
U
nreal has long been a fan of pop 
psychologists, the louder the bet-
ter, and so we were pleased to 

discover that St. Louis has its very own 
Dr. Phil. But this Dr. Phil doesn’t just 
make grown men cry: He is an agent of 
true love. His system, the True Personal 
World View, which he created with the 
aid of a mathematician and a testing 
expert, matches couples on the basis of 
personal compatibility.

Dr. Phil Dembo spent a year testing 
the True Personal World View on willing 
student guinea pigs and says it was wildly 
successful. Late last year he began exer-
cising his matchmaking powers on the 
adults of St. Louis.

We scheduled a phone interview for 

4:30 in the afternoon. Just as the digi-
tal clock switched from 4:29, the phone 
rang.

Unreal: Wow, you called when you said 
you would!

Dr. Phil Dembo: I’m a stickler for 
promptness.

Huh. [Here Unreal must confess that 
we are not.] How does the True Personal 
World View work?

If people aren’t compatible, they spend 
their entire marriage trying to convince 
the other person that their world-view 
is effective. People who have a similar 
approach navigate life together more eas-
ily, like partners. But with people who 
don’t have a similar approach, everything 
is a struggle, even things that are sup-

posed to be joyous and celebratory.
What kind of questions do you ask to 

determine compatibility?
The questions aren’t important; it’s 

how you answer. We want to fi nd out how 
you really operate. Most people just put 
down what they think someone wants to 
hear. Like sexual adventurousness. For 
you that might be leaving the lights on. 
For him that might be swinging from the 
chandelier at the Ritz-Carlton.

Have you ever had to throw anyone out 
for total incompatibility the way eHarmony 
does?

I have not found anyone to be truly 
incompatible. With online dating, people 
are constantly altering their answers 
because they don’t like the results they’re 

getting, and they become parodies of 
themselves. I want people to be confi dent 
and happy. I tell clients: “If you chew with 
your mouth open, chew with your mouth 
open on the fi rst date.” We want to make 
sure you’re your authentic self.

What if you’re an asshole?
If you’re an asshole, you want to act 

like an asshole. Some people like assholes. 
I know assholes who’ve been compatible. 
They’re still mean, but they’re happy.

If you become famous, will you have to 
change your name to avoid offending the 
other Dr. Phil?

I like to say I’m the real Dr. Phil; he just 
plays one on TV.  ■

Fully Licensed
Hair braiders. Professional wrestlers. 
Interior designers. What do these occu-
pations have in common? They’re just a 
few of the 75 professions that require an 
occupational license in Missouri. And 
while that number may sound like a lot, 
a recent survey found that Missouri actu-
ally requires fewer occupational licenses 
than any other state in the nation.

That’s good news for the laissez-faire 
think tank, the Show-Me Institute. It also 
leaves room for improvement. In a recent 
commentary, Show-Me policy analyst 
David Stokes called for even fewer profes-
sional licenses, arguing that the system 
limits competition and increases prices.

Unreal: You write that it is “abject 
lunacy” to require people to have a license 
for hair braiding in Missouri. But it seems 
to make sense — who wants to go into the 
salon for cornrows and come out wearing a 
French braid?

David Stokes: If those mistakes are 
made, those people will lose their cus-
tomers. I bring up African hair braid-
ing because people are being required to 
spend thousands of hours in cosmetology 
training that has nothing to do with their 
profession. The only reason those require-
ments are there is to protect existing cos-
metologists from competition.

Are you saying we should do away with 
all license requirements — even for sur-
geons and pharmacists?

No. With doctors, for example, the 
benefi ts of licensing probably outweigh 
the costs. The harm of a poorly done sur-
gery far outweighs a 

The Real Dr. Phil
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“For you that might be leaving the lights 

on. For him that might be swinging from 

the chandelier at the Ritz-Carlton.”
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T H E  D R I F T E R
( B B ’ S  J A Z Z , 
B L U E S ,  &  S O U P S )
A young couple sat at the bar, 
speculating about a guy about 
their age who was sitting alone at 
a table near the stage, his worn 
military bag propped next to him.

A waitress had informed them 
that the drifter’s girlfriend had 
dumped him in New York a few 
weeks earlier. Now he was walk-
ing to Phoenix.

“Apparently he only has seven 
dollars,” the girl at the bar told her 
boyfriend, “and he’s spending that 
on beer.”

Her boyfriend looked at her 
sweetly. They were back together 
after a rough hiatus. Being 
reunited had brought with it a 
tipsy, exciting delirium, tainted 
slightly by the sour circumstances 
that had broken them apart.

Was the scruffy guy crazy? 
Of course: Who else would walk 
cross-country in the middle of 
winter?

“I want to talk to him,” the boy-
friend said.

“Don’t,” the woman said. “Leave 
him alone.” But her boyfriend had 
already pushed away from the bar.

A moment later, standing before 
the drifter: “On your way West?”

“Yeah.”
“Walking?”
“Uh-huh.”
The drifter said something else, 

but the boyfriend couldn’t make 
it out over the din. He nodded in 
feigned acknowledgement and 
wandered back to the bar.

Yeah, he was a little crazy all 
right. You could see it in his eyes. 
But the boyfriend’s compassion 
had awakened. What would the 
drifter do? There was a home-
less shelter nearby, but it closed 
hours ago. It was cold out. The 
couple went back and forth about 
the drifter’s options, and about 
the virtue and danger of helping 
strangers.

“We should leave some money 
for him, so he can get a room 
somewhere,” the boyfriend sug-
gested.

“Won’t he drink it?”
“Maybe. What if we leave it 

with the doorman? He won’t get it 
until he leaves.”

The two shared a moment. 
Their feelings for each other had 
now spilled outward; the world 
was the benefi ciary.
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