
     Trying to keep these short.
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 Tomorrow is the 21st anniversary of Mrs. Ironwood and I meeting.  The ironies of the match were many: we grew up within miles of each other, I knew her brother from failing Spanish 2 with him (twice) as well as Scouts, and due to a unique quirk in the social-space-time continuum, she had actually seen naked baby pictures of me before ever laying eyes on me. 
 
 But the reason I'm particularly proud of 21, as opposed to 20, is that our 21st anniversary represents the fact that we have concluded twenty solid years together. Petty distinction, perhaps, but from this point forward she will have spent more of her life with me than without me, and I think that's worthy of note and celebration.
 
 So how do you do a good Wolf Alpha/Red Pill Anniversary?  There's an art to it.   I mean, I could just shell out some cash for jewelry she'll never wear, couldn't I?
 
 I'm an Ironwood.  I'm better than that.
 
 Well, first you start a few months in advance.  You make it multi-faceted, and attempt to encompass as many of the points of your union as you can.  You include the element of surprise and sentimentality, and you spend a whole, whole lot of time, energy and effort to carry it off -- especially while you're recovering from an as-yet-diagnosed-but-undoubtedly-disturbing illness. 
 
 Let's start with the art.
 
 Not everyone is naturally talented at art -- but everyone has some talent in some type of artistic media, whether they recognize it or not.  Hell, everyone can fingerpaint.  But if you do have a moderate talent at something like drawing or painting or sculpting --perhaps something you've dabbled in, but never pursued seriously.  Consider indulging your creative side and allowing your admittedly unpracticed hands manifest your feelings for your wife in your preferred media.  And the element of surprise means that if it really, really sucks, candy and jewelry is always on the table.
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 In my case, the first part of my anniversary gift seems rather mundane: I'm getting a print we've had hanging in our bedroom forever framed.  I've often advocated for including some tasteful erotic artwork in your bedroom to help encourage a bountiful humpage, and a few years ago I got her a print of Gustav Klimt's The Kiss for her for another anniversary (I forget which one).  I chose the print for three reasons: first, it is tastefully erotic yet something I don't have to over-explain to my children; second, it's a beautiful artistic expression of the essential emotional resonance, the passionate culmination of pursuit and preparation for seduction; and three, the beautiful yellow color kinda almost matches a yellow antique loveseat we have in our bedroom that is too valuable and useful for storage, yet which goes with NOT ANOTHER GOD DAMN THING in the bedroom.
 
 Hence, the painting.  She loved it, we hung it on the wall unframed until it got dusty and we moved some stuff around, and for the last few months it's been languishing behind the computer desk, unseen and unappreciated.  So I dug it out and took it to my buddy Lance to be framed. 
 
 Simple.  Elegant. Meaningful.  Cheap.  A pleasant surprise that adds to the feel of our mutual playground and business office.  She'll feel bad, because she probably got me a card and something silly, and here I did all this meaningful-yet-erotic-yet-romantic-and-braggable stuff.  Indeed, thanks to her schedule, it's 50/50 that she'll even forget our anniversary, unless Google Calendar comes to her rescue.  That might inspire some truly incredible contrition sex, and we all know just how much fun that can be!
 
 A mere mortal would be content to sit back and bask in the glow of his accomplishment.  A unique, thoughtful, and practical gift laden with romantic meaning is pretty hard to beat.  And there will be dinner -- I'll cover that later -- and other typical anniversary fare.
 
 [image: 187554-07_ad_slide.png]But that's far from all I have planned.   I'm just getting started.  Over the course of the next week, there will be more surprises.  More wonders.  More excitement.  (and hopefully no more Urgent Care visits).  And when it's all said and done, if I've done my job right, then my wife will be preternaturally devoted to me and convinced that I am the Best Husband Ever, in the cosmic sense.  And once again I will have raised the bar on everyone else.
 
 All part of my evil plan, Mwahahahahahaha.
 
 
 
 
 UPDATE:  This is how the frame turned out . . .
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 That's high-quality moulding, and two different mattes, UV glass, paper backing and a museum-quality hanger on the back.  The frame is easily worth 100 times the value of the print.  It's probably the nicest thing in my bedroom now.  Mrs. Ironwood loved it, but reminded me that it was SHE who originally purchased the print -- when I insisted that she choose some tasteful erotic art for our bedroom because (and I shit you not) for a while she had two baby pictures of herself hanging over our bed, and nothing is a boner-killer like cute baby pictures.   
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