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    Advance Praise for
 What Men Want to Say to Women (But Can’t)


    “Part memoir, part cultural analysis, What Men Want to Say to Women (But Can’t) offers a searing indictment of the lies told by feminism about what men and women want—and don’t want. Drawing on her own experience of abuse, divorce, childrearing, and marriage, McAllister is a veritable second Shakespearean Kate, calling her sisters to cast off their shrewishness out of love for the fathers,

    husbands, brothers, and sons who love, serve, and protect them.”


    —Rachel Fulton Brown, Author of Mary and the Art of Prayer: The Hours of the Virgin in Medieval Christian Life

    and Thought, and Milo Chronicles: Devotions, 2016-2019


    “Too much of conservative media has become similar to the Left media in terms of culture. Too much assimilation. Too much pack mentality. Too little critical thinking. Too few contrarians. Denise is part of a remnant still willing to say difficult things and ask uncomfortable questions. At the very least, hear her out to check your own thinking. Whether you agree or disagree, you’ll be smarter for it.”


    —Steve Deace, Author of Truth Bombs: Confronting the Lies Conservatives Believe (To Our Own Demise) and Host of Steve Deace Show, BlazeTV


    “What Men Want to Say to Women (But Can’t) serves as a wake-up call for women to finally understand men. It blows the lid off the lies Americans have been sold about men and masculinity and helps modern women feel the kind of compassion and respect for men that most Americans used to share. Denise McAllister is a bold writer, which is precisely what this subject needs.”


    —Suzanne Venker, Author of The Alpha Female’s Guide to Men and Marriage


    “A triumph of compassion, insight, and good sense. Denise McAllister doesn’t just want to fix how men and women talk to each other. She wants to heal a fraying holy sacrament. Read this book to save your marriage—or to find one.”


    —Milo Yiannopoulos


    “Denise McAllister has no fear of controversy. Her ideas about men and women bristle some, but also speak for many who feel cowed in today’s constricted public square. With fierce devotion to tradition, she tackles a world of gender that is changing at a breakneck pace and urges our society to pump the brakes.”


    —David Marcus, New York Correspondent

    for The Federalist


    “Sometimes a book comes along to articulate the inchoate insanity that leftist ideology has wreaked on human affairs. Denise McAllister’s What Men Want to Say to Women (But Can’t) is that book as the author outlines how ‘woke’ feminism and identity politics have distorted what women expect and what men can and cannot deliver in relationships. McAllister patiently unravels how women have been programmed to misunderstand the realities of relations between the sexes, and she’s extremely clear-headed about how this strain of society-destroying cultural Marxism has been promulgated. This book will help bring everyone back to basic realities in

    how men think, so women can deal with them realistically.”


    —Lisa Schiffren, NYC-based writer on politics and culture and Senior Fellow at Independent Women’s Forum
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    Introduction



    “If you’re going to compete with men in the workplace, don’t ask for special favors or entitlements when you fail—and, for God’s sake, stop being so bitchy.”


    “No, you’re not as physically strong as a man—and, if you think you are, take the hits of competition like a man.”


    “Stop telling me how to parent our children. I’m not you. I’m not a woman. Children need a man in their lives—their father.”


    “When I look at your boobs, I don’t want to rape you. I just think you’re beautiful—and sexy. That’s not a threat. That’s nature, and it’s good.”


    These are just some things men want to say to women but can’t—not without backlash or accusations of sexism. In this book, I unpack these sentiments—why men think them, why women should take them seriously, and how we can bridge fissures formed in relationships due to contemporary feminism. No matter one’s political persuasion, most of us agree there’s something deeply wrong in America today. Conflict has reached a fever pitch as our nation has become alarmingly polarized in the political arena. Many look to politicians and public policies for solutions, but journalist Andrew Breitbart rightly said that politics couldn’t be fixed if culture is ignored, because “politics is downstream from culture.” I would take this observation a step further—politics might be downstream from culture, but culture is downstream from relationships. If we don’t focus on the personal building blocks of society, we will fail to fix problems in culture and the politics that flow from it. If relationships are sick or broken—especially those between men and women—then everything else is affected. If there’s little love, respect, and trust there, you won’t find it anywhere else.


    Issues of sexuality have always been controversial, but they are more so today than at any time in modern history. I recognize the complexity of the subject and the varied presuppositions many bring to it, which is why I want to state up front that I’m presenting this book from a theistic worldview in general and a Christian perspective in particular, though my purpose is not to write a religious treatise with Scripture quotations as “proofs.” Instead, I want to present a reasonable case from a cohesive worldview to aim for mutual understanding about masculinity and relationships.


    Discussing anything regarding human nature without having a solid philosophical worldview and theological foundation is like running around in midair. We won’t get anywhere because then our arguments are simply one fleeting subjective “truth” bouncing off another, which is the state of too much discourse in America today. My presupposition is theistic because it makes the most sense to me, and it has been established as reasonable throughout history. I ask that you hear it in that context and not as a pulpit in which dogma and doctrine are dictated. Ask yourself, “Do her arguments make sense?” If they do, even if you reject the religious premise, then we have a starting point of shared understanding. I echo what Thomas Sowell writes in the introduction to his book about another controversial topic—race: “If this book can contribute to understanding on a subject where misunderstandings abound, then it will have done its work.”1


    I have been a journalist for years, writing about cultural issues—including feminism and its relationship to masculinity. As I’ve gathered data on these topics, I’ve found them to be mixed as the soft sciences of sociology and psychology are woefully lacking in objectivity and often corrupted by confirmation bias. When it comes to human nature, some things can’t be measured by an experiment. We have to experience them. We have to listen to the testimony of people about their own lives. But most of all, we have dig deep into fundamental truths to interpret the times in which we live. This is what I bring to you: experience, common sense, and philosophical, theological, and teleological truths—not random and conflicting “scientific” studies. To those who demand materialistic inquiry about relationships, sexuality, humanity, and identity, I wonder what they think of the countless books written before the modern era that imparted much wisdom about the human condition based on historical knowledge and philosophical understanding rather than faux science.


    I am a woman talking to other women about men—and I know men. I’ve observed them in a variety of scenarios for over thirty years as a journalist. I have a father, a brother, a son, a stepson, male cousins, friends, and coworkers. I’ve been married twice. I grew up in a testosterone-laden world outside of Camp Lejeune, my youth impacted by the aftermath of the Vietnam War. I’ve worked in a “man’s world,” from advertising to news reporting, often the only woman in the room. I attended divinity school and often found myself in classes and ministry meetings surrounded by men. I’ve seen the worst of men and the best of men. I’ve seen men in moments of rage and in moments of profound gentleness. I’ve seen them excited like little boys as they unlock the secrets of how something works. I’ve seen tears in their eyes at the loss of a beloved dog or while watching a film that blew across a raw wound left by an absent father. I’ve felt the pain of their emotional backlash and cowered beneath a heavy hand. I’ve felt the comfort of their grace as I’ve lashed out in anger they did not deserve. I’ve witnessed their sacrifice in war and the faraway look in their eyes as they remember horrors I could never imagine. I’ve basked in the warm passion of a man’s kiss and felt the strength of his body envelop mine. I’ve been chilled by a man’s cold look in the face of betrayal and touched scars on their bodies taken for me. I’ve held them like a child in my arms and watched with delight as they held a child in their own. Tenderness, love, strength, and wonder. A man is a glory to behold, a power to respect, and a heart to treasure.


    In an age in which men are not appreciated as they should be, I offer my insights and learning from the wisdom of other women and men themselves. I reach past the messages of the modern era and take from the knowledge of religious texts and philosophies, which have more insight into human nature and identity than the best of psychological theory today, to offer advice on how to repair damage done by modern feminism to relationships between men and women.


    I stand not as a teacher above you or a dogmatic scold to intimidate you, but as a woman and fellow sojourner along life’s winding and wondrous path. I’m encouraged in my approach to this work by C. S. Lewis. In his book Reflections of the Psalms, he confesses to his readers that he’s no worldly “expert” on the topic, no historian or authority in an academic sense. He writes that he offers insight “for the unlearned about things in which I am unlearned myself.” By way of analogy, he compares his communication with readers to two schoolboys figuring out a truth taught by their teacher, and it fits well with my own efforts.


    It often happens that two schoolboys can solve difficulties in their work for one another better than the master can. When you took a problem to the master, as we all remember, he was very likely to explain what you understood already, to add a great deal of information which you didn’t want, and say nothing at all about the thing that was puzzling you. I have watched this from both sides of the net; for when, as a teacher myself, I have tried to answer questions brought me by pupils, I have sometimes, after a minute, seen that expression settle down on their faces which assured me that they were suffering exactly the same frustration which I had suffered from my own teachers. The fellow-pupil can help more than the master because he knows less. The difficulty we want him to explain is one he has recently met. The expert met it so long ago that he has forgotten. He sees the whole subject, by now, in such a different light that he cannot conceive what is really troubling the pupil; he sees a dozen other difficulties which ought to be troubling him but aren’t.2


    Too many experts on human sexuality have forgotten what they once knew, or they have never grasped truths perceived by common sense because they let their methods get in the way. Like Lewis, I write this book as someone on equal footing with you who has experience—both as a seasoned journalist and as a Christian apologist who worked in teaching ministry for years—to bring to the conversation.


    Often those who delve into the subject of feminism approach it much in the same way as others in contemporary circles: talking about the progression of the feminist movement, explaining its origins, and analyzing its effect on women and, to some degree, men. But there is a cold detachment to many of these writings, pregnant with too much academic study and filled with deviations from the reality of the everyday person’s life. Other publications on these issues are typically self-help in nature—valuable in their own right but not always insightful about the nature of the human heart and how the two sexes mysteriously join together, not just in marriage, but in all sorts of relationships. This is what I offer—a broader, deeper look at a troubling issue in today’s culture.


    In doing so, I don’t assume to instruct women as a master—though, like Katherine in Shakespeare’s The Taming of the Shrew, I will inevitably confront, rebuke, implore, and remind you of what you’ve forgotten or never considered. The iconic play tells the tale of a woman determined to live distinctly from a man, refusing to recognize her need of his strength or his need of her devotion. Its language no doubt makes the contemporary feminist ear burn, but the underlying message of appreciating men is as relevant today as it was then. The two sexes haven’t changed much from the dawn of time, not at their core or according to their design—this, despite modern efforts to subvert it. The grueling march toward androgyny in the name of equality has sown discord rather than peace. It has robbed us of trust and lessened us more than enlightened us. It has weighed us down in unhappiness and loneliness. It has fueled hatred instead of fostering love. It has divided us instead of making us whole.


    We need to change—not a revival of male-dominated social structures in which women are denied rights and recognition of their abilities, but a reawakening of our designed purposes as human beings, as men and women, and as distinct individuals (a cohesive construction of identity that I explore in detail in Chapter 9). We need to remember our true selves—that we are not self-created but objectively fashioned for a reason: to love others, to complement and help the opposite sex as faithful companions rather than as competitors, and to reflect God’s image on earth in our work, our enjoyments, and our relationships to one another and the world. Our sexuality is not merely self-expression. It is rooted in the image of another, of God, who made us to have meaning and to carry out responsibilities in this life that cannot be separated from our distinctive natures as males and females. This objective reality doesn’t mean we all act the same, fill the same roles, or share the same experiences in life. We are not cookie cutouts of an ideal. We are actual individuals with distinctive callings and abilities, but overarching that individuality is a shared purpose with every other human being on the planet to be threaded into the fabric of history as males and females, not as androgynistic distortions of reality. That purpose, again, is rooted in love, cooperation, and faithful reflection of God’s goodness and objective truth in our lives.


    In my criticism of feminists and the Marxist ideology that modern feminism has become, I am not referring to traditional feminism with all of its struggles to secure the rights and opportunities women enjoy today. I am addressing feminism as it is now—a power paradigm in which groups are pitted against others in the name of equity and individual rights are consumed by collectivist ideals. As I address these issues, I realize not all individuals fit into the same mold. But it is impossible to discuss such broad topics by addressing every outlier, every individual quirk, or even every personal experience, though I share some with you as way of connecting through narrative. My discussion deals in generalities about sexuality, though not abstracts, and they are credible because universals and archetypes are the bedrock of human existence, no matter the individual expressions. When I talk about women in general, I realize there are exceptions. Not everyone will see themselves in these descriptions, but they are common enough to induce confessions that they hit closer to home than we ordinarily care to admit.


    Likewise, as I talk about men, I recognize that they are not all the same. There are good and bad men and a whole spectrum in between. When I praise men for the beautiful creatures they are, I am not excusing or glorifying abuse of any sort. I am communicating with sincere people about fundamental realities that are exemplified in lives well lived even if not perfectly executed. If your response is, “But what about all the bad guys?” you will miss the point. As Sowell said in similar discussions about race, “One cannot predict, much less forestall, all the clever misinterpretations that others might put on one’s words. The most that can be done is alert honest people to the problem.”3

  


  
    Chapter 1



    Feminism Fatale



    “Girls, girls! Wipe those frowns off your faces and stop rolling your eyes. This disrespectful stance toward the man who is your lord, your king, your governor tarnishes your beauty the way the frosts of winter blights the land.”


    —Katherine, John Crowther’s modern (No Fear) translation of Shakespeare’s The Taming of the Shrew


    Men have a lot to say to women but often can’t. They’re drowning in America today because one feminist wave after another has beat against masculinity, pressing it down under the weight of female demands and reshaping it into a bastardization that’s contrary to its divine design. The assumption is that male privilege has exhausted its run, and men must be silenced so others can speak—their song has played for too long and another melody needs to resonate throughout America. The very essence of their masculinity has been targeted, called into question, and labeled as noxious to an “enlightened” society. The notion of “toxic masculinity” is now pervasive in our national conversation, from politics to religious institutions, from academia and movies to advertisements. Gillette is one example. The company recently produced an ad portraying men as thoughtless, unacceptably aggressive, and sexually abusive—simplistic dolts who knuckle-drag their way through life. Customers protested Gillette’s message, insisting there’s nothing toxic about “traditional masculinity.” At first, Gillette stuck with its politically correct message, but it eventually shifted gears and started a new campaign that changed the company’s focus from social issues to local heroes displaying traditionally masculine traits.4


    Anyone can scan history with its various cultures and discover different “masculinities” that seem to bear little resemblance to one another: the hard-drinking machismo of Mediterranean cultures; the gang mindset of urban America that historically cuts across racial and ethnic lines; the oppressive male dominance of Middle Eastern theocracies; the quiet gentility of eighteenth-century America; the rough “redneck” cultures of northern Britain that migrated to America’s southern regions; and the battle-hardened warriors of tribal societies throughout Africa that require boys to hunt and kill animals by age twelve to prove their manhood. Some tribal cultures have such bizarre initiatory standards of masculinity that they would be rightly characterized as sadistic and immoral by civilized standards. The characteristics of manliness certainly change across cultures and time, but underlying these differences are basic similarities and universals that distinguish men from women—man as protector, provider, procreator, and leader. These universal masculine archetypes are qualities of nature, not mere roles. They are infused into the very essence of manliness for the benefit of society.


    Americans, however, live in a culture that seeks sameness of the two sexes, robbing them both of their unique design and completion of each other. The result has been disastrous. In the words of Alexis de Tocqueville, who warned of equality’s perverted conflation with sameness, “It may readily be conceived, that by thus attempting to make one sex equal to the other, both are degraded; and from so preposterous a medley of the works of nature nothing could ever result but weak men and disorderly women.”5 American women of Tocqueville’s time in the early nineteenth century escaped this degradation, even as they enjoyed many more equalities with men (though certainly not all) than their aristocratic European sisters. These American heroines often exhibited “masculine strength of understanding and a manly energy,” Tocqueville observed, but they did not fail to “retain the manners of women, although they sometimes showed that they had the hearts and minds of men.”6 While political rights and equal opportunities were a distant reality, these women were on the path to equality without being debased by sameness.


    Let men be men!


    Modern feminism’s manufactured androgyny has created an identity crisis for men. They’re confused or at least frustrated about how they’re supposed to act at work, what they’re allowed to say, how they’re expected to raise their children, and what it means to be a lover. Feminists, who have ironically set masculinity up as the standard by which they measure equality, have propelled women into competition instead of cooperation with men. Feminists today have demanded to be equally represented in traditionally male positions, even when they’re not qualified. Until recently, men haven’t been pressured to take on women’s roles, though they have often done this out of necessity as single-income homes have transformed into double-income homes. Women were once satisfied with being included among the men in their traditional workspaces, given opportunities without obstacles of discrimination, and respected for the skills they brought to a variety of occupations. Now, feminists want men to shed their masculinity in favor of a more feminine identity, both in their roles and their behaviors.


    Not only are men expected to respect a woman’s rights and a woman’s capabilities in the workplace (and rightly so), but they’re also expected to communicate like women, manage like women, and govern like women. Instead of men being free to emote like men, they’re told to join local male support groups to spill their feelings as women would and touch each other in nonsexual ways so they won’t be as aggressive. By participating in “cuddle” groups, they’re expected to learn to appreciate male physical touch without resorting to “homophobia.” This new feminized paradigm is far beyond male bonding and beating of drums around a fire in Robert Bly fashion. Sexual identity has flipped. Women now tell men they should be more “emotionally intelligent,” when what they really want is for men to be more emotionally expressive. Emotionality is not the same as emotional intelligence, which is the mark of a mature masculine man. Instead of respecting this difference, feminists demand that men reflect a feminized ideal even as women insist that they’re the same as men. If men don’t comply with these contradictory expectations and if they remain intransigent in their masculinity, they’re labeled toxic. If men want to hang out and watch sports, share their deepest feelings only with the woman they have chosen to love, enjoy spending time with other guys doing “manly” things without women invading their space, express sexual attraction to beautiful women, or train their boys to wrestle and compete, then they’re told they’re bad for society. The presumption—or rather the assertion—is they must reconstruct their masculinity to be considered acceptable in this new and “improved” egalitarian society.


    Equality doesn’t mean what a lot of women think it means.


    How did we get to this point? Why deviate from equality to sameness in expectation even if not in practice? Why isn’t it enough for women to freely achieve through unhindered opportunities and enjoy prospects afforded to their male counterparts, instead of demanding change in the very core of a man’s sexual identity? In no way do I advocate returning to a society in which women are kept in domestic roles under social pressure and stigma, but the feminist movement has progressed beyond its original intent. The dogma now is not only should society open its doors to allow women to achieve—something we should all applaud—but men must also change who they are. Egalitarianism is the goal. This shift is a severe perversion of simply accepting women into the broader spheres of society. Pro-feminists—intellectuals, psychologists, and academics who support feminist ideology—want a fantasy that robs men of their identity and freedom by reconstructing them into something other than what they are. They are now defined by “others”—the very imposition feminists denounced as patriarchal tyranny.


    The influx of women into masculine roles in the name of equality has pushed men to adapt. For the most part, men have done a pretty good job doing just that. They welcome women into the workforce, and they help at home. They volunteer to take on different roles because they love the women in their lives, and they have been sensitive to changes women have made since the early days of the sexual revolution. The American male should be praised for his cooperation and adaptation to difficult cultural transformations. Men have been open to working with women in this modern era, but equality failed to be enough for the feminist movement. Sameness and even superiority have replaced the once noble cause of equal rights and liberty for all.


    Today’s feminism is an ideology devoid of divine purpose. Instead, it is rooted in conflict and a subjective paradigm in which we all make our own “truth” in the struggle for power between the masculine and feminine. It feeds on pride instead of fostering humility. It is a movement of fear, not love, of isolating autonomy, not mutual dependence. In Shakespeare’s play The Taming of the Shrew, Katherine admonishes her female companions for their pride and arrogant refusal to humble themselves in a relationship with a man—humility that, when correctly understood and applied, would reap great benefit to all. Her speech is still relevant today and is a delight to read in full:


    Girls, girls! Wipe those frowns off your faces and stop rolling your eyes. This disrespectful stance toward the man who is your lord, your king, your governor tarnishes your beauty the way the frosts of winter blights the land. It mars your reputations as whirlwinds shake fair buds. And in no sense is it fitting or attractive. An angry woman is like an agitated fountain—muddy, unpleasant, lacking in beauty. And in this condition, no one—however dry or thirsty he may be—will stoop to sip or touch one drop of it.


    Your husband is your lord, your life, your keeper, your head, your sovereign, one who cares for you and who, for your ease and comfort, commits his body to harsh labor both on land and sea. Long, stormy nights at seas he stays awake, by day he endures cold while you lie safe and warm, secure in your beds at home. And in exchange he seeks no more from you but love, kind looks, and true obedience—too little payment for so great a debt.


    A woman owes her husband the same loyalty a subject owes his king. And when she is peevish and perverse, sullen, sour, and disobedient to his honest wishes, what is she but a loathsome, warlike rebel and an ungrateful traitor to her loving lord? I am ashamed that women are so foolish as to declare war when they should plead on their knees for peace, that they seek authority, supremacy, and power when they are under an obligation to serve, love, and obey.


    Why are our bodies soft and weak and smooth, unfit for toil and trouble in the world, if not so that our soft qualities and our hearts should agree with our external parts? Come, come, you weak, ungovernable worms! My spirit has been as proud as each of yours, my courage as great, and my reason perhaps even better suited to bandy words back and forth and exchange frown for frown.


    But now I see our weapons are like straws, our strength like a straw’s weakness, and our weakness past comparison, so that we seem to be the thing we most are not. Humble your pride, then, since it’s useless, and place your hand beneath your husband’s foot. As a gesture of my loyalty, my hand is ready if he cares to use it. May it bring him comfort.7


    Admittedly, I wouldn’t use such harsh words in talking directly to women today, though “ungovernable worms” is sometimes tempting, especially when I’m watching pink pussy hats fill streets in women’s marches and signs smeared with love of self and hatred for men. But Katherine’s monologue is relevant. It’s an echo of times past, but much needed in today’s world in which modern feminism has become unmoored from its original purpose: to create more political freedom and social opportunities for women. Instead of elevating women according to their design as females, feminism has degenerated into a war on men. The result has been catastrophic, as men who have already been struggling with maturing into manhood in this modern technological age find themselves burdened by the demands of a tyrannical feminism. As they’ve navigated through the last six decades of a new landscape in which women have become more entrenched in typically masculine roles, they feel lost. Men have managed well at adapting to the changes in culture, but they struggle with women’s failure to adapt to those same changes.


    Feminists blame men for their ills when often it’s women themselves who have been unable to adapt to the very changes they demand. Instead of being satisfied with equality and the personal responsibilities that come with freedom, they desire equal outcomes, denying innate—and sometimes even biological—differences. This self-centeredness has caused women to become stuck in a narcissistic frame in which they think more of their own desires, their own successes, their own goals in life, and their own will to power, without giving much thought to what men need and how they are to relate to them in this new modern era. In this cauldron of pride and self-pity, women have brewed for themselves unhappiness, anxiety, and depression. They have lost the joy of being a helpmate. The wholeness they yearn for without even realizing it is found in relationships with men—not just erotically, but in friendship and social relations. We are at peace when we are connected to one another, but feminism has forged detachment and brokenness where there should be unity.


    It’s time for women to grow up,

    to learn how to love.


    The result of this push for sameness has had a deteriorating effect on both men and women, as they have failed to mature. Feminism has told women they can have anything they want. Seeking their own happiness has been the goal instead of learning to suffer through life, facing inequalities as human beings have done since the dawn of time, and finding humility in the journey. Their focus has been wrong, and it has dramatically damaged the relationship between men and women. They have simply forgotten how to love. In the movie Shadowlands, C. S. Lewis (played by Anthony Hopkins) talked about how difficult life can be, how we suffer, and how this is merely part of being human. Happiness is not always attained. Getting what we want is often rare. Life can be hard. It’s often unfair. Chasing ideals instead of living in reality leads us to frustration and resentment. In observing these trials of life, Lewis said, “I’m not sure that God particularly wants us to be happy. I think he wants us to be able to love and be loved. He wants us to grow up.”


    It’s time for women to grow up, and essential to that is loving men and treating them with respect, appreciation, and kindness. A woman plays a powerfully influential role in a man’s life, not by validating his manhood—only men can do this for one another—but by complementing him and helping him in his journey to be his best. When he is beaten down, challenged at every turn, used, abused, neglected, and disrespected, he withdraws. Resentment builds. Loneliness and depression seep into every aspect of his life, and a great gulf opens between him and others, especially women. The two are cast alone on each side of the chasm wondering why they’re so miserable.


    In their book King, Warrior, Magician Lover: Rediscovering the Archetypes of the Mature Masculine, Robert Moore and Douglas Gillette observe that modern men are cast adrift, often alone as they struggle in a culture deprived of mature masculinity. Many, they write, fall by the wayside with no idea of what went wrong. “We just know we are anxious, unloved and unappreciated, often ashamed of being masculine. We just know that our creativity was attacked, belittled, and left holding the empty bag of our lost self-esteem. We cave in to a dog-eat-dog world, trying to keep our work and our relationships afloat, losing energy, or missing the mark.”8 The authors blame this masculine despair on a highly feminized culture and the vestiges of a pre-feminism society in which men didn’t properly mature into manhood due to pathologies and material values created by the modern world. Post-World War II was a time when technology blossomed and worldly success in America became more of a focus than living according to God’s loving, selfless, and spiritually-minded purpose for human beings. This materialistic frame of living took its toll on male-female relationships. Feminism was a reaction to that undeveloped masculinity, but it has gone too far, losing itself in its own immaturity as women fail to understand and live according to their supportive and loving purposes as women in their relationships with men.


    Men don’t need to be like women to be happy.


    At a time when both men and women are unhappy like never before in American history, experts still place the blame on masculinity. Women, they say, are unhappy because they haven’t achieved equality with men. The “patriarchy,” they claim, “still exists, keeping women down.” There aren’t enough female CEOs, women in government, or women in the military. Equity still eludes them—and men, they say, are to blame, adding that men are unhappy only because they haven’t fully accepted the social paradigm of female equality and they need to break out of their old way of thinking and embrace this new feminized age. Traditional masculinity, the experts argue, keeps men from finding peace and fulfillment. They aren’t emotional enough, connected to women enough, and hanging out in groups sharing their feelings enough. In other words, they’re not feminine enough.


    I agree with Moore and Gillette that the problem isn’t men failing to embrace their inner feminine nature. It’s that they’re overwhelmed by the feminine. This problem is as real today as it was when they wrote their book in the early ’90s. Attacks on masculinity are even worse now than they were then. At that time, the authors observed that men weren’t connected to their masculinity in a way that led them into maturity because materialistic notions of what it meant to be a man were blocking them from developing into full manhood. Some of this could be blamed on fathers failing to initiate their sons into being men, but a large part of the blame is to be laid at the feet of a culture that has idolized the feminine. Women dominate in the home, schools, churches, and higher learning. The feminist agenda has greatly shaped the political landscape, as equality of outcomes is demanded through government intervention. Feminism has cast men adrift. “In this present crisis in masculinity we do not need, as some feminists are saying, less masculine power,” Moore and Gillette write. “We need more. But we need more of the mature masculine.”9


    The purpose of my book is to help women get out of the feminist mindset of competing and seeking equality of outcomes with men and to focus on their relationships with men. Only through living according to our true purpose as men and women—and going on that journey together, supporting and helping each other—will we grow and mature into the loving people we were designed to be. That path isn’t easy. It takes humility, sacrifice, and meekness to heal the rift between the sexes. Men have a part to play in that healing—it’s not all on the women. If you’re concerned about my heavy emphasis on women as the problem, turn to Chapter 8, where I address men’s failures. But my primary purpose is not to focus on what men should do. There are countless books by feminists on the market doing just that. I consider my work “equal time.” My goal is to talk to the ladies, to do as Katherine did and remind them of who men are, who they are designed to be, and how to love them so they can become great.


    The soul of a man is a beautiful thing. Full of creativity, sensuality, connectivity, and passion. Men are curious about nature, feel enlivened when they’re engaging with it, studying it, and unlocking its secrets. They adore women and love to serve us in a troubled world, save us from its dangers, bask in our beauty, sacrifice because they love us, and lift us up as queens ruling at their side. They feel deeply and put their hearts on the line. A man is not a woman’s enemy. Though there are bad men in the world who hurt women in the most unimaginable ways, these are not the norm, nor should they define all men. Their evil presence is why women need good, strong men to protect them. Women need men to desire them, to care for them, to connect with them. It’s how they’re designed, and they’re not complete without the other. Contrary to popular feminists’ beliefs, women do need men—just like a fish needs water.

  


  
    Chapter 2



    Believe Him



    In the name of God, do your duty. In the name of God, believe him.


    —Atticus Finch, Harper Lee’s To Kill a Mockingbird


    Nothing exemplifies better the silencing—and the frustrations—of men than the travesty of the confirmation hearings of Judge Brett Kavanaugh for the Supreme Court. They brought to light how men have been labeled as predators and left with little recourse to defend themselves. When I talk to men about what they’d like to say to women, one of the constant refrains is, “Don’t condemn me just because I’m a man.” During the hearings, we heard no such thing. Instead, we were inundated with demands to “believe her.” I heard it repeatedly as Christine Blasey Ford testified before the Senate Judiciary Committee. She had accused Kavanaugh of sexual assault, and Democratic senators who didn’t want him donning the SCOTUS black robe latched onto every word of Ford’s conflicting testimony as proof that he was unfit. An inquiry that should have been a matter of evidence and logical analysis transformed into an exercise of faith under the rubric of feminism and political game-play.


    President Donald Trump’s nomination had been controversial from the start. Kavanaugh is pro-life and a committed constitutional originalist. Democrats feared he would overturn Roe v. Wade and considered his addition to the court an attack on a woman’s right to choose to abort her child—a sacrament in the religion of radical feminism. Ford’s allegation was hope among the faithful that he would never see inside the Supreme Court.


    Acting as if they’d be hauled into a man’s bedroom like sex slaves if Kavanaugh were confirmed, protesters screamed outside—and sometimes inside—the Senate Office Building as the Judiciary Committee grilled him on his qualifications. After weathering the storm, the embattled judge faced another trial of a different sort—one that left him with little defense except for his word. He had to answer Ford’s accusation that he had sexually assaulted her nearly forty years ago while they were in high school. He vehemently denied it but, like other political and legal figures before him, he faced a woman’s charge that was enough to sink his hopes of ever fulfilling his dreams of public service—unless he somehow proved himself innocent.


    The #MeToo movement took a wrong turn in its exposure of sexual predators.


    Ford’s salacious allegation came at a time when society’s conscience had been pricked about the abuse of women in various industries, particularly in the media and Hollywood. While America has come far in its legal treatment of rape victims, bad men still exist, and abuse is present in the shadowed corners of CEO offices, movie sets, media parties, and many other settings that should be safe for women. The #MeToo movement, in which women banded together with their testimonies of rape and assault, exposed open secrets in professional circles. Scores of women came forth after actresses accused Hollywood power producer Harvey Weinstein of abuse. He was expelled from his position, later arrested, and charged with sexual assault, rape, and other offenses.


    Led by professional women tired of being treated like meat in the movie business and feeling powerless, the #MeToo campaign aimed at weeding out predators from the industry and putting an end to the abuse of women in every sphere of life, from homes, to workplaces, to halls of power. In just a few months, the movement spread like wildfire across the globe as women came forth, telling their stories of sexual assault. I was one of those women, having suffered date rape in college, though I made a point of calling women to account in some (certainly not all) situations for their naïveté and, at times, lack of personal responsibility while dealing with naturally sexual creatures like the human male in common social circles. Feminists accused me of blaming the victim, but encouraging women to understand their own sexuality, to learn how to protect themselves preemptively, and to be wise in their interactions with men is hardly blaming the victim—it’s one step in preventing future victims.


    Like many movements that begin with the best intentions, #MeToo quickly devolved. Flirtation began to be cast as sexual harassment and even abuse. A stolen kiss on a date was interpreted as sexual assault. Vengeful women turned on former lovers by rewriting history and calling a consensual one-night stand rape. The ever-present reality of sexual tension between men and women—a fundamentally natural dynamic—became suspect as men were labeled potential predators ready to pounce. College students were some of the most heartbreaking targets as several were falsely accused, their reputations ruined, their relationships broken, and their aspirations shattered along with due process.


    This treatment of men was hardly new; it had been a cornerstone of the overarching radical feminist narrative for decades, but it was intensifying. The #MeToo movement took a notably dark turn when women in the media produced a list of men who were accused of sexual abuse and harassment. No proof was given—only accusation, just a name on a list, put there by women who claimed to have been abused. Ghosts of Lenin’s Red Terror in which the innocent were rounded up and declared guilty for mere association with a targeted group were rattling their chains in warning. Whether it leads to the horrific death of millions, jail time, or loss of employment, collective guilt is devastating to the individual, no matter the context. The #MeToo tactic had its intended effect, as media outlets threatened to fire any man whose name appeared on the list. Accusation became truth. Witch hunts ensued. President Donald Trump became a target of this line of attack, as women with unsubstantiated stories of rape crawled from cracks and crevices at critical political moments to try to defeat him where votes failed. Guilty until proven innocent became the standard of justice for men accused of the heinous crime of rape, sexual harassment, or sexual assault. Distrust seeped into relationships, cemented by group hostility and condemnation.
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