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Dedication


Women!


Here we are, still writing about them.


[image: A confident woman in a suit stands on a globe, holding a wine glass. A pink ship with a female symbol sails beside her, conveying empowerment.]
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Women’s Purpose and Men’s Purpose


And now, for what might be the most audacious start to a cosmic comedy yet: Purpose. Yes, we’re going there. And unapologetically, too.


Let us begin, humbly and with a splash of irony, by admitting that exceptions abound. Human spirit? Limitless. The will? A miracle worker. The heart? Capable of lifting entire civilisations or at least a large sofa during a furniture reshuffle. Love, we’re told, conquers all (except the temperature of a McDonald’s apple pie).


But beneath the piety, poetry and possibility, there hums a simpler, older code. A code that only a few people know. We are mammals. Invertebrates in leggings. Evolved, yes. But with a lot less hair. And the blueprint is cheeky as much as it is elegant.


Straight to it then. Women have three core purposes. Men: just two.


Minimalist? Perhaps. But let’s lean into it like lawyers about to ‘hold court’ saluting piña coladas with hoisted mini umbrellas.


Women’s Three Purposes:




	Procreate.



	Nurture.



	Survive.






Men’s Two Purposes:




	Improve the environment so women can survive (a.k.a., be useful).



	Store and transport gametes (because distance equals resilience).






Before your teeth start to grind, note: there’s no moral weight here. No virtue, no villainy. Just roles etched into biology’s chalkboard of time. And yes, modernity allows plenty of yoga-training—men nurturing, women bringing home the bread—but the underlying architecture? It’s still humming beneath our memes and mobile apps. Architecture that will forever echo with resonance, no matter what effect AI will have on us in the future.


To dispute, you’d have to prove we’re not mammals. So, best of luck with that.


And if you’re wondering why there’s no mention of gender fluidity, identity, orientation, or religious doctrine. It’s because in this particular symphony, we’re focusing on the cello and the drums. The binary rhythm section. The primal duet.


Much like Russia’s tidy 2022 decree on gender (a cosmic throwback, if there ever was one), this breakdown is about purpose, not politics. It’s about the kind of joy that blooms or wilts, depending on whether we’re aligned with these deeper biological scripts.


Is she radiant without creating? Is he fulfilled without fixing? If the answer is no, maybe these dusty blueprints still have merit.


Women’s First Purpose: Procreation


No great mystery here. We can freeze sperm, tweak genes, and 3D print kidneys, but the female womb? Still undefeated. Without it, the story ends. Males are cheerleaders in this round; the ovum is the arena.


Women’s Second Purpose: Nurture


And, the contested ground! But let’s separate purpose from social assignment. This isn’t about chores; it’s about odds. A woman’s body, instinct and design tilt toward maximising offspring survival. Full stop.


Women’s Third Purpose: Survive


Put the women and children in the lifeboats. Always. Because while a species can limp along with a shortage of men, losing the women is a checkmate. The womb remains the bottleneck through which the future must pass.


Men’s First Purpose: Be Useful


Irony alert: the more he pursues this, the further he drifts from Purpose #2 (raising offspring). The Michelin-starred chef might nourish cities, but forget taking the kids to the school run. The genius physicist might split atoms yet leave the bins overflowing in the front yard. Usefulness to many ≠ usefulness to one. Especially when “one” is sleep-deprived and holding a colicky infant.


Yet when a man listens, lifts, fixes, and provides—especially during her most vulnerable years—he becomes purpose incarnate. Bonus points for kindness, humility, and the occasional foot rub.


Men’s Second Purpose: Gamete Storage and Agility:


Here’s where things get sporty. Male health, vitality, and reflexes. All part of the survival gamble. Sports are just coded peacock displays. Agility, risk-taking, and endurance are live-streamed fertility advertisements. But in a true survival scenario? The rugby or soccer ball would vanish. The game would shift. And well, Mesopotamian myths suggest those ancient visitors didn’t come here to play soccer.


Love, of course, laughs in the face of roles. It transcends purpose. But purpose, when understood, can cradle love in context. It can keep us from yelling at the dishwasher when we really mean, “I’m not being noticed.”


So, hold these ideas lightly. Laugh with them. Push back. But don’t ignore the ancient symphony playing, holding the other instruments together like glue. Because the heart, like the cosmos, is vast. We must navigate wisely because sometimes, being useful is the highest romance.


And maybe bring along a bottle of Merlot. French. Possibly chilled.





We move forward as a species when men support environments where women can be free. The alternative is moving forward separately, where both genders will eventually run ashore.











Women as Battleships and Men as Speedboats


Let us imagine the great cosmic theatre of love and life as a naval drama! Picture, if you will, women as majestic battleships—regal, deliberate, and powerful. Men, by contrast, are sprightly speedboats—darting, daring, nimble, and noisy. Now stir in some sci-fi seasoning, and we have a Star Wars-ian ballet where imperial star cruisers (the ladies) launch starfighters (the gents) into the vast, thrilling void of space, or perhaps, just into a Friday night bar.


“Think of the battleship as the emotionally attuned, deeply anchored woman, and the speedboat as the nimble, instinctive man.”


Unlike the theology of old scriptures where women are plucked from the rib of the man, perhaps here the narrative flips: it is the female who sends forth the male, a scout, an emissary, a sprinter in her stead. Why? To gather resources, to explore uncharted entropy, to minimise risk. And—let’s be honest—to return with stories, scars, or at least something shiny.


In their youth, men are full of zip and zoom, dispatched like silent ego-fuelled particles from their mothership matriarchs. Women, meanwhile, conserve, calculate, and position. Ever calm, ever observant. This division of energy and stillness is not inequality; it is balance. Yin and yang. Espresso and croissant.


Yet as time passes and the thrill of survival wanes into the mild hum of Wi-Fi and mocha Frappuccinos, women no longer need the speedboat to fetch berries or fend off wolves. But the instinct? Oh, it lingers. And so, she watches. Observes. Judges. Not cruelly, but with the precision of nautical radar.


Should the male starfighter discover joy without her—beware! The mothership may take that as a threat. If he laughs alone, she’ll want to know why. If he truly enjoys something she didn’t suggest, a small part of her battle systems goes into DEFCON 2. Not out of spite, but out of a need to know. To understand. Because through not understanding, she feels blind. And the blind feel unsafe.


Men, on the other hand, grieve not for the person but for the purpose. When they are no longer needed, they begin to rust and accumulate textured barnacles of experience. And when their joy becomes collateral damage in the war for attention, they flee. Or implode.


Which is why gay men, unencumbered by the radar-lock of heterosexual courtship, often seem happier. They dance with abandon; they brunch with glee; their joy is unmonitored. Women, sensing no threat, lower their cannons and draw near. They can sparkle together without the looming spectre of strategic romantic warfare.


Positioning is everything. A woman does not always move quickly, but she moves wisely. Like a grandmaster, she sees twelve moves ahead. A man? He dodges and weaves, adapting and experimenting. When he fails, he speeds off and tries again. When she fails, she recalibrates and chooses her next position with greater care. The dance on the waves continues.


In politic, business, social settings in love, bugger it, in battle, women take positions. Men act. Women prepare. Men dive. The battlefield is not always hostile. Sometimes it’s a ballroom. But either way, each player must know their role.


A battleship’s cannons will always outgun a lone speedboat’s pistol. But a swarm of speedboats, unpredictable and relentless, may confuse and even overwhelm. And so it goes. Sometimes, a dogfight; sometimes, it’s a long siege. But always, always, it’s a game of understanding and seeking each other’s truth.


So laugh if you must. Challenge it. Abuse it. But understand it, and you might just avoid being blown out of the water.
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