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FOREWORD




Dear Ladies:

I believe it was humorist Dave Barry who
once penned something basically stating that women’s magazines tend
to have only two kinds of articles: (1) what horrible, despicable,
disgusting things men are; and (2) how to attract men. Let’s face
it—you’ve got a classic love-hate relationship with us. Is it any
wonder there’s a so-called battle of the sexes? I’m amazed it
hasn’t escalated to full-scale war. Or maybe it has and we just
call it divorce court.

That point notwithstanding, allow me to
convey my hearty congratulations. By virtue of your obvious
intelligence and desire to make this a better world for us all,
you’ve taken the first big step. You’re reading a book about what
men are like that was actually written by a man! One might
think that a fairly obvious choice. But I’m amazed by the number of
books and articles that profess to explain the secret psyche of
men, and that were written by women. Isn’t that a little
like asking an orthodox rabbi where to go for a good ham?

Then there are those publications devoted to
the subject that are co-written by a woman and a man.
Waste of time! No man is really going to open up and tell it
like it is when he’s got a woman leaning over his shoulder making
disapproving grunts each time he types something she doesn’t agree
with (read: doesn’t want to admit). No, this is a topic best left
for a man to tackle.

In case you’ve ever wondered whether you
should write from your own experiences about what men are really
like, here’s a little test. Remove all clothing below the waist and
look directly at your crotch. If nothing’s sticking out, you’re not
qualified to write about what men are really like. All you can do
then is write about your perceptions of men, which are just
as authoritative as a man’s perceptions of women. And you
know how well men understand women, right?

Fear not. I won’t make any attempt to
analyze or explain women in this book. At least, I won’t go beyond
surface observation and logical conjecture regarding the female of
our species. I’m not qualified to do any more. I ran a test.
However, dear ladies, I will impart to you my vast knowledge on a
topic that I feel infinitely qualified to discuss from a first-hand
perspective: why guys act like...well, guys.


Also, with all due respect to those who
check one or more boxes on the LGBTQ label, I, as a heterosexual
man, have no insights whatsoever into the gay experience. Whether
it’s almost identical to the straight experience or varies
considerably is something I have no means of gauging. That’s a
subject for someone else to write about. This book is about
heterosexual relationships. Therefore, when I speak of women and
men in this book, it should be assumed I am referring only to
heterosexuals unless otherwise stated.

And gentlemen—if you’re out there and
reading this—although this book addresses women directly, that
doesn’t necessarily mean you shouldn’t tag along for the ride.
After all, you’re the subject of this book. And it can’t hurt to
know what your woman knows about you. That is, I’m assuming she’s
the one who actually bought this book, and you’re just sneaking it
off somewhere while she’s away so you can see what she’s reading.
What’s more, it’s bound to be more entertaining than that movie she
made you sit through the other day—the one with all the talking and
where nothing blew up.

So, let’s get started, shall we? The
chapters to follow will finally clue you ladies in on that subject
you seem to find the most elusive to comprehend: men. Stick around.
It’ll be worth the journey—if only so you can later feel superior
to guys who haven’t read a single thing about how to comprehend
you.




CHAPTER 1


Men Are from Jersey, Women
Are from Louisiana

 


There it was, plain as day, on the glossy
cover jutting out from the magazine rack in the supermarket
check-out line. “What Do Men Really Want from Women?” pondered the
cover story headline on the publication. Now, being a person of the
male persuasion, I don’t typically read magazines that are written
for and marketed primarily to women. However, also being the
well-rounded guy that I am, I’ve spent my share of time standing in
supermarket check-out lines, and I’ve seen this “What Men Really
Want” genre prominently and regularly featured in many such
publications. In fact, I believe these types of articles in women’s
magazines are surpassed in frequency only by those whose subject
matter is focused on ways to lose weight—methods I can only assume are so radically remote
from any notion of eat-less-exercise-more as to necessitate the
writing of numerous articles to explain the intricacies of these
alternate weight loss regimens.


“What do men really want from women!” I
sneered sarcastically to my female companion, who was standing on
the opposite side of our shopping cart. “Does anyone really need a
magazine article to answer that question?!”

Well, apparently, they do. The perplexed
pucker on my companion’s lips spoke volumes. “So, what do
men want?” she asked.

“What do you think we want?!” I
responded, giving my inflection the type of melodramatic innuendo I
felt certain would without the slightest doubt deliver the message
to this woman who was an intelligent and highly educated
professional.

She thought about it. And then thought some
more. You could almost hear the gears clicking away in her head.
Finally, with all of the conviction one usually reserves for such
head-scratching musings as “I coulda sworn the car was on this side
of the parking lot,” she proffered an answer: “A blow job?”

Now, I just want to say right here that the
lady and I were then involved in a long-term, intimate
relationship. So, on occasions where the conversation turned to
sex, there was no need for us to tiptoe about with dainty, clinical
terminology. Therefore, I spoke in plain terms the solution to the
question that so puzzled her.

“Pussy,” I whispered. “We want pussy.”




Don’t misunderstand. I can’t imagine there
are too many men who aren’t grateful to have oral sex whenever it’s
available. Popular thinking seems to suggest that it isn’t offered
nearly often enough as far as most men are concerned. But, unless
the oral sex comes along with regular access to the other more
southerly orifice, we men just aren’t as likely to be the happy
campers we could be. The logic seemed inescapable to me. What is
the one thing that absolutely, without question, only a woman can
offer a man?

However, she was stunned by this
revelation.

I was stunned that she was stunned by
it.

She was stunned that I was stunned that she
was stunned. Her expression told me what she was thinking.
Surely, there has to be more to it, isn’t there? It couldn’t be
that simple, could it?

Yes. It can. And it is.




Another day; another conversation; another
woman. I met her for dinner. Although we were both single, my
relationship with this woman had always been strictly platonic.
That situation wasn’t going to change, and we both knew it.
Therefore, relieved of any sexual tension between us, we could
discuss most any subject frankly without fear of risking our
friendship. After dinner, I was lamenting to her my disappointment
regarding the poor choice of date attire worn by a woman with whom
I had recently gone out. (I’ll have much more to say about that in
a later chapter.) Perhaps emboldened by my own candor, my friend
asked me some rather direct questions about herself. Specifically,
she had a date with a new man coming up, and she was nervous about
the impression she would make. She wanted an honest assessment as
to whether she was the type of woman men would find attractive or
the type who, as she put it, “has a nice personality.” I assured
her she was not “doomed” to the latter category and that much of
what men find sexy in women has as much to do with attitude as it
does physical attributes. But, because I had made such a fuss about
my distaste for the garment worn by my former date companion, my
friend was now asking questions about her own wardrobe choices.

Are these pants okay for going to a nice
restaurant? Is this top a good color? Are these shoes too casual if
I want to go dancing?

I wasn’t being consulted on fashion, about
which I know little. Rather, I was a heterosexual man being
consulted on what a woman can wear if she wants to be attractive to
heterosexual men—a subject on which I have
a lifetime of experience.

Nowhere is it written that anyone has to
follow my advice on any topic. Yet I found it curious that my
friend seemed to resist almost every one of my suggestions with
verbal dismissals while still pumping me for more masculine
insights on the subject. It was as though she were simultaneously
fascinated and revolted by a man’s viewpoint on what constitutes a
sexy woman. At one point she asked me who else in the room I
considered to be an attractively dressed woman. It was summer, and
the eatery was rather low-key. The few women within sight were
wearing hiking shorts, T-shirts, or other very casual attire. None
of them was then dressed to impress a date. I told my friend
so.




Then, a short time later, a little smirk
came across her face. “What about her?”

I turned to see a young woman in an
ultrashort, tight, strapless blue dress. She walked in with a man
and, when he sat down, she sat right on his lap. I think it’s safe
to say that young woman liked the man she was with that evening.
And I’d have to guess she chose what she was wearing in order to
keep his attention solidly on her. She didn’t necessarily have the
most classically beautiful face and figure. Much of that is a
matter of taste, anyway. However, based on the way she was dressed,
the way she had done her hair and make-up, and the outgoing way she
behaved, she immediately and indisputably assumed the throne as the
prettiest girl in the room. Equally indisputable was the fact that
my friend didn’t need to be told by me or anyone else that the
woman in the blue dress was now the queen of the court. The
question then is, if my friend recognized female sex appeal the
moment it walked into the room, why would she claim so much
confusion about what she should do to ensure her own sex appeal? If
your goal is to be attractive to men, and you know exactly what men
find attractive, why would you do something else?

My friend described to me what she was
planning to wear on her date. Let’s just say the description didn’t
suggest that my friend would be offering any true challenge to the
Blue Dress Queen. At best, it would be only a minor challenge to
the women in the hiking shorts and T-shirts. Did she not
listen to what I had just told her? Or was she simply
dismissing it because I’m a man, and women don’t take fashion
advice from men?—at least, not straight men.

On yet another occasion, I entered an
elevator in which two women were already inside. Without attempting
to eavesdrop, I overheard one woman telling the other about an
upcoming date she was looking forward to. The woman with the
impending date told the other that she was trying to decide what to
wear, and it was obvious from the context that she wanted to
impress the man she was going to meet. She was leaning toward
wearing a short skirt.

Her friend offered this piece of advice:
“Some men find that threatening.”




Oh, really??? Men are
threatened by short skirts, are they? Which men would those
be?—members of the Taliban? I can’t recall there being an occasion
when a man said to me, “That woman in the short skirt is coming
this way. I feel so threatened! Somebody please save me!”

If men are threatened by women in
abbreviated garments, why does contemporary women’s beachwear show
more skin than women’s contemporary underwear? Why is Hooters doing
such a bang-up business? Why is Lady Gaga a superstar? Wherever did
this woman in the elevator get such a cockamamie notion? Certainly
not from a man.

I can’t speak for the whole world of men on
this one, but, as a public service for mainstream Western society,
I saw fit to nip this in the bud. There was a discernible lapse in
the women’s conversation, and I took the opportunity to chime
in.

“Excuse me,” I said, politely but directly
to the woman trying to decide what to wear, “but men are
never threatened by a short skirt. We love short
skirts. I just thought I’d share that with you.”

The woman beamed a big smile, thanked me for
the insight, and turned triumphantly toward her friend, who gave a
sheepish smirk as she conceded, “I guess you have to ask a
man.”

EXACTLY!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Ladies, ladies, ladies... Don’t you
realize you’re shooting yourselves in the foot by asking your
girlfriends for advice on men? They don’t know any better than you
do. Do we have to go over the qualifications test again?
(See Foreword.)

These examples serve to dramatically
illustrate that there is a colossal communications disconnect
between women and men. We don’t talk to each other. At least, not
in a way that the other sex fully understands. Biology tells us
we’re not really from different planets, as some pop psychology
might suggest. But, metaphorically, we’re definitely from different
states. It’s sort of like a person from New Jersey trying to
get a sandwich with a person from Louisiana.

“You know a place where they got subs?”

“Naw. Just fishin’ boats round here. Hey,
they got a mean po’ boy ‘cross the street.”

“Then let’s steer clear of him. I don’t want
no trouble.”




Both want the exact same sandwich, and it’s
within their reach. But neither’s going to get what he wants
because they can’t accurately interpret what’s being said. That is,
they’re interpretive understanding is limited to their own
preconceived notions of what certain things are supposed to mean.
The result: communications breakdown.

Women and men make this blunder all the
time, much to our detriment. Rather than asking the opposite sex to
explain themselves to us, we make the mistake of assuming the
opposite sex views and interprets things exactly as we do. Big
mistake. Women and men do not think the same, and that’s why
they don’t act or respond the same. Why then do so many women turn
to their girlfriends for insights about guys? That plan’s pretty
much doomed from the start.

However—lucky you!—you’ve got this book to
help you put things straight in your own mind. Think of it as a
handy-dandy man-to-woman translation guide. Whenever you
can’t figure out what a man’s thinking in a given situation, look
it up here and be amazed by your sudden wealth of understanding.
Hey, I’ve got no reason to lie to you. What’s more, if it means
more women will be wearing short skirts, I’ve got every reason to
tell it like it is.

So, listen up, ladies. This is what you need
and want to know.




CHAPTER 2


Stop Thinking

 


Ladies, here is the first rule and perhaps
your greatest challenge to understanding men: stop
thinking.

No, not entirely. Ignorance is absolutely
not a solution to anything, and, if I succeed at making no other
point in this prose, I hope I’m successful at conveying that the
acquisition of knowledge and the ability to mentally process that
knowledge is the key to understanding the opposite sex. Use your
intelligence. Don’t let it use you.

Seems like a simple enough thing to do. But
this is such a pitfall in human interrelations that it has become a
cliché and a common source of humor.


As best that I can make out, the problem
seems to stem from the fact that women and men just think
differently. Scientific studies have confirmed that the two sexes
use entirely different parts of their brains when processing the
same information. Is it any wonder then that we arrive at
conclusions that are polar opposites, and then we stare with
open-mouthed amazement at the inability of the opposite sex to see
things exactly as we do? What is inescapable logic to your
girlfriends and you, dear lady, is pure mystery to a man. And vice
versa.

The problem is only too obvious. Women tend
to over-think things and men tend to under-think them.

Now, ladies, before you puff up with
immodest bravado over the notion that over-thinking is somehow
superior to under-thinking because it suggests greater use of the
brain, please keep in mind that both over-thinkers and
under-thinkers arrive at equally incorrect and useless conclusions.
Take, for example, a hypothetical couple—Sally and Mickey. They’re
sitting on a couch one evening, when...

Mickey says, “I’m tired.”




Sally immediately thinks to herself, “He’s
tired. Tired? What does that mean? He wasn’t tired five minutes ago
when the game was on. Now, all of a sudden, he’s tired? He
never used to get tired. He used to be able to stay up all night
with me. So, what’s he trying to say? That he’s tired of me?
That he’s lost interest in us as a couple? That he’s no longer
willing to work at this relationship? He’s never too tired for sex!
But now he’s telling me he’s tired! So that must be his way
of saying he doesn’t want sex! Not with me! It’s his way of
saying he doesn’t find me attractive anymore! That I’ve gotten fat!
That he’d rather be with other women! He’s probably already seeing
other women!! That slut at his office who’s always calling with
‘questions’!! Sure, her he has plenty of energy for!!
But not for me!! So go!!! Go be with your little whore!!! She’s
probably waiting for you right now!!! ASSHOLE!!!”

(How do I, a guy, know what Sally, a
woman, is thinking in this situation? I know because, at
some point, probably after a few days of letting it fester into
what she will perceive as justifiable grounds for murder,
Sally—like every other woman who’s ever lived—will explode and tell
Mickey all about the horrible things he did on this occasion to
cause her such undeserved pain. There’s not a guy on this planet
who hasn’t been on the receiving end of one of those
discussions.)

Anyway, getting back to our hypothetical
couple…By this time Sally’s internal dialogue begins to manifest
itself outwardly in the form of a facial expression that conveys
great emotional upset. Mickey, who has been oblivious up till now,
suddenly notices that Sally’s mood seems to have taken a drastic
turn. So, he inquires...

“What’s wrong?”

Sally’s response is—of course, come on,
everyone say it with me...

“Nothing.”

Mickey accepts this answer and announces
that he’s going to bed.

What just happened here? Well, Sally the
over-thinker made the common female error of assuming that
something a man said couldn’t possibly be as simple as its literal
meaning—that it must be much, much, much, much more complicated
than that and must contain deeper meanings that invariably assert
only the worst possible scenarios imaginable. Meanwhile, Mickey the
under-thinker made the common male error of assuming that something
a woman said could be accepted at face value. Mickey now stands an
excellent chance of being murdered in his sleep.

The fact is both are dead wrong. Mickey’s
just tired, and there’s definitely not “nothing” wrong for Sally.
But they’ve both got it all muddled up. They’ve used their
over-thinking/under-thinking to the maximum disadvantage of
creating a volatile situation that never should have existed in the
first place. Sally’s pissed off and Mickey’s in danger for his
life. Senseless, senseless, senseless!




The true intellectual seeks to strike that
precious balance of understanding that produces actual
enlightenment rather than the frustration of faulty deduction.
Therefore, ladies, when I say that you should stop thinking, I
don’t mean for you to stop thinking altogether. Heaven
forbid! Rather, what I mean is that you should stop thinking
through all those other farfetched options of convoluted logic
(particularly all the horrible ones you seem never to be at a loss
to concoct) once you have arrived at the correct conclusion
regarding what a man’s meaning is.

How do you know when you’ve arrived at the
correct conclusion? Easy. The correct conclusion, ladies, is always
the simple, literal meaning of whatever a man has said. If he says
he’s tired, that means he’s tired—and nothing else. If he
says he’s hungry, that means he’s hungry. Happy means happy. Sad
means sad. Cold means cold. Horny means horny. And, when we
say “nothing,” it actually means “nothing!” Are you picking
up on a pattern here?

For some reason—one that I could never in a
million years fathom because I’m a man—women seem to be under the
delusion that a man’s simple statement couldn’t possibly be as
simple it sounds. It is! It absolutely is! When a man says,
for example, “I’m going to the garage,” it does not mean
that he’s dissatisfied with you, bored with the relationship,
undergoing a mid-life crisis, shtupping your best friend,
etc. He just needs something in the damned garage, for cryin’ out
loud! This is the rule one-hundred percent of the time. (Okay,
absolutes are a little tough to back up. But the odds are so close
to one hundred percent that it would be ludicrous for you not to
play the favorite every time and know that you’re going to come out
a big winner over the long haul.)




And just for the record—if something a man
says could be taken two different ways, and one of those ways is
hurtful and a likely source of an argument, he meant it the
other way. Remember, you’re dealing with a man. Subtlety and
hidden meanings are not his thing. Rest assured that, if he
wants to insult you and pick a fight, he’ll make absolutely certain
there’s no question in anyone’s mind that this is what he’s doing.
He will never ever couch his true meaning in cleverly disguised
wordplay in the hope that you’ll take a hint. Guys aren’t
hinting beings. We don’t hint at anything. Not ever.

The same applies to the reverse situation.
Men don’t take hints. We just don’t. And we never
will. Not in a million years. Not if our lives depended on it. So,
stop dropping hints. You’re just wasting your time. If you want a
man to understand what you mean, you need to say it plainly. Men
are direct. We speak in direct terms, and we listen in direct
terms. That’s our language. Metaphors and pointed
inflections are women’s language. Giving a man big hints in
the hope that he’ll read between the lines and draw the conclusions
that are so obvious to your girlfriends is the equivalent of
speaking English louder to a non-English speaking foreigner in the
hope that the extra volume will magically convey the meaning of
your message. It’s not gonna happen. If you say “nothing,”
you damned well better mean “nothing,” or you’ve no one to
blame but yourself for the resulting lack of communication.




While we’re on the subject, let’s make one
more thing clear. A man is not more likely to understand your hints
if he really loves you. That old standby that goes, “If you
really cared about me, I wouldn’t have to tell you what to do,” is
the biggest pile of doodoo any woman can shovel at any man.
He cares, dammit! He cares! He just doesn’t speak your language, so
he hasn’t a clue what the hell you’re talking about. If you find a
man who understands what you really want without you telling him
exactly what it is you really want, you have found a woman
pretending to be a man. And I mean an actual woman. That’s not a
metaphor. I’m a man. I don’t speak in metaphors.

So, let’s go back to Sally and Mickey and
see what happens in the same situation if Sally stops
over-thinking.

Mickey says, “I’m tired.”

Sally immediately thinks to herself, “He’s
tired.” Period. End of paragraph. End of thought process. Stop
thinking.

Result: total understanding and nobody gets
hurt.




Now I realize that stopping the thought
process before it reaches tragic proportions does not come easily
to women. It’s no more natural to a woman than is a man’s ability
to stop the uncontrollable urge to offer quick-fix advice when a
woman tells him about a problem she’s having. It took me years to
learn that, when a woman is complaining about something, she
usually doesn’t want advice. She wants compassion. Offering
advice—even potentially helpful advice—doesn’t provide her what she
really craves. And it has been my observation that, more often than
not, a woman will get quite angry with a man who keeps interrupting
her lamentations with his simple solutions. The quick fix, then, is
no fix at all but just the catalyst for another problem. Many men
never understand this and so get labeled as guys who “just don’t
get it.” So, as a man, I routinely fight that Mr. Fix-It compulsion
while a woman is telling me her troubles. I assure you it’s no easy
task for me. I can almost feel my head swelling up with whopping
bonanzas of fabulous ideas for how to solve her problem in under
five minutes so I can get back to watching the game. But, if I just
keep my big, fat mouth shut, I get credit for being a great
listener and a wonderful guy for a woman to turn to when she’s
feeling the need to be with someone who really cares. Everybody
wins. And, if I can do that, then you, as an intelligent
woman, can resist the urge to over-think a man’s meaning.

And, dear lady, once you have mastered this
art—the ability to stop thinking—you will have achieved what
some said couldn’t be done by a woman. You will have actually
understood what a man is saying.




CHAPTER 3


The Operative Word Is Not
‘Black’

 


Now, ladies, I’m not telling you how to
dress. Obviously, you’re free to dress any way you like, and perish
the thought that I or anyone else might coerce you away from
wearing the kind of clothes that are so you. However, if you
are one of those women who, all things being equal, would prefer to
wear clothing that actually makes you attractive (which I’m
guessing takes in somewhere in the neighborhood of one hundred
percent of all women), then this is a must-read chapter. In fact,
it would be worth reading this one twice or even three times. Let’s
put it another way. Keep re-reading this chapter until the very
thought of a beige pantsuit makes you wretch violently and
hurl your lunch.


Why should you read this chapter so
carefully? Because I’m about to tell you things about the art of
dressing—absolute truths—that can only come from the mouth of a man
who has no chance of having sex with you tonight. If a guy thinks
he’s got even a remote shot at dancing the horizontal mambo,
there’s no way he’s going to tell you how bad you look even if
you’re wearing a burlap muumuu and a corduroy hoop skirt.

So, this is where I come in. Since the odds
are against you and me ever bumping into each other—let alone
commencing any sort of relationship together—and since I’m
currently well out of slapping range, I can let fly with virtual
impunity and tell you not what you want to hear but what you
need to hear about dressing yourself if you wish to be
attractive to a man.

I know already what your knee-jerk response
is: Why should I listen to him?! What does he know?! Straight
men have no fashion sense! Only gay men know clothes!

Well, well, well, let’s nip this whole
“queer eye” myth right in the bud, shall we?




Answer me this: If gay men automatically
have good fashion sense, how do you explain what they’re wearing at
a gay pride event? When did a sateen flamenco shirt paired with
leather chaps become high fashion? I mean no disrespect to my gay
friends, many of whom have excellent taste in clothing. But the
“queer eye” myth is just that—a falsehood based on blatant
stereotyping. We’re supposed to believe that: (a) every gay man
wears a black cashmere mock turtleneck shirt under a
thousand-dollar hand-stitched European sports jacket as the uniform
of everyday living; and (b) every straight man doesn’t understand
why he can’t show up at the opera wearing a football jersey. Oh,
c’mon! Ladies, if you’re dating some goomba who won’t
dress up for the proper occasion, it’s not because he doesn’t know
how. It’s because he just doesn’t want to. If that’s a problem for
you and he won’t comply with a simple request that he dress up a
little, I say dump his ass. There are plenty of men who know how to
put on a tie. But I digress.

The point is that there’s no such thing as
automatic fashion sense based on sexual predilection. You’ve got to
stop taking your fashion cues from gay men. Yes, I know that gay
men make up somewhere in the neighborhood of 99.99 percent of all
male fashion designers. But that’s simply the result of
long-standing societal notions about occupational propriety. A
heterosexual male fashion designer not only runs the risk of having
his sexual identity called into question, but he would also likely
be laughed out of the industry for not possessing the allegedly
crucial “queer eye.”

However, do keep something in mind
concerning that “queer eye” from which you’re so desperately
seeking approval. It’s a viewpoint that’s...well...gay. That
is to say, it’s the vision of men who find sexual attraction only
in other men. They just don’t see women the way straight
guys do. And so, no matter what you’re wearing, gay men just aren’t
going to find you ladies all that attractive. As far as that gay
fashion designer is concerned, a woman is little more than an easel
on which he drapes his artistic textile creations. He knows he
needs a woman to wear his clothing in order for the clothes to look
good. But he hasn’t a clue whether his clothing makes you
look good. How could he? As I said, you don’t look good to him
regardless of what you’re wearing. Not in that special way—and you
know what I mean. It’s like asking the deaf actress Marlee Matlin
to select the music for your party.




Now, ladies, here’s a highlighter pen
moment: When it comes to what you should wear, don’t listen to your
girlfriends, either. That’s even more harmful. You’re going from
mere inattentive negligence to willfully malicious assault. When
you consult your girlfriend about how to dress to impress, you’re
General Grant asking General Lee to tell you how best to defeat the
Confederate Army. Why would Lee tell Grant, his foe on the
battlefield, how Grant could beat him? He wouldn’t. And your
girlfriend isn’t going to tell you how to defeat her forces,
either. In this case, your girlfriend’s “forces” are her own sexual
wiles for attracting the pool of eligible men out there.

Yes, I know women don’t like to think
anything bad about their girl chums, their gal pals, their
sisterhood of tell-each-other-everything-friends-for-life. So, I
recognize that I’ve got a huge, uphill climb on this one if I’m
going to convince you that your girlfriends aren’t really your
friends when it comes to this particular area. I’m prepared to make
the trek.

Let’s start with the basics, shall we? I
think we can all agree that people are, by nature, competitive.
There’s nothing wrong with that. Competition keeps us on our toes
and makes us better by virtue of the fact that, when we know we’ve
got competition, we’ve got the incentive to try harder. No
competition, no incentive to improve. Simple enough, right?

Men tend to channel their competitive
natures toward business and game. Nothing gets the competitive
juices flowing in a man like a hard-fought business deal or a
snatch-victory-out-of-the-jaws-of-defeat finish to a sporting
event. Guys will talk about such things for years, regaling all
within earshot with action-packed detail. And they’ll remember
every minuscule element of those moments long after they’ve
forgotten the names of most of their former girlfriends.
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