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SENSITIVITY
BY STEVE BOND

Women complain that men aren’t tuned in to their needs. Well 
sorry, but everyone knows that these “needs” are undefined 
and subject to change on a regular basis without official 
notice. 
The worst thing a man can do is ask, “What’s wrong?” This 
will open a Pandora’s Box of issues that you will be able to do 
nothing about. Heck, you’ll be lucky if you even understand 
half of them.
The worst case of insensitivity is brought about directly by 
women and inflicted upon the men of the world. It usually 
happens just as we’re sitting down to dinner and a TV ad will 
come on with a woman talking in hushed whispers to another 
woman. “Do you ever have times when you don’t feel… 
fresh?” Oh God, here it comes. Another demonstration 
showing the volume of rejected body fluids and sloughed-off 
tissue this pad will absorb over that one. 
You know something? I don’t particularly care that the Maxi-
sorb-all will keep fluids from sopping through their clothing. I 
don’t care that women can now go horseback riding or laugh 
while playing guitar in a field full of daisies. Men don’t want to 
know any more details about that particular portion of the 
woman’s anatomy, other than it will be functional for 26 days 
each month. 
As for the even more nefarious “yeast infections?” Don’t 
bother me unless they can be parlayed somehow into 
chocolate chip muffins.

SENSITIVITY
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

Sensitivity: what a unique concept — for men, that is. Is it so 
much to ask for a little perceptive compassion from the males 
of the species? 
The worst thing is when something’s wrong, and they ask, 
“What’s wrong?” Of course, we say, “Nothing,” because we’re 
sensitive and don’t want to upset them. But they know there’s 
something wrong, and we know they know. The problem is, 
they don’t seem to know what it is or what to do about it. If 
they’d pay attention to more than hockey, beer commercials 
and tools, they’d know exactly what the problem is, and we 
wouldn’t have to say it out loud. It’s maddening, really.
The problem is, sensitivity requires a person to place his 
needs second to the needs of those around him. Women 
seem to have an innate propensity for that, but men see 
themselves as the center of everything. 
Is the age of chivalry truly over? Does no man open a door for 
a woman any more? And opening a door means more than 
going through a push door first and holding it just long enough 
that it closes on the woman when she’s half way through.
And sensitivity does not include pushing your expecting wife 
out in front of you when crossing a street, because “…they’ll 
never hit a pregnant woman.” 
The following are NOT compliments:
• You don’t look very fat in that outfit.
• Your mother isn’t as obnoxious as usual today.
• You got your hair done?



THE ENGAGEMENT RING
BY STEVE BOND

I would like to take the time to discuss something that gets me 
so angry, that if I didn’t love my 27-inch color stereo TV 
monitor more than life itself, I would be tempted to bring 
destruction upon said monitor. 
What upsets me so? It’s when the commercials come on the 
TV or radio spouting on about the “suggested” three-month 
salary guidelines that some poor schnook is supposed to 
spend on an engagement ring.
I find this entire idea repugnant and crass, even more so 
because they say it with a straight face. How self-serving is 
this? What if morticians used the same tactic? “Well, Mr. 
Jones, we suggest that the recently departed love of your life 
greet the hereafter in a vessel costing three months of your 
normal gross salary. (I agree...it’s very gross.) Before taxes 
and deductions. We feel it’s undignified to shuffle off those 
mortal coils in an economy conveyance.”
The three-month salary trap is the first in a long line of guilt 
trips a man embarks upon when he enters into unholy 
matrimony. What if he spends only two months salary? Does 
that mean he doesn’t love his future ex-wife? Why should a 
couple starting off spend the better part of a downpayment on 
a much-needed house for a digit trophy whose sole function is 
bragging rights when displayed to the rest of the coven?
After six months of marriage, it would be, “Well, Babe, we live 
in a rented three room apartment, the car needs a muffler, 
we’re down to our last pack of macaroni dinner, but you’ve got 
a rock the size of a chicken egg on your finger, so I guess 
everything’s okay.”
And if you didn’t spend $600 on this book, we might think you 
don’t love us!

THE ENGAGEMENT RING
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

Diamonds are to women what motorcycles are to men — 
things we don’t need that cost a lot of money. They’re 
showpieces that glisten in the sunlight. They’re fodder for 
bragging — and the bigger, the better.
Diamonds are also visible symbols of the gruelling, back-
breaking work men do to amass things for us, the darlings. 
People think women want diamonds for ourselves, when in 
fact, men love buying us the sparkling gems. The diamond on 
the left hand of a man’s betrothed speaks volumes about his 
devotion. It says, “This is my beloved, whose hand I claim in 
the holy bonds of matrimony.” It says, “I love this woman more 
than Kawasaki itself.” It says, “This one’s mine — back off!”
And diamonds solve so many gift-giving dilemmas for men. 
NO need to agonize over whether a color or style is right for 
her — diamonds, like chocolate, go with everything.
In the spirit of economy, though, I must protest the unethical 
commercials dictating that a man should spend 3 months’ 
salary on a diamond engagement ring. That’s ridiculous. 
Given the immense scope of the salaries men make in today’s 
economy, three months’ worth may be entirely too little to buy 
a decent “rock.”
Just think how important the diamond is in the time-honored 
engagement/marriage ritual. The gem represents so much 
more than simply money and possession. It is a symbol of 
eternity and strength. And if you end up dumping the guy, you 
still own something great.
And remember, diamonds may be the number one motivation 
for married couples staying together. Personally, I can’t wait 
for my 75th wedding anniversary.



PAIN 
BY STEVE BOND

Whenever talk gets around to pain, the ladies always ride out 
that tired old horse called “childbirth.” A man can have a 
freshly-severed limb, and some woman will say, “You think 
that hurts, you should try having a baby.” Big deal. I was 
present at the deliveries of both my daughters, and it really 
wasn’t that bad. I felt a little discomfort and wasn’t prepared 
for the onslaught of blood and fluids, but overall, it was 
tolerable.
A few years ago, my lady and I went skating on Christmas Eve 
and then to a party. While skating, she fell on the ice and was 
favoring her right wrist. After the party, we went home and 
tried to sleep, but all she did was moan and complain for the 
rest of the night. I was incredibly sympathetic to her discomfort 
and told her that I couldn’t bear to lie there and listen to her 
suffer, so I went and slept on the couch. At around 2 a.m., I 
finally took her to the hospital, where it was discovered that 
her wrist was broken. Only slightly, mind you.
Last summer, I collided with another player during the first 
inning of a softball tournament. My hand began to swell up 
immediately, so for the balance of that game PLUS the two 
others that day, I wrapped the hand in tensor bandages when 
I was playing, and soaked it in ice when I wasn’t. The next 
day, I had it X-rayed, and I had two broken knuckles and torn 
ligaments. I played through the pain and never kept HER 
awake. What a man!

PAIN
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

I have no idea why we’re writing a column on pain. We women 
have that area of life sewn up (so to speak), by virtue of giving 
birth. There’s no contest. We suffer. Men wimp out.
Oh, to hear them talk, you’d think that minor inconveniences 
such as broken limbs, torn ligaments and 3rd degree burns 
from touching a bare leg to a hot motorcycle exhaust are 
excuses to whine. Hah! Try pushing a watermelon out through 
your butt, and then come to us for sympathy!
And how about the common cold? For women, life as we 
know it goes on as usual during a bout of the flu. We manage 
to handle housework, jobs, car pooling, volunteer activities 
and shopping in-between sneezes. 
Men joke about us carrying large handbags, but we have to, to 
handle the portable drug stores we need for going about our 
business during any health crisis. We NEED lots of tissues, 
pain-killers and nasal sprays, not to mention Vitamin C and 
extra make-up to hide our red noses and eyes. You guys 
simply lie on the sofa and limply operate the remote while 
being waited on for three days while you get better.
We’re not fooled, either, by your illogical grasp at machismo 
when you refuse to cover cuts and scrapes with adhesive 
bandages and allow your blood to flow for all the world to see. 
Like we’re impressed. Women understand that keeping 
wounds clean is critical in the healing process; thus our 
generous use of bandages.
Remember: she who bears the child bears the pain!



ESTIMATING
BY STEVE BOND

“Missed by a mile.” “I’ll be ready in ten minutes.” “Gritiz blech 
nargo zam harggh.” Ask a woman how far something is, or 
how much time she will need, you might as well be speaking 
Klingon, because women have no conception of terms relating 
to time or distance.
Men are realists. Ask a man how far it is to Ottawa, and he will 
pinpoint the time it takes to drive there within fifteen minutes. 
Ask a woman — she will stammer, stutter and say, “Um, it’s 
like, really far.” 
When women assign tasks around the house, they do not take 
into account the necessary preparation factor. They believe 
that it’s only a teensy set of new kitchen taps, so it should be a 
five- or ten-minute job, at most. “Yes, Dear, I realize it’s 
quarter after ten at night; why can’t you install them before 
bedtime?”
In the case of kitchen taps, a man will know that it takes at 
least an hour just to clear out all the accumulated debris from 
under the sink, and two or three days to locate all the tools 
that the lady has scattered around the estate, rather than put 
them back into his tool box where they belong. The vice grips 
are usually holding a shelf together in the linen closet; the 
soldering bits are in the “junk drawer;” and the slot screwdriver 
is usually solidified in latex in the basement.
Take into account outside influences, too. If a household job is 
started in mid-October, do not expect completion until the 
hockey playoffs are concluded in early June.

ESTIMATING
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

If you want to know how many yards it is to your neighbor’s 
house; how many pounds any given deer may weigh; or how 
many horsepower are under the hood of the car that just 
passed you, ask a man, and you’ll get a pretty good 
estimation as an answer. 
If you want to know approximately how long it will take to 
finish a household project; how much a household project will 
cost; or how big the rack was on the deer he didn’t get last 
hunting season, ask a woman to translate the man’s answers 
for you. This is one of the enigmas of the male human — the 
accuracy in his powers of estimation is directly proportional to:
1. how much carpentry experience he THINKS he has
2. how many tools he HAS to buy to finish the project
3. how badly he wants to impress his hunting buddies
It’s amazing how accurate a man can be when judging 
distance. Admittedly, to most women, 200 yards could be from 
here to the driveway, or from here to Cleveland. Men 
instinctively know about how many pounds a large fish or 
mammal weighs, when to a woman, the animal can be 
reduced to number of fillets, steaks, and/or roasts.
And yet, when it comes to other areas of life, particularly those 
in which tools are involved, men lose all rational sense of 
estimation. If he says the new deck is a week-end project, 
plan on at least 3 months. If, according to him, something will 
cost $300, get $1,500 out of the bank — you’ll need it.
And if he tells you something is a foot long, well...



MAN’S IDEA OF FOREPLAY
BY STEVE BOND

Show up.

WOMAN’S IDEA OF FOREPLAY 
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

Get your mind out of the gutter! This is NOT a column 
describing graphic sexual techniques and positions. For all the 
press that G-spots have received, I still don’t know anyone, 
male or female, who knows where one is. 
It’s not about sex, really: it’s about ROMANCE, guys. You 
know, sensitivity to the mood a woman requires to achieve full 
sexual fulfillment. Dinner is a good thing, but not if it involves 
anything in a hamburger bun, greasy onions, fries and beer. 
Candlelight is also a step in the right direction, but not if it’s in 
a field at 1 a.m. while you’re digging for night crawlers.
Mood. You want to “get it” more often? Learn to create mood. 
Kissing is a great way to start, but don’t position the woman so 
you can still watch TV while you’re doing it. And you could put 
a little effort into what you look like when you suggest the act. 
Yes, the unshaven look is sexy for George Michael — if you 
had a face, bod and voice like his, you could seduce women 
with stubble, too. But get real.
Take some time to think about the romantic adventure ahead. 
Plan on creating an ambience she cannot resist. Woo her with 
poignantly passionate words; ply her adoration with delicate 
flowers; and most of all, don’t say, “When are you going to 
shave your legs?”



MEN + O + PAUSE = PAIN IN THE 
NECK!

BY STEVE BOND

This year, I reached the milestone of being chronologically 
halfway through my fourth decade on this planet. I believe that at 
this point, you are supposed to philosophically reflect on the 
meaning of life, but any kind of pithy and profound thinking has, in 
the past, proven to be completely beyond me. So here goes 
anyway. In a man’s first decade, he has two basic interests: one, 
things with wheels such as bicycles or skateboards. Anything to 
explore the imprinted need for speed. Two, to tolerate school and 
get to weekends or vacations, when he can experiment with the 
aforementioned wheels.

In his second decade, a man becomes interested in more exotic 
wheels, because by then he can legally drive, usually at slightly 
subsonic speeds. It is at this time that the male begins to lust after 
vehicles specifically forbidden by his parents, i.e. fast cars or 
motorcycles. The parents usually have the final word in this 
argument, and while the male may wish for a Corvette, the only 
‘Vette he is likely to own is a Chevette. He also discovers that 
females have been successfully treated for their cootie infestations 
and are now becoming strangely attractive to him. This leads to 
Male Conclusion Rule Number One:

Wheels + money = females.
In his third decade, the man usually has nailed down some sort 

of career that brings a steady income, but wheels are still in his 
thoughts. While he  may lust after exotic sports cars, the females 
that found his motorcycle or fast car appealing several years ago 
have decided that a mini van is much more practical now that he is 
married with a mortgage and kids. Life, as he knows it, is over.

For many males, and me in particular, the end of the third 
decade brings divorce and a parting of mutual assets. After the 
excess baggage was cut loose, guess what was the first item I 
purchased?  Bonus points if you said motorcycle.

MEN + O + PAUSE = PAIN IN THE 
NECK!

BY DOROTHEA HELMS

Just because “menopause” contains the words “men” and 
“pause,” guys think they have the right to claim some sort of 
mid-life crisis, when in fact “male” and “menopause” are  
mutually exclusive terms.
Women menstruate monthly for decades and go through 
extensive physical changes when this process slows down 
after age 40. We suffer a weakened immune system, a lack of 
energy and bone density loss. Men get beer guts. We face 
increased skin dryness, insomnia and mood swings. Men lose 
hair. And as usual, men make a big deal out of nothing.
The entire male mid-life crisis thing is an excuse to buy more 
toys — to revert to the childhood they never really left. The 
poor babies have to reassert their masculinity lost through 
receding hairlines with expensive sports vehicles of the two- 
or four-wheel variety and flings with women younger than my 
stretch marks.
The maddening thing is, that as women go through our 
changes, we are considered less desirable; men are 
considered even more sexy when they age. Their gray hair at 
the temples is distinguished; ours is mousy. Their sagging 
posteriors are cute; ours are matronly. Their extra pounds are 
more to love; ours are grounds for their roving eyes.
A few years ago TV viewers voted for the most bodacious 
male TV character, and chose Captain Jean-Luc Picard — an 
older, skinny bald guy. Had they asked for a vote on the 
sexiest TV female, do you think Jessica Fletcher had a 
chance? HAH! Methinks the winner would have been one of 
the scantily clad bimbos from a beer commercial (and contrary 
to what men may say, those women are not great actresses).



VACATIONS
BY STEVE BOND

Article 17, sub section 3, paragraph 2 in the Constitution 
clearly states, and I quote: “Two weeks in the summer shall be 
reserved for the male head of the household to select the 
activity of his choice for vacation in said time period.” End of 
debate.
Vacation is the time of year to experience activities that 
families cannot normally do at home. Checking into a four star 
hotel is just like staying at home, except the TV AND the 
remote are bolted to the table, the beds are made so tight you 
can’t get in them, and breakfast for two costs $46.50.
Vacation is the time to get back to nature. Fishing and 
camping come immediately to mind. Well, to the male mind 
anyway. Women look forward to a camping trip with as much 
forced enthusiasm as having impacted wisdom teeth removed 
with a garden trowel. 
Males traditionally do all the cooking during camping trips, 
which means breakfast is burned eggs and bacon awash in 
grease, cooked on a frying pan last cleaned during the Nixon 
administration; lunch is wieners and beans; and supper is…
leftover bacon and eggs or leftover wieners and beans.
Women just don’t understand the lure of the outdoors and 
getting in touch with nature. Being forced into the tent at dusk 
by hordes of bloodsucking mosquitoes. Sunburn. 
Thunderstorms. Discovering which plants cause severe 
allergic reactions in the children. The romanticism of air 
mattresses that hold air for about as long as a two-pack-a-day 
smoker can hold his breath.  
But after the joys of camping, it’s still good to get back home. 
Hey, are the fishing shows on? Where’s the remote?

VACATIONS
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

Ah, vacation — time to do what we seem to find it impossible 
to accomplish at home anymore — RELAX! That is, IF we can 
talk our male spouse/partners into going on a REAL vacation, 
instead of camping. Hey, we women spend our lives dusting 
and vacuuming; who wants to go out and live in dirt, even 
temporarily?
And why would I want to go somewhere on vacation where 
everything I do is waaaaaay harder than it is at home? 
Heating the water so I can do dishes by hand? Fighting tent 
worms for access to the 4-man structure in which 2 people 
feel cramped? Squatting to pee over plants that I hope aren’t 
poison ivy? I think not.
Give me a hotel where people clean and cook for me. I love 
those little cakes of soap with the hotel name stamped in them 
and the Miss America banners over the immaculate, 
disinfected toilet seats. I want to do exciting things on 
vacation, like shop and read books and soak in the hotel hot 
tub with people passing through from Idaho. I want to lie on a 
bed and use the remote control for a change. Now, that’s 
excitement!
Don’t even mention sleeping bags and air mattresses. Zipping 
myself into bedding that doesn’t allow tossing and turning in 
my sleep just doesn’t sound as inviting as stretching out in a 
King size bed made with hospital corners. The only hospital 
corners I might see camping are in real hospitals — where 
one of us may end up with food poisoning from male-cooked 
meals involving chopped bologna and eggs fried in a pan that 
resembles Madame Curie’s Petri dish. Camping is unclean, 
inconvenient, uncomfortable, buggy, smelly, bumpy and noisy. 
The most positive thing to be said about it is that it’s barely 
tolerable. And that’s assuming it doesn’t rain.





TOOLS
BY STEVE BOND

Ham and eggs, Burns and Allen, men and tools. It may be 
overstating the obvious: you can take the tools away from the 
man, but the whining and complaining will be deafening.
Every time I see my lady prying the lid from a paint can with 
my pristine Stanley #7 slot screwdriver, I die just a little. You 
see, women don’t comprehend the fact that tools are named 
for the express purpose for which they are designed. The 
dictionary defines screwdriver as “hand tool for turning a 
screw,” and “mixed drink made with vodka and orange juice.” 
Definition #2 is what I usually need after seeing my lady 
prying, poking, levering, scraping, or hammering with 
definition #1. Pliers are to be used for gripping and applying 
extra leverage where needed, not as an infinitely adjustable 
wrench to round off every nut and bolt in the house.
Women don’t understand why specialty tools, among 
countless other things, are manufactured. “A wrench is a 
wrench,” they babble misguidedly. Well, just try to use a 
10mm end on a 5/16 inch nut and see what happens! 
Nomenclature is very important: an adjustable wrench should 
not be referred to as a “disgustable;” those little square 
screwdrivers are “Robertsons,” not “Robinsons;” and long thin 
pliers are “needle-nosed,” not “nodle-neesed.”
Last summer, I bought a cordless drill, and it went like this… 
“Don’t you already have a drill?”
“But this one’s cordless.”
“When did we run out of electricity?”
See, no comprehension at all!

TOOLS
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

The tool companies of North America have a really great scam 
going: they’ve brainwashed all the men into thinking they need 
thousands of dollars worth of expensive specialized gadgets 
to do minor repairs around the house. We logical women can 
perform 90% of all repair jobs with one simple, inexpensive, 
portable too l— the butter knife. 
Yes, the butter knife — easy to transport in a handbag, 
convenient to use and safe, to boot. And it’s handy: just open 
the cutlery drawer, and voila! You have your pick. 
Although the butter knife is obviously most handy as a 
screwdriver for flathead screws, you may not realize that you 
can use it on Phillips head screws, too. It mangles the screw, 
but who cares? If you have trouble getting the screw out, just 
use the butter knife for one of its many other purposes: prying. 
No need for a crowbar or hammer claw, just slide the sharpest 
part of the blade under and pull. It leaves gouges in the wood, 
but who cares? A quick fill in with the kids’ play putty and a 
sanding with an emery board, and it’s as good as new.
Speaking of putty, the butter knife makes a great putty knife, 
leveler, board spacer, and even ruler. Just measure the knife 
once, and use it over and over to estimate the lengths of other 
things. 
Those tools the men have bought can come in handy once in 
a while — if the butter knife just won’t do the job, give in and 
rummage through his tool box for a flathead screwdriver to 
pry, level, putty or space. Be sure to choose one that has a 
nice, undamaged head.



THE REMOTE
BY STEVE BOND

The proficient and ethical use of the TV remote is not rocket 
science, so why is it that women just cannot seem to grasp 
the basic concepts? The remote is probably THE invention of 
the century, as we can now watch more than just one TV 
show. At the same time!! Cool or what? Women seem to think 
that men naturally claim ALL remote control devices as some 
sort of ceremonial marking of the territory. So what’s your 
point?
The remote’s sole function is to adjust the audiovisual output 
of the television to conform with the input standards of those 
viewing said TV. 
He who holds the remote sets the standards. 

In our home, commercials are not allowed, unless they are the 
amusing and technically proficient beer commercials featuring 
the Swedish Bikini Team or equivalent. Other acceptable ads 
include: videos featuring motorcycles and cars enduring 
horrific crashes, and chesty women selling...whatever.
Ads that are NOT acceptable include any ad where some 
woman starts the conversation with “I want to feel fresh.” Ads 
for ladies’ feminine napkin products contain more information 
(anatomically speaking) than I really require while watching 
sitcoms or hockey. I can’t hit the “channel up” button fast 
enough.
It drives me crazy when my lady has possession of the 
remote. Firstly, it’s not hers, so she has no right to hold on to 
it. Secondly, when a commercial comes on, it takes her at 
least five or six seconds to change the channel. It’s like, 
“C’mon, c’mon, change it change it CHANGE IT NOW NOW!! If 
she isn’t going to change the channels in a timely manner, 
how are we possibly going to watch three shows at once?

THE REMOTE
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

When did it happen? When did men begin losing the ability to 
work the TV on/off switch? It seems one day we had a black 
and white model that had to be turned on at the set and hit in 
just the right spot to get it to work, and the next we had a 27” 
state-of-the-art programmable color surround sound unit for 
which we own 3 remote controls (one of which I’m sure could 
launch a NASA space probe). 
It’s been psychologically proven that the amount of male 
attraction to a piece of home entertainment equipment is 
directly proportional to the number of holes in which other 
home entertainment equipment can be plugged. Some of 
these attached machines also have remotes. In the stereo 
store, just turn around the units and find the one with the most 
holes in the back — that’s the one he’ll want! 
Apparently, getting up from the reclining sofa position to 
change channels, skip CDs or tune the radio is just too 
inconvenient to consider. And if the remote is temporarily 
misplaced? A man will go on a search and rescue mission that 
puts the Coast Guard to shame. Newspapers go flying, sofas 
are lifted and spouses and children are accused. If he has no 
immediate success, he sits there, totally dejected, apparently 
unable to watch the tube. It never once occurs to him to turn 
on the TV at the set. 
And what’s with this channel surfing thing? You’d think if men 
watched a commercial, they’d turn into pumpkins. I hone my 
button-pushing reflexes at bank machines, where I don’t 
bother anyone else. Men hog the TV by monopolizing the 
remotes, and it’s annoying. Manufacturers could do something 
that would endear them in the hearts of women, though — 
make a remote control that works the toilet seat!



PAINT ? I DON’T THINK SO!
BY STEVE BOND

Paint is found in the dictionary between PAIN and PAIR, 
appropriately, because when two individuals cohabit, one half 
of the PAIR will cause PAIN to the other half by insisting they 
(he) immediately paint every room of the house. The 
dictionary contains two definitions of paint: the actual colored 
pigment that is applied to various walls and dribbled on 
carpets, and the process of applying and dribbling said 
pigment.
No matter how long you agonize over the colors of the walls or 
the subtleties of the oak trim, there is no way that this 
season’s California Custom colors will go with your Baja 
Shantytown furniture.
You now have two options: repaint...or buy all new furniture. 
The male opinion of “But it looks just fine to me” is simply not 
relevant, so don’t waste your breath arguing. Just shut up and 
take it like a man. My recommendation is to paint rather than 
buy new furniture, because when you take delivery of the 
expensive new couch and chairs, they won’t match the 
existing colors anyway, so you are back to the inevitability of 
option one.
When choosing what colors you will be applying during the 
next few evenings and weekends, you should openly and 
honestly discuss your mutual requirements, carefully weigh 
the pros and cons and arrive at an informed and professional 
compromise by purchasing the paint she wants.
Once you and your significant other embark upon a painting 
adventure, it will bring you closer together, rekindle the 
romance in your relationship, and you will have numerous 
opportunities to remember how comfortable it is to sleep on 
that old couch. The one you didn’t have to replace.

PAINT? I DON’T THINK SO!
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

Every woman knows that painting a room is a great way to get 
new furniture. BUT — there are rules to live by when a couple 
(Parties A and B) decide to paint said room.
1) Under no circumstances let Party A (the male) choose the 
new color. He may choose a hideous hue that matches 
nothing in the house, or even worse, he might pick a beautiful 
shade that goes with everything.
2) Party B (the woman) should choose an attractive shade 
that is just enough “off” the furniture colors to make it all look 
bad.
3) Do you buy new furniture? Under no circumstances let 
Party A decide, even though he may say the current stuff 
looks just fine to him.
4) Abide by Rules 1 and 2, and the decision in Rule 3 will 
always be YES! 
This is a foolproof system, but Party B must find a way to 
enforce the rules without hurting the feelings of Party A. That 
way, the room will actually get painted, so the old furniture will 
no longer look right.
Party B could simply ask for new furniture, but the answer is 
always, “No, we can’t afford it.” Most everyone can afford 
paint, although Party A will whine about the cost. Once he’s 
over the shock of buying the paint in the color you say is 
perfect, and once he fixes the plaster, tapes the molding and 
paints the walls, the announcement that the furniture no 
longer “goes” in the room will land a softer blow.
He’ll know you fooled him; you’ll know that he knows, and he’ll 
know that you know that he knows. See — it works great!



THE BATHROOM
BY STEVE BOND

The bathroom. The only remaining male bastion. Even at that, 
there are major compromises to be made. I did a quick 
inventory during the writing of this column. In the main 
bathroom, on the auxiliary cabinet, I found the following 
female horribilia: tiny bottles filled with who-knows-what (4);  
pill bottles (6); sunscreen (2); something called “aftersun” (1); 
bath gel (3); body oil (3); hairbrushes (4); combs (6); infant 
skin cleaner (1); sculpting spray (1); peach body mist (1); and 
3 bottles of shaping, styling gel.  
The inventory of MY stuff consists of shaving soap, razor, 
toothbrush, deodorant and hairbrush. That’s it. My shampoo, 
as well as my soap and facecloth are relegated to a wire 
device fastened to the shower head.  
I can’t even seem to get the Head Purchasing Agent to buy 
what would pass for a  “man’s” soap anymore. We now have 
scented bars in various shades of lilac, pink, salmon and a 
light orange.  
One shelf of the cabinet holds tiny bottles that you can’t open 
filled with stuff you can’t get out. There are seashells, small 
bottles filled with cylindrical globules, as well as several 
bottles of various shampoos that don’t get used, conditioners 
and gels. There are two blow dryers and a curling iron on the 
very top. Scattered around the tub, we find even more 
shampoo and conditioners.  
The bathroom upstairs has six toothbrushes, the lower one 
only five. There are four residents of the house, three of which 
are female. Enough said.

THE BATHROOM
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

Men really are poops about the bathroom. You’d think that a 
few thousand cosmetics on the counter and several pairs of 
panty hose hanging on the shower rod prevents them from 
performing their meager personal grooming rituals, such as 
they are. They shave, run a comb through there hair (if they 
have any) and that’s it. Big deal. 
It’s their fault that we have to take over bathrooms with our 
stuff. Men are considered desirable just as they are — bald, 
graying, wrinkled, fat, thin, old, young, whatever. Women, on 
the other hand, are constantly expected to remain young and 
beautiful, and that takes work. 
We NEED all those cosmetics and beauty tools. We don’t just 
wake up every morning gorgeous, you know. (And if any of 
you males reading this just said, “That’s for sure!” — consider 
yourself slapped.)
Our habit of hanging hose and delicate lingerie on the shower 
rod to dry stems from trying to help you guys. If we put those 
in the dryer, they wear out faster. We actually save YOU 
money by treating our undies with some special care. You 
shouldn’t be complaining.
And stop whining about the amount of time we spend in the 
bathroom. You guys can pair unmatched colors and get away 
with it, because you’re men. We are expected to be coifed and 
color-coordinated at all times, and that takes time. 
I’ll indulge one little secret, though. Sometimes we stay in 
there a long time to punish YOU for leaving the toilet seat up. 
Once you’ve fallen into a cold toilet bowl, the need for revenge 
overcomes you. Trust me.



TV SPORTS
BY STEVE BOND

There are two completely unrelated activities that are 
guaranteed to launch women into one of their irrational 
tirades: leaving the toilet seat up and watching TV sports.
They may not realize it (and certainly won’t admit it), but 
women NEED men to watch sports. With the majority of 
television programs, movies and all extraneous sensory inputs 
in the daily environment geared to women’s needs, a man’s 
testosterone levels can become dangerously low without him 
even realizing it.
TV sports replenishes the testosterone, and this, in turn, 
benefits the ladies. Last year, we had my mother, my live-in 
lady and my two daughters at the house for the entire week-
end. Within hours, I had exploded a potato in the microwave, 
broken a glass and a plate, left the oil cap off my beloved’s 
car, and (most serious of all) mishandled the remote. 
Fortunately, my lady has extensive medical training and 
recognized the symptoms. She prescribed a taped segment of 
“Hockey’s Greatest Hits,” two motorcycle magazines and a 
beer straight from the bottle. We caught it just in time!
After watching a good hockey game (i.e. goal scoring PLUS 
several fights), the juices get flowing and a man becomes 
ALIVE! When it’s bedtime, these beneficial interactions are 
likely to be shared by the man’s bed-partner, and isn’t she the 
lucky one!

TV SPORTS
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

Is there anything so maddening as men watching sports on 
TV? I mean, when they become riveted to the set during a 
sports event, they are obnoxiously oblivious to the more 
important aspects of the world around them — namely, us 
women.
Oh, they’ll ramble on and on about male bonding and the 
need to stimulate testosterone levels by watching guys hit 
each other over the heads with hockey sticks, or jump on top 
of some poor Running Back who already has 872 pounds of 
human tackles on him in a football play — BUT that’s just a 
clever ruse to once again claim dominion over the sofa and 
remote control.
Even if we could accept that our men live vicariously through 
action-packed sports such as hockey, football and baseball 
(which is doubtful), we are not so naive as to believe that all 
the TV sports men watch raise testosterone to gratification 
levels that will do us any good.
Take golf, for example. Even women who play golf don’t watch 
it. I mean, we’re talking B-O-R-I-N-G! Yet the guys will sit 
there, spellbound by alligator-shirted yuppies slowly (and I 
mean slowly) swinging clubs to the whispered commentary of 
someone trying to sound as though he’s having a great time. 
Remember: the best sports in the world are women! We have 
to be, to put up with you guys.





SELECTING A VEHICLE
BY STEVE BOND

Look at a man who drives a mini van — if you can. Notice his sallow 
complexion. See how his hollow eyes furtively avoid yours. He is a 
beaten, downtrodden individual, a spineless “yes” man who, rather 
than stand up for his rights, has willingly agreed to vehicular 
castration.
Why is it that when men are in high school and college, driving 
motorcycles and hot cars, women find us (and said vehicles, 
hopefully in that order) incredibly irresistible? “Go faster!!” they 
breathe softly in our ears. But, immediately after marriage, the 
motorcycles and muscle cars are quickly sold, the couple gravitates 
to a sporty, two-door coupe with an automatic (“But I can’t drive a 
stick, Honey”), or something reasonably upscale in dark gray. 
During the family planning stage, she inherits the sporty two-door, 
while his choice is unilaterally narrowed to a roomy four-door 
midsize in dreary colors, or the dreaded mini van. Once a man 
agrees to purchase his first mini van, life, as he knows it, is over. He 
has now embarked upon a slow donkey ride to vehicular hell.
The only chance of salvation is when the children grow up and 
move out, or if the marriage dissolves. My daughters are teenagers, 
so what do I drive? A bright red, two-door, 4-wheel drive Sport Utility 
with a 5-speed transmission, killer stereo and custom mag wheels. 
Please, hold the applause until your wife has left the room.

SELECTING A VEHICLE
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

Men supposedly possess it in quantity, but it seems to leave 
them completely when they enter a new car dealership — 
logic! Yes, just as car companies know men can be swayed by 
a bleach blonde with large breasts and little under the “hood,” 
they also know they can slap a sporty paint job and mag 
wheels on a vehicle, and men will be drawn to it. Throw in 4-
wheel drive and a stereo with enough buttons on it to launch a 
Mars space probe, and you have the perfect “macho” 
machine, regardless of how impractical it is.
Shopping for a car with a man is frustrating. Women 
understand what features are important: handy drink holders, 
lots of room to lug groceries and kids (mini vans are great for 
that), a make-up mirror on the passenger side sun visor (when 
driving, we use the rear view mirror), and a color that goes 
with most of our outfits. And what is this thing men have with 
stick shifts? There’s enough to concentrate on while driving, 
without worrying about what gear we’re in. Who cares? That’s 
what machines are for (and apparently, men). 
The only thing worse than car shopping with a man is trying it 
alone. Car salesmen are so demeaning when selling to a 
woman; they assume that we don’t understand anything about 
engines, and they talk down to us. All they harp about is the 
pretty color, the drink holders, how much room there is for kids 
and groceries, and the mirror on the passenger side visor!



THE GARAGE
BY STEVE BOND

When you think of someone putting the car into the garage, 
other than the obvious sexual image, what comes immediately 
to mind? The correct answer is “nothing.” It’s fiction. Only 
happens in the movies. Cars do not belong in garages.
Cars do not require shelter, as they are designed to live 
outside. Automotive engineers (mostly male) go through four 
grueling years of University plus graduate school, searching to 
find better ways for cars to withstand the outside environment. 
Why do you think so many advances have been made lately 
in clearcoat paints and factory rust-proofing? Men want their 
garages reserved for items other than cars!
Motorcycles and fishing boats NEED to be inside. Motorcycles 
are too easily stolen, and you can’t expect boats to get wet, 
can you?
Rather than deal from an emotional viewpoint, let’s look at the 
issue strictly logically. My single garage is nine feet by twenty, 
for a total of 180 sq. ft. Subtract 36 sq. ft. for both work 
benches and another 36 sq. ft. for the three motorcycles. 
Shelving uses up an additional 15 sq. ft, and if you do the 
math, that leaves 93 sq. ft. available. There is no way you can 
get a car in that space. There is only enough room for a new 
table saw, or another motorcycle.
So, if you are still under the misguided impression that a 
garage is nothing more than a big toy box, may I remind you 
that as grown men, we do not play with toys. We are 
hobbyists.

THE GARAGE
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

I looked it up in three dictionaries, and it’s there in black and 
white: garage - an enclosed shelter for motor vehicles. 
Garages were invented for three reasons: to prevent rust on 
cars; to shelter women’s hair-dos and outfits when getting in 
and out of cars; and to eliminate scraping ice and snow off 
cars in the winter. 
Somehow over the ages, men got the idea that the garage is a 
personal tool/toybox for their macho whims (probably started 
with the pioneer men who filled up their precious barns with 
useless farm equipment, claiming that horses were meant to 
live outside because they have thick coats of hair). No wonder 
the women who forged this country had so many “bad hair 
days”!
Oh, I agree that a few items such as lawn mowers and rakes 
should have their respective nooks and crannies out there, but 
men have taken the “storage” aspect of garages to an art 
form. The dictionaries DO NOT say anything about a garage 
being a shelter for the following items: compressors, 
attachments for compressors, hockey nets, pressure washers, 
boats, outboard motors that work, outboard motors that don’t 
work, welding tables, generators, radial arm saws, wooden 
sawhorses, motorcycle fenders, exhaust systems or gas 
tanks. 
Important note: motorcycles are classified as “motorized 
vehicles” ONLY when they work. When they’re broken and in 
pieces, they automatically become what we females refer to in 
technical terms as “junk.” It’s all there in the dictionaries. Funk, 
Wagnall and Webster may be men, but they can’t be wrong 
about everything!



DRIVING
BY STEVE BOND

If women had their way, all vehicles would be equipped with 
an extra functioning brake pedal on the front passenger side. 
This would eliminate shin splints when they stomp on the 
imaginary brake pedal fifteen times in a short drive to the 
grocery store. 
It would also save wear and tear on our floor mats. Mine have 
a large wear spot right where the phantom pedal would be.
I don’t know why my lady exhibits this behavior. A car will pull 
up to a stop sign as we are approaching, and I hear a huge 
quick intake of breath, and her right foot starts stomping the 
floor as if she’s killing snakes. “It’s OK, dear. I see him and 
he’s stopping; we’re not going to ram him. What’s the 
problem?” 
Does she think my entire driving career consists of frequent 
explosions as my vehicle careens off everything in the street? 
In reality, I have been in contact with other vehicles only twice 
since 1967. One pinhead ran a red light and T-boned me in an 
intersection, and recently, I was rear-ended when I stopped.
I admit, I usually drive the speed limit, which is 5 to 10 km/hr 
faster than the “suggested guidelines” that are posted on the 
signs. Last winter, someone at work asked if I had seen the 
car that spun off the road in the snow and was in the middle of 
the ditch. “Was she okay?” I asked. 
I have a 4 x 4, which means that in bad weather, the speed 
limit is automatically raised by 20 km/hr.
Anyone who doesn’t drive exactly like I do is a total idiot. 

DRIVING
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

Do men and women really drive differently? We park 
differently, that’s for sure. Really, this parallel parking thing has 
gotten blown way out of proportion over the years. I have no 
trouble finding end parking spaces that I can simply pull into 
and out of. And parallel parking is contributing to the downfall 
of fitness in North America — walking seven or eight blocks to 
your actual destination from an end parking space represents 
badly-needed exercise.
Men seem to think they wrote the book on driving. In fact, I bet 
the authors of the driver’s manual were men. The irony is that 
they don’t follow the rules they made up in the first place. 
Blame it on testosterone, but men are too aggressive when 
they drive. A speed limit of 80 km/hr is interpreted by a man to 
mean 90 in inclement weather, and 100 if the pavement will 
provide any friction at all.
And men get so testy when they drive. Do one little thing out 
of the ordinary, like forget a turn signal, pull out from a corner 
a little too quickly, use the rear view mirror to put on make-up 
while you’re on the highway, or — horrors — drive under the 
speed limit, and you’d think the only descriptive word they 
ever learned is “idiot.” 
If you happen to own a stick shift and actually get to drive it 
now and then (my husband has one rule: I can drive his car 
whenever he’s in a coma), you’re familiar with the “clutch 
lectures” men love to deliver. Riding the clutch is an excellent 
toning exercise for the calves.
Women are more careful on the road. That and our healthful 
eating habits afford us longer lives, provided we stay out of 
the paths of male drivers.



THE CAR TRIP
BY STEVE BOND

A woman’s bladder, when confined in a movie theater showing 
the double feature, “Terms of Endearment” and “The Piano” 
will hold four large soft drinks. Why then, when she’s seated in 
a car or sport utility vehicle, will her bladder suddenly shrink to 
the size of a thimble?
Oh, yes, when women are at a hen party, they can down six or 
eight glasses of wine named after baby animals and not have 
to urinate, but put them in the car, and it’s, “I have to go… I 
REALLY have to go.”
Why is it that when we’re out on a two-hour drive, women feel 
the need to stop for a six course meal at a roadside 
establishment whose culinary capabilities could charitably be 
described as “suspect?” During the week, they wouldn’t think 
of eating at a greasy spoon, but hit the road on the weekend, 
and all of a sudden, they’re the food critic on tour, stopping at 
each and every restaurant within a fifty mile radius.
And here’s the real reason we don’t let women drive. When on 
a road trip, we have a destination. The object is to reach said 
destination before the car depreciates to zero value. Reaching 
this destination does not include stopping at every town that 
has a “Factory Outlet,” scenic lookout or historical monument 
to some turn-of-the-century feminist. Nor does it include 
stopping at the Laundry Museum, the Soap Opera Hall of 
Fame or the International Tribute to Chocolate. 
I would also like to remind female drivers that the speed limit 
signs are suggested minimums, not the speed at which the 
car will self-destruct!

THE CAR TRIP
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

Unless you’re independently wealthy and can afford to fly to 
every faraway destination, it’s going to happen: the car trip. 
Riding in a confined vehicle for prolonged periods of time with 
your male significant other can be sheer hell for a woman. 
Notice I wrote “riding,” not “driving.” Most men will insist on 
taking the wheel, even when they’re tired, or when the woman 
is a better driver. This is because most men interpret “man 
sitting on passenger side while woman drives” as “henpecked 
husband locked into a joyless marriage with tyrant, frigid wife.” 
So, they drive, and we furnish sparkling conversation, hold 
their pop so it doesn’t spill, referee the kids’ arguments, and 
provide expert navigation that male drivers ignore. And when 
they get us lost, their solution is to drive in circles for hours 
until they figure out the road pattern in that area and get us 
back on track. When we suggest stopping to ask for 
directions, we are bombarded with the macho, “I’m not lost — 
I have a finely honed sense of direction.” 
And what is the problem with men stopping for anything other 
than gas on a long car trip? My sister-in-law’s husband 
actually expects his family to leap out of the car, pick up food 
at a restaurant, and jump back into the car, without his having 
to come to a complete stop. Saves time, apparently. And 
heaven forbid you have to go to the bathroom! “Didn’t you go 
before we left?” he’ll whine. 
“Yes, but that was 5 hours and 4 soft drinks ago.” And for a 
woman, pulling over to the side of a country road does NOT 
constitute a restroom stop. If you’re going on vacation, why be 
so concerned with saving time? Stop and smell the roses, 
that’s half the fun. And remember: REAL men let their wives 
drive!





MANNERS
BY STEVE BOND

Let’s review some common misconceptions about manners.  
When eating, the object is to shovel all of the hot food on the 
plate past the esophagus before said food becomes chilled. If 
the food is cold, it must be consumed before it warms to room 
temperature.  
Why interrupt someone’s shoveling by asking them to pass 
the dinner rolls? If you can reach them by supporting yourself 
with one hand while leaning over the gravy boat, and as long 
as you can touch your chair with the tip of one toe, it’s a legal 
move and no penalty should be assessed.
I’ve never understood the delay of game penalty inflicted upon 
dinner guests by what’s commonly known as “saying grace.” 
Is the source of the food so suspect that we have to pray that 
no one falls ill after consuming it? I think they should start 
shopping at more reputable food markets.  
It’s my in-laws’ custom to say a blessing before each meal.  
When my teenage daughters and I dined there, there was a 
flurry of activity much like piranhas devouring a cow carcass 
as we flung bowls of mashed spuds and plates of meat 
around the table. By the time they were ready for Grace, we 
were ready for dessert. 
As for belching, in some Arabic countries, it’s an insult NOT to 
belch after eating, and I’d hate to offend anyone’s culture 
whether they’re present or not.

MANNERS 
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

Men may balk at our North American customs regarding 
manners, but they’re big hypocrites. They know about 
manners, because they manage to exhibit some during the 
dating stage of relationships.
Ah, for the days when men opened doors for their loved ones. 
When they pulled out a restaurant chair ever so lightly and 
pushed it in as we settled ourselves for an evening of fine 
dining and scintillating conversation. When they belched and 
scratched in private.
After marriage or the move-in phenomenon, that stuff seems 
forgotten, and they pretend that we’re speaking a foreign 
language when we mention that perhaps it’s tacky to wipe 
your mouth with your sleeve after a meal. And when someone 
says, “Pass the dinner rolls,” that person is not giving you a 
football signal so you can pick up a roll and heave it across 
the table. No one cares that you played quarterback in high 
school.
Men seem to think that “passing” at the dinner table means 
the same thing as “passing” when driving a car — pushing 
past anyone in your way to get to your destination as quickly 
as possible. Dinner isn’t a race, guys. But then, who needs to 
think about passing and manners when going out to dinner 
involves someone yelling your order into a microphone and 
asking if you want fries with that?



DINING OUT
BY STEVE BOND

There are two categories of dining out: when you get hungry; or 
when you take the lady out for a special occasion, such as an 
anniversary, Valentines Day, or “Get out of the Doghouse Day.”
 To go out when you are hungry usually means a restaurant that 
serves ample quantities of food (heavy on the rare red meat with 
baked potatoes mounded with sour cream). These places usually 
have quaint names like “Big Mike’s International House of 
Cholesterol.” The waiters double as paramedics, and every dish on 
the menu is served complete with a rib spreader. At various times 
during the evening, the paramedics whiz by with a crash cart and 
paddles. “We’re losing him. Clear!”
The establishments the ladies choose are usually dark, so you can’t 
see the teeny portions of food they try to pawn off on an 
unsuspecting public. Actually, “food” doesn’t begin to cover the 
assortment of soy products, unknown veggies, and unidentifiable 
fowl they cover in sauces so thick you need a trowel to scrape it to 
the side of the plate. These places are usually called “Chez 
Maurice” or “Chez Lounge” or something else unpronounceable. 
The main course is an “entree” (from the French “enter”), which, by 
my way of thinking, should be served just as you come into the 
restaurant. 
But no. First you have an appetizer. This can range from shrimp 
cocktail (four tiny frozen crustaceans for $12.95), potato skins, soup 
(cup $4.50 or bowl $6.50 served in the same size dish), or a slice of 
garlic bread so dry it would parch the Gobi Desert.

The food prices are bad enough, but it seems like there’s a 
loan shark in the back room in charge of marking up the beer 
and wine. Plus, you get the benefit of the snobby guy with the 
spoon around his neck asking if “Old Watch Winder ‘96” was 
acceptable with the twelve dollar cheeseburger you finally 
settled on.

DINING OUT
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

Dining out is a rare delight, and should be treated as such. It 
is a time for culinary adventure — a time to forget about 
quantity and concentrate on quality. A time to experiment with 
foods that one might not have in the cupboard or refrigerator 
at home, and most of all, a time to forget about money and 
just enjoy!
Try and tell that to a man. Yes, men — those trustworthy 
connoisseurs of red meat and white potatoes. True gourmets 
who think that a classy evening is dictated by draft beer, 
instead of bottled. Bon vivants who think they’ve been gypped 
if the food doesn’t completely cover the plate and have gravy 
dripping off the sides. Aficionados of the “F” words: fried, 
fattening and fast.
There’s no relaxing when dining out with a man in a class 
establishment; a woman must always be on her guard. Will he 
say something embarrassing, such as “Were these shrimp 
leftover from the kitchen on the Titanic?” Or might he send 
back his vichyssoise, complaining that his soup is cold?
And what do men have against color when it comes to food? 
The word “salad” can send them into cholesterol-withdrawal 
frenzies. Unless the plate of greens comes with real bacon 
bits, loads of grated cheese, oily croutons and gooey 
Thousand Island dressing, they’re not interested.
Women, on the other hand, understand the concept of teasing 
a delicate palate with a handful of shrimp, a wee plate of 
romaine vinaigrette, and a bowl of clear herbed broth. We 
appreciate the aesthetics of a small portion of protein served 
next to three steamed string beans on a bed of romaine and 
tiny roasted parsley potatoes.  For a woman, the only thing 
more gratifying than dining out and having someone cook for 
her is staying in a hotel and having someone clean AND cook 
for her (see Vacations).



EATING PROPERLY
BY STEVE BOND

Every once in a while, the lady of the house will decide 
(usually after watching Oprah, Silly Jesse, or reading some 
communistic women’s magazine) that our recent dietary 
intake is similar to a herd of wild boars chowing down at the 
cholesterol trough.
“We have to have more ______ (insert fiber, vegetables, fish, 
salads, chicken, soy product or tofu here) in our diet,” she will 
unilaterally declare. “We’re just not eating enough health 
foods.” As soon as I hear those words, I know I will be 
subjected to another week or two of long grained brown rice 
on a bed of boiled swamp. Fish, chicken and vegetable dishes 
are okay, as long as there are a few staples served along with 
them. Potatoes spring immediately to mind, either baked and 
slathered with processed cheese caulking or mashed with lots 
of butter and pepper. Soy products and tofu should first be 
relegated to the dog’s dish, and then to the composter when 
Fido inevitably refuses it.
What’s wrong with a nice slab of medium rare, barbecued 
cow, alongside a baked potato the size of a Volkswagen and 
washed down with a cold beer or two? How about a couple of 
burgers smothered in fried onions and accompanied by those 
amusing little dollar fries from the frozen food store?
I’ve tried some so-called “health” dishes, and the only thing 
that can salvage most of them is a copious drenching of 
ketchup. To be extra healthy, substitute volcano-hot salsa. 
After all, I’ve never heard of a national cholesterol emergency 
in Mexico.

EATING PROPERLY
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

My husband eats a very balanced diet, incorporating choices 
from the four basic food groups: sugar, salt, fat and 
cholesterol. It’s so frustrating trying to teach my children good 
eating habits, when their dad would just as soon eat burgers 
smothered in ketchup, mayonnaise and onions. He adds a 
side of barbecue potato chips, drinks beer, and tops it all off 
with apple pie and ice cream for dessert. He claims this meal 
includes all four REAL food groups — and it does, in a 
warped, cholesterol-laden way. And no, hops aren’t 
considered vegetables.
Why are men so afraid of raw vegetables or unusual foods? 
They’re not afraid of bears or moose or mice or snakes, but 
wave a bean sprout in front of them, and they scream and run 
away, obviously traumatized. You can get them to bite into a 
crisp apple now and then, but suggest having a mango or 
papaya for an adventure, and they wrinkle up their faces, as 
though you’d just offered them par-boiled shoestrings.
And with all the media attention today to soy products and the 
benefits of tofu, you’d think men would be more open-minded. 
But noooooooooo, everything they have to eat has to TASTE 
good, as well as be nourishing. Rice cakes are a fantastic 
snack that can fill the void with few calories, but when offered 
one, a man will grimace and invariably utter a sentence that 
has the phrase “tastes like Styrofoam” in it.
Scoff at us women if you will, but remember — we live longer 
than you guys. Bean sprout, anyone?





MALE CLOTHES SENSE:  
FACT OR FICTION?

BY STEVE BOND

There’s an old saying, “Clothes make the man.” I humbly offer 
Bond’s First Revision: “Women make the man…wear clothes.” 
Mostly that he doesn’t want to. 
The male fashion sense is several generations ahead of what 
females commonly accept. It used to be said that, “Blue and 
green should never be seen.” Men have been wearing this 
fashionable combination for centuries amidst much hooting 
and derision from the feminine sector. It’s now accepted and 
mandatory to mix shades of green and blue into an iridescent 
combination called “teal.” It’s trendy, but I still hate it.
Women require a complete, coordinated look. Shoes match 
the purse, blouse matches the belt, and fabric patterns have 
to compliment each other or the ladies come off looking like 
some sort of clowns. Men, however, can and do wear stripes 
with plaids, paisley ties with checked shirts and brown shoes 
with black pants. This is simply because men look outstanding 
no matter what they wear. 
Men’s clothing is machine washable...all at once. Men do one 
load of laundry per week, and if the garments come out as a 
melded pastel color, so much the better, because then, 
everything matches. Men make a deliberate decision to be 
environmentally friendly. Less loads of laundry equal less 
detergent into our sewage treatment systems and carry a 
bonus of more TV sports time. Women waste so much time 
and effort sorting colors from whites and darks from lights, that 
they turn laundry into something of a drudge. 
When a woman asks a man, “Are you gonna wear that shirt?,” 
it literally translates to, “You’re NOT gonna wear that shirt.”

MALE CLOTHES SENSE:  
FACT OR FICTION?

BY DOROTHEA HELMS

The saying “Clothes make the man” sends shivers down the 
spine of any woman who has ventured out in public with a 
spouse wearing plaid boxer shorts and a striped, button-down 
shirt! Anthropologically speaking, men have a left brain 
deficiency that hampers their capacity for clothing logic, 
stemming from a male evolutionary obstruction eons ago 
when some prehistoric female first said, “You’re not wearing 
that fig leaf, are you?”
Men’s lack of clothes sense has resulted in an epidemic of 
male shopping hives. If we need anything in the sporting 
goods/hardware/automotive/computer/power tool lines, there’s 
no trouble getting the guys out for a day of browsing. But 
mention the word “socks” and they’re either tired or sick. Well, 
I’m sick and tired of washing the same pair of cut-offs that 
have worn so thin, they give new meaning to the word “moon.”
There is hope, though, from an unexpected source — my local 
Sears store! That bastion of department store savvy came to 
my rescue one day as I forced my hubby to shop for 
supplements to the three crumpled blobs left in his sock 
drawer. “Where’s the Men’s Department?” I asked a sales 
clerk. And without flinching, as though she was passing along 
a weather report and not the most brilliant marketing ploy in 
shopping history, she said, “Downstairs, next to the tools!”
Sears tools — every man’s dream, every woman’s nightmare. 
What advertising finesse! What trickery — I love it! Now we 
bargain for clothes purchases: a ratchet screwdriver for a pair 
of slacks; a drill press for a package of underwear. My hat is 
off to the person who originated the concept — obviously a 
woman!



MOVIES
BY STEVE BOND

Hollywood producers are missing the boat on male movie 
popularity right out of the box office. If the flick doesn’t have a 
car chase, several running gun battles or a title that has the 
word “stewardess” in it, the previews had better be pretty 
impressive, or it’s a no sale.
For example, a few years back there was a movie called “The 
Unbearable Lightness of Being.” L-O-S-E-R. No self-
respecting male this side of San Francisco would think of 
entering a theater featuring this donkey unless he was 
accompanied by a guarantee from his lady that he was going 
to get unbearably lucky that same evening. IN WRITING! Had 
the producers entitled the film “The Unbearable Lightness of 
Being Out of Ammo,”...maybe.
Other success stories include: “Arachnophobia — Eight Legs, 
Fangs and an Attitude.” Perfect. Anything with “Terminator” in 
the title is a sure-fire winner. And although Mr. Stallone’s star 
is waning slightly, “The Specialist” was acceptable, because it 
featured several major explosions, Sharon Stone in various 
stages of undress and Rod Steiger, apparently as Ricky 
Ricardo.
Anyth ing , and I s t ress ANYTHING, w i th H.R.H. 
Schwarzenegger is a five-star favorite with males. Men, in the 
private sanctity of bonding groups, freely quote from Chairman 
Arnold. From Total Recall comes, “Give da peeble der air,” 
and when he disposes of the lovely Ms Stone, who has tried 
to kill him several times, “Consida dis a divoss.” From 
Predator we get, “It’s killink us vun by vun.” And from 
“Terminator” the immortal, “I’ll be beck.” With dialogue like this, 
how can they lose?

MOVIES
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

Men and movies. Ah, let’s see, the quest for plot, depth, 
competent acting, exquisite writing — NOT! To please a man 
cinematically is simple: fast cars, fast women and fast bullets.  
If there isn’t some blonde babe with more cleavage than 
brains, or a car speeding uncontrollably down a highway with 
someone shooting at it (or better yet, a car outfitted with 
rocket launchers), guys aren’t interested.
Men actually rate movies by how “good” the car chases are. 
They can’t tell you how poignant the use of historical irony 
was in the intended plot, but they can spout off the year and 
make of every vehicle used in the film, including whether or 
not it was modified. And, of course, add a buxom young 
blonde, and the vehicle takes on epic proportions, along with 
her measurements and the movie. 
Forget creativity. If producers want to market to males today, 
all they have to do is use the right words in the titles. For 
example, “Terminator Rambo 007 Meets Die Hard Strippers 
from Mars” would be an instant hit. And dialogue must be kept 
simple: “Go ahead, make my day” can serve many purposes 
for men, from shootouts to love scenes, and “I’ll be beck” is a 
Schwarzenegger classic that is becoming trite with overuse. 
Men’s brains are linear, whereas women’s are more intricate 
and can incorporate the subtleties inherent in movies with 
depth. A man would look at the title “Fried Green Tomatoes” 
and assume it’s about drunk female avocado wrestling. One 
meaningful line from Jessica Tandy, and they’d be out in the 
lobby, stuffing popcorn in their mouths, trying to figure out if 
they’ll get lucky when they get home.



BUYING A HOUSE
BY STEVE BOND

There are many features and options to consider when buying 
a home. It is an art form to make your wife or girlfriend believe 
that she is getting to pick everything she wants, while in 
reality, most of the features she selects will support your own 
personal lifestyle.
The most important consideration is a double garage. She will 
be impressed when you hug her and say you don’t want her 
scraping the ice from her windows in the pre-dawn, sub-zero 
cold as she goes to work. Don’t ever let on that one garage is 
for your fully equipped workshop, while the other is for heated 
storage of your motorcycles and fishing boat. 
If the house has a three-car garage, you are at the major 
league level of manly excess and I salute you! Let her have 
one of the garages, unless you also have a classic car, like a 
’55 Chevy.
Moving to the interior, bargain away the color selection of tiles, 
carpets and fixtures. Who gives a rodent’s rump if they’re 
California Teal or Aztec Blue? 
Voice approval of the large walk-in closet, even though you 
know that only three linear feet will be available for your 
meagre collection of shirts and pants. 
All athletic equipment, including baseball and hockey 
uniforms, hunting clothes, and motorcycle jackets and helmets 
will be living in forced exile in the basement. 
But that’s okay, because now we can start building the rec 
room, gym, fully equipped work shop and storage in the 
basement that’ll hold all OUR stuff!

BUYING A HOUSE
BY DOROTHEA HELMS

When choosing a home, women are much better shoppers 
than men, but then we’re better shoppers than men, period. 
With houses, we’re talking spending hundreds of thousands of 
dollars, plus taking a major lifestyle step. The decision should 
be made carefully, weighing the pros and cons to arrive at the 
best choice for our individual family needs.
Despite what men may tell you, the following are NOT criteria 
upon which to base a housing choice:
• A garage large enough to hold several motorcycles and 

boats that don’t work.
• An outbuilding large enough to hold the motorcycles and 

boats that don’t work that don’t fit into the garage.
• A basement large enough to hold that radial arm saw he’s 

been eyeing up. 
• A location within 20 minutes of a major sports stadium.
• Enough land to require a riding lawn mower.
The following are immediate red flags: if you sense even a 
hint of one of these, eliminate that house from your “maybe” 
list immediately.
• The next door neighbor is a cute, 26-year-old blonde who 

often washes her car in the driveway wearing a tube top.
• Turning around in the driveway would require an 

intricately-maneuvered 3-point turn.
• There’s a clear line of site for a satellite dish, and plenty of 

space in the living room for a big screen TV to watch 
sports on!



TOP

TEN 
  

(OR MORE) 

LISTS

Female Male

Healthful food Skinless Chicken, 
Pasta and
Vegetables

Steak, Pasta and Vegetables

Diet food Cottage Cheese, 
Vegetables and
Salads

Trimmed Rare Steak, Potatoes 
No Sour Cream and Light Beer

Cultural activity Opera, Theatre Flipping to “PBS” during sitcom 
commercial breaks

Practical 
transportation

Station Wagon and 
Mini Van

Corvette and 4 x 4 Pickup w/ Big 
Tires

Ideal number of 
motorcycles

Zero Street Bike, Dirt Bike, 2 Project 
Bikes

Ideal number of cats 3 or 4 At least 10. Huh? Cats? I thought 
you said “Caps.  I hate cats.

Reasons to evacuate 
a room quickly

Fire Dirty Diapers

Perfect Gifts for Roses Picking up your dirty socks 

your special woman Jewelry Mag wheels for YOUR car

Ideal number of 
children

2 Who said anything about 
children?

Best drama 
performance you’ve 
seen by an actress

Ingrid Bergman in 
Casa Blanca

Jane Fonda in Barbarella

Best gift for your 
mother-in-law

Flowers and Jewelry A guest spot on Jerry Springer. 
Gift certificate for Jenny Craig

Healthful  food Skinless Chicken, 
Pasta and
Vegetables

Steak, Pasta and Vegetables

Diet food Cottage Cheese, 
Vegetables and
Salads

Trimmed Rare Steak, Potatoes 
No Sour Cream and Light Beer

Cultural activity Opera, Theatre Flipping to “PBS” during sitcom 
commercial breaks



Men… You Know You Might Need 
Some Sex Counselling if:

1. You think an orgasm is a one-celled creature studied in 
biology class.

2. You think foreplay is letting someone go ahead of you in 
golf.

3. To you, chivalry is doing it in the back seat, instead of the 
front.

4. You think monogamy is that game involving properties and 
get-out-of-jail-free cards.

5. To you, a woman with a g-spot is one who’s rich enough to 
lend you a thousand bucks!

6. You think foreplay should last twenty minutes — including 
the drive over to her house.

7. When you go out with the guys and tell your girlfriend 
you’re leaving her to her own devices, she yells “GOODY!” 
and starts looking for batteries.

8. You know your girlfriend experienced an orgasm, because 
she almost lost her place in the book she was reading.

9. Your best technique consists of: “Insert; withdraw. Repeat 
if necessary.”

10.After the best sex you’ve ever had, your partner says, “I 
think the ceiling needs painting.”

11. You like sex as much as anyone, but your sex maniac 
partner wants it two and three times a month!

Women… You Know You Might Not Be 
a Great Housekeeper if:

1. Flies stay away from your place.
2. The local maid service shows up at your home with a front-

end loader and flame-thrower
3. The real estate agent showing your house arrives with a 

miner’s helmet, and sternly warns potential purchasers, 
“DO NOT let go of the safety rope or wander away from 
the group!”

4. The septic tank guy makes an honest mistake and pumps 
out your pool.

5. Visitors say, “What a lovely ant farm,” to which you reply, 
“That’s our aquarium.”

6. The closest paint chip you can find to your existing kitchen 
wall color is “California Compost.”

7. Your teenagers finally vacuum, because they can’t stand 
the mess.

8. There’s so much rotting fruit on the floor, you spill water 
and wipe up a nice Chablis.

9. You have dustbunnies the size of Golden Retrievers.
10.The last time you cleaned your windows, you were 

listening to the new hit, “She Loves You” on the radio.
11. You have animal tracks on your ceiling.
12.You have the only garden on the street capable of growing 

mushrooms. Unfortunately, it’s in your rec room!



Men… 
You Know You May Not Be Computer Literate if:

1. You don’t do windows.
2. You refuse a free laptop, because you think it’s illegal to 

dance that way in your city.
3. Your memory’s so bad, you can’t remember the last time 

you had a hard drive.
4. You’ve been patiently waiting for your aquarium to boot up.
5. You figure if you can’t get the Norton anti-virus, you’ll go 

with the Yamaha.
6. You think ‘mail merge’ is a halfback tackling a running 

back.
7. You take medication for hyper-link.
8. You think Internet is tangled fishing mesh.
9. The last time you copied and pasted, you were sitting next 

to the smartest kid in the 4th grade.
10.You think netiquette is letting your fishing buddy scoop up 

the bass after you reel it in.
11. You reject Internet, because spamming sounds too fatty.
12.Someone asks for your URL, and you give him the name 

of your urologist.
13.Someone asks you about megs of ram, and you answer, 

“Wasn’t she that actress in Sleepless in Seattle?”
14.You think your computer might have a slipped disk.

Women… 
You Know You May Not Be A Great Cook if:

1. Place settings consist of knives, forks, spoons, plates, water 
glasses, wine glasses, barf bags and stomach pumps.

2. You have the “Botulism Hotline” on speed dial.
3. Dinner guests look over at the dog’s dish and say, “I’ll have what 

he’s having.”
4. Your favorite cooking oil is 10W30.
5. You tell your dinner guests it was a flambé. You tell your 

insurance agent it must have been a short in the wiring.
6. You can’t figure out how people can cook and “wok” at the same 

time.
7. The only food processor in your house is your teenage son.
8. You think trussing a chicken is a great idea, because then 

people can eat and floss at the same time.
9. The ingredients list on a package of your favorite meat begins 

with “May contain…”
10. The last time you made lobster, you used too much ketchup.
11. The kids wear your leftover hush puppies to soccer practice.
12. You can’t make Caesar Salad, because you can’t find Romanian 

lettuce.
13. Your family nicknames your recipe for roast pig “Jurassic Pork.”
14. The main course burps before you do!



The invention of the 20th Century that has most benefited 
mankind is… 

• Her: The oral Polio vaccine.
• Him: The TV remote.
•

The most ideal form of birth control would be… 
• Her: The male contraceptive.
• Him: Hanging around little kids. 

The women’s group that has contributed the most to the 
20th century is… 

• Her: The suffragettes
• Him: La Leche League

Our marriage works because… 
• Her: Of the mutual love, respect and trust we share.
• Him: Her mother lives 3,000 miles away!

My mate and I connect spiritually when… 
• Her: We participate in open discussions on new age 

philosophies.
• Him: She brings me a beer during a TV hockey game.

Glossary of Terms
Dorothea And Steve Fill In The Blanks 

My most memorable moment was… 
• Her: The moment he proposed.
• Him: The Leafs’ seventh game overtime win in Detroit 

in 1993.

Who were Lenin and Marx? 
• Her: The founders of modern communism.
• Him: One of the Beatles and that Groucho guy.

With $10,000, the ideal investment  to ensure financial 
independence would be…  

• Her: A combination of mutual funds, high risk treasury 
bonds and a small  percentage of precious metal 
futures. 

• Him: 57 Chevy

This combination of inkblots represents…  
• Her: The constant struggle for man to overcome 

adversity.
• Him: A horsie.



Cliches Written by Men

• Too many cooks…are almost enough to prepare a hunt camp 
breakfast.

• Red sky at night, good time to go fishing. Red sky in morning, 
good time to go fishing.

• Where there’s smoke, there’s probably a woman burning my 
dinner.

• Star light, star bright, Star Wars, Star Trek.
• If I had a hammer, I’d need $7,800 worth of power tools to go 

with it.

Cliches Written by Women

• You can’t see the forest for the broken down dirtbikes.
• Put your money where your wife is.
• Out of the frying pan, into the beergut.
• A penny saved is a penny that won’t go toward an 

outboard motor.
• A month of Super Bowl Sundays.
• He wears his heart on his tie — along with the spaghetti 

sauce.
• Burning the candle at both ends got his wick toasted.
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(Yeah, they wish!)



Steve Bond

After high school, Steve Bond attended Stanford University on 
a football scholarship, where he won the Heisman Trophy 
three years in a row. Declining offers from several teams to 
play pro ball, Steve embarked on a brief sabbatical, during 
which time he became the only man to scale Mount Everest 
AND Mount Godwin Austen (K-2) in the same morning. 
Returning from Asia, Steve found Hollywood beckoning. Less 
than two months after signing on as an extra, circumstances 
led him to his first starring role along with Carrie Fisher and 
Harrison Ford in the Star Wars Trilogy.
Over the next few years, Steve branched off into live theater 
and starred on Broadway in a number of shows opposite 
leading ladies, such as Barbra Streisand, Sarah Jessica 
Parker, and Florence Henderson. His lively Baritone voice was 
in demand for more serious opera, and Steve is credited with 
coming up for the idea of brass bras and horns for the Valkyrie 
in Wagner’s “The Ring.” 
After Broadway and a brief stint in the opera world, Steve 
played hockey for twelve seasons with the Montreal 
Canadiens, during which he won three league scoring titles 
and four Stanley Cups. In 1984, he won the Indianapolis 500, 
the LeMans 24 hour race, and the Grand Prix of Monaco, 
before crashing spectacularly during the Daytona 200 
motorcycle race and breaking three toes.
Steve devotes his time now to sharing his insights with others. 
Madonna has publicly thanked him for his tireless service in 
editing her book, Sex. His many self-help books, written under 
various pen names (Dr. Wayne Dyer, Deepak Chopra, and 
Abigail Van Buren) have been lifesavers for millions of people. 
Rumor has it that Steve will be given his own talk show in the 
popular “Jerry Springer” time slot. Jerry may retire, in light of 
his inability to compete with Steve’s charisma and brilliance.

Dorothea Helms

After earning her doctorate and graduating with Highest 
Honors in Psychological Studies at Harvard Medical School, 
Dorothea spent some time in Africa working alongside Dr. 
Albert Schweitzer, Mother Theresa, and Jerry Lewis. She 
returned to North America, where she went on tour for several 
years as a back-up singer for the Tina Turner Review, Martha 
and the Vandellas, and finally, as one of the Supremes (rumor 
has it that she may, in fact, BE Diana Ross — suspiciously, no 
one has ever seen them together in person). 
 A born author, Dorothea decided to try her hand writing 
novels under the pen names “Agatha Christie” and “Taylor 
Caldwell,” but show business was in her blood, and she went 
back on tour with The Rolling Stones. President Gerald Ford 
appointed Dorothea to a special post with NASA, where she 
was instrumental in the launching of probes to Mars and 
Jupiter.
However, her artistic side could not be overlooked, and she 
juggled scientific pursuits with writing for the stage, and 
performing in: “The Sound of Music” and “Oklahoma.” Then, 
assuming a male persona, Dorothea created a series of 
musical extravaganzas under the name Andrew Lloyd Weber. 
The chameleon more recently responded to a plea for help, 
when she ghostwrote “A Brief History of Time” for Stephen 
Hawking. Noticing incongruencies in his mathematical and 
physics theories, Dorothea convinced him to publish a second 
book, in which she clarifies once and for all the existence and 
qualities of black holes and establishes wave theory as the 
definitive explanation of light.
Public demand is so high, however, that Dorothea is 
performing again, this time in the limelight. Her recent disc, 
“So Bite Me,” has gone platinum. Watch for her to replace 
Oprah soon with a talk show of her own. 



The team: Between them, Dorothea Helms and Steve Bond 
have 31 years of marriage experience (27 of which are 
Dorothea’s). Steve adds to his credentials one divorce, 
hundreds of alienated (or is that alien?) girlfriends, and one 
happy current cohabitation. Each member of the team boasts 
two offspring, none of whom admit any connection whatsoever 
with the authors

Dorothea Helms has dedicated her life to annoying men. Not 
only does she find it fun, she’s an expert at it. Her background 
in psychology has prepared her for co-authoring this academic 
reference book. Any woman who wants to assert herself as a 
vibrant contributor to the enlightened social attitude toward 
women in the 21st century would do well to heed her advice. 
So you end up alone and lonely? At least you know you 
helped Dorothea become a published author, adding to the 
long list of distinguished female writers of the century.

Steve Bond owes his powerful insights into the topic of male/
female relationships to over 48 years of contact with hundreds 
of annoying women. The female physician who slapped him at 
birth was the first in a long line of others in that gender who, 
for totally unfounded reasons, have found Steve slappable. 
Men appreciate Steve’s realistic, albeit pig-like, advice (this is 
what you get, Steve, for making me do the typing, because it’s 
“woman’s work”).
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  (This time, it’s true)



Man...Woman...Insanity! 
An outrageous look at the battle between the sexes.

• Why are women always late?
• Why do men hog the remote control?
• Why do women make better shoppers than men?
• Why do men and women disagree on how long 6” is?

These questions and more will be answered in this handy 
guide. Be the center of scintillating conversation at the next 
mixed dinner party you attend. Improve your own relationship 
with that special opposite-gender person in your life, as you 
gain insight and understanding as to why they do the 
completely stupid things they do.
And...pick up useful dietary, culinary, and linguistic skills from 
the offerings of authors and experts, Steve Bond and 
Dorothea Helms. These two dynamos are crashing into the 
publishing world with this, the first of a series of deeply 
philosophical treatises on interpersonal relationships in the 
twenty-first century, and other stuff like that.

Read what others have to say about Dorothea and Steve, whose work 
has been rejected by some of the most prestigious publications in 
North America: 

“We’ve never heard of them.” 

The Association for the Psychologically Bewildered 
“Who?” 
 Relationships Monthly 
“This is the best book ever written by a son of mine. When do I get my 20 
bucks?” 

 Mrs. Julia Bond

Other Books in the Series:

• Man…Woman…Infirmary
• Man…Woman…Unsanitary
• Man…Woman…Instability
• Man...Woman...Fertility
• Man...Woman...Futility
• Snowman... Snowwoman...Snowfunatall
• Snowman is an Island

By Dorothea:
The Interpersonal Mismatched Relationships of Influential 
20th Century Poets

By Steve:
The Big Book of Trucks

By Dorothea:
A Critical Evaluation of the Existential Values of Soren 
Kierkegaard and Wilhelm Frederick Hegel

By Steve:
The Bigger Book of Trucks
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