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      THANK GOODNESS OPPOSITES ATTRACT…


      

            

               	
She means:

               

               	
He means:

               

            


            

               	
abandon n. A state of ecstasy one reads about. “Why don’t we make love with abandon?” Response: “With a what?”

               

               	
abandon v. To produce a painful state in another simply by going where you want to go: “How could you abandon me? Response: “Uh, I was hungry.”

               

            


            

               	
busy adj. Utterly swamped unless someone special calls.

               

               	
busy adj. Utterly swamped unless someone special dies.

               

            


            

               	
call n. A phone call; an imitation of caring; a proclamation of desire or friendship.

               

               	
call v. What you should do a few days after fooling around if you want to do it again.

             



             

               

               	HE MEANT/SHE MEANT



      

         

            	“She: it’s about male-female communication. We finally explain the whole thing. The purpose is to reads a new, deeper, more ecstatic

               level of understanding between the sexes.”

            	
He: “it’s about 224 pages.”
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      PREFACE


      You ask what a nice girl will do?


      She won’t give an inch, but she won’t say no.

      


      —Marcus Valerius Martialis (ca. AD 40-140)

      


      

      

         THE EVERLASTING YES, NO, MAYBE

      

      


      It happens to all of us, sometimes gradually, sometimes all of a sudden. I can remember when it happened to me—the moment

         it struck me that men and women really are different, but in ways that defy expectations.

      


      I had just helped a friend give a big party. More women than men said they planned to show up. A lot of men hedged or said

         they probably couldn’t make it. But on the night itself: Surprise. There were many more men. We tried to figure out what had

         happened.

      


      I realized that when men say no, they mean maybe; and when women say yes, they mean no.


      Party-throwers, would-be rapists, testing services, encyclopedia salesmen, court stenographers, telephone pollsters, and amorous

         types should take note.

      


      With the possible exception of Nancy Reagan, women don’t adore just saying no. Women accused of “leading on” men also “lead

         on” their female friends by promising to show up—which stems from an impulse to please, not a desire to tease.

      


      Men, on the other hand, do not accept invitations or agree to demands easily. They feel that doing so would make them seem

         like pushovers, losers in the power games we play. Men enjoy one-upmanship. Of course “one-upwomanship” is possible, but it’s

         not preferred.

      


      Women prefer to avoid antagonizing anybody, be they man, woman, child, or small furry animal. That’s why agreeable females

         dominate the “yes” lists of inexperienced party-givers. That’s why confused men go home alone from what seemed to them like

         a good date. That’s why women understood perfectly that Anita Hill, whatever demons may have been haunting her at the time,

         maintained contact with Clarence Thomas.

      


      Concerned Supreme Court nominees need only refer to the precedent set in the last scene of Henrik Ibsen’s Hedda Gabler, where Hedda admits, “I am in your power, Judge Brack. You have me at your beck and call, from this time forward.” Then she

         shoots herself in the head. That’s the archetypal nineteenth-century woman saying “Yes” and meaning “You revolt me, you pig.”

      


      A century later, mixed signals are still going strong. The political scene has spawned some classic “no-means-maybe” men.

         When Ross Perot said he didn’t want to run for president, he meant maybe he would if a grassroots movement mysteriously started

         sprouting up around him. When Bill Clinton said he hadn’t avoided the draft, he meant maybe he had, it depends what you mean

         by avoiding. When George Bush said No New Taxes, he meant Maybe New Taxes.

      


      Everybody knows to watch out for the extremes; if some guy tells you he’s not planning to annex the Sudetenland, you can figure

         that maybe he is. But what if we had a healthier dose of suspicion for everyday denials and affirmations? It could result

         in better political and cocktail parties.

      


      Just think of the predictive powers we could acquire. When Jim Baker said he had no intention of getting involved in a Middle

         Eastern territorial dispute, we could have taken the gender gulf into account and understood that the Gulf War was on its

         way. Kiefer Sutherland could have been spared undue embarrassment if he had only realized that when Julia Roberts said yes

         to his hand in marriage she meant no. The Secretary of State and the starlet of the hour both spoke with the best of intentions,

         but deep down, beneath that attractive outer layer of sanctions, each had profound reservations that would eventually astonish

         an expectant nation.

      


      

      

         BEYOND STEREOTYPES

      

      


      Friends nodded with recognition upon hearing about this saga of yes-no-maybe. It went against the no-means-yes stereotype,

         but it rang true.

      


      I think that’s often the case: while the majority of stereotypical differences between men and women can be proven false,

         real differences are alive and well, and pretty funny.

      


      Deeper differences.


      Women like to survey the past, men like to survey the future. Women are fond of remembering, men of forgetting. Women weigh,

         men measure. We thrive on surprises, they plot their course. We want the freedom to wonder, they want the freedom to wander.

         We enjoy people-watching; they enjoy car-watching. We discuss specifics to illuminate the general; they talk about the general

         to understand specifics.

      


      But most of all, we have different ways of expressing ourselves. Even in arenas where we are similar or identical, we have

         different ways of saying the same darn thing. We are taught these different languages in our peer groups.

      


      Misunderstandings arise when we attempt to say the same thing in different words but end up saying conflicting things by accident.


      

      

         METHODOLOGY: HOW WE DID IT

      

      


      After airing my theory of yes-no-maybe, I was approached about writing this book. I scoured the country for a man insensitive

         enough to have male feelings but sensitive enough to write them down. I located Bill in Albuquerque. He immediately understood.

      


      Coincidentally, Bill had also come to terms with male and female difference. He had been formulating the theory of the Smart

         Bimbo, which he will describe later in detail. We felt we could end the frustration of the whole you-don’t-understand-and-you-live-on-a

         nother-planet thing. To create a foreign language lexicon—except instead of English-Swahili it would be Male-Female. But how?

      


      We decided to make lists of words to define, go to opposite ends of the country, and not speak to each other. This worked

         for a time. Ironically enough, we began to have fights. (See Appendix I: The Arguments.)


      Very male-female fights. (See Appendix II: The Correspondence.)


      We don’t fight much now, and when we do, we know why. Not only because we don’t have to fight about writing the dictionary

         anymore, but because it explained stuff to us.

      


      We hope it does the same for you.


      Men and women alike seek love, and treasure those times our common humanity rises above difference and we can finally understand

         what in God’s name the other person is saying.

      


      To an era of perfect communication, this book is dedicated.


      —JLB


   

      FEMALE WORDS


      While men were taught to be cool, women were taught to be nice.


      We’ll be nice to anyone, no matter how demented or out to get us. Throughout history, we’ve agreed to wear absurd corsets

         and absurder shoes to make guys happy. We’ve gotten to think of their body hair as riveting so we won’t have to ask them to

         shave it for us.

      


      Kidnapping statistics show that little girls will follow a complete stranger just about anywhere. Grown women will marry the

         prison guard who tortured them or the boyfriend who forced them to watch seven-hour documentaries in Swedish.

      


      Women will stay on the phone for hours giving strategic advice if one of our friends is in love with a colossal idiot. We’ll

         say encouraging things about The Idiot until she finally sees the light, then when she’s ready we’ll tell her what we really

         thought of him.

      


      Television bitches are so popular because they are so outlandish. No one told them they had to be nice, so we look on in admiration

         as they destroy innocent bystanders. Many of us wish we could be more like prime-time vixens and say the cruelest thing that

         comes to mind at any given moment. Instead we can barely think of a cruel thing to say until the conversation is already over.

      


      Women love to talk about relationships. We’ll dissect romantic possibilities to whomever will listen: parents, pets, plants,

         a passing mirror. It’s just our way of feeling in charge of our lives before an actual relationship puts our hearts in charge.

      


      Women care a lot about words. While a man is likely to notice if you use a word wrong, a woman will notice if you use the

         wrong word.

      


      But we like the right words, used right. We like them a lot.


   

      MALE WORDS


      Every pipsqueak knows it’s not manly to care about words. In fact, it’s not even good to say “manly” unless you’re Laura Ingalls.

         But it’s often kind to explain things, and even the least couth brute wants to help women experience superiority. As by letting

         them say “Now I understand—male bonding!”, or whatever other such comment escapes the lips of a young woman trying to understand

         a collective effort to move a piano down an escalator. By saying “male bonding” in her own cute way, the woman is able to

         display Superior Intellect and Human Insight, which display will serve as her contribution to moving the piano. Men know these

         things, but we really don’t mind, since if we move one piano we earn at least one Sunday in front of the TV. Women get to

         be superior, men get to watch TV, everything’s cool.

      


      It was not always so. During the 1970s, men like Alan Alda and Phil Donahue were lionized for their ability to talk to women

         and still make piles of money. Everywhere, men panicked. Some, terrified, thought that if they could make still more money,

         they might not be hassled to talk. Others thought the talking must be key—since that’s what women were saying on the talk

         shows and at home—and majored in subjects like Psychology and Women’s Studies. Those poor suckers were left in the dust during

         the eighties, as rich ogre types like Donald Trump got all the babes by saying a few key words, like: “Sure I took all the

         risks and made this dough by working every day since I was ten, but after a few afternoons of exercise, shopping, and makeup,

         you’re superior to me!”

      


      This was a great discovery, better than a hundred Gloria Steinem videos. Men everywhere rushed to assert the superiority of

         women, hoping that if they said it enough, they wouldn’t need to prove it.

      


      This worked for a time. But then women seemed to feel something funny was going on. They wanted to see if we meant it—not only about superiority, but a whole host of other things.

         Some of us told them they wouldn’t like it— “There’s really nothing there, and if there is, it’s probably not a big deal.” Our protests were in vain. They began to press the point everywhere, asking for full public

         disclosure: “What do you mean by that?” they’d demand, in the middle of a shopping mall. Men fumbled for answers. We were

         lucky to remember what we’d said, let alone what we meant. What did we mean? Damned if we knew.…

      


      In the interests of helping both sides, then, we’ve scraped together a few words we think are key.




   

      A


      SHE MEANT:

      


      abandon n. a state of ecstasy one reads about: “Why don’t we make love with abandon?” Response: “With a what?”

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      abandon v. to produce a painful state in another simply by going where you want to go: “How could you abandon me?” Response: “Uh, I was hungry.”

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      abhor v. to loathe, due to bad associations. Anne had abhorred the ballet ever since she learned that Lloyd’s wife had been a dancer.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      abhor v. a negative feeling certain dramatic people have. Lloyd didn’t know what to think when Anne said she abhorred the ballet.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      abstract n. the theoretical idea of something. Melinda loved Dave in the abstract, but in reality he drove her crazy.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      abstract adj. the type of thinking men do better than women. “My wife handles the concrete questions in our family,” Lloyd said, “like where the kids go to school, whether we should keep

            our apartment. I handle the more abstract issues, like where the universe came from.”

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      abusive adj. a quality found in certain otherwise irresistible, deep-voiced, fabulous men.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      abusive adj. hitting somebody. (Recently, the definition has broadened. You can now abuse someone with words, too.)

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      accessorize v. to wear the right handbag and the correct amount of glitter for a given occasion.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      accessorize v. to assist in a crime. Anne decided to accessorize the adultery. She supplied the sheets.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      accident-prone adj. internally unstable or erratic; likely to crash cars, break crystal, and get unintentionally pregnant.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      accident-prone adj. suicidal, without the guts to say so.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      accommodation n. caving in to the perceived needs of others, even if they haven’t said anything.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      accommodation n. acting respectfully toward those whom you cannot beat up.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      accuse v. to tell someone they’ve done a thing even if they haven’t, thereby causing them to do it. It was when Dave accused Melinda of not believing in him that she stopped believing in him.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      accuse v. to call someone else a sinner, so that your own sin seems reasonable by comparison. When he saw her smile at the checkout boy, Lloyd accused Jan of adultery.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      ache n. a dull pain, often caused by love or indigestion.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      ache n. chronic pain you don’t discuss. Acute pain, like a compound fracture, you may mention, at least to your doctor. But a bruised

         thigh, for example, or a broken heart, should not be shared.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      acknowledge v. to demonstrate you are listening and admit you are wrong.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      acknowledge v. to give credit where it is due. A hateful process.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      acquaintance n. someone you know vaguely. A term not in general usage except to deny friendship. “No, I’m not friends with Anne, she’s just an acquaintance.”

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      acquaintance n. someone whose funeral you don’t have to attend.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      acquiesce v. to assume the viewpoint of the person you just disagreed with, so that they will feel better.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      acquiesce v. to pretend you don’t really prefer to have your way.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      action n. last-resort form of communication. More drastic than words. Melinda finally took action and changed her phone number.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      action n. better than words. ’Nuff said.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      actualized v. 1. traditional: to have made real. 2. 1970s: reflexive—to have made oneself real.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      actualized v. a fancy word that could mean just about anything. If someone uses it, demand clarification.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      addle v. to make crazy via distraction; to provoke, using superior banter or skimpy clothing.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      addle v. to confuse, as by a good combination of punches.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      admire v. to tell someone nice things, because you’re either genuinely impressed or at a complete loss. Melinda paused to admire her sister-in-law’s hair extensions.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      admire v. to recognize that someone else has a quality you lack, and feel good about them, anyway. Lloyd admired the way Joe Montana threw the football and got back up from being tackled. He also admired the way Cindy Crawford

            stood still.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      admit v. to tell yourself or others the truth after a period of denial. Melinda admitted to Robert that she minded that he didn’t mind being an undertaker.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      admit v. 1. to allow someone to enter. Robert bought flowers, hoping they would induce Melinda to admit him. 2. to allow blame to enter. But he knew Melinda would never admit him, if he admitted how often he still played with the late Maria. 3. to allow fear to enter: Whatever happened, he couldn’t admit to himself how much he liked Melinda—because unlike Maria, Melinda could leave.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      adolescence n. the teenage years, spent doing homework, insulting your parents, finding a prom date, and growing breasts. In trigonometry one day during adolescence, Suzanne told Babs she had grown four bra sizes overnight. Luckily they were studying

            parabolas, so the girls could sketch them freely.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      adolescence n. when guys find out who they are: cool, or not. The result of this time determines who you can date. Tony quietly believed that if his adolescence had run two more years, he could have become cool.
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      SHE MEANT:

      


      advantage n. inherent superiority, involving excess amounts of knowledge or cleavage.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      advantage n. a feature that will let you win. Robert believed a Porsche would give him a greater advantage with women than would three years of psychotherapy.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      adventure n. an outing that can be reckless and fun, provided one brings along enough traveler’s checks, first-aid kits, and contraceptives.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      adventure n. a risk-taking act, often resulting in increased blood pressure until the act is over. Robert found that evading commitment while maintaining sex was always an adventure.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      adversity n. when fate roughs you up. An opportunity to persevere.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      adversity n. hardship. According to Victor Hugo, “Adversity makes men. Prosperity makes monsters.” Of course, prosperity also brings babes.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      aerobics n. a great way to lose weight while indulging your secret penchant for leopard print leotards.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      aerobics n. like cheerleading, with better music. Good to watch during breaks in weight-lifting. Reminds you of why you lift.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      afford v. to have so much of something that you can give it away freely. Melinda could only afford to take an hour off from work to break up with Robert.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      afford v. to be able to pay for a thing—and thus for its maintenance and repair, theft and collision insurance, and so on. Steve could afford a date, but not a relationship.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      afterglow n. the light that remains in the sky after a good sunset, or in the soul after a momentous experience. Sometimes the afterglow

         is even better than the experience.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      afterglow n. Mmmmmm. That was great. Love you, too, baby, you know I do… good night.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      aftermath n. when you can finally see an event with stunning clarity because it is over. In the aftermath of Robert, Melinda realized there shouldn’t have been a beforemath.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      aftermath n. a disaster’s denouement. The word you use later, when describing the way you couldn’t stand the sight of the person with

         whom you just exchanged fluids.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      afterthought n. an otherwise flattering gesture that can only be construed as insulting because it comes too late.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      afterthought n. the idea that occurs to you when your narcissism has relaxed enough to let your conscience speak. Three weeks later, Robert called to say, “Hey Melinda—here’s an afterthought: I had a really nice time.”

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      aggressive adj. capable of starting a conversation or a war.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      aggressive adj. capable of going for what you want, despite the quailing fear that you will not only fail to get it, but will also be humiliated

         for trying.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      agoraphobic n. a bad shopping companion; a cheap date. This word comes from the ancient Greek term for fear of malls.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      agoraphobic n. what you are called by a former psychology major who can’t get you to accompany her to Bloomingdale’s for ten lousy minutes.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      airhead n. an individual lacking mental ability. Male air-heads are known as “dolts.” For reasons unknown to science, dumb men breathe

         too little, while dumb women breathe too much, giving them an airy quality.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      airhead n. someone not smart enough to know she’s being seduced.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      album n. 1. a collection of songs that can be broken if the need arises. 2. a book of photos where you store memories of events, preferably with captions, to prove to yourself that they really happened.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      album n. 1. a style of presenting music, playable on a turntable. Now greatly in decline. 2. a good thing to pretend you want a date to show you. You get to sit close, while she narrates a book filled with photos

         of her having fun with other men.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      alliance n. a social or political agreement to get along for the time being even if you secretly hate each other.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      alliance n. a lofty word for “selfishness, multiplied.”

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      alone adj. when no one who understands you is around.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      alone adj. when no one is around.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      alopecia n. hair loss. Anne sometimes felt that Lloyd was alopecic and trying to overcompensate.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      alopecia n. the loss of hair on one’s upper head. A sign of virility, according to those who suffer it.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      Amazon n. a woman warrior who owns a good suit of armor and lives without men but can beat them up if they ever drop in. Mythical

         but entirely possible.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      Amazon n. 1. Archaic. a woman who cut off her breast in order to shoot straight. 2. today, a woman who would sacrifice her femininity to her ambition. Amazons are often admired—by each other.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      ambition n. an aspiration, best unmentioned. Women once set their ambitions aside for men. Now we set them aside in polite conversation.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      ambition n. what it takes to get ahead; the jockey on your back. As with genital endowment, it’s charming if you seem reluctant to show

         your ambition. Just be sure you show it—don’t hide your light under a basket.

      


      SHE MEANT:

      


      anaclisis n. libidinal/emotional attachment especially on love object based on resemblance to early childhood protective figures. Anne wondered if her relationship with Lloyd was too anaclitic; he reminded her a great deal of her favorite uncle, and was

            in fact old enough to be her favorite uncle.

      


      HE MEANT:

      


      anaclisis n. fancy psychological term for why you date women who wear shoes like your Aunt Betsy’s.
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