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There is no excellent beauty

that hath not some strangeness

in the proportion.

Francis Bacon, Essays, “Of Beauty”



Beauty is the only thing

that time cannot harm.

Oscar Wilde
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INTRODUCTION



NOW THAT WE’VE REACHED A FABULOUSLY MATURE AGE, IT can be confusing and thorny navigating the barrage of style and beauty tips that come our way. What am I supposed to wear? Do I have to give up my baby T-shirts and low-rise jeans if I still look good in them? Is it just me, or are gyms really depressing? If only someone could give me some grooming shortcuts so I could get out of the house in five minutes without looking as if I’ve been living under a bridge. Do I really have to trade in my personal style for a personal stylist? It’s not just fashion and beauty tips that I’m looking for: what if giant lizards take over the earth and I can’t get to Whole Foods for my favorite baby lettuces? What in the heck am I supposed to do on my birthday? How in the world am I supposed to get a good night’s sleep? How can I plan a delightful dinner menu for my book group? Am I really fabulous and just don’t know it? Can you please give me some tips on buying wine? What if I secretly hate to exercise? Why should I start having more parties? Pickled onions: really? Where should I go for inspiration? Honestly, isn’t it kind of weird that there is such a thing as a $700 haircut? Is it hot in here? No, seriously, isn’t it, like, a 105 degrees all of a sudden? Also, have you seen my glasses?

All those pressing questions—and almost all of the questions in the world—can be answered by the following: red lipstick, yes, yes, fine, no, olive oil, I will explain, yes, bedtime stories, absolutely, and, finally, it doesn’t necessarily have to be purple but every woman should own at least one great hat.

I say it’s high time that we do less, but with more style. I say, let’s spend less time fretting in front of that magnifying mirror so we’ll have more time to read a little Proust and catch up on the Sunday paper. Let’s spend more time riding our bikes and walking in parks and puttering in the garden, and less time worrying about whether our butts are properly perky.

We all need to celebrate ourselves just a little bit more. You might find that a cocktail is actually preferable to botulism, and that a smile really can be your umbrella. So let’s raise a glass to our magnificent, modern, middle-aged selves. Then let’s down the contents of that glass, and possibly pour another. Cheers! Relax. You look fine, really.
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PART I

BEAUTY, FITNESS, AND FASHION








LIPSTICK, HIGH HEELS, AND WAX, OH MY



WHEN I STARTED WRITING MY LAST BOOK, I REMEMBER BEING stuck at one point. Here I was, well out of my twenties, writing a book that presumed to tell a whole bunch of twentysomethings how to behave. Who were these mysterious twentysomethings, with their YouTube and their eyebrow studs? My husband said to me, “Well, you were in your twenties. Nothing has changed all that much.” And it was true. And I am a big fan of YouTube, even if I don’t have an eyebrow stud. Because, well, ow.

So here I am again, this time writing a book for women. Women of a Certain Age. Women who are over, say, forty. And I know that I can write this book because…not only am I over forty, I am currently a woman. And a grown-up, apparently. I know I am a grown-up woman, even though I rarely see my particular type of grown-up woman represented in advertisements or on television shows. It’s like being an atheist in America. And yet, here I am.

I know women who are absolutely convinced that the job of being a woman requires at the very least a perfect, regular manicure. It requires the blow-drying of hair by a professional, the waxing of various body parts, the costly and expert shaping of eyebrows. Grooming must be done by a team of well-paid specialists. Gifts of jewelry on Valentine’s Day is a given. High heels are the standard of footwear. I will admit to a certain fondness for lipstick. And yet, high heels? I like the idea of high heels, I just find them a ridiculous concept for actual footwear. Some women are perfectly comfortable walking in high heels, and are able to do so while simultaneously not in any way resembling ducks. I applaud their grace and fortitude.

Deep down I fear that I’m not a genuine grown-up because of my lack of grown-up footwear. I wear gallumphing Crocs and rubber flip-flops nearly year-round. I have been known to wear flip-flops with evening dresses. I cannot abide aching feet, no matter how lovely the effect might be; and I prefer to not walk like a duck. I can stand still for a very short while in high heels, but eventually someone’s going to have to walk across the room to the bar or go find the restroom, and it is just not possible for me to do that in high heels. Surely it’s not just me and a few scattered ex-hippies and survivalists living off the land in Northern Minnesota?

The dirty little secret is, I think Birkenstocks are comfy and adorable. This opinion, when spoken aloud, causes the most vociferous reaction among women of my acquaintance. They guffaw, they are appalled. My friend Maria is reduced to puddles of laughter. Most women I know seem more at ease with the whole stockings-and-high-heels assemblage than I, who always feels as if I’m playing dress-up. Does this mean I have gaps in my girl DNA?


For instance: I do love everything about perfume. I don’t love all perfumes, because some are obviously god-awful and can render the sniffer helplessly migrained for hours. But I am utterly seduced by perfume, the idea of perfume, the thought of perfume. A dab of Chanel No. 5 at the wrist, a spot of Creed Rose Bulgari at the neck, a drop of Fracas behind the ear, or a whiff of some exotic citrus rose blend wafting off a mysterious figure as she rounds the corner; I could just eat that up with a spoon. I am similarly smitten by tools, especially a good power drill or jigsaw. Consequently, perfume and power tools have historically been one of my favorite Christmas pairings. One year I received Shalimar and a Makita drill, with the loveliest set of drill bits. Another year, Folavril and a charming pocket-screwdriver device. The following Christmas brought me a tiny bottle of Joy and a small belt sander. Plus four vise grips in my stocking! Heaven.

I find the idea of having what is politely termed a Brazilian wax absolutely horrifying. This has got to be the most painful joke ever perpetrated on the female sex, and how women fell for it I will never know. I am to believe that “too much” hair in a certain area of my anatomy is a blight, and must be removed immediately and as painfully as possible. I am to lie naked and flat on a table, while a grim Eastern European woman swabs hot wax on that very sensitive area, then proceeds to strip the hair from that area using the strips that have been placed upon the hot wax. What’s next, circumcision? Ritual scarification? Bamboo under the fingernails? Have none of you people heard of razors? Did you know that fine use may be made of your leg razor, should your “area” need a little extra grooming before swimsuit season? But perhaps you are one of those women who enjoys the hot wax, and who am I to tell you that you are completely whack? Enjoy. Am I really in the minority, as a woman who finds the whole thing uncalled for? Please send reassuring e-mail.

What else? Well, almost everything in the Victoria’s Secret catalog is silly and looks very uncomfortable. I have nothing against pretty undergarments, but save me the pokey lace with the dangling gadgets and straps and the things and the foofy stuff. Can you actually wear such gear without chafing? No, you cannot. Give me a clingy black slip any day, the kind that goes equally well with a cocktail glass or a cup of coffee. The kind that won’t poke me in odd places or give me a rash if I fall asleep wearing it.

Why do I find so many of these so-called female accoutrements repellent? Well, maybe because I wonder who’s the one deciding what makes us feminine, or what makes us attractive. I would like to meet the gentleman who came up with that hot-wax-on-the-genitals stuff. Who thought that was a good idea? Perhaps a good friend of the guys who came up with whalebone corsets, lead-based foundation, and foot-binding.

So I’m not so much with the uncomfortable footwear and the botulism shots into the frontal lobe, but I do believe that I redeem my secret inner girl with the deft use of eyeliner and lipstick.

One of the simple joys I have in life is hunting down that perfect shade of red lipstick. When I mentioned a “certain fondness” I have for lipstick? That was sort of like William Burroughs casually remarking that he enjoys an occasional spot of heroin. Sort of like Dylan Thomas having a modest taste for spirits, or saying that Fred Astaire could cut a rug pretty well.

I am unwavering in my adoration of lipstick. Whatever girly DNA I may be lacking, whatever I’m missing in the high-heels-and-stockings department is fully represented in the lipstick department. In fact, I think there should be an actual Department of Lipstick, and I could be the president. President pro vita. I have a shameful, embarrassingly large collection. I have tracked down and cornered every micro-shade of red, and I don’t believe I have missed one. If I don’t own a particular shade, it’s only because I had a rare and momentary flash of common sense, where I may have realized that the lipstick in question had too much blue or pink in it, and would only end up unused and rancid in the bottom of my seemingly bottomless lipstick drawer.

I have a lipstick drawer because my friend Gail came to visit me once, and actually laughed out loud when she realized that the left side of my bathroom sink was pretty much completely covered by a collection of various trays and containers (which I thought eclectic and kicky at the time) all containing tubes of lipstick. And it was a highly amused kind of laughter, but with an unmistakably nervous and horrified undercurrent, like, “you’re kidding me, right? This really isn’t all lipstick. Is it?” I was initially put out by her implied judgment, but two days later I must have been gifted with some kind of special sight, as if my friend Gail’s eyeballs had been momentarily implanted into my sockets. I saw the left side of my sink. I mean, I really saw it, in a whole new light. And it was kind of embarrassing. It was as if you suddenly looked around your living room after someone’s visit, and realized that you had made your friend wade through piles of newspapers and a spilled bag of kitty litter to get to the kitchen for a drink of water, which came out of the tap in rusty rivulets. It was as if I suddenly saw, in a flash of clarity, the forty-five feral cats I’d been keeping in the house. My little lipstick collection looked pathetically, psychotically, unnecessarily massive.

So I ruthlessly weeded out the old, and organized the newer, and out of sheer mortification, cleared a corner of my bathroom drawer to devote to my lipsticks. I haven’t counted, but I know I made a serious dent in the lipstick population, in addition to clearing the bathroom counter. Please don’t make me count. I still have more than most female mortals who aren’t professional makeup artists. I’ll work on it, okay?

(But in the meantime, I have a new favorite combo to aid me in achieving that elusive, perfect matte red: Fire Down Below by Nars topped with MAC Ruby Woo. Seemingly impossible to remove, deliciously like that slightly dried-out perfect red you found in the bottom of your mother’s purse when you were five years old.)

TRY THIS, I DID!

If I own an unmentionable number of lipstick tubes, I am guessing there are one or two of you out there who also have private and enormous stashes of lipstick. Or mascara. Or eyeliner, or foundation, or blush. We put on our lipstick (or mascara, or eyeliner, etc.) as we would armor, rarely going an hour, much less a day, without spackling on our signature shade. Maybe I’m the only one in the world who rarely leaves the house without an indelible coat of red lipstick. Maybe this doesn’t apply to you at all, because you’re perfect just the way you are, and you look all fresh and natural without the aid of cosmetics. Well, lucky you. Please take this time to go have a nice cup of herbal tea and we’ll meet you back here for the next chapter. But if you are like me, I recently found it very helpful to try going a week without lipstick. Or you can try it just for a few days, if a whole week sounds like too much. Now, I’m not suggesting that you actually give up your lipsticks forever. What in heaven’s name for? But recently, I went ten whole days without putting on my usual red lipstick. Nothing on my lips but some Burt’s Bees lip balm. Bare naked lips. It was a little scary at first, but I think it was an important first step in acceptance. Acceptance of my face just as it is, without the thing that I thought was giving me strength to face the world. I like having a signature look; I like being the woman in the red lipstick. But just as I believe it’s valuable to spend a few weeks from time to time without alcohol, or sweets, or saying bad things about people, it was a revelatory experience spending ten days without my camouflage. And blond ladies, while you’re at it, put down that dark mascara and try batting your white-blond eye fringe for a week. You have no idea how cool that looks!

YOUR LIPSTICK PRIMER

That said, here is a lot of what I know about lipstick. And trust me, I know a lot:


	When you’re on the go without a small mirror in your purse, use your cell phone! The reflective surface of the screen will give you just enough reflection to apply a touch-up coat, in case you can’t get to a ladies’ room. If you have no cell phone, you must live a refreshingly quiet and contemplative life, and I applaud you for it.

	Some may disagree on the etiquette, but I think if you’re at a restaurant table and in a hurry, you may use a knife as a mirror, but only for taking a quick look to make sure your lips are still where you left them, and to assist you in not streaking your new Lancôme across your face.

	A lip pencil is not really necessary. Sometimes I use a lip pencil, but not all the time. If I do use one, I use it to make a nice outline, which I then fill in. The lip pencil is like putting down a solid matte base coat under your exterior paint. You can even substitute lip pencil for lipstick, with a dab of lip balm underneath to give it some glide. Never line your lips in pencil without filling your lips in, because you’ll just end up looking like a five-dollar storefront psychic. If this is the look you hope to achieve, well, that’s how you do it. (Don’t forget some teal-blue eye shadow and gobs of lashes, too! Really, that looks great. Now adjust your turban, a little to the right. That’s it!)



There is another school of thought entirely on the lip pencil question. Some say that lip pencil should only be applied after you’ve applied your lipstick, which will help the pencil glide on more smoothly and helps even out the contour of the mouth.


	It’s not necessary to be too, too exact when you apply your lipstick. Unless you have the most beautifully shaped lips in the universe, then by all means, be exact. But otherwise, I think it’s a good idea to apply your lipstick, blot, apply another coat for good measure, then take your finger or a cotton swab and lightly smooth the outside line. The edges won’t look as harsh then, and you can even out the shape if it ended up a little lopsided.

	Here’s a good trick: after you’ve applied your one or two coats of lipstick, take your finger or a rolled-up tissue and wrap your mouth around it as you would a drinking straw. This will theoretically prevent your lipstick from accidentally appearing on your teeth, which is never a good look.

	You know those old butter dishes people used to use to serve butter at the dinner table? A small, butter-stick-shaped saucer with a butter-stick-shaped dome to cover the butter? Well, I have a few of these that I’ve found at thrift stores, and I think they make fantastic lipstick holders. I put them in my bathroom drawer, and they each comfortably hold about ten to fifteen lipstick tubes. I store my lipsticks upside down with the label facing up, so that I can easily spot my MAC Dubonnet among the MAC Retro, MAC Mystic, and Chanel Russet Moon.

	Sometimes you arrive at a party sporting your darkest, reddest, vampiest lipstick, but as the night wears on, so does your lipstick. After nibbling on hors d’oeuvres, sipping cocktails, and possibly eating dinner, you will want to reapply. But sometimes your lipstick has worn off in a nice way, and it’s late, and you just don’t want to go back to your original grand-entrance look. That is why I always bring an alternate lipstick in my purse. It’s usually a lighter color, and it’s usually more balm-like and less like a matte spackle. It’s usually something I can swipe over my lips without the aid of a mirror, while I’m heading to get my shawl (because the air has gotten a little chillier but I’m in the middle of a good conversation and I don’t want to miss too much because I had to wait in line for the bathroom to reapply my lipstick).

	I often use the back of my hand as a blotter, but I don’t blot the entire surface of my lips, just the inside. People may wonder why you appear to be kissing your hand. Why shouldn’t you kiss your hand? You deserve a few extra kisses. Kiss away, kiss with abandon. Then rub the back of your hand with the back of your other hand to rub out the blot line and impart a slight pinkish glow to your hands.

	Don’t be afraid to mix colors!

	To become a true lipstick professional, know how to put lipstick on in your sleep, with your eyes closed, and with one hand tied behind your back. Practice with clear lip balm, gradually moving up to light colors, then to dark. Practice at home with your eyes shut, practice while you are being ferried in a car, or riding in a public conveyance. Soon you will easily be able to whip out your favorite lipstick tube and apply lipstick without the aid of a mirror or any reflective surface, without subsequently looking as if you have applied your makeup with your foot after a strenuous happy hour.



In an economic downturn, lipstick sales go up. Somebody did a study somewhere proving that fact, but it shouldn’t have taken an elaborate study to figure that one out. Lipstick is one of the most inexpensive fixes a girl can buy when times are tough. The perfect lipstick (and trust me, I have found literally hundreds of “perfect” lipsticks, it’s not a problem) will dress up last year’s ratty wardrobe and gussy up your fat pants. A good red lipstick will pull together a less-than-stellar assemblage immediately. A new tube of lipstick will perk you right up. But please, I beg of you, don’t make my mistakes. Know your limit. Too much of any good thing is still too much.


MAGNIFYING MIRRORS: A NECESSARY HORROR

A magnifying mirror is indispensable to have on hand when you need to take a closer look. It will aid you in removing an eyelash stuck in your eye, it will help you when you want to remove a few stray hairs from your eyebrow area, or check out that weird red spot in the middle of your forehead. However, one may take the magnifying mirror–gazing too far. It’s easy to start out with the “how did those three hairs get on my chin! Oh my god, have I been walking around like that?” and wind up staring in horror as we discover new lines, new veins shot through our eyes, hairs coming out of moles we’ve never seen before, and mustaches we never knew we had.

Yes, it’s helpful for applying eyeliner, but just remember, before you fall down the rabbit hole of magnification, that you don’t need to use your magnifying mirror to apply the rest of your makeup. Your friends, in all likelihood, do not have X-ray vision. Many of them are incrementally losing their eyesight, just like you. Those who still have the perfect use of their eyes are probably not going to use their gift of sight to inspect your upper lip, unless you have accidentally left some food there.

Presumably no one is looking at you with a magnifying glass. If they are inspecting you with a magnifying glass, they probably wear a tweed hat and call themselves Sherlock. Your friends and acquaintances won’t necessarily focus obsessively on that one area between your eyebrows, even though you may be spending hours in that very pursuit. People generally tend to take in the whole picture.


Think of yourself as a lovely impressionist painting. People, by and large, don’t stare at the brushstrokes in one corner of the canvas; they stand back and assess the painting. When people look at you, they will notice the whole pleasing effect of your features working together. They’ll probably notice how your eyes crinkle up in a lovely way when you smile, and how your hair looks nice like that, and what a good laugh you have. They will probably be more interested in what you’re saying than how your makeup is applied, although if it looks as if you applied it with a trowel, they may notice that. You don’t need to apply your makeup with a trowel, and if you don’t stare too long in the magnifying mirror you’ll apply it with a much lighter hand. Step away from the magnifying mirror.

Instead, give yourself a brief overview in a regular mirror, preferably one with a natural light source nearby. Of course use the magnifying mirror, if you need it; but use it judiciously. Make it your friend. It will be there for you when you need to do the detail-oriented stuff, but do not let it mesmerize you into thinking that your eyebrows could really use some plucking, because what looks like “really could use some plucking” to a magnifying mirror looks like regular eyebrows to a real mirror. And if you believe the magnifying mirror, you will find yourself with two very thin, very surprised-looking arches hovering above your lovely eyes. So, don’t use the magnifying mirror to shape your eyebrows, only to get a few stray hairs.

Magnifying mirrors are handy, however; I treasure mine, and wish I could find a small one to take with me when I travel, because they’re especially useful if you’re away from home and out of your usual routine. Things start…growing in places. Things do perhaps need a little plucking and trimming and taming. But restrain your hand, and don’t be overzealous with the plucking. Remember that to normal eyes, you look fine, really.

FOUNDATION: YOUR OWN PERSONAL VINYL SIDING

When I was younger, I loved wearing a nice makeup foundation. I’d wear a pale ivory in the winter to accentuate my pale winter skin; for summer parties, something a little more Ava Gardner bronze-y, to go with my dark red lipstick. When you’re younger you can really pile on the makeup, and if it’s done right it will look showy and dramatic. When you’re older and you pile it on, you run the risk of frightening small children or getting picked up for soliciting. Liquid makeup tends to sit in crevices, and powder-based makeup tends to seek out hidden wrinkles and highlight them.

If you’re used to slathering it on, it may be time to start applying it with a lighter hand. Dab a few dots just around your nose and the bottom corners of your mouth, or anywhere your complexion might need a little evening out. Then try mixing a few drops with a little moisturizing cream (or sunblock, by day) or a few drops of water, and lightly smooth the diluted foundation over the rest of your face.








THERE’S SOMETHING WRONG WITH YOU!



AT THE GROCERY STORE, AT THE MUSEUM, AT THE BOUTIQUES, I often find myself face-to-face with a fair number of women who I am certain had their faces reconstructed after terrible accidents or falls, or perhaps a Beverly Hills gang rumble; and then I realize, no, it wasn’t a barroom brawl; these women paid a doctor a truckload of money to look like that. They made appointments to have that done to their faces, voluntarily. You know the face I’m talking about; everyone is pretending that it’s a good idea: the exaggerated cartoon cheekbones robbed from the grave of Elke Sommer, the mouth that is stretched from ear to ear in a Grinch-like rictus, the wide, surprised eyes whose lids don’t quite come to a close, the lips that look like shiny, pink, overstuffed satin pillows. Or the latest trend: the slightly simian, face-forward puffiness of the highly implanted and injected. Lips and cheekbones built on top of your regular face, so that it looks as if you’re leaning forward a little. Yes, your face is as pink and smooth as a baby’s butt. Yes, you look like you could be a twenty-two-year-old. Just not necessarily a twenty-two-year-old human.


Of course, I live in Los Angeles, but this is no longer just a phenomenon of Hollywood. This unfortunate trend is trickling down to not only younger actresses but nonprofessionals as well; women in their thirties and forties who were just starting to look really interesting and now look eerily like one another, or Melanie Griffith. Ultra-thin and extra-collagened women are seeping into the mainstream, cheerfully aided by mass media, makeover shows, and marketing.
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Yes, many of us are reaching an age when we are taking a serious look at our faces. The jawline is just a little slacker than it used to be, those vertical lines between the eyes seem to have taken up permanent residence, and we start asking the questions: would I prefer to have lips that look like an inflatable duck or lips that look like two breakfast sausages? Shall I opt for the perennially surprised eyes, the giant expanse of frozen forehead, or just go for the giant cotton-stuffed cheekbones that seem to be so popular? And should I go for the whole face-lift, and if so, what kind should I get—the kind that stretches your mouth to your earlobes, or the kind that makes you look like an Asian space alien? The choices are seemingly endless, and yet all so frighteningly unnatural.

Well, I have a trick that’s better than Botox, and you will think it’s a joke, but it is really not a joke. It’s just a little trick I learned when I started making fun of women who had gone a little overboard with Botox. And what I discovered is that you can use your own muscles to do the same thing Botox does, but without having to endure botulism toxin painfully shot into your face, just a few inches away from your brain. Not that having botulism toxin painfully shot into your brain area doesn’t sound like a fabulous idea and a really great way to be beautiful, but, you know, just in case you wanted to try something a little less scary-sounding, while saving hundreds of dollars.

So here’s what you do: first of all, just relax your face. You can do this, all by yourself, honest! Unknit your face, unfurrow your brow, loosen your jaw. Then you sort of pull your scalp back with your scalp muscles, which will make your forehead feel all open and stretched. Think serene thoughts. Imagine light oozing out of your pores and the crown of your head. See your face, not frozen but filled with serenity and stillness. It works, I swear. Lift those muscles that cause you to “smile” and you will suddenly radiate a certain indefinable peaceful, happy something. Your forehead will look open and untroubled.

I know, you’re all, “Right, think happy thoughts. That’ll work.” But it will! Along with a little extra sleep, a little flax oil, and a handful of almonds every day, this simple exercise will remind your facial muscles to not fall into those bad habits; it will remind your brow not to knit and your forehead not to get all scrounged up with worry. And it will start feeling normal after a while, and pretty soon you won’t want to scrunch your face up and fret about stuff over which you have no control.

Use your fingers to smooth those worry lines in your forehead every day. Gently rub up and out from your brows to your scalp. It feels really good, and takes the creases out. And if your hair is long enough, pull your hair back in a ponytail for an instant face-lift!

“Thinking happy thoughts” isn’t just a cheap bromide; the regular practice will actually result in fewer wrinkles, smaller pores, brighter skin, a pleasant sense of well-being, and possibly world peace.

FOR THAT LITTLE EXTRA LEG UP: EXERCISES FOR AN INSTANT FACE-LIFT

My friend Thompy, who is a gorgeous and talented actress, learned of these weird, fabulous facial exercises from a makeup artist named Dallas Hartnett, who swears by them for toning the neck and jowly bits. Alternatively, you may choose to spend tens of thousands of dollars for the opportunity to endure painful and risky surgery, which could result in an oddly implanted, vaguely lumpy, duck-billed face, which of course is another fine option. But just in case you’re still weighing the pros and cons, you can do these toning exercises a few times a day while you’re deciding! And maybe by the end of the month, you’ll look at your taut, glowing face and think, “Hm, maybe I’ll wait to get cut with a scalpel around the hairline and have my facial skin peeled back, exposing the raw sinew and bone. For now, anyway. Although it does sound like fun!”

ALIEN I

Lift your chin slightly, as if you’re looking at a distant star a little higher than the horizon. Jut your lower jaw forward so it looks like your lower teeth are almost biting your upper lip, or you’re trying to touch your lower teeth to your nose, or you’re attempting to hide your upper lip in a little pocket behind your lower teeth. This will make you look like THE ALIEN. This will make you look like a scary, scary monster lady, so don’t do this fabulous facial exercise around any small children. Relax slightly, then bite. Relax, then bite. Slowly, methodically, gently jut your lower set of teeth out and up toward your nose. Keeping your chin lifted, slowly turn your scary alien face to the right. Slowly turn your scary alien face to the left. Then back to the center. You will FEEL THIS tomorrow, I’m not kidding. In your neck, and your jowly areas, there are muscles and tendons that have been kind of taking it easy for a few years. So start slowly, but do it a little bit every day; do a few in the shower, in the kitchen, in the car. Be aware of frightening fellow motorists, if you attempt this exercise while operating a motor vehicle.

ALIEN II

This facial exercise is very similar to “The Alien I,” but this time you will jut your lower
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