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Introduction

Men. We love them, we hate them, they drive us mad, we couldn’t do without them. They can be reckless, thoughtless, lazy, impractical, irritating, tedious, rude, bossy, grumpy, arrogant, confusing, obnoxious, tricky, outrageous, repulsive and downright weird. Yet at the same time they can be amusing, charming, loving, gentle, kind, helpful, thoughtful and generally wonderful. It’s no wonder, then, that we women sometimes feel so confused and conflicted about the men in our lives that we don’t know whether we are coming or going. The one thing we do know, however, is that, no matter how irritating they can sometimes be, no matter how much  frustration and heartache they sometimes cause us, life would be terribly dull without them.

We can try to teach our men to be more considerate, more tidy, more helpful - in short, more like women. Sometimes we even succeed in some small way - the dishes are washed, an anniversary is remembered, a football match is missed in favour of a day out with the family - but deep down we know we can’t fundamentally change them, and, let’s face it, we probably wouldn’t want to.

Thank goodness, then, for our female friends. Thank goodness for girls’ nights in or out with copious amounts of wine, chick flicks, enormous bars of chocolate and sympathetic shoulders to cry on. Thank goodness for our ability to laugh with each other about the things that drive us bonkers about the men in our lives. Thank goodness for all these things because, as we all know, there’s nothing quite like a jolly good moan about men!




The Great Outdoors




Barbecues

These days, it is not uncommon for men to enjoy conducting the odd culinary experiment in the kitchen (although sometimes we wish they wouldn’t; see Cooking), but it is fair to say that, on the whole, the preparation and serving of food is usually left to the womenfolk. Come the summer months, however, as soon as the sun wearily battles its way through the clouds, gardens the length and breadth of the country are filled with the sounds of men joyfully preparing for one of the Great British summer rituals: the barbecue. They love this yearly ritual and will not easily be deterred from performing it.

It is easy to deduce what appeals so much to men about barbecues. They involve: a) enormous slabs of meat, b) fire and c) copious amounts of beer. Not to mention the chance to wear an amusing apron that makes him look like either a bodybuilder or a scantily clad woman, or one bearing a hilarious slogan, such as ‘Licensed to grill’.

Another reason why men love to grill outdoors is all the araphernalia that come with it, such as giant utensils and various flammable, highly dangerous chemicals. And the barbecue itself, of course. In en’s minds, when it omes to barbecues, size eally does matter. You can et barbecues so enormous that they will take up the entire garden, leaving only a tiny square foot of grass free to accommodate your guests, who will  have to huddle together to avoid the ten-foot-high flames. The world’s most expensive barbecue - made, of course, Down Under - costs a cool £20,000. In actual fact, it is not a barbecue at all. Oh no, it is an ‘outdoor kitchen centre’ and comes equipped with such necessities as a fridge, electric wine cooler and sink. With a price tag like that, you would expect it to breed, rear, slaughter and prepare a herd of rare-breed cattle for your eating pleasure.

One of the most irritating things about men and barbecues is that they expect you to be grateful that you have been ‘given a break from doing the cooking’, even though, of course, all they have done is burnt a few pieces of meat. All the preparation and the clearing up afterwards is left to the women, as the men, exhausted after their hard day’s labour, settle down on the sofa for a nice beer-soaked snooze.
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A Typical Great British Barbecue


9 a.m. Man stands at window, anxiously looking for any rogue rain clouds that could ruin his moment of glory.


9.30 a.m. Man decides it is safe to go ahead  and wanders into garage to retrieve barbecue. Woman drives to supermarket with shopping list to buy food.


10.30 a.m. Woman returns. No sign of man to help bring in shopping. No sign of barbecue. Man still in garage, tinkering with half-built ham radio/ reorganising toolbox/pointlessly hammering nails into wall.


11.00 a.m. Woman finishes putting away shopping and gets to work chopping vegetables, making salad dressing, preparing dessert, marinating meat, unloading dishwasher and gathering together the necessary glasses, plates and cutlery. Man finally emerges from garage with barbecue, which has not been cleaned out since last outing, and dumps ash on lawn. No need to clear it up, as ‘the wind will blow it away’.


11.30 a.m. Barbecue is lit. Leaping wall of flames. Woman calls fire brigade to warn them to be on standby. Man satisfied with morning’s work and has first beer of the day.


12.00 p.m. Guests begin to arrive. Women gather in kitchen to help with preparations. Men stand around barbecue with beer.


12.30 p.m. Women bring out plates of meat.  Man puts meat on barbecue.


1.30 p.m. Meat suitably burnt. Man’s work is done. Cue much back-slapping. Time to eat. More beer.


2.30 p.m. Women begin clearing-up proceedings. Men watch the footie.

[image: 002]






Accidents

It is an incontrovertible fact that men are more accident-prone than women. Accident statistics show that adult males are three times as likely to die from injuries as women, and two to five times as likely to be admitted to hospital as a result of injury. This is not, say the experts, because men are clumsier than women, but because men are more likely to indulge in ‘risky behaviour’ - in other words, stupid behaviour.

From infancy onwards, men love to mess around with things that are likely to maim, burn, bite, cripple, decapitate or in other ways injure them. They scoff at basic health and safety practices and any suggestion that perhaps the best place to mend the still-plugged-in radio is not while sitting on the edge of a full bathtub is treated as a most heinous insult to their manhood.

It is no wonder then that they are always coming up with new and interesting ways to hurt themselves. In the interests of research (and in the interests of having a jolly good laugh at someone else’s expense), let’s take a look at some extreme examples of male idiocy that made headlines across the world.
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• A student from Exeter was making bread when the mixer clogged and came to a halt. Without turning the machine off first, he started pulling out bits of dough, until eventually it unclogged, whirled into action and broke his arm in four places. Ouch. A painful lesson learned, right? Well, no. A few weeks later he was describing his accident to some friends and decided to give them a demonstration. In went his hand and, yes, you’ve guessed it, he broke his arm once again.

• In 1983, an American man decided to fulfil a lifelong dream to fly. He purchased 45 weather balloons and a few tanks of helium and set his plans in motion. The idea was to attach the balloons to a patio chair, which was in turn  anchored with a thick rope to his car. At his signal, his accomplices would cut the rope, whereupon he would float up to about 100 feet above his backyard, enjoy the view for a while and then pop the balloons one by one with a pellet gun until he came safely back down again. Unfortunately, things didn’t quite go to plan. Having secured himself snugly in his chair, along with the pellet gun and some beer and sandwiches, Lawnchair Larry, as he became known, gave the signal for take-off. Up he floated. And then up and up and up and up some more, until he was a good three miles above the ground. At this point, he realised that popping the balloons was perhaps not a very good idea, so on he floated for nearly an hour (thank goodness for those sandwiches!), until he eventually got tangled up in some power lines and was able to clamber back down to the ground. He was immediately arrested and when asked why he had attempted to pull off such a monumentally stupid stunt, he simply replied, ‘Well, a man can’t just sit around.’ Nice one, Larry!

• A 22-year-old man from Tennessee was at a friend’s barbecue when, horrors of horrors, they  realised they were running low on charcoal. ‘No problem,’ said the helpful young chap, ‘I’ll pop out and get some.’ But there was a problem because, bafflingly, he then proceeded to load the smouldering barbecue onto the back of his pickup truck and took it off with him. Not the most advisable course of action under any circumstances, but particularly not when you also have a tank of propane in the back of your vehicle. The ensuing fireball was luckily put out in time to rescue the man, but presumably the barbecue perished.

• A man had his lip bitten off when he attempted to kiss a nurse shark while diving off the coast of Florida. He later told reporters he had kissed many sharks in his time and that the reason things had gone awry this time was because the shark in question had been upside down. So here is a lesson for us all: only attempt to snog a shark when it is the right way up.

• A young Bristol man was bored of bog-standard, run-of-the-mill bungee-jumping and decided to step things up a notch by setting himself on fire  while bungee-jumping (illegally) off the Clifton Suspension Bridge, whereupon he would cut the rope and plunge into the water, thus extinguishing the flames. Sadly, the knife he carried with him was not sharp enough to slice through the rope immediately, so he dangled there, flames leaping around him, for a good 30 seconds before he succeeded. As he lay in the burns unit of the local hospital a spokesperson (spokesperson? Surely a spokesman) for the Dangerous Sports Club told the BBC, unbelievably, ‘His heart was in the right place.’

• In 1999, Gordon Lyons from Darwin, Australia made headlines when he survived being bitten not once, but nine times by a king brown snake, one of the deadliest creatures in the world. He was driving along with a pal when they spotted the snake at the side of the road. Thinking that it would be an excellent prize to show off to their mates down the pub, the two men pulled over and got out of the car. Gordon, who admitted to having been drunk at the time, explained that his fatal mistake was picking up the snake with his left hand, because he was holding a beer in his right. 





He failed to get a proper grip on the snake, which promptly bit him on the hand. Having wrestled with the snake for a while, he managed to pull it off, stuffed it into a plastic bag and threw it into the back of the car. What happened next truly does beggar belief. As Gordon explained to gobsmacked reporters, ‘For some stupid reason, I stuck my hand back in the bag, and it must have smelled blood, and it bit me another eight times.’ By now, unsurprisingly, Gordon was feeling rather woozy - ‘My mate was trying to keep me awake by whacking me on the head and pouring beer on me’ - and it is a miracle that he survived the attack, albeit with extensive injuries.
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Sheds

What is the deal with men and their sheds? The special place sheds have in men’s hearts is a centuries-old phenomenon: the shed (or ‘scead’, meaning ‘partial darkness’) is thought to have originated in the Dark Ages. It is also a universal phenomenon, at least in the Western world: it’s not just British men who like to potter around in wooden boxes with roofs. In Australia, for example, the Men’s Shed Movement is booming, and groups of men cram themselves into sheds all over the country to hammer nails into things and talk about their feelings. It’s nice that these men are talking about their feelings - being Australian, it is clearly something of a breakthrough - but why must they do it in sheds? It’s baffling.

Shed enthusiasts, or ‘sheddists’ (yes, there is an actual word for them) are passionate to the point of obsession. There are websites devoted solely to pictures of different garden sheds, like porn for sheddists, including one called, appropriately enough, ‘Readers’ Sheds’. A man called Gordon Thorburn wrote an entire book about them, which tells the stories of 40 proud shed-owners and their sheds, each of which ‘is accompanied by photographs of the inner sanctum and of the customized exterior’, according to Amazon.

Ernest Hemingway, Roald Dahl, Dylan Thomas and George Bernard Shaw were all sheddists, so it is clear that the humble shed can be an inspirational setting to creative types. But the average male probably isn’t knocking up a literary masterpiece during the many hours he spends in there; so what exactly is he doing?

The simple answer is: not a lot. The shed is a refuge for men. More specifically, it is a refuge away from women. Sheds are not women-friendly environments. They tend to be cramped, grubby, dilapidated and full of spiders. Why on earth would we want to sit in them for hours on end? We prefer our outside structures to be more aesthetically pleasing and luxurious. Men know this and they use it to their advantage.

The shed is a place for him to keep all the junk he’s been hoarding for years, the stuff he knows you’d throw in a skip in the blink of an eye given half the chance. Thus his piles of tattered Beano comics, his football memorabilia, his ancient stamp albums and the model aeroplanes he painstakingly put together when he was a child are kept in a safe, albeit damp, environment, well away from you.

And then, of course, there are his tools: the endless array of wrenches and screwdrivers in every conceivable size, the boxes of thousands upon thousands of bolts,  nails and screws that he has lovingly collected over many years. It doesn’t matter that he has never used any of this vital equipment. It is enough for him to spend hours arranging them in alphabetical order or drawing outlines around them where they hang on the wall. (Why do they do this? It seems to be the sort of pointless task given to patients in mental institutions to keep them quietly busy and out of trouble.)

Or perhaps your outwardly ramshackle old shed is hiding a bit of a secret. When was the last time you went in there? It is just possible that behind the splintering  wood, the peeling paint, the cracked and grimy windows - all of which scream, ‘Women! Keep Away!’ - lies a Neverland for grown-up Peter Pans, complete with plasma screen TVs and minibars. In which case, perhaps it’s time we reclaimed these outhouses for ourselves, with the help of a lick of paint and a few cushions here and there and an upgrade from ‘shed’ to ‘summerhouse’, a surefire way to enrage the sheddist in your life and ensure that you too can escape from the stresses and strains of daily life.




Shopping

For many of us women, shopping is a recreational activity, best done alone or in the company of other women, who understand that trying on twenty pairs of shoes in five different shops and then buying the first pair we saw is a practical way of ensuring maximum satisfaction with our purchase and not a heinous crime worthy of many hours of whingeing and moaning. Unfortunately, we must occasionally take our menfolk along with us on our retail-therapy jaunts, an experience which, more often that not, is painful and acrimonious.

It starts off OK. You take him first to buy something he claims he desperately needs -a spectacle holder for  the car, a plasma TV for his shed - hoping to coax him into a good mood that will last for the duration of your shopping trip. He bounds enthusiastically into the store, bright-eyed and alert, taking his time comparing prices and talking to the sales staff. You are pleased and proud of his negotiating skills. ‘Hmm,’ you think to yourself. ‘Perhaps it won’t be so bad this time.’ You are mistaken.

Once he has bought his coveted item, it all starts to go downhill. You need to buy some items of clothing, so off you head to the nearest fashion emporium. As you approach the store, you notice that his demeanour is changing. Before he was striding down the street, a happy smile on his face. Now the smile has been replaced by a sulky look and his pace is slowing. Slower and slower he goes, until he is shuffling at snail’s pace down the road, the picture of dejected schoolboy misery. ‘Come on, get a move on!’ you snap. ‘We’ll be here all day at this rate.’ At this he looks alarmed and his pace picks up a bit, but only a bit.

OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/juli_9780755319152_oeb_004_r1.jpg
[OOICNOICNIICNBICIICOICNDICNIICNIIONICNICNIGNO)





OEBPS/juli_9780755319152_oeb_002_r1.jpg
[ON9IGNOIGROIONYIENIICNOIGNOIGNOIEROIGROIGNOIGNOICN)





OEBPS/juli_9780755319152_oeb_003_r1.jpg
[QOICRIOIONOIONOIGNOIONIONIIGROICNOICNOIOROTCNO]





OEBPS/juli_9780755319152_oeb_001_r1.jpg
COCOCOOOOCOCOCDOCOCDOCDOCD





OEBPS/juli_9780755319152_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
A joyful guide to the things men
do that drive women mad





