The Line That Picked Up 1000 Babes

(and how it can work for you)
by Eric Berlin

Fran, a woman dragged to a singles bar by her friend, 20’s

When Fran meets an interesting man in a bar, she tells him of her frustration with “guys”

FRAN: I only came here one other time. That was enough. I went up to the bar to get a drink and this guy came over to me and he said (mimics his superior, flirtatious tone)”HI!” in this way that implied what he was really saying was, “boy, are you lucky. Of all the girls here, I’ve decided to talk to you!” Lucky me. He said to me, “What’s your name?” I said, “Fran.” He said, “That’s a beautiful name.” Fran? Fran. The name my father gave me out of revenge I wasn’t born a boy. Fran is a lot of things but none of them is beautiful. So, then he says, “Hey! You Italian?” I said, “No” and start to walk away, but he grabs my arm and says, “Hey! You Irish?” “What is this? No! Goodbye!” And he says, “So! What are you then?” “Nothing! I’m nothing!” I said. And he stopped, and looked at me, and he said, “Oh. I guess you’re right. You’re nothing.” And he smiled this smile at me that really made him king of the mountain. This smile that said I was nothing because I wouldn’t talk to him, this GUY. men are bad enough, but there’s nothing worse than GUYS. He called me nothing. This Neanderthal with the top two buttons of his shirt open to show that he had no chest hair. This guy with his conceited, judgmental smile. Called me “nothing.” Should that have bothered me? What he thought? Maybe not. But it did. So I left. If this is where this guy belongs, then it’s not where I belong, so I left. And never came back ‘til Ellen dragged me here tonight. And since then, I have this bias against guys I meet in bars. Maybe I shouldn’t, but I do, there it is.

