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Introduction










This is Dick Masterson. Welcome to my book,Men Are Better Than Women .




First of all, let me congratulate you. You have taken the first and manliest steps of an unforgettable journey down the road of your own greatness. You may have noticed by now that you’re a man. That makes you better than over half the people on earth. Those people are called women. Any women reading this are cautioned to put the book down and walk away. Also, try not to make a big deal out of it like you’re some kind of woman Jesus. Jesus was a man, and no matter how outraged you are that the cutest sales guy in the office will only text message you when he’s drunk at 3:00 a.m., you can’t change that. Try losing a little weight and not acting so desperate. For example: Don’t write back.




You women are delicate creatures and don’t have the stomachs or the brains to look into the supernova of raw and uncensored man-logic that comprises this book. Your fragile woman-psyches cannot stand the depths of sophomoric intellect this book conjures on every page. Women, feel free to go broaden your horizons with healing crystals, Feng Shui wheels, or any of that other new-age monkey shit. Ever wonder why no one who anyone respects—like your father or Donald Trump—buys into that crap? Of course you don’t, because you’re a woman. You don’t wonder about anything.




Now that all the women have fucked off, let me truly welcome you men to my book, because you’re in for a treat: hours of discovering why having a penis is super awesome, and why having the opposite is super crappy. I’m talking about a vagina.




This book is about celebrating what it is to be a man. It’s about celebrating our man-horsepower and our resourcefulness. Men are like Smurfs. When we get together in large numbers, we can fuck up Gargamels hundreds of times our size. Gargamels like the Hoover Dam and global warming. Men fix all kinds of shit.




This book is not only an illustration of man’s awesomeness in the face of the impossible. It is also about pausing for a man-moment and reflecting on our deep and mature emotional nature—an emotional nature which is easily ten times deeper and more mature than that of women.




Men Are Better Than Womenis about going out on the hunt and tearing the guts out of things just to see what they’re made of. It’s about inventing fire and rocket ships and mechanical Tyrannosaurus Rexes that can crush cars with their jaws. This book is unadulterated truth incarnate, and like a mighty man–mother eagle feeding its young, I am about to throw up nutrient-rich knowledge directly into your eyes.




Open wide.







—Dick















CHAPTER 1





The Only Real No-Collar Job Is in a Dress










Since the beginning of time, men have worked their asses off without any expectation of gratitude or accolade. That’s because we’re men. We worked before we even invented money. Men are driven in a sick way to get the job done at any cost. It’s a sickness called “competence.”




If you’ve ever had a job, you’ll have learned two things: Taxes suck (which is no surprise because women invented them), and women can’t do anything.




Women fuck everything up. Women are like Febreze Fabric Refresher, except instead of getting out your toughest odors, they accidentally call their ex-boyfriend drunk and then won’t stop crying for the rest of the night. Women will even fuck up a visit to a strip club. That’s unfuckupable! A man couldn’t fuck that up if he tried.




Women are a blight on the workforce bigger than flu season, Super Bowl sickness, and funny Internet videos combined. I, Dick Masterson, have gone out of my way to catalog the many ways men are better than women in all professions, and I have done so without thought of gratitude or accolade. I did it because, like all men, I, too, suffer from the crippling disease of competence.




DICK’S SEVEN DEADLY JOBS A WOMAN SHOULD NEVER EVER HAVE




I’ve often said that a penny saved is a woman fired. If you run a business, you know exactly what I’m talking about. Women can grind the gross production of a company from a mighty horn of commerce down to a little nub. That’s only money, though. We men can always make more of it, or we can invent some new money maybe, like junk bonds or options or Spanish doubloons that have chocolate in them. The point is, there are some jobs in which women cost more than money. Sometimes, they cost lives.




I present my list of Seven Deadly Jobs a Woman Should Never Ever Have. If you or someone you know can put a stop to hiring women in any of these vocational fields, go ahead and throw your manly weight around.




1. Attorney




There was a time when lawyers were not hated like vermin. Do you know what happened between then and now? Women joined the practice of law.




In 1970, women made up 10 percent of first-year law students. Those were probably the “lesbians” of the day. “Lesbians” are all faking it, by the way; that’s why it’s in quotations. Actually, those 10 percent were more likely the daughters of smart, rich men who wanted to secure smart, rich husbands for their little princesses, so let’s forget about “lesbians” for the moment; the rest of the world certainly has.




Lawyers weren’t hated in the decades past. RememberNight Court ? That show was full of lawyers, and everyone loved it. Today, women have bumblefucked their way into 44 percent of first-year law students, and guess what? Now everyone fucking hates lawyers.




Women have an aura of ruination about them. The French probably have a cool word for it, but I don’t know French because I’m a man. Perhaps it has something to do with their two half-retarded X chromosomes. If you’ve ever tried to force two similarly charged magnets together, you know that it doesn’t work.




Imagine a woman. What’s she doing? Is she marrying someone who gave her gonorrhea? Or is she just still fucking him and keeping a bottle of Suprax under the pillow? Maybe she’s convincing her boyfriend not to take an incredible job overseas because she wants to sit around Miami-Dade County, Florida, with her bitch friends and pursue a master’s in art history?




The point is, women lawyers are just women in fancy suits with three-year JS degrees in the school of keeping their yaps shut.




Law school is Chinese water torture for women, but instead of water getting dropped in one spot for three years, women are just made to look like the dumbest imbeciles on earth every time they open their mouths. It’s mouth-shutting training, and I recommend that all women go to law school. But for fuck’s sake, don’t let them practice law.




When your woman lawyer drops your case to get pregnant, you will find yourself in the lurch with a fistful of subpoenas and an assful of foot from your ex-wife’s co-council.




Being a lawyer and being a man make a person a unique combination of equity and fairness. That’s why men invented the law. Being a lawyer and being a woman makes a person a sexual-harassment nightmare. As if the world needed any more frivolous lawsuits.




2. Soldier




Women have no place in anything where incompetence doesn’t equal results. That means women have no place anywhere except attracting a mate and fucking up their birth control. Men are suckers for damsels in distress. We men value honesty in our life partners, and we realize that women who constantly fuck up are merely being honest with us. Fucking up for women is almost a virtue.




But let’s not get silly here. This isn’t a book about slap-dicking and patting women on the back. Fucking up for women is not a real virtue, because they’re not doing it on purpose. No one can fault women for their incompetence. We can only fault them for lying about it.




The Marine Corps is the toughest branch in the military, comprising America’s top 1 percent. Now America’s bottom 50 percent, women, think someone saved them a seat at the table. Sorry, ladies, the table of honor is reserved.




We men kind of man-fucked ourselves here. With all the technological fucking wonderments we invented, like satellites and wrist communicators, women in the military have automatic compensation for their cartographically-challenged brains and their inability to communicate. It’s also our fault for keeping the world so fucking safe for the last fifty years. I can barely remember the name of the last major war, and women can’t even remember that constantly talking about blow jobs makes them sound like sluts. How the fuck are they supposed to remember history? More than likely, they’ve forgotten that the Army is all about fighting in wars and not about getting free money for plastic surgery.




Any female soldier who says she’s enlisting for the right reasons is full of shit. Women never do anything for the right reasons. Sure, they drive to places and eventually figure out how to turn on your stereo even though you expressly fucking told them not to touch it, but rest assured, they weren’t doing any of it on purpose. Women might get to the end of the maze without having their hands held, but they don’t know how it happened. It’s just random, like a blind chicken pecking in the dark.




The right reasons for joining the Army are honor and country and the protection of liberties. G.I. Jane wouldn’t know the right reasons if they waltzed up and offered to help her carry something heavy, like her gun.




Women treat war like they treat divorces or stolen parking spaces. It’s their chance to stick it to the other guy, and if there’s a chance someone is going to get his dick cut off while no one’s looking, then that would be just fantastic. Can you imagine such a sick mentality at play on the battlefield? I’ve seen women pull shit at day care centers that the Nazis would’ve denounced.




3. Doctor




Women are killing us.




I mean that figuratively, like when you tell a woman to change the channel from her stupid show on Lifetime and she asks you which remote is for the TV for the fuck-hundredth time. The TV doesn’t change the channel, the cable box does. That kills me figuratively.




But women are also killing us literally, too.




Any med school diversity handout organization will tell you that young women are breaking down the barriers of the medical profession. They’re actually breaking down not just the barriers, but the whole medical profession.




Statistics from the University of Cape Town Medical School tell me something I already knew: Women are lazy as fuck. After taking up valuable space in med school, female graduates follow their lackluster educations with lackluster specializations. These female specializations include psychiatry, pediatrics, obstetrics, and the most wasted specialty of them all: motherhood. Women suck up medical degrees like they’re inexhaustible, only to throw them right into the trash along with the placenta.




If I can’t get a new liver because some lady doctor was on her goldbrick, eighteen-month maternity leave, I will be pretty upset. Not that it would matter to her, of course. Once women have children, that’s all they care about. About three days after having a kid, a woman discovers the endless rewards of a career in lazy babysitting.




Being a mother and raising children is the easiest fucking thing in the world. Being a doctor is the opposite. Motherhood is a million times easier than psychiatry and pediatrics and whatever other bullshit specialization women cop out with, and motherhood is especially about a billion times easier than brain surgery and liver transplants and all gory jobs medical men specialize in.




Men grab healing by the balls.




4. Civil Servant




Last Tuesday I spent the evening on my porch with a fine cigar and a glass of that Rare Kentucky Bourbon. I was attempting to light my cigar with an entire book of matches because I had seen someone do that on television and it looked really cool, only to find that matches are more flammable than they look. As I stomped out the book of matches and a small trash-can fire, I found myself thinking:If I had just caught the house on fire, would I feel safe knowing there’s a two percent chance my rescue could be blundered by a lady fireman? Two percent of firemen are ladies.




Men are better than women at being firemen and policemen and any other job that ends in “men.” Men are stronger with our muscles and we’re faster with our feet. What more proof do you need? How about a built-in hose? What woman knows how to properly handle a hose? And what lady fireman could carry a burning child from a burning building with the giant chip she’s got on her shoulder? Supporting lady policemen and lady firemen kills burning children. As men, it’s our responsibility to look after our burning children. Who the fuck else is going to do it?




Thousands of people have suffered in a crisis due to women’s lack of strength, speed, and quick, rational thinking. You can blame female firefighters for that. And even more people have been bored to death because someone couldn’t tell a funny joke about some lady doing something dumb because there was a woman around. You can thankall women for that.




I dropped my wallet down a storm drain one time, and because I couldn’t tear the steel grating out of the ground, I lost it. Well, fuck me…but imagine if that wallet were a baby, and that steel grate were some kind of problem that required a brain. If I were a lady policeman, that baby would have sailed straight down the drain on a raft of incompetence.




5. Teacher




Children are our future. Half of them are, anyway. And fucking up with children is almost as bad as fucking up ourselves, real-time. I have never learned anything from a female teacher except how to lose control of a classroom. Everything else I’ve ever learned has been from a man.




There are a handful of questions you can ask any woman to get her to talk about deep, personal things—which is another way of saying mindless, repetitive bullshit that will get you laid. Women are like outboard motors of sex. No matter how long they’ve been sitting, you just have to give them the right yank in the form of “appearing to give a shit,” and they’ll be purring in seconds.




One effective yank is the question, “Who was your best schoolteacher?”




All women have a “best” teacher and it’s always some other woman. Unless they fucked their favorite teacher; then it’s a man. A woman naming a “best” schoolteacher is like the town drunk awarding his imaginary friend a Pulitzer Prize. What the fuck does either of them know about the Pulitzer Prize? That it’s good? That’s about all women know about teaching. That, and they get three months off in the summer.




Women can’t teach anything, which is why they brag about being good nurturers.




You know what nurturing means? It means adding nothing. It means taking a situation and encouraging whatever is going on to continue. Nurturing means being the fucking middle manager of life, sitting on your doughy ass and putting a rubber stamp on things that you really had nothing to do with. Nurturing means collecting thank-yous.




All teachers who charge their students money are male. Tutors, trade teachers, university professors—they’re all men. That proves men are better than women at teaching. Strippers are better than regular women at getting naked for the same reason.




You can’t expect a fifth grader to waltz into an advanced physics course and pick up a lecture in mid-stride. That’s exactly how it is with women opening their mouths for the purpose of imparting knowledge. Women have looked at every advancement of our species—fire, money, clothing, justice, planes, trains, and automobiles—with the attitude of “Fuck it, I’ll learn about it later.” What they really meant was “Fuck it, I’ll fuck for it later.”




You don’t have to teach that, because all women figure it out at fifteen and then retire their brains.




6. Dentist




For fun, let’s say you are afraid of the dentist. Well, that just makes you one smart motherfucker. Take a virtual walk through the office of your local dental practitioner. See the receptionists? Wow, they’re women. The hygienists? Women. Jesus, these days women can even get dental degrees and open up shop themselves—just as long as some man puts his name on the door. No one wants to see Dr. Barbie Barbarella.




Per capita, there’s a higher percentage of women in the dental industry than there is in yoga, Singles for Cons mailing lists, and Chocaholics Anonymous combined. With an unmanned herd like that running the show, is it any surprise dentists are fucked and everyone is scared shitless of them? Like lawyers, women are the reason everyone hates dentists. Ten seconds of getting my gums cleaned by a lady dentist, and I was ready to knock someone the fuck out—either her or myself, whichever was less illegal. If going to the dentist were a game of Clue, the answer would be: Dick Masterson, in the bedroom, with the Vicodin.




Gum disease is no laughing matter, and thanks to women and their incompetence and lust for inflicting pain, no one wants to get their teeth checked. Women are also the reason they won’t put porn on during a root canal. I guess at the dentist’s office, the customerisn’t always right.




7. Valet




Have you ever heard someone say the following after a horrible car accident?




“At least you’re okay. It could have been much worse. You could have been hurt!”




Well, that someone was a woman. There’s nothing worse than having a destroyed car and not having a single scratch on yourself. It feels cowardly. Cars are not things to be used and then tossed out like garbage or last week’s bar skank. A car is a manly thing designed with precision and built for service. It deserves respect. If my car is fucked up, I want to at least have a broken arm or a broken ass. I’m a man. A woman should never, ever, ever be a valet. Being a valet is the deadliest job a woman can have. Here’s why:




The modern world is built on the service industry. I don’t know what the third world is built on; I guess sewage. In the modern world, the service industry empties our garbage; it restocks our shelves; it gets food from the farm to the processing factory and then straight into our children’s mouths where it belongs. The service industry is an army of men that finds what you want and gets it to you as fast as fucking possible.




Things like your car.




Women shouldn’t be doctors or pilots, but if they are, a mere handful of lives are endangered—ten thousand, tops. What happens when women start being valets? Then they’d want to become trash collectors and truck drivers. Then what?




A civilization-ending catastrofuck, that’s what. Trash cans all over the face of the earth spill into the streets as garbage-women do their hair. Huge swaths of forest overtake cities as lumberjacks adjust their pantyhose. Schoolchildren go without the precious paper they need for learning. And, perhaps worst of all, your brand-new car gets the shit dinged out of it.




If women were valets, plumbers, and air-conditioning repairmen, the whole fucking world would fall apart. And before it did, it would get dinged.




Here’s why this dystopian future will never happen. Let me present a hypothetical question asked of the first potential female valet by her potential boss.




Boss: “Can you drive a stick shift?”




No woman can drive a stick shift. If you disagree, go look up the word “drive” in a dictionary and then kiss my ass. Here’s something else women don’t know, and I swear to God this is true and happened to me: Women don’t know that the ticket stub the valet gives you is the secret to getting your car back. Apparently it’s a big fucking mystery to women how the valet always brings back the correct car.




“Valets must have really good memories,” a woman I was about to fuck once said to me.




“They sure do,” I said. Men have good memories too—we remember to keep the world spinning.




COOKING UP TROUBLE




To be a great chef it takes dedication, a knowledge of various spices, and some amount of sensitivity. Men have so much dedication and sensitivity that it’s coming out our asses. Women have none of those things. Knowing that cinnamon tastes good on frappucinos, or whatever candy-ass coffee that costs $3.95 (not that she’s paying), is not a knowledge of spices.




The kind of chefs women make are the Martha Stewarts of the world: convicts slapping glitter on pinecones.




When a man is a chef, he makes plans and then he executes them, man-style. Man-style means as directly as a fucking comet. That’s why everything a man makes tastes exactly like it’s supposed to. When a woman is a chef, she behaves as all women behave all the time: traipsing around like a drunken marionette with her head in Cabo San Lucas and without a thought in the world for consequences. Women are terrible chefs because they ricochet off their own dramas like a pinball, never knowing what in the fuck is going on and never having half a shit to give. They’re like lopsided bowling balls on a golf course.




Note also that the title “chef” cannot be bastardized into the feminine form. For example, women can be police-women, but a woman can’t be a cheftress or a chefwoman. This can also be said for the title of judge.




WOMEN NURSES ARE GROSS




In the fifties, women kept their mouths shut. That’s probably why there was so much less homosexuality in the fifties.




Without all that gabbing, the fifties woman was able to focus on doing four jobs half-competently instead of doing many jobs worthlessly. These jobs were cooking, cleaning, drink-freshening, and nursing.




Today’s modern woman is different than her fifties counterpart. She’s fatter, first of all. Also, she won’t shut up, she can’t cook, she’s a complete mess, and worst of all, she’s a shitty nurse.




Men have a little thing called class that gets us through the day. For example, men who are in the army or who are pilots wear snappy uniforms. That’s classy. We men accept responsibility for our actions and our appearance, and we know we will be judged on both.




Women don’t accept responsibility for how they look or act. Go on a prostitute scavenger hunt down Main Street of Anytown, Earth, to prove that for yourself. You’re going to guess wrong ninety-nine out of ninety-nine times.




What about male doctors? You better believe they conduct themselves with class—shitloads of class. Women nurses, however, conduct themselves like high school cheerleaders. They’re gabby as shit, and they have heads full of boys and sawdust.




I was shopping for a new pair of shoelaces the other day. I like to put my shoes on the same way I start the day: like I’m revving up a fucking chainsaw. That’s why I’ve gone through four sets of shoelaces for this particular pair of shoes. While running this errand, I spotted a herd of nurses walking out of the mall.




Do you know how I knew they were nurses? It wasn’t because they looked like they enjoyed hanging a little bit of power over the heads of people with broken arms and kids with whooping cough. I knew they were nurses because they were still wearing their fucking nurse scrubs.




Women nurses wear their blood-smocks to the supermarket.




There is no class in that. IfSesame Street had a Muppet who taught kids about venereal disease, women nurses would be less classy than that Muppet.




Could there be anything more crass, insensitive, and careless than a nurse wearing her used hospital rags to a public place? What about those of us who have recently experienced traumatic personal loss? That kind of thing happens in a hospital, and I’ll be damned if I’m supposed to sit there and choke on a churro about it while watching a bunch of nurses sitting around talking aboutGrey’s Anatomy . Also, someone might have pissed on those scrubs. Now they’re just sitting around in the food court wafting piss all over the place? Gross.




As usual, women wear everything they do like a sash of merit badges at all times, even when it’s not a big deal. Women can’t be subtle about anything. A woman aches all day to clumsily blurt out something stupid about herself during a conversation—especially if she’s just met you. Then it’ll be something extra stupid like her thoughts on God. Who the fuck are they kidding? If women were garbagemen, they’d drag bags of shit into Starbucks with them.




THERE GOES THE JUDGE




Did you know that during the last century as many as two women sat on the Supreme Court of the United States? Now, I can appreciate a good practical joke, and everyone knows Ronald Reagan was a cut-up, buttwo ?




If there’s anything women don’t understand and can’t appreciate, it’s a gesture of charity done twice. Women are like Las Vegas. You can pull off some crazy shit in a casino once, but the next time you step in the door, you’re going to get punched in your nards. That’s why married women don’t get flowers. If women were appreciative the first time they got them, then their apartments would look like a florist’s shop.




If you are unfamiliar with the United States legal system, the Supreme Court is a body of like twelve or nine people who draw the line between right and wrong. They say you can do this, you can’t do that, and if you do too much of that, we’ll fuck you up. If courts were ranked in terms of road construction contract difficulties, the Supreme Court would be a collapsed freeway on top of a volcano. Does that sound like somewhere you’d want a woman calling the shots? When you’re dangling over a volcano with a rivet gun in your hand and a billion tons of molten lava under your ass?




Sure, women are great at saying what you can’t do. They’re pessimists and think everything every man does is wrong. There’s no judgment involved there. Women choose one and only one ideology their whole lives. They make up their minds about everything when they’re thirteen years old, and then they cling to that mantra like a broken buoy. Huge waves of information and learning crash on the heads of women, but the buoy keeps them from succumbing to those waves.




A judge shouldn’t be afraid to mix it up when he thinks getting the job done requires ruffling a few feathers in the establishment. A judge takes a look at the facts and says, “Look, you bastard, is this getting anybody laid?”




That’s called jurisprudence.




THEY CAN NEVER TAKE OUR PIMPDOM




If prostitution was the first profession, then pimping was the second.




Ask any prostitute and she’ll tell you that pimps are essential to the trade. Without a pimp, prostitutes run risks like forgetting to take their birth control and something having to do with stalkers. It’s also hard out there for a pimp; no prostitute has ever won an Oscar for best soundtrack.




Men invented pimping to clean up the mess women made with their first career choice: whoring it up like the earth was the biggestGirls Gone Wild set in the universe.




The only successful woman pimp ever, Heidi Fleiss, was so inept she not only went to prison, but she nearly sullied the reputation of one of the greatest thespians of the twentieth century: Charlie Sheen. How’s that for being discreet? Discretion is the second rule of pimping. That’s why pimps always dress so stylishly. No one bothers looking at the clientèle when they can look at a cane with a golden monkey head on it.




And when I say Heidi Fleiss was “successful,” I mean that in the only way women can be “successful”—by sleeping her way to the top and dodging the tornado of her own ineptitude for as long as womanly possible. Ultimately, success for a woman comes down to getting the new high score for Most Years Without Fucking Up. I think the record is like two. Eleanor Roosevelt probably holds it. I don’t really know, and I probably don’t give a shit.




Pimping requires business sense, charisma, compassion, and debonairness. A woman has never had any of those.




Let’s look at the facts:




 




Pimps cannot take maternity leave.




Pimps cannot afford to dress inappropriately for work.




Pimps cannot start crying while business is going on around them.




 




Pimping has been around ever since the first woman saw the first man building a shelter, making dinner, and inventing vegetables, and thought to herself, “I can’t do any of that shit. Guess I better learn how to fuck.”




And she never did.




PRESTO, CHANGE-O! WOMEN ARE SHITTY MAGICIANS




There has never been a good woman magician.




Women are important to magic, but it’s in the same way that women are important to office work: short skirts.




Men are better than women at being showmen, but that doesn’t explain why there has never been a good woman magician. Why can’t Oprah pop a trick or two out of her fat ass every once in a while? How about Ellen? Turning Anne Heche straight again was a pretty good trick; why couldn’t she be a good magician?




Women make shitty magicians because they believe in magic. They believe in it with every ounce of their being.




Take sending a quarter through a table; women believe that actually happened. They’re terrified by it too. If a guy can force you to pick a two of spades twice in a row, where the fuck does this power stop?




Luckily, I’m a man, and men don’t buy bullshit on any level. That’s for women. Women buy bullshit like no one’s making any more of it—for instance, that people who say “I love you” mean it no matter what, or that turning an orange into some guy’s retirement watch which just a few minutes ago was broken in a velour bag is some kind of fucking miracle.




Nope. It’s bullshit.




Men are the purveyors of bullshit, not consumers of it, and it’s that fucking simple. We sell boatloads of bullshit like magic and telling little kids they’re doing a good job when any idiot can see they suck at everything. We sell it, but we don’t buy it. We don’t walk around with our fairy-tale diaries in hand, looking to add another fuckup we didn’t see coming a mile away.




PILOT ERROR




Everyone has heard stories of people who decide at the very last moment not to take a flight, and then the plane crashes and everyone dies spectacularly. Everyone dies except the person who didn’t get on the plane.




Well, that very thing happened to me recently. I was about to board a plane to London and there was a woman in a snappy blue uniform next to me. I asked her why she was wearing that outfit.




“I’m the pilot.”




I took the next flight.




I don’t know if that plane crashed, and I don’t give a fuck. I wouldn’t feel stupid for not jumping off a freeway overpass just because a mattress truck happened to drive under it at the exact moment I would have landed. Jumping off a freeway overpass is always a stupid thing to do. And so is flying in a winged donkey cart if a woman iswomanning the throttle. Just because she luckily made it for the twelfth time in a row doesn’t mean it’s now a good idea.




Piloting requires a bunch of shit women can’t do. Women can’t read dials or maps, they don’t understand how wings work if it doesn’t involve their underpants, and they sure as shit can’t work a joystick. (That’s a bit of subtle penis humor.)




But the biggest reason there are no women pilots is that women are afraid of greatness.




There’s an old and dumb saying that goes, “Behind every great man, there is a woman.” That’s true, but that woman is behind the man cowering in fear from the thunderous applause and adoration that a great man receives, like how a dog cowers behind the couch when the vacuum cleaner is on.




Women’s fear of success is why they’ve got such a hard-on for teamwork; that’s why no one gives a shit each year when a new woman is inducted into the Women Who Have Made a Difference Hall of Fame. Those women haven’t made any difference. What the fuck has any woman ever done, ever, let alone each year?




Yes, it would be criminally negligent to give a woman the throttle of an aircraft. But the real reason woman pilots don’t exist is because no woman ever looked up into the great blue sky and said, “I wish I was up there. I wish Iwas something .”




Women are the sum of their impulses, unreliable in the present and intangible to history. If you’re thinking about flying with a lady pilot, just remember these two words: Amelia Earhart. You’ll know what to do.




WOMEN MAKE SHITTY MUSICIANS




Every once in a while, I hear college girls asking each other the following:




“If women and men are supposed to be equal, then why do we make such shitty musicians?”




I’m joking. I’ve never heard women at any level of babysitting ask each other such an honest question. I do disagree with the question though. And as a man, I can disagree with eye rolls, questions, and other nonstatements, despite the fact that women think keeping their mouths shut gives themcarte blanche for atrocious behavior.




Women make shitty musicians the same way McDonald’s makes shitty pizza. Which is to say, what the fuck are you talking about?




Think of the greatest composers in history. That’s easy. You’ve got your Mozart and your Beethoven, you’ve got your Bach, but what about the not-so-greats? You could probably do some digging on the Internet—and if you were a woman you could convince a man to do some digging on the Internet and then talk about the results like you fucking knew all of them already, because as a woman you pull that manner of shit all the time. What you’d find in the annals of music is a sausage party so jam-packed with men it belongs about a block from the airport. Music and women are natural enemies, just like women and beer. Women hate people having a good time, and they’re outrageous control freaks. Women practice too goddamn much to be any good at music. Practice is a silly and womanly thing. It’s just prancing around the sidelines while the real job gets done on the field.




Here’s a good question: If women and men are equal—which they’re fucking not—then why hasn’t there ever been a female Mozart? Why hasn’t some little girl ever hopped off her daddy’s lap and composed a masterpiece for the ages?




THESPIANISM AND FEMINISM




I’ve got a brilliant plan to make a Hollywood disaster film. I don’t mean a disaster film like with radioactive tornadoes, I mean a disaster film as in a massive box office failure. A career-ending accounting disaster. A film in which no dollars are recouped and no market is impacted. A failure so bad, cash actually pours out of the bank like tears.




Are you ready for it? Here’s the idea: Have a woman star in the leading role.




Just like the first time they let a woman on the space shuttle, any movie that allows a woman to helm the leading role will be a huge fucking catastrophe.




Here’s a list of the top-grossing movies of all time:




	

Titanic—male lead


	

Star Wars—male lead


	

Shrek 2—male ogre lead


	

E.T.—male alien lead







The list goes on, so I’ll stop there, because this book is not about going on and on. It’s about getting to the point. That’s manly.




Nowhere in the top 100 highest grossing films of all time is there a single female lead character. The only movie where a woman might even be important at all isWhat Women Want starring Mel Gibson, and I say “might be” because I haven’t seen that movie and nothing on earth could make me.Snow White was about dwarves,My Fat Fuck Wedding was about two hours too long, and if you thinkGone with the Wind had anything to do with that uppity whore Scarlet, then frankly my dear, I don’t give a damn.




Acting requires a familiarity with all kinds of emotions, but the only emotions women know are greed and jealousy. Women can’t act, they can’t sing, and they’re not funny. They have as much place in the public forum as a mule has in a beauty pageant, yet still they stumble in with their sashes clamped between their teeth braying for time in the spotlight. Women will do anything for attention: good attention, bad attention, the worst kind of attention; it doesn’t matter. Women are so addicted to attention that if prostitution were legal, it would also be free. But why don’t women give a shit about movies based on the lives of women? Not even they give a shit, because a main character who latches on to everything like a leech, ruins all she touches like a reverse Midas, and has absolutely no redeeming qualities, makes for a shitty story. Just describing a female character ruined this paragraph. Now imagine two and a half hours of it.




Nowthat’s a disaster film.




A WOMAN PRESIDENT? MORE LIKE, NO FUCKING WAY




I hate to be political as much as the next man—which means that I love it more than I love breathing air or using my eyeballs for seeing.




Men would rather talk about politics than do anything else. Men would rather talk about politics than have sex. That’s how incredible we are. We are always looking out for the greater good instead of selfishly and womanly thinking about ourselves. Also, you don’t have to clean anything up after a political discussion.




Politics is in the blood of men as much as getting animals drunk and being forever vigilant for the greatest and fastest shortcut of all time. Politics is a quest. But for what? Bam, that’s what. That’s called Man Zen, and if you were a woman, that would have blown your mind. As a man, however, the notion fits your mind like a sixty dollar pair of underpants.




Let us picture a mythical land that would embody only the manliest of natures. I’m talking about Valhalla, but Germany works too. Picnic benches of oak as thick as cinder blocks stretch as far as the eye can see. You can smash beer steins the weight of airplane windshields together with drunken abandon for the absolute fuck of it. This is the kind of place where having the wrong opinion will get you punched in the mouth. Manly.




In such a place, no one cares how anyone’s day was or how their parents are to blame for every single fuckup in their lives—even the fuckups their parents specifically told them not to do. It’s all politics, all the time. And you can no sooner squelch the desire for politics in men than you can shove a Dumpster into the middle of the street with your bare hands. They’re, like, a hundred times heavier than they look.




A woman will never ever in a million years be president of the United States or of anywhere. You can tout and tally all the polls and surveys you want, but the only poll you need to listen to is the one that makes you a man—and that is your penis.




What man has time to jerk around answering stupid surveys about voting for the president anyway? Men are too busy actually being the president. Women probably think they’re actually voting when they participate in those stupid polls. Observe as I blow the lid off the hype and media bullshit.




 




No woman will ever be president because:




	

No woman is a man.


	

See rule 1.







Done.




Women understand politics as much as a screwdriver understands crossing a busy street. Sure, you can carry a screwdriver to the store and buy it a cookie, but in the end it has no goddamn idea what’s going on. If a woman is ever elected president, I will eat this book.
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