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In school, Joe Quirk was known for four things: getting detention for being a smart-ass, getting A’s in Biology, being horny, and having a name like Quirk. He decided to combine these four talents in this, his second book. Joe is launching a campaign to get the science of relationships out of the science aisle and into the relationships aisle of the bookshops. He lectures about the biology of relationships to anyone who can’t give him detention and is currently working on  Tools Are From Men, Talk Is From Women: Why the Other Sex’s Brain is Weird.

Joe Quirk lives in Northern California with his wife; visit him at www.joequirk.com.
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FORGET MARS AND VENUS.

 



 




ASTROLOGY TELLS US NOTHING. 
BIOLOGY TELLS US EVERYTHING. 
SPERM ARE FROM MEN. 
EGGS ARE FROM WOMEN. 
THAT’S THE REAL REASON MEN AND 
WOMEN ARE DIFFERENT.





1. The Sperm and Egg Problem
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Why won’t he commit? Why does she inexhaustibly want to talk about the relationship? Why can’t he finish our first conversation before he’s trying to maneuver me into the sack? Why do I have to do so much talking to maneuver her into the sack?

Evolutionary biologists can tell you exactly why. It all comes down to the sperm and the egg. Let’s take a closer look at these two troublemakers.

Each man produces one-hundred- to three-hundred-million sperm per ejaculation, or roughly a thousand per heartbeat.

Sperm are worthless. Men are free to waste them, squirt them this way and that. Who cares? There’s more where those came from. Half of them come out messed up anyway - broken tails, deformed linings, missing heads. Brainless sperm will try to impregnate a red blood cell like dogs trying to hump your leg. Sperm are not what you would call subtle.  There are not many secret mechanisms inside a man designed to gently nurture a sperm. The things just get produced en masse, then fired out. Then we make more.

Now consider all the work that goes into producing one egg. An egg is 85,000 times larger than a sperm, a female is born with all the eggs she will ever have, and it takes on average 29.5 days to nurture one precious egg down its silken passageway.

In fact, virtually everything that goes into making a baby is in the egg. The sperm contributes nothing but genetic material. The rest of the sperm is a delivery system, with a few mitochondria carried along as batteries. Picture a submarine crashing into something the size of San Francisco in order to deliver one pizza. The pizza is all San Francisco needs to build something the size of the Earth. The submarine disintegrates into the fallopian sea.

In purely genetic terms, the investment that a Homo sapiens male makes in the sex act is a courtship and a few minutes of his favorite thing in the whole world. Then he’s free to skedaddle and hope to impregnate somebody else.

Now, think about the genetic investment an Ice Age woman makes in the sex act. She risks nine months of pregnancy, several years of breast-feeding a helpless blob of flesh, then a decade of transforming a rebellious teenager into a self-sufficient adult. At the same time, she has to prevent predators from eating her or her offspring, stave off rapists, and gather enough nuts and berries for two. Plus, she must provide protein for her baby. It ain’t easy chasing a woolly mammoth with a toddler strapped to your back.

What we have here are different reproductive agendas. Look at this difference Darwinistically. What would be the  optimum breeding strategy for a creature that can produce up to 300 million sperm with each ejaculation?

Spray them around as generously as possible! Sow the fields with them! Shoot, shoot, shoot, shoot! Hurry! One of these darn things has got to take!

What would be the optimum breeding strategy for a creature that produces one egg a month that, if inseminated, requires a lifetime of labor?

Choose wisely.

Look at bison, birds, apes, your dog. Mostly what you see are slutty males and picky females. Males are prancing around saying, ‘Somebody give me a womb! The more the better! ’ Females are watching the males display and saying, ‘Give me one worthy male!’

Spend some time with orangutans. The male fights with other males, shows off to display his genetic fitness, and, if he’s lucky, the female chooses him. If she’s not lucky, he rapes her. Then he splits. A male orangutan is incapable of feeling love or loneliness, only seasonal horniness. When a female orangutan sees a male, she knows he’s after one thing. The child-rearing is all up to the female.

Sigh.

So how did we evolve from monkey business to monogamy? How did we evolve trust from so much lust?

Here’s the good news: the amount of male investment in offspring is loosely correlated to the length of childhood dependency. The longer the childhood, the more males evolve toward caring for their offspring.

When an antelope gives birth, childhood lasts about two minutes. The baby antelope reaches a state of self-sufficiency - meaning it can run like heck from predators - almost  immediately. It quickly learns how to munch grass and fend for itself. No male antelope care-providers needed.

Imagine if that state of dependence lasted a year. The poor female is trying to protect her helpless offspring from predators all that time. Babies are being eaten left and right.

Further suppose a random genetic mutation in the male antelope causes him to hunt down and bring home grass for his little baby antelope. That male antelope is going to have more descendants who survive to adulthood than all those other deadbeat antelopes. His gene for childrearing will steadily spread through the population.

Let’s consider primates. You can draw out a graph and roughly correlate the duration of childhood helplessness with paternal investment. Chimpanzee males provide meat for the females and care for the young for several years. Baboon males invest for less time. Ring-tailed lemur males could care less.

Gibbons are monogamous to the point of piety. The Christian Coalition should adopt as their mascot the white-handed gibbon, with his perfect nuclear family of one loyal gibbette and several gibblets.

Which primate has the longest childhood? Homo sapiens. As our brains got bigger, they required early hominid woman to give birth earlier and earlier in the development cycle to fit that huge head out through her cervix. If we gave birth at a stage of brain development comparable to that of normal apes, women would have to be pregnant for 18 months. Which would you rather do, ladies, stay pregnant twice as long and give birth to a toddler’s head, or squeeze that kid out a little early? Which will require fewer Pilates classes to change your waddle back to a sashay?

So we pop ’em out earlier. Compared to most mammals, human females give birth to a fetus, and it stays helpless a  very long time. At the same time, our complicated tribal societies got harder to learn, which favored genes that made childhood longer and longer.

Look at the state we’re in now. Our babies won’t even be able to breed for more than a decade, and they’re not that adept at synthesizing the codes of our increasingly complicated tribes until they’re twenty or so. (Twenty-five for my younger brother.)

As our brains got bigger, we had to be born more and more helpless, and our childhoods got longer and longer. Human motherhood became the toughest task in nature.

Meanwhile, there are all these males running around with no genetic investment in their own potential for pregnancy, so their bodies and brains can focus more optimally on other tasks, like hunting baby antelopes. Overworked females can’t help noticing they have something these antelope providers want: steady nookie.

I ask you, hominid ladies, which males are you going to have sex with? The males who are sweet and bring meat? Or the males who bail and chase tail?

Males who stuck around raised more offspring to adulthood than males who didn’t care. Females who found these loyal males sexy raised more offspring to adulthood than females who found deadbeats sexy. Slowly, dads evolved at the expense of cads.

In many species with long childhoods, female choice bred males to evolve increasing emotional investment in their offspring. Some male birds baby-sit the eggs while the female is off cuckolding them. Devoted deer mice dads raise children  who grow faster and survive more often than children of deer mice single moms who raise children Murphy Brown-style. Chimp males offer meat for sex in a kind of courtly prostitution. Homo sapiens males offer diamond rings and drive phallic cars to advertise their ability to provide, and Homo sapiens  females in modern foraging societies unashamedly demand meat from their lovers. Despite the sperm and egg problem that created radically different breeding strategies, our prolonged childhoods meant we evolved to form intense attachments to whomever we happen to be boffing.

Biologists call this the pair-bond. We’ve institutionalized it as marriage. The bad news is our pair-bond is designed to last for as long as it takes our offspring to reach some level of independence. Genes aren’t designed to make us happy. They design us to make more copies of themselves. To last ‘until death do us part,’ sexual relationships must develop the natural bonds of friendship and affinity that we also evolved on the Pleistocene savanna. How lifelong friendship evolved is a subject we will explore later.

But first we have other man/woman problems to tackle, foremost being the differences in what makes male and female hominids horny.

 



Why do I keep calling you a hominid?

Hominids are all the Neanderthals, australopithecines,  Homo habili, Homo erecti, etc., the upright-walking apes of which we are the only surviving species. Many of these folks roamed the earth at the same time, met, traded goods, possibly mated, and ate each other. Some biologists, along with Plato, define hominid as ‘featherless biped.’ A hominid is really any extinct ape more closely related to us than the chimpanzee. Our desires, virtues, talents, and demons were developed through their struggles.

Everything unique about Homo sapiens brains and bodies was designed on the African savanna during the Pleistocene era. The savanna is an open grassland with clumps of trees. The Pleistocene is an epoch that coincides with the advancement and recession of the last Ice Age, from 1.8 million to 10,000 years ago, when hominids ran amok over the planet, made many large animals extinct - including most other species of hominid - and rapidly turned into us.

Hominids are a subset of apes. Apes are a subset of primates. There are about 235 species of primates, including us.

Monogamous primates tend to be the ones who live in trees. Primates who came down from the trees to compete for ground territory started conniving to hoard mates and sleep around.

When’s the last time you slept in a tree? How do you feel about someone walking across your lawn?

A British survey showed that 60% of husbands and 40% of wives admit to cheating on their spouses. The Kinsey Study found that 50% of men and 26% of women under forty in the U.S.A. had extramarital affairs - though half of women who read Cosmopolitan report infidelities. This is no recent breakdown of family values. These rates have shown no significant changes in a century - except that people are cheating earlier in their marriages.

The problem with surveys is they don’t measure how much sleeping around we actually do. They measure how much sleeping around we say we do. Humans are notoriously secretive about infidelity, while some tend to exaggerate their conquests.

When I was in high school, my friend Mike Chorost conducted a survey to see how sexually active our classmates were. The surveys were filled out on the benches during gym, with much looking over shoulders and giggling. The results were startling. It turned out 99% of boys were having sex with 1% of girls. I was morally outraged! Who were these girls, and why hadn’t I been introduced to them? I was tired of being one of only three male virgins in the entire school. I knew the boy figure wasn’t exact, though, since I had lied. It also turned out I was the only teenager who had ever masturbated. Good thing I lied about that, too. As I scanned my class of Casanova boys and chaste girls, it dawned on me that the only thing the survey revealed was what we wanted to be true.

Exactly how naughty were we in our ancestral environment? If only prehistoric promiscuity could be precisely measured!

It can.

If you want to know how promiscuous males were on the Pleistocene savanna, look at the size ratio of men to women.

We’ll deal with that later.

If you want to know how promiscuous females were on the Pleistocene savanna, look at the size ratio of the male to his testicles.

Let’s deal with that right now.

 



 



NOTE: Wouldn’t you know it, some taxonomists are trying to change the word ‘hominid’ to ‘hominin’ right when my book is coming out. That’s because chimps, bonobos, humans, and gorillas were found to be more closely related to each other than they are to orangutans, so taxonomists want a whole new category now. But I’m going to stick with the traditional ‘hominid,’ just to annoy them.





2. Female Promiscuity Controls the Size of Your Testicles
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Psychics gaze into crystal balls and tell you vague things about your future. Biologists gaze at your actual balls and tell you precise things about the scandalous behavior of women in our ancestral past.

Breeding experiments with sheep and mice have illustrated the testicle phenomenon swimmingly. Over the generations, monogamous female mice and sheep have little effect on the size of the males’ gonads. But female mice and sheep who are monogamous in public - but promiscuous in secret - quickly cause the evolution of larger gonads in the males.

Let’s take a close-up look at your testicles.

First let’s measure output. This is no time for squeamishness. When it comes to male ejaculations, biologists take a hands-on approach. The sperm populations of different ejaculates have been measured and quantified. The proof is in the pudding.

Fellahs, you may trust your wife, but your sperm don’t.  Measurements show that men returning home from a long trip produce a more prodigious amount of sperm - up to 300% more! - for their first copulation with their mates than at any other time. If men see their mates every day, they produce a conservative amount of sperm. The longer the woman is out of sight, the more the male burns extra energy going into sperm production overdrive.

And sperm don’t call in reinforcements just to compete with each other. Sperm use teamwork. Many sperm don’t try to reach the egg, but fan out in kamikaze blocking maneuvers so comrade sperm can reach the coveted egg. It looks a lot like an American football team blocking for their runners. Get out your microscope and watch these mindless little guys run plays.

Teamwork evolves in nature for one reason: to compete against another team. But where is the other team? Who are these sperm blocking and out-flanking? It’s as if the sperm think there is another group of sperm in there.

The scientist’s answer: In all apes, testicle-weight as a ratio to male body-weight correlates with the frequency of female ‘extra-pair copulations.’

In English: Male chimps have big balls, because female chimps are big sluts. The second a female goes into heat, she sends signals that no human of propriety would consider decent. She inflames her posterior, douses the whole tribe in scent, and tries to copulate with every male she fancies. Female chimps exercise some discrimination, but not a whole heck of a lot compared to a human female. Soon we’ll find out why chimpettes defy the standard model of the coy female.

You’d think this would be paradise for the males. Wrong.  Every male chimp is a cuckold. Chimp alpha males are in a tizzy, running around trying to stop secret copulations between females and lower-ranking males, but the female drive for sexual variety outwits the male chimps while they are busy fighting. Alphas can only control one or two of these nymphomaniacs at once, who throw themselves on other penises every time the alpha male’s back is turned. Males can only strategize for a higher percentage of copulations, never for faithfulness. When a chimp female in heat presents her posterior to a male, there could be any number of different guys’ sperm already swimming around in there.

This is why primatologists never watch TV. When females go into estrus, the chimp-offs are pure entertainment. It’s funny, violent, full of chases and trickery, and it’s X-rated - imagine a pornographic Three Stooges - and the researchers get to claim that counting erections is scientific research.

But let’s recover our scientific gravitas. It’s not until chimp sperm are analyzed that sexual competition takes on an epic scale. So many gallons of semen go into horny female chimps that the sperm have evolved to work as huge armies. They fan out like S.W.A.T. teams, seek and destroy foreign sperm using chemical warfare, and swim like speedboats toward the egg. Ninety-nine percent of sperm aren’t even sperm. They are anti-sperm, semen of mass destruction. Inside the chimpanzee vaginal tract, it’s a battleground. The sperm fight it out inside her, leaving only a few sperm standing, from which the egg chooses her favorite.

When it comes to the sexual competition of chimps, some of the fight goes on between the big beasts, but most of the battles go on between the sperm. Often it’s a war of attrition. The higher your sperm count, the better your reproductive  chances. You can believe these chimps are bred for balls.

When the chimp babies are born, nobody knows who is the father of whom, so the male chimps have evolved shared paternity. Female promiscuity pays off in many vaguely-interested fathers. Chimpanzee genes have achieved something human ideology never will - socialist paternity: not much incentive, just a shared half-assed sense of duty.

Remember this scientific principle: The sluttier the females, the bigger the balls.

So where do Homo sapiens females fall on the Slut Scale? Let’s check the ball barometer of other apes.

Gorillas have teeny, weeny testicles. But they have big shoulders, fangs, and brow ridges. The competition goes on between the big beasts. Sperm can take it easy. There’s no selection pressure for them to compete with other sperm, because nobody has sex with an alpha male’s female without killing the alpha male. Female gorillas are faithful to the promiscuous alpha male. As a result, gorilla sperm can barely figure out which way to swim. Under the microscope, chimp sperm look like Patton’s D-Day, and gorilla sperm look like Hogan’s Heroes. The male gorilla only gets to mate a couple times a year at most, and his teensy testicles are all he needs to get the job done.

The orangutan male-to-testicle ratio is slightly bigger than the gorilla’s to account for the rare instance of a two-timing female orangutan.

Look at you, you big ape. Yes, I’m talking to you, Homo sapiens male. What ornaments do you have to distinguish you from a female? Feeble knuckles, slightly more upper body strength, a beard, an ability to read maps, a refusal to use this ability.

Now, look at your testicles. Compared to more monogamous apes, yours are slightly … heftier.

Like your brain. Which co-evolved to impress the big brains of females, which co-evolved to impress your big brain. Everything big on you, Homo sapiens male, is big by female choice. Your brain is to wow her with your creations. Your oversized penis - humongous compared to those of other apes - is to please her sexually. Your balls … well, your balls are just big enough to suggest that while you were out hunting on the savanna, back on the Pleistocene homestead, women were having a ball.

Rest assured, they don’t approach the gigantism of a chimp’s. His orgying females have bred his balls to balloon to absurd sizes. Your testicles are one-fourth the body-to-ball ratio of a chimp. But they’re four times the body-to-ball ratio of a gorilla. Look at the faithful female gorillas. Look at the promiscuous female chimps. You fall exactly in between.

To produce enough sperm to fertilize a woman, we only need one half of one ball, max. Our balls are an eloquent testament to sneaky hominid women.

Yes, I said sneaky. There is little chance that Pleistocene females attained extra-pair copulations with their mates’ permission. The violent jealousy of Homo sapiens males is well-established. Psychologist David M. Buss’s studies of wife-killing in the U.S.A. and among African tribes found that approximately half were caused by sexual jealousy. In the Sudan, Uganda, and India, sexual jealousy is the leading cause of murder. Worldwide, about 20% of all cases of men murdering men result from rivalry over wives and daughters. Scary stats. Yet hominid females who risked grave consequences to steal a tryst on the side passed on enough genes  to be represented in our swollen testicles and paranoid sperm.

You just checked them again, didn’t you?

Go on. Feel their weight. Why so much mass to house such microscopic sperm?

I wish there were an alternative theory, but there ain’t. Without cheating females, balls just don’t get big. Nature doesn’t favor organs that require extra energy costs if they don’t confer reproductive advantage.

Conduct the test yourself if you don’t believe me, Homo sapiens male. Next time you ejaculate, grab your microscope. Scientists usually keep one by the bed. (For some reason this doesn’t impress the ladies, despite the romantic light emanating from the bedroom Bunsen burner, but if you are a truly rigorous scientist, a bedroom guest is a rare occurrence for you anyway.) Analyze your fresh sample.

You’ll notice real sperm don’t act like cartoon sperm. Many sperm clasp tails and hold a rear-guard bulwark against intruders for several days. To inseminate a female is not just to invest in possible impregnation; it is literally to block her vaginal tract from access by rival sperm. That’s why men who have not seen their lovers in a few days can triple their sperm count. This does not happen if the man stays home but just doesn’t have sex for a few days. Even if the conscious mind of the homecoming male is assured his mate is faithful, his sperm have never listened to his brain at any time in evolutionary history. Sperm are worried there will be a united front of foreign sperm standing between them and her ovaries, and they arrive in her vagina ready to rumble. Absence makes the heart grow fonder because absence means rivals, and fondness was created by natural selection because  fondness re-secured ancestral bonds. Still, I wouldn’t recommend saying this in a love letter.

Our conclusion? It looks like Homo sapiens females evolved in an environment mostly monogamous but, occasionally, females copulated with more than one male on the same day.

Makes you insecure? You were engineered to be insecure,  Homo sapiens male. Because you have no positive way of knowing that child is yours. Because jealous men passed on more genes. Because males who would rather kill, die, and mete out severe punishments passed on more genes than men who were fine with their mates accepting sperm donations from other men. We even invented a word for such a fool: cuckold. There is no verbal corollary for a women who is cheated on. No name of shame.

There is a word for promiscuous women, those wily designers of the testicle: slut. There is no corollary for a man who sleeps around. No name of shame. Almost every language in every culture has this double-standard of insults.

Worldwide, the way you insult a male is to tell him his mother is a slut, which is bad. Which means he is a bastard, which is bad. Which means his father was a stud, which is good. In almost all cultures, it’s considered good for males to make women sluts, and make their children bastards, but it’s bad if your mother is a slut or you are a bastard.

These insult double-standards emerged in almost all languages because of statistical differences in how male and female emotions are structured to protect their genes.

Males of our species should never feel secure in their manhood until men evolve teensy, weensy testicles and disorganized sperm. Our titanic testes are measures of our ancestral cuckoldry.

Next time another male challenges you, ‘Whatsamatter? Got no balls?’ you can answer, ‘I wish I had less balls.’

Whew! I’m glad that seminal chapter is over with. Now let’s answer The Great Mystery of the Universe.





3. What Women Want

[image: 005]


I’ve always envied the male boar. One drop of his saliva makes an ovulating sow become instantly paralyzed in a spread-legged mating posture. No opening line, no expensive dinners, no chit-chat. Just one lick, and boom, she’s crazy about you. Talk about a self-esteem boost. Imagine picking out the lady you’re attracted to, and guaranteeing your success with an introductory slurp. Maybe Michael Bolton could have pulled it off in his heyday, but most Homo sapiens men can only dream of such boarish appeal.

When a Homo sapiens male sees healthy young skin, firm breasts, and child-bearing hips, he knows right away that this woman will produce many healthy babies, and he’s turned on.

But wait. He also knows he could conceivably impregnate hundreds of such females. Chieftains of the past did it like crazy, passing on their mack daddy genes. If all the men in the world dropped dead except that pimply teenager at Kinko’s,  and women organized a global round-robin to make him repopulate the earth, the young man would heroically shoulder his responsibility to humanity without complaining.

A female would be less excited to be in his position. Anybody who bears the baby is going to want one prime choice for a sperm donor. And the turn-ons are different. A man is attracted to a woman’s ability to grow a baby inside her. A woman is attracted to a man’s ability to grow a baby outside him. How does he do that? Resources.

Both women’s and men’s bodies are built to nourish a child on the Pleistocene savanna. One is built to bear and nurse. The other is built to get stuff. In any species that survives by cooperation, stuff is gotten through social power. In all social species with pair-bonds, females are attracted to evidence that males display a chance for power in the community.

Female rhesus macaque monkeys seem pretty good at predicting which males will rise to social dominance. The young low-status males who get extra nookie often grow up to achieve alpha status. There are two ways to interpret this. Either female seductresses magically cause males to become alphas, or female attraction has predictive power.

Why do females have to predict? Why can’t females just sleep with today’s top dog? It’s not so easy when female genes have a split agenda.

Older males with power provide protein. Younger males with vigor promise a future of protection. The two usually don’t go together. Older male primates usually have the social standing to control protein markets, yet soon they will get too old to maintain that standing and support their children. Ambitious young upstarts plan to seize power and shift protein-flow to their own children. Females who need protein  to assure their future babies’ survival have evolved the ability to gauge the potential of young males. Females must size up the ambitious young Turks and ask, ‘Who will become alpha at his peak and provide my babies with a lifetime of protein and protection?’ Female macaque monkeys are attracted to power, but even more so to signs of potential power.

The Hillary strategy works more often than the Monica strategy. Any female who’s been supplying sex to the new alpha when he was an underdog is sitting pretty. She gets extra meat for herself and her offspring. Her whole family gets status and respect from being associated with a powerful male. If her male gets deposed, status for her and her offspring plummets.

And that’s bad. Social standing, to a primate female, can mean life or death. Mothers at the bottom of the hierarchy have trouble feeding their children, and often watch their infants get murdered by other females and males. Mothers on the top of the hierarchy get social support, plenty of food, and even baby-sitting volunteers. Power, to a primate female, means protein and protection for her infants.

Yet it’s hard to be a powerful female. Long pregnancy and long infancy means long vulnerability. Power must come through the pair-bond. Among all hierarchical primates, females are attracted to ambitious males.

Humans evolved under these same primate parameters: long infancies, pair-bonds, social hierarchies, pooled resources, complex communication - except multiply the complexity of all those dynamics by twenty. Evolution will favor female primates attracted to prestige and glamour. Did Homo sapiens women inherit genes for attraction to high-status men?

Psychologist David M. Buss pulled off a monumental study of over 10,000 people in thirty-seven cultures that revealed amazing consistencies in men’s and women’s mate preferences. Buss sent researchers to Nigeria, Canada, India, Indonesia, Venezuela, Iran, and many more cultures. They asked men and women to rate eighteen attractive qualities in a potential mate. In all thirty-seven cultures - primitive and modern, monogamous and polygamous, communist and capitalist - women rate prestige and earning power in a potential mate higher than men.

Netherlands women rated financial prospects 36% higher than Netherlands men did. Japanese women rated financial prospects 150% higher than Japanese men did. Women of all other cultures fell between those two. There are no exceptions, even among the obscure Stone-Age tribes: the Tiwi, the Yanomamo, the Ache, and the !Kung. Among hunter-gatherers and technocrats, peasants and aristocrats, Aleuts and Arabs, women agree there’s no romance without finance.

In a study of single and married women from Taiwan, Bulgaria, Brazil, the U.S.A., and other nations, females consistently rated ‘ambition’ and ‘industriousness’ as ‘important’ or ‘indispensable.’ This was not true for men.

When 1,111 personal ads in the U.S.A. were analyzed, women explicitly specified financial resources eleven times more often than men did. The pattern was clear. Men sought attractiveness and offered resources. Women sought resources and offered attractiveness. An owner of a dating service observed that men look at the photos and women read the resumés. Twenty-something women were the choosiest of all. After that, standards drop, when women claim they grow up and give up on girlish dreams of a knight in shining  armor. Well, younger women can afford to have ambitions for a knight in shining armor, because knights in shining armor are competing for them.

In one brutal study, female photos in American high school yearbooks were rated according to attractiveness, then scientists researched whether they married ‘up’ or at all. The results were as you’d expect. Prettiness is a better predictor of the husband’s status than the woman’s own status, education, or even intelligence. Ouch.

A study of two thousand married women found that those with high-status husbands had more kids, fewer divorces, and rated their marriages as happier. Psychology experiments demonstrated that women strongly prefer ugly guys with Rolexes over handsome guys in Burger King uniforms. (That does it. I’m never going on a date in sweatpants again.)

But remember, a woman needs a Pleistocene provider for fifteen years at least, so it doesn’t do her much good to marry the 70-year-old chief of the tribe. The Anna Nicole Smith strategy could be a problem if the old chief kicks off while she’s breast feeding and a new chief inherits his status. Women must predict future chiefs, so women are less attracted to power than ambition for future power. Girls in fairy tales hung their hopes not on the king, but the prince. Remember guys, the car you drive is not as sexy as how driven you are.

When a man makes a million, it has an attraction effect like when a woman gets breast implants. If these mate preferences were the product of cultural conditioning, we would find cultures where older, high-status women marry young, nubile males, and young, nubile males are seducing older, high-status women. There are none.

Nobody is saying all women cynically marry men for  money. Women really do fall in love. Women really do get horny.

But if our feelings are sincere, our genes are Machiavellian. Watch any fifty-year-old male professor dating some college cheerleader, and you know men’s emotions are structured to fall for mere fertility. But why is she dating him? Did genes structure female emotions to fall for mere signs of prestige? If only human communication contained some subliminal message as to what women want from $ex and what men expect to get from financial sucksex.

First we’ll analyze my personal research into what makes heteros horny.

Then we’ll find out why love turns us into idiots.

Then we’ll find out why idiots in love are the smartest people alive, though they’re too stupid to know it.





4. Bodies and Resumés: What Makes Us Horny
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Let’s look at some of my fan mail. Let’s see …

‘By what authority do you pontificate about the “biological” differences in men’s and women’s behavior, you sexist?’

You’d be amazed how often I am asked this question. I crashed a scientist’s party in Berkeley and rapidly started winning or at least sabotaging every debate I got into. Soon, I was surrounded by Ph.D.s. I was insisting that the human genome is analogous to a novel, in that it is a linear digital alphabet whose code creates life. I pushed my pomposity to sublime heights. I had just finished B.S.ing my way through the helix structure when some smart-aleck post-doc asked if I had any credentials.

Uh … credentials?

No, I’m just some guy. I studied literature and minored in Development of Western Civilization at Providence College, taught partially by Dominican priests who had no sense of humor when it came to my biological observations about  celibacy. I graduated at the top of the bottom tenth of my class. That may not seem like such a big accomplishment to certain Ph.D. scientists, but among my friends, I was the brain. I attended one year of law school before I was kicked out for smartassery, so I only lost one third of my soul, which is just enough to function in a capitalist economy. I invested the last seven years of my novel royalties in reading evolutionary biology studies, full-time. Now finally I feel ready to ask a woman on a date.

Me and schools never got along. Education interferes with learning. I’m an independent scholar, a Renaissance man, a free thinker. Okay, fine, I don’t have any qualifications. I live in Berkeley, so I can challenge intellectuals to debate and pray they don’t ask me if I have any credentials.
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