down and around your chin. Make it tight.
Stand across from your foe. Once again start the propeller using a nearby metal rod or iron bar. (Note: It’s okay to reuse the one you used earlier.) Once the blade is spinning at a nice clip, bend at the waist into a 90-degree angle. Then charge toward your opponent. As you will now be facing the ground, and not your foe, some have found it useful to use a small compact mirror to target them with. You may also affix this mirror to the propeller hat, if you feel more comfortable having both hands free during a fight.
There’s nothing more frustrating than deciding to beat up some a-hole … only to discover said a-hole has been dead since he conquered half of Asia with a bunch of elephants thousands of years ago. “You mean I don’t get to try my hand at pummeling this jerk? Why even put him in a book, then, if I can’t go punch him?” we’ve all said at one time or another.
Just to be safe though, here are the nuts and bolts on how to beat up plenty of long-dead dicks. After all, time travel is just around the corner, better to err on the side of caution.
HOW TO BEAT UP ZOMBIE ABE LINCOLN
If you’ve been online even a little bit the past month you know one topic has been dominating the conversation. Namely, should the actions of a post-death, “Zombie” Abe Lincoln tarnish the many legislative achievements of his historic political career? My opinion? A little bit.
Not enough to erase all the good he once did, but c’mon, biting the face off a bus driver and six Italian tourists is not an easy thing to smooth over. That’s not an ideal situation, for even an alive politician, still in possession of his tongue and the power of speech, who could possibly defend the act. It’s hard to imagine that drooling, shambling, dull-eyed wreck of a thing as the once proud man who defeated the secessionist Confederate States of America in the Civil War. Seeing his jaws clamped onto the arm of that hapless hobo, it’s hard to conjure the brilliant orator who once fearlessly outmaneuvered Stephen Douglas during the fabled Lincoln/Douglas debates … but there it is. When all is said and done—and he’s once again beneath the ground where he belongs—public opinion on him will have lowered slightly.
After a few more years, though, the actions of the past few weeks will settle into the background. The world will move on and eventually, Lincoln’s zombie rampage will take its place as a minor footnote among the much longer list of many notable things he accomplished.
Which is as it should be. A man’s post-death actions should not undo all the good he did while alive, any more than positive post-death actions should be able to erase the evil a man did before death. I mean, if “Vampire” Hitler came back tomorrow, ignored his impulses to drink human blood and focused entirely on children’s charity work and taking pledges for 10K runs benefiting animals in need, would it erase what he’d done when alive? No. I mean, sure, we’d applaud the effort, and certainly those kids could use some new school supplies and medicine, but he’d still be considered a huge dick. Same goes for “Friendly Ghost” Saddam Hussein (just being friendly isn’t enough, my man) or a Frankenstein’s monster-style Jack the Ripper, rebuilt and sent here to talk about autism. YES, it’s good to get the word out and educate people; NO it doesn’t undo your earlier legacy of terror.
Having settled that, let’s get to the fight.
Killing a Zombie Abe Lincoln will be easy. A zombie is a zombie. Zombie Abe Lincoln is no different than Zombie John Quincy Adams or Zombie Franklin Pierce. (I mean, as far as killing them goes; politically speaking they were all over the map and not at all comparable.) Even non-presidential zombies (zombies that were never elected president) are killed the same way. Simply destroy a significant part of the brain or separate the brain from the body. Use whatever’s around you. A sword, ax, or baseball bat will work. Or if you happened to have traveled back in time and are fighting Zombie Abe Lincoln during his era, the same rules apply. Use an old-timey sword, old-timey ax, or old-timey baseball bat.
Again, that part’s easy. The hard part will be living with your actions.
Living with the knowledge of what you’ve done to the animated corpse of a once great man, who when you squint, still kinda looks like honest Abe. It won’t matter that he’d been infected and devoured half the cul-de-sac before you stepped in. Not to you and not to the others.
Sleepless nights await you … Feverish dreams that erupt in wide-awake screams that startle your wife, and make her question just who it was she married all those many years ago.
The disappointed stares of your children await you. Children who, in addition to attending school and learning of Abe’s great work during the Civil War, will now learn of how their father smeared his brain-craving head all over the front of the family Buick. A brain that once penned the Emancipation Proclamation.
The neighbors will hustle themselves from their car into their house a little quicker when they see you approach. The police and firefighters will be a little slower coming by when they spot your address on the ledger …
Eventually, years from now when you pass on, the neighborhood toughs will vandalize your tombstone, spray-painting a beard and top hat onto it. No one will care. Some will not understand the reference. Though when it is explained to them they will snicker. Heartily.
You had to do it. Everyone knows that, and on some level they’ll understand (cats were disappearing, mailboxes were inexplicably covered in goo, people were really bummed out the few times a day they’d run into him…), but it won’t matter. A great leader was taken from us too soon, twice. And this time it was your fault.
HOW TO BEAT UP A PIRATE
Pirates are huge these days. We’re in the midst of a swashbuckling renaissance the likes of which we haven’t seen since the heyday of Errol Flynn. I am of course referring to the very popular Disney Pirates of the Caribbean movies and the fact that actual, living, breathing pirates have recently reemerged and begun butchering people senselessly. Or perhaps they’ve been here all along and the media has only recently begun talking about it. If so, bravo pirates! It’s hard to separate yourself from the general frenzy of what’s happening in the world and good for you for standing out and making a name for yourselves. I’d love to pick your brain about it sometime, to see how you managed to do it. But, you know, through a cage or something, because of your previously stated habit of killing people remorselessly … Here’s the thing, though, that cage I just talked about? I’M IN IT, NOT YOU. Get it? Because I’m the dangerous one here and I know how to beat the piss out of you. Here’s how.
As you’ve probably realized by now, there are two kinds of pirates, old-timey, and modern day. They each present a specific set of problems.
OLD-TIMEY PIRATES
I’ve never met a real old-timey pirate, but I imagine the first thing you notice is how likable they are. Clad in outlandish attire, waving swords, and swilling rum while tottering across the deck of a ship with gold coins spilling from their pantaloons and telling jokes that involve over-enunciating the letter “R,” what’s not to like? I bet they’d be big on nicknames, too. It’s harder to punch a guy when he’s just given you a cool nickname that you’re kind of hoping will stick. When he wakes up after the beating you gave him, he’ll most likely have abandoned whatever name he gave you based on some quirk or wrinkle in your personality you never noticed before, but are kind of flattered to have called out—in favor of something like, “That dick who sucker punched me.” Ah, well, que sera sera. Do it anyway.
The pirate outfit, while attention getting, can be used for an advantage. It’s baggy in places less baggy garments could only dream about. So in a scuffle, grab a piece of cloth, from anywhere—hat, collar, shirt, neckerchief, cummerbund, bow tie, sarong, cape, turtleneck, mock turtleneck, vintage army jacket, visor—and pull it over his nearest body part. By doing this rapidly you can very easily turn your pirate foe into a blinded, stumbling mass of cloth. Then kick him into the briny depths below (Ocean). If you’re the agile sort, drop-kick him off the side of the ship, then save yourself by grabbing the plank, and flip yourself gracefully through the air while doing pirouettes before landing back on the deck. If you’re not, just stick with the kick, then do a little bow to whoever is watching, then get back to mopping the deck or whatever you were doing.
The pirate is often armed but don’t worry about it. He wields a black powder gun which means after he misses the first shot, you have a good seven to ten minutes of him fumbling with powder and lead shot before he’s dangerous again. Of course, while he’s doing this, you’re chopping him in the neck the whole time.
Sometimes old-timey pirates come equipped with parrots on their shoulder. On film, they’ve been portrayed as wisecracking, sometimes undermining their big-hatted masters in front of their peers. In real life however, these birds come across as pretty fucking dumb. Just ignore it.
If the pirate has an eye patch (And if he doesn’t, be sure to ask him why the hell not!), step toward the eye patch out of his sightline, while jabbing that side of his head. A few rounds of this, combined with the cloth-trick I showed you, and he’ll be saying, “uncle,” in a charming pirate dialect before you know it.
While you’re pummeling the pirates, take in the delightful pirate flag they’re flying. Pretty cool, right? It’s a simple skull and two crossed bones! The “Jolly Roger” easily beats all other flags with a, “why didn’t we think of it first,” coolness and yet somehow possesses the most effeminate name of any flag ever. The words “jolly” and “roger” would probably take the title separately, but combined it’s a slam dunk. Still, it crushes other flags. You almost imagine Paraguay or some other place seeing that flag for the first time and being like: “Aww man, I didn’t know we were allowed to put skulls and cool shit on there? We just went with a few stripes. Hey, can we change … No, huh? Okay.” (Starts pouting.)
MODERN-DAY PIRATES
The first thing you’ll notice about these guys (Well, the second, probably. The first thing will be that he’s climbing onto your boat in the dead of the night with a rape-y grin on his mug.), is that they’re dressed just like you or I—if we had a less-evolved fashion sense and grew up poor. I don’t get this about modern-day pirates. Why would you ignore the rich history of your chosen profession? It’s a way to honor those who came before you, plus a built-in excuse to dress in crazy pirate-gear! You don’t want to look like a pirate? Like, why did you even get into this business, then? Modern-day cowboys still resemble cowboys, right? Hats, chaps, belt buckles, snap shirts, boots, etc. Fucking pirates today, man.
If they’d chosen to wear classic pirate shit, maybe they’d be a problem, since most people on the street aren’t equipped to handle the antiquated techniques of a one-eyed, hook-handed madman on a tear. But modern-day pirates? They’re just average dudes with guns. Probably wielding one of those crappy stainless-steel shotguns. No special instructions needed. Destroy them any way you please.
HOW TO BEAT UP A GOLEM
The mythical golem is a massive automaton formed out of dirt then brought to life through magic. Easily the most fearsome Jewish monster this side of Jerry Lewis. It is, quite simply, the scariest thing a lump of clay can ever become. Ashtrays, vases, and bowls don’t even come close. Not even those crafted using sexual chemistry, a potter’s wheel, and a sad ghost.
Some say the only way to stop the golem is to place a scroll containing sacred words in its mouth; others, have never heard of it and get annoyed when you try to talk to them about golems. “I don’t know,” they’ll say. “Please stop talking about monsters.” “You’re really creeping me out, and I’d just like to ride the bus in peace,” they’ll offer. Hmm in peace? OR IN PIECES? YOU THINK THIS METAL VESSEL WILL SPARE US FROM THE WRATH OF A RAMPAGING GOLEM?!? You. Dummy. He’ll tear through this tin can like he’s a specially made tin-cutting tool, and the fact that you didn’t know that terrifies me, almost as much as the creature itself.
The golem is a slow-moving, but dangerous foe. If he hits you clean with one of his heavy-thudding shots, it could be over. However, his strength is also his potential downfall. He’s exactly the right consistency of mud to do damage; thick and dense enough to deliver force, but pliable enough to shrug off your counterattacks. But, if you can alter his density far enough in either direction, you can beat him.
The end goal here is to position the golem in front of a heat source until his clay hardens, rendering him immobile. Start with run-of-the-mill shit-talk: “Oh, you wanna go? I’ll kick your fucking ass. You’re dead motherfucker! I’m gonna kick your dick off!!!” Then, “I’m gonna beat you so bad they’re gonna need a before-and-after picture just to recognize you.” Then, a left turn. “That’s right, you fuck, a fucking before-and-after photo … in fact, if you don’t already have a guy in mind, I’d love to take that fucking photo for you! Seriously, I think I could get some nice shots, and really bring something out of you, before I punch yer face off. I hope this isn’t too forward but I’ve got my stuff in the car, and with the natural light in the den…” Now, if he agrees, you’ve got him.
After getting your camera, and posing him in front of various backdrops in goofy hats, insist he try one in front of your fully stoked and roaring fireplace. Tell him it’ll be great. Maybe even with a pipe in his mouth-hole. This is the tricky part. You’ve got to stall him there in front of the fireplace for five to six hours, until he hardens. Yeah, I know, even with an unthinking mass of clay brought to life through magic, this is gonna be tough. I guess just pretend the camera has a special, super-long exposure? Stall him with: “Just a few more seconds … just a few more … aaaany second now.”
Once he hardens, throw the camera down triumphantly and run up to him. His body will be like stone, except for his fleshy eyeballs, which will be rolling around all nervous and shit. Pick up the fireplace poker, and just start wacking limbs off until there’s nothing left but dust.
Finally, develop the photos. Print a bunch of them up, then hand them out to friends as gifts. Maybe tape one up in your cubicle, and when you spot an officemate eyeing it, casually say: “Oh, that? Just some golem I beat up one time. That’s all, no big deal really…”
SHIT-TALKING
Shit-talking is a wonderful tool. It can be used to intimidate, to anger, to celebrate … It’s basically just a nice way to make yourself look awesome, while hurting someone else’s feelings. It’s perfect. Here are some examples:
SPORTING EVENT: “Your Favorite Sports Team Is Inadequate to the Task at Hand!!! In Fact, I Imagine Things Will Go Rather Horribly for Them!!!”
GENERAL: “You’re So Ugly … I See It Leading to a Life of Misery and Loneliness and Ultimately Preventing You from Connecting with Another Soul!”
STUCK IN TRAFFIC: “I’m Going to Murder You for Real!! My Address Is 40 Cedar Ridge Drive in Sparta, New Jersey, and my SSN is 987-23-9098!” (So they know you’re for real.)
HOW TO BEAT UP A TROJAN HORSE
The Trojan horse is, indisputably, the greatest tactical maneuver of all time. But as crazy as it might sound today (in a world where warring armies are CONSTANTLY leaving enormous hollowed-out statues for each other as gifts that are later revealed to be filled with soldiers who wait until nightfall to slit their enemies’ throats), there was a time when such an event was unheard of. There was a time—before the Trojan horse gambit revolutionized warfare—where you’d go dozens of battles without seeing such a thing. Ridiculous, I know. Since that time has clearly passed, I’m going to tell you how to deal with this all-too-common foe.
When they wheel that giant wooden horse in, you’ve GOT to act completely blown away. Say things like: “Whoa! Guys! This is—you did not have to do this! I mean we were JUST fighting two days ago! Thank you sooooo much.”
When the army you were fighting leaves and you shut the gates, it’s important to keep the façade going for the soldiers inside the horse. You just know they all have drinking glasses and are holding them up to the walls to hear what you’re saying—except their medic, who’s probably using a stethoscope.
Walk around the horse with a mile-wide smile, tapping it, and saying loudly, “Yep, she sure looks solid, alright,” or, “I don’t have any X-ray equipment on hand, but if I did, I wouldn’t even bother using it because this thing is CLEARLY made of solid wood and is not hollow. It’s just not.” Feel free to gesture to your friends, letting them know that despite your words, you’re not buying “this Trojan horse business.” Convey through body language your sarcastic vibe of “YEAH, RIGHT, ‘It’s made of solid wood!’ Uh, oooookay.” Roll your eyes and do the jerking-off motion while pointing and quietly laughing.
Beware of any mirrored surfaces on the horse, because they’re probably two-way mirrors. This may seem unlikely, because of how incredibly odd it would be to receive a large wooden horse as a gift that also had a giant mirror set into its side. But if you do see one, that’s what it’s for. (Do what you want, but personally, I automatically assume EVERY pane of glass I see throughout my day is a two-way mirror. I don’t even feel comfortable using a ladies’ compact mirror without planning how I’d leap through that glass and start punching guys out, if the need arose.)
Take a broomstick and slide it through the handles on the big wooden doors at the front of the horse. Then kick and strike the horse, making lots of noise in the process. Their cover having been blown, the soldiers inside will shout, “Hey, you out there, knock it off! Quit shaking it!”
While they are many, and you are one, your advantage is that they must exit, single file, through a small area just to get at you. Climb up the horse, positioning yourself so your kicking foot is right over the door. Alert your trained dog, Pete, to pull the broomstick away, opening the door. Then throw him a treat. When the soldiers come storming out, clown-car style, you just stomp each one on the top of the head, hard, as if your very life depended on it. (It doesn’t, don’t worry.) Eventually, a few of the soldiers may catch on and be reluctant to leave the horse. Just lie to them and say you promise not to noggin-kick them. After three or four rounds of this, even your promises might not be enough, so just douse the horse and the survivors in gasoline and burn the horse to the ground.
If, rather than soldiers, the horse is filled with a giant birthday cake and people carrying gifts, YOU’VE MADE A HUGE ERROR. Get out of there immediately. Then make new friends.
HOW TO BEAT UP LEGENDARY GREEK WARRIOR ACHILLES
I can see you snidely shaking your head. So confident in thinking you already have the key to beating Achilles. Well, hold on a second mythology buffs and people who enjoy metaphorically indicating their weaknesses to others—the answer isn’t as simple as it seems. Did you just mutter, “Shoot him in his Achilles’ heel?” (Which is coincidentally located in his actual heel.) Then congratulations! YOU ARE DEAD. ACHILLES HAS JUST MURDERED YOU TO DEATH.
Happy? Well, lucky for you, I was just making a point. He hasn’t actually killed you. Next time you might not be so fortunate.
As we all know, Achilles was a nearly invincible warrior from Greek mythology, who also starred in that book, The Iliad. He gained his invulnerability after his mother dipped him into the magical river Styx. However, she dipped him while holding him by the heel (that’s a crazy display of grip strength; and keep in mind, this is pre-invention of stress balls, so yeah, maybe she practiced crushing apples or something), thus his heel did not gain the protective properties of the water.
I’ve always wondered why she didn’t just dip him once and then hold the rest of him to dip the heel. Okay, true, maybe then she smudges the river water already on Achilles thus weakening him in two or three spots, but she also gains her own invincible hands! Palms of steel! (A handball phenom?) Wouldn’t that be more valuable? Two almost invincible foes rather than just one with a huge weakness that everyone and their brother knows about? Or maybe she could’ve done a series of dips, over and over, covering every part of him thoroughly. I mean, jeez, this is her son! Her flesh-and-blood son who she’s trying to turn into the perfect fighter. Can’t she take some time with it? Hell, they dip a lousy candle more times than that. Oh, that’s right, the candlemaker takes pride in his work. Can you honestly say the same, Achilles’ mom?
Okay, enough preamble, here’s what you do.
Step One: Find that river Styx.
Step Two: Take yer clothes off and get in that shit.
Get that magic Kevlar water everywhere. Wet your hair, open your mouth, and blow some bubbles, swallow some of it. Maybe put some of it in a flask, too. You never know when you might have to make some object the size of a shoebox invincible. It might be fun to make a sandwich invincible. Actually, that would be a nightmare, hanging out with some delicious sandwich you could never eat, taunting you, year after year. A friend stops by, saying, “Hey, man, can I grab that sandwich in yer fridge?” You say, “You’re certainly welcome to try, Gary, but here’s the thing, it’s a fucking invincible sandwich … So, yeah, in ten minutes when you’re staring back at me with a mouthful of broken teeth we can get some miso soup delivered.”
Step Three: Find and challenge Achilles.
Here’s the problem with targeting the heel. He expects you to go for the heel. He knows it’s coming and he’s totally ready for it. Whether it’s him utilizing a southpaw stance to keep that heel farther away from you, forcing you to come into his danger zone where he’ll be winging that looping right hand, or maybe just putting on a metal sock, I’m not too sure. But he’s ready, that much I know.
You hit him everywhere, but the heel. You ignore the heel. It doesn’t exist. I don’t care if you stumble across him splayed out on a dock like Tom Sawyer—barefoot, wearing overalls, and chewing on a shaft of wheat—one leg lazily kicked over the other and that heel just hanging there with a bull’s-eye painted on it. You ignore it. Jump over that heel and stomp him with both feet, hard on his chest.
The top of the head, stomach, armpits, thigh region—you pound him with every shot you got. After about an hour of this, he’s gonna slip up, forget about his game plan to protect the heel, and leave it exposed. When he does that, you load up the biggest right hand you’ve got and throw it right at that heel. If nothing happens, it means you got confused and punched the wrong one. Quickly regroup and then punch the other heel! He’ll scream and drop to the ground in pain. When he does you follow him down, grab his ankle and deliver the MMA finisher known as the “heel hook.”
Congratulations. You just beat the piss out of one of history’s greatest warriors.
FINDING THE ACHILLES’ HEEL
Most opponents have a weak spot you can target once you know what it is. I’ll give you one to get you started. Mine happens to be my asthma. That’s right, those of you who thought I seemed Teddy Roosevelt-esque, but couldn’t place why, now you have your answer. (He had asthma.) Ten years ago I moved to Los Angeles from New Jersey where, away from the inclement weather, my stamina increased tenfold. It’s similar to Superman who, away from the red sun, found his strength dramatically increased on our planet. So, obviously I am like Superman. A frail, wheezing, Superman who never helps anyone, ever. But still, I’m like Superman.
The key is finding the Achilles’ heel or weak spot in your foe. Let’s say you see a man with a cast on his leg, what does that tell you? How can you use this information to your advantage? Simple, this man is clearly a big, fat baby, prone to making a huge deal out of every little scratch and bump he gets. He’s desperate for attention, “Hey, look at me, boo hoo, I hurt my wittle weg!” His Achilles’ heal is his neediness. Just pretend you don’t even notice the leg in the cast, while kicking his ass.
They don’t exist, but if they did, here’s how you’d handle them. You know what “fictional” means, right? Well, this is the category for those things.
Maybe you once thought one of the following was real. Maybe it even scared the hell out of you. Maybe you were too cool to fall for something so silly and resent the implication you’ve ever feared anything. Whichever category you fall into, keep it to yourself, and continue reading.
HOW TO BEAT UP SUPERMAN
Superman. The son of Jor-El. He may seem like an unbeatable opponent, but like all others he can be beaten with some hard analysis, a sound game plan, and flawless execution. Flawless. Execution. Not, “I’ll read this entry five minutes before I try to fight him,” not “I’ll skip some steps, my brother-in-law was from Krypton and I could kick his ass, I think.” None of that half-assing it. This one requires all the pieces to fall into place. There’s a reason legions of super-villains (sometimes even going so far as to name themselves the “Legion of Super-Villains”) have so far failed to beat him.
Even a cursory glance at the boy in blue turns up some interesting evidence. Despite appearances to the contrary, and his beloved Boy Scout, all-American rep, the following is true:
Superman is not well liked by his peers.
How do I know this? I know this because there is still kryptonite on planet Earth. I know this, because despite having access to the most powerful collection of costumed beings, superpowered heroes, and billionaire do-gooders in the galaxy … despite that, at no point has Superman said to them: “Hey, here’s something … Um, there’s this substance scattered around the planet that will kill me if I touch it. Is there anyway we can set aside next weekend, and you can use your tactical abilities and unlimited resources to collect it for me? I’ll spring for some pizzas. I know so-and-so can teleport stuff pretty easily, maybe we can … No? Okay it’s cool.”
Why hasn’t he made this request of his so-called friends?
Two reasons. Either he knows the answer would be, “No, dude,” or he’s got a weird thing about putting himself out there and asking for favors. I think it’s the former. He knows at least half-a-dozen inventors, how hard would it be for them to build a fleet of kryptonite sniffing robo-dogs? I’m guessing not that hard. I mean, I know that if there were rocks that gave people AIDS sitting around my house, and I had a pal impervious to AIDS with a giant catapult, it probably wouldn’t take me too long to ask him for help getting rid of the AIDS rocks.
Why is he so unlikable? Hmm let’s start with this: HE LETS PEOPLE CALL HIM “SUPERMAN.” Think about that for a second. How quickly would you put a stop to it, if random people started calling you, “Superman.” How mortified would you be?
Did he ever even try to fight the tag? Did he ever say: “Oh, hey man, yeah, I’m happy to save your dog, but, uh, please don’t call me ‘Superman’… it just sounds stupid. I have some skills, glad to help out … that’s it. You get why, right? Is this weird now? Did I make it weird?”
But he really is super! you say? So what? We have geniuses on this planet, too, and if one of them, let’s say Bill Gates, insisted we all of a sudden call him “genius” or “Genius Man” people would fucking lose it. And if someone decided to call him “genius,” he’d rightfully assume they were being sarcastic and tell them to knock it off. Not fucking Kal-El, though, he’s cool with that shit. In fact, he went out and got a costume with the initial “S” on the shirt. (Nerds, calm down, I know the symbol doesn’t stand for “Superman.” The point is, people assume it does and he knows that and he’s a dick.)
Think about who in our culture would allow themselves to be called “Superman.” Are you thinking? Have you pictured a few candidates?
The majority of people you just envisioned are ex-reality show contestants. ’Nuff said.
Step One: Get yourself a kryptonite knife. Either buy a kryptonite knife, if that’s something that goes on, or get a hunk of the rock and carve it into a knife blade and put a handle on it. Something mahogany, maybe. I bet that’d look sharp. It’s gotta be a knife. Too many people get the kryptonite and think they’re home free. Then they put it in a lead box and have him open it … and he hucks it into a river. Or they attach it to a chain and gingerly place it around his neck, or lay it near him, until someone comes along and moves it.
I can already hear the brainier types thinking aloud: “But a knife is too simple, I already have a killer robot that’s powered by kryptonite, why can’t I just—” No. A knife is simple. Dependable. Tried and true. When the Indians defeated Custer at Little Big Horn did they have knives and simple weapons or killer robots? I’m really asking. I just think it would’ve been cool if they had both.
I’m not sure how good of a blade edge kryptonite can sustain. I’m guessing not much. Honestly, this probably won’t ever be your favorite knife. Once you kill Superman it’s usefulness will probably be at an end. I don’t foresee you carving the Thanksgiving turkey or whittling with it. The last one mainly because no one whittles anymore.
Step Two: Purchase one of those “Map to the Stars’ Homes!” sold in Hollywood.
Step Three: Using the table of contents, go to the “S” section.
Step Four: Stab Superman with your Kryptonite knife.
Wow, you really did it. There will be no “flying around the planet to turn back time” this time. He’s gone. You’ve vanquished Superman. If you hear babies crying in the next few days, it’s because of you.
HOW TO BEAT UP KING KONG
King Kong, as we all know, is a gigantic ape who long ago perished in a fall off the Empire State Building. I mean, I’m not stupid, I know he’s dead and everything. But if there’s one thing you’ve learned in this book it’s that anything is possible. (If you’ve learned two things in this book, the second thing would be: “Safety first, last, and always,” and if there’s a third, that would be: “The customer is always right.” It seem highly unlikely that you’ve learned a fourth thing from this book, other than a more general feeling of exercising caution before plunking down fourteen hard-earned dollars.)
King Kong is dead … seemingly … So either this is another ape of the same species who has escaped Skull Island and come looking for revenge for his dad or cousin or drinking buddy, or it is somehow the original Kong brought back to life and restored to his former glory. This tutorial only applies if he’s the same Kong. If the Kong you’re facing begins exhibiting qualities or abilities not present in the original, desist immediately. If he sprouts wings or his mouth opens and a machine gun tongue pops out or … he now speaks Latin, wears plaid pants, and tries serving you a waffle that’s been doused in poison … it ain’t the same old guy.
To get an idea of how dangerous Kong is, think of a tiny adorable little chimpanzee in overalls and a red bandanna. He’s like a foot tall and yet he’s capable of using his insane primate strength to rip your arm from its socket and beat you to death with it while gnawing on your cheekbone. He is a monster, with the proportional strength of a creature much larger. They’re like the “ants” of the animal world. And he’s a foot tall!
Kong actually has the insane size advantage granted someone who’s fifty feet tall, PLUS that extra monkey-super-strength thing. We have no proof of this, but I’m pretty sure he could punch a hole through Mars if someone flew him up there on a space shuttle (which he’d ride like it was a pony).
So what do we know about good ole original recipe Kong? He likes the ladies, that much is clear. You’re going to need your wife or girlfriend for this job. Does the idea of Kong fondling your bikini-clad wife bother you? Well, it should bother you, but can you get past that, that’s the question. (I mean, sure, it’s weird but it’s not like he can have sex with her, he just seems to like looking at her. Half naked. Just like we all do.)
Have your bikini-clad wife or girlfriend climb up the side of the nearest skyscraper. If for some reason your wife or girlfriend is not a highly trained mountain climber and Olympic-level gymnast, I guess you could let her ride the elevator up to the top floor, then just walk onto the roof. Once there she should wave wildly and make many broad gestures, to try to get the attention of the great beast. I’m not sure if he really likes bananas, or if that’s mainly just the tiny adorable apes, but I guess it couldn’t hurt to have her eating some bananas, while she’s waiting around.
Soon enough, he’ll show. Appearing suddenly on the horizon, loping his way toward the rooftop, mouth hanging open, humongous tongue lolling. He’ll land with a thud on the roof, shaking the entire structure. Don’t let that throw you off your game. Remain calm. That’s one of the lesser-known secrets to combating gigantic apes on rooftops while your wife’s or girlfriend’s life hangs in the balance—remaining calm. He’ll see the girl and be drawn to her immediately. He’ll pick her up and stare into her tiny human face. Instantly everything else will fall away, hazing into a black-and-white background he couldn’t see even if he wanted to. He’s hopelessly, helplessly locked in on her. She is now the only thing in the world. Basically, he looks at her like you used to but haven’t in a long, long time. You kind of deserve to lose her. Fortunately, the chances of her trading one ape in for another are remote.
The way to beat him is to utilize a little something called “Monkey See Monkey Do.” It’s similar to the tactic used in “How to Beat Up a Copycat,” with a few key differences. They both involve mimicry but this one requires putting Kong into a hypnotic, dreamlike haze before executing it. The haze he just entered after gazing at your wife or girlfriend. As soon as he enters the haze, have your wife or girlfriend climb out of his hand and approach the edge of the building. If she’s a gymnast, like we talked about earlier, have her do a twist flip, three-quarter turn-leap off the building, before seemingly plummeting downward. The ape, thinking she’s jumped to her death, will follow, and perish. Your wife or girlfriend actually landed on a horizontal flagpole and bounced into a waiting open window. If she is not a gymnast, have her jump down to a nearby, adjacent rooftop before running indoors, simulating a fall.
That’s one way. There is another, provided you know other comparably sized behemoths, who owe you a favor.
Your giant lizards, turtles, beetles, what have you … You’re going to get one of them to beat up Kong for you. Talk to them, some already bear grudges and might’ve been planning an attack on Kong anyway, so you can just combine forces. If it is a team-up situation and not a straight-up hire or barter job, I think you’ll need to demonstrate that you’re bringing something to the table. This beast is not gonna want to give equal credit to you, just for you to hide in the wings while he’s trading punches and then run up and get a photo of yourself kicking the downed Kong after the fighting is over.
You could do this by pretending to have a death ray or a device you claim will knock out Kong’s equilibrium by sonically vibrating his monkey eardrums. Then, during the battle, just pretend the death ray jammed at the last second. He’ll still have to fight.
If you go the sonic eardrum route, let him know that even though the machine is really effective and never fails and isn’t made up at all, it vibrates at a sound too low for humans, and um, giant lizards to hear. Then, just flip the switch on the cardboard box wrapped in tinfoil you’ve rigged up, spout some mumbo jumbo: “The deflecteraters are gyrating at fifty psp. This is good!” Then, give him the thumbs up and say, “It’s working!” He’ll have no way of knowing whether you’re lying or not. Maybe Kong is really hurt by the sonic weapon and trying to play it off, you know?
When the monster you’ve enlisted beats Kong, run up there and take a bow like you did everything. Soak that shit up! Conveniently leave out any mention of your giant monster ally when you give interviews to the press about the fight.
If your monster loses the fight to Kong, um … run? That or try to find yourself a gymnast wife or girlfriend, ASAP!
THE MOST PUNCHABLE LIST, AKA “PEOPLE YOU SHOULD HIT IF YOU’RE GIVEN THE CHANCE”
1. People who use the adjective “sexy” to describe something that isn’t a person. That car isn’t sexy, it’s just painted red. Give them an extra punch if they’re describing a food’s flavor. The Venn diagram of people who describe objects as sexy and people who don’t read is one circle.
2. Anyone who’s ever said, “Hey, I didn’t come here to make friends,” on a reality television show. Fortunately, unoriginal people don’t make friends easily.
3. Hitler. Not for the reason you think … It’s because of the Holocaust.
4. Brett Ratner. I wish every man, woman, and child could have a shot at this. That is my dream. It’s actually sad that some people will pass away without ever knowing the satisfaction of having hit Brett Ratner.
5. People who feel the need to announce to you that they don’t watch TV. There’s nothing wrong with not watching TV, good for them. What’s insufferable is the way they say it with this derisive, superior air, while pretending they’re just telling you some fun fact about themselves: “Oh, I don’t watch TV, I mean, that’s great if you do … I just have so much going on.”
HOW TO BEAT UP ANGEL FROM JOSS WHEDON’S ANGEL
Angel is known as the vampire with a soul … which also means he’s likely the “vampire who’s wept softly while cradling an ex’s old T-shirt” as well as the “vampire who occasionally looks at videos of cats leaping into boxes online.”
Angel has the ability to transform from a brooding, smoldering heartthrob to a brooding, smoldering heartthrob, who is now scowling and wearing prosthetic eyebrows on his forehead—IN AN INSTANT.
He was the first in a long line of smoldering vamps that now seem to be running amok in pop culture. A trend described as what would happen if Grey’s Anatomy’s most delicate, freckled, lactose-intolerant writer got into that machine that turned Jeff Goldblum into The Fly with a newborn unicorn, and a piece of white chocolate … and then the creature that got out on the other side decided to start writing vampire stories. Only for girls.
Avoid these demonic offspring, like you would an actual vampire. But if you do see one, you can easily kill it with a mean look and/or withering glance. Whedon’s masterpiece will not be so easy to dispatch. In addition to starring in one of the best shows ever to air on television, Angel, or Angelus as he was sometimes known, headed up a detective agency. That means we’re dealing with an intelligent foe. He also headed up a humongous law firm, so we know he’s ruthless.
Angel’s most impressive power is getting those who’d ordinarily be his enemy to somehow fall in love with him. In fact, he did this with a woman who literally had the phrase “vampire slayer” in her name! They met, she fell in love with him, and then, instead of slaying him, there was hand-holding, canoodling, longing glances, sex—just about everything except vampire slaying. This is one formidable vamp.
That’d be like “Marvelous” Marvin Hagler falling in love and then choosing to NO LONGER BE MARVELOUS, just for the sake of love.
Like most vamps, Angel can be killed with a wooden stake through the heart. This will not be easy. Many have tried and failed. The better route might be a metaphorical stake, in the same spot. What worked on Buffy will work on him. Get him to fall in love with you.
Now, you may have noticed that he’s a bit on the attractive side. And so, if you’re super attractive as well, that will help you here, as it helps in all places, everywhere, all of the time, in all matters. If you’re not, then you’ve got to really work on that personality. You’ve got to be charming, funny, intelligent—but not overbearing—quick, but not glib … If you have those qualities, you’re in good shape.
If you don’t, you’ll need to feign an interest in something that interests him (vamp-staking, dark leather, frowning, brooding, lingering, macramé) and then craft no less than three amazing anecdotes that reference both the shared interest and hints at some unseen “deepness” present within you. Perhaps a pain that haunts you to this day that you don’t want to talk about, so let’s just move on … That’s perfect! You’ll also need to be good at one thing. It doesn’t matter what, just pick something. Preferably something he can’t prove you’re not good at. Kiteboarding, let’s say. Also, you’ll need an attractive quirk. Something “off” that he can discover, and grow to find charming. Maybe a funny pronunciation or an expression you make when you think no one is looking. THIS THING HAS TO BE ADORABLE, so really work on it.
Once he tells you he loves you, reveal your evil plan and then stake him in the heart. With an actual wooden stake.
Note: Just because you have a long-range plan in motion doesn’t mean you should pass up any other opportunities that arise. If midway through the fifth date he leans against his second floor window that’s been painted black and says, “God, I promised myself I wasn’t gonna do this … I know you’re not supposed to say … Well, it’s just … these last few days have been perfect, you know?” before letting his eyes close for a second in a moment of bliss, DEFINITELY karate kick him through the window into the sunlight.
HOW TO BEAT UP ROCKY BALBOA FROM ROCKY IV
I think about the movie Rocky IV more than a grown man should, which is to say, I think about the movie Rocky IV.
For those of you who haven’t been living in a cave screening Rocky IV on a nonstop loop, I’ll remind you that this is the one where Rocky fights the enormous Russian boxer Ivan Drago to avenge the death of his friend Apollo Creed. Drago is the epitome of Soviet precision and cold robotic execution. An unthinking dreadnought fueled not by rage or passion, but rather, a hardwired instinct to destroy all he surveys. Drago is also on steroids and later in the movie breaks a “punch-o-meter” type device by punching it too hard. Even machines are too soft for him! However, after a training montage consisting of rustic, wood-based training device counterparts to the steel and iron used by Drago, Rocky vanquishes him. He not only beats Drago, he wins over the hostile Moscow crowd in attendance.
A quick aside: That moment is not even in the top ten of unrealistic things that happen in this movie.
The Rocky of Rocky IV is the best Rocky Balboa there ever was. That’s the one where Rocky put it all together.
The Rocky of the first movie had a ton of talent, but was still wrestling with self doubt and failure and the consequences of a decade of poor choices. He was in a daze, blinded by the promise of what could’ve been and what was not to be. Skill-wise he was too raw.
In Rocky II, Rocky was more refined and had started to really figure out his style and how to best use it. Mentally he overcame his biggest hurdle by defeating the champ Apollo Creed without any doubt whatsoever. He needed to dig deep and find himself, and he did. But he’d have been no match for the Rocky of Rocky IV.
The Rocky of Rocky III had technique that was really polished, with the added bonus of being in his physical prime. Some would argue that this Rocky is the best because he beat the best opponent Rocky ever faced, the fearsome Clubber Lang. I’d argue that yeah, Clubber is the best, maybe by a lot. But Rocky needed to beat him to become a true all-time great and rise to that upper echelon. For most of this movie, he’s not that guy. He’s merely a guy training to fight Clubber. He even regresses a bit, after losing focus and falling in love with the idea of his own celebrity. Partying, smiling for the cameras, showboating, etc. He wasn’t a focused Rocky … There’s a boxing maxim that states that just by winning the title, you instantly get 20 percent better. Rocky needed to win back the title, and go through hell with Lang, to become the best he ever was.
The Rocky of Rocky V is over-the-hill and retired. He’s not even in a real fight in the movie. He beats up his former protégé turned champion Tommy “Machine” Gunn in a street fight. This movie offers the most realistic boxing storyline of all the films, because it depicts Rocky losing all his money and then having to train boxers out of a dingy gym to make ends meet.
Rocky Balboa featured a long-since retired Rocky as a restaurant owner who is lured back into the ring for one more shot at glory. This is a George-Foreman-esque Rocky with some flashes of the old brilliance and the same never-say-die attitude of the old Rocky, but he’s not the fighter he once was.
So, now that we’ve recapped the series and clearly established which version of Rocky was the best, how do we beat him? As evidenced by his long relationship with brother-in-law/slob/perennial screw-up Paulie, he has a weakness for ne’er-do-wells. You can prey upon this weakness.
In the ’90s there was a fairly promising heavyweight by the name of Ray Mercer. His nickname was “Merciless.” Nice. (As great a nickname as it was when Flash Gordon’s nemesis used it, it’s even better when your given name already happens to sound like it.) Ray was on the cusp of a title shot when he showed up out of shape and underprepared for a “stay busy” bout with journeyman, Jesse Ferguson. Even under those circumstances, he should’ve been able to take care of business, but he didn’t. Somehow Jesse toughed out Ray’s early barrage and actually started winning the fight. Ray was huffing and puffing and about five rounds from blowing both his title shot and a huge payday when he stumbled upon an idea. Why not, when close to Jesse’s ear, during the clinch, quietly ask him to throw the fight for money? Of course, it didn’t work. Part of it was caught on tape and was the focus of a large lawsuit that was eventually settled out of court. Ray lost the fight. I’ve always wondered how he broached the subject. Did he start off with something conversational like: “Hey man … Can I talk to you for a second? This is going to sound weird, but…”?
Although it proved disastrous to the career of Ray “Slightly Merciful When It’s Called For” Mercer, a variation on this plan could work with Rocky. You shouldn’t be as overt. Don’t ask him to throw the fight, just happen to hint around about how bad your life is going, and how much you need this.
In the clinch, gently whisper, “Ah … That punch hurt. Almost as much as hearing my hungry kid cry for food … Food I can’t provide.” When he reacts, shrug and continue on: “What? Oh, sorry, didn’t mean for you to hear that? I was actually praying to God. But I think, unfortunately, he hates my family. Why else would he let that storm take our house?”
Rocky’s kind heart will break, and he’ll let you knock him around for the rest of the fight. Aim for those big, tear-filled eyes of his. Sure, this isn’t the most honorable win. But losers can’t always be choosers. If you want a legit win go challenge the fifty-five-year-old Rocky of Rocky Balboa.
NOTABLE FIGHTER NICKNAMES
1. PERNELL “SWEET PEA” WHITAKER: “Sweet Pea” is the type of easily mocked nickname that guarantees you’ll have to toughen up early, along the lines of Sue from the Johnny Cash song “A Boy Named Sue.” It worked, as Pernell Whitaker is one of the best boxers of all time. The nickname was like a taunt to his foes: “Yeah, I’m called ‘Sweet Pea,’ that’s how great I am. You’re about to get thrashed by a dude who calls himself ‘Sweet Pea,’ sorry.”
2. EVANDER “THE REAL DEAL” HOLYFIELD: Great fighter, even greater nickname.
3. ALFRED “ICE” COLE: This is an example of someone giving themselves a nickname when they really should have brought in a professional writer to do it for them. You may notice that Al’s last name is “Cole” not “cold” which is why the full name/nickname combo sounds weird and never lands the way it’s supposed to. I mean, coal is a substance used to burn things that also turns into diamonds, you couldn’t do anything with that? Alfred “Burning Hot” Cole? Al “Diamond” Cole? Al “More Dangerous for You Than” C(h)ole “Era”? A wasted opportunity.
4. VLADIMIR “THE JANITOR” MATYUSHENKO: A smart tactic for a fighter is to lower the expectations put on you. I can think of no better way of doing that than by taking the humble nickname of “The Janitor,” as UFC fighter Matyushenko has done. If a guy called “The Janitor” wins, it’s a nice surprise. If he loses, well, what did you expect? He’s called “The Janitor,” not the “Punching, Fight-Winning Monster Guy”
5. “PUNCHING, FIGHT-WINNING MONSTER GUY”: Sure, I just thought of this up above, but it’s an awesome nickname. Feel free to use it.
HOW TO BEAT UP A MINOTAUR
Since Minotaurs are known to hang out inside mazes, and are unlikely to leave said mazes when asked to—due to that kind of ruining the whole point of being in the maze in the first place, you’ll probably have to fight your Minotaur in a maze. This will give him a tremendous home field advantage. An advantage a creature with the strength of a bull doesn’t even need.
A Minotaur is roughly 40 percent man, 50 percent bull and 10 percent dickweed. The creature is the foul, unholy offspring of man and bull. Sort of like the rodeo, but worse, and way less racist. It has a bull’s head and an oversized, jacked-up human body. Maybe there’s tufts of bull hair jutting out here and there. I don’t recall.
Enter the maze. Be on high alert, listening for any sound whatsoever. Though specifically, you should also be listening for the sound of a ferocious half-bull monstrosity sneaking up on you from around a maze wall. Definitely listen for that exact sound. If you hear it, stop right where you are. Do not continue to walk all willy-nilly casual around the corner with a spring in your step and a song in your heart. The Minotaur waiting for you will gore the shit out of you and spill your heart, that song, and about five gallons of your blood all over that dirt floor maze. If you hear him, stop.
Take off your shirt and tie it to a stick. Hold it out, waving it around the corner. If he’s already in a rage he’ll take the bait and charge the shirt, quickly flying through it and past you, as he wasn’t expecting to hit just an empty shirt. This is your chance to attack him from behind. If he’s not already in a rage, he’ll probably react the same way you or I would to the sight of a shirt draped over the end of a stick, waved about—with a cocked, quizzical eye raise and minor sense of annoyance. Then he’ll wait. So there’s no guarantee that an ungored shirt means all is clear.
Get yourself ready, take a deep breath, then step around the corner. When you see the Minotaur, quickly take off your red cape. Many know-it-all types will tell you that it’s not the color red that attracts the bull, it’s the movement of the cape. That may be true, but I say, “Why pass up a legitimate opportunity to wear a red cape? Is that something that comes along every day? Are you Superman?” No, you’re not. And keep in mind that “legitimate opportunity” does not mean you “felt like wearing one.” No way.
Like you’d expect, due to the widespread stereotypes regarding bulls and bullish behavior, the Minotaur is fiery and prone to explosive bouts of rage. He can be taunted at which point he will charge blindly. Wave the cape at the Minotaur. When he charges, sidestep him while yanking the cape away, allowing him to hit the wall behind you, possibly embedding his horns into it. Repeat until he embeds his horn into it.
Follow your bread-crumb trail back out of the maze to safety. (Note: Do not get the crumbs made out of Minotaur food. Problems will arise.)
HOW TO BEAT UP THE UNDERTAKER
The Undertaker, for those of you not eleven, is a professional wrestler. He’s roughly six foot seven and close to three hundred pounds. While wrestling is known to be “fake” as far as actual combat goes, the maneuvers and techniques they pull off to accomplish the ruse require a high level of skill and athleticism. Skill and athleticism The Undertaker will now be channeling toward crushing you. Plus, like I said, six foot seven … that’s no joke.
Curiously, despite taking the ring name of “The Undertaker” he is not often seen performing the duties typically associated with this job. He never seems to sell coffins, arrange flower deliveries, or coordinate with the church regarding burials. At no time, that I can recall, has he ever been seen dealing with grieving family members. He does however do a lot of kicking, punching, choking, and jumping off of things onto people.
He’s called The Undertaker, and yet his skin is painted in an extra pale-green, corpse-y color, he only speaks in grunts and the occasional raspy threat. His gimmick is taking abuse while in a comatose state before miraculously sitting up or “rising from the dead,” and his wrestling style involves lumbering around like a zombie. None of this sounds very undertaker-ey, which makes me think someone in charge of naming characters in wrestling was tasked with finding a “scary” name, went out into the world, found a graveyard, came across a zombie rising from the dead being tended to by an undertaker, and somehow got their names reversed. To be fair, he does wear a suit made from Lycra fashioned to look like what could be an undertaker’s suit.
Another technique he’s fond of is staring at his opponent, shaking and then rolling his eyes back into his head so only the whites show. This would be terrifying were he actually a monster. As it is, though, we know he’s just a large guy rolling his eyes back in his head. A maneuver that makes him 10 percent more scary and about 98 percent more blind. This is when you punch him. Hard. He does this in scripted wrestling matches so one could make the argument that he wouldn’t actually be dumb enough to do it in an actual fight. I disagree. After nearly twenty years of instinctively rolling his eyes at the start of a match and watching men cower, I guarantee you he won’t have the wherewithal to not, at some point, go to that move to help him out. Like a Pavlovian dog … dressed as a grotesque mortician.
What’s that? You’re hung up on the “twenty years of rasslin’” part? That’s right. The Undertaker has been around the block a few times. Then he bought a house on that block, seeded a lawn in front of said house, and then proceeded to chase kids off of it. He’s old, is my point. You throw a couple of punches to a blinded, nearly sixty-year-old man, I don’t care what shade of scary paint he’s covered in, he’s going down.
If he gets up, wait for him to repeat the eye-roll move, then repeat yours. One more round of this should be enough to ensure your win. If there’s anything nearby that he might be able to use as makeshift casket, be careful, as he’s known for sometimes trying to bury people. Usually it’s at the conclusion of special “casket matches,” but you can’t be too careful. Also, in the wrestling world, taking possession of his “special urn” allows you to control The Undertaker. Unlike the eye-roll thing, this is clearly something that wouldn’t work in actual life. That’s too bad.
Keep in mind, in the course of his illustrious career he’s beaten The Executioner. Also keep in mind that that isn’t the profession of the man he beat, it’s merely the name of his wrestling character. He has, to the best of my knowledge, never executed a man.
Fun fact: The Undertaker’s real-life wife appeared briefly on TV with him in a wrestling storyline. Her name is Sara. At one point they began referring to her as “Sara Undertaker” as if that was her last name. As if she had married this guy called The Undertaker, took that full name as her last name … and kept the Sara part. Odd. Less odd when you consider that at one point The Undertaker was managed by a man named Paul Bearer.
HOW TO BEAT UP A QUENTIN TARANTINO CHARACTER
Find the nearest revival house. If there are several to choose from, concentrate on those showing a double feature of some “tough guy” fare. “Hard-boiled men in a hard land,” type films. Any B movie starring Sonny Chiba or Charles Bronson will do. Maybe something like Bad Day at Black Rock or Le Samourai. This is where you’ll find your adversary. You’ll know him on sight. Trust me, you won’t think you will, but you will. Approach him as he’s leaving the theater. He’ll be alone, or holding court on the low-brow merits of the film, with an out-of-his-league lady on his arm. Wait for the lady to depart, then club him from behind with a lead sap. Grab him under the shoulders, then drag him into your waiting van. (Drag with your legs, not your back.) Take him to your safe house and tie him to a chair.
While he’s unconscious search him for any quirky, identifiable weapons that may be his trademark. Does he have a cutting implement as part of his nickname? “The Blade”? “Knife” Rodgers? Then, look for a knife. He might have a gun, but that’s not remarkable enough to bother naming him for it. Maybe he carries rusty pliers around to extract victims’ teeth? Take them from him.
Wake him up. From what I’ve observed, a slap or two to the face has never not worked. Immediately punch him in the face as he wakes up. Then, casually pull out the weapon you grabbed off of him. Real casual, like, say, “Oh, yeah, looking for this? I’m tapping your knife on my leg, I took it from you and already forgot I have it, no big deal.”
He might ask you what you want, or why he’s there. Just smile and say, “All in good time.” Then, take out a straight razor. Open it, then shave a tiny spot under your chin, then put the razor away. Now, light a cigarette.
Have a cigarette ready for him, too. He’s going to ask for one in about a second. And man is he going to milk the shit out of smoking that thing, once you untie his hands. He’s got every accoutrement and gadget ever invented. Every tick and flourish a man can pull off during the act of smoking, he’ll do it. Flicking the lighter, lighting it in a “cool,” practiced way, blowing smoke rings, fingering some worn cigar band he’s got some story about …
Avoid getting into a prolonged pop culture debate with him. If he asks you about Count Chocula, ignore him. You’ve got diabetes as far as he’s concerned. If he comments on your T-shirt, first of all, why are you wearing a T-shirt during an interrogation? Look at him, he’s wearing a nice vintage-y suit! Or maybe he’s got some worn-in but still cool-looking, vaguely Western attire. The guy is somehow pulling off the cowboy boot look! Why can’t you be more like him? Ugh, just tell him it’s the shirt you took off some guy you killed and move on.
At some point, during your bantering, he’ll try to steal the power back and shift the momentum in his favor, even though you’re the fucking guy with the knife. He’ll do this by spitting on you and/or telling you to go fuck yourself, or he could be more subtle. He’ll have a story about how he ended up the way he did and he’ll try to take control with that. Some badass tale that meanders but then builds to a riveting climax, that leaves him sitting across from you puffing smoke like a super-cool greaser while you stare slack-jawed trying to digest it all. Some tale about how he hates left-handed Swahili people and left-handed Swahilis are the scum of the Earth because John Adams visited their country and left an umbrella there and … Blah blah blah …
Fuck that. You out-story this fucking guy! If he’s got some crackpot theory involving the invention of the cotton gin causing scores of Puerto Ricans to eventually move to Brooklyn and what that shit means, you come back with some ad-libbed thoughts on how season two of Who’s the Boss? led to the birth of grunge …
If he’s got one about how he learned never to fear another motherfucker on God’s green Earth because of the way he saw Paul Newman smile into the eyes of Strother Martin with a wink and a smirk in Cool Hand Luke, you come back with one about Steve McQueen and how the memory of him jumping the fence in The Great Escape helped you endure nine hours of torture at the hands of … Tony Danza. It was a Who’s the Boss? marathon. Yeah, you bring that shit full fucking circle on him. There’s no damn way you should be letting a guy tied to a chair get the better of you. I could see if maybe he was a magician or something, shackles mean nothing to those guys. But he ain’t. He’s no magician and you’re no dumb tourist, drunk in Reno looking to kill ninety minutes. (Yeah, I don’t know, either.)
He’ll be a trained man, a soldier, world weary, but with an affable charm. He’ll be overly familiar with the idea of a Mexican standoff. He may quote lines from the Tuco character in The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly, or any character from The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly, or, he could just be ugly. On the inside. Outside he’ll be handsome with a rakish bent.
Hit him a few times in the face. Then hit him with an uppercut. A hard one so the chair flips over and he lands on his back. NO ONE looks cool in that turtle-on-its-back, still tied to the chair, squirmy position. He’ll be flailing around on the floor, trying to right himself. Just take a last puff of your cigarette, think of something cool to say, and say it exactly as you fling the cigarette. If you flub the line, or end up fumbling the cigarette and burning your hands … Sigh. Just leave.
HOW TO BEAT UP THE BATMAN
Batman has been called many things: The Dark Knight, The Caped Crusader, The Wall-Crawler. (To be fair, this last one, mainly by people who know very little about comic books.) Batman, as is widely known, has no actual powers; rather, he’s trained his body to reach the peak of human performance. Then he combined it with a detective’s analytical brain, and a high-tech black-and-gray costume used to sneak about nocturnally with ease … as well as a bright, shimmering yellow belt, containing gadgets.
He’s what’s known in comics as a rich millionaire do-gooder (Iron Man, Moon Knight, etc.), one of the more implausible creations to ever appear on the printed page. Gamma-irradiated behemoth? Sure. A man with spider powers? Okay. Rich guy helping poor people? Yeahhhh, I don’t buy it.
Let me ask you something—are you determined? Really truly single-minded in the pursuit of your goals?
Because that’s what it’s going to take to beat The Batman. The bad news is, this process will take ten years. The good news is, at the end of those ten years, you’ll have taken out The “goddamn” Batman. That’s a nice little detail to have on your resume.
Step One: Forget about fighting him. Seek him out and befriend him. Become his pal. Be “there” for him. Get to the point where he relies on you and trusts you with his life.
Occasionally, do things to reassure him. Point a projectile weapon at him and say, “I’m going to murder you.” Then pretend to shoot him, and say, “Nah, I’m just joking,” then hand him back the weapon. Maybe even say, “But I could have…” Now, it’s going be hard, but do your best to say this last part without menace. DON’T let your gaze harden and then drop your head, while eyeballing him in a malevolent manner. If a camera zooms in for a close-up and possible freeze-frame on your scowling countenance, push it away. Just try to keep it light. Say, “But I could have … LOL! Who wants lunch?” Like that. Also, avoid repeating lines with an inappropriate intensity. For example, he picks up the tab for the aforementioned lunch and says, “You can get me next time.” Do not mutter, “Oh, I’ll get you alright. I’ll definitely … get you … next time.”
On the last day of your tenth year as friends, ask him to come over to your desk to help you with a computer game. He may balk at this, as he’s not known as a computer game expert, but be firm—insist he take a look at the screen. Why not ask him to help you with something he is knowledgeable about, you ask? I’m sorry, WHO’S GIVING THE TUTORIAL HERE? YOU OR ME? That’s right.
Step Two: When he leans on your desk to get a look at the screen, quickly snatch his wrist, then stand, and pivot. Using your superhuman strength hurl him through the roof of the building. Then quickly fly through the hole his body created, shoot him with your heat-vision, then grab him and huck him into the fiery sun.*
HOW TO BEAT UP THE A-TEAM’S B. A. BARACUS
B. A. Baracus is of course the “muscle” for the group of outlaw, fugitive, renegade, outlaws known as the A-Team. Baracus is a pro all the way. Ex-Special Forces, currently working as a soldier of fortune while surviving in the Los Angeles underground. Mr. Baracus is on the run for a crime he didn’t commit. Well, that’s his story, I’m not a lawyer. Other things I’m not? Doctor, pilot, stuntman, coherent, sober.
His weaknesses are well documented but will only get you so far. He’s afraid of flying and yet, somehow ridiculously susceptible to being drugged into unconsciousness shortly before planned flights he’s earlier expressed reluctance to taking part in.
He wears dozens of cumbersome gold chains around his neck, but what does that really give you, advantage-wise? Does it suggest vanity? Obsession with material wealth? Greater resistance to beheading attempts? Unknown.
If you’re looking for a pattern (and you should be), one of Baracus’s telltale maneuvers is squaring off against an opposing group’s equally beefed-up thug. Inevitably, a guy who closely resembles B. A. body-wise but is of another ethnicity. For example: giant, muscular Asian guy; giant, muscular redneck; giant, muscular Samoan guy; etc.
According to the footage I’ve seen, this fellow is usually introduced when “Face,” one of Baracus’s teammates, would attempt to take the large guy on after dispatching many lesser foes, only to hurt his hand punching the man’s barrel chest. At which point B. A. would step in and the real fight would begin. A fight often culminating in Baracus hurling his dispatched foe, in slow motion, over a camera that’s been placed on the ground and pointed skyward.
By now, while studying footage, you’ll have heard Baracus utter a certain phrase several times. Don’t be baited by it. Beware, while he does “pity the fool” this is IN NO WAY REFLECTED IN DISPLAYS OF MERCIFUL BEHAVIOR! He feels bad for you, and the fact that you’re a fool and that we live in a world that contains fools, but he won’t shed a tear for you. He will make YOU shed tears like a box of rattlesnakes sheds skins. You know how awful you just felt after reading that clunky analogy? THAT’S NOTHING COMPARED TO HOW BARACUS’S FISTS WILL MAKE YOU FEEL. Afterward he’ll try to beat up the box of rattlesnakes as well, so you’re kind of nature’s last line of defense here.
The way to beat Baracus is by disguising yourself as his team leader John “Hannibal” Smith. No doubt you’ve heard of Mr. Smith’s unique skill and are daunted by this part of the plan. Don’t be. Hannibal is the “Master of 1,000 Disguises,” all of them unconvincing. Capable of portraying everything from an unlikely tollbooth operator to a man who is clearly not a Texas oil baron. Give the phrase “Master of Disguise” as used here no more weight than you would when finding it printed across a box containing a fake mustache, nerd glasses, and a polka-dot bow tie.
While dressed as Hannibal, hand Baracus a glass of sedative, making no effort to disguise it at all. In fact, feel free to mark it as SEDATIVE in a bright bold font; he’ll still drink it down without a second look. Load him onto an airplane (to keep him in a terrified state on the off chance the sedative wears off), wait until the “fasten seat belt” sign is turned off, and then happily begin battering Baracus at eighty thousand feet.
HOW TO BEAT UP GREAT TIGER FROM MIKE TYSON’S PUNCH-OUT!!
Great Tiger is a contender in the boxing association showcased in the video game Mike Tyson’s Punch-Out!! As you might remember from the game, he was in an awful hurry to cement the “tiger” part of his name in your mind, as he always draped a tiger head and skin in his corner. The “great” part, however, is still a bit of a tenuous connection. “Adequate Tiger” would’ve been more appropriate.
On a more serious note, I’d like to point out that the sanctioning body’s continued blatant disregard for the rulebook in regards to Great Tiger is disgraceful. That they allow him to compete in a professional prizefight while wearing a full turban is quite troubling. All manner of foreign object or weapon could be contained within to say nothing about the turban possibly blinding Tiger himself if it came loose and covered his eyes.
The second egregious oversight by the commission concerns the bizarrely overgrown Clarke Gable/villain mustache currently on Tiger’s upper lip. For the commission to allow Tiger to go out there and fight with this ’stache night after night when they know damn well that current fashion finds that style COMPLETELY out of vogue is just negligent. An act that could prove damaging to not only Tiger’s ego, but his entire sense of individual creative freedom. That’s a look far better suited for the business of tying women to train tracks than the prize ring, and they know it. He needs to hear it from someone in a position of authority before some mean-spirited kid shouts it to him on the way to the ring. I would hate for that turban to come in handy after all … as a bandage to wrap a broken heart.
In boxing, traditionally, one does his best to avoid telegraphing his punches. Any sign or “tell” that would indicate the next maneuver should be avoided at all costs. An example of this would be: dipping your shoulder slightly before a hook, dropping your right hand before jabbing, or WEARING A SHIMMERING JEWEL ON YOUR HEAD THAT GLIMMERS before you throw a punch. He’s got five or so losses on his record, all of them no doubt the result of getting KO’d after his beacon-like emerald signaled his opponent, the back row, Guam, and the alien inhabitants of Orion’s Belt that he was about to punch something. Somehow, no one in his corner has yet had the heart to pull him aside and say, “Maybe we try one sans the turban? Or, at the very least, we dab some Vaseline on it to dull the shine? No? Really? Okay, go get ’em, champ.”
Tiger differs from his fellow pugilists in that in addition to the more common weapons utilized between the ropes, Tiger reveals midway through Round 1 that he’s somehow in possession of MAGICAL FUCKING POWERS. He can move at super human speeds, fly around the ring, and even vanish into thin air. The fact that he’s got such a wondrous gift and chose to do nothing more ambitious with it than take up professional boxing … and then turned out to be, um, not so good at it, is kind of heartbreaking. It’s too sad to really even think about. After all, Soda Popinski (the former Vodka Drunkenski) sports a record similar to Tiger’s and has managed to do it without the benefit of being able to teleport himself and with the added hurdle of being a lousy stinking drunk.
Here’s the scouting report on Great Tiger. Many see the flash and slick razzle-dazzle M.O. of Tiger and get intimidated. Don’t. He’s staring down the barrel of a loaded gun. The reality is he’s past his prime, with the clock quickly running out and numerous kids to support.
Take a closer look at Tiger, he could easily be on the wrong side of fifty. (Wrong side of fifty for a boxing career, not wrong side of fifty to start booking gigs playing Father Time at the local mall during the holidays.) He needs to start putting together some consistent performances, but at this point that seems unlikely.
If it was gonna happen for him it would have happened by now. He’s a guy who got very far on natural talent and speed, two gifts he longer possesses. He relied on them at the expense of ever picking up sound boxing fundamentals. His jab has no snap and his body is often wide open for counters.
Jab him when his jewel lights up to stun him, win a “star,” then hit him with the uppercut. When he ducks go to the body. When he gets all magic-y, you time him with a double hand block, then drop him when he’s dizzy. Or, if it’s easier: A button, B button. A, A, A, crouch, Left, Left, A, A, A, then B.
HOW TO BEAT UP A ROBOT SENT TO KILL YOU
Most people concerned about killer robots and the impact their killing abilities would have on their continuing on in their un-killed states, ignore one major factor. They neglect to consider that robots are machines and then look at the track record of the machines already around them.
How often do machines work the way they are supposed to? From the washing machine to the Xerox copier to the mighty computer … the evidence is clear. Based on the data gathered, the best way to defeat and possibly destroy a killer robot is to bump it, jostle it slightly, or even to merely ask it to do what it’s programmed and designed to do. Sure, the robot will kill a few people (perhaps a few thousand) but sooner or later it will jam up for no apparent reason whatsoever, and cease to be able to do much of anything.
This is just an observation. It’s not your strategy, just something to keep in mind. Full instruction will be provided. Obviously, I’m aware that the knowledge that the machine, which ruthlessly slaughtered you in the town square with a whirling blade-thingy later went on to malfunction and spare the life of some man you’ve never met will be little comfort to you. Because you’re very selfish. In fact, I’m not sure you deserve the information I have on beating up a robot, but I’m going to give it to you anyway. Because I am a great man.
Another thing to consider is the large number of whiny, emo-esque robots who only want to have human feelings just like us. They strive to be human, to know our fears … to cry, etc. It’s really kind of sad. In the grand scheme of things, a robot is a pretty cool thing to be. Sure, it’s not as cool a “thing” as a griffin or a sentient rhino who’s also a samurai, but it’s pretty great. Some of them have rockets in their feet! Some robots are shiny and slick looking as hell. That’s nothing to duck your head about. But on and on they go, trying to become us like some futuristic, metal-covered version of Single White Female. (That’s still a legit reference, right?) If you do happen to find yourself facing a robot, you have two strategies at hand:
1. Get it wet! It really is that simple. Wires, batteries, intricate electronics, are all susceptible to the debilitating effects of water. (Odd that that which nurtures all living things destroys these metal fiends on contact. God must really hate robots. Did they do anything evil in the bible? I forget.) If the robot is watertight, pierce the waterproof layer and then apply water to the opening. You’ll probably need more than a cup, but a fire hose seems like overkill. Let’s say you should use a Jack-and-Jill-sized bucket to do him in. (Just try not to fuck it up like Jack did. What an idiot!)
2. Turn it off using the giant ON/OFF switch implanted in its chest. To be honest, a lot of your more serious, “killer robots” won’t have this feature. If you see a battle-ready, laser-shooting type robot with a giant ON/OFF switch, it’s probably a decoy to bait you in, so don’t go for it. I’ve seen this a million times, trust me. You’ll rush forward all confident, excitedly flicking the switch. Then he’ll probably power down for a second, lights dimming, rotors stopping, etc., just to fuck with you. You’ll yell out, “Guys! Check it out! I did it!” Then he’ll power up super fast and put his power drill hand through your skull. Don’t let this happen, don’t go for the ON/OFF switch with bots that are in any way scary looking.
Now, if the robot you’re fighting is made up of lots of colorful parts, or has those floppy, bendy, “heating vent” arms, or if he’s got a big ole glass dome for a head, you should be safe to do it. Just flip the switch and then beat on it with a crowbar until you get bored.
HOW TO BEAT UP A ROBOT WEARING A LONG, FLOWING, LUXURIOUS BLOND WIG
Note: Wigstyle may vary.
Whoa. What? Why would somebody do this? That’s just bizarre … Like a regular, run-of-the-mill robot with a sensuous, full-bodied wig attached to, or growing out of, its head? That is nuts. I will just never understand some people. I blame the robot’s builders. What would possess them to add such a ridiculous touch to this otherwise ordinary, garden-variety robot? A robot who shares so much in common with other robots. Who makes the same beeping and bopping sounds associated with robots. A robot who has those gripper claw-type-thingies many other ’bots do. Why humiliate the robot like that with this one sick deviation? Does this robot have an emotion chip installed in it? Let’s hope not.
Although, I guess, it certainly seems possible that the robot’s builder had nothing to do with this and that one day the robot suddenly turned around, noticed the hairpiece in a store and decided that her bald, shiny dome and blank nuts-and-bolts features would look quite nice set against a shimmering platinum blond coif.
The robot wearing a long, flowing, luxurious blond wig is not an everyday opponent so questions need to be asked. Is the robot fighting as a normal robot would? Or is it distracted or even enchanted by its hair, stopping mid-punch to stroke it?
Is the hair possibly the source of its power? Or does it believe the hair to be the source of its power?
I’d say, start by noticing the hair. But do it as genuinely as you can. Don’t just toss off some generic compliment. Really take the time to notice the robot’s hair and construct your remark accordingly. Has it been tied up in a nice little bow? Painstakingly arranged in some ornate French braid? (I don’t think people go this route much anymore … but as for robots, who knows.) Has it been given bangs and highlights to accent the hair’s natural color? All fine remarks to make … Now, watch carefully, does the robot blush (or do the LED lights implanted in its face suddenly light up)? Does it casually brush the comment aside, or thank you but make it clear it’s time to move on to actual fighting? Does it emit the sound of a prerecorded cat purring from a voice-box-type-thingy in its mouth region?
If you can use the above information to figure out that the ’bot does prize its hair, then do so … and then fuck that haircut up! Like the mighty Samson, the loss of her hair will be her undoing. If the hair was the source of her power, you’ve won. If it wasn’t but she believed it to be the source of her power, you now have a huge mental edge and should be able to beat her fairly easily. If neither of those is true, you still have a shot. If a minute ago she had an eye-catching mane of flowing blond hair and now she’s sporting nothing but jagged tufts, you better believe she’s going to be concerned about it. It’s unlikely she’ll be able to focus on the fighting at all, with the state her hair is in. Take advantage of her distraction to finish her off.
HOW TO BEAT UP LUKE SKYWALKER FROM RETURN OF THE JEDI
You’re not ready yet. It’s too soon, trust me. He would thrash you like a sarlacc tearing apart a frightened and disoriented Ed Begley Jr. (Yeah, what was he doing out there in the desert, I don’t know, either. Maybe looking into the sarlacc’s potential as an alternative energy source? The world may never know the truth.)
Ironically, your youthful exuberance in wanting to take on such a formidable Jedi Master at such an early stage reminds me of a young Luke Skywalker in Star Wars. When your behavior reminds me of a slightly more mature Luke Skywalker in Return of the Jedi that’s when I’ll know you’re ready.
Here’s a hint: Luke from Jedi would never wear a fleece, zip-front hoodie with cargo shorts. “Jedi mind tricks” or not, you don’t get into the Mos Eisley Cantina dressed like that, no way, no how.
I’m telling you, this is not the time. The Force, right now, could not be weaker with you. It’s, like, retarded how little Force you have. Number 2 pencils, Jell-O, and a Troll doll pencil-topper sitting in a desk drawer for the last eighteen years, you know what they have in common? They all have more Force in them than you do.
It wouldn’t be pretty. Remember that scene in Jedi where Luke lightsabers the skin off a guy he’s using the Force to rotate in midair and it looks like a potato peeling? Before he slices the de-skinned body into carrot-size chips, he then uses to make you soup? You don’t? THAT’S BECAUSE IT’S NOT FROM THE MOVIE, IT’S FROM YOUR NEXT WEEK, if you don’t get this idea of fighting Luke from Jedi out of your head.
How about you start small by tackling Dr. Evazan? The guy who holds a doctorate in “sucking and then getting your limbs hacked off.”
If you must take on a Luke, stick with the crybaby farm boy Luke from Star Wars. That guy is a pure wuss. Hanging out with androids and “bull’s-eye-ing womp rats in your T-16 back home,” only prepares you for one thing: Taking a Death Star-sized beating you don’t recover from.
Um, just avoid any cagey old guys dressed in brown burlap he may be traveling with.
HOW TO BEAT UP AN APPLE-THROWING TREE FROM THE WIZARD OF OZ.
Dorothy’s reluctance to engage them is your blessing. You’ll be the first person on record to notch a “W” against one of these actually quite proud creatures.
Step One: Wait safely behind a regular tree for your tree-opponent to stop throwing apples. Then, toss your hat (Note: you will need a hat for this fight.) out into the open. If the hat is suddenly pummeled with apples, you’ll know the tree was only pretending to be out of apples. Throw another hat (Note: you will need some back-up hats for this fight.) out, and repeat until no apples follow.
Step Two: At this point step out from behind your hidey-tree, approach the tree you’re fighting, then kick it right square in its tree-creature eye. Kick it again, in the eye. Avoid the creature’s mouth, as this is its last line of defense. Continue kicking its eyeball until the tree dies or verbally submits. Losing interest in this fight? Feel free to mix things up, by kicking the other eyeball for a time.
Bonus: At some point pick up one of the tree’s discarded apples and take a delicious bite out of it. Say something obnoxious like: “Mmm … Y’know I don’t even really like apples … but thanks.” Or, “Hey, jerk, thanks for all the help ‘keeping the doctor away,’ I appreciate it.” If he doesn’t get the reference and asks what you’re talking about, DO NOT EXPLAIN THE JOKE. You’ve missed your moment, just go back to kicking it to death.
HOW TO BEAT UP DAILY BUGLE PHOTOGRAPHER PETER PARKER
A few people have suggested I include a how-to for this Peter Parker fellow. To be honest, I don’t see much of a challenge here. Let’s take a look—bookish, nerdy-type, keeps to himself, and somehow lucked himself into a cushy job selling photos to the Daily Bugle.
Uh, help me out here guys, what am I missing??? This dude’s a total zero and not worthy of our time. This fight should be a cakewalk, as HE IS COMPLETELY HARMLESS. This guy sits around all day whining about his Aunt May, getting yelled at by the editor of the Bugle, and then sheepishly kicking at the dirt with his head down anytime a girl walks by. Riiiigght. Reeeaalll intimidating.
Um, approach him and sock him in the head with whatever you feel like throwing. He’ll crumble up and blow away. I honestly can’t imagine A SINGLE THING going wrong. You talk about your born losers, this guy is top o’ the list. I mean, what’s he gonna do? Take a photo of you kicking his ass? Here’s your headline: NERD GETS STOMPED. No charge for that one, Parker.
I could see if we were talking about fighting his buddy Flash Thompson. That guy’s a ringer. Tall, athletic build, with a background in sports. That’s a dude worth strategizing for. Or even his pal Harry Osborn’s dad, Norman. He’s a real alpha-male, go-getter type, used to succeeding in all that he does, and a totally worthy foe.
But Parker??? Tsk, who’s next? Washed-up scientist Bruce Banner? Frail, cane-wielding physician Dr. Donald Blake? That bald-headed teacher in the wheelchair always hanging out with those weirdos? C’mon, let’s get serious, guys …
Whether it’s a person, place, thing, or religious ceremony, if it’s terrible, you’ll find out how to kick the hell out of it in this section. Things that are terrible know no bounds, and so perhaps more than any other section, it is crucial to learn the techniques outlined over the following pages.
The tide of “things that are terrible” must be turned back at all cost … Oh, and if you yourself are terrible, don’t worry, someone will get to you soon.
HOW TO BEAT UP SOMEONE FROM DELAWARE
I gotta be honest, I know of no one special way to beat up someone from Delaware. From what I understand, people from Delaware have no shared unifying characteristics. They walk and talk and breathe and have dreams just like any other group of people. (Well, maybe not dreams. They are in Delaware, after all. Only nightmares for them … nightmares that come true every time they open their eyes.)
Anyone can choose to move to Delaware, when beaten down enough by life, as a signal to the world that they’ve given up. There’s nothing about someone from Delaware specifically that lends itself to any one maneuver.
That being said, this seems like a good time to mention an incredible tactic that works on many people I’ve encountered, including those from Delaware. It’s called “the dick punch.”
The dick punch is an incredibly devastating maneuver that, mysteriously, only works on roughly half the population. It’s uncanny, how it seems to play out that way.
For example, a few weeks back I ventured into a fraternity house on a nearby college campus. Stuff got a bit out of hand and so I was forced to start dick-punching people like a dick-punching fiend. Every single person in there collapsed when struck by the move. Not two nights later, I was at a sorority house on the SAME CAMPUS. SAME TIME of night, SAME SITUATION … and THE DICK PUNCH HAD ABSOLUTELY NO EFFECT ON ANYONE IN THERE. I was mortified. It was like they’d cast a protection spell against it or something!
Unbelievable, right? Trust me. I was there, it happened. Unfortunately, science will never be able to tell us why this is. We just have to accept it.
It was probably the closest I’ll ever come to feeling like Superman in Superman II (Richard Donner cut) when Superman—after emerging from a power-sapping chamber at the Fortress of Solitude—forgets he’s mortal and gets humbled by a plate-of-slop-eating trucker at a diner. (I say “probably” because life is an intriguing, unpredictable journey of the body and mind and who’s to say what tomorrow will bring? Possibly, an experience that will leave me feeling more like Superman II than this moment.)
Step One: While facing your enemy and standing still, quickly bend at the knees, tucking your legs toward your body so that your calves are horizontal to the ground. You’ll float there for a moment or two, absolutely still, until gravity kicks in, rapidly pulling you toward the ground.
Step Two: When you feel the wind in your hair, indicating your descent, immediately throw a straight right hand. It will connect solidly on your opponent’s d-zone, instantly dropping them in a heap.
This move should be practiced many, many times before deployment in an actual fight. Be advised, you’ll feel a sensation in your lower body the first time you try the move. That feeling is the pain from both your kneecaps having just shattered. A small price to pay for mastery over the greatest technique in fightdom. Over time, those kneecaps will heal, eventually building up enough resistance to withstand the impact.
The timing must be perfect. Be careful not to throw the right hand, and then drop, as the positions will be off and you’ll harmlessly punch your opponent in the chest or rib area. If you punch too late, after having already hit the ground, your foe will have probably caught on and will likely knee you in your face. It must be one, single, fluid maneuver: bend knees, hover, drop, then punch.
Yeah, it’s a beautiful move …
If I had a nickel every time the d-punch bailed me out of a fight … I’d have zero dollars. I donate all my frequency-of-events-happening money to orphans … aka my “future army.” However, before I gave it away, I will say it seemed like there was quite a lot of money there.
Remember earlier when I said there was no specific tactic that applied only to Delawareans? I lied. Suddenly running up behind a person from Delaware, while screaming loudly, and then boxing their ears as they turn toward you WILL INSTANTLY DISABLE ANY PERSON FROM DELAWARE. Then, use the dick punch to finish them off. As the “state of Delaware” ranks just behind the “state of nausea” in a list of things to be avoided, take no mercy on these miserable fucks.
FAMOUS MOVIE FIGHT MANEUVERS THAT ACTUALLY DON’T WORK
THE KARATE KID’S CRANE KICK: Last time I checked (four weeks ago) cranes don’t win that many fights. I’m not saying they lose many either, my point is they have very limited fight experience. I think most people who encounter them are cool to leave an oddly tall, somewhat majestic creature covered in vibrant down well enough alone. That’s probably as it should be. Bottom line—the karate kick based on their movements is bullshit.
JEAN-CLAUDE VAN DAMME’S JUMPING SPINNING BACK KICK: Van Damme performed this kick in all of his movies. This is a move where … instead of kicking a person, the attacker jumps into the air. And then instead of then kicking the person, they spin around in the air—360 degrees—and then kick the person when they finish the revolution. It’s like the kick equivalent of a Sunday drive. Don’t use it and if someone near you jumps into the air while screaming, assume a kick of some sort is coming and step back. Maybe peruse a newspaper while you’re waiting for their kick to miss. Or, more likely, you can use your phone to read about what newspapers used to be. It’s unclear what’s more doomed, newspapers or guys who utilize this kick.
PATRICK SWAYZE’S “THROAT-RIP” FROM ROAD HOUSE: Patrick Swayze managed to pull this off in a split second. I’ve never throat-ripped anyone but I’m guessing my time would be about three-and-a-half to four minutes, and that also factors in time to vomit midway through. Skin, sinew, muscle … not stuff that typically falls from the bone when uncooked. The next time you’re tempted to try to pull off a throat-rip, maybe just opt for a nice punch.
MR. HAN’S DETACHABLE CLAW-HAND FROM ENTER THE DRAGON : He had a bear claw-hand, a three-knives hand, and a bronze chopping hand. And they all popped out in a fairly straightforward manner. Meaning you could pop it out just as easily as he could, at any time during the fight. Maybe Bruce’s honor prevented him from doing it, but we won’t have that problem.
ODDJOB’S RAZOR-BRIMMED HAT FROM GOLDFINGER : To refresh your memory, henchman Oddjob would throw this bladed derby toward his opponents like a throwing star, effectively cutting them to ribbons. It even appeared to work on marble statues. My problem with this weapon is minor. Yeah, it’s effective, but to use it you have to remove the hat from your head, a hat you’ve been wearing for some time. Keep in mind, this is a heavy fabric hat ringed with steel. There’s NO WAY your hair isn’t going to look ridiculous when you take it off. It’s “hat hair” times fifty. The loss of dignity you’ll suffer (enduring the stifled laughs of your opponent when he sees your messed-up coif) isn’t worth it. Just use regular throwing stars.
HOW TO BEAT UP DEATH
The best way for us to defeat Death is to deny him what he wants, by taking care of our bodies. Eat right, exercise, and always brush your— Hahaha! Nah, I’m just kidding, you need to punch him in the soul with an enchanted gauntlet …
Actually, that’s a joke, too. It’s more complicated than some mere physical altercation. The guy ain’t even corporeal half the time. (And believe me, he won’t stop talking about it, saying things like: “Oh, was the door locked? I didn’t even notice, what with my mist-like form and all, I just breezed right in. Oh, is it weirding you out for me to walk through your table like that?”)
Death is one of the biggest of the big. Death is hard enough to even grasp as a concept without contemplating how to somehow lay hands on him long enough to hurt him. Also known as “The Grim Reaper,” as well as “The Angel of Death,” he is often mistaken for the Devil, but they’re totally different. In regard to prominence, presumed power, and overall mystique, he takes a backseat only to the Devil, God, and Patrick Swayze. Swayze, of course, is the being of pure awesome who has by now conquered all of Heaven. Oh, make no mistake, he’s set up Dalton-style at those pearly gates, checking your boots for razor blades and telling St. Peter to “be cool,” “be nice,” and wait for his and only his cue to “not be nice.”
Death often appears as a being wearing a baggy black robe and sporting a skull where his head should be. It seems like a fairly uncomfortable, hot garment. At his level, you’d think he’d opt for something more pleasant and breathable. Maybe a dark linen? Ah, well, who am I to speculate on the fashion habits of such beings? But, I mean, right? C’mon that get-up seems hot even for a skeleton! Honestly, it’s unclear if he actually has a full skeleton body under there. If he does and that’s why he’s wearing the robe, it may be a case of insecurity. He may be sensitive about his weight. Or, he could be trying to give the appearance of a larger and much bulkier foe.
As far as weapons go, he wields a scythe. Not the most practical weapon. It’s heavy, hard to control, and it’s easy to lose your balance if you miss your target with it. But don’t get your hopes up. The only way he’s gonna consent to hand-to-hand combat with you is by some sort of trickery, as he’s an elemental, nearly immortal being … Yeah, I said “nearly.”
You need to approach this one Charlie Daniels-style. No, not while eating a plate of ribs. You need to challenge Death to a contest of some sort, like Charlie Daniels did with the Devil. Or, like when Bill S. Preston, Esquire, and Theodore “Ted” Logan challenged Death in that documentary.
He wants souls, that’s clearly his “big picture” endgame. While you dream about the promotion to Head of Accounts or winning your fantasy league pool, he covets a ginormous cave floor blanketed with the cushy bounce of trapped and suffering human souls … So you could murder a shit-ton of people and use their souls to bargain with him, but, I’ll be honest, I don’t really know how that would work. You’d probably have to have some knowledge of science AND the mystic arts to craft a setup where this’d be a viable option. I’m pretty sure you’d need a Ghostbusters-style machine to trap the fleeing souls once you’ve killed their mortal forms, otherwise you’re just butchering people for no reason. I mean, if you have a lot of enemies you could start with them, so if that’s the case and the souls drift off into the ether as you jump and swat at them only to see them waft through your fingers like smoke, leaving you nothing to barter with … hey, at least you killed Gary, the guy who beat you out for the Head of Accounts job, right? Fuck that guy …
The tough part is, we know very little about this dude. In fiction, we’ve seen he often desires to “take a holiday.” Yeah, JOIN THE FUCKING CLUB. Curiously, this seems like a mortal want to me, and could mean he has other mortal wants … and weaknesses.
Wants such as a night with a beautiful woman, absolute dominion over all living things, or possibly the world’s greatest sandwich? Weaknesses such as a vulnerability to pride, maybe? It’s hard to say. Your best bet is probably some variation on the following.
There’s a little known loophole that indicates that if you can challenge him to a particularly humiliating contest, one he’d deem too undignifying too compete in, he’ll just take the loss and give you what you want. You can’t just make shit up, though. You have to convince him that you have a legit hardcore interest in Jell-O wrestling and that you’re serious about challenging him in a giant vat of melting lime and tangerine slop. He can’t know you’re trying to use the loophole or heard about the loophole. Take the technical win, it still goes into the record books. You could always try to fight him again after you’re dead. And you’ll have the 1–0 record going into the rematch. Not bad.
HOW TO BEAT UP A WACKY UNCLE
I’m assuming you already know exactly which uncle I mean. The uncle who dabbles in magic, if palming a coin and pretending to pull it out of your ear counts as magic. The uncle who has probably given you money followed by a conspiratorial, “Don’t tell your mom.” The uncle who insists you view him as “hilarious” and “not like the other adults,” even long after you’ve become an adult yourself. He’s constantly at the ready with a poorly formed, vague reference to sex, or a joke you’ve heard thrice too many times. At some point during your childhood he stayed with you and your family “just until he figured some things out.” The uncle who’d always be sipping from a can of low-rent beer regardless of the time of day. The uncle who would turn up unexpectedly after a six-month absence, to borrow a warm winter coat from your mom. The uncle who almost went to trial for manslaughter, after that old woman died in his car, but then somehow it went away and your dad would get angry when you brought it up and now his gold watch was gone.
I’d suggest beating him up while he’s young, and you’re still a child, if possible. The whole affair gets way too sad if you wait. He’s only gonna get skinnier and more rickety—while somehow still maintaining an ample beer gut—as time goes on. His once charming filthy poems and crude hand gestures will age just slightly better than he does. The years of failed relationships, aborted jobs, and days that end with him weeping will have taken their toll, giving him the weathered quality of a pair of work gloves left in the back of a dusty shed.
He’ll be living out by the highway overpass, sharing a room with: “The guy from work who drives the forklift, the son-of-a-bitch who he called in a favor to get the job for who now thinks he’s too good to pay him that thirty bucks. Thanks a lot, Darren!” When you visit him (Once. Just the one time…), the simple act of sitting on his bed will require him to swipe two magazines, a wrench, a paper cup, and some bent business cards off the comforter. You don’t want to do it now, believe me. You don’t want to try punching an eye that’s already bloodshot and haggard, practically tearing up, just from use with that stare that lasts just a second too long, at an intensity slightly too high—a borderline manic look that says, “If you have some extra cash or a cigarette, I could go for some.” All while he’s slapping you on the back too hard saying: “Good … Good. I’m glad you’re doing well. You always were a smart kid.” You’re not gonna have the heart to do it. Not when you notice a small bookshelf/end table combo out of the corner of your eye and realize it’s the one you had in your bedroom growing up. An old punk band sticker—a band he’s never heard of—partially torn off, is still clinging to the side. A pile of five-year-old car magazines sit forlornly where the books should be. Dear God, don’t do it now.
You want him young and in his prime, where the light of hope still kind of inhabits his eyes. Back when he was “lifting” a little bit … He’s, once again, staying at your house. You come down to breakfast one morning to hear the tail end of some argument. Your mom’s yelling at him about something. He’s taking it like a dog that just ran into traffic takes a newspaper shellacking. He leaves in a huff, supposedly to look for a job, but when you’re riding your bike later you see him stumbling out of a bar. And not even the good one, it’s the one with the concrete blocks set up as a makeshift seating area in front of it. Hmm … No, this doesn’t seem like a great time, either. He’s not exactly lighting the world on fire, you know? His morale doesn’t need that kind of a hit right now.
Maybe when he’s real young? When he’s like twelve, and he falls off the back of the pickup truck, during that joyride through the cornfield and hits his head, and then he started—Or, um, lemme think here … There’s gotta be a humane way to do this, to beat his ass, without it sending him further off the deep end.
Maybe after his second wife left him? It was arguably his lowest moment, so maybe that’s a good time, since he couldn’t fall any further? Although, yeah, I think that was the weekend he fell off the wagon so … Damn. Uh, you know what? Just find him so drunk and passed out he won’t remember shit. Go up to him, slap him around a bit, then put twenty bucks in his shirt pocket and call it a day. He’s got bigger things to worry about than this, and you’ve got far less pathetic people to hit in the face.
It wasn’t supposed to be like this.
HOW TO BEAT UP A COPYCAT
We’ve all encountered at one time or another, some annoying son-of-a-bitch who decides, out of the clear blue sky to suddenly begin showing off his lack of anything approaching creativity, by repeating your every move and action. Sometimes this involves taking what you initially did and expanding it into a buffoonish, loud-voiced mockery of your actions. For example:
YOU: “I’m going to run to the kitchen, you need anything?”
HIM: “I’m going to run to the kitchen, you need anything?”
YOU: “Seriously, don’t do that.”
HIM: “Seriously, don’t do that.”
YOU: “I’m going to murder you in the face.”
HIM: “I’m going to murder you in the face.”
At this point, a popular defensive tactic involves saying something offensive about the copycat, with the intention of having him repeat it. The novice copycat will usually blink first in this scenario, pausing before replying with something like, “Nice try,” and then wandering off to ruin someone else’s morning. The hard cases won’t even give a moment’s pause before repeating the phrase with unbridled glee. This ain’t their first rodeo. For example, if the copycat’s name is Harry Deluca:
YOU: “Harry Deluca is a fucking idiot!”
HIM: “Harry Deluca is a fucking idiot!”
The copycat could be the fresh-from-college guy sitting at the cubicle next to yours, or it could be a robotic doppleganger of you, programmed to mimic your actions for some sinister purpose. Either way, here’s how you handle it. You’re banking on him desiring to ape your physical actions the way he does your verbal ones.
Throw a couple of test shots his way. A few light jabs, and then a right hand. He’ll absorb the shots, then fire back the exact same combination. He’ll be sneering while doing so. Perhaps exaggerating your motions for supposed comedic purposes. (The robot probably would not take this tactic. His emotion chip isn’t sophisticated enough for it, and if it were, the robot would probably have a better sense of humor than the dickbag in the next cubicle.)
Throw another combination and watch him return the volley. This part is tricky … You could continue this way, alternating attacks like some human chess game but it’s not ideal. If you happen to hit harder, have a better chin than he does, and be overall more resistant than your opponent, you could wear him out and stop him in a war of attrition. But you have no way of knowing if you actually have the upper hand in these categories. He could be baiting you, deliberately throwing light punches to get you to forget your defense and stand and trade.
(Note: Evander Holyfield once did this to great effect against Michael Moorer, who he brutally KO’d. If we could’ve heard Moorer’s thoughts during that exchange, I imagine they’d have been: “Hey, he doesn’t hit so hard.” Followed by: “Where’d all those lights come from and why am I on my back?”)
If you greatly outweigh your foe and his initial blows seem weak, then give it a shot. You could also see how he responds to your first couple of shots to determine your course of action. If you rock him and he appears to be wobbly or off-balance, it might be worth it. If you’re fighting the robot, you should probably not even bother and just move on to the next paragraph.
Select a spot on your own body that you know is strong, then strike yourself there. Then do it again. The copycat should repeat the move. If you haven’t built up a part of your anatomy to a steel-like consistency, then: A) What are you doing even reading this? and B) Throw the blow at half strength, but react as if it was a regular punch.
If you can do a decent job of this, punching the spot over and over, but actually taking little damage, the copycat will soon be undone. He’ll either give up and walk away, or he’ll take it to the limit, like the pro he is, before eventually collapsing on the ground.
If neither of those things happens, the following is a last resort. Remember the advice given in Chapter 3: Countermeasures and Precautions That Could Save Your Life? The advice I gave was: “Though seemingly drastic at first glance, to truly ensure not even the tiniest chink is left in your armor, I recommend serious combatants cut off their entire junk region, so as to become a eunuch.” Surprisingly, some of the weaker among you found this excessive.
You were all: “Are you fucking kidding me! That is ridiculous and pointless and fucking crazy.” And I said: “Come back to me when you’re serious, and truly ready to learn.” And then you were like: “Not even for a million dollars!” And then I said: “How about a million dollars worth of peace of mind?” I stand by my earlier advice. Look, you could go the rest of your life and it might never come in handy, that is a distinct possibility. However, there’s an extremely small chance that a series of events will transpire allowing a tiny window of opportunity to present itself so as to reveal a moment where not having junk will be a boon, briefly, before the moment passes and you continue on being a guy with no penis. This is just that opportunity. If you’re happy with passing that up, well, good luck to you.
Note: If the copycat is a small child, DO NOT APPLY THESE TECHNIQUES. Just make a mean face, tell him he’s adopted, then move along.
HOW YOUNG IS TOO YOUNG TO GET YOUR INFANT INVOLVED IN FIGHTING—A PARENT’S GUIDE
Now, maybe I’m not the best guy to ask (as some of you may know I was busted back in the early ’90s for masterminding an illegal babyfighting ring. I see now that what I did was morally wrong but, my God, immorality never looked so adorable! Just cooing, cuddly babies sloppily wrestling for a vat of pureed apples. Ha! None of them were hurt so I don’t get what the problem was), but I think the following is a handy tool for knowing when it’s time.
Put your baby down on the floor. Across from the baby, place a razor-sharp machete. About two feet from the machete, place a stuffed monkey toy. Gently prod the baby with your foot, to signal it to begin crawling toward one of the items.
OUTCOME 1: If the baby grabs the machete, congratulations! Your baby is ready to begin fighting.
OUTCOME 2: If your baby grabs the monkey, it is not ready. Dishonor has been brought to you and your family. I’m not saying you have to commit seppuku in order to save face … But …
OUTCOME 3: If your baby grabs the machete and beheads the monkey then backflips into a kung fu pose, before gesturing at you to “bring it,” congrats! Your baby is the chosen one, destined to lead us to victory against the reptile people of Argos 5.
HOW TO BEAT UP A REDHEADED STEPCHILD
There are so many references to redheaded stepchildren being beaten—often used as a barometer of just how badly some person plans on beating some other person—it’s surprising to learn that there’s actually very little knowledge on how to go about beating a redheaded stepchild. This is a horrendous oversight that I aim to correct.
Before we start, let’s clear up some misconceptions. I think the specific mention of the stepchild being “redheaded” as opposed to some other color is meant to say that a redheaded stepchild is somehow worse than a blond or brunette stepchild. Nothing could be further from the truth. ALL stepchildren are equally hated and to be despised, regardless of hair color. You will never, ever love a child from somewhere other than your own trusted loins and that feeling of disgust should not fluctuate based on something superficial like hat size, left-handedness, or hair coloring.
Does the eye color of a murderer somehow make his crime less evil? Or more? No. I mean, obviously a brown-eyed murderer is objectively more attractive and sexually desirable than someone with blue or hazel eyes, but it says nothing about them as a person. Merely that you’d much prefer to be with, spend time talking to, and have sex with, someone possessing brown eyes than you would someone with any other lesser, more repulsive eye coloring. With that cleared up …
Just what do we know about these milky, pasty, pudgy-faced bastards? Well, they’re freckled, love eating gumdrops, and burn when touched with wood. Their mouths are incapable of forming the word, “relinquish,” they love the movie Over the Top, and they refuse to partake in staring contests. Flat. Out. Refuse. For whatever reason, one of them has never been named, “Steve.” Three in five of them are named, “Lucien.” You can break their bones by whistling, and they supposedly need to take in oxygen to breathe.
Famous redheads include Conan O’Brien, Ron Howard, Taye Diggs, and Timothy Busfield. Also, the creepy kid from Children of the Corn. As far as we know, none of them have ever been challenged to a public fight, with the details recorded, so it doesn’t tell us much. Still, it’s good to know who they are …
Get your opponent out into the direct sun. This will weaken them. Their alabaster complexions can’t handle the sun’s life-giving rays. They’re not at that vampire “burst-into-flames” level or anything but it will bother them. They’ll squint, squirm, and visibly wilt after a few minutes. I bet you’ve got your whistle at the ready, prepared to break them redheaded stepchild bones, right? Well, forget it. They’ve gotten wise to this tactic and have trained themselves to hum at a frequency that counteracts the detrimental effects of human whistling on their delicate bird bones. A damn shame, too, ’cause they usually burst like shafts of wheat exploded from within a firecracker. A real sight to behold.
Let’s put aside the “redheaded” part and focus on the “stepchild” part. These people were abandoned by a parent, as soon as that parent had an opportunity to get away from them. Probably because of something terrible the child did. And then the remaining parent remarried. Maybe that should come up while you’re taunting them. Some examples:
“Someone gave you away, like you would an old, unwanted coat, only with a person! Then someone who wanted to have sex with your mom was forced to take you in!”
“You’re a constant reminder of your parent’s failure to make a relationship work. Don’t worry, they don’t resent you for it. That’s not how resentment works—Oh, wait…”
“You should try to find your old dad … I bet he’d appreciate knowing they did the right thing giving you away.”
“It’s better to give than to receive. They wrote that about you. It’s better to give—you away—than it is to receive you.”
You can also mock their translucency:
“I see right through you. Not in a ‘you’re a liar, and I know it’ way. Though I bet you are. I mean because your skin is see-through.”
They should be blubbering by now. They’re sufficiently softened up and ready to be taken. Throw a handful of woodchips at your foe. The chips will burn wherever they land on the redhead’s body. Then begin reading aloud from page 11 of the Hemingway novel The Dangerous Summer. A force field will engulf the redhead. He will look to you, helpless. The force field will flicker once, and then the redhead will be sent back in time.
HOW TO BEAT UP THAT GUY FROM HIGH SCHOOL WHO YOU KNEW, BUT KINDA DIDN’T KNOW WHO’D USUALLY BE A DICK TO YOU WHEN YOU’D SEE HIM, WHICH MADE NO SENSE BECAUSE WHO THE FUCK WAS HE; IT’S NOT LIKE HE WAS POPULAR AND YOU WEREN’T, YOU WERE BOTH KIND OF WHATEVER AND THEN YEARS LATER YOU SEE HIM AT THE BAR ON A TRIP BACK TO YOUR HOMETOWN FOR THE HOLIDAYS AND HE’S LIKE “WHAT’S UP, WHAT’VE YOU BEEN DOING?” AND YOU’RE LIKE, OKAY, I CAN BE AN ADULT HERE, HUMOR THE GUY, BUT BEFORE YOU CAN ANSWER HE’S TALKING ABOUT HOW HE SELLS INSURANCE NOW AND HOW IT’S REALLY COOL AND FULFILLING ON DIFFERENT LEVELS AND HOLY SHIT, NOW YOU’RE REALLY STUCK FUCKING TALKING TO THIS GUY AND HE’S GOING INTO DETAIL ABOUT WHAT HIS WORK IS LIKE AND NO OFFENSE TO PEOPLE IN INSURANCE BUT THAT JOB DOES NOT JUSTIFY THIS LEVEL OF DETAIL AT A BAR WITH A GUY YOU KINDA KNEW IN HIGH SCHOOL; JESUS, HE’S STILL GOING, AND YOU KEEP TRYING TO BE POLITE WHILE ALSO TRYING TO GET THE BARTENDER’S ATTENTION BECAUSE THIS SHIT IS JUST TOO MUCH TO HAVE TO HEAR SOBER AND HE MISINTERPRETS IT AND THINKS YOU’RE BLOWING HIM OFF AND NOT PAYING ATTENTION AND NOW IT’S A FUCKING THING. THAT GUY
Tell him his life is dumb. Then slam the corner of the peanut bowl on the edge of the bar, creating a peanut-y smoke screen, which will distract him. Punch him through the hail of peanuts. Catch a peanut from midair, then eat it.
HOW TO BEAT UP THE COMMON COLD
No doubt you’ve already been given plenty of advice on how to beat a cold. Chicken soup, vitamin C, Airborne remedy, wolfsbane, etc. Nope, total bullshit. None of them work.
It’s because they are actually something known as a placebo (pronunciation: pluh-se-bois-la-uiz-in$roargh). A placebo is something that someone gives you that they tell you will work, even though it won’t actually accomplish anything. This is also called “getting lied to,” or “lying.”
Now, if you’re going to believe in some miracle cure-all, why not have it be something that actually works? Yes, I’m talking about a wizard’s magical potion.
They’ve got one for everything these days. Love, invisibility, levitation, sass, one that prevents face-reddening after you call a coworker by the wrong name in front of the Arrowhead guy.
There are two ways to kill a wizard, so that you may take his potions: you can kill him by beheading him, or you can kill him with kindness (I’m actually suspicious of this second option. I’ve been trying it on my neighbor for years. I am nothing but kind to him. I bring him flowers and baked goods, drag in his trashcans, share “fun” recipes with him. It only seems to make him happier. Hmm…).
However, a third option is to get him to give the potions to you. The best way to do this is to slowly, over time, break his heart, disappointing him again and again, until he questions the very existence of true good in the world.
Let’s elaborate on this one. Prove to him that he was wrong to put his faith in you.
If he gives you money to use to attend college, spend it on drugs and/or a Jet Ski. Then ingest the drugs and show up unexpectedly at his house or castle.
Borrow his winged steed-drawn chariot or Celica without asking. When you return it, tell him you’re pretty certain the rear bumper was always hanging off like that, and so what if you’ve had a few drinks. Who is he, the goddamn drug and alcohol police?
The last straw should be just outright stealing money from him. Break into and then ransack his home. Knock over vases and sculptures, and open drawers and dump them on the floor. Find his wallet (it will look just like a regular wallet, only with glittery stars and half moons on it), open it, and take out the money or purple crystals inside, then toss the wallet on the ground like you totally hate that wallet. Kick it across the room if you like, and feel free to “sneer” while doing so and saying, “Bah, stupid old man, I’ll teach you to trust me!” Something like that.
He’ll appear in the doorway of his bedroom (Did he “magic” himself into that spot from some other location, or just get up from his bed and shamble over? With a wizard, you never really know.), hang his head in shame, and say, “Just … just take them and go…”
Success! Or, in wizard-speak: “Gazlam!” Go over to the potion counter. Scoop them all up, but leave the “erase memory” potion for him to drink later. That way you guys will still be cool if you ever need him again, and tomorrow you can plead ignorance in regard to his trashed residence.
Now, let’s take care of that cold of yours. Pass up the “healing” and “protection” potions for a powerful orange liquid he’ll be storing in a plastic bottle rather than a glass beaker. It will be labeled GATORADE. Drink this concoction immediately.
Also, remember to get lots of rest, and drink plenty of water. Don’t tax yourself, or try to rush the healing process. After a few days of taking it easy, some sleep, and that magical wizard’s potion, you’ll be good as new!
HOW TO BEAT UP AN ORANGE TRAFFIC CONE
This one is surprisingly simple. And a perfect starting point for novice battlers.* I mean, we’re just talking about a typical, run-of-the-mill, garden variety, traffic cone, right? Not a cone containing the souls of ten dead Apache warriors, reincarnated to punish mankind, but mistakenly placed into a traffic cone instead of the cigar store Indian the cone was next to? Not a sentient cone with teeny-tiny hands holding an adorable, yet lethal, matching orange derringer? Not even a metal cone painted orange to look like a rubber cone?
Just a plain old, textbook, everyday traffic cone, right?
Once you’ve determined that the above is indeed the case, approach the cone. Say, “Stupid!” under your breath, and then kick the cone over with one fluid motion. If you like, kick it close to the base, so that it will flip once before landing on the ground. Maybe kick it once when it’s lying on its side.
Then, just walk away.
I’m serious, it’s over. No need to be a dick about it. You’ve made your point, and the fight’s over.
Note: If after you kick it, the cone starts HISSING WILDLY, spinning across the ground like a defective bottle rocket as it fires off sparks and emits a ghostly orange smoke that then takes the form of a row of Apache warriors … there is a chance you misread your opponent. Time to get out of Dodge!
HOW TO BEAT UP YOUR SWORN ENEMY
Have a newspaper print the following letter:
An open letter to the man I swore to destroy eighteen years ago, shortly after watching you murder my father in a sword fight. Well, you can relax; I guess it’s not going to happen …
Watching you there, blood-covered katana held above my father’s newly severed head, I was filled with a white-hot rage. Though I was only eight years old, I vowed right then to avenge his death. That no matter how long it took, no matter the cost—friends, career, relationships, be damned—I’d track you to the ends of the Earth if need to be, to extract my bloody revenge and finally find some measure of peace within my soul.
I studied at the feet of the world’s greatest killers, absorbed the wisdom of the martial arts’ living gods, dined with Death himself … I gotta say, none of it really stuck. I kind of sucked at it. As you’ve no doubt discovered yourself, it’s really, really hard to become good at sword fighting. Like, wow … It’s kind of an all or nothing thing. Weekends will not get it done. Ninja training? Equally hard. I’m not even going to get started on the “killing silently” training. That’s what I said then, to the teacher: “I’m not even gonna get started, cause of how hard this looks.”
The white-hot rage was eventually replaced by a reddish burning anger, then a dull simmering pain (orange?), which was soon replaced by an overall feeling of helplessness and general impotence (definitely yellowish).
That was around the time I decided to abandon my blood quest—after losing my left hand, sense of dignity, and most of my twenties. From there things went downhill. I tried to reconnect with family, but they weren’t really interested thanks to my years of shunning them. Maybe that’s for the best. I wasn’t too excited about telling them I’d failed at the one thing I swore over a dead man’s body to accomplish. Them: “How’d your bloody revenge pact go?” Me: “Oh, it didn’t happen, actually.”
It’s cool, I guess. I bounced around for a while, got into the online gaming scene, worked in telemarketing … I kind of got back into the idea of killing you a few years ago when that movie Kill Bill came out … but it didn’t stick. I did buy a sword rack, though. It’s got some shirts draped over it right now. Anyway, just wanted to say we’re “cool.” If you want your sword back, the one you placed into my trembling hands all those years ago when you dared me to strike you, meet me on the mountaintop. It kinda sucks having to see it lying around the apartment next to old issues of Us Weekly and shit.
A few days later, when your nemesis rounds the bend in the trail, he will say the following, “Are you the guy who ran the letter?” Say, “Yeah, I’m him.” Then he’ll say, “The letter about revenge?” You’ll say, “Yeah, that’s the one.” He’ll say, “Oh, cool, cool. Just want to be sure.” You’ll reply, “Of course. Ha, I mean I could be anybody just walking by—why not take a second to ask, right?” Then he’ll say, “Oh, yeah. You definitely want to be safe in a situation like this.” Then, simultaneously you’ll both say, “Better to be safe than sorry!” Then you’ll both laugh nervously.
When he says, “So, we’re cool?” look him dead in the eyes and say,… “Not cool.” Then, when he’s not expecting it (as soon as you say, “Not cool,” the clock is kind of ticking, so act fast), sever his head using not a knife but a knife-hand chop. Catch his flying head in your hand (having safely turned the knife-hand back into a regular hand). As the light fades from his eyes, say the following, “Oh, yeah, it was a ruse, and everything in the letter was a lie … TOTALLY A SAMURAI, BUDDY.”
With his dying breath, if he still has it, he may say, “You’re … a liar?” Just say right back, “No, you’re the liar, liar.” Typically, a childish, nonsensical reply like this doesn’t get you far when dealing with an intelligent person. However, a relatively unknown loophole is, if the guy you’re talking to dies by your hand during the exchange, you absolutely win.
HOW TO BEAT UP A BOTTLE OF WHISKEY
You’re gonna eat this sonavabitch for breakfast. Well, dinner, anyway.
First, you slam that bottle down on the table, hard. You mean business. Unscrew the cap, while making sure to avoid looking at the proof information on the label, it’ll just psych you out.
Do two shots in rapid succession. Growl if you need to, to relieve the gritty sensation boring its way through your innards. Throw some punches in the air, then drop down, and do a few dozen push-ups. Really get that heart pumping. That’s going to allow it to filter the alcohol in your system much faster. Take the bottle and fill a pint glass to the rim with whiskey, grab it, and gulp it rapidly. Keep guzzling for as long as you can. Swallow the whiskey, pushing it down your throat using mini-muscle contractions to speed it along through the pharynx toward your esophagus. Open your esophagus muscles allowing that sweet nectar to pass into your stomach. Absorb the alcohol into the walls of your stomach, but be sure to send some into the small intestine. From there shoot it into the bloodstream, then the heart, and the brain. (Nice right? That part is amazing. Hey, those people look all wavy. Hahaha! Fucking idiots.)
At some point, I suppose, you’re going to have to start letting the alcohol into your liver. The liver is the jerk of the body, taking the alcohol from the wonder we know it to be and metabolizing it with an enzyme alcohol dehydrogenase, which fucking turns alcohol into acetaldehyde, and then another stupid enzyme breaks down acetaldehyde into acetate. The acetate is OF COURSE, then metabolized, and leaves your body as carbon dioxide and water. THANKS FOR RUINING THE PARTY, LIVER.
Right about now stuff is getting crazy. The room is swirling. Your friends from ten minutes ago appear to have formed a secret alliance bent on crushing you and your awesome good times tonight, and every woman in the room wants and needs to have sex with you in the worst way. You must block all of that out, and finish the job. You’ve got about half a bottle left. I’m going to let you cheat a little right now, to boost your spirits, and to give you the rush of adrenaline needed to end this thing. Pick up the bottle, pour several gulps into your open mouth, then douse the rest of your face and hair with more whiskey. Scream and fling your head about like a dog in summer: “Ghhhaah!” Technically you’re wasting some of the bottle, but drinking isn’t about blame and waste and loss, it’s about having fun and doing your best.
You’re doing great but you’re gonna need a bit more help to get you through. Ideally what you’d need now is what’s called a, “Double-Double,” from the fast-food establishment In-N-Out. If by some chance, the host of the party is awesome and these are available, eat a few. If not, go to the food area of the party and begin shoving anything not plant-based down your throat. Is it already on someone else’s plate? That’s fair game! Take in as much food as you can, it’ll help soak up some up the alcohol and give you the vitamins and nutrients needed to carry on …
Now take your shirt off and run around the room swatting people’s cups out of their hands. Keep moving! They’re not likely to react positively to this latest development. If some outraged person asks you, “What are you doing?!?” Reply quickly with, “What are YOU doing?!?” Go outside and take a lap around the house, kicking at anything that displeases you. You’ve earned this. Now, this isn’t part of your mission, but haven’t you ever wanted to jump up and down on the hood of a car? Denting it with a satisfying karunch on each impact? Feeling its buoyant rigidity propel you back skyward, knowing that another enjoyable karunch is mere seconds away? That’s all, just wanted to put that in your head. I’ll see you back inside.
Man, these girls at the party REALLY seem to have it bad for you. How did you not notice that earlier? Ah, well, can’t worry about it now. You’ve got about three inches of whiskey left to take in. You can do this. You are close to victory, but perhaps even closer to a dangerous, out-of-nowhere blackout spell, which could prevent you from meeting your goal. March back over to where the food is being served and grab the nearest fork or wine bottle opener. Jab the implement into your thigh. Do it, now! Just break the skin, we’re not looking to embed the thing or send you to the ER. We just want to wake you up a bit for the homestretch. In your current state, that shit won’t even hurt a little.
Now, grab the bottle, triumphantly raise it into the air, and loudly insult the first person you see. Something about how stupid they are. Then guzzle the bottle, stopping just short of finishing it, leaving about a shot or two. That last bit is going to be your secret little hangover weapon when you wake up in twelve hours. For now just recap the bottle, smile to the crowd gathered, let your knees buckle, and give yourself over completely to the sweet, sweet, bliss that is this moment. I’m proud of you …
HOW TO BEAT UP A BULLY
As you probably realize, most of these “How to Beat Up” essays are theoretical guides. They’re created using information gathered about the target, fight science, and similar experiences. The majority of them have yet to be executed in a field situation. This one is different. This one (along with “How to Beat Up The Batman” (see page 166) has actually been executed by me. What follows is a blow-by-blow recap.
Jason had been my high school bully for a year. Prior to that he’d been my middle school bully for two years. I’m not sure if that’s the correct designation since he was already in high school during this period, as he was two years older than me. What’s the etiquette on that? Does the victim get to make that call? Let’s just go with neighborhood bully, since he was that, too.
Jason was the typical bully in most ways. Loud, obnoxious, and prone to making jokes that were roughly 20 percent off from what the actual joke should’ve been. They had the rhythm and shouted quality of a joke but, if asked, you’d have been hard pressed to explain exactly what it was that made you laugh. He was big, but not a giant. He was considered fairly tough by whoever decides these things, but I can’t recall any actual fights he’d been in. He was fond of declaring the local police department’s hatred of and inability to capture him, for crimes he never elaborated on. He was also fond of donning an old army jacket before walking around the neighborhood shooting random things with his BB gun. Sometimes he’d mix thing up by shooting things with his BB gun while also making racist comments about me.
In addition to that he’d mocked me in front of large groups of people, shoved me, threatened me, challenged me over and over to fight, shot in my general vicinity with the aforementioned BB gun, and taken and dumped out the contents of my book bag on several occasions. I wasn’t a happy kid and Jason was roughly 50 percent of why.
I’d sort of reached the point where I knew I had to take a stand, but being a skinny, asthmatic kid with glasses I realized that that stand would be short-lived unless some changes were made. So, like every bad and a few good teen comedies from the ’80s, I decided to remake myself. Over the summer I started weight training, got contact lenses, and bought some new, reasonably cool clothes. (The clothes are not at all relevant for this fight story, but a nice detail, I think.) That, and the fact that I’d actually been in several fights years before, had me feeling reasonably confident going into sophomore year. I’d fought other gawky/nerdy/outcast types who were my size, but no one considered a legit tough guy. Still, I was starting to wonder if even that was more actual experience than he’d amassed.
It was the first week of school. I knew, KNEW, that when I crossed paths with Jason, he’d inevitably say or do something. And with my new stance in place, the only option I was giving myself was one in which I fought back.
Two days later I was sitting in the middle of the bus, on the way to school. Jason was in the back. He shot me with a water pistol. Here we go.
I turned to see Jason holding the gun.
“What the fuck?!?” I said.
He came back with the equally original, “Fuck you. What are you gonna do?”
“I’m gonna fucking kick your ass,” somehow escaped my mouth.
The bus erupted in cheers and yelling. Some more back-and-forth led to us deciding that as soon as the bus pulled up at school, we were fighting. I finished with a nice, “Fuck you, let’s do it. I’m gonna kill you.” And I meant it.
I was pissed and ready to go right there on the spot. Adrenaline was flowing. I had no doubt that I’d made the right decision and that I was going to crush him. Then I turned around and waited out the rest of the fifteen-minute bus ride. Fifteen long minutes …
Then something happened. Over that span of time, ALL THE ADRENALINE DRAINED FROM MY BODY, and I had ample opportunity to reassess things. Not ideal! Things no longer seemed so necessary. We’re all aspiring adults here, right? Surely we can talk this out. Fear and mild nausea showed up soon after. Quick flashes of potential injuries ran through my mind. Broken bone here, smashed cheek there. All this while enduring more heckling from Jason’s pals. I looked around. The eyes on me, all that were present, ran the gamut from concerned to hopeful to Tex Avery’s Wolf, anxious for the impending beat down.
The bus pulled into school. We got up, walked to the front of the bus, and—despite the bus driver’s yells to sit down—yanked the door open. I walked about ten feet, turned around, and we faced off.
I ran to him, catching him off guard, then tackling him around the waist and lifting him into the air. We landed on the ground with me on top and I started throwing hard punches. I expected him to come back at me with something … but nothing ever came. The next thing I recall was getting pulled off him by a teacher, then seeing hundreds of kids hanging out of bus windows, screaming and cheering. Easily the best moment of my life up to that point …
After we were both suspended, Jason called me, to try to set up a “rematch.” I agreed to it, though the logistics of the fight bogged us down.
“I’ll meet you at Stump Pond…”
“No way, that’s too close to your house, you’ll have an advantage. I’m not walking that far.”
“What about by the cul-de-sac?”
“The one at the end of Cedar Ridge?”
“No, on Fox Hollow.”
“Hmm, I don’t know that one. Okay, does this work, we both walk to…”
Somehow this transitioned into an almost friendly conversation, filled with minutiae and logistics. It was ridiculous.
“Oh, by the fence. Ha, yeah, I know that spot, That works for me, I’ll meet you there…”
“Cool! Yeah, no problem.”
Fifteen minutes after we agreed to the particulars, Jason showed up at my door. He claimed his mother heard him on the phone and insisted he apologize. I’ve never believed this to be true. We shook hands and actually went on to become good friends.
About five years ago I looked Jason up online. He’d gone on to become a cop. A cop who’d recently been cited for using excessive force during a traffic stop. Sounds about right.
HOW TO BEAT UP PEOPLE WHO SAY, “TELL US HOW YOU REALLY FEEL,” AFTER YOU’VE SAID SOMETHING HONEST AND POSSIBLY DICK-ISH
Seriously, what is wrong with you? Someone makes a truthful, possibly angry statement about something and that’s your response? A sarcastic, “Tell us how you really feel!” As if they didn’t just do that. The joke being, you know … that they, in fact, did just that. I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but your joke was entirely out of its league. Sarcasm isn’t always enough. Your joke was the equivalent of remarking, as I walk up in a blue T-shirt, “Hey! Nice red T-shirt!”
You’re almost as bad as the guy who says, “That gives new meaning to the word BLANK,” when in fact the example cited falls entirely within the given definition of said word. You’re nearly as bad as the guy I let into traffic who neglected to convey appreciation via an acknowledging hand raise. Not even a head nod? You’re way worse than the guy jaywalking who, when you slow down to let him finish crossing the street, gives you that, “No, you go ahead,” wave. Like he’s got a better, bigger idea for crossing the street later on, that doesn’t include you and your car, or anyone else obeying the laws of the road.
I guess you’re slightly better than people who say, “Wait for it,” and then deliver some mildly interesting piece of news that is now totally underwhelming due to it having been built up too much. And far better than people who say, “I just threw up in my mouth a little,” with the delivery implying that not only did they coin this expression, but that they may in fact have literally just done what they said they did. You’re not quite as bad as people who yell, “Road trip!” in unison, before embarking on a road trip. I guess you’re better than horse thieves, but worse than cattle rustlers.
You fight this guy in the following manner. However you attack them, you loudly and sarcastically narrate the action, like an insincere sportscaster: “I’m hitting you in the head now! It doesn’t look good for you.” Put the emphasis on the sarcasm. It is misplaced sarcasm, as you will definitely be hitting them, but it adds a nice touch, I think.
Feel free to throw in: “Head hurt much?”; “You’re gonna feel this tomorrow!”; and “Uh, think you’ll need a Band-Aid for this?” (Use the last one only in the event of massive blood loss.)
“Looks like somebody’s fallen down.” That’s what you say at the end of it.
HOW TO BEAT UP YOUR COWORKER
Despite hard evidence to the contrary, not all office workers are the same. They oftentimes vary in hair color, height, and even ideas. That being the case, the techniques you’d use for fighting one would also vary. For the purposes of this article I’ll use my good friend and sometime coworker, who we’ll call “Gerry.” Gerry’s a nice guy, generous to a fault, and a talented writer who’s vouched for me numerous times, leading to my getting several really enjoyable jobs. I have absolutely no reason to think about fighting him.
Which is why, the only way I can ensure my safety and continued existence, IS TO THINK OF EXACTLY THAT. To do ANYTHING LESS, is as good as signing my own death warrant. (I actually had to do this once, years ago, on a trip through the Congo. I just hastily scrawled something illegible and then later claimed it wasn’t my handwriting. How’d that work out for me, you ask? Well, I’m still here aren’t I?)
Gerry is fond of trench coats and often looks as if he’s got, minimum, four guns stashed on his person at any time. (I’m guessing … shoulder, waist, inner thigh, and a mini-derringer wrapped in a balloon, safely lodged in his esophagus, connected to a fishing line tied to his molar.) However, like most people, his only actual weapon is a hunting knife he keeps stashed in his bottom desk drawer. My desk, on the occasions on which I’m working with him, is located across an aisle, on the other side of a tiny partition from his. For the purposes of this exercise, that’s where you’ll be launching your attack from. When you yourself befriend a coworker (maybe Gerry) before deciding to turn on him for no reason at all, the details of the seating arrangement may vary slightly.
The plan is to leap over the partition, let loose a war cry, and bring my hatchet down upon him before he can strike back with his blade. (Is your coworker unarmed? If he is, you’ve already stopped reading, won your battle, and are at the pub celebrating. Congrats!) Now, the problem is, even with the element of surprise, the distance between the desks is great enough to give him ample time to look up while instinctively opening his drawer, grabbing his knife, and launching a counterattack. It really is a 50–50 gamble, with no advantage for the instigator. Whoever gets there first, wins … and lives … and arranges burial of the other … and pays an awkward visit to the other’s family and loved ones explaining what happened … Those are sucker’s odds. Here’s how I get those numbers up to a respectable 73–27.
I’m going to spread blackberry jam on the handle of his desk drawer. Sound crazy? And delicious? Read on.
Gerry is a creature of habit, born of pure fighting instinct. When he senses the fluctuation in the atmosphere caused by a slightly dumpy body carving its way through the air toward him, followed by my scream, WITHOUT EVEN LOOKING at the handle he’ll have opened the drawer and grabbed the blade.
However, if, when he reaches out expecting the steely touch of the handle and instead caresses a gooey, sticky, 100 percent natural, organic jam covering (I mean, you wanna do it right), he’ll have no choice but to momentarily break concentration and look over, perplexed. Thus giving me the one-eighteenth of a second advantage I need to end him. It’s like absentmindedly grabbing a glass and drinking from it expecting soda and then briefly recoiling before your mind realizes you’re actually drinking iced tea. Like that, but with violence at the end of it.
Note: If this is one of those offices where some needy bastard brings his dog in ’cause he can’t stand to be without it for eight hours, extra care must be taken. Check the jam-covering hourly, and if the dog has licked it off, reapply until the time comes to make your move. If need be, cover EVERY handle in the office with jam, to at least keep the dog busy, and delay having to re-jam Gerry’s handle. Or, cut a side deal with the dog, saying, “Lay off the jam for today, dog—just today—and then enjoy jam every day for the next five years, free of charge. That’s right … five DOG YEARS.”
If four-thirty rolls around and you still haven’t made your move, just get out of there and leave it for the next day. No point in staying late just to beat up your coworker. Good hunting!
HOW TO BEAT UP A LION TAMER
Lion taming is easily the most pointless of all human endeavors.
Lion tamers: “Imagine, if you are capable, the once proud lion stepping meekly onto a half barrel set in front of some bleachers … Impossible, you say? No longer!… It’s very exciting, no?”
When America collectively said, “I guess,” he answered with, “Not to give anything away, but a festive, too-tiny hat may also be making an appearance on the beast’s head. So … look for that.”
For our purposes we’ll group the lion tamer into two categories: those with a lion, and those without. For most other purposes, feel free to group them however you like. Use everything from dominant hand preference to favorite numbers and colors … even body weight. Do it any way you choose, it really doesn’t concern me at all.
Lion tamers without a lion are easy pickings as their powers are entirely nullified by the absence of a lion. For the most part they’re now just a gaudily attired human holding a wooden stool. Break the tamer’s spirit by shouting the following: “Where’s your lion, lion tamer? Oh that’s right. He left you … just like everyone eventually leaves you … What is it you fail to provide those in your life? Love? Understanding? Commercially available lion food?” (He might have tears streaming down his face at this point. If so, kick him in the neck and end things. No tears? Keep reading.) “Don’t bother answering me, lion tamer, for I, too, shall be leaving you … leaving you … unconscious!”
You might not make it through that whole monologue. Most people, upon realizing you’re not just talking to them but, rather, being a huge dick to their face, will just start attacking you. Be ready for this. He might crack his whip toward you, but worry not. You’ll find that the whip, though impressive in fiction, is actually bested in reality by EVERY SINGLE OTHER WEAPON, EVER. Pick up a rock or small children’s toy and huck it at him. Or, wait for the whip to wrap around some other object, like a lamppost. He will put his foot up on the lamppost and pull on it in an attempt to free it. When this happens run toward the post, leap and grab it with both your hands, then spin around it, kicking the lion tamer in the face.
The lion tamer with lion is a tougher foe. For one, he’s demonstrated the ability to make a commitment to another living thing. No easy task, as scores of sad-sack bachelors who claim to love their freedom would be happy to tell you. First, you need to take the lion out of the equation, by befriending it. When it swats at you with a massive paw the size of a lion’s hand, carefully scan it. If you notice a thorn in the paw, you’re in luck. If you can remove the thorn before dying from massive head trauma caused by enormous paw-swats to the face and torso, he will become your friend. Shake the newly thorn-free paw, sealing the friendship, then command it to kill the tamer.
No thorn? Find a way to surreptitiously maneuver one into the paw. The easiest way is to challenge the tamer to a fight in a field of dried-out cacti. Don’t take no for an answer. Insist you’ll totally thrash him … but you must be allowed to pick the place of battle. Dried cacti fields don’t grow on trees (Thanks for nothing botanists!), so if you must, make it an abandoned rose garden. Or an old sliver factory. Then, after removing the thorn, order the lion to attack his master.
Rejoice! For the lion tamer has been bested … and is now dead. Let’s hope he had no family … and that that lion can keep its mouth shut. Find a place to hole up. Shit might get crazy for awhile.
HOW TO BEAT UP SOMETHING VAGUE APPROACHING YOU FROM THE SIDE, THAT YOU BARELY MAKE OUT ON THE PERIPHERY OF YOUR SIGHTLINE
1. Turn to face the creature or creatures.
2. Identify it.
3. Locate it in this book, then follow the instructions on how to beat it up.
4. Be polite.
5. Clean up afterward.
Possible vague thing that could approach you from the side.
A NOTE ON WEAPONS
Part Two
More weapons, tactics, intangibles, and a weapon you should avoid at all costs.
BATTLE-AX
The battle-ax is a classic. All the deadliness of a sword attack combined with a heft allowing you to hack your way through an oak door. It’s not as fast as a sword, but that means you don’t need quite as much skill to wield one. There’s not going to be much parrying. Aim and hurl with all your might. If you’re conscious and aware of whatever it is that happens next, congrats! He’s dead and you’ve won.
As good as the battle-ax is, it can be improved upon. The following plans outline my designs for the ultimate battle-ax ever to be conceived by man.
On one end of the titanium rod making up the handle of the ax, is the ax head itself. Not that different from any current ax design. Or is it? This ax head is crafted from wrought iron recovered from a meteor. Does the space ore possess a greater durability under stress or hold a sharp edge longer than terrestrial metals? Nah. On the off chance some alien lands and tries to fight me, I’m banking on him being momentarily distracted by the sight of a space metal he’d seen previously only in outer space, or maybe they use it to make hats on his home planet or something. He’ll say, “Hey! That’s Klarnt Flam, right? You guys have that here, too?”
Also, this ax head has been magnetized. No longer will you have to face off against a knife-wielding sicko who decides to charge you, then pray that your ax skills are up to being able to fend off his blow or land a counterblow before he can gut you like a fish. The magnet will suck the knife out of his hand and send it hurtling toward your ax blade where it will land with a satisfying klang. Now, when you send the ax crashing down on something, not only will the ax blade do damage, but so will the tiny knife stuck to it. You’ve just doubled you attack ability. In addition to the offensive benefits the magnetic blade comes in handy when your opponent drops change during the battle. Just point the ax at the change and—klang, klang, klang—you’ve just made thirty-eight cents! That shit adds up.
The end opposite the ax head expands out into a hollow metal sphere. The sphere acts as a counterbalance to the ax end, allowing you to twirl the weapon like you would a b staff. It also allows you to grip the weapon further away from the ax head, keeping you further away from a sword’s striking range. Best of all, there’s a tiny compartment in the sphere, accessible through a little door. You can use this compartment to store little finger sandwiches to keep your energy level high and stave off hunger. Don’t be fooled by their small size, such sandwiches can be much more filling than you’d at first suspect. Especially when eaten at a reasonable pace, which, we all know, is best for digestion.
What about the change you collected earlier, would this be a suitable place to store it? Of course! The tiny compartment is a fine way to temporarily transport your newfound wealth. It’s exactly what I had in mind when I invented it in my lab. Though take care to place the change into a proper place of storage at your first opportunity. The constant rattling of the change in the metal compartment will eventually grate.
A COCKY LINE
Delivered at the right time, a cocky line can be as effective as a weapon … Not a good weapon. But a mediocre, better than nothing, not-quite-as-effective-as-a-knife weapon. (Seriously, if you wanted a weapon you should have bought a glimmeron. I got a garage full of those things.)
Spicing up some old favorites is a good place to start.
CLASSIC:
“It’s gonna be two hits; me hitting you and you hitting the floor.”
YOUR VERSION 1:
“It’s gonna be four hits; me hitting you, me hitting you again as you fly through the air, you hitting the floor … all while I’m humming ‘Private Eyes’ by Hall & Oates.”
YOUR VERSION 2:
“It’s gonna be eleven hits; me hitting you, you hitting the floor, me kicking your nuts five times, me hitting you with a board with a nail in it twice … shit, how many is that? Ah, never mind—FUCK YOU!” (Neck punch.)
CLASSIC:
“You’ve got two chances; slim and none … and slim just left town.”
YOUR VERSION:
“You’ve got two chances; slim and none … and also, I brought a baseball bat.” (Take out the bat.)
CLASSIC:
“We can do this the easy way or the hard way.”
YOUR VERSION:
“We can do this the easy way or the hard way … or some third way. I’d love to just bounce some ideas off you and come up with something fun! We need to remember, this process is a give-and-take. I’ll have an open mind about your pitches as long as all of them end with you bleeding and unconscious, and me looking really cool.”
CLASSIC:
“I came here to chew bubble gum and kick ass … and I’m all out of bubble gum.”
YOUR VERSION:
“I came here to chew bubble gum and kick ass … and I’m all out of bubble gum … I’m not challenging you or anything. I just thought you’d be interested in knowing what I’m up to today.” (Wait a moment, then…) “We never talk anymore.”
THE NET
(And why you should avoid it)
If you ever find yourself in the Roman Colisseum, about to fight multiple enemies for the amusement of a bloodthirsty crowd, whatever you do, don’t pick the “weighted throwing net” as your weapon. I’m pretty sure it’s not even a real weapon, just something they made up and tossed in the pile to mess you up. You’d have better luck using a rolling desk chair with a saw blade taped to it. It’s just as practical. Sword gone? Try to get the battle-ax or trident. If they’re already spoken for, grab the morning star or mace (The spiky metal ball on a chain, connected to a handle—NOT the pepper spray. This isn’t “anachronism day.” You’re not in the Roman Colisseum choosing between a laser gun, a nuclear bomb, and a virus that would cripple Rome’s e-mail.).
If you do get stuck with the net, I must caution you, don’t expect your opponent to drop lifelessly to the ground when you cover them with it. Be prepared for them to smirk, then calmly take the net off of them, before stabbing you. BECAUSE THAT’S EXACTLY WHAT’S GOING TO HAPPEN.
My advice is to quickly drape the net around your body like a gown, then sway seductively, as a beautiful woman might. If your foe has ever battled a cartoon rabbit or cat, he will be instantly mesmerized by the illusion, easily mistaking you for a “lady.” Bat your eyes at him, then shuffle toward his dropped weapon. (If you’re already a lady, this will still work, it’ll just be a lot less hilarious.) Are you ridiculously mannish? Then just throw the net over the wall and use it to scramble to freedom.
A RIFLE PAINTED TO LOOK LIKE A THREE-FOOT-LONG HOAGIE
Admittedly, this one is going to be a bit of a tough sell. The illusion will not work on everyone, and those that do fall for it shouldn’t get too close to the gun, otherwise the façade will quickly fall apart.
Do not set the gun, painted to look like a hoagie, down at any time, but especially after your foe has approached. The unmistakable tink sound an object made of metal makes hitting the ground will give it away as not being just an ordinary sandwich.
Also, the gun, painted to look like a hoagie, will weigh significantly more than your average, run-of-the-mill sandwich (even one soaked in oil and vinegar). It’s important to not tip this by carrying the gun like you would a gun. Or by grunting and struggling while you’re lugging it around. Don’t grunt, please. No one holds a sandwich like that.
Resist the urge to let anyone sample the gun/hoagie, as, again, it will taste like metal, not like a hoagie and that is liable to rouse some suspicion. Even the worst hoagie is unlikely to taste like the combination of metal, wood, and gun-oil flavor the gun/hoagie would provide.
The temptation is going to be there to try putting actual mayonnaise or mustard on your gun, painted to look like a hoagie—the thought being it will add one more layer of realism and a touch of sandwich smell to the illusion. This minimal level of authenticity is far outweighed by the amount of slipperiness it will add to the gun/hoagie. It will be nearly impossible to hold without dropping and even harder to fire.
Are you yourself not a painter?
Find a local artist on the way up, to paint your rifle to look like a hoagie. Perhaps a student. You’re going to have some pretty strong ideas about how the gun should be painted, as the effectiveness of the illusion is what will keep you alive, and that’s fine. However, you should remember that the person you’re working with is an artist and will have thoughts and ideas on the gun/hoagie as well. It’s important to hear them out and let them express themselves creatively, even if ultimately, you’re the boss. For example, if they come up with an idea to make the trigger look like a slice of onion, it’s important to make them feel like they’ve been heard, before you make constructive comments about why you feel it may not work. That is what the collaborative process is all about.
You may be tempted to find a hotshot darling of the art world to paint your gun to look like a hoagie for the cachet and name value and eventual increased price you can sell the gun for. (Especially if they die. Maybe from the gun! That would be quite a windfall for you.) But the downside of having your rifle painted to look like a hoagie by a famous artist is that now many, many people will know the hoagie you’re carrying is actually a gun, totally defeating the purpose of having a gun painted to look like a delicious sandwich.
This may all seem like too much work. Maybe you’re reconsidering the intelligence of painting a large caliber rifle to look like a food item. I urge you to reconsider. With the right preparation and handling, the sandwich gun will serve you in good stead for many years. It’s just a fact of life; there are many places people will let you bring an oversized sandwich where they won’t allow you to bring semiautomatic weapons. This ruse will give you a nice advantage over your enemies.
Lou Murphy (1978–2011) proudly shows off his new gun painted to look like a hoagie.
PARKING GARAGE
Not a weapon as much as it is an advantageous battleground. If you can arrange for your foe to meet you in a dimly lit stairwell, or parking garage, you can give yourself a nice edge in the fight. Get there early. You’ll need to set up before anyone else arrives. Unscrew a few light bulbs, just enough to flicker. If there’s any covering over the bare bulb, get rid of it. If you can arrange for the bulb to swing on a lone wire, do so.
Spill lots of oily water, and if possible arrange for more of the mixture to drip, eerily, into puddles arranged around the parking garage …
Place several cats around the garage. One or two will wander off, but at least one will stay and hopefully jump out at just the right moment to startle your foe.
Have a buddy sit in a Cadillac across from where you’re meeting your foe. Make sure both headlights are working and that he knows how to activate the high beams. He also needs to be able to flip the lights on with a moment’s notice, before gunning the engine menacingly.
Practice tiptoeing your way toward your foe, then hiding behind a cement support column, before suddenly stepping out dramatically. It should be one fluid step. Not two half steps or any kind of shimmy. One smooth step. Practice it.
If you manage all of the above, you will be able to undermine your foe’s confidence, making them at least 15 percent more skittish. They’ll be prone to panicking and possibly dropping their briefcase and running off.
CONCLUSION
Congratulations. At this point you are as prepared for battle as any person ever to set foot on Earth. Capable of dispatching just about anyone or anything you encounter. Hannibal, Genghis Khan, William Wallace, Wyatt Earp, and Luke Perry would all bow in awe of your skills and readiness, were they all somehow in one place together. This would be seconds before they notice each other and instantly freak the fuck out at how weird everyone else looks. Then they’d probably try to annihilate each other, before banding together as a team determined to find out who and what imprisoned them in a giant floating sphere of—ANYWAY, that’s not important.
What’s important is—I have taken you as far as I can. The rest is up to you. You’ve read this book for the first of no doubt hundreds of times and are ready to swagger out into the world with a hitch in your step, a secret weapon up your sleeve, and the shit-eating-est grin to end all shit-eating grins. I leave you the following ten rules to help you on your journey. You are now ready for the world. Have at it.
10 CARDINAL RULES FOR HOW TO BEAT UP ANYTHING
10. Practice. As children, the author of this book and his sister would often wrestle on the living room floor with their father in a game the author dubbed “Beat Up.” Who cares? you ask. You call it “playing,” I call it sparring at 2 percent intensity.
9. Always kick open every door before walking through it, preferably while screaming, “I got you!” Even if you’re alone and the room is empty. (Also do this with shower curtains, whether you hear water running, or not.)
8. Never fight a robot in the rain. He’ll electrocute you way before he rusts and conks out.
7. Don’t ever, ever trust Dennis Farina.
6. Always keep an extra-hollow tooth filled with cyanide in your mouth. If your captor demands you hand it over, you’ll still have one left. Also, you might want to fill a third hollow tooth with powdered fruit punch mix. It’s refreshing, and a nice surprise when you’re thirsty and then remember you have it.
5. The old, “your shoes are untied,” trick doesn’t work on reptilian, “Creature from the Black Lagoon” types. It’s not because they don’t wear shoes, many of them do, they’re just not stupid.
4. Don’t believe the hyperbole. Tugging on Superman’s cape is totally fine, as long as you’re wearing gardening gloves made from kryptonite. Plus, nine times out of ten it’s not Superman, it’s just some goof dressed up as him.
3. Don’t ever trust anyone you’ve recently seen in the company of Dennis Farina. Not even someone who appeared to be attacking Dennis Farina.
2. Always give a loud karate yell or, “Kiai,” when doing mundane everyday things like hitting SEND on an e-mail, or opening the office fridge. It cultivates a nice aura of danger that will keep others on their toes.
1. In a crowded room, the man you have to look out for is the one pointing a gun at you demanding you give him all your money. Watch him, he’s going to be trouble.
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*I tried that once. I entered a ring of death wearing a backpack filled with energy bars. I figured that if my opponent and I were evenly matched, the energy bars would ensure that I’d never tire, giving me the edge, and eventually my opponent would collapse. Well, I guess I should’ve made sure the pack was empty before I loaded it up. In Round 17 the zipper slid down spilling the contents of the pack all over the ring. There, in full view of the crowd was: a pair of my heart boxers, some pornography, a love poem, my pink-paged diary (which landed open, exposing a transcript of a breakup letter I’d received), and some erectile dysfunction medication. It turns out, this was the backpack where I’d been hiding all my embarrassing stuff! What unfortunate luck! AND my boss and fiancé were in the crowd that night. Needless to say, I didn’t get the promotion and I’m still single.
*No one will ever read this.
*Not actual recipe.
*Immediately tell Derek your friendship is over.
†Even though sock-filled-with-nickels is your new best friend, resist the urge to draw eyes and a smiley mouth on it with a magic marker. It’s just gonna creep everyone out. And don’t talk to it, either.
*You must be Superman for this tactic to succeed. I hope that part was clear.
*If this is your first fight, “Orange Traffic Cone” is a decent choice. Your first fight is an important one. You want to choose something easy enough to beat, but not so easy that beating them is meaningless. On the other hand, you don’t want something that could defeat you, crushing your spirit and forever turning you off the fight game. You want something with some skills who isn’t a world-beater.
Which is why, much like the legendary Davy Crocket, I took on and defeated a bear at the tender age of three … Sure, mine had two buttons for eyes and a felt-smiling mouth, but a bear is a bear. Any scientist will tell you that. I mean, this thing wasn’t some hypoallergenic pushover. It was made from down, something I happen to be allergic to … Round 1 of the fight ended with me in the hospital. Round 2—which consisted of me insisting the bear be put into the attic for good—went much better for me. Round 3, which took place a few weeks ago, involved me finally bringing the bear down and taking it out of a box, shrieking once or twice, nervously throwing it into the fireplace while cursing its name, and then collapsing into a sobbing fit. It did not survive the wrath of the flames. Point Seccia. Victory attained.