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INTRODUCTION 

HERE’S THE THING about “real men” jokes: they’re dumb. You know it. I know it. And any “real man” knows it. Let’s be honest, okay? Why would a real man buy a book about being a real man? That’s like God creating a Wikipedia page that tells Him how to invent the universe; it just doesn’t pass the smell test.

Another thing about “real man” nuggets of wisdom: they’re stale. Cliché. And they spawn from (often outdated) gender stereotypes. I mean, we get it, right? Old news. Real men don’t eat sushi. Or real men don’t wear pink. Or real men can’t recognize a salad fork, but they can operate a forklift.

Western civilization, to some extent, has puzzled over the “real man” question for the last two, maybe three thousand years. From Aristotle to Hemingway to Burt Reynolds, it’s some awfully well-worn territory.

So. Why this book?

Two reasons. The first of which is simple—analysis. Typically, a “man rule,” or “man law,” or “man code,” or whatever, starts with the rule and ends with the rule. A grown man may not use facial cream. Fair enough. It has the whiff of authority; it makes you nod.

But... why? Isn’t there some wiggle room, or at least some grounds for debate? Doesn’t a real man want to attract real women, and if he has the facial complexion of Admiral Ackbar and discovers a miracle skin cream, wouldn’t that be a good idea? Or is he just acting like a pansy, and a vain one at that? Where do you draw the line? (see MAXIM #41.)

The maxims tackle this gray area. They put the rules in perspective, show them in action, and yes, even consider the possible exceptions. Instead of being little sound bites that you tell your girlfriend, they articulate the reasoning, chew through the logic. They untangle the web of contradictions; they plunge deep into the nuance; they explore the tropes of masculinity. (Um... sometimes. When that shit fails, they make a bunch of Seinfeld and Star Wars jokes.)

The second reason for this book: evolution. Much of the conventional wisdom on “real man” topics, to put it delicately, is a crock of shit. We’ve evolved. The game has changed. Why can’t men eat sushi? Girls like a man in pink (see MAXIM #45). And in this day and age, do we really need to know how to operate a forklift? I mean, really, a forklift? Isn’t that why we go to college?

At the heart of the Maxims of Manhood is this core tenet: real men are not real idiots.

The modern man can read (MAXIM #62). He can even think (MAXIM #91). He can even, from time to time, show a flicker of compassion (MAXIM #29). And it’s time that we acknowledge it. Instead of thumping our chests all cavemen style—“FIRE GOOOOD! EAT-RAWFISHBAAADD!!”—it’s time we create some new rules. More elevated rules. A code of behavior that has the brains to match its balls.

But let’s not get carried away. Even though we’re enlightened, real men are not real girly. So you’ll recognize some of these maxims—the oldies but goodies—they’re the golden truths that have been passed down from generation to generation. No matter how progressive our society becomes, you may never order a cocktail that’s served with an umbrella (MAXIM #37). You know how to grill a steak (MAXIM #34). And your dog must be larger than a toaster (MAXIM #94).

The 100 maxims are broken into ten chapters, with ten rules per chapter: General Behavior, Sports, Women, Health and Food, Style, Work, Entertainment, Buddies, Women Revisited (a complicated subject), and some final edicts that defy classification. Most apply to all men. Some apply just to fathers, and some just to the single guys. Of course, single guys could one day become fathers—and vice versa.

You can read them in any order. A few are serious. A few are counterintuitive (MAXIM #91 on Supreme Court justices). And others serve the dual purpose of being both a “rule” and a sneaky, how-to piece of advice (like MAXIMS #26 and #81 on flirting).

Why am I qualified? I’ve met many men. I am one. And I’ve seen many men on TV, in movies, and even the occasional documentary. I’ve read about men—both fictional and real—in books, in essays, and sometimes (but less frequently) in plays. And I’ve written about them. If that doesn’t qualify me as the top expert on the planet, frankly, I don’t know what would.

This book might not be for you.

It’s only intended for people who fall into one of these seven buckets:


	You are a man. 

	You will become a man. 

	You were once a man. 

	You are related to a man. 

	You are dating or have married a man. 

	You think that in the future, perhaps, you will date or marry a man. 

	You know, or think that at some point you will know—whether casually or formally—a man.



If that’s not you, stop reading.

If it is? On to the maxims...







PART I. 
GENERAL 
BEHAVIOR 






    

MAXIM #1 
TIP WELL. 

PROPER TIPPING SHOWS that you’re worldly, you’re not a tight-ass, and that, at rare moments, you even give a damn about people besides yourself. It’s more than good manners—it’s good ethics and it’s good karma. You must know how to tip the following professions:

Barber: Simple common sense. You see the same guy at least once a month, so unlike at a restaurant, say, a frugal tip is neither anonymous nor forgotten. Ancient bit of wisdom: be generous to a man when he has a blade to your throat.

Hooker: For some reason the publisher denied my request for “research money” to explore this profession, but here’s my hunch: if you tip a waitress 15 percent for serving you a plate of spaghetti, then you should probably tip a woman at least that much for letting you stuff her vagina with your penis.

Babysitter: She was just responsible for the life, safety, and health of the most important person in your world. If scorned, she’s in a position to kidnap your baby. Probably not the best place to scrimp.

Church: On Sunday mornings, don’t forget the donation buckets. God’s done some good work for you. Tip Him at least 15 percent, or 20 percent if you’ve been particularly blessed.

Hot-dog dude at baseball game: Avoid public humiliation. A tip is not strictly required, but let’s say the hot dog costs $4.25 (bargain!) and he passes it across a row of people. Now you could awkwardly shout over the crowd and ask for your seventy-five cents, but then you spend the next five innings being thought of as “That Guy.”

Bartender: If the place is crowded, the key is to tip heavy early in the night, make eye contact, and they’ll remember you later and give faster service. The better you tip, the better your odds of a buy-back. 

Manicurist: I don’t know this. And neither should you.

And don’t forget the skycaps, valet guys, cabbies, dry cleaners, and bellhops. (Although you wouldn’t use a bellhop, right?)

MAXIM IN ACTION 

An unfortunate misconception that’s surprisingly rampant: “I’ll only tip the waiter for good service. They need to earn it.” My friend Charlie only tips $2—regardless if the check was $8 or $80—thinking that the waitress is expending equal effort in both cases, so what’s the difference? No need to cover ground better canvassed in Reservoir Dogs, but the basic fact is this: tips aren’t simply icing on the cake for waitresses, they’re part of a built-in assumption of income. They’re taxed on it. They’re counting on it for rent. Look at it this way: if we abolished the 15 percent rule of thumb (as Charlie would like), then the prices on the menu would be 15 percent higher. Do your part.

MAXIM EXCEPTIONS 

The trend of some Starbucks, McDonald’s, and Dairy Queens having the gall to place a tip jar on the counter is appalling, offensive, and a sign of the imminent collapse of Western civilization. They want a tip for serving a frickin’ quarter-pounder with cheese? Really? This enrages you. This drives you batty. The fact you just spent the same amount of money on your quarter-pounder as you do for a beer—where you have no problem tipping—and the fact that this poor kid is working just as hard as the bartender... you find irrelevant.

 



  
    

MAXIM #2 
YOU ONLY RECOGNIZE PRIMARY COLORS.


THE MALE RETINA can only process three colors—red, blue, and yellow. Through heavy squinting, it is also possible, in rare and extraordinary circumstances, to recognize secondary colors like orange, green, and purple. Men can also understand black and white, as generations of watching football—natural selection—has developed an ability to spot the referee’s uniforms.

Tragically, this physical handicap has been underreported by the mainstream media, triggering both miscommunication and awkwardness. Women will ask questions like, “What blouse should I wear: the periwinkle or the magenta?”

Periwinkle? Magenta? These words mean nothing. Magenta sounds like the villain from X-Men, the dude with the red and blue helmet (maybe you could call it purple). Periwinkle could be a Dickens character, or maybe a book by Dr. Seuss.

It’s not that men simply shouldn’t know the difference between “indigo” and “chartreuse,” it’s that we don’t. Can’t. It’s not in our genetic code. And this impairment causes problems.

For instance, men are unable to enjoy picking out the color of new linoleum tiles. There will be no spirited debates over wallpaper. When you buy a car, you buy a red car, or a black car, or a blue car. Despite what it says in your owner’s manual, your car sure as shit isn’t “pewter.” It’s dark white.

MAXIM IN ACTION 

Sometimes you’ll see that guy who tries to rise above his physical limitations, which establishes a dangerous, uncomfortable precedent for the rest of our gender.

You’ve seen it. Your wife hoodwinked you into a trip to Linens and Things, and you overheard a guy say to his fiancée, “Oh, Sweetie... just look at this mauve pillow sham!” There are three problems with this exchange, not counting the “Oh, Sweetie.” First, the guy shouldn’t be the one pointing out pillow shams. Second, the guy shouldn’t know what a “pillow sham” is. (A type of con or swindle, maybe, like a Ponzi scheme?) Third, of course, is “mauve.” Maybe it’s the original spelling of a desert in Utah, but it’s not a color known to man.

MAXIM EXCEPTIONS 

As a means of survival, men are required, from time to time, to construct the illusion of color comprehension. In the example, when illusion of color comprehension. In the example, when the girl asks whether she should wear the periwinkle or magenta blouse, to cleverly dodge another argument, the guy might reply “periwinkle” with a reassuring nod, having no idea which one’s which, and not even knowing if periwinkle refers to a color, fabric, or method of stitching.


[image: 9781605506616_ps_0020_008.jpg]
Figure 1.2. A red shirt.



And while scientists are still flummoxed by the exact nature of this paradox, it is possible for men to process nontraditional colors when they refer to sports teams. We can all agree that the Tide from Alabama is Crimson, not Red. Then again... if you see a Crimson Tide jersey out of context and can’t see the logo or name, and someone asks you what color it is... you should know the only acceptable answer.



  
    
MAXIM #3 
KNOW HOW TO GIVE A COMPLIMENT.

SEEMS EASY. GIVING a compliment is simple. You just tell someone that they “did some good shit” or that they “look fucking good.” What’s so hard about that? The art of the compliment, however, requires a different approach for men and women, buddies and coworkers, family and strangers. While you’re certainly not enrolled in the Ministry of Manners, you do know how to issue a compliment without kissing ass, embarrassing the recipient, or humiliating yourself.

You follow some basic Dos and Don’ts.

MAXIM IN ACTION 

When complimenting a woman:

Do: Keep it simple. Avoid clichés. Hold eye contact. If you’re in doubt? It won’t score points for originality, but the old warhorse “You look great” has yet to fail.

Don’t: Say that her breasts look terrific. Say she has beautiful eyes. (Barf.) Compliment her on the fine application of lipstick. Condescendingly say that she throws pretty well for a girl. Point at her dress and say, “Oooohhh, the new Betsey Johnson. Loves it!” (She wants you to appreciate how she looks in the dress. She doesn’t want you to actually appreciate the dress itself. For women, fashion is a game of tricks and illusion. You just broke the spell.)

When complimenting a buddy:

Do: Understate it. If you’re playing golf and he whacks a hole in one, your response should be something like, “That shot didn’t suck.” Compliment his new car, TV, gaming system, or power tool... even if yours is bigger and shinier and better.

Don’t: Compliment his appearance (as per MAXIM #72). Say that his daughter is hot or call her a DILF. Tell your roommate that you heard the walls shaking all night, and it sounds like he’s a real tiger in the sack.

 When complimenting a coworker:

Do: Ensure the right person gets the right credit. Don’t just lavish praise on the boss; speak up when the junior person worked until midnight. Acknowledge the behind-the-scenes stuff that gets overlooked. 

Don’t: Ever ask if someone “didn’t get the memo” or refer to those “TPS Reports.” No, these aren’t compliments but they’re very, very stale jokes. Telling them should be grounds for immediate dismissal. And you should never, ever compliment a woman’s appearance in the workplace. You must act as if women look like pencil sharpeners: they’re not pretty, not ugly; they’re just competent, sexless machines that get the job done, same as a man.

When complimenting in the bedroom:

Do: Make her feel sexy. Compliment her body. Say that what she’s doing feels good.

Don’t: Overdo it. An unrelenting stream of flattery isn’t sexy, it’s corny. Just shut up and fuck already, okay? Another don’t: if it’s early in the relationship, you should never say “I love your body” or “I love the way you feel” or whatever. This is how it might sound to her: “I love... [long, dreadful pause]... your body.” She might think you’re about to drop the L-Bomb, in which case she’ll either freak out or be disappointed. It’s the same reason you should never give her jewelry that comes in a ring-sized box. A final don’t: after oral sex, don’t say, “I can tell you’ve done that a lot. You’re a real pro.”

MAXIM EXCEPTIONS 

Less is more. You don’t need to be frugal, per se, but if every time you see your girlfriend you say she looks beautiful, you assume the risk of sounding like a cheese ball. Compliments should never gush from your mouth like perfumed diarrhea.



  
    
MAXIM #4 
NEVER SAY “BLOSSOM.” 

NOT ALL WORDS are created equal. They have connotations. Baggage. Words say more about you than your clothes, sunglasses, profession, or college diploma. Blindingly obvious? Maybe. But consider. Every year, millions of men shell out millions of dollars on John Varvatos suits, Tumi luggage, fashion magazines, and the like—all to improve their appearance. Fair enough. Yet how many of these same image-conscious men think about their vocabulary?

Which gets us back to the word “blossom.” In a single day you could run a marathon, slay a wild boar, and uproot a tree with your bare hands. If, at the end of that day, you say to your wife, “Sugarplums, our little boy is really starting to blossom,” you have just kneecapped an entire day of virility.

What if you’re talking about the growth of flowers, which is an accurate, legitimate use of the word “blossom”? Strike two. Men don’t talk about flowers. We’re not aware if flowers blossom or wilt; we’re only barely, grudgingly, aware of their existence.

But what if you’re talking about actual “cherry blossoms”? Strike three. No man could point out a cherry blossom. Unless he’s under physical duress, no man would even cop to knowing what a cherry blossom looks like. Is it a tropical plant? A dessert? A feminine hygiene product? We just don’t know. It’s like the etymology of San Diego—no one really knows.

Blossom is just an example. It headlines an entire echelon of words that should be avoided at all costs. Others include “okeydokey” (unless you’re under 10 years old and have no friends), “delightful,” “peachy,” “lovely,” “pizzazz,” “hooray,” and “treat.” And don’t forget “handsome.” You have absolutely no reason to ever use the word “handsome.”

Some questionable choices—use these at your own discretion—include “wonderful,” “hooray,” and “coolio.” “Super” may be used as a prefix (as in “superstructure”), but not as an adjective (“Boy, that sure sounds super.”)

MAXIM IN ACTION 

The most flagrant violators of the “blossom” rule, weirdly, are football sportscasters. Otherwise manly men like Joe Buck will watch a cornerback blitz, let out an appreciative whistle, and marvel, “Boy, Jim, that number twenty-three has really blossomed into an All-Pro starting cornerback.”

Um, guys? Remember your audience. Cornerbacks don’t blossom. Men don’t blossom. Little girls blossom into womanhood, a larva blossoms into a butterfly, and there’s damn little reason for men to ever comment on larvae or butterflies.

MAXIM EXCEPTIONS 

Sarcasm. When pulled off with just the right amount of scorn, you can get away with rolling your eyes and saying, “Yeah. That sounds like a real treat.” Or you could say with a withering look, “Right. That’d be fucking delightful.”

This is especially permissible if you’re rebuffing an idea that violates another maxim; like if your wife says, “Hey, honey, you’ve been watching the NFL draft for the last thirteen hours... why don’t we put on Pretty Woman?” Yeah. That sounds like a real treat.



  
    

MAXIM #5 
KEEP AN EMPTY URINAL BETWEEN YOU AND THE NEXT GUY.


IT’S SIMPLE PHYSICS. Leaving an empty urinal between you and the next guy, at its core, is a logical extension of Gay Lussac’s Law—the 1809 physics theory—which posits that gases will expand when heated. 

People seek space. You see it everywhere. In a crowded elevator, for instance, as some people exit, the remaining ones spread out, suddenly aware that they’ve been standing butt-to-crotch. At an empty beach, you wouldn’t plop your blanket next to the only other dude. Sitting next to a stranger in a crowded movie theater? Normal. In an empty one... creepy.

This law applies to men, women, and—as Gay Lussac realized—atoms and molecules, too. It’s universal.

So. Back to the toilet humor. Let’s say you’re in the men’s room. You have a wall full of urinals to choose from. Most are empty. If you urinate next to the only one being used, you’re making a statement. You’re running against the grain of physics, violating the universe’s very DNA. The poor guy with exposed sausage has every right to wonder: why?

Do you want to start a conversation? Idle chitchat is discouraged with penis in hand. Do you want to compare goods, size up the competition? You can do that online. Do you want to play a little “crossing the streams”? Just like in Ghostbusters, that results in “life as you know it stopping and every molecule in your body exploding at the speed of light.” 

MAXIM IN ACTION 

Football games can cause trouble. Gay Lussac’s 1809 experiment failed to consider the effects of alcohol and adrenaline, which temporarily offset our desire for space. As men stampede the bathrooms at Lambeau Field, say, their mutual outrage over a botched field goal might cause them—temporarily—to abandon decorum, urinate side by side, strike up conversations, and even break the ultimate taboo: make eye contact. This is the reason that sporting events stop selling alcohol in the fourth quarter.

MAXIM EXCEPTIONS 

There is one scenario—and only one—that forces you to make a tough judgment call. Imagine that a bathroom has three urinals. Two are unoccupied. There’s a dude using the one on the right. You’d use the one on the left, typically, to preserve your buffer. But. Now imagine this... the left-most urinal is a squatty little-boy urinal. Uh oh.

You have a dilemma. Both options are undesirable. If you go in the middle, you’re encroaching the buffer zone. If you go on the left, you’re a grown man who has chosen to pee-pee instead of piss.

What should you do? This, my friend, only you can answer. There are two schools of thought. An ideological schism, really. One camp contends that the buffer zone is inviolable, that you are to simply lower your trajectory and pretend you’re only four feet tall. The other philosophy? That if you use the middle stall, the dude on the right will know it’s because you’re avoiding the toddler urinal, thereby absolving you of responsibility. He’ll get it.

At what stage does life begin—conception, embryo, or birth? Does God exist? Middle stall or toddler stall? The three Big Questions. Choose wisely.



  
    
MAXIM #6 
PACK TWO PAIRS OF SHOES OR FEWER.

CAREFUL. THIS IS trickier than it looks. At first glance it seems simple: women pack too many shoes, men underpack, end of story, I get it, ha ha. What complicates matters, however, is that a conflicting theory states that like a good Eagle Scout, you should be prepared for anything, anywhere, always.

This creates a paradox. If it’s manly to always be prepared, and it’s also manly to carry around a heavy suitcase without wheels (for more on luggage and briefcases, see MAXIM #98) why wouldn’t it be the peak of virility, therefore, to pack your entire closet—ski boots et al.—proving you can lug around 170 pounds without breaking a sweat or crushing your vertebrae?


[image: 9781605506616_ps_0027_005.jpg] Figure 1.6. A complete wardrobe.



Because overpacking violates a more fundamental principle: your healthy dose of not giving a shit. Like Tyler Durden from Fight Club, you have the “ability to let that which does not matter... truly slide.” Overlooking the inconvenient fact that Tyler Durden either died or didn’t actually, you know, exist, he articulates a key premise of our gender—superficial things are simply irrelevant, and stressing about shoes only obscures what’s truly important.

By only packing two pairs of shoes you make a full-throated statement that you will not be fussy, you will not succumb to vanity, you will focus on your friends and your family and the fruits of your vacation. You have priorities. You will not get distracted with whether your tie matches your sneakers.

MAXIM IN ACTION 

My buddy Todd visited me in New York one weekend. When we met at Grand Central, he wheeled a suitcase that looked like a footlocker; it weighed eighty pounds and probably triggered some airport oversize fee. He said it was all essential.

At my place I watched him unpack, and he brought out jogging shoes (he doesn’t jog), hiking boots (or hike), brown leather boat shoes (or boat), a windbreaker (this he does), a winter coat (in August), three ties (just in case), and—this is what got me—a pillow. A pillow! Why is a grown man traveling with a pillow? He said that he has trouble sleeping and that when he travels, he’s more comfortable with his own feathery down. Todd has more trouble than sleeping. Learn from his failings.

MAXIM EXCEPTIONS 

Destination weddings. Pretend you’re a groomsman for a wedding in Puerto Vallarta. The weekend’s activities include hiking, whitewater rafting, golf, touring, dancing, and God knows what else. If you slavishly follow this rule, you’re stuck wearing a tuxedo and beach sandals. Which, while amusing, will incur the bride’s wrath and slap you with a lifetime friend probation. So when you have seven different photo-album events—with each of the seven events requiring a radically different outfit—then, and only then, may you pack more than two pairs. You get three.



  
    

MAXIM #7 
OUTPERFORM THE GPS. 

COMPUTERS HAVE THEIR uses. They can fetch stock quotes, calculate fantasy baseball stats, download porn, and maybe even a few other things. All things considered, men are okay with computers.

Until they overstep their bounds. When a GPS gives you directions that contradict your unfailing inner compass, you are right, the computer is wrong. Always. No collection of bits and bites, 1s and 0s, can possibly rival your lifetime experience of shortcuts, neighborhood savvy, and unerring nose for directions.
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