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This book is dedicated to Bill Macy, the best boyfriend and husband a girl could have.


—FH


This book is dedicated to my grandmother Henri Kushkin, who at the age of 96 tells great stories about her boyfriends, especially Charlie Hoffman, her first boyfriend from third grade.


—PW







INTRODUCTION


We take pleasure in presenting to you, the men of America, this first edition of A Practical Handbook for the Boyfriend. Whether you’re a good guy or a bad boy, single or attached, you will find this an indispensable guide to your girlfriend or girlfriend-to-be. You’ll also find it an essential collection of ideas, information, and assorted survival skills that will surely come in handy.


Think of this as your AAA guide to love, a decoder ring, a relationship road map, and your very own GPS—Girlfriend Positioning System. We’ll steer you toward the right turns and help you avoid the wrong ones so that you don’t ever have to change a flat in A Town Called Lame, population one. In addition to offering interesting recipes for the holidays (okay, not really), this book will give tasty tips on the following:




	How to apologize without really apologizing



	How to look like you’re listening while you’re thinking about other things (keep eye contact at all times, but if busted, repeat the phrase “You’re so pretty, I’m distracted”)



	How to tell if her “no” means “yes,” or her “yes” means “no”



	How to avoid long phone conversations



	How to survive her driving



	How to buy the last-minute present



	How to charm the pants off of her (literally)



	How to avoid talking about your “feelings”



	How to pretend you have “feelings”



	How to pretend you’re deep



	How to talk dirty (a beginner’s guide)



	How to convince her farting in bed is a sign of your commitment



	How to have sex without intimacy (Oops, forgot who we were talking to. Never mind.)






You may think that you’re the first guy to try to understand women and come up empty-handed, but you’re not. Men have been scratching their heads about the fairer sex since the beginning of time.


Think of the first boyfriend, Adam. You think he wasn’t baffled by his girlfriend? You bet he was. Now, there’s a guy who could have used this book. You may not think he needed it—after all, he was alone in paradise, had some snacks, and Eve was already naked. But we beg to differ.


Their problems weren’t over money, getting out of dinner with her parents, or his addiction to online poker. No, their issues revolved around a small piece of red fruit. God said, “Don’t eat it.” Eve said, “If you love me you’ll bite.” The poor guy had God on one side and Eve on the other; talk about a rock and a hard place. Adam tried to reason with his girl, warning her of the dangers of breaking the one rule God had made, but she wouldn’t listen. From her point of view it wasn’t about the apple or God (she wasn’t hungry and had never even met the Big Guy in the sky), it was about whether her boyfriend took her seriously and understood her feelings. Sound familiar? In her mind, Adam was trying to control her … again. Talk about a power trip. Who died and left him in charge? There he was telling her what to eat, what not to eat, and by the way, was this “don’t eat the apple” thing his way of letting her know he thought she was fat? Great.


But maybe Adam was just a regular guy, trying to toe the line with The Man and trying to keep his girlfriend happy. It couldn’t have been easy. We girlfriends can be a lot to handle. We demand intimacy. We ask a lot of questions: “What are you thinking about?” “Do you love me?” “How come we never talk?” And the transitions are murder. One minute we’re lying around happy and naked (think Eve), and the next minute we’re dressed to kill, goose-stepping all over your heart (think Eva Braun).


Or maybe what happened that day was just a moment of profound miscommunication:


“I thought you said take a bite!”


“No, I said let’s not fight!”


And afterward they found themselves thrown out of paradise and faced with having to find a new place to live (and in terms of stress levels, moving is second only to death in how it can affect a couple).


Biblical scholars have offered various interpretations of the story of Adam and Eve, but we’ll never know what really happened. Still we are certain of one thing: Men and women will never see, hear, or feel things in just the same way. That was as true in the Garden of Eden as it is in the Garden State of New Jersey or anywhere else on God’s Green Earth.


So what’s a guy to do? Unfortunately, there is no perfect answer. We can’t teach you what to expect from your GF because she will never be the same from one day to the next, or even from one moment to the next. Being with a woman can be like living in a time machine where you are zapped every few hours into another female mood without warning. We can’t change that, but we can help demystify some of your girlfriend’s behavior so that when the woman you love transports you once again to a galaxy far, far away, you’ll have the skills you need to quickly orient yourself and deftly master the situation. Our job is to make sure you are prepared.


*  *  *


Now, you may not be interested in being a boyfriend, and that’s fine. But there may come a day when you want to be thought of as Mr. Right, and not Mr. Right Now. When you do, you’ll want this book in your back pocket, right next to your wallet and that ribbed-for-pleasure condom. Read it from cover to cover or jump to the chapter you need. Become an expert in a couple of hours. Or just look like one.
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CHAPTER 1
ALL WOMEN ARE
CRAZY





 


 


Okay, okay, okay, we’ve heard it before, the two clichés that divide the gender camps: All women are crazy. All men are jerks.


We know you’re not jerks (well, some guys are, but not you, you’re reading this book) and believe it or not, all women are not crazy. So why does so much of what women do seem to baffle you? Because REALITY IS RELATIVE. Still confused? Don’t worry, we’re just getting started.


First, let’s review a little biology. Mice and humans share 95 percent of the same DNA, so while we are largely the same, that 5 percent accounts for some major differences: fur, tail, and a penchant for eating one’s young, for starters. As for the differences between the sexes, women have more neurons connecting the right and left sides of their brain than men do—four times as many, in fact.


But whatever … we’re not here to gloat. The most discernible variation between the biology of men and women lies in that tiny little X chromosome/Y chromosome thing, which, as it turns out, is not such a tiny little thing at all. Study after study reveals substantial differences in perceptions, attitudes, priorities, communication styles, handwriting, hairstyles, and furniture selection. Most women are concerned with relationships, people, diet, clothing, and physical appearance. Most men are concerned with sex, sports, work, money, cars, news, politics, and the mechanics of things. Sure, we’re generalizing here, but you get the point. Basically, we’re different in every way. We might as well be mice and men.


Girl Math


So we see things differently, but that’s not all; we feel things differently, too. Women are in touch with a much wider range of feelings than men, and those feelings are much more intense. A man’s emotional checklist is pretty basic:


[image: ] Am I hungry?


[image: ] Am I sleepy?


[image: ] Am I horny?


If he’s content in all three areas, he’s pretty much okay. A woman’s emotional checklist reads more like a Russian novel. It’s long, complicated, and confusing, and you spend a lot of time trying to keep the characters straight.


Because we see and feel things differently, it follows that we also are different in the way we make decisions. You guys want a repeatable, defined decision-making process, and you always will. Something like this:


A. It’s dinnertime.


B.I want ribs, plus they’ll have the TV on at the restaurant, so I can watch the game.


C. Let’s go to Bruno’s.


The equation looks like this: A + B = C


Makes sense, right?


For your girlfriend, the process is something like this:


A. It’s dinnertime.


B. I wonder if we go out too much—or maybe not enough—have I paid my Visa bill? Bruno’s has that wall paneling that reminds me of that party I went to years ago—THAT was awful—everyone made fun of my hair. Do I have to wash my hair if we go out?—why do boys always want to eat so late?—ribs are really yummy but then I’ll be stuffed from dinner, and late-night sex won’t be as fun—everything is just too much!


C. No, I can’t go to dinner, and I feel overwhelmed, why can’t you understand?


Her equation looks like this:


A + B x L(!!) ÷ K √ S ≥ T **+ S(R) = C


We call it Girl Math.


Your GF will feel that she has been working in a linear and careful manner, that her decision is both logical and defensible. You’ll watch this process in stunned silence and think, “She’s crazy.”


You guys work hard to try to unravel the mysteries of women. You give it your best effort. We know that. The confusion doesn’t come from lack of trying or lack of practice. But that’s not what works with women. Familiarity does not breed understanding.


We know a man who has seven sisters, and we know fathers with many daughters. And then there are polyg- amists, or Jude Law, for that matter. You would assume they are the go-to guys for all things female. Wrong. The father with the daughters, the brother with the sisters, the guy with six wives are all equally in the dark when it comes to the riddle of women. And by the way, we’ve never met Jude Law, but according to the tabloid trail, he’s as clueless as everyone else with a penis.




Keep Crazy in the Bottle
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We’re aware you think we’re crazy. We don’t agree (we make perfect sense to ourselves), but we don’t want you to run screaming for the hills, so we like to “keep crazy in the bottle” for at least the first four or five months, until we’ve got you hooked. Then we let it seep out little by little. The real us. The real way we think and feel. We can’t bottle it up forever.





Girl Crazy


Remember the movie White Men Can’t Jump? Rosie Perez is in bed with her BF, Woody Harrelson, when she turns to him (we’re paraphrasing here) and says, “Honey, I need a glass of water.” So he stumbles out of bed and brings back the water. “NO!” she screams. “I don’t want the water. I want you to understand that I am thirsty, and be with me in the feeling of wanting water! I didn’t need the water, you asshole! I needed you to hear me and be there for me, in my feelings.”


When we’re upset, men understandably try to change our mood by offering solutions to our problems. We interpret this as discounting our feelings, which results in: “Why are you offering solutions when what I really want is empathy, and don’t look at me like you think I’m crazy.”


Does any of this sound familiar?




	Out of the blue, she’ll burst into tears. When she’s happy. When she’s sad. Because you love her. Because you don’t love her enough. Because you didn’t call her back within the hour. Because it’s Tuesday.



	All of a sudden she’ll be pissed at you. When she’s happy. When she’s sad. Because you love her. Because you don’t love her enough. Because you didn’t call her back within the hour. Because it’s Tuesday.



	She will expect you to read her mind, and when you don’t, she will cry (because she is sad), and when you do, she will cry (because she is happy).



	She will say you don’t spend enough time with her, and then, when you clear your day, she’ll be busy.



	She will never put the tops on things, and then she’ll freak out when stuff spills, and then she will get angry (as if the universe has turned on her), and then she will cry.



	She will put rice on the stove, make a phone call, and then be shocked when the rice burns. She will be mad at you for pointing out the obvious.



	She will say you don’t buy her enough presents, and then she’ll return the ones you do get her.



	She will say, “We never talk,” and the minute you get in the car together, she will get on her cell phone.






That all seems pretty crazy, right? Not to her. “Crazy” suggests that there is no rhyme or reason to what women do or how they feel. But there is rhyme, and there is reason. It’s just different from yours. It’s like having a pet. You keep looking at your cat and thinking, “She won’t bark, she won’t fetch, and she keeps coughing up fur balls.” Reality check: It’s a cat. You can’t expect her to do dog things. If you do, she’s going to look crazy. In the same way, if you apply “guy logic” to “girl behavior,” what you come up with is “crazy” (defined as: mentally deranged, demented, senseless, totally unsound). We’ll say it again. It’s not that women are crazy, it’s that reality is relative.


Reality Is Relative What You See/What She Sees


The Party


YOU SEE: A rockin’ good time. Pot in the upstairs bedroom. Two hot girls dancing by the pool.


SHE SEES: A disgusting, overaged kegger. Stoners you went to high school with. Two girls with vomit in their hair.


The Apartment


YOU SEE: Your apartment that you just spent forever cleaning. Your cool black leather single-guy chair.


SHE SEES: Dust balls the size of a small terrier and Cheerios stuck on the side of the toaster. The grossest black leather chair ever (that is the first thing she’s going to get rid of).


The Hardware Store


YOU SEE: A club you belong to. Aisle after aisle of cool shit you need. Visions of your cool self in a muscle T, wrench in hand, fixing the kitchen sink, while your girlfriend watches you adoringly, to be followed by great sex on the linoleum.


SHE SEES: The one store she doesn’t want to shop in. Aisle after aisle of boring, identical, incomprehensible shit. An afternoon spent waiting while you break her kitchen sink.


The Car Next to You


YOU SEE: A very cool guy in a ’57 Chevy with what looks to be a 308 with a four-barrel, and a hot chick.


SHE SEES: A fifty-year-old guy with a comb-over and a girl half his age.


In a Nutshell


We’re aware of the confusion and fear we strike in your hearts, and we hate it. So the extra effort you make to understand us is that much more appreciated. Men and women are so different: mentally, physically, sociologically; our likes, our dislikes. This wouldn’t be a problem if we all lived in separate countries. We could visit each other every now and then, talk, have sex, even spend the whole week, then we would go back to Girl Land and you could return to Guyville. Our differences would be charming oddities instead of pull-your-hair-out aggravations. But we would miss you and would probably sneak over to your peninsula, following you around, asking how you were feeling. But that’s not how it is.


We realize the knowledge that reality is relative won’t change the war cry from “All women are crazy” to “I get it—we’re just the same, except different!” No, your GF will continue to seem crazy to you; so will your mother and your sister and your second cousin twice removed (the one you made out with when you were twelve). But at least now you know why. You can stop looking for the GF who makes sense to you. She doesn’t exist.




Top Ten Phrases to Translate (Okay, really twelve)


PRACTICAL CHEAT SHEET FOR THE BOYFRIEND (OR, WHAT THE HECK DOES SHE MEAN?)





	SHE SAYS:
	SHE MEANS:




	“You’re working too hard!”.........

	“You’re not spending enough time with me.”




	“I don’t want presents for my birthday.”............

	“Get me something anyway—surprise me!”




	“What are you thinking about?”......................

	“Do you still love me?”




	“Do you find Carol attractive?”...............

	“But I’m prettier, right?”




	“Are you in therapy?”.................

	“I really like you—God, I hope you have your shit together.” (This is a compliment.)




	“How are the eggs?”..................

	“Don’t you think I’m the best girl who ever made you any- thing in your whole life?”




	“No honey, I’m fine.”.....................

	“You’ve really made me sad/ angry/upset, and let’s have a really long talk about it.”




	“Well, I think I’d better go.”....................

	“Beg me to stay.”




	“What do your friends think about us?”.....................

	“Are you falling in love with me?”




	“Do you want to talk about it?”.................

	“I wanna talk about it.”




	“Are you too tired to stay over?”..................

	“I want you to stay over.”




	“Fuck you, I can’t stand you.”.............

	“Fuck you, I can’t stand you.”
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CHAPTER 2
BOY
MEETS
GIRL





 


 


First Question: Do you want to be a boyfriend or a player? It’s a tough call. As a player, you have your freedom. As a player, you get to keep it light and avoid the part where she starts to expect things from you. You can avoid anniversaries, relationship discussions, and dinner with her parents. As a player, you can jump from girl to girl and not owe anybody anything. You can get in, get out, and not get yelled at, which clearly has its advantages and is a lot of fun. Being a player can be a tough thing to let go of. We get it.


You might be surprised by how much we are alike in this. Women love the single years as much as you do—with one big difference. We’re not so reluctant to bow out of the game, not as likely to be dragged kicking and screaming into the merger. You, on the other hand, are more like Michael Jordan: It’s difficult to retire. We aren’t knocking the game—it’s great—but eventually, even the best player realizes that if he put as much time and energy into making money or playing sports, he’d be filthy rich or an Olympic athlete.


As a BF, the good news is that you avoid the risk of ending up a fifty-year-old with a fake tan and hair plugs trying to get the twenty-year-old in the corner to show you her tattoos. You get older, dating gets old. You get tired; it gets tiring; and seducing even the most delicious girl you’ve ever laid eyes on can get tiresome. Plus, here’s the big dirty secret of being a boyfriend: It’s fun and a whole new kind of sexy. In the beginning, neither one of you knows whether it will last more than one night, and that can be thrilling. But then you become a couple, and you discover that being your girlfriend turns her on in a whole new way. She’s been saving the best for last, and you didn’t even know it.


He Never Saw It Coming


It can happen when you least expect it. There you are, living your life as a free agent, sleeping with this one, flirting with that one, and then, out of nowhere, everything changes. It’s that moment when you realize that she has penetrated all your force fields and has reached your inner sanctum. You’re caught. She looks at you with those expectant “you’re my new boyfriend” eyes and says, “What are we doing next weekend?” or “I can’t wait to take you home for the holidays,” and before you know it, you’re a card-carrying member of the ACLU (Already Claimed Lassoed Up).


Our friend David was a huge player in Chicago. Women were falling out of the trees until one night, when he made his customary moves on a sweet girl named Michelle. He chatted her up, flirted, and got her number. One down. As usual, he continued on to conquests two, three, and four; by the end of the night, his pockets were bulging with small folded pieces of paper. Michelle had watched all this, wasn’t threatened by his nonsense, and went up to David and asked for her number back. She very sweetly said, “Let me know when you’re ready to stop messing around.” That was it. He was hooked. At that moment, despite his worst intentions and his best-laid plans, David fell a little in love. He found his heartstrings being plucked in just the right way at just the right moment. A victim of alchemy, a dedicated player was on the way to being transformed into a dedicated BF. Who knows why Michelle picked David: More to the point, who knows why David didn’t run away?


On one hand, you have a choice in the moment she picks you. On the other hand, you don’t. This is the perfect BF paradox. A fellow makes a decision not to get into anything serious, then he meets a particular girl, and faster than you can say “weapons of mass destruction,” he becomes a BF. It’s a perfect mix of chemistry and fate.


Where Do You Find Her?


Or, perhaps more to the point, where does she find you? Could be anywhere: work, Starbucks, the grocery store, the laundromat, church/temple/mosque, the dog park, the gym. Maybe your sister has a cute friend. Maybe your pals are going to fix you up on a blind date. Or maybe your parole officer can hook you up. The possibilities are endless; that’s the good news.


The less than good news is that most women want men to make the first move. As Horatio said to his buddy Hamlet, “There needs no ghost … from the grave to tell us this.” (Hamlet, by the way, might have been a classic hero, but he was also a classic shitty BF. First he led Ophelia on, then he denied it. This, as any GF will tell you, is a hell of a way to build a relationship. He drives the poor thing so crazy that she drowns herself in a pond.) But back to you. Making the first move is tough, and we don’t envy you. It’s a cultural thing, and it’s so ingrained that not even the women’s movement could inspire us to rethink the notion. We must admit that it’s wildly unfair to you guys, but just as we’ve learned to live with the injustice of high heels, cramps, and butt floss, you’re going to have to do most of the pursuing, most of the time.
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BE PREPARED


Every situation is different, so you’ve got to be prepared. Some girls like grand gestures. That’s your aerial game. Others are a little more cautious. That calls for a strong ground game where you grind out short bursts of yardage and try not to fumble. Some girls, well, they seem to keep moving the goalposts. You need every advantage you can get, because this boy-girl thing never takes place on a level playing field. Never.





A-Hunting You Will Go


A lot of potential boyfriends could use some advice in the technique department. As any hunter from Elmer Fudd to Dick Cheney will tell you, don’t forget the cardinal rules of the hunt: Stop, look, and listen. Put your attention on the quarry, not on your cool gun or handsome orange hunting cap. She might be giving you the green light, but if you’re too self-conscious, too busy being cool or showing off your new holster, you’re going to miss it. So pay attention. Check her out. Just make sure you’re looking at her face, not her breasts. No woman likes to start a conversation by saying “Up here.” (Then why is she wearing that shirt?, you may ask. Well, she may want you to notice her boobs, but you’ll score big points if you look in her eyes.)


Get familiar with recognizing cues and reading her body language, but bear in mind that sometimes she will feign indifference. How do you tell actual “Leave me alone” indifference from “Here are a few obstacles, let’s see what you got” indifference? It can be a fine line. Mistakes can be made. Feelings can be bruised. But still, you’ve got to try. Has she noticed you? Have you caught her eye as you pass each other in the grocery aisle or while waiting in the ATM line? It’s those small moments to take note of. They’re fleeting and sometimes subtle, but don’t underestimate them, for in this moment she has unlatched the deadbolt and peeked outside, and you have gotten the go-ahead.


In addition to eye contact, here are a few giveaway clues that you are getting over:




	If she runs her fingers through her hair and twirls it, you’re in.



	If she says you remind her of her father, you’re in.



	If she seems fascinated with you and keeps asking questions, you’re in.



	If she goes to the bathroom and comes out wearing more makeup, you’re in.



	If she laughs at all your jokes, you’re in.



	If she tells her friends to go ahead without her, you’re unbelievably in.






Do You Come Here Often?


Okay, you’ve read your cues and think that maybe, just maybe, she’s receptive to getting to know you a little better. How do you make your move in a gentle, nonthreatening way? While women are receptive to meeting a potential BF in nearly any situation, we are also hardwired to reject the pickup artist. Some things we’ve heard and never want to hear again:




	Do you work for the post office? Because I could have sworn you were checking out my package.



	The voices in my head told me to come over and talk to you.



	I’ll arm-wrestle you for some pussy.



	You can’t be first, but you may be next.



	If I said you had a beautiful body, would you hold it against me?



	You had me at hello.



	I seem to have lost my phone number, can I borrow yours?






Meeting someone is hard enough. Save your creativity for the bedroom, not the checkout line. Unless you’re Shake- speare, keep it polite, simple, and straightforward. If you’re feeling super-confident, you can always slip her your e-mail or your phone number with an easy invitation to contact you. If that feels a little too bold (and every circumstance is different), try some of these gentle (and possibly lame) openers:
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