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INTRODUCTION


I did it again.


This time it happened so fast I didn’t even realize it. I never saw it coming. I thought it was going to be a fairly uneventful night. No such luck. The look on her face was as unmistakable as it was recognizable: the astounded scowl. The shake of the head in complete and utter disbelief. The look that says, “Did you really just do the horrible thing that you just did to me? Again!?” And then her words explode in my face like machine gun fire: “Is it that you don’t love me enough? Or is it that your needs just always come first? Or is it that you’re just too stupid to realize what I want?”


“THESE ARE MY OPTIONS?” I scream. “THESE ARE MY ONLY OPTIONS?”


The answer is number three, of course. The answer is always three. I’m just too stupid. But she doesn’t want to hear this. She thinks the fact that I’m a voracious reader and splendid conversationalist means that I should have a clue as to what she wants from me. But I don’t. Most of the time I’m not really sure what she’s upset about or even what the hell she’s talking about. Because frankly, while she’s totally loving and wonderful most of the time, the rest of the time she seems crazier than a shithouse rat. (And I mean this with all due affection, hon.)


The heat of this particular moment eventually died down, but over and over again we’d inevitably find ourselves plopped on our couch, staring forlornly into space, she wondering how I could be such an unfathomable imbecile, and I, once again, trying to figure out how she could be such a big bowl of wacko. But then one night, she just shrugged, threw up her hands, and as something like acceptance or defeat seemed to wash over her, she said, “That’s just it, isn’t it? It’s as simple as that.”


“What is?” I asked.


“Women are crazy and men are stupid.”


And suddenly all the lights in a dark world were turned on.


“Women are crazy. And men are stupid,” she said again.


“Now there’s your next book!” I exclaimed.


Jenny Lee, the person responsible for these brilliant words and my girlfriend, laughed off my suggestion, as authors are apt to do when someone says something to them like “Now there’s your next book!” (And to be fair, she once told me she was having a lot of “misdirected, overagonizing emotions” and I thought that was a good title for her next book, too. So perhaps title spotting isn’t one of my gifts.)


But the next day I found myself unable to shake this notion. The more I thought about it, the more it made me laugh and then nod knowingly to myself. But what was it that I knew? And how did I know that I knew it? Yet know it I did: Women are crazy. Men are stupid. It seemed like such a simple yet revelatory way of seeing things. I wondered if this could be the starting point from which to begin to understand the most important but vexing relationships in our lives.


I then mentioned the phrase to my friend Sean, a man often stumped by the actions of the fairer sex, and of his girlfriend in particular. Upon hearing these words, Sean laughed as I had and then did the exact same nodding knowingly thing. And I could see that the same lightbulb that had been turned on in my head was now on in his. He then spent the next three days telling his girlfriend that she was completely nuts and he was a total idiot. (They later broke up. I’m pretty sure it was due to more than just him doing that.)


The other reason this idea intrigued me so much was that in essence I’ve been living the subject of stupid men and crazy women my whole life. And in my work too. Much of my writing has been about clueless men and the insane women they’re clueless about. I’d written a play about the unbelievable struggle for the sexes just to communicate with each other, called Men Don’t Share. And my entire television career has been about men and women’s inability to comprehend one another. Most notably, I was a writer for four years on Home Improvement, the insanely popular television show with Tim Allen. I also knew that at forty-four I was now smart enough to put some things together I never had before, while still being stupid enough to keep it real. By the end of the day I knew I had to write this book.


I also knew I was too stupid to write it myself.


I needed help from the funniest, most honest, and balls-out craziest woman I knew. The person who’d said those magical words in the first place. When I approached Jenny that night about working together with me on this book, she was intrigued by the idea but wary about the possible detrimental effects it might have on our relationship. But I was undeterred. “We’ll do it together!” I enthused. “We’ll be the couple who writes together!” And that appealed to the romantic in her. She thought it was a lot more exciting than being the couple who takes ballroom dancing together.


So the next day I stood by the door waiting for Jenny to come home from her job writing for the TV show Samantha Who? And I could barely wait to share my freshly penned insights with her. Her reaction to my introduction went fairly well. But the first chapter—the one I was calling “Am I Fat?”—was of more concern to her. She took one look at the title and asked me, “Is this what you really think? That I’m fat?”


I immediately wished we’d gone ballroom dancing. Step, glide, glide. Step, glide, glide …


JENNY: When my darling boyfriend, Howard, came to me and said that he thought we should write a book together I wasn’t sure if he was joking or not (welcome to the world of two comedy writers living together). So I defaulted to what I hoped his answer would be, which is that of course he was joking. Ha. Ha. Ha. Look at you, my funny guy. I mean, that’s the craziest thing I’ve ever heard of, and who better to know crazy than me, get it? And not only is it the craziest thing I’ve ever heard of, but it’s also downright stuu—oh shit—pid, which is when I knew he wasn’t joking.


He was serious, so much so that he had already written the introduction to a book that wasn’t even written yet, as well as chapter 1, which was entitled “Am I Fat?” (Later retitled at gunpoint.) Now before I could even begin to wax poetic on the insanity of this endeavor, I found myself first tackling the more important task, which was to find out who exactly was this “Am I Fat?” person in question—you know, the person that he was referencing—because I knew, or rather I prayed to god for his sake, that Howard, my love, knew better than to write about me when it came to this particular topic. Because as everyone in the world knows, even the stupid ones, nothing makes a woman go from zero to crazy faster than the topic of her weight.


His first indicator that crazy had come a-knockin’ was the tone of my voice when I said, “So, uh, who did you write about in chapter one? Hmmm?” The second and more leading indicator was that I wouldn’t even let him answer the question I’d just asked him. “I’m just wondering because I know you would never write about me when it comes to said topic, right?”


There were five full seconds of us blinking at each other with no one speaking before we both lunged for the chapter that was lying between us on the dining room table. Tie. We each had a grip from either side, and unfortunately, I had it upside down, so I had a hard time scanning the first page, which to be fair did not have my name on it. But given his white knuckles and the bead of sweat that was now traveling south on his forehead, I knew the answer.


“Are you insane?” I asked.


Through gritted teeth he responded, “Isn’t that your department?”


Not funny. With one big heave-ho (and maybe I yelled out, “Spider on your head!”) I managed to get the pages away from him and I took off upstairs. He followed in hot pursuit, shouting at me, “See, this is what I mean. You’re acting crazy. Come on, we’re comedy writers! We exaggerate for the sake of the funny! It’s our job. We have to eat.”


I shouted back, “I’m a fat woman, don’t you think I know we have to eat?!”


HOWARD: That’s when I realized: Hey, wait a minute. She’s acting totally crazy. She’s now being the crazy woman that this book is about. It’s the book in action! It’s living proof of the premise! This is great! Except for one thing. If she’s acting crazy, me acting stupid can’t be far behind. It’s like a cause and effect. But I’ve always maintained that she’s the cause and I’m just the effect.


JENNY: I stormed back down the stairs, having found the damning evidence in the middle of page two: “So this morning when she glanced in the mirror, inspecting her tummy …” EEGADS, this wasn’t stupid; this was suicide. “Inspecting my tummy? Really? Inspecting my tummy.” (He winced again; sarcastic repetition on my part meant there would be no mercy.) “Wow, so interesting that I would be inspecting my tummy when this morning you insisted that I didn’t even have a tummy.” I shrieked, “I knew it! You think I’m fat!”


“I don’t think you’re fat. I think you’re beautiful.”


Was he kidding me? Did he actually think that buttering me up with the ol’ “you’re beautiful” line was going to save his sorry ass? Didn’t he know that I was holding all the proof I needed in my hands before him? I shook the pages in his face just in case he had forgotten. “You [shake] do [shake] too [shake] think [shake] I’m [shake] fat. It’s right here in black and white. Are you calling me a liar too?”


Suddenly, he gave me his most adorable smile. “See? Look how crazy you are right now, cupcake.”


HOWARD: Let’s just say I found out it’s never a good idea to call a woman “cupcake” while on the subject of her weight. But it was now more clear than ever how qualified we were to write this book. And let’s face it, a lot of books about relationships have self-proclaimed “experts” with suspect, if any, credentials in their chosen field. Even memoirs by drug addicts aren’t real! But I’m not one of these slick smart guys tossing off pearls of wisdom from high atop Mount Evolved. No, I’m the real deal. I’m an incredibly dumb man. A genuine dunce. I have years and years of stupidity with women under my belt from which to draw knowledge. And I have witnesses. Women all across this nation ready to blurb this book attesting to my idiocy.


And no one is more qualified to talk about “crazy” than Jenny. I mean, she’s such a major nut bag that—Uh, you know, on second thought, I probably shouldn’t brag about my girlfriend. I could go on and on about her but I don’t want to gush.


JENNY: “This book is a bad idea, like big time.” Sometimes it’s best to just say it plain and simple. I explained that his realization (in the unfortunately titled chapter “Am I Fat?”) that a man should never engage in the “Am I fat?” debate with a woman was pretty smart for a big dummy. But to then write about his allegedly fat girlfriend was beyond stupid, because by doing so he was in fact engaging a woman (me) in the “Am I fat?” discussion, which he supposedly realized he should never do. Plus, he was proposing that he continue writing about all the stupid things that he does to make me crazy. How is that not going to annoy the crap out of me?


HOWARD: But this book is not about finger pointing, I explained. It’s about coming out of denial that we’re not these stupid, insane people and understanding how we all got so stupid and crazy in the first place. And what we can do about it now, if we’re able to recognize who we really are and shine a light on some of our less deft moments in relationships. I mean, if one man could be even a little less stupid and one woman a little less crazy from reading this book, wouldn’t that be an amazing thing?


JENNY: It’s not that I didn’t believe the title of the book to be true. (As I was the one who said it in the first place.) But I calmly explained that, sure, we could write a very funny book about men being stupid and women being crazy that could actually help couples communicate better, and we certainly could use our own relationship as fodder for this hilarious and insightful book. And I even acquiesced that hands down, there were probably no two people better suited than us to write such a book, seeing that we were just stupid and crazy enough to do it, but that was my whole point.


“Whuh?”


(This is the quintessential noise a stupid man makes when he doesn’t understand a crazy woman. It’s a combination of “What?” and “Huh?”) Of course I knew why he was confused: What I seemed to be saying was that we should write this book together. But of course he was too stupid to understand that what I was really saying was the complete opposite of what I’d just said.


HOWARD: Whuh?


JENNY: He kept telling me that the beauty of the book was that it wasn’t one-sided, and that America wanted—no, America deserved to know that the only thing that equaled the dizzying heights of his own stupidity was that his girlfriend was “crazier than a shithouse rat.” OHMYGOD! What was he doing? I wailed, “What man is stupid enough to call his girlfriend that when speaking to his actual girlfriend? You’re doing it AGAIN!”


“Again? I don’t know what I did the first time! And it’s not like I called you a shithouse rat outright, it was merely a metaphor for your craziness!”


This is when I interrupted him, speaking in a tone of voice like that of a woman whose straitjacket isn’t securely tied—a little raspy and a lotta scary. “I know what a metaphor is.”


HOWARD: She did look scary. Her eyes grew cold and dark and beady and whatever’s smaller than beady.


JENNY: Then I dropped the bomb. “This book will break us up.”


“We’re not going to break up over the book,” he pooh-poohed.


Wow, who died and made him king of the future?


“How can you say that? You don’t know what’s going to happen.”


“And neither do you!”


He then did that thing where he takes off his glasses and rubs his face. This can either be read that he’s tired or that he’s trying to make sure that his eyeballs are secure in his head so they don’t pop out as I go on.


HOWARD: “This book is not going to break us up!” I yelled again.


Unless it does. Then I’m stupid. And alone. I’m a lonely stupid man wishing I had me some crazy.


JENNY: “Fine, fine,” I said in the way women for centuries have been saying “fine” when we really mean “not fine.” “Even if the book doesn’t break us up—and it will—how are we going to write it? How are crazy and stupid going to work together? Especially on a book about how crazy and stupid they are?!”


“But the book isn’t just about us,” he shot back. “It’s about everyone!”


“You keep saying that, but every time you sit down to write it’s all about you being a moron and me being fat!”


“But that’s America!”


“So I am fat?!”


“NOOOO!”


HOWARD: At this point a smarter man would have just abandoned ship. But one of the best things about my stupidity has always been the blind determination that comes along with it. I explained that since what I’d written had already upset her so much, I would write half the book and she would write the other half. “And we won’t read each other’s work! That way we’re free to write how we really feel without fear of hurting each other. And we can then produce a book that will be more honest, more insightful, and more truthful.”


“And how are we going to manage to write a book and not read it?” she asked.


“It’s not like we won’t read our own sections!” I explained. “And we’ll just write an author’s note on the first page. ‘Note to reader: The authors of this book have not actually read it. And please don’t tell them what’s in it.’”


There was a pause as even I tried to comprehend what I’d just said.


Then we both sank into the couch in our usual dispirited positions, both staring into the wall for answers that never seemed to come. Finally I turned to her and said, “You really think writing this book could break us up?”


“It’s a very real possibility,” she said sadly. “I mean, it’s not like a relationship isn’t hard enough when you’re just in denial about everything. But to actually bring stuff into the open and write about it—”


JENNY: Then Howard stopped me and pulled me into his arms. I was on the verge of tears and refused to look up at him. Stalemate. A perfect example of crazy locking horns with stupid. There we were, two people who loved each other and greatly respected each other’s intelligence and sense of humor unable to find common ground. He threw his hands up in the air. “Okay. Forget the book. You are more important than any stupid book.” He said it begrudgingly but I do think sincerely.


“Really?” Always a good idea to confirm.


He shrugged. “Yes, really.”


I hugged him and he hugged me back. I kissed him and he kissed me back. Yay. I was happy. “I think we should write the book together.”


There was a long silence and then he said what I knew he would.


“Whuh?”


In the end, we opted for a format in which Howard writes a chapter and then Jenny writes a response to it. (Except for chapter 4, which takes on the epic stupid/crazy subject of romance and Jenny just couldn’t wait to respond so she jumped in much earlier.) The book is not so much a “he said/she said” as it is a “he says/she reacts.” And yes, we both have read the whole book. It’s really good! Turn the page!





1 
THE HISTORY OF CRAZY AND STUPID


WHICH CAME FIRST? THE CRAZY OR THE STUPID?


The main reason women are crazy is that men are stupid.


—GEORGE CARLIN


No doubt exists that all women are crazy; it’s only a question of degree.


—W. C. FIELDS


I drove a woman to an ashram once.


And when I say “drove” I don’t mean in a car. And when I say “ashram” I do mean one of those places where you renounce sex and all your worldly possessions and chant “om shanti om” all day.


I drove her to an ashram. Where she lived for a good many years.


According to her I drove her crazy.


And when she says “drove her crazy” she doesn’t mean that she was French, we made love by the Seine, and she squealed, “Oooh la la, monsieur! You drive me craaaazeee!” She means it more like “Hello? Insane asylum? Have a padded room and a straitjacket ready. I’ll be there by three.”


And she wasn’t French.


Whether it was really me that drove her crazy or whether she was prone to crazy to begin with is a question we spent a lot of time debating. Perhaps it was just an unfortunate combination of the two. But as my friend Stephen said to me at the time, “I’m gonna give you a bye on this one. But if your next girlfriend ends up moving to an ashram, I’m gonna know it’s you.” Well, I’m happy to note that none of my subsequent girlfriends (or one ex-wife) have moved to an ashram. At least not yet. But in an informal survey of these women one consistent theme emerges: my stupidity. And when they say “stupidity” it’s not my lack of knowledge of state capitals that they’re referring to, but more a kind of cluelessness they felt I showed in dealing with them. And their needs. In the end, they maintain it was my stupidity that drove them crazy. Which is interesting, because I always felt that it was their craziness that drove me stupid.


But that’s just the problem, isn’t it? So what’s the answer?


Which came first, the crazy or the stupid?


It’s the million-dollar question we all want the answer to. Are women crazy because men are stupid? Or are men stupid because women are crazy? Not surprisingly, the way we answer these two questions divides us quite neatly along gender lines. Because let’s face it, we all have a lot invested in the answer. Women maintain that over the course of their lives they are driven slowly and methodically crazy by stupid men. And men maintain that it’s impossible for any man to act smartly with a woman who’s out of her freaking mind. If we can just prove one came first, the other side will have blaming rights for all eternity.


If only it were that simple.


Yes, there is an answer to which came first, the stupid or the crazy.


And the answer is here.


But I warn you, it offers only cold comfort to all you potential gleeful blamers. As in chemistry, every action causes a reaction, which in turn causes another reaction. Stupid causes crazy, which causes more stupid, which then results in more crazy, and so on. Only by going back and tracing the tortured and confused history of men acting stupid and women acting crazy from its very beginnings can we begin to fully understand the origins of insanity in the age of stupidity. Or the origins of stupidity in the age of insanity.


And as for blaming rights, don’t worry, there’s plenty to go around.


THE MYSTERY SOLVED


The history of men acting stupid is a long and varied one that always ends up with some idiot starting another war. But modern male stupidity as it applies specifically to women is far more interesting and relevant to our purposes. It actually has its roots in the playgrounds of our youth. It was there that we first became aware of girls. It was also there that we first realized that we liked these strange creatures. They made us feel funny. But good funny. A kind of warm and gushy funny. Of course in those early years it wasn’t acceptable to talk about these new feelings with our peers for fear we’d get rightly harangued about the dangers of cooties. But still, we wanted this five-year-old ponytailed goddess to know that we had a thing for her. So what did we do?


We hit her.


Or pushed her into the mud and laughed at her. (I’m so sorry, Susan Freyberg.)


And here our stupidity begins.


But how could it be any other way? We never had a chance. The hit and the shove (and once again, I apologize, Susie) were the only ways we knew to express ourselves! They were our way of saying, “Hey, I know it’s not cool for us to be hanging out ’cause of the whole cooties thing, but I dig you.” And that blows up in our faces. She starts crying and we’re completely unprepared for that. And she keeps crying until some adult explains to her that we hit her because we like her.


And here her craziness begins.


“Wait a minute. He shoves me into a mud puddle because he likes me? What is he? A five-year-old imbecile? My hamster is smarter than him!”


We’re then beckoned into a lifetime of stupidity by some “well-meaning” adult who tells us not to hit but to “use our words.” And here the wheels start to come off an already wobbly go-kart. Words are hard enough for grown men, let alone little boys. But still, we come up with a way to express ourselves. Because we just have to be around this fascinating but vexing softer creature. So we start to joke around with her. Like we do with our buddies. And it makes complete sense to us because jokes are words. And jokes are fun! And who doesn’t like to have fun?!


Apparently, little girls.


Who, once again, run from the room hysterical, in tears, because they think we’re making fun of them. And we are! But only because we like them! This is once again explained to the five-year-old ponytailed goddess (see? it was because I liked you, Cindy Cirello), who once again wonders at her own sanity. “Okay, first the idiot punches me because he likes me. And now he’s calling me names because he likes me? What does a boy do when he DOESN’T like you? AND HOW WILL I EVER BE ABLE TO TELL THE DIFFERENCE?!”


An inauspicious beginning to be sure.


So now, with mistrust, uncertainty, and confusion abounding—all before puberty even sets in—both sexes limp back to their respective corners and spend the next few years in relative seclusion from each other. As the seasons of elementary school turn, we stealthily watch the “other” and study their every move.


And boy, do they move differently from us.


We live amongst them but we are not of them. (Kind of like Jane Goodall and the apes.) We observe our parents’ relationship hoping to glean a tip or two about the whole sexual divide thing. (More often than not Mom and Dad are an advertisement for what not to do.) We watch television, and that’s an even worse distortion of intergender relationships.


But then something happens.


Magically, certain things start to sink in. We learn that boy humor is different from girl humor. We also begin to understand the finer points of conversation. Or at least the basics. It becomes clear that asking a girl about herself and what she likes to do is always a good opener. Around sixth grade we’re actually getting somewhere. We’re talking to girls. And they’re talking back! When we make jokes now they seem to be laughing in all the right places. We’ve actually taken our first few baby steps to understanding the fairer sex.


Then summer vacation comes.


And when all the girls come back for seventh grade they have boobs.


And everything we’ve learned up to that point immediately gets knocked out of our heads.


Yes. Done in by boobs. That’s right. It was boobs that done us wrong.


What used to be a simple conversation with a girl can no longer be simple. Or even a conversation. “Hi, Boobra! Uh, Barbara! How was your summer, Boob—Barb!” And of course the girl’s actual name was probably something more like Pam Hoberman. (I’m so sorry, Pammy!)


Now when a girl starts to talk, a thick London fog blows over our brains.


Can’t think. Boobs.


Can’t talk. Boobs.


What’s her name again? Boobs.


What’s my name again? Boobs.


I’d like to say we’re back to square one, but it’s far worse than that. Because boobs completely overtake the part of men’s minds where “women knowledge” used to be. Nothing can get in. And nothing can get out. And it’s almost like we’ve never learned anything at all. We revert to maturity levels heretofore unseen in our behavior up to this point. In the cafeteria we giggle as we eat chicken breast. In chemistry, we guffaw as we ask a pal to hand us a test boob. And thinking we’ve discovered clever wordplay, we tell everyone it’s called algebra! “Get it? Alge-bra!”


And thus one more log is thrown onto her crazy fire.


And who can blame her? We’ve checked out on her just as we were starting to communicate. So when she finally cries out, “You’re talking to my boobs!” her mind has already started its slow but steady descent into madness. “But it’s not our fault! It’s the boobs!” we shout after the girl who’s turned her back on us. (Just the first of many women’s backs we’ll be speaking to over the coming years.) But still, we insist: Men don’t make men dumb. Boobs make men dumb.


But we know better. One need only look at the evolution of the word “boob.” It is now commonly used to refer to a stupid man. As in “He’s a boob!” Or “What a boob that guy is!” When people say “Can you believe the boobs in Washington?” I can assure you they’re not talking about Hillary. To paraphrase the great Al Capp: I have seen the boobs. And they is us.


Now obviously, many boys overcome “boob fog” and go on to have healthy, happy relationships. Unfortunately, many other boys turn into paunchy men who sit on the couch all day watching, yes, the boob tube.


It’s also interesting to note that something completely unexpected happens at the juncture where boy meets boob. This is the moment where gay men historically begin to overtake straight men in their knowledge of women. Their keen insight into women and what makes them tick all begins to flower because they’re not distracted by boobs. So they can actually listen to what women have to say. This is a huge advantage when trying to learn about women. So the people who could actually benefit from this knowledge never get it. And the ones who do get it could care less.


The history of stupid and crazy is chock-full of ironies such as this.


DAMN YOU, BOOBS!


In the years immediately following the return of the seventh-grade girls from their summer vacations, the sexes are once again lost to each other for a time. A long time. Yes, there is dating and crushes and making out and things done in cars in awkward positions. But in terms of understanding each other there is very little progress. Junior high and high school serve as a retreat from the great strides we seemed to be making PB (pre-boobs). Girls find solace in newly formed cliques founded often on nothing more than bonding over how stupid boys are. And the boys retreat to their bedrooms and pretty much masturbate until they leave for college.


THE COLLEGE CRUSH


College is where the next great chapter in the history of stupid and crazy is written. Because college is a time of incredible growth for both sexes. It’s where stupid boys graduate into stupid men and crazy girls blossom into full-fledged nut jobs. This cementing of our identities is not the tragedy it appears to be at first glance. Because in college we fall in love for real for the first time.


And love changes everything.


Love, or whatever it is that keeps us up late in the dorm room smoking cigarettes, drinking, obsessing, and talking incessantly about our feelings, is as momentous an event as when we first discovered each other’s existence on the playground so many years ago. But now the stakes are higher. Because it’s love.


And love changes everything.


Men are still stupid, yes. But now we’re stupid in the service of love. And there is no higher calling. And if women are driven crazy by love, then so be it. Nothing in the universe is bigger. This isn’t about touching boobies or hiding them under big sweaters anymore. We’re now crazy and stupid on a whole new level.


THE LESSONS OF ELIZABETH


I was sitting in my required freshman creative writing class. And she walked in. And nothing was ever the same. I was transfixed. To this day, I really don’t know why I fell so hard and so fast. It wasn’t quite her looks. It wasn’t quite her loud, unapologetic personality. It wasn’t quite the way she insisted she was “from Philly” when she was actually from southern New Jersey. It might have been her generous laugh, an unself-conscious cackle that seemed to give me the validation I’d apparently been craving my entire life. Whatever it was or wasn’t, one thing was for sure: She was the woman of my dreams.


We became fast friends. Then good friends. Then eat-every-meal-in-the-cafeteria-together friends. Then talk-several-times-a-day friends. And then knock-on-each-other’s-dorm-room-door-at-any hour-of-the-day-or-night friends.


And then I said I wanted to be more than friends.


And then she said she was fine just being friends.


And then I said I really, really wanted to be more than friends.


And then she said she really, really valued our friendship.


And then she started talking about Bob. Bob was her high school boyfriend who was now in college in San Francisco. And she seemed to think that she and Bob were still “a thing.” I seemed to think they weren’t.


This was just the first of many misinterpretations on my part. I thought it was obvious that there was something spectacular and life-altering happening between us and it couldn’t be denied.


She denied it.


I then set out to prove that she loved me as much as I loved her. That’s right. I was going to prove to her that what she felt was not love was actually love.


I’d gone to a whole new level of stupid.


Every chance I got I would point out to her how wonderful I was and how happy she was with me. I also never missed a chance to show her how unhappy she was with anyone but me—especially anyone named Bob.


She started to get irritated with me.


I started to get irritated that she was so irritated.


She finally told me she was upset that I wanted to have a sexual relationship with her. She considered this a betrayal of our friendship. She was disappointed in me because we were supposed to be friends. I said, “FRIENDS CAN FUCK! FRIENDS SHOULD FUCK! IF YOU CAN’T FUCK YOUR FRIENDS, WHO CAN YOU FUCK?!”


Then she said maybe we shouldn’t talk for a while.


And we didn’t talk for a while.


Then in the middle of the night several weeks later I called her. Sweaty and overwrought, I asked her if anything was ever going to happen between us. That’s right. After being rejected repeatedly for three months straight I asked her to clarify her feelings about our future. It seems a rather daft question considering all that had gone before. But I persisted nonetheless.


“Is anything ever going to happen between us?”


“No.”


“When you say ‘no’ do you actually mean ‘yes’?”


“No.”


“No yes? Or no no?”


Then she sighed deeply and said, “We’re parallel lines.”


I said, “Whuh … ?”


She repeated, “We’re parallel lines.”


I again said, “Whuh … ?”


She said, “Parallel lines. We can get very close but we’ll never touch.”


That’s what she said: “We can get very close but we’ll never touch.”


Even now I feel something akin to getting kicked repeatedly in the groin with a hard-toed shoe when I think of those words. It was the worst thing anyone had ever said to me up until that point. (I’ve since gone to Hollywood and had much, much worse said to me.) But I was a young man in love. And this burnt a hole through my tender heart.


But thank god she said it.


And said it in that terrible way. Because I finally got it. It finally pervaded the all-encompassing fog that was obscuring my brain from all reason. I was finally able to realize that all the time she was telling me she just wanted to be friends, she actually just wanted to be friends. It seems a remarkably simple concept these many years later. But love will make you stupid every time. And I was a fool for love. And there are worse things to be. But a fool for love is still a fool.


In the end, what drove Elizabeth nuts was that I simply didn’t listen to her. Repeatedly.


Not listening to a woman is the final nail in her crazy coffin.


Men don’t listen to women for various reasons. Most often it’s because we just don’t want to. It’s confusing. And loud. And it takes so much concentration. It’s like listening to a different language. Who has that kind of time? But when we don’t listen to women, they start to feel a lack of trust in us, and guess what it reminds them of? The first day of seventh grade when all we could do was stare at their boobs.


Yes. Stupid on a whole new level just results in the same old crazy.


A VERY BRIEF HISTORY OF STUPID AND CRAZY


To review:


We hit them on the playground because we liked them.


Then we made fun of them until they cried.


Then we stared at their boobs.


Then we didn’t listen to them. Repeatedly.


WHO WOULDN’T BE CRAZY AFTER ALL THIS? So what does this history of stupid and crazy teach us? It teaches us definitively, once and for all, that yes, THE STUPID CAME FIRST. And men all over this universe bear the responsibility of fighting their innate idiocy and making the world a better place for all women. But before all the women reading this march down Fifth Avenue with signs that say THE STUPID CAME FIRST, remember one thing: Stupid can be cured. But crazy is often forever. That’s right. Men can get less stupid. It’s an arduous process, no doubt, that requires many, many hours of dedicated learning. But it’s still easier than getting less crazy. And yet, that’s what a woman must attempt in order to do her part to bridge the divide with her man.


A woman’s sanity can be so fragile that even relatively stable women can get “defensive crazy.” The very idea that the man they love is going to act stupid in the future makes them crazy even before he does anything stupid. Yes. They get crazy on spec! This then results in “My man can’t ever do right” syndrome, which is a complete disaster.


I told you this was complicated.


But in her first response, I’m sure Jenny will give us all great insight into how a woman’s mind actually works.
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